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A GOSSIP WITH YOUR EDITOR ?

House, Farringdon Sireel, London, E.C 4.

ET'8 kick-off this week with a
Greyiriars . limerick for which
Bidney Qrocock, of 18, Alban
Street, Guinsborough, Lines, wi

duly reseive a prize of a handsome leather
pocket wallet, Here it id’:

You've heard of Oliver Ki

Who Iz Ioll of fun and qul;ﬁ
He' jriggles ﬁlam,

Whh balls and wlih welghts

And rarely does he make pai

yr heartiest eongratulations to Siduey,
P —

The first query which comes to mé this
week is sont by a Portamouth reader, who
asks for some mformation

CONCERNING SCOTLAND YARD,

He hes been very surprised to hear that
Scotland Yard has no authority over the
whele of England, and wants to know
why that is ! BSimply becauss ' Bootland
Yard," as we call it, is really the]
Metropoliten Police Office, and d ;
with metropolitan districts, and, in addition
the Thames and the dockyards at Chatham,’
Portamouth, and Devonport., It might
also l:ﬂu:lpnu m& reader to know that
Ergat id Yard hes np suthority in the
{ht-‘{ of London, which hes ite own police

When a serious orime is perpetrated
anteide the metropolitan area, rgmﬂand
Yard has nothing whatever to do with. it—
unloss it i# asked by the loenl police to]
help with the case. Naturally, however,
as tland Yard is better fitted to track
down criminals, it i8 very ravely that it
is not consulted,

b

|

Here's & ourious question, which Harry
Bands, of Wolverhampton, sends along
to mp, e geks me whioch is

THE BIGGEST BRITISH DOMINION ?1

I suspect that Harry i trying to pull my
leg. Doubtless he expects me to say
** Australia *~—but, strange as it mey seom,
Auatralin iz not the largest dominion !
from the fact that Australia is
composed of several states, even its total
ares ig not so great as thet of the largest
dominion. Thers is one which has an
estimated area of over thres million
sguare miles | And yet it has no populs-
tion, and no capital | Have I got you
gussaing T Well, you'll find it right down
at the bottom of a ma;{:r; of the world, and
ite neme i8 BSouth Ceorgin! It was
aoquired by the Britieh Empire by ocoupa-’
tion in the year 1771—bwot I have nover
heard i:-f I:myunﬂ wanting to live there
regularly
e eamallest DBritish dominion s
Gibreltar, which hae an area of only
two square miles, and the least populated
ip the island of Ascension, on which only
150 poople live. The greatest populated
dominion is the Indian Empire, where
there are about 320 million inhabitants,

Tieg MagNer LivBany.—No. 1,233,

Have you ever wondered what is
THE TALLEST BULLDING IN ENGLAND '

le out of ten would say that
St. Paul's Cathedral is, Howevor, sucht
1 not the case. The spire of -Swlis
Cathedral is 404 feet high, a8 against the
360 feot of Bt, Paul’s, So Jim Sparkes
of Salisbury, wina the
he heas been hnvi::? with hie chum {

Here is & list of the "“biggest in the
world,": whi?{h might interest my readers :

Highest Mountain: Mount Ewverest.

Deapest Qocan : Pacific,

Largest Ialapd : Greonland,

River : Amazon,

Tallest Building : Empire State (U.8.A,)

Longest Canal : Gots’ (Sweden.)

Largeat City : London,

Longeat Tunnél : Simplon (Switzerland.)

Moat-gpoken language : English,

Nine

. ‘—

WOULD not like to say which iz the
funniest storyin the world, but X can
egriainky pass on & very amuging one
t0 you, which has been sent in by

H. Sraith, of 2%, Bilton Hill, Rugby,

Ha Fﬁtﬂ' a topping prize of & pooket
k:m’er or it, and if you know a-more
srousing » #end it along, and you'll
et a8 prize, also |l

Teacher {giving lecinre on
birds) : “*Why is It that a
stork siands on
$ one leg?™

Sharp - witted
Boy: Wl
slr, it 11 lifted the
other leg it would {ail down [ **

There are more wait
won, chumns, so pile in with your

fo be
Tig.

SPLENDID GIFTS.

FPortable Gramophones, Pocket Knives,
Poncil Cases, Wireless Sets, Wireloss
Valves, Accumulators, Fountein Pens,
Electric Torches, . Watches, Footballs,
Boxzing Gloves, ete. Thess are s fow of
the sgplendid Gifts included in the Nestle's

[Pasrarsnnssssssnsrrnsannsnsassnasannnsnannen !
WHO SAYS
A DANDY LEATHER POCKET

WALLET or a USEFUL POCKET
KNIFE ?

Theso handzome prizes are
offered for Storyettes and Bnappy
Greyiriars Limericks, All offorts
to be sent to: cfo Maauer, b,
Carmelite Street, London, E.CA4
{Comp.).

HAVE A SHOT AT WINNING ONE OF
THESE TOPFING PRIZES TO-DAY !

,PBor/sl

3 chuma, 5o drop me a line {o the following address ;
tor, The ¥ Magnet " Library, The Amalgemated Press, Léd., The Fleetway

argument ‘Fi"hiﬂl;.i
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Milk Chocolate Presentation
List which will be found in
thé revised and enlarged
edition of Nestlé's Gift Book.
Here is & aplendid
tunity for you to obtain
attractive Gifta by collectin
the Free Gift Coupons whic
will be found in Nestlé's
g'npu]ﬂ.r chocolate packings.

ou should send for ome of
thege Gift Books and with it
will be gsent a woucher for
b free coupons to start your
collection. Address your letter
or posteard to Nestld's (Gifh
Dept.) Bilverthorne XRoad;
Battorsen, London, BW.E,
nnd be mure to mention
Mapxer. This offer unlg
applies in Great Dritain an
WNorthern Ireland.

eBg

[T———
RE are & number of shorter
queries to reply to this week, sa
here goes for my :

RAFPID-FIRE REFLIES,

Where is Bedlam ¥ (G. C., of Taunton.)
“ Bedlam ! {8 the name given to the
Bethlehem Royal Hospital, which etands
in the Lambeth Road, London. Tha
hogpital is now being removed to Bhirley;
in Burrey.

The earliest inhabitants of Britain.
(Walter H., of Chelsea.} There were men
living in these jslands ag sariy as 2,000 8o,
They are said to have belonged to &
Central Agian race. :

'The Presa Gang. (J. W., of Newcastle.}
Whensver the supply of recruits for the
Navy was gi:-i.ng;:fc-wn. goengs of sailors
nsed to go ashore and round up ne many
r;ttrm:? mungmmmtha}rcuu!d. Whether
thoy liked it or not, thess men were coms

ed to serve in the Navy. It was
aclared i]laagal ss long ago sa 10641, but
it skill carri

on until fairly recent times,

Acroplane Carriers. (J. K. of Whit-
gtable.) - Aireraft carriers are very fash
veagels, and many of them can do 30 knotg
easily, ' A big one can carry sbout fifty
aaroplancs, and costa about £6,000,000 to
huEI{T and equip. The planes used are

specially built, have & low landing speed,

and Mﬁmmﬂ undercarriagea, to

Eiﬂkxfmud shock of landing on & steel
e

ELL, I think that's emough to
be going on with this week,
otherwise I won't have space

i to tell you what is in store for
¥Oou 1n our next issue,

Naturally, you're all wondering what
gort of ecrapes the Greyiriars chums are
going to get into next week, The present
Beries ig certainly one of the beat we have
ever published, and in next week's yamn,
which is entitled ;

“ WHITE SLAVES OF THE CONGO!"

you'll find that vour intereat ia held from
the firgt line to the very Jast! As you
can guess, William George Bunter makea
an as8 of himself, as ugual ; but, in doing
80, he causes a certain amount of excite-
mené, in which Harry Wharton and Co.
are well to the fore. But rend the yam
for wyourzelves, chums!l You'll enjoy
it, I can promise you !

High, iI:;rw, and Nippy get up fo more
of their stunts next week, and there are
chuckles enough and to spare in tho
“ Qreviriars - Herald ! supploment,

Algo, don't for that I'll be waii.ing
to have another chat with you all—dnd
thera’s a gquery vou want angwering, don'é
hesitate to send it along to

YOUR EDITOR,



GEE, BOYS !

HERE’S ANOTHER OF POPULAR FRANK RICHARDS’ SPECIALS !

ﬁeaturiug Harry Wharton & Co, on Holiday.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
A Chase on Lake Albert !

H)E\ OF of a morning "
“Rhi
“Top of & morning !

mre fine weathers,

Thoseé
are they
pot it

Harry Wharton & Co. smiled.

It was & sunny morning on the shores
of Lake Albert Nvanea, in the heart of
Africa.

The chums of Greviriars were far
from home.

Herbert Vernon-Smith bhad not yet
turned out. And a deep and rumbling
snoro that echoed through the wholo
building onnounced that Billy DBunter
was still in the land of dreams, Dut
the Famous Five had turned out
early, as merry and bright as the morn-
g,

E'h&f met Mr, Jarram on the path as
they walked down to the shimng lake.

The little, fat, olive-skinned gentle-
man lifted his big white topee with a
graceful bow, and the Greyiviars

of their native tongue. Mr. Jarram’s
was as interesting as any they had heard
hitherta,

“You speak English well, sir !’ said
Dob Cherry gravely.

“You think? asked Mr. Jarram,
“Yes; I fancy I have fairly
nodding acquaintance with him. In
India. my native country, I have been
told I epeak English with enormous
verbosity. You think, don't it?”

The juniors nodded and smiled. I

was rather difficult tc hear

" . . the Eurasian gentleman
jrevlriars, indeed, scemed  one moment a care-ree schoolboy enjoying & speak English withous
ﬂ;e&uniﬂis, in tltaﬁ sunny Eami, holiday in Africa, the next a captive in the hands ﬁmilé_ﬂg- e

o ganda, In a midst o X0 wa ol o &
vast forests and trackless “f a bitter Eﬁ&, Whﬂ*!ﬁ determined fo sell m‘t?l bungualew in so fine a morn-
il'lltgh'.'ﬂ-. lllt'ﬂ' Elﬁ?&r}r = Sﬂﬂh Is thE fﬂtﬂ ﬂf vﬂmﬂﬂ"ﬁmi ing fo 00y ﬂimtlm_iﬂfﬁnt

The Greyiriars parly had
arrived at Dutiaba, on Lake
Albert, the previous day, and
found quarters prepared for them at the
bungalow of Mr. Jarram, the Lurasian
lanter, whe was now greeling them n
Eis own variety of their language.
They had had s long and tiring trek
from Entebbe, But early in the meorning
tha Famous Five turned ont fo lake a
vicw of their new surroundings.

Mr. Vernon-3mith, in whose charge
the schoalboys were travelling, was
gtill asleep wunder his mosquito-net.

of Greyfriars |

follows, not to be outdone in politcness,
raised their hats and bowed in return,

“Top of one fing momming " puraucd
Me. Jarram, with a beaming smile,
"’,ﬂmt iz how you say in English, don't
it

“Somelhing like that,
Harry Wharton, smiling.
ing, sir "

Since arriving in Afriea, the juniors
had heard many intoresiing varieties

sir,"  said
“ Good-nioru-

sights, don’t it?"” added Mr.

Jarram. “Myself, I go in &

boat with & pun to shoot &
duck on_ a. lake. Your honourable
aceompaniment would bo a considerable
pleasure, You would like, don't it?"

With a sort of mental jump, the
juniors realised 1that the Eurasian
pentleman was asking them to go with
Lim 1n the boat, duck-shooting.

“Jolly good wheeceze!™ said DRob,
“Yes, rather " agreed Nugent.

Tne Magrer Liseany.—No, 1,223,
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“The ratherfulnesa is terrific!” de-
clared lHurree Jamset Ram  Singh,
whose Eunglish had a sort of family
resemblance to Mr. Jarram’s owin

“Come, then!” said the planter.
"You follow in a footstep.”

With hia gun under his arm, the
planter led the way down o path througn
a shady grove to the lakeside, .

Harry Wharton & Co. followed him
cheerfully. A trip on the shining lake,
under the rising sum, before brekier,
was quite ino accordance with their
wishes.

The Jarram bungalow lay ncar the
shore of Lake Albert, at a little distance
irom Butiaba. .

In a few minutes tho Juniors came out
on the lakesids, where there was a
timber landing-stage, which belonged
to the bungalow, ; :

A boat was tied on to the timber, with
two pairs of oars in it. Mr. Jarram
indicated it with o wave of the hand.

“You jump in a boat ! he said. “In
a zolitary moment [ take a canoe, but
in weleome company of numerous youhg
English, o boat is more largely accom-
modating, don’t it?” .

"]We"ﬂ row you, sir!" samid Johnny
Bull,

“This kind offer is instantaneously
acmp}l;ahle," said Mr, Jarram, "DBut

He broke off and stared alout the
landing-stoge.

“But where is a canoe ™ he asked.

Ho picked up a loose rope that trailed
from the landing-stage into the water
and stared at the depping end.

It had been cut clean, with a knoife.

“A ecanoe i3 not here!” ejaculated
Mr. Jorrum, “Whero is & canoo? A
rope has been cut, and a canoe i3 absent.
A person has eut a ¥ope and taken a
canoe! This i3 a stealing !

Up to that moment the plump
Eurasian gentloman had been all smil-
g good-humour., Now his brows
knitted, his black eyes gleamed, onad
Ina olive cheeks reddened with anger,

Hu stared up and deown the shore of
the lake, and then aevoss the shiming
wuters, strotching fur away towards
the Belgian Canﬁo.

Evidently Mr. Jarcam was very angry
and disturbed at the theft of his canoce.

“A person steals a canoe!” he ex-
claimed wrathfully. “In a nmight, when
an eye is closed in a slumber, a person
stcals a canoe! If I see this person
I give him one charge of duck-shot
fronr & gun! You sce some person On
a laket

The chums ¢f Greyiriars starcd nway
across the wide walers, glimmering in
the rising sunshine,

Thera wera plenty of fishing villages
round the shores of Lake A?beﬂ, ut
at that early hour none of the natives
seemed to bo abroad.

Only, fat out on the lake, a speck was
disterned on  the gleaming waters,
though whether it was a cance or not
could not be told by the naked eye.

Bob Cherry painted it out to the
excited Eurasian gentleman.

“That's something,” be said, * Bui
whether it's a canoe or a jolly old
Lippo—"

My, Jarram stared fxedly at the
distant speck. Then he nodded,

“1 think I catch a shine of a paddle 1”
he said. “¥ou think, don't it ?”

The juniors stared hard. It scomed
to them that a glimmer eame at
wmoments fram the distant speck, which
was very probably caused by a paddle
catehing the raya of tho sun.

*It's o chance, anyhow," zaid Harry
Wharton., *“Let's go after it and sec,

Tone Msower Lisrauy.—No. 1,233,

Mr. Jarram, Whatever it is, we'll run
1t down, with four of us pulling.”

“Jump with quickness in a boat!”
exclaimed Mr, Jarram.

If the distant speck really was Mr.
Joarram’s missing cance, which had
been "pinched” by wmomo pilfering
native, the chums of Greyiriars were
only too willing to lend a hand in re-
covering it, 'I%a:r bad not secn much
of My, Joerram, so far, but he had
nI]‘t‘ﬂ.ﬁj shown himself an exuberantly
hospitable hest, and they liked the
P}ump Eurasian gentleman., Bo they
‘jumped with uickness,' as  Mr.
Jarram expressed it, into the boat, and
Mr. Jarrpin jumped after them, with
cqual guickness, and,cast off the painter,

Harry Wharton and Bob Cherry,
Johnoy Bull send Frank Nugent, took
the oars, nnd Hurres Jamset Ram Siogh
shoved off with a boathook, Mr, Jar-
ram sat at the lines, as the juriors
pulled out on the lake, and Hurrce
Singh stood in the bows, watching the
distunt speck.

“Row, brothers, row!" chanted Bob
Cherry.

“Put your beef inte it, you men!”
sald Harry Wharton, *“If that's the
thief in the cance he's got a long stare
But we'll jolly well run him down, if
we have to pull across to the Congo
country 1"

“What-ho!"” said Johnny DBull
. The four carsmen put their “beef ™
inte 1t, pulling as hard as they had
ever pulled in & race on the Sark, at
far-of Greviriars SBeliool, The boat
fairly shot aeress the water.

 Mr, Jarrows grinned with satisfae-
ti1on.

“YWe go with an extensive gquickness,™
he remarked. “If that is m thief in
a cance, we mako one cutch of that
‘hievish person.?

With long strokes, in perfect time,
the four joniors pulled. The speck on
the lake grew larger and clcarer to the
watching ¢yes of Mr. Jarrom and
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh,

“What about it, Inky?"’ asked Whar-
ton, over his shoulder, after & time.

"It i3 a ridiculous cance,” answered
Hurree Singh. “I make it out now with
terrifie clearfulness, There is one man
in i, and ke is paddling with pre-
posterous  rapidity saway from  our
coteemed selvas ™ :

“We're gaining on him

*The gainfulness 1a great]”

“Good cgg 1’

Mr. Jarram half rose, staring at the
distant canoo. The boat, pulled by
four pairs of sturdy arms, was gaining
fast, and every moment the cance was
nearer and clearer, There was a singlo
man in it, whe was paddling, with a
double-bladed paddle, with desperate
eni:-rF;qr- He was heading direclly across
the lake towards the Conge shore,

“1 geo a person!”™ exclaimed the
planter. * It is not one threvish native,
as I have suppoese; it is a white man in
a canoe. [ do not see a face, but I
see while man's garwents on a person!”

“A white mun!" exclaimed IHarry in
surprise,

1t was not unlikely that a native might
steal a canoe; but it was very im-
probable indecd that any white in-
habitant of Uganda would de so. The
juniora wondered whether, after all, the
cance was really Mr, Joarram’s missing
property, or whether they were chasing
some early fisherman,

“It i3 o thief in a cance,’ said the
planter, * for now I have recognition of
a eanoo; also, if he is not thicef, why does
he make an escapei™

THE MAGNET

“That settles it, if Mr. Jarram recog-

nises the canoel” said Dob. “We'll
jolly well get it back.”

“Pull¥" said Harry,

The oarsmen pulled hard. Closer and
closer the boat drew 1o the fccing
canoe, That it was feeing was guite

evident now; the single occcupant was
making desperate efforts to get away.
The long paddle flashed incessantly in
the gleam of the rising sun, coming up
aover the hills of Kenya,

Hurrce Singh, standing steady as ihe
boat swept on, had his dark eyes fixed on
the flecing man in the canoe. The man
was kneeling to the paddle, and his back
wus to the pursuing hoat. ‘The nabob
could sce that he was dressed like a
white man; in white drill and a topeo;
but he looked like a man who had been
in hard luck. His garments woro torn
and tattered and moddy, and his hat was
little more than a rag. Thero was
something vaguely familiar in tho
sinewy igure, and recognition was dawn-
mg in_Hurree Bingh’s eyes.

Suddenly the mau in the canoe logked
round,

He gave a beres glare back ab the
PUrsucra.

Hurree Singh

oxclamation.
* He suw the man's [ace now; a dark,
almost coppery face, from which a pair
of light blue eyos gleamed; oyes whoso
light German blue was strangely at
varianee with the African duskiness of
the skin. Well did the Greyfriars juniors
know that dark, savage face.

“My esteemed chums!"’ ejaculated
Hurrce Singh. “The absurd rascal in
the ¢anoe is an old and disgusting
acquaintance,”’

“1Zh! Who iz it, then?'? exelaimed
Wharton.

“1t 18 the esieemed and eaccrable
slave-trader, Ludwig Kraniz!”

uttered a  sharp

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Caplure of Ludwiz Kraniz |

0 RANTZ 1
K Harry Wharton & Co. stared
round involuntarily.

) The man in tho eanoe was
addling again, desperately, making the
ight little craft fairly ekim across the
shining surface of the lake.

“Bready "’ exclaimed Wharton., * Pull,
you menl| If that man's Krantz, we've
got him now.'

“Go it!" said Dob,

The juniors went to the gars again,

“You're sure it's KEranlz, g.lu};:.r?“
exclaimed Hup';ent. ]

“The surclulness 1 terrific,'” apswored
the MNabob of DBhanipur: “I saw his
esteemed and execrable face with pro-
posterous plainfulness™

“We'll get the brute this time!'" said
Johnny Bull. g

“Pull like thunder.”” ~eh

The oars fairly flashed.

Faster and faster the hoat drew nearer
to the feeing canece, four oars casily
beating a single paddle, desperately as is
was handled. i

The juniors’ faces were grim and de-
termined now,

It was Krants, the slave-trader, in the
canoe; the bitter enemy of tha Urey-
friars party: the desperade who had
twica seized the Bounder, thougn cach
time Smithy had escaped him. The
juniors had last seen the rutfiam on tho
forest track between Lake Victoria
Nyanza and Lake Albert, flecing from
the pursuit of Captain MeCann and the
askaris. He had escaped Kikolobo. the
Kikuyu, by plunging inlo the Maanja
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With knife raised, Krantz leaped towards the Juniors® boat. Hurree Singh struck out with the boathock, and the ruflian
gave a sharp yell and lost his footing as the blow landed!

river, and uniil this moment, they had
not &nown whether he had survived.

Evidently the hunted outeast had
cscaped and reeched the shores of Lake
Albert; and he hed stolenn Mr, Jarram's
canos to oscape across the lake into the
Liclgian territory.

Once across the lake, in the wilderncss
of thoe Congo, the slave-trader would
have been safe,

I'he juniors could guess that the hunted
rascal, trailing woarily out of the forest,
had struck the lake, and searched alongz
the shoro for & canoe to take him across.

Heo had found Mr, Jarram's canoc ticd
up to the bungalow landing-stage, and
lost not a moment in getting away in it.

But for Mr. Jarramn's intention of
goung duck sheoling before breakfast, he
would have escaped  unseen and
Lnpursged.

Now pursuit was ¢lose on his track.

The juniors pulled their hardest.
IMurree Jamset Bam Singh, standing in
the Lows, grasped the boatheok. It was
likely that some weapon would be needed
when Krantz wos overtaken; and it was
eortain that he would be overtaken now,
long before he had a chance of lunding
v the Congo shore,

But there was s rather uneasy
cxpression on the plump face of Mr.
Jurram, The name of EKrantz Lad
startled hun.

Hitherta he had supposed that his
canoe had been stolen by some pillecing
vaseal who would be ecasy to deal with
when overfaken, Bub Ludwigy Krants,
the slave-trader, was known as a reclloss
desperado throughout Keoyva, Ugnnda,
and the Tunganyika territory. The plump

Eurasian gentleman wag not looking for
a ficree conflict with the most desperate
ruffinn in the East African territories.

“"You think with & certainty that a
person in a canoe ia Krantz?"" ha asked
uneasily.,  “Buk this Krantz 13 a
dangerous man—one very dangerous peg-
son indeed.”

“Weo'll handle him, sir?® said DBob
Cherry cheerfully.

“But ho will shopt—""

“1f he had fircarmz he would have
used them already, 1 think,” snid Harry
Wharten, “If he had a rifle in that
canoe he would stop us fast coough, Br.
Jarram."

“Yog, that is one cortainty !
the plunter.

“"Wao camo on him in the forest on
ot woay to Butiaba,” explained YWhar-
ton, “He was hunted by Captain
McCann, the man-tracker, and the
askaris; and he had lost his rifle,”

“Bul he has a knife,”™ soid Mr. Jar-
ram. “A rope on 4 canoe was cut by a
knife.”

“That's all night.”

The Greyfrinvs fellows had no fear of
Krantz's knife, though it was quite cor-
tain that he would endeavour to usze it
when he was overtaken,

It was obvious that e had no fircarms,
or he would have Ored on the pursuing
Lboat already.

The juniors were unarmed; but iney
had the oars, and Hurreo Siogh had the
boathosk, and Mr. Jarram had his duck
gun, ‘Phere-awere plenty of hands to
deal wiihr the slave-trader once Lie was
within reach.

agreed

“The esteemed rascal has stopped!"
seid Hurrce Singh,

The chase had swept far out on the

wide waters of tha lake now., The
castern shore of "Lake Albert had
fallen into a blur behind the boat. Miles
had glided under the labouring oars.
And the desperate rascal in the cange,
almost overtaken now, had given up the
flight, realising that it was hopeless. He
needed his strength for the struggle thas
Wis coming,
_ The cancoo had stopped, and rocked
illy on the shining water. Krantz,
standing in it, stared back at the boat,
and his knife was in his hand now.

A haggard and terrible figure be
looked, with his taticred parments, torn
and muddy, a week’s beard like stubble
on hig chin, and his sunken cyes glitter-
ing from his dark face, that was scarred
by a knife-cut,

The Loat glided down te him, and he
recognised the Greyiriars juniors as they
approached.

“Ach! Itis you!" ho panted,

“ Little us, old boan!’’ answered Rol
Chorry. * Glad to sce us again?”

The hali-blood's eyes gb]umd wilh
hatred.

The boat rocked a few feet from the
canoe, and the juniors were all standiug
now, anrs in hand,

Mr. Jarram raised his duck gun.

“You Krantz, you will surrender with
mnstantancous guickness,’”” he  sand.
“ Otherwise I sond you a charge of duck-
shot, don't it7"

Tha light Cormen cves in the dark
Arap 1uce burned at him.
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Evidently the elave-trador of Tan-
ganyiko did not jntend to surrender.

“We're going to get you, Kraniz!"
gaid Harry Wharton. “Drop thab
knife."

The slavo-irader only snarled.

“Go for him "’ said Bob.

Huvrree Singh hooked on with the
boathook, and drew the boat <lose
alongside the cange.

“You drop a knife!” exclaimed Mr.
Jarram. "' ¥You enovmous scoundrel, you
drop a kuife with considerable gquick-
noss, or you receive a charpge of duck-
ghot from a gun!”?

And as the desperado did not heed,
the Eurasian planter fived the duck-gun
point blank.

But Krantz was watchiul, and he threw
himself down in the canoe as the planter
pulled trigger and the duck-shot whizzed
over him.

The next instant he was vp again and
leaping into the boat. _

With desperate resolution he was
making the attack, instead of waiting to
bo attacked in the canoe.

At close quarters, with the knife in
his hand, he had a chance of defeating

the unarmed schoolboys, and had he

been given trme to usze the knife, cer-
tainly more than one life would have
been Jost before the ruffian was seeured,

But as he leaped into the boat, Hurres
Singh struck with the boathook, lashing
full in the dark, desperate face.

Krantz gavo a sharp yell, and lost his
footing, falling helf in the bLoat, half
across the gunwale of the rocking canoe.

Bob Cherry's car evashed on him as
he sprawled. Wharton's oar dashed the
knifa from his hand, and it zank into
tho waters of the lake,

*Collar him ™ panted Wharton.

Fiva pairs of hands fastened on . the
ruffian.

The canoe rockea AWAY, leaving
Krantz's hesd and shoulders sinking in
the water, his logs in the grasp of the
juniors over the gunwale of the boat.

“Got him !’ grinned Bob.

“Lrag him in!” .

There was a wild splashing beside the
dancing beat, EKrantz's head was under
waler, and his arms splashed. wildly.

The Greyfriars fellows dragped on his
legs and landed him in the boat, half-
drowned and spluttering irantically.

“Adch! Ach! OQoocogh!  Ach!™
spluttered Krantz,
He still attempted to resisi. Buot

down in the bottom of the boat with the
iiva juniors an him he had no chance.

Five cheery faces grinned down at
him as he siruggled and panted and
spluttered and cursed.

“YWeo've pot you, old bean ! said Bob
Cherry. *“Take 1t smiling! Swearing
won't buy you anything, you know."

“Ach, achl! Mein CGott! Ach!’
panted Krantz.

“8it on him I

“Give me s room!"” exclaimed Mr.
Jarram., *'I w:ill stun thiz person with
a butt of a gun!™

“Oh, my hat! It's all right, sir—
we'vo got him: no need to crack his
nut ! exclaimed Bob hastily.

The slave-trader was a prisoner. His
hands were foreibly drogged belind
him, and his wrists bound together with
stripa torn from his own tattered gar-
ments. He lay in the bottom of the
boat and glared at his captors like a
wild beast.

“Not a bad morning's work for little
us¥’ grinned Bob. “They've been
nuonting this rotter for weeks—and we've
got him! This will be rather a surprise
for Captain MoeCann when we hand him
over.”™
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“Good old Greyfriarsl’
Johony Bull.

The canoe was tied on, to he towed
howme, and the juniors took the oars
again, Mr, Jarram kept a watchiul aye
on the prisoner spmwling in tha hoat,
the butt of his gun ready f Krantz guve
trouble, Perspiring under the bright-
ening blozo of the sun, but in very
alated spirits, Harry Wharton & Co.
pullod back to the distanf shore of Loke
Albert Nyanza.

chuckled

o —

THE THIED CHAPTER.
Eunter Beps for It}

s SAY, SBmithy—"
H “0Oh, can 1t!* snapped the
Bounder.
“ Look here—"

* Dry up, you chaltering ass!”

Rilly Bunter blinked =t the Bounder
with & devastating blink through his big
spectacles.

That hlink, however, scemed to pro-
duco no effect on the back of Herbert
Vernon-8mith, which was turned to the
Owl of Greyfriars.

The Bounder was standing in the
veranda of the Jarram bungalow,
staring through the trecs tuwargs the
lake that shimmered here and there
through the foliage in the brighs
morning sunshine.

He was frowning,

Billy Bunter sat at a table at break-
fast in the veranda. Boveral soft-footed
native servants in white kanzus, were
flitting to and fro, waiting on Bunter,
The fat junior was keeping them busy.

_He had started breakfast at the same
time as Vernon-Smith and his father;
but the Bounder and his father had long
finished, and Billy Bunter was still going
strong. DBreakfast was one of those
things, in Bunter's opinion, which, if
it was worth doing, was worth doing
well, And Bunter was doing it woll—
perhaps even a little loo well. The
native servants watched him in wonder,
and in the kitchen of the bungalow they
told one another in awed tones how
much the Bmall Fat One was packing
away.

At the beginning of a meal Billy
Bunter liked to give his undivided
attention to tho foodstufis. DBut when
he had packed away enough for three
or four fellows, and so taken the keen
cidge off his appetite, he grew talkative,
Hence his remarks to Smithy.

‘'he other fellows, rather to Bunter's
indignation, were not wvizsible. They
scdmed to have gone out, regardless of
Bunter. So, as the Bounder was the
only person present, Bunter addressed
hiz remarks to him—without rocciving
any encouragoment to continue them,

Mr. Vernon-Smith had businesa in
Butiaba that morming, and though he
had been rather surprised by the EESeﬂcﬂ
of his host, BAr. Jarram, from the
breakfast-table, it had not bothered him
at all. He had breakfasted and gone
back into the house, and was about to
start for the settlement which was
half a mile from the Jarram bungalow.
A rickshaw was in waiting on the path
below the veranda, to take the millicn-
aire into Butiaba,

The Bounder stared towards the lake,
with knitted brows. He wondered where
the Famoua Five wcre with growing
irritation.

That morning he had infended to pars
in a trip on the lake, and Kikolobo, the
Kikuyu, had orders to have a canoe
ready. Apparently the other follows
had gone out anﬁ forgotten all abou!
it, Herbert Vernon-Smith did not lik
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the ides of being forpotten and lelt on
his own, as if he were a person of no
more consequence than Billy Bunter.

His temper was ﬁrnwmg more and
more irritable as he waited for the
Famous Five to turn up.

All he could learn from the servants
was that the juniors had turned out
carly and left the bungalow. Vernon-
Bmith had not expeoted them to call
him if they turned out early; in fact,
he had wanted to have his slecep out
after a tiring journey the previous day.
But he did not want to be left at a loose
end like this.

There was a step in the veranda, and
Mr. Vernon-Smith came out of the
house, in & shady topee, with a bag in
his hand. He glanced at Dunter, still
keeping the native servants busy, and
then crossed over to the steps whera the
Bounder was idly lounging with Ias
hands in his pockets.

“Haven't your
Herbert 7 he asked.

“No!" gaid the Bounder abruptly.

*That’s odd! ¥r. Jarram scems lo
ba still absent,” said the millionaire.
“They may have gone somcwhere with
him."

“1 shouldn't wonder.”

“Well, I must get off; T have an
asppointment at ten,” said Mr. Vernon-
Smith; and with a nod te his son he
went down the steps, entered tho rick-
ghaw, and disappeared in the dircetion
of Butiaba.

“He, ho, hel’”” came from Bunter at
the table.

Smithy scowled round at him.

“Woll, what are you cackling al, you
fat image?” he grunted.

“Teft on your own, what? said
Bunter agreeably. 1 dare say the chaps
are potting brelkker out somewhere and
giving you the go-by. He, he! Y don't
wonder at it, either, with your beastly
ternper, I'm fed-up on it, 1 can jolly
wall tell you, and I dare say they are,
too.”

Vernon-Bmith made no reply to that.
Ho turned his back on DBunler again,
and stared moodily towards the lake.

“Here, wvou mnigger!” called out
Bunter. *Tiring me soms more coffen!
coffee?™
es, sar "
bad grub here, Smithy," said
Bunter, addressing the Bounder's back,
“This fish from the lake 15 good; and
these duck, too. 1 like duck for
brekker. The coffee is & treat; az good
az I get at Bunter Court, ar jolly necarly.
Frightful bad manners of old Jarram
not to turn up; but one doesn't cxpeet
much of these dashed niggers. Thank
goodness the grub is good 1™

The Dounder looked round.

“Mr. Joarramn i3 a Furasian,” ho
gaid. '"If he hears you call him a
nigger, vou're liable to get lifted out
of this bungalow on the end of a boob!”

“0Oh, really, Smithy—"

“MNow shut up ™

“Here, you nigger,
coffee " shouted Buntor.

“Yes, sar; me oome, sar!"

“Hurry up, then, blow you!”

A steaming coffec-pot was set on the
table. There was no doubt that the
coffce was pood; grown by the Burasian
planter on his own plantation.

Billy Bunter declared that it was as
good a3 the coffce he was acenstomed
to at Bunter Court, and perhaps it was
even a little better! Anyhow, Tunter
liked 1t, and be had no hesitation in
asking for what he wanted.

“1 say, Smithy, have anothor cup of

coffoe 7"
" MNo!™

friends come in,

where's  that

“Ever heard of the word © thanks "
atked Bunter sarcastically.

“0h, shut up t”

“Shan't! ‘Tain't my fault if theo
fellows have got fed-up on your rotten
temper, and given you the go-b

Vgr:mn-E.mlth turned a lowering look
on him. It really looked as 1if the
Famous Five had gone off for the morn-
ing and forgotien all about the Bounder,
and with every passing idle minute
Smithy’s teraper was growing sorer.

e was aceustomed fo treatin
Bunter with ruthless disregard an
contempt; but the mere suspicion of such
treatment for himself was enough to
rouse hiz anger and resentment.

“If they think they can treat me as
if I were you—" he muttered.

“Oh, really, Bmithy—"

“Shut up, you fat idiot 1™

11 1?' ﬂ-h E'J

A tall figure in striped monkey-skins
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came up the path, and stopped at the
wooden steps of the veranda.

Kikolobe, the Kikuyu, saluted the
Bounder with prave reospeet, and
Smtithy’s knitted brow cleared a little
ak the sight of him,

Since the time when Smithy had
saved the Kikuyu from the jaws of o
lion, Kikelobe had been devoted to
him, and his loyal devetion had touched
gome chord 1n the Bounder’s heart.
Except his father and his pal Redwing
at Greyfriars, it was doubtiul whether
anyonoe bad ever really liked the
Dounder, though plenty of fellows were
friendly with him. That, perhaps,
cansed Smithy to respond the meore
readily to the respectiul regard of the
brave Kikuyu hunter.

“0 Bwang-wangu,” said Kikelobo,
“my ofoes sce you !

“My cves gsee wvou, Kikelobe,” said
ithe Bounder, who had half-humorously
fallen into the Kikuyu's own way of
speaking when addressing the hunter,
“gnd my eyes are pglad to see the
bravest hunter of the Kikuyu people.”

7

“My cars hear sweet words !" said the
Kikuyu gravely, “This Kikuyu comes
to tell you, Bwana, that the canoe is
ready, and I Kikolobo, waoit for the
Bwana-wangu and the other white
lords,™

“I'm not ready yel, Smithy!" called
out  Bunter, “LThis coffee’s jolly
hote—"

“Go and eat coke, vou fat ass 1™

“Oh, really, Smithy—"

“My friends are not
Kicky,"” said Vernon-Smith.

“¥le, he, he!” came from Bunter.

Billy Bunter had no doult that Harry
Wharton & Co. had cleared off, to give
thie Bounder the “pgo-by,” as he ox-
pressed it,  Bunter found that idea
rather entertaining. It was time, in
Bunter's opinion, that the Bounder's
swank was taken down a peg or two.

The Bounder turned o dark look on
the fat junior. Ilis own suspicious
belief was the same es Bunter's: but
n‘.ﬂtkgr:.r from Bunter en the subjeqt
was intolerable to the proud spirit of
the Bounder.

“Will {w. shut up, Bunter 77 he said.

“No, won't " answored Dunter
cheerfully. *If you think wvou're the
only pebblo on the beach, Smithy,
you're jolly well mistaken—sec? I'vo
told you a lot of times that you can't
expect fellows to stand your rotton
temper and your bad manners. You
needn’t tell that nigger to wait: the
fellows won't be coming back, and you
jolly well won't sce them agein this

ready yet,

marning. He, he, he "

Thae Bounder sct his lips, and mada
a stride towards the Owl of the
Bemove.

In his present irritable temper there
was solace in kicking Bunter: and
undoubtedly the fet junior was asking
for 1t.

Bunter jumped up in slarm.

The coffec-pot was in his hand, and
he spilled a stream of bot coffce over
his fat knees az ke jumped, and gave a
squeal. :

“Ow! Keep off, you beast! ¥Keop
off 1" roared Bunter.
He jumped away as the angry

Boundor strode at him.

“You cheeky fat rotter, I'll kick you
from one ond of the bung to the other ¥
growled Vernon-8mith.

“Ow! Xeep off!” roared Bunter,
with anothcr backward jump. *TI'll
jolly well sling the coffco at you, o
there 1"

And as the angry Bounder came on,
nnheeding, Billy Bunter swung round
the coffce-pot, and a jet of steaming hot
coffee sprayed over Smithy.

There was a yell from Herbert
Vernon-Smith, that woke every echo of
the Jarram bungalow.

The coffee was hot—almost scalding !
The Bounder hopped in enpuish as it
streamed over him.

“Ow! Oh! Whoooop!” roared
Vernon-Smith. “Ow! 'l smash you!
By gad, I'll burst you all over the
shop | I=—I']l——"

“Yaroooooh [

Bunter droned the coffoo-
leaped for his life.

t and
EHe scrambled over

the low weranda rail, and dropped
bodily into the shrubbery below. Wwere
was a terrific vell as he landed. Ap-

parently he had found thorns,

ITe did not linger on the thorns!

He serambled up frantieally and ran,

“JKikolobo ! velled the Bounder.

“My ears hear you, my lord I said
the Kikuyu.

“Go after that fat scoundrel, and
thrash him within an inch of his life !
howled the Bounder.
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“ As my lord willst™

“0Oh ecrikey!” gasped Dilly Bunicr,
aisd he vanished rownd the building, at
a speed that was reslly amazing, con-
sitlering the weight he had to cavry.

Behind him he heard the pattering
Htf‘ipa of ihe J(ikuyu 1in pursuvit.

ferbert Vernoo-Smith, his
blacker than ever, went into
bnngalow to change his clothes.

Billy Bunter ran for his fat life.

Thers was no doubt that the Kikuyu
nould carry out the DBounder's hasty
order: indecd, there was little douie
that he would have slain the “Small
Fat One ™ with Lis broad-bladed spear
had *“"Bwana-wanga ™ ordered him to
do g0, Tho Bouonder’s commands, Imst{
or not, were a law to the faithiu
Kikuyu.

Bunter heard the Kikuyu's feet pat-
teving in pursuit as he bolted round the
lungalow,

Dehind the huiIdi:-li:: were a nunber
of sheds, used for the storing of the
praduce of the plantation. The door of
one was open, swd Bunter bolted imo
it like a rabbit into & hurrow.

llo hoped to {ind & hnding-place in
the shed, but it contained nothing but a
beap of larpe, coarse sacks lying in a
OFTIeT.

Hurriedly Dunter pushed the door
shut.

A few moments luler the pattering
foet of the hikuvo passed. Within the
shied the fat junior ]]iatunud in fear and
1rembling.

The footsteps passed, stopped, and
Banter heard them returning.

*Uh erikey 1" gaspod Bunter,

lle plunged desperately under the
heap of sacks in the cormer.  Thero
werg more than a dozen large sacks
ipvopularly piled, as ey had keen
thrown down by the carcless hands of
netives. Dunter dizgppeaved [rom sight
under the heap.

A moment later the door epened, and
the Kikuyu glanced into the shed.
Rat Bunter, with decp reliefl, heard tho
uaar ¢loso again.  The Kikuyu had not
seenl him or guessed that he was there.
Riat there was nd doubs that the
Kikuyu was still zecking hini, and Rilly
!lhm-‘er sagely decided to remain where
e wils,

brow
the

— e

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Smithy On His Own !

ERBERT VERXODXN - SMITIHH
H citne out of the bungalow, his
brow darker ihan evor. "Thora
was no sign of the chhumns of tha
Rewove; neither had Ar. Jarram ve-
wipned. Yo the Luraszian planter the
Eounder pave no thought; hLe was
not concoroed abond the movemenis of
Me. Jarram, Of what had happened on
the lake that wmorning Le had, of course,
o knowledee; ond he had almost for-
gotien the existence of the slave-trader
K rantx,

¥hat Harry Wharten & Co. had pur-
sucd the fugitive slave-trader far across
tie lake, and thet they were even now
pifling wearily back to the shore of
which they had alinost lost sight, was
not. likely to ocour to his mind.

Iis suspicious and solky temper was
fully roused, and he came out in a black
mood, Lis  eyes g!iutinﬁ uncler hia
muitied brows. e caught sight of a
tall figure in monkev-sking, and oalled
to the Kikuyu.

Kikolobo cama up.

“1) Bwana, my cyes have not zecn the
Bieall Fat One! said the Kikuyu.
“FThe waworthy one, who has anpered
my lord, has vanished like the antelope

IeE Micrer Lmenany.—No. 1,233,

ot the roar of Simbe, the lion. But if
if it be the Bwana's will I will seek
him, and beat him with many blows
with a whip of rhinoceros-hide.

Tho Bounder grunted. .

“Never miud Bunter—Ilet him rnp!
You've brought a cance here, Kicky?”

*All is ready, Bwanpa.”

“Then let’s go.2

“And the other lords——=2

“Blow the other Jords ™" growled the
Bounder. *“*They've cleared off some-
where, and I'm not waiting any
longer,”

The Kikuru gave him a vather scurch-
ing look. He could sce ihat the
“"DBwanas " was in a black and bitter
mood, of which Bunter's fatuwous anues
were nob wholly the cause,

“As oy lord wills!” he said.

And ho led the way down to the lake,
i:ng:-.l the scowling Bounder lollowed
vin,

Kikolobo's cance was tied up to ihe
Janding-siage. The Kikuyu had brought
it along from the native village, where
ho had his quaricrs while the Grey-
friars party were staying at the Jarram
buugalow. It was a lavge conoe, as it
had been intended for the whole party,
and baskets of provisions bad  been
placed in it, as the jurniors had mtended
ta spend the whole day on the lake,
starting eoon after breakfast,

The Bounder jumped inte it, and the
Kikuyu followed him ond pushed off.
He taid hig spears in the bottom of the
caroe and picked up the long, double-
hladed paddle. The cance shot away
irom the landing-stage.

Vernon-Smith sat down, his face =till
dovk and sullen. He did not really
want & day on the lake with only the
Iikuyu for company ; but he was sulkily
determined that the Famous Five should
lind him gone when it pleased them to
came back. He told himself bitterly
that they should find that they could
not treat bimn as if he were a fellow like
Bunier.

“Bwana " said the Kikuyu, as the
ecanoe shiot away ever tho sunny luke.

The Bounder planced st hun.

The kikuyu's dusky bnger pointod
avross the gleaming water,

“My eves see the other lords,
Bwana " he said. I it be your wiil,
this Kikuru will take you to them.”

Yernon-Smith stared across the lake
in _ the direction imdiwcated by the
kikuyu's pointing fnger.

Far in the disiance he made out &
boar, with a canoe trailing behind on
a rope. He could see Wharton, Bab
Cherry, Nugent, and Johnny Bull pull-
g at the oars, Hurree Singh in the
bows, and Mr. Jarram in the stern. Of
the prisoncr who luy in the bouom of
the boat bie saw aothing,

Huveee  Jamset EBam  Singh  had
evidently sighted bim, for lLe was
waving & dusky hand,

A secr evossed the Bounder's {ace,

“Reep on ! e zaid,

So iy were cowmung  tack, the
Bounder reflected, expecting 1o fiud him
hanging about 1l it pleazed them to
return from a rew on ihe lake—a row
thot wust have taken them a good many
miles, Well, they would dnd that they
were mistaken !

The Kikuya eyved him a linle dubi-
eusly. Loyal as he wzs 1o the “Bwana-
wangu,” probably Kikololio had net
failed to discovey that his master Lad a
hasty, and sometimies unreazonable,
N per.

“Keep on ! pnapped the Bounder,

“My Ifur-.l does not desire 1o moet the
otlwr lords®? askod the Kikuvu, hesi-
tating.

“No. Give that boet & wide berth !

THE MAGNEY

“My ears hear you, Bwana!™ said
the Kikuyw, and he obeyed, though hig
dark face was very grave.

The eanoe shot on, ?meping well away
from the course of ihe returning Loat.

Tho Bounder, with a sardonic face,
watched the Famous Five. They were
small in the distance, but he could
make out the faces of all the juniors,
as they were turned to look at the
cange. He counld see that the carsmen
locked tired, as if they had pulled long
and bard that morning—as indeed they
had. He saw that Dob Cherry shouted
to him; but the distance was too greab
for him to hear even Bob's powerful
Wiploe,

He noted that the juniors rested on
their ocars for o few moments, as if
undecided  whether to change their
course and run down to the canoe,

“Faster ! he snapped.

The long paddle fashed in the hands
of the Kikuya. The boat grew visibly
smaller as the Dounder watched it, the
facos of the Famous Five indistinet to
his wview,

He saw, however, that the boat pulled
ou towards ithe landing-stage, Harry
Wharton & Co. had had one long and
hard chase already, and were far froms
daslgumed to undertzke another. Pro-
bably the Bounder's action puzzied
them, but they were thinking chiefly

of petting  ashore, landing  their
prisoner, and getting breakfast,
The DBounder's cauce was fairly

fying mow, under the swift strokes of
Kicky's paddle. The Loat dizappeared
from his sight. The Bounder snapped
bis fingers after it as it vanished,

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
The Prisoner !

(41 NYDODY feel tired ?”

A Bob  Cherry ashed thag
question with grim humour,
as  the Famous  [Five

serambled out of the boat on the {imber
landing-stape,

The juniors were tired, there was no
doubt about that And 1hey were
hungry, with appetites that would not
have disgraced LBilly Bunter.

In the keen eagerness of running down
Ludwig Krantz, the juniors Lhad bardiy
noticed—and certainly had not cared—
how fur they rowed out on the lake.
It was after the capture of the slave-
trader, when they came to return, thas
they noticed the distonee.  And then
ihey noficed it very distineily., In the
chase of Krantz they had rowed hara
and fazr, putting every ounce of beef
into it, but in the return journey tlwy
hiad to take it easily. Hurree Jamsct
Fam Singh relieved each of the oars-
men in twn, to give them a rest all
round, and when at last the boat
bumped on the landing.stage, [live
thoroughly fatipued juniors scrambled
cut of it

Mr. Jarram was not tired, (hough, no
doubt, he was hungry. Ho stepped ont
of the boat and elapped his hands and
shiouted. Three or four natives came
running down from the house

“Good egg !’ suid Bob, *They ecan
hag that beauty and yank him out of
the boat. Dlessed if 1 feel cnergetic
cnough to kick him, at the presens
moment,”*

“The fatigue iz terrific,” remarked
Horree Jamszet Ham Singh, wiping his
dusky brow, “and the latefulness of the
getecmed brekker is also preposterous '™

"I eould jolly well eat a rhinoceres 1
saicd Johnny Bull, with deep {eeling.

“Hauke here!” said Bob, “I fecl like
Buiter, hali an hour after dinner—""
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“Ha, ha, bal"

“We'll sea this secoundrel fixed up
safe first,” sawd Harry Wharton, as the
Baganda blacks, under Mr. Jarram's
direction, hooked the bound slavetrader
out of the boat and marched him across
the landing-stage.

“Yes, rather [ spid Nugent. “We
don’t want the brute to get away.
Smichy would be jolly glad to sce that
wo've got bim, if he were here,”

“Bmithy seems t0 have gono off with
Kicky,” said Bob. *I1 dare say le
wondered where we were, and got tired
of waiting, You've got a safe ploce
to stick that vallain in, My, Jarram@"

The Eurasian gentleman nodded and
grinned.

“"here is o safe place for a villain,”
he answered., *“Also, I will send o
word to Batiaba that askaris may come
io a bungalow and take away a villain
to a prison”

“Good ! said Harryv. “The sooncr
the authorities have hold of Lim, the
Lefter. lie 13 wanted for a dozen
crimes.”

The prospeet of broakiost called the
juniors towards the bungalow; but Lhey
followed the =stave-trader, to sco him
safely disposed of, first. Under Mr.
Jarram's direeiion, ke was led round
the building, to the sheds in the rear.
The Muarasiaun gentleman opencd  the
door of one of the sheds,

“"HHere a shed 15 empty,” he said. A
villain will rownain safe in a shed, with
a lock on a door. But first a rope will
Lo tied very strong on a villain.”

One of the natives, at Mr, Jarram's
order, broughi a rope, and it was wound

round and round the prisener. faszten-
ing his arms down to his sides, and
kootted with many knots.

The juniors looked at it carefully.
Ther knew that they could not be too
careful with such a man as Ludwig
Kranfz.

He was safe enough. Obviously, ho
h?{;l no chance of getting loose without
aid.

e stood in the shed, silent, his dis-
coloured tecth set hard, his light blue
eyes glittering at the juniors udder his
sullen, hagpard brows. His look told
what they had to expeet from him if
ever Ludwig Krantz had the upper hand
arail.

Haoarry Wharton glanced round the
shed. It was empty, save for a largo
heap of sacks in one eorner. The Luild-
ing was strovng enough, at least, to haold
a man whose hands were sccurcly
Eastened.

A scoundrel is safe!” said Mre. Jar-
ram reassuringly.  * Very soon askaris
take a scoundrel to a prison, don’t it?
Yes! Afterwards there is o rope for
o neek, and this enormouns villain 13—
what yvou callf*—kicking a bucket!”

He closed the shed door and locked it,
he dis-

‘taking out the ke,

The junior: waiten while

‘patched a Baganda to Butiaba, with news

of the mpgum of the notorious slave-
trader. Then they went info the

bungalow. and gladly joined Mr.
Jarram at breakfast in the shady
veranda,

It was late in the morning now; the
Famous I'ive had seldom broakfasted so
late, They did full justice to the
belated meal.  Mr. Vernon-Smith was
gone owl, and the Douader, they knew,

As the angry
Bounder came on,
unheeding, Billy
Bunter swung the
coffee-pot round, and
a Jet ol steaming hot
cofice sprayed over
Smithy, **Ow ! Oh !
Whoop [ ™ roared
Vernon-Smith. ** 1"l
smash you !"

was on the lake with Kicky; but they
were rather surprised to see nothing of

Bunter.  Cenerally, the Owl of the
Bemove made himerlf both scen and
heard.

Still. nobody wanted to see Dunier,
and his fascinating society was not
missed very much.

Breakfast was rather prolonged: the
griub, a3 Billy Bunter had deelared, was
good—and it was ample—and the juniors
had healthy, vouthiul appetites, rendered
unusually keen by a row of severn] haurs
on the lake.

AMr. Jarram beamed over the break-
fazt table.

ITe was highly delighted with tha
happenings of the morning, He told
the juniors that Kraure had once stalen
natives from his plantation, getting
them acress tha lake in crinoes at night,
to sell as slaves in the intcrior, Thoe
ruffian was known a= o kidnapper and
man-stealer, all through Upanda and
Tanganyika, and more than once he had
carrted on  his  vezeally business in
Kenwa: the juniors remembered they
ltad heard that he had stolen men from
the kraals of .IKikolobeo's iribe in tho
Mazalindi  hills.  Mre, Jaream  hud
mtended to shoot ducks that morning,
and he was immensely elatod atl having
barged bigrer pame.

“An enormous seoundreel, mr young

friends!" said Mr. Jarram. “An
immense  acoundrell A tremendods
villainl Yes! But wo  have the

scoundrel safe now. like a pig in a poke,
a3 you sav in Loglish. Don't it 3"

The juniess had fimshed breakfast at
last, wiien there was a clatter of Lovaes"
hioofs on 1he path under the tress. and &
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norseman came dashing up to the
bungalow at a gallop. ‘
"Halle, halle, halol That's
MceCann 1* exclaimed Bob Cherry.

Looking dewn from the veranda, the
juniors instantly recogmized ihe little,
wiry, bronze-faced man in the saddle.

It was Ceptain MeCann, the man-
trackor of Uganda, who, they knew, had
been commissioned to bunt dewn the
hall-blood slave-trader.

AcCann's grim, bronzed face, goner-
ally impassive as that of a graven
imare, had an excited look now. Appar-
eitly he had been in Butiaba when the
noews- arrived of Krantz's capture, and
he had lost no time in galloping out to
the Jarram plantation.

Ile drew in his horsa and jumped
down, throew his reins over o post, and
tramped up the steps into the varandao.

Alr. Jarram beamed at him.

“Top of a morning ! he exclaimed.
“Top of a fine marning, sir! Yon come
to zec a scoundrel who is & prisoncr,
don’t it ¥

“That's it.” The captain gave tho
amiors 2 nod and a smile. *1s it irue
—is IKrantz heora 1

“As large as life, zir!"" sald Tlarry
Whartonr. “We got him on the lake
thizs morning.™

“The gotfulness was terrifie.”

“Iloly mackerel!” snid  Captain
MeCann, “1 could not believo my cars
when the news was brought in. 1 got
e Butizba last night, after losing
track of the scoundrel. I've got a dozen
men out hunting for his traces along tha
lake. I've been fairly on his heels all
the way from the Vicioria Nyanza to the
Albert Nyanza—and he has donbled and
wwisted and turned like an eel. A dozen
times I nearly had him. But I reckoned
that at last he had beaten me, and got
across the lake into the Congo country.
Holy mackerel ' And you schoolboys got
him [

“Just lack 1 zaid Harry.

“And pluck, too,” said the eaptain.
“Teoll me how it happoned.”

“1 go to shoot a duck before a hreak-
fast,” said Mre, Jorram. “Young
English come with. A canoe iz gone.
1 say, a thicf has taken o cance. I
think a nigger, don’t it, yes. But it is
not a nigger—it is an enormous scoun-
drel Krantz. We row a hoat with con-

siderable  quickness  for  exiensive
distances on a lake. A willain in a
canoe  he paddie with tremendous
velocity,  Bat we ecateh. A villain

makes a fight, but we give him, what
you call in English, one Lybosh, Wa
knock hitm with a boathook, with: an aar,
Wa gatch him and we tie, don’t it?  Ves.
Wa lock a villain in o shed.™

The captein smiled.

“You'va actuallv got the man locked
up here ' he exelaimed.

“Bafe in a shea with twenty foot of
ropa wound round him,” said DBeb
Cherry., "Safe as honses, sie”™

“Irantz wou't bo guite safe till ha bhas
handeulfs on and an sskari each sido of
him i gaid Captain AMeCann,  “ Show
mae wheras ha is at once.™

“You follow in a footstep.” said Al
Jarram, and he lod the way, am] the
man-tracker and the juniors followed.

THE SIXTH CHAFPTER.
The Luc¢k of Ludwiz Krantz!
ILLY DUNTLER guaked.

B It was warm under the hoan of
sack: in the shed. Lut DBilly
Tunter, for onee, was not [hink-

ing of the dizcomfort,

He was tlankinge of the Kikevn and
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if
found him,

For half an hour Punter had lain
hidden under the sacks, without daring
Lo move, scarcely to breathe.

After that, he ventured to put out his
head and listen.  And the sound of
approaching foolsteps made him draw
back his bullet head under the sacks, like
a tortoise popping back inta itz shell.

I1e lay and palpitated.

Vapue sounds came to him ; hat ander
the heap of sacks he could Lear only
indisiinetly.  ITe had not the faintest
idea of what was going on; but he had
no doubt that the Kikuyn was hunting
for him. 1lIe lav in momeniary terror
of sceing ihe zacks hooked off and feel-
in‘rf the heavy hand of Kikolobo.

Ie hoard o door shut, and wondered
whether the beast was gone.  Lut there
woere still sounds in the shed; and he
remained where he was, perspiring,
listening, and quaking.

Someone, so far as he could make aut,
was moving about the shed, Lkeeping in
mcessant motion,  If it was the Kikuwu,
it was diffienlt to imagine what he was
up lo; for the shed was empty, save for
the heap of =acks in the eorner, and a
plunce was sullicicnt {o search it.  Dut
Buontor was taking no chances,  He was
in eover, and he remained in cover,
listening in a state of nalpitating funk
to the incessant footateps.

He little dreamed who was pacing the
tocked shied; as little as Ludwipg Krantz
dreamed that anyone was hidden under
the =zacka.

The slave-trader, hiz arms immovable
in the coiled and knotted conds, paced
to and fro, his eyez burning, bis coppory
face distorted with rage.

Hiz reflections were bitter enough.

Escape was impossible; and under an
hour the askaris would be there (o tako
him, With manaeles locked on  his
limbs, he weuld be sent back to Entebbe
for trinl and judegment—which  could
only end one way.

It was MoCann, the man-iracker,
whom he had feared: wet he had
escaped MeCann, only to fall a prisoner
in the hands of a crowd of schoolboys.
That wag bitterest of 21l to the ruflian.

Many times before he had ventured
inta the British Enst African tervitories
to carry on his nefarious tracde, and ho
had always eseaped pursuit. But he had
made the venture onca foo ofton. IHa
had wventured eoven inte WNairobi, the
capital of Kenya, and eot cloar; ha
had pursued the Greyfriars pariy in
their sefari in IKanya, and esecaped tho
asharis; e  lLad  waylaid Captain
MeCann in Entebbe, and again he had
pot away., Buat he had tempted fortune
ton offen, angd now it bad  durned
againgt him.

Aftor his flight from Entebke, he had
been remorselessly hunted by the httle,
bronzed man-tracker and his askaris;
dunger had  haunted his  [ootsteps:
chingy, ragged, footsore, half-famished,
e had dodged and twisted from forest
to foresk, from jungle to jungle. He
had pezolved that, 1 lis escape was
anee niade, he would keop an the Conpo
side of the lakes afterwards, and tempt
fortune no more.

But in the very hour of escape, when
lthe swift eanse was  bearing  him
fowards the popencirable wilderness of
the Conga, he had [allen inta the hands

of what awaited him the Kikuyu

of the schoollboys, Now lLe was a
prizoncr, and the rame was up !
He paced amd paced  witlin the

mareow lionts of the shed, like a wild
Leosk 1n o eaze,

Faircd  and  rage  and hilterngss
1'J'L'3h"fi in lis DLireaskh iTae waz =
prizoner, doomed to sulfer  for  his

crimes; aid even veugennes was deniod

Lim; he was going to grim jusiice, to
be hanped and forpoitent

Even the boy Vernon-Bmith, whe had
thrashed him like a dog on  tha
Nairohi road, who had scarred his faco
with a knife-cut in the fight at Entebbe,
had escaped his vengeance; he would
return safely to England and school, and
contempiuously forget the cnemy who
had been unable to harm him,

Weary at last of pacing the shed, the
slave-trader threw himself on the heap
of zacks in the corner, to rest, whi!rl}
he awaited the coming of the askuris
[roen Dutiaba.

“Ach !

Something wriggled under ihe sacksa.

Krenlz bounded wp, his  first ime-
pression being that 14 was a spake thes
had crawled mto the shed and cotled e
tha ¢orcer, But froan under tho sacks
came a squeel thas certainly could not
have been uttered Ly a snake.

“ Oooooooh 1™

“Ach! Himmel!” ejaculated Kraniz,
in amazement and wonder,

“Ow! Keep off, you beast!” came a
terrified howl, “I'm not here! JU isn'c
ma! Kesp off, you beastly nigger!
Oh dear! Owl”

Kraniz kicked away the sacks,

His eyes almost started from hiz head
at the sight of the squivming, fat figure
of Billy Bunter,

Buntor squirmed and yellod.

“Ow!  Keep off!  Go away, you
beast ! You lay u finger on me, you
rotten nigger, and "

Bunter broke off suddenly

His eyes bulged thirough his spectacles
at the sight of the dark, coppery [ace of
the slave-trader.

Terror held him dumb.

He had fancied for the moment that
Kikolobo had found him. But Kikolobo
and all kis tribe of the Kikuyu would
not have terrified him so much as a
sin leiglsrupae of the slave-trader.

He fairly goggled at Krante.

The slave-trader, oqually amazed,
stored at him. He recognised Bunter ag
once as ona of the Greyfriars school-
boys., Bunter was the only meomber of
tha party for whom the ruffian did
not nourish a bitter and deadly hatred.
That was for the simple reason that
Dunter wazs bencath anyvthing of the
sort. His only feching towards DBunter
was one of contcmptuous disregard,
’rhcrlufh had the Greyiviars party fallen
into iz hands Bunter would have shared
the fate of the rest—eold as a zlave in
the dark intevior of Airica.

“Ach! Yonu!” said Krantz, at last

Bunter [ound hiz voice,

“Oh! Oh lor'! Oh dear! Oh
crumbs! I thought it was that nigger!
{JhI{:nkch I-—I—1 say, Mr. Krants,
R i P

“ Sileneel™

Banter quavered into silence,

Krantz bent his head and listened.

There was hope in his heart now. At
the very nudir of his fortuncs tho wheel
was taking another turn! i

Tiere was no sound from  without.

The sheds were at a little distance froin

the burl_ alow. No ono Wil Iikel;p to
come Ul the askaris arrived irom
Dutiaba. That could not ke lone

delayed; but as yet there was no seund
of their coming.

“Get up 1" muttered Krants.

Bunter crawled to his feet.

e observed now ithat the slave-
trader's arms were bound, bat that gavo
him little eomiori. Ile was shut up in
the shed with the ruflian, and Krante,
had he zo desired, could have stamped
ihe life out of the bapless fat jonior. Lo
eyed the ruffian in shivering terror.

The licht blue eyes gleamed ut hine.

(Continacd on prge 12.)
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12
THE SLAVE-TRADER'S VENGEANGE

(Continued from page 10.)

“You need not fear!” snapped Krantz
c::rnmnlptuﬂuﬂy. * Do not call—one cry
to bring your {ricnds here, and I will
trample you with my bootz and erush
you like a snake! T will kill you like
a mosquite if you utier one cry, fat
fool 1"

“I—T'm not going to call oui, Mr
Krante,” groancd Bunter. "“I—I like
being here with you, you know.”

“ What [™

“I—I like you, you know,” gasped
Bunter. "'1—1 think you're such a—a
nice man, Mr. Krantz.”

The eslave-trader stared at him
blankly, Then a sour grin glided over
his savage face.

“Ach!

What you are dninﬁ hera I
know not, and I care nothing! Ay good
fortune has sent you! Ach! Listen to
me, boy! I will not harm you, have
no fear! Dutuntie these cords guickly,
lfﬁﬂ'u value your hife.”

unter blinked at him. Then he ecast
a longing blink at the door, But he
realised that the door must be lecked on
tllp oulside, as the slave-irader was a
prisener in the shed. He rcalised that
the sounds he had heard had been made,
nok by the Kikuyu hunting for him, but
by somcone bringing the prisoner to
the shed and locking him in. Now he
wus loclked in with the ruthless ruffian,
and utterly at Liz mercy.

_“¥ou hear me 7' Krantz's voiee hissed
like the hiss of a snake. * Loze no fime!
Untie me, fat fool 1"

“0Oh crikey ! gasped Bunler.

Tho slavoe-trader moved towards him,
and Bunter backed to the wall of the
shed, palpitating with fear. The gleam-
;]l?g light blue eves seemed to burn into

jm‘ll

“Do vou wish me to stamp out your
fool's lifey" hissed Krantz. * Do you
think your friends could come in time
to save you? Ach! If I am taken to
Butiaha by the askaris they shall find
you dead on fhe earth here, stamped
out of recognition! You hear me?™

Y“Ow! T—I=T'l] untic yvou with—with
pleasure [* groaned Bunter. “I—I1 was
Just going to offer—"

*Lose no time, fool !”

Bunter fumbled with the cords.

There was no choice for the hapless
Ow!l; it was obedience or death, and he
realised it vers clearly.

His clumsy, fat fingers trembled and
fumbled.

“Fool!
Krantz.

“I—I—I'va a penknife—>"

“Cat the cords.™

“0OL dear!”

_ Bunter soried out his penknife, opened
it, and sawed at the cords. Ie dared
not disobey, and he dared not hezitate.
e longed to hear the sound of footsteps
approaching the shed®even the [oot-
steps of the Kikuyu. Dut there was no
sound, save the distant voice of some
native singing at his waorl,

In a few minutes the slave-trader stood
free.

He diew a deep, deep breath as the
ecords fell from him.

“Ach! Free!” he breathed. * Mein
Gott! Free!™

His light blue eves turned en Bunter
with a look in them that made the fat
junior's blood run cold. The hanless
Owl fell on his fat knees.

Krantz gave o curt Jangh.

“Fool! Do not fear!” ha
* You-—you are nothing to me !

Ha took a length of the eut cord and
bound the fat junior hand and foot. A
knotted end of rope was thrust into his
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sanld.

mouth to gag him. Then the ruffian
pitched him contemptuously on to tho
heap of sacks, and Dunter remained
there, half-fainting with terror.

Krantz listened at the deoor.  Still
there was no sound ; the askaris had not
yoi comoe.

He had tfime—if only 2 fow minutes!
Tha shed was not built to sccure a
strong and desperate man who had the
usa of his hands, WWith his arms bound
Krantz had been a helpless prizoner;
but the caso was altered now. lle soon
found a loosg board that he was able to
drag away from the weoden wall. He
wrenched it out, and then another.

The openihg was large enough for
him to szquecze through.

A few moments more, and he was out
of his prison at the back of the shed.

Behind the sheds there was a space of
open ground, with a prove of troees
bevond., The light blue eyes glared
round warily. Two or three natives
could be seen in the distance, but they
weore not looking towards him. He had
to take the chanee of being seon, and
with the swillness of a  leopard he
darted across the open space towards the
Lroes.

Almost in o moment the desperate
man was in cover of the irees,

He panted, and wiped a stream of
Eﬂrspn'attmn {rom his dark brow. Un-

oped-for {reedom had come; but he
was still in dire danger—unarmed, in
the midst of foes, shut off by the wido
relling lake from the wilderness which
was hiz only refugo.

He crept through the trees towards
the lake. The boat and the canoe would
be tied up on the shore—if he dared
cut across 1n sight of the bungalow and
the huts of the native servanis!

Thud, thud, thud!

The beat of a horse’s hoofs on a path
under the trees made him cower back
mto cover,

Hidden by folinge, he watched tha
horseman who passed, riding swifily
towards the buncalow,

Tha veing stood out, knotled on his
forchead, and he hared his teeth like
a wild amnimal as he recognized Captain
Met ann,

liad there been a firearm in the
desperado’s hand at that moment tho
carcer of the man-tracker of Uganda
would have come to a sudden termina-
tion.

But the wretch had no weapon.  And
he could only erouch in deep cover
while the horseman thundered by, and
chisappeared towards the bungalow.

He ground hiz teeth when MeCann
WIS Eone.

The mandracker had arrived; the
askaris would not be far away., It was
a matter of misutes now. He had no
chance of gotting at the landing-staee
and the eraft there. He dared net
dream of it, now that McCann was on
the spot. Ile ran back through the
trees, and, bending low, followed at o
rapid run a path through a wide ficld
of Indian corn leading avway from the
lake.

There was o starfled exclamation,
and o Baganda boy started up in his
puth, staring in amazemoent,

The next instant IWraniz's elooched
fist. hard as iron. sent the black loy
spinning, atd the fogitive ran on, loav-
ing him half-stunned.

Bovond the feld of Indian eorn was
a soction of uncleared land. and the
slave-trader panted with relief as he
twisted into the bush.

Ha was gn the run aznin. Tn a fow
minutes pursuit wonld be hot at lis
heels; but he was on the rin, and there
was hope once more i his desperale
heart,

THE MAGNET
THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Only Bunter ]

ARRY WIIARTON & Co. fol-
H lowed the man-tracker andd
Mr. Jarram round the bunga-
low to the shed where Krants
had been locked in and left a prisoner.
Captain MeCann walked quickly; the
little, plump Eurasian panting as le
kept pace with him. Grimly glad as
McCann had been to learn that Kranez
was 4 prisoner at the Jarram planta-
tron, it was plain that he did not feel
sure of him till his own eyes rested on
tha scoundrel. Not, as he had said, il
Krantz with the manacles locked on his
limbs, stood between two armed askaris,
would the man-tracker feel sure that

he bad him safe.

“1t 15 a safe scoundrel in 2 shed,™
declared Mr. Jarram, who casily
puczszed the thoughts of the maun-
tracker, “There 1= a lock on a door,
and a rope is tied with coormons
security round and round a villain, 1
see him tied with a very watchiul eye,
den’t it? Yes, do not have a doubt.”

All the  same, Captain  MeCann
seemed relieved when they arvived as
the shed, and found that the loeck on
the door was intact.

" Looks safe,™ he remarked.,

“Bafe as  houses, sir,” said Harry
Wharton. “You can depend on it that
wi took no chanees with such a

villein.”
“He 15 a slippery scoundrel,” said
MeCann, “IHe has been in irons more

than onee; but the irens did not hold
him.  But it cortainly looks as if he
15 safe. 1 can hear someone In the
shed. You locked hun in alone, of
courae [

" Yes; tied up like a lurkey.”

" Good M

Me, Jarram inserted the key in the
lock and turned it back. He threw
open tho door, mnd waved a plump,
olive hand to the captain.

“Please to enter o shed,” he said.
“You will find & villainous prisoner
sufe in a rope—oh, yesi”

Captain MeCann  stepped  in,  the
f}]anwr and the junicrs close belind
iim.  There was no window to tho
shed, and the interior was deeply
dusky. A figure was scen squirming
on the heap of sacks in a dim corner,
and Captain MceCann strode towards
it with an exclamation,

“ Krantz—at last!”

Then a roar of rape broke from the
man-tracker.

“What—what foolery s this??

The wriggling fizure on the sacks
turnced a erimmson fat lace towards (he
astounded juniors,

“Bunter Y pasped Bob Cherry.

“B-Bunter 1" stuttered Harry Whar-
tonmn.

“Qooooogh!”  ecame  [fechbly  from
DBunter, through the gag that ¢losed his
usually active jaws.

Captain Me¢Cann glared down at the
hapless Owl, and then stared round ac
the planter. IHis eyes were ghinting.

“What doeos thiz mean " he roarod.
“Where is Krantz 1"

Mr. Jarram could enly gasp.

The juuviors stared rowd tha shed.
Bave for frapments of eat ropes on the
carthen foor, there waz no sien of the
prisoner, But  they  ivuncdiaicly
spotted the ppening at the back of the
shed, where two boards buad  beon
wrenched out of place.

“He=—he's gone!” gaspod Nugent.

"“The gonefulness iz terrific ! ojacn-
Jated Hurree Jamset Ram  Singh.
“ Dut the esteemed door was locked, yet
the idiotic Bunter is herel”

“T am amazed Y gasped Mr, Jarram,
“1 leave o felonious perzon tied ap in
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a shed, and I find & boy who coma to
my house in company of honourable
Mister Vernon-Bmith. I do not under-
stund a small piece. Iam knocked into
eno cock-hat,’

Captain McCann grasped Bunter by
a fat shoulder, and swung him, gurgling,
to his feot.

“SBpeak, wvou young fool!” he.
Ena Pgﬁ “ What o

“* Mmminmm [

“He's pagged!” exclaimed TFrank
Nugent.

MeCann tore the gag from the fat
Owl’s mouth. Bunter, tied hand and
foot, hung hke a
heavy weirht on the
captain’s strong arm.

“What haz hap-
encd here?™ roared 5
elann. -

“zroooogh [
_“Bpeak, you young
idiot |

* Dogooch 1™ f

“It i1s 8 boy!" said
Mr. Jurram, 1n tonca
of dazed wonder. It
iz not = felonious
villain that I leavae
locked 1 o shed. 1k
it & boy who coma
with honounrable
MMister Vernon-Smith.
I azsk vou to tell mo
bow this thing hap-
pen, don’t itT"

McCann shook the
Owl of the Remove.

You young imbe-
cllga——*

*Grrocogh 1™

“Speak, idiet!™
ronred MceCann.

“"Ow! Where's my
spees T

“What 1 yelled the
captain.

“Where's my spees?
Mind you don't tread
on my specs?  They
fell off when that
beast chucked me into
the camml-. ILcuul-: for

spees ! T say, you
Eﬂnwa. find my specs
for mol”

Bob Cherry spolted
the spectaclios glim-
mering in tho gloom,
and picked them up.
Ho jammed them on Dunter's fat, little
INNSE.

*There you are, Fatty,” he said.
"MNow tell Coaptain MeCann what hos
happencd here, and don't waste time!™

“h, really, Cherry—"

“Will you speak, you yvoung fool®"
demended Captain MeCann, in o tona
of concentrated roge.

“Ehw | Yas! Leggo !  Dunter
blinked at the captain. It was all
Smithy's fault. I ghouldn’t have hid-
den under the sacks if he hadn't set
that nigger, Kicky, after me. If you
fellows think I'm going to be walloped
by a niggor—-"

“You wero hidden under those
sacks ! roared Bob. * Were you hid-
den there when we brought Krantz
m

“Oh crumbs!® pasped Nugent.

“"You h:‘:mghtc{l idiot " roared
Johony Bull, "Xean to say vou were
hidden thero all the time "

“1 didn't know it was you,” proancd
Bunter. “When 1 heard somcbodyg, 1
thought it was that nigger. Smithy
sent him after me, because "I spilled

some coffee over him, by sheor
Emid;:pt, It's all Bmithy's fault. Ch
ear |

TN
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squirming, fat figure of Buater.

“Holy mackerel!” said Capfain
McCann., “This fool was Erightenﬂd of
gomoething, and he was hidden undor
the sacks when Krantz was locked in.
Did EKrantz find you there, you born
fool 1™ .

“Oh, reslly, sir—"

“ Answer me, idiek!"

“0Of course he found me!” snorted
Bunter. “Think I showed up because
I wanted to meet him "

“ But he was bound—a prisoner " ex-
claimed Wharton, “You weren’t idiot
enough to untie him, surely "

“0Oh, really, Wharton—"

W =

¢
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you beast ! **

“A person was tied with @ rope in
s shed,” exclaimmed Mr. Jarram. “Ha
wag tied with a very strong rope, under
my eye which was of enormous and
carcful watchfulness.™

“Dnd you sek him freo, Bunter?”
asked Caplain McCann, with o look in
hia cyes that rominded Bunter of the
ook Krantz had given him,

“I—I— You sce, he—he,” bablled
Bunter—" he—he was going to jump on
me. Ho said ke would stamp mo to
denth, What was « {fellow to do,
locked up with that awful villain?"

“Anything but what you did, you
cowardly fooll” snarled BlcCann.
En P:,'ll .l-i
He flung Dunter aside, and the fat
junior collapsed on the sacks again,
with & howl.

MeCunn strode to the gap in the rear
wall of the shed, and squeezed through.
Hiz brow was black with rage. Once
more the slave-trader of Taopanyika
had been almest in hizs hands, and once
more the villain had escaped by a hair's-
breadth.

"1 say, you fellows, lemme loosc!™
howlad ?Buntr.-r, “1 say, con'é you un-
tie & chap? 1 say—-"

Qo

1

“Ow ! Keep off 1 ™ yelled the terrified Owl.

13

Captain MoCann put his head ia
through the o amn% BEALD,

“{et Kikolobo hereil' he snopped.
“Krantz cannot be pgone far—the
Kikuyu will find his track, if a human
eye can do it. Losa no time."

“(h, my hat! Kikolobo's gone on the
lake with Smithy!” enswered Hacry
Wharton, _

McCann erushed an cath botween his
teath,

*You're sure of that?'"

“Yes—we saw them going as we
come back with Krantz, They wers a
mile out on the lake then ™

(g
(((

Krantz kicked away the sacks, and his eyes aimost starfed from his head at sight of the

* Go away,

“Hang the luck!™

“1{f wa can help—"" saud Dob.

“You can’t help! Yes—run alonp the
road towards Dutisba and mecet my
askaris, who ave followiog mc—send
them after me, here'

“Right!”

Harry Wharton & Co. ran out of tho
ghed, The howling voice of Billy Bunter
followed them, yelling to be wuntied.
Jiut they had no time to waste on Dunter
just then. .

Captain McCann, with a gleaming eve,
picked up the sign left by the Becing
slave-trader, and tramped across to the
troes,

“1 say, you fellows, help!' wailed
Billy BDunter. “I say, Mr. Jarram—I
say, come and untie me, you beast! Ch
decar!™

The plantor turned back into the Rut.
He was & kind-hearted gentleman,
though certainly he was intensely ex-
asperated with Billy Bunter, now that he
know the part the fat junior had played
in tho escape of Krantz. He opencd a
pocket-knife and cut the fat Ow! loose.

“ You are one very enormous fool!”

(Continued on page 16.)
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he said. " 1If it was not that vou come
with honourable Mr, Vernon-8mith, =
puest in a bungalow, 1 hit you with a
foot, very hard indeed, on a trouser!
Yeg!'

With that My, Jarram hurried away,

“ Deasg ! ﬁrunted Bunter; perhaps
way of thanks for being veleased,

And he rolled out of the shed.

A few minutes later a dozen askaris,
the military police of Kast Africa, had
joioed Captain MeCann, and  were
gearching for the escaped slave-trader.
They camne on a Baganda hoy rubbing a
bruised face in the maize feld, and
learned from him the way Krantz had
gone. With the mskaris at his heals,
Captain MeCann hurried on the traces of
the fugitive. Krantz was froce againg
bBut the wide watera of FLake Albert
barred him off from the Congo wilder-
ness, and the man-dracker still hoped to
got s man.,

—

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
The Bounder’s Foe |

ERBERT VERNON-SMITII sat

H in the swaying cange, moored

by a long line to a stump on the

shore, tn a little shady inlet on

the Dritish side of Lake Albert. The

Dounder wag handling rod and line, and

already he had tossed several fat fish

ashore to the Kikuyu. Kikolobo was

gathering wood in the thickets to build a
cooking-fire,

Tho sun wae sinking wesbward to the
wilds of the Congo; the lake was a
shimmering shect of gorgeous hues.
Vernon-Bmith's face was thoughtful as
he sat with rod and line; the sullen
expression had left it. The Bounder had
enjoyed the day on the lake, and vigorous
hours in the open air had had the effect
of banishing irritation and sullenness,

The inlet where the Bounder and his
companion had camped was noarle
twonty miles down the eastorn shore of
Lake Albert from the Jarram plantation,

Looking about him the Bounder might
have.fancied that he was in a wilderness,
where & white man's foot had never
trodden.

The primeval forest grew down to the
water's edge; and over the inlet the vast
'i.rr‘i: neheg of trees were arched and inter-
mingled, forming & complefe roof of
foliaze that shut out the burning sky,

Only here and there on the banks were
open patches; and ona of these had been
selected for & camp. That inlet was rich
in fish, as Kicky well knew; the Kikuyu
was well acquainted with the chain of
great lakes in the heart of Africa, and
Lake Alhert was almost as famiiiar to
him as the Victoria Nyanza and Lalo
MNaivashe in Kenya.

While the Kikuyu, on the shore,
gathered wood for the cooking-fire, on
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which te broil the fish, the PBounder
made catch after catch, tossing the hish
ashore as ho unhoolked them,

Save for the faint wash of the waters
of the lake, all was silent; the silence

' of the Central African solitude.

Vernon-Smith wag thinking ; cortainly
not of danger, though danger, had he
known it, was ereeping silently upon him
in those very moments. The thought of
Ludwig Krantz was not in his mind, He
had wondered whether he would ever
see anything more of his bitter enemy ;
but in the days that had passed since ho
had last seen the man, a hunted fugitive
;’:y the forest, he had almoest forgotien

i,

If he had thought of Krantz at all, he
would have thought of him as twisting
and turning, starving and desperate, in
the mazes of the thick forest, hunted for
his lifo, or as lecing across the lake and

vanishing for ever in the trackless
wilderness of the Congo.
But he did not think of him. He waa

thinking of tha fellows he had lelt behind
at tho bungalew, and whose waved grect-
ings he had ignored when their boat
passcd on the lake,

It was not uncommon for the
Boundor's suspicious temper to cause him
to take offence, and for calmer reflaction
afterwards to make him doubt whether
he had not made a fool of himself.

He had enjoyed his day on the lake
with tho faithful Kikove:; but un-
doubtedly he would have enjoyed it more
with the clicery company of the chums of
the Remove.

Ilc was wondering whether they had,
after all, gone off and lelt him on his
own, without a word, regardless of the
arrangements ithat had been made for
the day, as he had suspected,

He realized that Bunter's fatuous jecra
had helped to eonfirm his sullen sus-
picions, and 16 was nobt agrecable Qo
reflect that he had been influenced inte
guarrelling with his friends by a fatuous
fool like Ilunter,

After zll, it was likely enough that the
fellowa had only goro out for a2 row
before breakfast, and that somcthing had
delayed their return,

They had left him kicking his heels
for hours; and it was difficult to imagine
what could have kept them away, but—
after a day in the open air—it was clear
to Binilthy that bo had acted lhnstily,

At least he might have run the canoo
dowit to the boat, as the Kikuyu had
desived him fo do, and heard what they
had to say,

Sullen wemper and resenfment had got
the upper hand; and he had cleared off
and left them to their own devices, Now
that he thought it over ooolly, the
Bounder wished that he had acled other-
wise,

Ho had Ielt the other fellnws, who were
his guests angd his fatber's puests, to
liang about the bungalow. ‘Lhat was all
very well, if they did not want kis com-
pany, but if Lie had been too suspicions
and distrustinl—

He colourcd uncomlortably ot the
thonght, ‘

Ho little dreamed of the far-reaching
consequences that wera to acerue from
the indulgencé of sullen and suspicious
temper. It was the Bounder's arrognnt
way to indulge his temper, apd often
enough 1t had landed lnm 1n trovble.
Bui never had it landed him in such
trouble as il was desiincd to do on this
OCCHE10n,

e hooked another fish and tossed it to
the banlk. Kikolobo came ont of the
trees wilhh an armiul of wood, and
tossed] it down on the spot zelected for
the cooking-lire. The Dounder idly
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s it disappeared info the forest again lo
fetehh more wood for the fire.

Then he cast his line onece more in tha
cilm, shady waters of the inlot. Tho
canoe swayed gently atb the end of the
long rope.

Over the feating canoe the great
branchez arched like a roof, & mass of
foliago thmulgh which hardrlg.r a slit of
the sky could have been secn. The
Bounder, intent on hiz fishing and lus
ruther  troublesome thoughts, did not
think of glancing upward,

As silent as a erceping leopard, and as
ficrce and implacable, a tattered figure
was erawling out on a thick branch over.
head.

Had the Bounder looked up, he would
have scen a coppery face and a pair of
haggard, light blue eves watching him.

Bk e did not look up,

From the arched braneh, ten or fwelve
feet wbove the canoe, Ludwiz Krantz
glared down, hiz cyes burning with gloat
ing hatrod and malico,

Te knew the Bounder at a glance. and
hiz burning eves gloated on the schoel.
boy for whom he felt o savage hatred

Across his coppery face was the livid
scar of tho knife-ent the Dounder had
?n'm[ him at Entebbe. Ho was marked
or life by the hand of the Grevicviara
schioolboy, Buot vengeance, as well as
escape, was within his grasp now,

Through tangled forests and Lot
jungle, the fugitive had skulked south-
ward since he had fled from tho Jarram
bungelow., He knew fhat the askaris
wore hunting him: more than onece Le
hud Eeard footsteps and calling voices
in the forest. DBut the mazes of the
tangled woods had saved him, and he
had covered weoary miles on his south-
ward journey, nehing with fatigue, foot-
sore and seratched with thorns, hungerod
and athirst, but ehill pressing on with
dosperate determination,

IIe knew that the alarm must have
been sent all along the eastern shore of
the lake; that the natives in the fishing
villages had heon warned {0 guar]
against the stealing of o canoe. Buat ha
kept the lake in sight in his decperale
flight, still hoping to seize some ecraft
that would earry him across to safety,

If ho faitled, hiz only hope was to
twist and turn for cendicss weary miles
through the forests and jungles, and got
round the lake at its southorn end; an
attempt thal nught have appalled any
man not utterly desperate with his life
at stake,

Ho knew the inlet where the Bounder
was [ishing: knew that it was lLnown
for ils fish, and that native eanoes some-
times put in there for a catch. It was
in the hope of catchinj sight of o native
canoo that Krantz had chimbed the tres
overhanging the inlel. He would nob
have hesitaled to attack three or four
natives 1n the alttempd to steal n canoe
with nothing but his bare hands. iz
heart throbbed at tho sight of o canoe
in the inlet with but a single accupant;
and he could sosarcely repress a howl of
savagpa glee as he recopnized the Groy-
friars schoolbor.

But ko was in no hoarree, 1o lay along
the branch and watched, It was untikely
that the schoolboy would Le there alone,
though he was alone i the canoe,
Covered by the thick feliage, Erantsz
walched the banks of the inlet to
diseover who was with the Bounder.

1f the other schoolboys were there
with their rifles the attcmpt on the
canoa would be hopeless; he would be
riddied with bullets long biefore ho could
deal with the Bounder and get away,
In that case, Krantz conld only turn Lia
Lack on the boped-for prize and crecp

watched (he tall figure in striped skinsunscen away.
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But he heard ne voices; he saw
nothing of the schoolboys. Bubt  he
doteeted the heap of fuel that was being

reparced for the cooking-Bre, and at
ength he rlimpzed the Kikoyu.

Then he undersstood. )

Vernon-Swmith was alone there with
Kikoloho. _

The Kikuyu had more terrors for him
than all the Famous Iive of Greylriars
with their rifles in their hands Dut
the Kikuyu was on the bank; the
Bounder wasg 0 tha ocanoe. AE close
quariers the I{ilzt:%-u's SpEAr wid 100
terrible for the half-bload to dream of
facing it; but the Kikuyu hed no firg-
arms. And he had gone back into the
forcst, and for the moment, at least, was
out of sight.

Krantz's tecth came hard together,

Escape—amd venzeunce! A swilh
canoa to earry him acress the lake, and
the English boy whom he hated a
prisoner im his hands, to be sold as a
slavn, as he had leng ago threatened.
Onee  across the lake in the Belgian
texritory, his lawless rang of slave-
hunters would rejoin him; he would
have nothing more to fear. Later, he
would find an opporiunity of dealing
with the rest of the Grevirviars parby,
onee he was free of the deadly denger
that dogged his fonisteps on the Dritish
sido of tho lake. Lhat eould wailt.
Now

Hetbert Vernon-Smith guve o slart
and pitched over ns the canes suddenly
rotked, as something heavy dropped
intg it from the bronches above.

“What 1o thiwmnp gasped e
Bounder. ) 1

Hiz rod and line slipped from ins hand
into the water. The Bounder half rose,
staring vound,

1Te had o glimpse of a coppery face
with light blue exes; but only a glimpse.
A ernzshing fi struck bim, and he fell
in tho hboitormn of the cavoe, alimost
stunned by the savago blow.

The canne was recking wildly and
shipping water, Krantz's weight drop-
ping info it from the branch had almost
caused it Lo capsize.

Krantz tore at the meoring-rope and
tore it lopse. Ho prasped the long,
double-bladed paddle.

Splash, splazgh, splash! _

Tli:n canoa shot away dewn the inlet
towards the open lake.

With desperate hands
drove at the paddle.

Every moment he expected Lo hear.
behing Lim, tha vell of the Kikayu, and
to feel 1he whiz of a hurtling spear.

The paddle flashed hke hghining in
swift strokes on either side of the canoe.
Like an arrow the cance shot fowards
the Take.

The Dounder, with reciing  bhrain,
dragged himsell on an elbow and stareed
thzaily up at tlie mwan who steedd to the
praddle.

“Torantz " he brealled.

He made an atizmpt 19 rizge, but sank
back again, his bvain spimmng.

He was unarmcd ; hie had not thought
of bringing hLis rifle on lhe trip on tha
lake. §Tut that he could have used o
weapon, had ecne been there. Tt was
only beeanse he was knocked out and
helpless that the raffan bt not wasie
a second in stunning bim with a hlow
from the paddle. : .

Kraniz hardly heeded him. Desper-
ately he dvove at tho paddle. and the

the ouleast

canoe  flow under lis rapid  strokes.
fInce ho wiz out of the cast of a
EpCar—

“Kikoloba ! zsroaned the Bounder.

His only hope was in the hunter ol
Kenya, He breathed the name like a
prayer. And azaf in answer theve came

from the dark shades of the wooded
bank a tervible yell, as ficrce as the ~ry
af the hunting leopard. It was {he yvell
of the Kikuyu,

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Hard Pressed I

IKOLOBO stopped dead.
ﬂ The l}undﬂ:a of fircwaod he

had brought out of the forest

fell at his feet unheeded. For
an instant the tall Kikuyu stood trans
fixed, staring with starting eyes at the
rliding canoe and the figure of the
copper-faced half-breed, driving madly
at the paddle. The change in the caln,
grave face of the Kikuyn was terrible,
His eyos blazed with fury, his lips drew
back in & savage snarl, his teeth flashed.

Bwana-wangu, the white lord who had
saved him frora the lion, was in_the
hands of his bitter foe; of the Tevil
AMezungn ' who designed to zell him into
slavery in the farvoff Congo country.
The rage of the Kikuyn was fthe tha
hoiling lava ficod in one of the voleonoes
of his native land. The yell that buarst
froma him rang eochoing through the
forest and gpeross the lake; a vell of
which the savape intensity struck a chill
even to the desperate heart of Krantz

The Kikuyn leaped to the water's
edge. His fighting-spears were in his
haned, for even in gathering sticks and
dead bark for a esoking-five the wary
Kikuya did not leave his weapons.
Standing knee-decp in water, the gleam-
ing eyes of the E:ikrr}ru fixed on the
Aeoting canoe, his right arm swept up
and a spear whizzed threugh the air
after Krantz like a siteak of lightmng.

It was well for the slave-trader that
he had lost no time, and fhat he had
gained a distance before the Kikuyu
emerged from the [orest and gighied him
in the canoe.

For the spear flew wiih an accuracy
that the best shot with a rifle could nok
have excelled, straight for the tattered
fignre standing to the padile,

It dropped short; but only by a yard.
Ttz foree spent, it clattercd on the stern
of the canoe and slid into the water.

¥

Krantz heard it rather than saw it
and knew how narrow his escape had
been.  Only the mighty arm of Kikolobo
cottld bave hurleef Iie spear such a
distanee, and only Juck and desperate
paddling had saved the slave-trader
from being spitted like a bird,

ITe caught his breath for a moment,
and drove harder wilh the Qushing
paddle.

Without doring {0 waste a fraciion of
a sceond lecking round, he knew that
the Kikuyu was racing along the bank
of the inlet towards the lake.

The deer chased by the
leopard  was not  swilter
Kiknyu a3 he ran.

ITis ecaszt had failed, bat he had still
iwe spears, and there was vet a chance.
He ran and leaped like a buck azlong
the inlet; and fast as Krantz drove the
canoe, the Kikuyn was faster. DBut
fortune was on the side of the cscaping
ruffian, for the nlet widened where i1t
jomed the lake, and Krantz was sweep-
ing away from the =ide on which the
Kikoyu ran: so though the raein
hunter beat the canoe in point of speed,
he le not approach near to the flceting
ofatt.

Whore the inlet jeined the lake
Kikolobo was forcod to halt; and though
ihe disranee was now a little greater
ihan before, he attempted another cast
with a spear—pulting inte it all the
miphty strenoih of his arm, all his ficree
tdevotion 1o the white lord who was
being carried off under s eyes,

Whiz!

hunting
than the

This time the desperation of the
Kikuyne drove {he whizzing spear
farther. It reached Krantz, and for a

sccond the Kikuyw's oyes blazed with a
fieree hope.

But it was i vain. Krantz felt the
blew on his shoulder, but the foree of the
cast was spent when the spear touched
him, and ithe keen point of the blade
did not even ponctrate his skin. The
epear fell away into the Jake with a
light splash and vanished. .

rantz gave a hoarse ery of rehef
and triumph. Ilis second escape hed

(Continued on next page.)
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been marcower then his firat, but he had

escaped.

The Bounder groaned.

He had seen the flash of the whizzing
spear, and know how near he had been
to rescue, Had Krantz fallen to the
spear it would not have taken the
];-:.ﬂ[uyu long to swim out to him. But
Krantz was still unhurt and paddling
with savage strength and determination.

Vernon-Smith made another effort.

He roso ns far ez his knees, with
swimming brain. Krantz's eyes burned
at him. He kicked out savagely, and

she Bounder, struck on the chest,
rolled over helplessly, only half
CoECHous.

. The paddles dashed and splashed
inecssantly.

But there was another dashing and
eplashing behindi His third spear it
was futile for the Kikuyu to hurl; and
he was g'rlppmﬁ it between hiz strong
white tccth as he swam after the flee-
INT canoe,

With long, mighty strokes, the power.
tul Kikvyu eleft the gleaming waEErE of
the lake.

Krantz looked back,

He was far beyond a spear-cast now,
end he could afford to ook back. Iis
sinkcn eyes glittered at tho dark head
of the XKikuyan darting across the
shining water,

He gave a hoarse, savage laugh,

The strongest swimmer could not
hope to overtake a canoe driven by a
paddlo in sinewy hands.

But the ikuyu seemed to cleave the
water like an arrow, fairly shooting
towards the canoe.

Krantz remoembered —what t(he
Kikuyu had not forgotten—that u little
distance from the mouth of the inlot
there was a muddy shoal out in the
lake—one of the numbericss shoals of
fake Albert Nyanza. Ho remembered
1t 1 timo to.steor clear; but to clear it
he had to sweep round from his direct
rourse towards the open lake, to the
right, and it was on his right that the
Wikuyu swam with rapid strokes, sim-
iy to intereopt him Lbeforo he eould
got past the shoal

The wary Kikuyu had counted on the
shoal; Krautz'wus aware of that, as the
dark head on the water swept rapidly
nearer to him. )
_ e paddled almost frantically, oxert-
1ag every ounce of his failing strength.

If the Kikuya reoched lom matters
were  desperate. Gripped  between
Iiikolobo's tecth was the third spear;
destined, perhaps, to drink the life-
blood of cscaping outeast, If the
rowerful hands of the Kikuyu once
grasped the cunoe—-

The paddle flashed and Rashed,

Taking in his desperate laste the
shortest sweep round the muddy sheal,
Wrantz cut it too clese, and the canoe
buwmped into the mud. It lost way, with
# shock that almost threw the vuffian
o his feet.

Fle recovered himsolf, and shoved the
capoe clear with the lone paddle. Tt
sonds had been lost, and seconds were
precioys,  As he drove fiercely on
azain the dark head of the Kikuyu shot
dewn on him, :

The Bounder, trying lo drag together
tis geattered senses, lifted hrmsclf on
an ethow, He sighted the dark head
of the swimmer, with dizey cyves. The
swirnming Kikuyun came down on the
canoe with almost incredible speed. The
slave-strader could not clear the shoul
I time.

_ dranding in the rocking canoe. grasp.
inz the long double-bladed paddle with
koth hands, Krantz eyed the dark hoad
with blazing eyes of rage and hate, He
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struck; but & swift movement saved
the Kikuyu. A dusky hand grasped at
the canoe.

Madly the ruffian struck again, and
this time ho had bettor fortune, "The
Bounder, with a groan, saw the dark
head sink bencath Lhe water,

Krantx panted.

The paddic Asshed once more, and
the canoe fled on. Behind it, as it fed,
rose the head of the Kikuyun. A trickle
of blood ran down under the thick
black hair, mingling with the wot on
the dark face, g[‘hq:- spear was still be.
tween the Kikuvu's tceth.

Kikolobo wasz still swimmine, fast
and hard. DBut the canoo was clear
of the shoal mow, and speeding on to
the open wide waters of the Nyanza,
Tha swimmer had lost hiz last chaneo.

He realised 1, and knew that hLe
would never reach the eanoe, never lay
hands on the desperado who was carry-
ing ¢ff Bwana.wangu. He grasped the
spear frowm his I:r:ct.ﬁ, his right arm roso
from the water, and from the water ho
made a last despeorate cast.

Dresperate as the chance was, it came
near to sueeess, Krantz felt the wind of
the spear as it passed,, grazing his

LOOK, LADS,
HERE'S A CLEVER CREY-
FRIARS LIMERICK !

Sald Wharton to Frank and Bob ;: !

' 1 think it's a jolly good job
That Buntar Ia fat,

Or slae, well, my hat!
The w;:'ll:q of & alght he would
rob 1

One of this week's leather pocket
wallets has been dispatched to
I. Randall, The Post Office,
mandwich, Kent, author of the
above winning effort.

It you have not won a prizs

yet, SET ABOUT DOING S0
NOW ¢

neck: and it dropped shead of the
canos into the lake,

A shudder ran through the ruffian.
Only by a hair's-breadth had he escaped
death.

But he had escaped; and the Kikuyu
had no other weapon save his knife;
and he was falling hopelessly behind in
the race.

back,

Krantz
exultant.

In mocking definnee, he waved his
paddle at the Kikuyu, grinning at the
rage and grmf in the face that was fall-
mg behind.

wiftly the canoe ran on. Yet for o
long, loug time the dark head of the
Kikuyu was still visible on the shining
water astern; gkill the faithiul Kiko-
lobo was swimming in pursuit, hopeless
as he now knew it to be. Farther and
farther, careless whother he over ro-
goined the shore or not; life was
nothing in the eyes of the Kikuyu if he
could not save hiz Bwana,

But the dack head grew a moere speck
to Kranta's searching eyes; and at last
it vanishod.

It was gone!

The cance glided on into the sunset,
darkening now as night approached.
Might fel on the lake. Like a black
veﬁ'nl;].r cloak;: the brilliant stars of
Africa came out, gleamine down on tho
rolling waters, and still the weary arms
of the fugitive urped the canoe to the
westward: till at last it struck the mud
of the Congo shore,

stared savagoely

THE MAGNET

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
No Smithy !

L BAY, you fellows!”
E “Oh, chuek it, fathead t"
*Look here—"
_ “Go and cat coke !”

Rilly Bunter snarted.

The fellows were makine out, a8
Benter termed it, that he, William
George Dunter, was responsible for the
escape of Krantz from t-;m locked shed.

Generally, the Famous Five wore
patient with the fatueus Owl; but now
they had very lLittle paiience to waste
on him.

At lunch time no news had come in
from Captain McCann and the askaris.
They were still hunting Ludwig Krantz
throngh forest and jungle; but as tho
fleoting outeast had not beon captured
vet, the juniors doubted whether ho
would be ecaptured at ail

It had been a feather in the eap of
the Famous Five to make the caplure.
It was extremely irritating for the out-
cast’s cacape to be due to a momber of
the Greyfriars party, though only such
a very inconsiderable member as Diliy
Dunter.

Mr. Vernon-Smith had como bhack to
luneh., In the afterncon lie had rolled
off in a vickshaw again, to keep ancther
of his many business appoinbments.

He had asked where lﬁs son was, and
Icarned that Bmithy had gono out on
the lake with Kikolobo, Why Smithy
had gone without waiting {or his fricnds
he did not inguire.

Harry Wharton & Co. were rather at
n loose end. Vernon-Smith's departure
with the Kikuyu had knoecked on the
head the programme for the day. They
rather wondered whethor be intended
to remain absent the whole day, and
what he was up to, anyhow. But they
were thinking more of Captain MeCann
and Krantz than of the Bounder,
hoping to hear that & caplure had been
made in the forest.

Mr. Jarram, cxuding smiling polito.
noss, showed the jumiors over the
plantation, and told them many thmlga
of intercst: but in the affernoon the
Rurasian gentleman was called away on
business matters, and the chums of
Groyfriars were left fo  their own
devices.

They had tea in the veranda, and
discossed whether to go exploring
along the lake, as it was pretiy clear
by this time that the Pournder was not
coming back for them.

Five soparate and distinct glares wera
turned on Billy Banter when Le joined
them, The Owl of the Remove tea'd
with a frowning, indigrant brow, though
fortunately  his wrath and indignation
did not affect his appetite, It was
pretty  thick, Dunter considercd, for
these fellows to make out that he was
responsible  for that brote  Krantz's
escape. What could any fellow have
done in the circomstances except what
Bunter had dono?

“7 gzay, you fellows—" recommenced
Bunter. -

Bob Cherry picked up & juley mango.

“Where will you have it¥" ha
ingquired.

“(Oh, really, Cherry—""

“Look here, Bunter, shut up," said
Harry Wharton. “We're fed-up with
vou. I suppose vou can't help being s
howling funk, but you've done a lot of
harm, and the less you say the beiter,
s shut up ™

“What was a fellow to do, you beast 1™
roared Bunter. “Think I was poing to
be stamped on by that hulking brute?®”

“You shouldn'c lave been in the shed
at all, idiot.”
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The Kikuyu, gripping a spear be-

tweeh hig sirong  white tleeth,

seemed to eleave the water likKe an

arrow, fairy shooting towards the

eanoe. Kraniz looked back and

eyed the dark head wilh rage
and hate !

*“That was Smithy's faule.™

“0h, ratsl” .

“Think I was going to be walloped by
n blinking nigger becuuse Smithy was
in & rotten bad temper?™  snorted
Bunter, *“IHe was going for me, the
beast, when I ehucked the colies at
hitn. DBesides, I rever chucked 1t at
him. It was a pure aceidend !

“Will you ring off ¥

“No, I won't! Making oub that a
follow is to blame!” said Dunter
warmly. “1d like to know what you
fellows would have done 1o mny ]'1]41{*:-.
Fainted, most likely! You haven't my
pluck.”

“Oh erikey ™

“ Tt was all Smithy's fault, as you jolly
well know ! Going for a chap, aiter giv-
ing him a prossinz invitation for a
holiday in Africal Nice manncrs lo A
gucst! The beast wos actually going (o
kick me, simply because I mendtoned
that you fellows had gone off for ilw
wmaorning and given bim the “goby. "

“What *” roarcd Harry Wharlon,

Neinter jumped.

“Deon't vell at o fellow like that, yon

beast!  What's the matter with  yoo
now

“0h, squash him ! srowled Johnny
Lull.

The Famouz Five looked at ono
another. They had wondered, wilh somao
irvitation, at the Lounder’s conduct that
dey, wondering, impatienily, wheiher
Smithy had his baek up abont anything,
Hunter's words let in light on that
=nhijectk,

“My hat!" said IDob Cherry. “Was
Smithy such o siliv fonl ay to get iz
back up abont nothing? I know he's
tlone it belore.  Is that why he eleared
olt with Kicky on hia own#*

*1l1e, ke, ko™ caine ftom Bunfer, *1

. o

i

can tell you he was jolly wild! TFright-
fully savage, in faet.”

1larry Wharton {rowned. )

“Of course, he was kept hanging
about, and he never knew the reason,”
he said, “If he'd known we got alter
Krantg—-"

“1ae would have known, if he'd
stopped to speak when we waved to
him on the lake, coming back,” grunted
Johnny Bull, “If Smithy's get his back
up ho can keep it up, and be blowed
to him"

“It's a bit awhward, ns we're his
ruests hore,” satd Harry., **Hut 1 dare
say Bunter is only talking his nsual ret.”

“Oh, really, Wharton——""

“Shut up, you fat freak !

“ Pretty thick, I eall i, treating
Euesty Ji]{q. this,” zaid Dumter Y1 was
roing {0 shoot a kippepotamuys on the
luke to-day——""

“1Ia, ha, ha £

“lessed if I sce anviliing fo cacklie

at. You fcllows may Lo afraid of lop-
popolmmuses?  MNob me! 10 you Dl
hall my pluck—="

“I'm poing to kick hion  said
Johuny Lull,” rising.  *'The sneakinge
funle let Weantz pet away, aisd  we

haven’t kicked him! X hie wou's shut
up, T'm peang Lo kick nim 46 he dees”

“ Peastl'?

Dunier rofled away down the sieps of
the sveranda, Ile did not want to shat
iy bk siill moere ho did not wuant o
Lie, kacked.

“Well, what about a pull en  the
Inket™ ashed Iiobh.  *The dax's heon
mclked up; but we may as well Lot a
pull on the loke. Jarrain says we can
have the hoat if wo wand it

“Aay us wnell,” saud Harry.

“Alay meer Bmithy comune hack, and
goolhe him ! suld Nauzent, with a Jusgi,

i9

“Tf le's pot his jolly old back up the
sooner he gets it down again the bettep.!

Grrunt from Johnny Bull,

“ Rlow Smathy, and s blessed baek 1™
ha zaid. “He can keep it up till we
ro baek to Greylriars, for all I eare;
and all next term, if he likes.”

“My cateemed Johnny,” murmured
Murree Jumser Ram Singh, “the solc
answor 18 the stiteh in time that saves
the crachked pitcher from going longess
10 the well.,  Let us soothe the esteemed
and rudiculous Smwitky  with the Epfl:-
words that break the bones of a parsmp,
as the Boghsh proeverb says.?’

“Good old  Englizh roverb 1"
chuckled BEob Cherry. “I think Bl

Jaream must bave had some leszons from
tad jelly ald moonshee whe taught you
Tnglish at Bhanipuy, Inky. Come on,
vou slackers.”

The juniors walked down to the lake
and pushoed off in the bont. They rowed
dlonz in the direction of Botiaba, and
had & view of the lake steamoer lcaving
for Nimuloe. ‘They rowed back in the
suneet, and keps their oyes open, o3
ilhey  neared  the  landing staze,  for
Verpon-Hmith.,  Tiat nothing was to bo
eeen ol Wikoloho's eanoe.

'T'he szunzct was decpening to  dusk
wiwen ey lavded and w:a.il-:mf up to tho
bungalow,  Iharter was in the veranda,
sy killing micsqaitees. The moesquiiocs
of Lake Albery, like those of the
Yictoria MNyanea. scemed (0 have o
zspecinl Taney for Dunier’s fab face,

Whaek, whaek, whaek! eame tho
soungd of a febied copy of the ** British
Fast Afswean Leader,” as PBunter slow
his sornll Lot trefiadinge encimics, Sinco
Farehing in Adries, Bonder, Like Sanson
of old, had <lamn iz thouzamds and his
tens of thousanda,

Tug Blsgwer Lizrapy.~—o. 1,235
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“Hallg, hallo, hallo! Smithy in yet?"
called sut Bob Cherry.

“Eht Blow Smithy!”

“Is he in yet, fatheadi™ asked
Wharton, s -

“No. Old Smith ig in, if you want

him ! gnorted Bunter.  “Called me
names when he came in—making out
that it was my fault that brute Krantz
got away. He scoms to have secn that
other beast, McCann, in Butiaba, and
the silly ass hasn't caught Krantz yer.
I wonder what the Government pay him
for? Waste of money, in my opimnion,
if he can't get hold of a blinking slave-
trader! I'd do it fast enough.” ]

“Bmithy ought to be in by now," said
I'qunm., with a glance at the darkening
kv,

“Oh, he's safe enough with Kicky!"
sald Harry. *“He'll ba in at dark, 1
suppose.”

. VYernon-Smith looked out of a
lighted doorway into the dusky veranda,

*Is Herbert with you "' he asked.

“No; we haven't seen him sinco this
morming, ' answered Harry.

The millionaire grunted.

“He ought to be in by nowl!
did he go off alone?

“Ha, he, he!" came from Bunter.
“¥arooh! Whoop! Whe's that kick-
ing me?! Yow-ow-ow!"

Mr. Vernon-Smith stared at Bunker,
and then at the Famous Five, )

“You boys haven't been quarrelling,
I suppose ™ he grunted.

“*No, nol' gaid Harry hastily. *I
dare say Smithy got tired of waiting for
us this morning, and went off. No harm
done.”'

“Well, he ought to be back by dark—
cspecially with that scoundrel Krantz
loose 1n the vioinity——"

“Kicky's with him,” said Bob.

The millionaire nodded, and went
back into the house. The juniors heard
him grunt as he disappeared. Thoy
heard the voice of Mr, Jarram a few
moments later,

“Take assurance, my distinguished
friend; a boy 13 tremendously safe in a
canod on & lake with a Kikuyu.™
_ Apparently the millionaire was grow-
ing uneasy. And the juniors, as they
stood on the veranda looking towards
the darkening lake, where the night was
falling with the swiftness of tho tropics,
began to wonder whether there was
cause [or uneasiness,

Why

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Camp In the Crater!
grunted Ludwig

i OMDM 1™
E Krantz,
[Te followed the word with

a hlow,

Ilerbert Vernon-Smith staggered from
the canoe, knee-deep in the mud of the
Congoland shore.

Over the mnd loomed the dark
hranches of trees, shutting off the stare.
e could see hardly a foot before his
eves,

Where he was, except that he was on
the Congo side of Lake Albert, the
Dounder did not know,

But it was evident that Krantz knew
the place well. Jyen in the dense
darkness, there was ne hesitation or
uncertainty in his movements. He had
i:!:'nded at a spot that was familiar to
111FL:

But the Bounder could guess. at least,
thaf the spot was far away from any of
the settlements on the shove of the lake.
On the Belgian side Krantz had much
loss to fear than on the Dritish side: bhut
the authorities of the Congo State
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would have been glad enough to lay him
by tho heels if opportumty had offered.
The slave-trader was not likely to have
landed near a whiteo man's house or a
native village.

Vernon-Smith staggered through the
thick, oozing mud, with the grasp of
the slave-trader on hig shoulder. He
found himself at last among the trunks
of trees, There the ruffian balted,

With o rope from the canoe, he bound
Vornon-S8mith's wrists behind his back,
and knotted the end of the rope to a
branch.

The

It was impossible to  resist
Bounder was still dizzy and sick from
the blow on his head; but had he been
his usual cool and assured self, he had
no chance againsi Ludwig Krantz—he
was little mora than a child in the
powerful grasp of the ruffian.

Ho was left secured to the branch,
while the slave-tradzr tramped back
down the muddy shore of the lake.

A sound of heavy blows came to the
Bounder’s ears, through the silence of
the forest. Krantz was staving in the
canoe, with a large stone or a log of
wood—beating a hole through the Light
craft ta sink 1t. That told the Bounder
that he intended to strike inland from
the lake, and had no further use for the
cance, He was sinking it to cover up
his tracks.

Krantz was breatqaing hard as he come
splashing back to the spot whero he had
left his prisoner.

Ho rcleased him from the branch,
leaving his hands still bound, and took
the end of the rope.

"Komm [ he repeated, in & savege
grunt,

The Bounder tramped on with his
captor, through clinging darkness and
the smell of foul _mu%.

His hecart was like lead.

Kikolobo, if he had escaped—and the
Bounder was not sure of that, for he
knew that the fsithful Kikuyu had fol-
lowed the canoe far into the lake—
would scek him. would carry the news
to Iiis father and his friends. There
would be huntiag for hun all along the
shores of Lake Albert. PBEut what search
was likely to find him?

The canoe was sunk; ne elue
remained where he had landed. Was
oven the eagle oye of the Kikuyu likely
to discover whero hie had Leen taken
ashore in the endless miles of the lake-
side? Iven so footprints weuld not
;amain Iong 1o the mud. There wus no

O,

_l-':il his friends could know, or puess,
would bo that IKrantz had carried him
off into the trackiess Congo wilderness.

Krantz's light blue eyes glittercd at
him in the dus shadews under the
trees, through which ha threadod a way
he know.

“Ach! At last!" said the slave.
trader. “Twiee I have failed; but this
time—this time pays for alll Achl I
am glad now that the schoolboys seized
gno this morning on the lake—but for
them I should have escaped. Bub now
I escape with my enemy in my hands!
Ach 1"

The Bounder started.

“Thev—my friends—got you on the
lake ?" he exclaimed.

Krantz grinnzd savagely. )

“¥You did not know! Nemn, nein! 1
did not see you when they dragged me
to the Jarram bungalow. You were not
there, I romembes.  Ach, jal They
seized me when escaping in the planter’s
canoe, after following me far—but I
snap my fingors at them, and at Captain
Mc&qnn 1

“ 85 that was why—"" breathed the

Bounder.
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If anyihing could have made his heart
heavier, that news would have had the
offect, That was why Harry Wharton
& Co. had left him hanging about on
his own—they had beon after this
scoundrel and had captured him, though
he had sinee escaped. And in  his
suspicions, sulky resentment, he had
taken offence where there was no offence,
and the outcome was—ihis!

He was a belpless prisoner in brutal
hands, with the prespect before him of
being gold into slavery in the uncox-
plored depths of Africa; and the blame
was on his own head,

He tramped miserably on.

How many weary miles Lie tramped in
the elinging darkness of the forest he
did not koow. His legs ached with
weariness; but if he lagged, a savage
erk at the rope dragged him onward.

he sinewy slave-trader was fatipued,
and the Bounder hecrd him grunting
and cursing in the darkness. Dut he
did not halt. It was evident that he
was heading for some fixed destination,
and that he did net intend to stop till he

had reached it.

Under the Bounder's feet, as he
tramped wearily on, he {felt stones
cropping from the soil, emong gnarled
roots,  Fragments of lava crumbled
under his feet. Round tho shores of
Lake Albert, he knew, were many
extinct voleances, hidden from sight
among impenetrable forests. He guessed
now that 1t was some old crater for
which the slave-trader was heading.

The ground wasg risinlg before  him,
though not steaply. t was thickly
clothed with trees and high, thoroy
bush. Many times he felt the scratches
of the thorns; many times Krantz
cursed in mingled Germen and Arabic
as he pushed cn, and the long thorns
tore him in the gloom. DBut here and
there wore open spaces, where the lava.
crust waos too =olid for vegetable growth.
Long centuries singe o volecano had
poured fleods of burning lava down to
the shore of the loke, where now grew
niijghu', majestic trees, hundreds of years
(o)

Starshine glimmered down again.

Tha Bounder looked round him with
WCAry eyes.

The trees were scattered now and the
bush was thin. The lava fragments
were thicker under his feet. He waa
trcading the rim ef an ancient erater,
partly crumbled away, but its shape
still easily discerned in the gleam of the
stars. Now the ground descended as he
advanced ; Krantz wes leading him into
the interior of the erater, down o gentlos
slope. ]

A bright gleaming ahead came from
wator, sgﬁimnp; in the stars, deep down.
The DBounder remembered that bo had
heard of the numercus erater-lakes in
the region of Lake Albert. This was
one of them—one of scores. The
interior sides of the old voleano were
thickly clothed in grecn.

He tramped wearily on after the slave-
trader, understanding that he was reach-
inr his destination at last. This was the
hiding-place of the outcast of Central
Africa; probabls one of many, :

Through tha silenee a sghrill whistle
burst from IKrantz, awakening eerie
echoos in the hollow of the old craler.

It was answered [ro-: the darkness
below.

1f Herbert-Vernon-Smith had had a
glimmering of hope left, it fled now,
It was no longer Krentz alone with
whom he had to deal—others of the
glave:trading gang were there.

Krantz tramped on. i

Dimly, en a high bank averlooking
the crater-pool, the shapes of wattled
huts loomed up. Dark figurcs started
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into  view—duskv
gleaming black eyes.

There was o muttering of voices in &
fongue the Bounder did not understand,
and the gleaming eyes of the ruffians
were turned curiously on him. Then a
swarthy hand gras hiz arm, and he
was lod to one of the wattled huts, and
Hung into it, and left slone.

Arab faces, with

e

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER,
Black News |

& ICKY 1"
ﬂ “Thank goodness|”
breathed Harry Wharton,
The kour was growing late,
Harry Yharton & o., in the
veranda of the Jarram bungalew, wera
feeling more and more uneasy as the
hours crawled by.
Many times Mr. Vernon-3mith had
stepped out, and gone in again, with a
frowning and puckerved brow.

In a dee& cans chair Billy Bunter had
nadded off to sleep, and his  snore
rumbled from the shadows.

The Bounder had not returned, and
it had now been dark several houls.
Lhat Bwmithy would have intentionally
roemained out o late was not to b sup-
posed, Yot it secmod impossible that
any accident could have happened to
the DBounder, in company wiih the
brave and [aithful Kikoeyu.

The thought of Krantz was at the back
of the jupiors’ minds. It seomed
valikely, but it was possible that the
escaping ruffian might have fallen in
with the Douvnder. Kven so, he was
unarmed, and the Kikuyu was armed
and wel! able to protect himself and
Smithy.

Yet the DBounder did nov reiurn. Of
the juniors and their unessiness ha
might havo been careless: but he would
not have caused s facther anxiety if
ha could have helpea it.  And Mr.
Samuel Vernon-Smith was anxions and
gmwing more anxioas wilth every pass-
Ing minuia,

Searcling for Smithy in the darkness
of the unlighted lake, along its wild and
jungly shores, was out of the guestion.
‘The juniors did not even know where ho
hiad gone in the canoe with the Iikuyu,
only that he had taken a southerly diree-
tion when they saw lum from the boat.

Something had happened. Yot what
could have happened? The minutes
paszed on leaden wings, and anxiety
grew into alarm.

And then at Jast came a heavy tread
on tho path below, and in the starshine
a tall figure in striped monkey-skins
lonmed into view. -

Witih deep thankfulness the juniors
recognised Kikolobo,

or the moment they did not doubt
that the DBounder was with |lum.
Kicky could hardly have returned
alone,

Harry Wharton deew a decp breath.

“hicky, thank goedness! I—I was
beginning to think——" He broke off.

“Samo here,” muottered Bob,

“But what's happened to Kicky ™
asked Nugent, in o low voice.

The tall Kikuyu camo up the steps
of the veranda with a heavy, but evi-
dently fatigued tread. Te was not
carrying his generally inseparable
spears.  And his magnificent attire of
the skin of tho striped colobus monkey
was soiled and stammed and torn., His
dark, prave [ace was deeply clouded,
his proud, steady eyes droopod.

And Smithy did not follow him in.
It dawned on the juniors that their

missing comrade was not, alter all,
with the Kikuyu,

“Kicky,” exclaimed Wharton, “what
has happened 7'

It was obvious now that something
had bappened. Xikolobo had returned
—but he had returned fatipued, spent,
and alome. What had become of the
Bounder ¥

“0 Bwana!” said the Kikuyu, in a
low voice. " N'gail iz angry with this
Kikuyu! My eyes have zeen a great
misfortune.”

“Bmithy ! exclaimed all the juniors
togother.

There was a throb of dread at their
hearts. .

“ Bwana-wangu is for away,”
Kikuyn.

Mr. Verpon-Smilh hurried out at tho
sound of voices. He rave a ga‘ilp of re-
lief at the sight of Kikolobo., Then, as
he saw that his son was not wilth the
Kikuyu, his face paled.

“Where is my son?” he azked.

The Kikauyu Fowed his iall head.

"0 Bwana-m'kubwa, this Kikuyn
would have died to save him from tho
hands of the evil Mazungu, but it was
not the will of N'gai."

The millionaire’s face became white,

“You mean Krantzi" :

“Even that man of evil,” said the
ikuyu., “At my lord's order, this
Kikuyu landed on the lake shore teo
light the cooking-fire, to broil the fsh
for my lord to cat. From the shore,
{0 Bwana-wangu, my eyes saw the evil
Mzungu, who bad climbed into tho trees
like Kima, the monkey, and dropped
from a branch into the canoe where my
lord sat, leaping on his prey like Tiu,
the leopard. My lord lives, but he is
a prizoner of the evil Mzungu, who has
fed across the lake.™

“G}:md gad!” breathed Mr, Vernon-
Smith.

Ile leaned a hand on the doorpost
for support. The news had stricken
the portly millionaire like & beavy
blow,

“You—you let that villain carry
away wy son?”’ he

said: tho
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The juniors stood sitent. That the
Kikuyu was not to blame; that he had
done his best, thoy well knew, without
questioning. His Jook was that of w
man weary to the bone—a Inan who
had exerted himeelf even beyond his
great strength, And the grief and sor-
row in his dark face were not to be
mistaken.

But in his fear for his son’s safely,
Mr. Vernon-Smith hed no eyes for
what the juniors saw.

“My son! I trusted him to you., Ho
saved your life. He saved you from
the lion in Kenya, and you have lost
him! ¥ou have lost my son! You
have lost him—a prisoner in the hands

of that villain, across the lake! Lost—
lost to me for ever! My sonl”

“ Bwana-m'kubwa!” said the
Kikuyu humblsy.

The millionaire made a ficree gesture.

" ¥ou—I trusted you to guard him!

I bad faith in you! Why did you lecave
him alone 1in the cance—why *"

"I obeyed my lord's conunands, O
Bwana-m'kobwa I

“Fool! Villain! You have lost my
son ™ groaned the millionaire,

A tirembling ran through the
Kikuyu's mighty frame. _
" Lord, if I have lost your son, whoze
handsomea face was brighter to my
eyes than the sunrisa over the foresta
of Masalindi, 1, Kikolobo, will die for
my [ault,” he said, in & faltering voice.
“Tor it 13 1n my thoughts, lerd, to
follew the evil Mzungu, cven to the
end of the Great River, and slay him
with a Kikuyu spear, and save Bwana-
wangu from his wickedness. And if I
faiI_, lerd, this Kikoyu will not return
a living man, and his eyes will see no
more the houses of his people, And
though my limbs are heavy with weari-
ness, lord, this night will I cast & stone
on the margin of the water, in the name
of N'gai, and take a csnoe to follow
Bwana-wangu _into the  unknown

country where ha 13 gone”

(Continued an next pagl.)
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And with those words the tall Kikuyn
turned, and strode away [rom tho
bungalow, vanishing into the darkness
under the frees.

hardly

The  stricken
heeded his going.

Ho almost tottered into tho honse.
The juniors looked at one another in
gilence. Their faces were pald, I'rom
the shadows came the undistucbed snore
of Billy Bunter, They heard the dis-
tressed voice of Mr. Jarram,

“An enormous misfortune haz hap-

ned, don't it? Take a couramo in a
eart, my friend. I sond o messenger
with immense apeed to Dutiaba, where
there is Captain McCann., A terrible
villain will not eseape with @ prisoncr,
sit—no ! In an inconsiderable time he
will be ecalched, mnd a rope will be
round a neek. Yes, do not give up &
hope ™ G
“My son!” groaned the millionaire.
“Smmithy, in the hands, of that
geoutidrel ! said Ilarry Wharton, 1n a
low veoice, * Kicky did all he could—
we know that, DBut they're across the
Juke—in the Congo forests.”

Bob Cherry gritted his tecth,
“We're not leaving him le it, you

millionaire

men. We're going after him.” .
“aink or swim togetheor!™  saud
Johnny Bull.

“ At dawn,” mutlered Nugent.

Harry Wharton nodded. In  the
darkoess there was nothing to bo done.
But at the first gleam of dawn
The Famous Five, without oven discuss-
ing the matter, had resolved on what
they were going to de.

From the bungalow a swift Baganda
ran by shadowed paths to Butinba with
the news for Captain MceCuann. Half
*an hour later thore was a tramp of
horses’ feet, mnd the man-teachker of
Uganda arrived with hiz askaris.

e had s few words with Mr, Vee-
non-Smith, a fow words with the
juniors, He learned all that the

ikuyu had told thom. Of Kikelobo
they could only tell him that the
Kikuyn hned gone, with Lhe iniention of
obtaining @ canoe and crossing the
lake. MeCann knitted his brows. Fle
wonld have been glad twe take ‘the
Kikoyu hunter with lis own parhy.
But there was no time 1o be lost. In
a very short time Captain McCann and
the askaris were gone.

To a hint from Harry Wharton that
the schoolboys would be glad to go with
the party, the man-tracker only replicd
with a curt shake of the head. It was
no work for schoolboys, in the captain’s
opinion; and no doubt he was right.

But that made no difference to the
Famous IMive's resolution. If there was
no news of Smithy at dawn—and nono
was to be expected—they were pgoing
efter him. That was settled aod fixed.

ey P

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter, Too !

11 TUFF and nonsense !
S Mr. Vernon-Smith  grunted
out the words.
He was stepping into a
rickshaw.

The plomp face of the millionaire
waos lined, almost haggard. He logked
s if he had not slopt during the nicht.

At dawn thers was no news. IGiko-
lobo had vanished info the unlnown.
Captain MceClann and his askaris weie
on the trail, News was not to he
expected.

Mr. Vernon-Smith was not the man to
leave o single stone unturned where his
son's safety was at stake. He would
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have spent his immonge fortune to the
last sghilling, and cared nothing. He
was poing down to Butiaba now to do
all that could be done—instituting
search-parties, offering munificent re-
wards to set all the natives along the
lako info motion. The business matters
that had brought Mr. Vernoon-Smith
out to Upanda were cast aside now as
things of no moment. Appoinlments
were forgotten, letters unopened, The
millionaire’s thoughts were concen-
tratoed on the rescue of his son.

The chums of the Remove had already
resolved to search for Simnithy ihems-
solves, Dot Harey Wharton mentioned
that intention to the millionaire as he
was stepping into tho rickshaw te go
dewn to Butiaba.  Ag the schoolbors
wora under Mr, Vernon-8mith's charge,
it was only right to ask his leave and
approval,

Mr. Vernon-Smith's reply was short
and sharp.

Ho was too worricd and distressed to
have any patience with stuff and non-
sense; and that was his epinion of the
Uo.'s plans.

“ But——"" said Harry.

VU Btuff and nonsense!" repeated Mr.
‘th*rnﬂn-s:rnith, and he called to the
vickshaw Loy and rolled away,

_Wharton smiled faintly as he looked at
his friends.

“Well, that's that "’ he said. “ It may
bo stuff and nonsense, you men; but
wa're going, all the same,”

“The stuff may be terrifie, and the
nonsenst  preposterous,”  said Hurree
Jamset Ram Bingh. “DBut the go-
fulness is the proper caper.”™

“That’s zettled,’” said Bob, "It would
have been rather awkward if the dear
old gent had refused vs leave to go, as
wa're in his chargo here, But he hasn't
done that.*

“We'ro going 1" said Johnny Dull,

“I sar, you follows——"

“(M1, buzz off, Bunter,"

The juniers went into the veranda to
speak to Mr, Jarram., The Rurasian
planter was full of sympathy, deeply
diztresged by the misfortune that had
hiappencd to his honoured guest, DBut his
olive face grew very long and grave
when the juniors told him what they
intended,

“It is a stufl and a nonsense! pro-
tested Mr. Jarram. “You go inte a
danjrer and a tromendows peril, don't it?
Yes! Detter stay in o bungalow, where
all is gafe and sound ™

“Wo're going,” snid Harry Wharton.
“HSmithy's our pal, and we can’t leave
i to it"

“Captain MeCann scek that enormous
villain,” =aid Mr. Jarram. * Honoup-
able Mr. Vernon-Smith set all Butiaba
in ons huge and big futler on this
pamiul subject. A hundred, a thouzand
natives go o oa cance to sool.  Yes!
Huge reward will be offered! All nig-
gors round Lake Albert will seck. A
word will go to Belgian persons neross a
luke, and soldiers will make o search for
a missing schoolboy., You yvoung persons
can do nothing., I beg you stay safe in o
Lungalow.™

“We're ot I_hinl:i_t'lg of safety,
specially with Bmithy in daoger, sir,”
answored Wharton, “We're poing.
yvou can help ug—"

“I1t iz o duly to keep a boy safe in a
bungalow,” said Mr. Jarram, shaking
Liis head,

“Well, if that’s how you lank b it,
sir, wo'll manage somenow,’” said Whar-
ton. “ We can lure o cance along the
shore somewhere.”

Mr. Jarram gesticulated with both
hiandz.

“You give an ear lo word of wisdom
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from elderly person!™ ho urged. *“I
give you s good advice and a wise tip.
But if you have an immovable intention
to go, I wish you a good luck. It will
oceupy & time and make an amusement
to sail on & lake. Yes! You shall have
a boat and a sail and a Baganda.”™

“Thank you, Mr, Jarram,” said
Wharton gratefully,

“The thankfulness is terrifio"

_“And the sgomer the betier!" anid
Nugent.

Mr. Jarram, it was quite clear, looked
on the expedition simply as a sail on
the lake to fill in a dismal day of
anxiety, and to give the juniors some-
thing to oecupy their troubled minds.
But Mr, Jarram was welcome to look
on 1t just how ha liked. The Famoua
Five knew what they meant fo de, and
they were going to do it.

The juniors sorted out their rifies and
cartridges, and packed baskets of pre-
visigns in the boat. Mast and sail were
taken dewn to the Janding-stoge by a
cheery, grinning Baganda boy, who was
wsed to sailing the boat for Mr. Jarram,
Tho mast was stepped, the provisions
and rifles and ammunition packed in, and
other necessavies for o trip thab might
be prolonged. Mr, Jarram urged the
juniors to bo back before dark; and he
had little doubt that they would realise
the hopelessness of their quest, ood
return by sundown. In the native
tongue, he 1mpressed CGobongo, the
Baganda boy, to sce that the juniorz got
mnto no danger.

“I say, you fellaws!"

Billy Bunter came scuttling down to
the landing-stage as the juniorz were
getting ato the boat,

The Famous Five had forgoiten Bun-
ter’s existence; but the Owl of the
Remove had an eye on them,

“*1 sav, you fellows, hold on—I'm
coming 1" roared Dlunter,

e panted down to the boat.

“You fat ass ! growled Johnny Ball.
“Why conldn't you stay in bed? Go
back and get another snoaze.™

“0Oh, really, Dull “

“(Fo back and have another brokker (™
:1-:1\'3?-‘.1 Lol

“Oh, really, Cherry—"*

“Don't be an ass, Buanter,” zaid Harry
Wharton impatiently. *“We're going
on what may be a long trip——""

“If you fcllows think you're poing
to ieave mo behind whila you go out for
o day on the lake—""

“You ass, this 1=n't an excursion.
We're going to look for Smithy.”

“Then you'll want me,”” eaid Bunter.

¥ What 1"

“Fou jolly well kiow that it was I
that rescucd Smithy when that villain
Krantz got hold of him in Kenya,’ said
Bunter warmly,

“Ohy, don't ha an ass)”

“For goodness’ sake, shut up and elear
off, Bunter,” =aiwd Dob Cherry. " We
can't be bothercd with a fat idiot on this
*].Llpa.’d

“Bhove off ' grunted Johnny Tl

Billy Buonter tool: hold of the gunwale.
His little round eyes fairly glittered with
indignation through his big spectacles.

“¥Fou rotters!" he gasped. * Yoo're
going for a day’s picnic on the lake, and
you think youw're h:m’trig me out."’

“It’s not a picnle, you fat chump!”
roared Dob,

¥ Gammon

"We're going aiter Smithy " howled
Nugent,

“ Lot of chance you've ot of finding
Smithy "' grivmed Duunter.  “ Looking
for a needle in a havstack would be a
joke to 1t.  Besides, T'm the man to Ond
wmithy, if he can be found.”

HCloar off, ass]™

i1 ¥
4
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The boat was leaving the Janding-stage and Bunier made a sudden bound to reach it. Crash ! Bump 1 He landed headlong
in the boat, grasped Bob Cherry round the neck, and they both went sprawling.

“Shan't!"" said Bunter.

“(iva him a shove with the boat-
hook "' growled Johonny Bull,

“ Beast ™

Evidently Willinm Ceorge Bunder
was convinced that the Famous Five
were going for a sail and a picnic, and
that they wanted to keep him out of a
good thingl Bunter was not going to
be left to hang about for a whole day
at the bungalow on his own; not if he
knew it,

Looking for Smithy on tho endless
forestclad shores of the lake was all
rot, in Bunter's opinion—and, indeed, 1t
might have seemed g0 to older and
wiscr hendsz than Bunter's. Not that
he believed that the juniors were really
in earnest. This was only an excuse for
leaving him out, in Bunter's opunon.

That the Fawmous Five were in any-
thing but a moed for picnicking, with
their comrade missing, naturally did not
gocur to DBunter. Bunter waz always
ready for a picnie; or for any other
function in which eatables played a pro-
minent part.  Bunter could have
picpicked with fat satisfaction if all the
inhabitants of British East Africa had
been missing,

He held on te the gunwale,

“] say, you fellows, don't be beasts!”
he urged. * Leaving a chap to hang
about on his lonesome all day! Do you
call that pally$*

“¥You benighted bandersnatch,” hissed
Bob Cherry. * Weo may not come back
for davs, if we come back at all™

“Pile ib on !’ said Bunfer.

“We're going to look for Krante——"'

“He, ho, hel’”

“You'll be frightened out of your silly
wits if we get within a mile of him ™
snapped MNugent,

“You won't get within fifty miles of
him,” grinned DBunter, * and if you did,
I'mi the man to handle him,"

“Obh ervmbs|™

“ Tha fact is, I refuse to be left be-
hind,”” said Bunter firmly. *1 refusc
distinctly. ¥Youw've brought me out to
this beastly country, making out that
it was going to be a holiday; and now
you want to leave me out of everything
that’s going on, I call it mean.”

“ My estecmed idiotic Bunter——""

“You can’t come, Bunter,” =aid
Harry. ** You'd be in danger, and you'd
be in the way, Go back and feed.”

* Beast ! :

“ Give him a tap with the boatheok!”
snapped Johnny Bull. "“We've no ume
for hiz chin-music now."”

“Taok here, you rotters— Ow [V

Bob Cherry gave the fat Owl a shove,
and Billy Bunter sat down on the
timber landing-stage.

" Qoocoogh !

“*Ehove off I

Boathook and oars shoved the beat
away. Bunter scrambled to his feet.
His wvery spectacles scintillated with
wrath.

The boat was Jeaving the landing-
stage. Thres feet of water scparated
it from Bunter.

The fat Ow]l made a zudden bound.

Even Bunter ecould jump three [cet
with success.

Crasgh !

Bump ! :

The fat junior landed headlong in the
boat, and sprawled. He caught Dob
Cherry rvound the neck and dragged
hiim  down, and they bumped into
Nugent and Hurree Siogh, and zent
them sprawling.
~ For some moments there was o gasp-
ing, wriggling heap in the bottom of

& boat.

“ (M, my hat 1"

“ Wow '’

"Yarcocooocoogh!  Help!

Qoooogh !

The juniors scrambled wp, crimson

and Dbreethless.  DBilly Bunter still

Gerroff !

sprawled, yelling. The boat glided
away from the landing-stage under tho
impetus of the shove. The Baganda
oy, grinning, was shaking out the eail,
to cateh the wind that blew off shore.

“Oh erumbs "' gasped Bob, " Chegle
hima out !’

“Ow! Beast! Ow!"

“Chuck him overbeard !" howled
Johnny Bull

“Ow! Rotter! Wow!"

Hatry Wharton knitted his brows,

On such an expedition the fnt and
fatnous Owl of the Remove was the
very Jast fellow whose company was
wanted, DBut he was landed on the
party now. The boat was shoolug
awway from the shore,

THE FOURTEENTH CHAFPTER.
Across the Lake !

e ETTER land for lunch !’ said

B Bunter.

“What 1"

“Blessed if T see whgt you
want to run cut into the middle of 1ha
lake for !'’ said Bunter ]E-emrishly'. “ Sup-
pose A storm camie on !’

“ Fathcad I

“3Well, there are storms on the:so
African lakes,” =aid DBaenter. “Of
course, I should be all right—I've got
pluck, I hope. But you fellows—""

“Dry up, ass!" ;

Thers was & steady wind behind tlhe
boat, and the Daganda boy handled it
well, If the wind had fallen, tho
juniors were prepared (o row; but they
were glad to be saved the labour of
pulling many weary miles, Tho boat
glided swiftly through the water, and
long sineo the Dritish shore of Lake
Albert had sunk to a dim, doark line.

The torrid sun of noon blazed down,

Tes Maiorer Lisrany.—No. 1,233
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and there was fittle sheltor in the boat.
Bunter grunted and grumbled and
fanned himself,

Still, the fat junior found the morning
& fairly satisfactory one. He had taken
s sorics of substantial snacks from tho
provision baskets, and he had enjoyed
a long nap with a handkerchiel screen-
ing his fat face from the sun. But at
midday Bunter was naturally thinking
of lunch. Any number of snacks during
the morning made no difference to that.

Lunching in the boat was rof, in
Bunter's opinion. He preferred a com:
fortable seat under o shady tree. And
he was irritated, end a little uncasy, at
finding the boat's prow turned in-
cessantly to the west. It began to look
ps if these beasts really intended to
cross tho lake: which was not only rot,
it stark, staring, raving lupacy.
Ludwig Krantz was on the western side
of the lake, and Congo cannibals—to
say nothing of innutacrable lions and
leopards and gorillaa and other fear-
some creatures. It was better, Bunter
considered, to keep to the safe side of
the lake for a plenote.

“1 say, vou fellows,” Dunier began
again, “when are we going to havo
lunch : : "

“Bepin ns soon as you like, ass.

“I'd rather lunch ashore.” 1

“Then yu:;u’d botter wait till we Int
Congoland "' grinned Bob Cherry,
“ But that won't be for a jolly long
time yet. This is one of the small lakes,
0% I-nies go in Central Africa; but 103
u good step across it.” :

“Oh, don't be an oss!’’ said Bunler
peevishly. “‘Look here, I think we've
coms far enough. A sail is afl very
well, bub you can over-do it. We ehall
be out of sight of land if we keep on
nuch farther.” _

#“Wa ghall be in sight of the land on
the other side, if land’s what you
want,” answered Bob. _

 and there's one thing you haven't
thought of—=""

“*What's that, Fatty "

“How are we ing to get Dback
against this wind?" demanded Bunter.
“Tp's been blowing behind us ali the
morning.""

u Yes? that's just good luck."

* Tt means a lob of tacking, and Lours
and hours perhaps!" grunted Bunter,
“] suppose that moeans that we've gol
to lunch in the boat. You fellows know
jolly well that I should prefer to pienie
under o tree, I've told you eo.

“Don't tell us any more '’ sugzested
Johnny Baull.

“Have o little sense ! hooted Tunter.
“It may take all the aftermoon to pet
back to Jarram's bungalow with - this
wind, Better put about at once, or we
may not be in by dark.” .

w1 rather faney that wo shan't bo in
by dark!” chuckled Bob, *You would
come, fathead, now you'd better make
up your mind to it."”

“You silly ass ! roared Bunter. “1t
may be jolly dangerous to stay out all
might! If you're thinking of that——"

“Weo aro—wa is [

“You can't pull my leg, you Least!
Making out that you're going among a
lot of canmnibals and slave-leaders lo
look for Smithy!” sneered Dunter.
“Well, I'm going to have lunch.”

“Stack 1t away, f youve pot room
for it—and shut up!"

¥E "il"ah !:u

Bunter avidently had room for it, for
he procesded to stack it away at a greak
rale. Harry Wharton & Co. sat about
the boat and ate a rather Lighter lunch
than Bunter's,

Having packed away oll the pro-
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visions that his ample circumference
would hold, the Owl of the Remove
went to slcep egain. His rumbling
senore mingled with the wash of the
water lapping round the gliding boat.

The wind held, which was & grea
satizsfaction to the Famous Five. Whoy
watched the dark line of forest on the
Congoland shore growing larper and
clearer in the brilliant sunshine. The
difficulty, almeost the hopelessness, of
their guest, was borne in upon theie
minds as they watched. Ther had neo
cdoubt that Krantz had succoeded in
crossing the lake in the might; there
waz no hope of sighting the.canoe with
the slave-trader and his prisoner in it.
somewhere in that endless ling of um-
trodden  forest he had landed and
vanished. Hunting for him was a great
deal like hunting for a necdle in a hay-
stack, only more so, as Johnony Dall
ovbserved.  But difficulty, anod even
hopelessness, madea no difterence to the
juniors’ determination. They could not
remain idle while the Dounder was
carried away into slavery; a hopeless
quest was better than idle waiting,

It was late in the afterncon when
Billy Bunter awoke. He jammed his
spectacles on his fat lirtle nose and
blinked round him.

“Are we nearly home?'" he asked.

‘The juniors did not trouble to reply
to that queation. The boat was running
into the sunset. The wind was now
lighter, but it was sufficicnt to keep tho
Loub under way. DBilly Bunter sat up,
and stared at the forests ahead.

“I=I—I say, you fellows, which—
which side of the lake is that?™ he
ajacitlated,

“I'he Bolgian side, ass.”

“Haven't you turned back web?®”
yelled Bunter, in alarm,

. “You silly ass, when will you get it
into your thick hoad that we're not
turning back?

Bunter blinked at the juniora. It
was deiven into his fatuous brain at [ast
that this was not, after all, a day's
cexcursion. but an expedition inlo wun-
known perils,

“You—you—you silly idicts L
gurgled. “We can't stay out all nighe
in the boat—you jolly well know we
can’t 1”

“We'll try ! said Bobh.

“It's jolly cold of a might—-"

“We've got our camping outhit.”

" You—you—you  robters!™  pasped
Bunter.  “Mean {o say that you'ro
reall thinking of pgoiog  alter
Ssmithy-—"

“Qet it ab last ! asked Jolnny Bull
sareastically.

“ And what about me i roared Bunter,

““Nothing about yvou, old fat bean.”

“* Youw—you—you—-" gasped Bunter.

Words failed the Owl of the Bomove.
For quite a long time the fat Owl sat
silent, blinking at the juniors, and at
Lthe approaching shore of the Delgian
Congo.

“You — you —vou're  not
therz 1™ ho gasped at last

“Not vet,” zsaid Harry. “We're pgoing
to coast up and down in the boat for
a day or two, lecking for sipn. No
ood j].ﬂ.ndi ng till we know where to land.
Wea've gob to hind out somchow where
I raniz got ashore from the cance.”

“A—a—a day or twol” gasped
Bunier.

“ A week, if neoeszary——

“Waoa haven't grob for
shiricked Bunier.

“We shall have te chanece that ™

“Why, you-=you—you potly dummy "
Words failed Dunter once more.  Dut
worda would have boen wasted oo fellows
who were so hopelessly potty as to be

1_JI

landing

"

a weelk ™

prepared te "chance ™ such a thing as
ub. Bunter, thrilling with wrath and

indignation, sat and blinked. There was

realifr,- nothing elre that he could do.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Attack in the Night |
ROFIC night !
T Stars in myriads were refllected
on the shimmering lake. DBut
_under the stretehing branches of
the mighty tree:z, in by the shore, was
deep darkness. Through the gloom, fire-
flics flashed,

Harry Wharton sat with his rifle on
his knees, watching.

The other fellowzs had turned inlo
their blankets.  Billy Bunter's shors
rumbled threugh the gloom. Gobongo,
the Bagarda boy, was curled wp fast
asleep.  Whether it was necessery w
keep watch at night the juniors did not
know, but they wero taking no chances.
Cortainly it was necessary, if they were
anywhers near the man they sought.

‘Wharin was wakeful enough, taking
his turn to waich. The boat was tied
on to & long drooping branch extendin
far from tha bank., A wide margin o
water lay botween it and the muddy
shore, warters in tho boat were very
close for camping, buk it was safer than
camping ashore in unknown country. If
there were enemies—and there might be
many—the beat was more difficult for
them to reach than a camp on the shore
would have beon

If the juniors succeeded in getting on
the slave-trader’s track they had to
abandon the boat and follow him. DBut
until thas tirme came—if ever it did—
they wera sticking {0 the boat, The only
plan thay cculd form was to cruise
slowly along the shoro in tho daylight,
landing here and there in likely places
to search for sign, and questioning any
natives with whom they might fall in,
with Gobon a3 interproter, To
plunge into tlre trackless forests without
a ¢lue was futile.

But there was another hope at the
back of their mends—a hope that spelled
deadly danger. They knew that Krantz
had planned to seizo the whole party
and sell them as slaves in the interior.
Now that he was safe in the Con
wilderness, it was likely that he would
think less of further flight than of
glutting bis vengeance. Likely enough
that he would linger within sight of the
lake, watching for pursuit; watching
for & chanee of gelting hold of the
friengz of the fellow nlrendf in his
hands. Well they know his ruthless and
revengefu! nature. And if that was Lud-
wig Krantz's game, the juniors wero
pretty ceriain (o come into contact with
him, The risk, terrible as it was, they
were prepared to face, for the sake of
petting 1n toueh with the desperado
who had seized Herbert Vernon-Smith.
ICnowing well what it might mean to
them, they still hoped that tho slave-
irader was watching for them, waiting
for their coming.

Likelv nnmlih, the boat had becn seen,
and watched, by some spying eye hidden
in the forest, TFrom the bottorm of their
hearts the juniors hoped that Luodwi
Kraniz was lingering in the woode
shorn of tho lake, and had not been
driven fo flight inte the deplhs of the
Congo wilderness by fear of MeCann and
ihre askaris,

Wharton watchad.

It was midnight. From somewhere
in the black distance s deep long roar
pealed through the night—the roar of
Simba. It echoed eerily throngh the
forcst and over the waters of the lake,
(Contimeed on poge 28.)



OUR °’PUNCHER PALS RUN UP AGAINST MORE TROUBLE—AND FUN IN—

‘DEATI

Smashing Complete Western Yarn of High,

THE FIRST CHAPTER I
A Ruthless Ralder !

u IGE"” JINKS rode a few paces

H in advance of “Dr.” Low

and “Nippy " Nolan, one long

leg crmﬁed round the horn

of tho saddle, his lips ;}::.lrsed up in the

motion of whistling, theugh ne szound
came from them,

Low came next, lying back in his
gacdddle with his back comfortably prop-
ped ageinst the high roll of his blanket
and slicker, which he had arranged in
such & way that he could ride prac-
tically rechining, with s bhat drawn

down to his arched nose, from which
issued a gentle snore. ;
Nippy brought the rear, leaning

far over to onc side of tho saddle to
watch the gait of his little racing
Indian pony, Fueblo. The cother boys
always sverred that Ni pY kissed his
littla hoss Gﬂ-:}dmiggh and he
certainly looked after the pretty little
animal as tenderly as a nurse would a
favourite child.

“Yuss, goin' hon okay, old feller !
he murmured, patting tho arching nech.

Puebla responded by whinnying seftly,
and twitching his ears back and forth,
doing & playful few dancing steps to
gshow that the foreleg, mjured in an
accident & few deys ago, had completely
recoversd,

Y Golden eagle; Grst I've seen in these

hills for five wyear,” High ealled over
Liz shoulder, pointing upwards.
_ Nippy_ peered up in the direction
indicated, scrcwing his eyes wup, and
endeavouring to locate the spot. DBut
no sign of any sueh bird could he seeo,
in fact, thke pure hlue shy locked
singularly empty.

“Garn, come orvf it ! ho jecred. " You
an' yer beagles, Tryin® to mako ouf
nah that ver can sgeo up to Mars, I
g'pose. DBut yvor can’t kid me, I amn't
g0 green as I ham cabbage-lookin' ™

" What is it, children” yawned Low,

tilting lus hat back and squinting
through his specs from one to another,
“What s the dispute?  Anything
that papa can settle? :

"“Yugs, bring out them bi-noculars
o' yours an’ teil this long "umbug that
@8 a scroew loose,’ answered Nippy.
“'E says as ‘e can see a golden heagle
up there in th' blinkin® sky, and it's as
empty as o cowpuncher’s pocket at th’
end o' th' month—an' it ¢'udn’t be no
emptier then that !

Without moving frem his comfortable
reclining position, Doc Low fished out
his glasses and focused them in the
dircction indicated by High's long fore-
finger. He shook his head after sweep-
ing the skics with tho glasses,

“Mo, cain't see any eagle, High!™
be snnounced. .

“Haw, haw! Woi did I tell yer!”
snid H:}: ¥, bursting inte a jeerin
laugh. * Bwank, nothin’ but swank an
‘ot air. 1f a pair o fifty 'orse power
bi-nocalara cawn't see th' heagle, it
stands to reason there ain't no heagle!
Come orf it, long 'un, an' own up yer
gwankin' 33

“ No, by hokey, he's right. 1 kin ece
it now—look, it's swoopin'l (Gee whiz,
High, your eyesight 12 prodiglous—
positively prodigicus I’

They watched the wonderful dive
down frgm the heights, unii! even
Nippy could eco the great twelve foot
wing-sproad as the mighty bird
swooped. Then, of & sudden, it
gwoerved aside from its quarry and
flew rapidly upwards again.

“Zomethin® startled lim; he was
swoopin® 1" gaid Low, watching through
his glasses, :

" Stage-coach coming through Ghoso
Hole Gap,” said High,

“Marvellous  sight — miraculous !
murmured Low,

“I sh™nd shay sho!’ jeered Nippy.
“Seo thro' a ridge o' hills an' hout
t'other side, an’® spot & stage-conch
wot ain't there. Coo, wob eyvesipht I

Low, and Nippy, the 'Puncher Pals.

DICR!

Spreading terror in town and on trail by his
ruthless raids, the Skeleton Bandit went his
way unchallenged, until High Jinks got a

hunech I

High just pointed to
s tiny cloud which ap-

arced through a gap
in the range oppomte,
snd the dust from
goine vehicle which had
paszed below.

“Thet's easy encugh
if yer got eyes an’ sowo

BRYVY. know what
4 time th' stage comics
e thro', an' 1 ses thet

dust—it don't take a
Sheerluck Benes to
read thet '
“Wot sight I'" grinned
Ni Py “Heyes like o
P

lin

“Oh, Nippy you
ain muh ! eried Bﬂﬂ

ow in  pretended
horror. "8Such a dis-

lay of ignorancel

ynx ig not the plural
—there iz no  such
animal as a *link." ¥

“Ho, aun't there?
That's whero yer
wrong for once, Per-
fessor 1" yelped Nippy,
who had been working up for just
this, to take a rise out of both his
{J-ln.'ln at once. * Wot abaht th’ * missing
ink?’ 'E's more like that then hany
h_l}dthfr haninel! 'Oorgy—one for our
side I

As usual, the little Cockney had to
dodga High's ready quirt, and, leaning
forward in his saddle, he dashed ahead
of tha other two at racing speed into
the gap which led to the main trail
on the other side of the ridge.

As he did so, there came a burst of
rifle shots from the distence, followed
by the rapid, staceato bark of =
machine-gun — then all was
again,

“Bufferin’ eoats, wol’s up?” Nippy
muttered; and giving Pueblo the rein,
he galloped straight for the gap.

¢ had just reached it when a figure
dashed through on & magnificent coal-
black horse—a strange, smnister-looking
figura that Nippy no sconer saw than
his hand dropped for his rifle in its
bucket,

There was a snarling curse, the quick
drawing of a couple of gc-idvmnunted
sixes, and the stranger fircd at Nippy
point-blank. If the Cochney was not
much of a shot compared to his long
pardner, he was 8 lightning-guick
mover, and he dodged down and swung
himself over the pide of Pueblo in o
hurry.

It was well he did so, for he feolt s
tweak at his ear, whilet his hat went
Aying from his head, so close did the
horseman's bullets come to ending his
eareer, The great-striding black was
away in a flash, the man turning in
hiz saddle to send other leaden mes-
sengers &t the tenderloot whe had
dared to intercept him.

One of them must have struck Pueblo,
far, with a squesl of fear, the little pnnf
gavae a dozen buckjumps,  which
probably saved his master’s life, and
dashed nto the gap ot top speed.

Toe Maigwer Lispary.—Mo. 1,233,
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“'Old up, can't yer, I wanted to sce
whera th' risher went to!” yelled
Nippy. ‘'Ope ’s runs inter them
other two; 'e's just abaht 'lgh’s mark
—'e'll pive 'im sharp-shootin’ "’

But no more sounds of shooting
reached Nippy's ears, and when at
last he managed to pull his little mount
to a standstill, he was well inte that
cleft in the hills known as Ghost Hole
(xap from some old legend of the gold-
rush daxvs. ] _

The little Cockney waited for his
pals, and thoy came galloping up with
cager questions. ;

“What was it?” yelled High, * What
was th’ firin"?" 3

“Didn't yver meet "im ™ asked IWippy.
“1 thought 'e'd run right on top of

E'i.'!”

“Who!”? demanded Low and High in
chorus.

“'Oo else but—Death's 'Ead Dick !®
proclaimed the Cockney. * Ah, and 'e
took pot shots at me, 'e did—not "arf!”

“Gee whiz, an’ we missed him!”
cried ngh disappointedly. “What's
he like, Nippy; no ono's cver seen him
n? -:~1rm¢ as thet—an' lived ito tell

“I sh'udn't if Pucblo *adn’t done a
war dawnee an' put th' blighter orf *is
aim " E(rinnr_*d Nippy. “But, fellors,
it warn't e "¢ was after—I reckon
ithere's been dirty work at th' cross.
roads down below thera.  'E was
carryin' o great sack al!ll bulgin' with
loot, I pucss—'oldin up th' stage for
a dollar!™ ]

“C'mon, boys, we may find some frasd
he's left,” ceied High, setting spuars to
his horse and daﬁiing up the trail
“Oee, if it was Death's EHead LDhck,
he'd be wath eapturin’, but thar won't
be a soul left alive on th' blamed stago
—an' it was poor ol’ Pete’s last turn as
driver. He's wotirin' [V

“Did yer git & good look at this
Death's Head feller?” asked Low, as
he and Nippy galluiad shoulder to
ghoulder. * What was he like, kid 1"

“Like we was told; & real skelling-
ton face wilh just skin over it, an’ a
black half-mask like one wears at n
fancy-dress dawnee. I tell yer—it
gimme th' shivers for a minnit, or 1
mig*!ht have potted 'im afore ‘e got
ma "

“ Not yuh, Nipp . gaid Lew, “thar’s
on'y one feller as Il?evar be quick enough
for Death's Head Dick—thet's our
lynx-eyed pal varnder!”

“Yuss, I reckon yer right,” egreed
Nippy, who had no false ideas about
his own shooting compared with High's,
and gave praise where dus ungrudg-
ingly. "Grum’s,. wouldn't I like to eec
*im an' Death's '"IEad shoot it out
togevver—not ‘arf!"

He littlo thought that ho was to
have his wish very shortly, and under
circumstances more peculiar than he
could imagine!

There came a shouk from High, and,
a3 they breasted the ridge of the Gap,
they saw the reason as the keen-eyed
gharpshooter pointed below to the trail.

The stage was an almost total wreek,
tho two front wheels smashed to atoms.
Luggage and various sarticles were
strewn in the dust, five of the horses
were stone dead, whilst the sixth stood
with one foreleg shoftered, screaming
in EFain and terror.

igh gave it one glince and sent a
merciful bullet crashing to its brain to
end its tortures,

“Th* durned skunk!” he muttered,
“To lecave th' poor beast like thet!™

Tho sight of five mon Iying apparcently
dead did not seem to affect him s0
much: it was what he had been expect-
ing, for he knew the story of Death’s
Hoad Dick’s ruthless raids, when not a
soul was left to carry the tale of his
cunning ambushes, or to give evidence
whether they were carried out by one
mwan or a gang. That had always been
ithe mystery of the gkeleton outlaw;
that and the methiod by which he sue-
ceeded in getting away without leaving
a trace or the shadow of a clue as to
his identity.

“By hokey, but thar’s one of "em
alive—an’ it's Pete Dorner !”

When they got down to the scene of
tha robbery they found that the old
stage driver was alive—but only just.
Doc Low get to work to try with what
skill he could to save the old fellow's
life, but it was useless, for a bullet
had penetrated his lungs.

The old boy knew it, too, but he
smiled up at High as the long cow-
puncher propped him up in his arms,

“A goner 13 Dorner!" he whispered
feebly. “I'm glad yuh t'ree puys got
hyar in time to see th' last o' muh.
Lasten! Death's Head is & fake! I
lay low an' plu‘};ﬂd possum o’ bried
ta jump him w'en he was Jootin' th'
Fixpress chest, In th’ struggle his mask
slippad aside, an' th' false Face wi' it.
I knoo him once, *way up in Wyoming.
He wuz an actor named—named—oh,
aakrs, it's pone all dark—his na—>*"

The three pals carried the poor old
driver's body to the stage and seb it
upon the high seat he had occupied =0
otten, then started at a gallop for the
iown to tcll the latest story of the
skeleton outlaw,

“Boys, not & word about what Pele
told us,” warned High as they neared
the town. *“lt might put this guy on
his gnard, for I've a hunch he may
Lbe someone well known ‘hbout th'
country, who is lyvin' dogro an' laffin’
up hizs sleeve all th’ time, Keep mum,
an’ we may find somethin® out. I'm
poin' inter this bald-haided, for thet
pizen crittur thet maims hosses an’
shoots defenceless o' men has sure got

e

my goaft:

| ]

High’s Hunch |

HE mnews spread like lightning
i when the three cowpunchers

rode into the little ocow
town, mnd in a few
minufes scores of armed and angry
men wore assembled outside the

sherifi’s office. They knew that DBill
Crunter would be hot on the trail, and
they were willing to offer themselves
as his willing aids,

As they clustered around the door
there came a peculiar and somewhat
musical cry from the outskirts of the
crowd,

“Poor old blind Cha-a-arlie, spare a
cent for th' blind 1"

They made way for the wizened
ﬁgurﬂ of the blind man who tapped
his way through the crowd. e was
a familiar, though pitiful figure, and
the ecitizens saw to it that his battered
old hat was often filled with small coins,
It seemed that the preveiling excite-
ment had not attracted his attention,
for he hobbled along down the street
without stopping, his pathetic musical
ery raised now and aguin mechanically.

High, Low, and Nippy were chosen
for the eheritt's posse by right of their
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having been on the spot almost at ihe
time of tho skeleton bandit's latest
¢xploit, and ecager were the guestions
which were showered upon Nippy, as
being one who had seen the dreade

outlaw face to face, end had escaped
to tell the tale.

High stayed behind to fasten one of
his long Texas spurs which had tho
chain loose, and he golloped down the
long, narrow sireét ofter the posse
some fiftvy yards in the rear.

“Hully flies, they'll run him down 1™
hie muttered, for the galloping cavaleade
were bearing down in the centre of the
road along which blind Charlic was
totiering,

Totally blind, with bLoth legs
partially paralysed, the pitiful figure
was barcly able to ereep about with two
stout Malacca cancs which had been
given him as being light and very
strong, by some benevolent person in
the past.

“Keep still, Charlie, we'll ride around
yer 1 bawled the sheriff.

The ofd chap stoeod tremblingly fo
illl.'lmv' the crowd of horsemen to poss
111,

As he did so, one of the stout canes
dropped from his feeble hand and
rolled into thao gutter.

“Door ol' feller!” muttered High.

Beofore he could come to the reseue,
however, old Charlie picked up the
canc himself, and resumed his hobbling
walle to his own shanty up on the side
of the hill near some old mine
workings,

High waiched him, with & somewhat
puzzied and curious expression on his
face. Ha pulled his long nose in a
way he had when puzzled, and spurred
hiz horse on after the others, shakin
iz head doubtfully, *“Um, durn
funny; guess I'm seein’ things!”

The ss0 rode out to the scene of
the robbery, and the best scouts amangst
them seattered to seek some trail of
the outlaw. But beyond the Gap there
was ne sign as to the direction Death's
Head Dick had taken,

Giving in at last, the posse, dis-
appointed and dejected, returned to
the town with the dead bodies of the
men who had been on the stage.

“Wa'al, I wish 'em all th' luck with
findin' thizs skeleton feller,” announced
Low mnext morning after breakfast,
“DBut it strikes me thet he's a bit too
fly for "em in thess parts. Likewso
it strikes me thet we three ain't got no
time to waste loafin’ arpund in thia
yer dead city. What we gotta do is
to moasey over th' Ridge, collect five
hundred head "o longhorns for Colonel
Tou Luttrell, our good an' kind bawes,
an' kinder nuss said longhorns over th'
range to th' old Leanin® L."

*Yuss, business must be attended to,
an’ we have lost a lot o' time a’ready,”
said Niopy. “Leook at ol' Tiony, ‘e
don’t arf look meurnful. 'E 'asn't found
anuvyer widder, "ag '@ ” i

“Shurrup, yer insec’ I growled High.
“Poe, couldn’'t you an' Nippy fetch
them stecrs on vor lonesomes, an' kind
o' pick me up on th' way back? I c'ud
do wi' a coupla days’ rest|”

“Why, what's the giddy pgame?™
asked Nippv anxiously. ;

“Wa’'al, I'll own up, boyees,” snid
High at last. * Yuh'll mebbe laff like
blazes when I tell ye=I h'lieve I've

ot a line on this yver Doeath's Head

1ick, an’ I jes_f:: wﬂn’rill',‘wn, t'ree days to
foller it up—thet's all!™

At last ?;was agreed thet Low and
Nippy should fall in with High'a
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wishes and return with the cattle in a
rouple of daye.

For the first day of his detective work
High certainly did not seem to do much
gearching after clues, for ha =at on the
sloop of the ramshackle old hotel talk-
ing to the landlord, who was the
urvivor of the days when the cow
SIuwn was o prosperous gold city. :

Tha two watched old blind Charlie
tapping hiz way along, and they each
dropped & féw small coins into the
battered old felt hat )

“0 feller's been !T“ gome time, I

uess]”’ High inquired ecasually of the

andlord, ;
“Some time? I'd say so!” replied
that worthy. “He wuz hyar twenty

year ago, lookin® but amighty leetle
diff'rent to what yuh sea him now. He
was & fine figger o' a man afore he was
blowed up in a explosion on th' old
Regan mine, an® it kinder affected his
brain as we}l ea takin’ his sight an’
haff paralysin’® him. See his fingers
all twisted? TIt's a wonder how he
holds them canes o' his, yuh'd think!"

It was well on towards dusk when
High rode out of the town and took the
trail fowards the Gap.

He paced his horse slowly along the
top oip the ridge running parallel with
tha stage traill With a powerful
electric torch ho examined the ground
unitl at last ha suddenly ecame across
what he had been looking for; definite
tracks which led upwards to the tep of
the ridge overlooking the town. Tether-
ing his horse, he slowly enaked hiz way
up over the rocks, using his torch as
infrequently as possible, and hkeeping
hiz eyes and ears both on the alert.

“T've got 6! High muttered
éxultingly at last, "My hunch was
right, an’® T'll have thet bird as sure
lE____jJ-

“Put ’ern up—reach for th’ stars,
hombre, an’ mighty pronto ! thundered
g deep voice behind him.

Beaien 1o the Draw !

IGH whirled like o flash and
H ducked at tho same time, his
long, lean bands leaping for

his guns in a lightning draw,

But even as they were ball-drawn there
were two ear-splitbing reports, and they
dropped  fect hehinﬁ him whilst his
fingers tingled, half-paralysed with the
tremendous concussion of ihe heavy
bullets, .

A masked man; the lower part of his
fece o bony skeleton, stepped from
behind a rock and advanced towards
him with two gold-mounted forty-fives
held in expert hands. Iis coal-black
cves glaved evilly at the puncher
through the slits of tho mask.

“Try somethin' an’ T'll pat a shg
thro' each of yer arms,” he threatened.
“ ] ain’t goin’ to kill yuh, ’cause I gotta
use for yer. ‘'[chah! You ars th'
sharpshootin’ hombre I been hearin’
gea much guff about, huh? Too durned
glow, fella, too slow. Turn around I

High's teeth gritted together at his
humiliating position, and if he had
had the faintest ’tmge- of suceess he wounld
have taken a chance, but when a
determined man holds two siz-guns, of
which he has already proved himself
to be master, arguments are useless,

He felt a rawhide mope expertly
twisted around his wrists and tightly
tied behind his back. 'Then the masked
man prodded him in the back and
ordered him forward, .

Sullen!y High obeyed, his eyes keenli
observant as they approached tho roec
Pehind which the man had been con-

cealed. As he suspected, it revolved on
a pivot_and was the !11d’den entrance to
some old mine workings,

Far back in the old tunnel they
passed through & c¢rude door, then
down and down into the bowels of the
mountain, the old workings of the
defunct Regan mine. They at.cgrged_ in
& large cavern, with water dripping
from 1its rocky roof, and here the bandit
lit & Jarge o1l lamp and set it down on
thﬂ ﬂDﬂI‘-

“I'm_jest goin’ to tie
whilst T go an’' do & coupla jobs down
in th' town,” jeered the masked man.
“I'm takin' toll of th’ Cattleraen’s Bank
to-might, an' I'll leave ome ¢ them
Texas spurs o' yourzs behind me for
evidence, Then Il come back an’
Lill yuh, fix up my double masks on
yer ugly dial, an’ they’ll think yuh are
Death’s Head Dick, They'll gimme

uh up hyar

time to bring off another coupla coups
Ive got fixed before I vamoose—a rich
man. Like th' idee, puncheri™

“Fine !” replied High, and suddenly
threw himself forward pnd launched a
well-aimed kick which sent the bandit
staggering back,

High bored in again, but it was no
use; the barrel of a six-gun crashed
agalnst his forehead, and he sank to his
kneez with the blood pouring into his

“D I'll msk f
a er, I'll maoke ver pay for
thet l"nﬁ-u‘lglad the _smundrﬁﬁ. Py

Next sccond High was against the
wall, with his head jerked back and the
feel of the keen, cold edge of a razor-
sharp knife cutting his skin. But with
a violent effort the man regained his
control and gave a hareh laugh,

“No, vub’ll be more useful alive—
for a day or two!"™ he snarled. “"Take
thet to remember me by !”

He crashed his fist into the defence-
less  puncher’s face, then, as High
staggered back half-senseless from the
blow, the scoundrel smashed hiz heavy
boot into his ribs until he dropped.

High camo to himself to find a4 thin
streak of darylight trickling through
gorne opening high up in the rocky wall,
and alsa to find that he was soaked to
the skin, as he had fallen just mm o
spot where a puddle of water had
accumulated from drippings of the roof.
He rolled over, and, with the exertion,
the thengs which bound his wrists

bebind him  seemed to streteh  like
clastic,
“By hokey—th" wel's szoltened th'

deerskin!®® he muttered triumphantly,
and worked away to streteh it still
mow'e,

For two hours he persevered, and, at
lazt, was able to get his wrists waide
cnought apart to enable him to rub the
thongs on a sharp rock.

- » - = =

There was exciiement in plenty that
morning, for it was found that the
Cattlomen’™ DBank had been broken
into, some thousands of dollars stolen,
and the old watchman lying dead with
half a dozen bullets in him. There was
gtill more excitement when 1t was seen
that twoe or thice scrawled steras
bearing the follewing notice had been
pasted up In conspicuous positions in
the town.

“This 18 NOT my job. Thar's =

feller tradin’® on my name. He 1
amatoor. DeaTtr's Hean Dice.”

Then a In}nﬁ Texas spur was found
lying under the old watchman’s body,

and it was instantly recognised. There
were muttered threats of a ly?cl:i.ngl;:
o the

but Bill Gunter soon Tut a sto _
“Ha goes to gaol an’ stands his
irial,” hE thundered, guelling the crowd
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with his eye. “Justice’ll be done an’
dona 'cordin' to law—"

“By gosh, hyar he comes!” yelled
4 man; then as ancther horseman
golloped after the first: “No, it's his
two pals. Do we take 'em, too, sherifi 1"

But even az Low and Nippy entored
the long main street one end, the
lengthy figure: of High Jinks came
tearing in at the other.

The sheriff advanced and laid his
hand on High's shoulder, with & six-
gun pressing into hig stomach.

“¥Yer & prisner!” he growled.
“Murder an’ burglary at the Cattle-
men's Bank——"

Woof !

A tremendeous blow behind the ear
sent Bill Gunter staggering back. It
camo from the diminutive Nippy, whom
ng one had paid much attention to,-as
he threw himself from hjs pony. Then
& pair of six-guns appeared in the hands
of the Must-(zet-Theirs, nnd they slowl
backed across the strest, to stand wit
their backs against a stone wall,

“Now, go Yplenty slow, boys,” High
warned.,  “¥Yuh've scen us ‘do some
shootin’' an’ know what chance yer'd
have ag'in ‘us. Gimme three minnits
an’ I'll prove—-""

“Poor old blind Cha-a-arlie, spare a
cent for the blind ™

The plaintive musical cry came as
ithe crowd parted to let the blind man
through the crowd,

“8tand away from behind me—th'
shootin’s startin’ right now!® High
whispered to his two pals; then stepped
forward with his thumbs styck into his
bolt just above his holstered six-guns,

Slowly the blind man taﬁped his way
along, and High appreoached him, his
head thrust forward, his oyes half-
closed, tense, watchful.

“Th' jig’s up, Death’s Head!” he
cried. *Go for yer guns, hombre!"

“Hi, stop thet,” ghouted the sheriff.
“Yuh leave thet poor old feller he——""

“Back !” roared High. *“This is my
fun'ral. Geo for yer guns-—-actor!”

Quick as light, his own gunsg leapt
{rom their scabbards, and a howl of
rage went up from tho men as the blind
.iT.I.lH'I’E- two Caneg  wers Efﬂﬂﬁhﬂd to
smithereens. He suddenly sprang up-
right with a furicus oath, a pair of
gold-mounted sixes appeared from under
hiz long, tattored old coat., Again
High's guns roared, and the supposed
crippled  blind man  crashed to the
ground with a  Dbullet through each
shoulder.

"Thar's yor skeleton bandit, sheriff !
velled High, ™ Take off thet beard an”
i’ specs an’ sce for yerself 1™

“J3ut how an' when did yer guess?”
asked the sheriff, after the bandit had
heen safely lodged in gaol. “'We've
known ol' Charlic for over twenty
vear 'Y '

“He's been dead for th' last three”
said High dryly. “Killed by thet
snake who took his place. Thar's
plenty o' proof back thar in th’ old
mine workin's—an' all his loot, tool I
spotted him th' time yuh nearly run
him down an’ one of his canes slipped
out of his hand. He didn't havo to
feel around for it—he jest went streight
for it an’ picked it wp—"

“(ee, but you've gobt mighty quick
eyes 1 said the wundurin_g pheriff,

“Ha, ha!" sang out Nippy, EF'm“g
his long pal on the back and winking at
Low., “Lynx eyes—link's eyes—some
fynx, I'll tell th' cock-vysd wor-r-rld!

THE EXKD.

(High, FLow, and Nippy come up
agningt another bunch of trouble in
next week's complele Western yarn, Be
surg you réad it. chumal)
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THE SLAVE-TRADER'S ?_EHEEAHEE!
{Coatinued from page 24.)

The sound sent a thrill to Wharton's
Licart. Bug therc was no danger from
lions ir the boat moored so far off
shore.  Onco . the -watching juwnior
thonght he detected two burning cyoballs
glanng from the blackness under the
trecs.  But if 2 lion had come down
to the water he rustled away agnin in
tho darkness.

Bplash i _

Wharton starled as the slight sound
came from shorewards. A fich g:rcrh{i_pes—
or some jackal or hyemn coming down
to drink—or a falling twig from some
overhanging trees—or—— The junior
peercd through the gleom, his rifle
ready in bis hands,

Another farnt splagh—and anether!
Then silence. A ripple ran on tho
shadowed walcr,

Wharton's heart throbbed. 1

A hippopotamus,, possibly, moving
along the muddy hnnl:-snmcthmgf at
least, was stivring in the shallows. Then
his cyes canght o glimmer of semething
that moved on’ the surface of tho water
—an ohject, indistinguishable in  the
gloom, but from which two E{PE gleamed
—not the cyes of an animal. And ho
know that it was the head of a swimmer
coming out to the boak.

Inecling, he levelled bis rifle over
the swaying gunwale,

“Stop!"  b:  ealled  sharply bt
steudily,  “Coame npearcr and I shall
shoot I

#Hiz voice awakencd hiz comrades.
They were on their feot in o twinkling,
rific in hand.

“What——" breathed Bob Cherry.

“* A swimmer—logk outl IMire if any-
cue.gets noar the boat !

“You bet'” _
~It might be on encoy, or only some
pilfering wative. They watched intently,
ready to fire, but reluctint fo puil
telggor unless driven to i, Dob shook
tho slecping Baganda boy.

‘Gobongo sat up, rubbing his cyes.

A swiminer's coming off ¥ sl Bols,
“Call out to him to keep cleav—he may
not wnderstand us™

The- Baganda boy jumped up. 1o
starcd into the darkoess pmd shouted,
in “the Baganda tongue  INo answer
came from tho gloom.

But several splashes wore heard now,
angd the glimmer, of faces as well as the
glitter of oves could be discerned iu the
deep shadow, Meore than one swimmer
—six or seven, the juniors fancicd—came
rippling throngh the black water. It
wae impossible to hesitute longoer.

Bang |

‘at o surprise hod failed,
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Wharton fired, and the sedden roar
of the rifle rolled like ‘thunder through
the ‘silent forests,

hAt loud and terrible ery answered the
shot,

Wild splashing followed as a wounded
man struggled in. the weter,

A lond, harsh woice shouted from the
darkness, in o tonguoe the juniors did
net know ; but the voice they knew, It
was the harsh voice of Ludwig Keante,
the slavetrader.

Face after face glimmered from the
water as the swimmers crowded down
on the bont. It was the slave-hunting
gang, and it was certain now that the
boat had been watched on the lake,
that Ludwig Krantz was theve, gnd that
he had plamned to toke the boat’s crow
Ly surprise in the blackness of the night.

Crack, crack, erack ! pealed the rifles,
and the bullets splashed up the water,
and yell after yell told that men had
Leen hit.

A dusky hand grasped the guowale of
ilie boat,

A coppery face, with light Lluo eyes,
glared at ihe juniors -fov a moment
Lefore o rifte-bult crashed on 'Ludwig
Kraniz, and he fell back inlo the water,

“Ach! Ach!”

They heard hun grunt oz he fell

“1 say, you [ellows ! came a tervificd

ueal.

The firing had awakened Billy Buniler.

But ne eone heeded Dunter. Ilo
blinked and  squealed  unregarded.
Standing in {the swaying boat, ilie

Famous Five poured lead at the savage
crow swimming down on them. Again
a hand grasped the gunwale, but the

essailant vonished with a shrick as a
riffe-butt crashed on  the clutching
hngers.

The voice of Krantz was heard again,
yelling in mingled German and Avabic.
Flashos of firo eamo from two or three
places on the dark bank. The attempt
The slive
hunters wore fiving now, and Dbullets
hwomed over the boat.

Harry Wharton muttered a word. Tha
mooring-rope was cask off, snd Bob
Cherry and Johnny Bull put out
oars, Dimly, like faces seen n o dream,
dark savage faces glimmered over the
water, and three of the juniors pumpod
huﬂn? among them, ilifﬂ the other two
pulled. ,

Tho yvelling, savage voice of Tudwig
Krantz dicd away. As the hoat glided
ont from the shadow of the frees info
the starlit open lake the last swimmer
thisappeared behind,

The wind had fallen with night; the
sail was weeless.  But tGwo more oars
wiere pub ouf, and four of the jusiors

rowod, The shore bhecame a dark blur
ASLOTD.

“Fhoy rested at- last, when a mile of
shadowy water lay between them and
their lote mooring-place,

“1 say, you ?ﬂlj‘}lﬂiﬁ.‘&—” guavered
Bunter,

" “Hallo bhalle hallo!
oid bean ¥

#I=—I zay, was—was-—was
Krantz{" gasped Dunter.

“That wvery identical
answered Bob cheerfully.

“1 zay, what have vou stopped for?
For goodness’ suke get on before they
gt after us !

“If they got afrer us, old fat man,
tHiey won't bnd us in, the dark—unless
rhiz:f' hegr yow snoring.™

airy Wharton drew a deep Dreath.

“Were in Juck 1" he zaid. “Krantz
has stopped somewhere near the luko—
that's ecrtesn new.  Smithy’s  with
him. 'The rotiors. must have watched ua
belore dark—they knew where to find
s, Welve won (he fivst round, and to-

LG T O —"

" Toworrow's the second round, and
a win for Greyfriars,” said Bob,

* We must hope go, at least.™

“Tho hopelulness 15 terveifie.”

There was a yelp from Billy Dunter.

“1 say, you silly idiols! Look heve,
we've: pot fo pet boek to Jarrami's
bungalow as fasr as we jolly well éant™

“athend 1™

“Look here, you dommics——>

“Oh, go to sleep !

But it was Jong hefere Billy Bunter
could sleen again. For & long time ha
argucd—to deaf cars.  But at last ho
cettioed into his blankels onee mere; and
his snore mingled with the wash of
tho water

There was little more sleep for the
Famovis Five that siarry night, They
wantehed aud waited for dawn—the dawn
of the day when their lives wore to be
setoon a cast,  bBomewhere bevond the
lark line of forest that locmed black
against the sky, their comrade was a
prisoner, doomed to n terrible fate
unless they could save hin. Either they
wordd suve him, or they would not live
to tresd again the old quad at Groy-
friavs.

The dawn that came glimmering at

last ovor ko -lake was the dawn of o
fateful dav.

Enjoying life,
ihat

sportsman,”

TUHE END,

(' hewnne, there's a thousend dhrilin fn
sext weeks s grawd stosy of Harry Whoer-
tan & Ca., catitted > “WHITE SLAVES
8 THE NG I you fail te verd
w8, wouw'dd be weissing the {reat of the
week [l

LG‘ROSE’S‘ LUDGATE GIRCUS, LONDON. |

 FOOTBALL JERSEYS

All Colours and Designsg.

|« per doz.
British Mods

- Send for Niustrated List, , Post Free,

ourach wade
J the Woitdorlul
a tBl:u:Ing.

BtAE
HEatrara
Foltham, Mdx.

(B « A
ik Bohowy

DON’T BE BULLIED

Sone BPLENDID LESSONE in '
artiolen. cle, FREE on . g, Juterostii

mw ko Lake care o
CEB withoul weapoos

UMaT
Belt-Imferon. Far better

Japaoces ATE 3

Learn Lo fear bo man, - Siinpl da it
1 ,l];““-ﬂﬁ AL mply send two prony

= for firat lurga Port MOW to
5’-.’1 10, guasnswa anworth
l '1a on Tor Pgt'v:t al Tuition,

GEO. OROSE & GO, &, New Bridge 5t., Lonton, E.C.4,

or mobey backt
ﬂuulll!;um

ATERRIHE, 28,

BLUSHING,

Bhyness, " Horves,"' Balf-consainusnoss cared

Complete
textimondals, Frees —LoA,
an Rend, LONDOM, H.W.2,

Toor Holght Ipgreased 10 14 dave, oF idones back.
£ T Bond STAMR N

Treatment, &

I “*REPUBLIC & CATACOMB* PKT. FREE !

. Spxnizh Hopublle and 62 difordént free, 2d. posts
o (TF.8.), LI

STAMMERING. STOP NOW!

PRANK E. HUGHES, 28, Hairt Street,

LISBEURN & TOWHNSE

e

BE IALI. Dokt S RN RN G BrNTEN, 28, Daae
L Hua;d, I.D_Hn.n“l H_w'n. ¥ ¥ 211
AGIG THIGKs ate.—Parcels, 2/6, 6/8. Ventriloguist's

8 Instrument. Invisible. Imitate Blrds.

ricesd. each,4forlf-~T, W. Harrlson, 259, Pentonville Rd., London, N .1

gniy.
ERPOOL..

BE TALLE

Incieamed own lholght fo 61k, ;
R! STAME hﬁﬁg& FIH-EB ﬂb%ﬁtlﬁﬂm:a

A. B M ®RO53 Helght Specialint,
WOLAND.

atfsell as I did,
Farticulara free.—
LONDON, v

E.H.HEEL OF 200 ",%tﬁﬂmméhﬂni}mnxﬁh: Triangular, ete.

Enely ma  PreTelRe Siam,

Fliu

: v : . i
(4. with Approvals only—W. A, WHITE Hnglne Laoe: LYE, EL&'U‘ﬁi‘?ﬂﬂ*—."- : Eﬁwtlr. Dt
BLUSHING, S=Eses, thenirr oo cpoe e, | TR -
ELATD, — N
24, Hart Strest (Room 16), LONDON, "i#.ﬂ.'l.. ) ve %
IL

—— AOAREBOROTGH,

oo | USRS W ORLD'S BEST PEA PISTOIL
T Eu-'il:'a::[i:.wa

b "I’Ealur{'s of

wine holds 20 poas, which aroe Bred In rapid
¢ Wwith foros anod acchragy., Ewmbodyipg- (hn
& real  repenter, - is  machaniam f'um;t'mu

lote in casa, with smunnnkllon. - E Free, 178,
I;:m:rt. T, 125, cﬂmwmx'ﬁ?ﬂ!{ ROA
LONDON 4. 2

¥ L]

When Answering Advertisements Pleass Mention This Paper.

o-10-31



14

WEATHER FORECAST!

A deep depression is centred over
the I'ifth Form passage, and violent
storms may be expected this evening
in the Games Btudy. Coker has just
decided to demand a place in the
Form Footer Team |
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WARNING!
T0 HALL WHOM IT MAY CONCERN,

Next time you young gents knock
off my 'elmet with a football, I'll
take steps to see that you are prose-
euted with the utmosé rigour of
the law. Take ’eed, hefore it's too
late |

BY HORDER, P.-c. TOZER.

Remarkable scenes were
witnessed one morning recently
in the Romove Form-room.

Quelchy came in to take us
in English History, looking as
if he was going to have a
morning on the warpath. He
had a cane tucked under his
arm and kept his hands folded
tightly behind him—suro signs
of trouble in the offing.

When ha reached ﬂ_,u desk, however, a strangn
change camme over him. The frown relaxed and a
broad smile took its place. He passed his hand over
his brow as though something unusual was happening
to hia brainbox,

* History, I believe, my boys!™ he remarked.
“ That's it—History ! Ha, hal"

We sat up and blinked. Quelchy laughing at
H.H.mﬂ.rﬂ.u._._ Surely the time hod come for the heavens
to tall !

Bkinner got up, a little nervously.

* P-please, sir, I'm afraid 1 didn’t
last might. The reason, eir, is that

“ Why worry about a reason, my dear Skinner 1"
agked Quelch, in o strange, quavery kind of voice.
* ¥ou are excused. Ha, ha, ha ! ™

Skinner sat down. He almost fell down !

Quelchy eat on hia stool. He was grinning from
car to ear, though why, was a mysticry.

“I will continue my lecture on English History

do any prep.

from the point where I laft off,” he said. * In 1066,
Henry VI1I1I. fought Alired the Great at the Battle

of Bannockburn. It was on that celebrated oecasion
that ho made his famous remark to the effect that
the Battle of Bannockburn was won on the playing-
tields of Greyfrinrs,”

“ Oh crikey | "

We fairly gasped. None of us knew o preat deal
about English History ; but we have a vague idea
that there were one or two quite notable inaccuracies
in that statement.

** After the battle,” went on Quelchy, warming to
hia task, * Joan of Arc and William the Conqueror
and Queen Anne set up tha Tripla Alliance, which
led to the Wars of the Rosea. Ha, ha, ha ! ¥

“ Great pip !

“Ha, ha, ha!" yollod Quelch,
Ha, ha, ha 1"

“ M-m-my hat ! *

Buddenly there was a erash.

ﬂ:inr.ﬁ_ had ecollapsed uunder his desk, shrieking
with langhter.

Helsover, who happened to be neavest, dashed out
ta help. Then, to our uttcr amarement, Bolsy also
underwent a sudden change. First he smiled, then
grinned, then chueckled, then laughed, then roasred,
and, finally, shricked end howled with mirth which
apparently eould not bo contralled,

¥ hile we were still rubbing our eyes and wondering
whether we were seeing things, o was a8 knock

““Ho, ho, ho !

FUN IN THE FORM-ROOM

Strange Outbreak of Mirth

FORM-MASTER COLLAPSES

ou the Form-room door and Mr. Tugwell, the visiting
dental inspeetor, who had been examining our teeth
jusi before classes began, peeped into the room.

“ Excuse me,"” he said, * I have inadvertently
left behind a jar of laughing-gas somewhere on the
masters’ platform ! **

And then we all laughed! The truth had le:ked
out, as also had the laughing-gas.

Quelehy and Bolsy were rushed to the sanny and
the jar of laughing-gns was hurriedly thrown out
of the window into the quad., There it quietly
potered out, doing no damage beyond sending
Mimble, the gardener, into hysterics, and the house.
keeper's cat into a deep and peaceful aleep.

Quelehy has been very hot on us over English
H.H_mn.uﬂu.._mﬂn_. ginee. We're trying to raise a fund for
purchasing a wholesale quantity of laughing-gas.

STARTLING NEW
INVENTIONS

Applying the ““ Expansion ” Idea

The popularity of the modern expanding suitcase
has led a young Greyfriars genius to investigate the
possibilities of applying the same idea in other
directions,

Professor 8. Q. T. Field, the young genius in
question, informed us, during a visit to the Editorial
sanctum yesterday, that he ‘had already applied for
the patent rights of his new expanding waisteoat.
This remarkable article works on novel Lines. After
meal-times it expands to double ita criginal size,
then graduslly contraela back to normal again.
It works in conjunction with a time-machine carried
in one of the pockets. The only drawback is that
if the time-machine happena to go wrong, the waist-
coat may start contracting in the middle of a meal,
with disastroua roaults.

Another bright idea of I'rofessor Squiff’s ia the
expanding hat for chaps like Temple of the Fourth,
who are liablo to suffer from sudden attacks of swelled
head. When the wearcer finds himself indulging in
a little extra self-admiration, he sinply toucheos a
conecaled plug and his headgear automatically
adjusts itself to his new requirements. For chaps
like Temple and Coker, this invention should be o
boon ond o bleasing.

The idea of expanding goalposta ia sven more
original, bul the worthy professor assures va that
he haa worked out details and intends to place them
on the market in dus courss. Judging by the display
of shooting wo saw the other day 1 the Shell e.
Upper Fourth mateh, wo should say they ought to
supply a long-felt want.

Expanding tofiee is cnother of Prolessor Squifi’s
brainwaves. It looks just like ocdinary LofTes,
but there is onc very important difference—iho
more you chew it, the longer it expands. Dame
Mimbie is bribing the professor to keep it dark !

We aslied Professor 8. (). 1. Fisld whether he wonld
like to ygive us o demonstration of these expanding
wonders. DBnt his ooly reply woas to give us an
expanding smiloe |

i

FOOTER TO THE FORE

AGAIN

New Season’s Prospects

_.
OBIRIONS VARY

Again  the “plonk, plujk™ of
the merry old football is heerd sn the
playing-fields. Once mors the foenziad
ghouts of “ Goal!”™ and “feull™
go up—not to mention the imvitable
yells of laughter as Coker paforms

hia favourite trick of i the

ball into his own goal ! il
Opinions as to the scason’s prxepects

seetn to wvary. Those who staml

a good chanee of being includs, in the
representative School tesrs are
unammously of the opinion ¢ Grey-
friars ie in for a jolly goc » :ason.
On the other hand, thoss wné have
already been given the frozn mitt,
think the outlook was never placker.

Frobably the truth will found
somewlere belween thes two
extremes. We don’t expect fle First
Eleven to win the English C1p, for
instance. On the othsr hopd, we're
perfectly sure they'll give a wttling
good account of themselves thy aghout
the season.

One thing is certain—the giod old
game of SBoccer was never momw sopular
al Greyfriars, and if enthusiam epunta

Our Photogr w._-mﬁ
Column ¢

Expert Criticism
of Your Snaps

“Micky " (Study No. 6,~Your
picture, * Calin,” is tho finest photo.
graphic study of a storm si sea we
havo seen for a long time,

“ Honace " (Fifth Form).—efnap.
shott of a Fifth Form Jwoman
Astride a Donkey. Taken on my
Hollidays." We w“_m._..m submitted the
snap Lo our experts, who can <8 two
donkeys, but no ** jentlornan.” Meven't
you sent ua tho wrong ono, * Hutrwe » 7

Tox Browx (Study Noo 2)—
* Shooting the Rapids,” eht We've
turned 1t up every way anl even
looked on ﬂ_m.w back without making
gut head or tail of it. Qur feeling:ia that
tho ﬂ_.nr..wm._:m.._..a... not the rapids,
should be ghot !

P. IPnovr (Masters' Posage)—
““ Shooting Big Game in the Rockies ™
i certoinly o fine nature shirdy, We
are intercsted and intrigued, 400, to
so¢ that the Rockica contain » notice-
board : “ WHIPSNADE Z00, THILS

WAY oUT ™ A

for anything, wo're going t» break
all records this time ! e

Now for a few opintens, collected by
special representatives of the * Grey-
frinra Herald ¥ :

GEORGE WINGATE (Sixth): * Firat
Eleven prospects ! Never brighter !
Wa intend to win every match on the
Bxturo-list—or perish in the attempt!™

Horace James Coxer (Fifth):
“ First Eleven prospeets ? Never

loomier ! Wingate has turned mo

own—2Me, youn know! How the
thunder he expects to get on without
me, goodness only knows—why, you
disrespectful young cub, you'ro laugh-
ingl  Why, I'll slaughter you! 1'I
smash youl! IT'l}—* [Sudden exit
of ** Herald ™ representative,)

Ceci Recmmatn Teurre (Upper
Fourth}: “Soecor, I auppose you
mean ! Well, we've come to the con-
clusion that Soeccer’s not quite the
game for Fourth men, so wo're going
to take up Rugger instead,”

(Can't say wo blame 'em, after the

way we mopped ﬂm_ the floor with ‘em
last time ! But why Rugger 7 Surely
Temple must mean marbles or lhop.
seotch !—ED.)

Doxarn RopERT Qomnvy (Remove) :
“ The Iemove, at all events, are in
for wvietories galore. They're par-
ticularly fortunate in their ww?-
winger, whoso brilliant play is bound
to put terrer into tho hearts of all
corncrs | :- : i

(Their left-winper 6 way, is
Oiley Ry, 5

Dicey Nvcesrt (Sccond): * Our
chaps have beon practising steadily
at noge-punching and calf-biting, and
fully expeet to defeat the Third in
the fivat match of the senson, Last
year they licked us by 6 goals and 10
black eyes, but this timo we are
confident of winning o elear viclory
by 16 goals and 22 block eyes! ™

Unique Scheme

* Say, folka ! bawled Fish, bursting into
the Rag, the other evening. "I got the
dandieat hunch ever! L'll say it's & WwWow;
| whoopee ! ¥

That was how we firat heard of Fish's Study
Service.

It certainly did sound an aitractive acheme,
when Fishy got down to dstaila. For the
modest sum of 2e. 8d. per weelkk—half o buck,
in real money, as Figh remarked—I"ish’s Study
Service undertook to supply subscribers with
tea and supper and keep the study tidy and
the washing-up done. :

" However will he do it ? " asked Trevor,
“Tea and supper alono can’t possibly be
done wunder sixpence a head. Then there'll
ba labour to pay for the washing-up, and
g0 on.'"

“ Sounds impossible,” said Ressell, ** Any-

-

General Knowledge
for the Young

Things YOU Ought to Know

. What are exercisa-books ?

A. Exercise-books are things you stufl in
your bags before calling on the Head.

2. What iz dea in hall ?

A. Threa doorsteps and e mug of dish-
waler,

. What s prep ?

A, Work youn do at 6.30 each evening,
previded not otherwise engaged.

Q. Describe a prefect.

A. A preiect is o superior person with an
ashplant.

Q. What is cheek ?

A. What you mustn’s give a prefect.

Q. Whers is the neck ?

A. The placa in which you get it when you
do cheek a prefect.

Q. What is a fap ?

A. A vreature bearing a slight resemblanco
to a human being, found principally in Forin-
rooms, frying herrings on poenholders,

Q. Where do wo find ink ¥

A, On the hands, nose, and ears of the
fag ; also, occasionally, in inkwells and
[ountain-pens.

PETER TODD,

Consulting Lawyer

Specialist in Tuck-shop Law, Impot and
Ashpiant cases, tho Loaw of Fag and refoct,
etc., ele. Cases srgued belfore Prelecis,
Torm - masters and Headmasters —weather
permitting.  Fecs moderate apd incluesive,
Why go to others to be robbed? Come to
me | — PETER TODD, Consulting Lawyer,

Study No, 7, Llomove Passage,

FISHY'S STUDY SERVICE

Promoter's Mysterious Bankruptcy

s

way,noharm in investing
hali - a - crown. Even i
Fishy finda himaelf out of
funds at the end of the
week, we shall have had
out money's worth."”

A good many fellows
seomed to think on the
same lines, with tha result
that the business man of
the Hemove was soon overwhelmed with
subscriptions to his new Study Service.

Tea nnd supper duly came round to the
subscribers, delivered by fogs whom Fishy
had hired for the occasion, Neither was
what you might have called & banquet; but,
considering we were going to have the same
all the reat of the weck for o mere hali-a-orown,
they seemed exceptionally generoua.

Afterwardas
the fags took
away the
ditty crock-
ory and
returned it
reasonably
clean with
not morcf
than 23 per
cent hreak-
nges. Taking
it ull round,
Fish's Study
Service seem-
ed to have
made a good beginning,

And then we wolbe up !
mnﬁmuﬂ_ morning & notice appeared in the

.ﬁr L

« PETITION IN BANKRUPTCY,
FISH'S STUDY BERVICE.

Creditors of the above concern are requested
to tum up to a meeting in the Rag at 5 p.an.
io-day. The chair wilk be taken by P.
Bolgover, Esq., Official Receiver.”

fidui: o,
L.

We all turned up, a ;
Prompt to the minute, the official recoiver
stood up and addressed us.

“ Gontlemen, chaps, and fellows,” he said.
“I have been through the books ol Fish's
Study Service and find that all the nssets
hkave already been swallowed wup in the
.xpensea of providing tho eoxecellont meals
you cnjoyed last night.”

“ Oh erikey [-™

Y Under tho eircomatances,”  aaid  the
official reepiver. I doclaro the councern
wound up. There will be & dividend of
nothing in the pound.”

“ My hat ! *

“Bo that thero will be ne misunder-
standing,” added Mr. Bolsover, I shoull
liko to eay that I am performing my duties
i connection with this bankruptey without
any finoneial reward. Thanks, old bean ™
he coneluded, as Fishy shppod o ten-shilling
note into his palm,

Fishy stood up.

“T guesa I'd like to second that motion,”
he said. * The question is now w:ﬂ to tho
mecling and carried uvnanimously.  That
concludes the business, pgentlemen, and it
only remains for mo to wish you o very good
svening.”’

And thotr was the end of Fish’s Study
Service ]



