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NEWS FROM ALL QUARTERS,

Alwoys glad o hear from gou, chums, so drop me « lina fo the fellowing address ¢
The Editor, The % Magmet ' Library, The Amalgamated Preas, Lid., The Flectiony

House, Farringdon Siroet, London, E.C.d,

O kick off with, I have a letter hero
ftem Jos Loowdnthal, of Lower
Edmonten, N.9. Jos, who, after
EAYiNg Boine very compliments

thirgs about the Hﬁﬂ?ET, EE&]E un'rtg
mol about

“ S$0UND-ON-FILH "' PROJECTING.
Thi# method of ! talkis ' projection is the
rvbet slabdYmds, and ‘does Away with the
nacomity for having synohronisad o
phone precords, sound is * photo-
graphied " actuslly on the film at the.
eame tirne as the “shota™ are taken..
The sound vibrations cause a delicats
ricedld te make s continwous line down
the side of the film, alongside the photo-
grﬁ;hm BEBROS,

hent this Hlm is run through ihe
ojector, thers is & tirfiy larap shining
behind this part of the film on which the
gound-track is depicted; and this finshes
the evar-changing sound-liné on to a
delioate instrumen®, which causes similar
vibratiohs to the original to be set up.
These are amplifisd, and carried into the
theatre by means of loud-speakors. Thus
the method of ** sound-on-film ** consista
of the following processes :

{1) Turning sound vibrations into lght,
thus making a line on the side of the
film, and .

{2) Turning the light waves sst up hy
the line back jnto sound vibrations.

There iz one serions drawbaclk to the
# gound-on-film "' methed. As you know,
filme sometimer break in the projoctoer,
and when this happens a certain amount
of film 8 cut to maks a join. The film
E‘.-H.E'I:ﬂﬂt- bo cut withowut the sound-line alao
being cut, 8o that where s join has been
made in & film, & portion of a word, or
aven & whole 'l.'rr'c:'rulI may he omitted,

Another thing is that if the * sound-
line " geta dirty, the vibrations will be
interferad with, amd a spot of grease—or
oven & thumb.print-—may eause  an
entirely wnexpected sound effect !

THE THREE LONGEST
WORDS
in the English language. [ {hink T men.
tioned some time ago that the longoat
word I have ever henrd of is  “ protantis
transubstentintionablenega,”  whieh eon-
taing thirty-four loticrs, Then thore are
“totrahydroparamethyloxrguinolins
and “paraox ymentamethoxyall y;i)enzena,”
which contain thirty-twro and thirtv.one
leiters respectively—and both of which
are to be found in trentises on chemistry.

But the threo longest words in ordinary
English naro * antidiseatablishmon.
tarians,’’ “digeatablishrmentarianiam,’” and
** honorificabilitudinity.” The labter word
appears in 8hakespeare’s “Love's Labour's
Lost.” Aron’t you sorry for tha amateur
actor who has to play the character who
#peaks that word 7

NE of my Irish readers is anxious
to know whst ars

SPECIAL NOTICE !

Teo all of you wishing to make sure of
Tre Mawower Lignany.—No, 1.234.

£

your Maower, lsd ‘e zemind you to
lace a regular order with your neysagent.
at's the onty way fo nseke sbsolutel
certein of yrour copy every wesk. Yuu’flr
be plessed once you've domne that, so will
our newsagent—Ifor the order
ips him to pleass his eustdmers, too !

'Nuff aaid |
O Street, Loughborough. By this

 time he will ba the owner of a
splendid penknife which I am presenting
to him for sending me the following joke :

“ Whai ard you orylng for, my lad 7 ™
inquired the old gent of & Hitle Iad NMshing
from a ganal bank. * I've just lost my

mate 1 '* sobbed the lfitle one,
Divestlng himse of his
clothing, the old gemt dived
into the rivar.
Alter swimming
round for some
; j times withount re.

sult, he gamia to
the surface again, and in-
quired how big the mate was.

1 don’t mean that mate,’’ said the little
bo¥; "I mpan the *mate® off my
hook [ ™

NE of my lucky readera this wesl
im John Byrne, of 147, Pagst

Tora Taylor, of Barnsley, wants to
know why Mexicans wear such

BlG HATS?

The reason is that the groater portion
of Mexico is south of the Tropic of Cancer,
which moang that in the summer the
raya of the aun pour down wverlically—
not slanting as they do in thiz country.
The Mexican gombroro is so wido that it
throws a large circle of shade, and thus
its wearer carries his own shelter with
him. The Mexican may be used to ihe
heat—but he doesn’t like it! FPromptly
ab noon every day, he dropa everything
he.ia domng, makes for the nearest slindow,
and goes to sloep for o couple of liours,
If you wera to enter & minall Mexican town
at one o'clock midday, you woulkl think
¥ou waere in o tity of the dead, for the
shady sidea of Lo streets are littered with
men-—all fast asloep |
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WHO SAYS
A DANDY LEATHER POCKET
WALLET or a USEFUL POCKET
KNIFE 2

These handsome prizes are
tffered for Btoryeites and Snappy
Oreyiriars Limericks., All efforta
to be eont to: ofo Maower, 6,
Carmelile Strest, London, E.C.4

(Comp.),

RAVE A SHOT AT WINNING ONE OF
THESE TOPPING PRIZES TO-DAY!
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The waalthy Mexicans
gpord o preat deal of mﬂnﬂi
gn their sdmbrerds, whio
are expensively  decorated
with silver cords and orna.
ments.  The poorer Mexieana
have to be content with
pombreros of atraw, which are
mads by the Indiane, snd
gold im the sirecta. As a
matter of fact, straw som-
breros are about the lightest
and most comfortable tropical
head-dresses it is possible fo
obtain,

Tnterested in doge t Of
courae, vou are—what Britieh
boy ism’t ' Here is

A DOE FTORY

that is abechifely true. An  Airedade
which moved with itz maeter from: Riek-
mord fo Fufney evidently censidersd
that it did Aot like ite new Rome as miwmeh
g8 it did the previous onw. So it pronipely
disapposted. For thirfy-sx houts it was
logt—-and then it turned up, quits cheer-
ally, at its forfoer heme. Degs, of
courss, have a wonderful 'sense of smedl,
' amd that is how they fad their way home
when they are lost. I once had a dog
that beat this Alredale, hewover!

I was taking him home& in an alantris
train, when, petting rather scared of the
(noise of the train, he wipped out ot a
‘atation juat as the train wae moving off.
I had to go on to the next etation, and then
return, but by that time there was no
sign of the dog. I gl&:a him up for lost,
for he was tweolve miles away from home,
and being a wvaluakle dog, I thought
f someone must have collared him.

A fortnight passed, and then—as I
opened the front door to go to busincsa
one day, there he was—covered with
mud and dust, but ss happy as a eand.
boy at getting back after his long journey.
It had taken him a fortnight to cover
the twelve milea—but he had managed it,
C friars limerick, whicli has esrned

o fine leather pocket.wallet for

N. Wadham, of 14, Oakley Lowl, South
Norwood, 3.E,25.

o it

OME on, yon would-ba poets!
Can you beat thia clever (rey-

Billy Bunter, a dabsier at miking,
Once, by way of a change, went ount
biking.
He was sorry that day,
For;hls machine gave way—
And he finished his long journey, hiking!

Send along your effortz. ' just
longing to hand out useful prizes for cvery
one published !

S

PACE i3 mmnnine short apiin, =0 1
Liatdl betior {lﬁn‘u inte the blweks
book and see what T can bring
to light for you, next weeka

“THE CITY OF 'I'E_ER'DR T+
By Frank Richards,

is the title of next week's long complein
varn of the Gregfriars chums.  Aa il
it i3 paoked with exeitement ancl (hills,
prdd written in thia fine authov'as splendil
atyle. Thers's plonty of Fan b ik, tae,
}nnd o'l chuckle at sorie of the fhingg
.Williain Cleorge Bunter peta up 1o 1o (iis
toep-noich yarn !

High, Low, and Nippy will e gaing
strong again, aed next weel s compledn
story of their adveninres will muake vou
wish 1t wers twico ng leng. There will
ba pnother vipping iraue of ™ The Cieeviriary
Horald,” nnd [ ahall bo “ in the ofliee, o
usual, waiting {o lave sncther ehat

with you.
YOUR EDITOR.



HERE'S ANOTEHER FRANK RICHARDS'

SPECIAL, CHUMS !

e,

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Bunter Objects !

AWN on the Albert Nyanza,

D The boat rocked on the rip-

pling waters, ruffled by & light

wind that came with the sunrise.

Up from the far hills of Kenya the sun

leaped, and it was day on the forests and
jungles of Uganda.

Within a mile of the Congo shore of

Lake Albert the boat drited, with
Harry Wharton & Co. on
board.

The Fameus Five of the
Greyfriars Romove had long
been awake, and they wers
grlad to seo the rosy flush of
dawn in the eky.

Billy Bunter was still fast

aslecp. ) ]
Rolled in  biankets, wiih
iz eyes shut and lus moulh open,

William George Bunter slept and snored.
T'hat deep snore, which was wont lo
swiken the echooes of the Remove <lormi-
tory at Greyfriars School, in Tar-off
Englond, now rumbled over the glim-
mering waters of a Central African lake.
In balwy- slumber Billy Bunter forgos
glave-traders and cannibals, lions and
leopards. :
He dreamed of o gorgeous spread in
the study at Greyfriars, and o iat smilo
illumined his pot{gr vizago as he snored.

_
OF THE CONGO/

HARRY
WHARTON
& CO.
IN AFRICA.

LAVE:

At the other end of the boat Gobongo,
the Baranda boy, slept.

But Marry Wharton & Co. were wide
awake.

As the sunlight strengthenad, their
eyves turned on the line of dark, almost
impenetrable forest that clothed the
woskern shore of the lake.

Tievond that forest lay the Delgian
Conro—the vast wilderness of the land
of the Creat River.

Thousands of miles away in good old England
lies the ancient pile of Greyiriars, now almost a
fanciful dream to Harry Wharton & Co., fast
prisoners in the hands of a tyrannieal Congo

slave-trader !

Somewliere  in those savagoe wilds
lurked Lmdwig Krants, the slave-trader,
with their scloollcllow a prisoner in his
hands,

It was the dawn of o fatefsl day. The
Tamous IMive wera going fo  rescus
Herhert Yernon-Smith, the Bounder of
Greviviars, {rom the clutches of (ho
slave-trader, or sharo his fate.  And
resolutely hopeful as they were, thoy
could not help knowing that the chunces
wore against then.

They sorted cut food from the pro-

vision baskets, and ate o cold breakfias
with good appetites.

Then Itoh Chorry awakened Gobon
by the simple process of jamming t
toe of n oot inte his bare Lmh ribs.

The Bapanda bBoy sat up, and cubbed
his sleepy eves wnd grinned.

“Wake up, old black bean !” said Bob
cheerily.

Mo wake, sar " said Gobongo.

Ho rosc and stretehed his black limba,

“There's enough wind for the eail!
Get her going i

“Sabbey, sar 1™

Govongo  chowed bananas
wlhile he unfurled the leg-of-
matton sail. The hoat moved

through the water, gliding
slowly towasrds the western
shoire.
Billy Bunter opencd hia
OV0E,

Terheps, in his sirange surroundings,
the Owl of the Remove was sleeping less
soundly than uswal,  Anvhow, the
motion of the boat, the cresking of the
mast, and the trampling heavy [evt of
Gobongo, awakened him.

Heo sat up and blinked.

“1 say, you fellows——"

“Oh, go te sleep, DBunter!”
Johnny Buall.

“Where's my spees?™  Billy Bunter
sorted out his spectacles and jammed

Tue Maexer Lisiany.—No. 1,254,
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them on his {at little nose. Then he
blinked at the looming forests on the
Congo-land shore. 1 BaY, FOu fellows,
that ain't the way back !’

“Go honi” said Frank Nugent, with
deep sarcazm. - ;

“We're not ing back without
Smithy, fathead !” said Bob Cherry.

"The go-backiulnezs, my esteemed
DBunter, is not the proper caper, in the
ridiculous  circumstances,” explained
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, in the
English bhe had not learned at Grey-
friara.

“¥Yop milly chumps!" said Bunter, in
m%?a:rud‘ tones. “t-lfllﬂan to say you're
still keoping 1t u at you're gowng to
look for Bmithy ?E‘ N

* Just thot, old fat pippin "

Bunter breathed hard.

It really was difficult for Bunter to
koep patient with these fellows, who
were gnt on runuing into incaleulable
dangers, when they might quite easily
have put the boat about, and scudded
hnﬂi tl::- Butiaba, on the British shore of

ake.

On the British side there was safety,
and Buntor’s lifelong maxim hed always
been " Bafety First.” At Mr. Jarram’s

galow there was a shady verands

end unlimited grub, and a eomfortable

ﬂan chair fot & fellow to stretch his [at
mba in.

Bunter thought of the comforta of the
Jarram bungalow, as the lsraelitea of
old pined for the fleshpots of Egypt.

Reagardless of Bunter, the chuins of
the Remove were turning their backs on
Il thess attractive things; thinking
only of rescuing Smithy from tho slave-
trader; just as if Billy Bunter did not
muilter more than whole tribes of
Jmiths, with Joncses end Robinsons
thrown in.

“Look here, you fellows!” said Bun-
ter. “1 object!” :

. He spoke firmly. It was evidently a
timo for firmness,

“ Buntor objecta!” said Bob Cherry.
“1 suppose that means that we're to
chuck tha whole thing I

“The chuckfulness will not ba ter-
rific 1" gri Hurrea Jamset Rem
31n§h.

“1t means exactly that ! said Bunter
firmly. *If you want to play the goat,
you can land me first. I'm going back "

“"Mean that?" asked Johnoy Bull.

“Every word !

“Wall, get on with it,"” said Johnny.
“Nobody ebjects to vour going baek,
old fat man. You'll have to swim fior
it. But you've often told us you'ro the

swimmer at Greyfriars! Best of
Iuck !JI‘

“Yeu silly chump |” roarsd Bunter.
“Think I can swim miles and miles?
The boat’s got to turn back. I thought
it was a picnio when I came with you

esterday. You know I did! Think I'd
1ave jumped into the boat when yon
started if I'd known what you were up
tof You've got me heres on false
pretences. That's what it comes to.”

“Oh, my hat!"™

“You talk o lot about Smithy I¥ went
on Bunter witheringly. “Of courso, I'm
eorry for the uhagrl But we shall never
g8 him egain. hat man Krantz hasz
th him, It wes really his own fault: he
airly ssked for it. I'm sorry; but
there it ia! Leave off thinking about
Smithy for & bit! Think of mo!™

“I'd rather think about something a
bit more agreeable, if you don’t mind |
said Bob mildly.

“It'a too Inte to cackle now, Bunter,™
gaid Harry Wharton quiotly, " Weo
warned you not to come, and you would
coma, ™

“1 thought it was a picnie on the
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lake !’ howled Bunter. * You jolly well
k"mlsi I did E': :

‘Now you're for 1it! You can’t go
back till wo send the boat back. H&ﬁe
the best of it."

“What's to stop us from sailing back
to Jarraw's bungelow now?"” roared
Bunter.

“We're going after Smithy,”

" You—you—you idiot !
Krantz is wate mgmfﬂr us, with a gan
of glave-hunting ruffians. They attacke
us last night ! They'll get us in & bunch
if we're 1diots enough to go ashore on
the Belgian side! Have a little sense |
shrieked Buntor.

“The rest of the speech may be taken
as read I remarked Bob Cherry.

“(0ld 8mith is at Butiaba, setting the
natives to lock for Bmithy! Captain
McCann and the askaris are hunting for
him. What chanece do you think you
fellows have got 7"

“More chance than anybody else, as it
happens,” said Harry, “I wos afraid
that Krantz had clearcd off into the
interior with Bmithy. But we had proof
last night that he was hanging on near
the lake. He guessed that we might
come after Smithy; and he's looking for
a chance to bag the whole party. That
means that we can get in louch with
!ﬁmi”

“You—you bhowling ass!” syelled
Bunter. * Meaan to say you're going to

'-H; that villain the chance he's ]nnlfing
ﬂr MR

“Not if wa can help it! But I'm jolly
gled he's after us, because that's our
nnlﬁ! chance of getting after him.™

unter fairly gaapeﬁ.

“You—you chump! You call that
sense?™ he articulated.

“We're going to zave Bmithy, or take
what's coming to us, Bunter. It's a
cage of sink or swim together”

“That's éha Groyiriars way, old fat
bean!* said Bob., “ Dash it all, Buater,
you must have an ounce of pluck some-
where in your fat carcass. Sort it oub
and serew it up.”

“"Boast | turn this boat round®
howled Bunter.

“Bow-wow |

“Blow Binithy! What abou! me?”

“Nothing about you, fatty! WNothing
at all. INot the least little bhit in theo
jolly old wide world.”

Billy Dunter gave the Famous Five
a glare that might almost have cracked
his spectacles.  He heaved himself to
his feet, and grasped Gobongo by the
arm.

“Here, you mnigger he hooled.
“¥ou turn this boat round, see?™

The Baganda boy grinned.

““MNo sabbey ¥ he said,

“T'urn the boat round, you grinning
black image! Turn round at once, or
I'll jolly well kick you 1™

Gobonge made a gesture towards
Wharton.

“Master order!™ he said,

“Never mind that silly ass!  Take
your orders from me!” howled Dunter.
“I order you to po back to Jerram's
bungalow.” -

IFN‘} -I:'.Mfl 1”

“Don’t be a silly owl, Bunler!” said
Harry., “Mpe. Jarram lent us the
Bagunda to seil the boat for us, Heo's
under our orders.”

“Will you turn back, vou black
beast?” yelled Bunter, unhecding.

!H'

Gobongo only grinned, and Bunte:
shook him by a black arm.
“You can kick him if sou like,

Gobonge 1™ said Bob.

“ Babhey, sar.”

FPossibly Gobongo did not lTike bein
called a nigger, and a black beast, an
ghakon., At all events, he was prompt

T'hat villain Wh
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to take advantage of Bob Chervy's per-
mission,

He cleated the sheot, and turned on
Billy Bunter, and gragsped him in &
large black hand,

unter was slewed round into a suifs
sble attitude for kicking,

He roared in anticipation,
"anmhL I sey, %You fellows——

Thud !

Gobongo's foot wae bare; but it was
large, and it was heavy. It smoto
Bunter’s tight trousors with o mighty
amitea,

Bunter flew,

* ¥aroooooop I*

Bump!

Billy Bunter sprawled in the bottom
of the boat and roared. Gobongo
grinned.

“Kick um more, sari” ho ashed.
Gaobongo seemed to have Enjﬂ]ym:'l the
performance more than Bunter had.

“Ha, ha, ha! No—leave it at that
chuckled Bob. “I dare say that will
do for Bunter. Will it do, Bunteri”

"Yow-ow-ow-ow I

“Havo you had enough, fatty?”

“Ow! Beast! Yow-ow-wooop|”

Apparently Bunter had had cnough.

— ——

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Landing }

ARRY WHARTON & C(o.
H watched the shore intently,
rifles in hand, as the boas
i glided slowly before the light

_ The dark mass of forest was almost
impenetrable to the cye; but they knew
that keen eyes might be watching from
the banks of thick foliage. Every ad-
vantage was on the side of the slove.
trader; but that knowledge did not
make the chums of the Remove any the
losa determined. If fortune proved their
foe, they knew what to expect; but they
had the courage to fece it

But they did not steer directly for the
sFut where they had emcountered the
stave-hunters the previous night. That
would have been asking for trouble;
for the boat's ecrew were completely ex-
posed to fire from the shore. Krantz
and hiz men might atill be there, or a
spy might ha.mggm left on the wateh;
and & single marksman hidden in the
trees could have picked them off one
after another, oncs they wers within
riffe-ran The juniors were prepared
to take terrible risks; but thoy did not
intend to throw their lives away.

They hesded for the shoro eeveral
miles farther south, There they in-
tended to land, and trck back through
the forest to the spot where they had
last seen the cnemy.

That they wore watched was soon
proved, asz they coasted along within
sight of the Congo-lgnd shore,

A pull of white smoke strecamed from
the dark banks of foliage, and the whip-
liko erack of a rifla followed.

Thera was a splash and a ripple in
tho leke, as tho bullet struck the water
3 hundred yards short of the gliding
boat.

“ The esteemaed and ridieulous encmy
is looking for ws!” remarked ITurreo
Jamset Ram Singh.

“Ow 1" squeaked Duntoer.

“We're out of range,” said ITarry
Wharton,  “They ean't get us here.
And we shall soon boe out of their
sight.™

“They'll go along the bank and Le
rendy for usl” groaned Bunter.

“ Fathead [ e go ten times as fast
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in the hoat as anybody could go
through that forest. They won't know
where we land.™

“"They want us to land, you dummy ™
satd Bunter. “"That's the very thing
that beast Erantz wants, He wants to
bag the lot of us, to eell us to the
nt%‘%ﬂs on the Congo.”

“I know that.”

“YAnd you're asking for it, you fat-
head {” groancd Bunter. “Just sitting
up and begging for it, like a dog beg-
ging for biscuits.”

“Likely as not!"” said the captain of
the Remove guietly, “Wo're taking
the chance, anyhow; we've got to, un-
less we're to leave Smithy in the hands
of that villain.™

“Blow Smithy!”

But Billy DBunter was the only

=i ra s

member of the Greyiriars party who
wa2 disposed to “blow * Smithy.

To go back to safety and leave the
Eounder to a terrible fate seemed im-
possible to (he other fellows—though
they admitted tho likelihood that thoy
wero ouly gomg to share that fate.
Well they knew that the Bounder, with
all his foults, would have stood h{ his
comrades to thoe last drop of his bLlood.
They eould hardly do less.

Another puff of smoke came from tho
trocs, another erack fromn an unseen
rifle. But the ball rippled the water
for astern of the boat.

The wind was light; bot the boat
travelled well, Gobongo was a good
Yake-soaman; and he coaxed all tha
gpeed possible out of the leg-of-mutton
guil. If the spy in tho trees fired sgein,

EEE{ did not see the smoke or hear the
00T,

The shore was irr
banks of forest soon
the watcher,

If, as Bunter suspected, ho was [ollow-
ing along the bank, he had to hack a
way through thick forest and brake, fol-
lowing the irregularities of the shoro;

ular, and jutting
id tim boat from

and he was certain to ba laft hopelessly
behind,  The juniors had no fear of
being watched when they landed, They

could chooss a.nl}' spot thoy liked for
landing, for miles and miles along a
forest-clad shore,

Billy Bunter was muking a dismal
breaklust, For once, the fat junior's
ﬂnrgnntuap appetito seomed {o have
deserted him, He ate herdly as much
as any two of the other fellows had
caton.

His eyes blinked apprchensively
through his big spectacles, as ihe boat
drew in at last to thoa shore.  His fat
heart palpitated in his podgy breast,

“1 say, you fellows 1™ he mumbled,

“Oh dear! What iz it now "

“I'm jolly well not going to land I
gald Dunter. *I'm jolly well going to
gfay in the boat ™

“1f dfuu try to land, vou fat idiot,
wo'll duok wou in the lake!™ growled
Johnny Bull, *“*You're trouble enough
where vou are™

“Beast] Look here, you fcllows, il

5

you're silly idiots enough to go ashore,
you o¢an send the boat back™ said
Bunter. *Gobongo can eail it back,
with me, sea? I wont to get back to
the other side.”

Harry Wharton nodded.

“1f we have to follow Krantz, Bunter,
we shall send the boat back,” he gaid.
“"You can tell Mr. Jarram end Mr.
Vernon-Bmith whera wo are gone—and
thoy may bo sble to send help. And—

and if wo have bad luck, there's no
need for you to sharo it
right.”

unter grunted.

You'll be all

Gobonge slewed Billy Bunter round

into a sultable atiifude for kicking,

and then lei out with a heavy

bare foot. Bump ! ** Yaroocop ! ™

Bunter sprawled In the hollom of
the canoe and roared.

"Of—of course, I'm not afraid of
those beasts,” he seid, "“I'm not think-
ing of—of getting out of dunger, or—or
enything like that, you know.”

“We know,” said Bob Cherry gravely,
“¥You want to got boack to the sufo side
of tho lake, simply hecause ;.-::-u‘rc burst-
ing with pluck,. We know I

"The knowfunlness i3 terrifie™
chuckled Hurrco Jamset Ram Bingh.

“Tho—the fact iz, I'm really thinking
af vou fellows,” =aid Blunter. " As for
pluck, if you fellows had as mueh all
ronnd #ns 1 have in my little finger
vou'd do [

“Oh erikey I

“Hun her in, Gobongo [” said Harry.

“* Habboy, sor|”

The boat ran into a little cresk, where
& shallow stream ocame glimmering
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down from the dark forest. ‘Yrees and
bush grew down to the water's edge,
gnarled roots tungling in the mud. B
vreck was miles from the spot where
the hidden marksman had watched, and
there was no doubt that the juniors
wera far out of sight of the enemsy.

The boat bumped in the mud,

Coolly and quictly the juniors packed
fcod and water-bottles in their ruesacks,
and examined their rifles and cart-
ridges. Billy Bunter watched them
wi unen.-si eyes through his big spee-
tacles; Giobongo with the cheerful in-
difference of a black “hoy.,” Mr.
Jerram, the planter of Butiazba, had
ordered Gobongo to see that the school-
boys did not go into danger, but how
the Baganda boy was fo carry out that
order was o riddle that Gobongo did
not attempt to =olve. Certainly no
member of the Famous Five would have

iven ear to any remonsirance from

T0E.

The juniors stepped from the hoat
into the mud. Harry Wharton paused
to givo the Baganda his last direetions.

“8tay here and  keep  watlch,
Gobongo,” he said. " If we're not back

sunset, get back to your master at
Butiaba."

" Babbey, esar.™

“EKeep watch—and clear out into the
lake if you see_a s=ign of an encmy,”
said Harry., "In that esse, stand off
shore and wait till sundown for us.”

“Babbey, sar.”

“I say, you fellows—"

“Well 1" said Harry gently enough,
turning to the Owl of the Hemove.
“"Yeou will be safe here, Bunter, if you
keep watch, as well as Gobongo. Don't
go to sleep, and keep vour eyes widae
open all cﬂ). Eeep tho boat well off

ihe DaDK, ready to run if the enemy
show up.’

“That's all very well, but—"

“But whati" Wharton tried t0 be
patient.

*“1 think one of you fellows had better

THE MAGNET

snapped Bunter, giving the Baganda s
ke :n hia black bure ribs with the
usiness end of the bosthook.
Gobongo started suddenly and com-
vulsively from slumber,
Ha glored at Bunter.

stay with me,” said Bunter, blinking at " Keep awake! Do 3you lecari"
him, “I don't want to be left here growled Bunter. *"Is that how you're
along with that nigger.” going to kecp watch, yon cheoky
“Don't be an ass 1" nigger 1™
“* Beast | “You no hit I'’ tald Gobongo. To the
Wharton {followed This  comrades Fomous Five Gobongo had been very

through the mud up the bank, Gobongo
a]tm'uﬁ off at once into the middle of
the ereek, leaving o margin of a dozen
IE::etkﬂi water between ihe boat and the
ank,

Ho long as the two in the boat kept
watch and fled out into the lake at the
first sign of danger they were safe
cnough. Billy %uniu: realised that,
and he was a little comforted.

But he blinked very uneasily after the
juniors as they went. In a few momenta
they had wvanpished from sight in the
thick foresk,

Bunter blinked at Gohongo.

The black boy sat down to eat, and,
having eaten as much as_he eould hold,
he lay down on a :zleeping-mat, closed
hiz eyes, and snorcd.

That, spparently, was how Gobongo
was going to carry out his instructions
to keep watch, ) .

Bunter blinked at him, with deep
indignation.

As the sun r0ose higher, and the drowsy
heat intensified Bunter was feeling dis-
posed for a nap himself, But he
realised cnly too clearly that watch had
to be kept, and the black hoy was snor-
ing as peaccfully as if lyig on his
sleeping-mat in his hut abt the Jarram
plantation. :

“Here, nigger {"

wake up, Fou
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respectful and obedient. But evidently
he had no respect to waste on Billy
Bunter. “You hit more, me kick,
Sabbey 1**

“ Look here——"

Gobongo closed his eyes again.

Bunter blinked at him and laid down
the boathook, He had felt the weight
of CGohongo’s foot once, and did not
want to repeat the experience,

“Beast I’ ho grunted.

Ho sat down,

. Mosquitocs buzzed in swarms over the
little creek. The leat grew and grew
as the sun rose higher over the lake.
For a long time Bunter was busy killing
mosquitoes. Gobongo, happily indiffer-
ent to mosquitoes, spored undisturbed,
Bunter yawned and stretched himeelf in
the boat.

He was not going to sleep. It was
not safo to go to sleep. Safety come
even before snoozing.

But he considercd that he might as
well rest on the blankets. 8o he rested
—not wisely but too well. The droway
heat and the buzzing of inscets lulled
Bunter to slumber, and before long his
deep and resonant snore mingled with
the snoring of the Baganda.

THE THIRD CHAPTER,
The Fight in the Forest]

il HICK, isn't iti%® murmured
Bch Cherry.
“And hot!” breathed
Nugent.

“Fan moe, some 1%

“Thero is no doubt, my ecsteemed
chums, that it is terrifically ‘warm,” re-
marked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh,

Even the dusky junior from India’s
coral strand found that it was warin in
the thick tropical forest,

The other fellows found it baking.
They mopped perspirstion in streams
from  their burning faces. The
smacked mosgnitoes In swarms wit
death-dealing smacks,

And they stroggled on through dense
brake, trailihg reots, hanging branchoes,
masses of ferna taller than ithemsclves,
chinging vines, and thorny bush.

Az tho morning advanced the sun
rew hotter, though through the denszo
oltage overhead they saw little of the
sun, only here and there a shining ray
that fltered down almest like the hean
of an cleetrie torch in the dusk under
the branchoes.

But though they Jdid net see the sun
they felt it—sorely, Breathloss heat
baked in the forest, the roof of branches
shutting them in like the lHd of an oven,
~ Uganda was hotter than Kenya, the
juniors already knew, but they had not
known how hot it was till thiz torrid
mﬂrnilli:; of struggling through dense
tropical growths,

Heore and there wera openings in the
undergrowth; heroe and thero tracks
left by some crocping or erawling henst,
Buot for the most part tho thickness of
tho forest was, as Iurrce Singh de-
clarced, tecrific.

Only by an oceasional glimpse of the
lake on their right could the juniors be
suve that they were not wandering
hopelessly away into the unknown heart
of tho wildernesa,
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But there was no help for it, and they
took it as cheerfully as they could. They
could not have landpd at & spot where
tho enemy watched for them. They had
to work their way along the shore,
through the thick forest, towards that
epot, to pick up tho traces of Krantz—
and, hard and hot as the going was,
they did not slacken.

Smack |

Bob Cherry alew his thousandth mos-
gquite and gasped. His face, always
ruddy, was now like unto a freshly
boiled Leetroot in hue. He wiped his
crimson face with his handkerchief, and
the handkerchief camo away a  wet,
limp rag.

“Anvboedy like a vanilla ice now?™
asked Bob.

“Qh, den't ! gasped Johnny Bull,

“Or a long iced lemonads?”

Y Bhut up, you asz

The mere thought of such things was
enguish. _

‘I don't know what's going to happen
when weo meet Ludwig Krants,' went
on Bob. " But whatever it is, it won't
be warmer than this. I'm rather keen
to mect that sportsman and get it
gver.” )

“Keep your rifles ready, you men,”
said Harry Wharton gquietly. “We
can't bo far off the spot now.”’

, Hot and tired o3 they were, the
juniors were on tho alert. In many
places 1t was necessary to slash a way
with bush-knives, and every now and
then, from sheer hent end fatigue, they
had to stop and rest. But all the time
they kept their eyes warily about them.

“I wish eld Kicky was with usl®
said Bob.

“¥es, rather!  But it's not much
good wishing that,” said Harry.
"We've got to rely on ourselves.”

The juniors thought often of EKiko-
lobo, the Kikuyu hunter. They knew
that “ Kicky ' was someowhere in search
of the Bounder.

But it was unlikely encugh that they
would fall in with the Kikuyu, glad as
they would have been to see him.

They knew, too, that Captain
MeCann, the man-tracker of Uganda,
was hunting for Ludwig Krantz. But he
kad oo clue to the slave-trader’s retroat;
#ll bhe knew was that I{rantz had fled
across the lake from the British terri-
tory. MeCann and his askaris might be
within 8 mile, or they might be =
hundred milez away. There was no
telling.

Harry Wharton & Co., of all who
wore in ecarch of Krantz, were the only
oncs that had a clue: and that was
simmply because Krantz was alio in
search of them. They had got in fouch
with him. because he wanted to bo in
towch. Well they koow that he had
beon glad to lzarn they had pursued him
weross the lake; that he locked on it as
# chancs to “hag * the whole party, and
carry them off into tho interior.

linowing that, they koew tho tervible
risk they were faking. Yet to abandon
their comrade in the ruffian’s hands was
unthinkablo:; and they faced the risk
with their oyes open.

Crack, orack !

“ Look out!”

“My hat!”

: ‘-.ig;htaaing lead eut throuch the thorny

1.

"Down " panted Wharton.

Instantly thoe juniors threw themselves
on the earth.

Crack, crack, eracle!

Hot lead whizzed over thom as they
sprawled in stubbly herbage and sting-
ing theorns.

Wharton's eyves glittered over his rifle,

" Keep in cover I he breathed., “ Fire
if you see a face!"

“¥ou het [V

Contact with the enemy had come sud-
denly. While the Groyfrinrs party had
heen seeking Krantz, he had been seck-
ing them.

rack, crack!

The stave-hunters were firing almost
at random. The bullets tore through
lealy folinge and juicy creopers.

A rustling in t.Em bush told that the
encmy were circling roond the juniors.

I'crhaps at that moment the chums
of Greyiriars, for the first time, realised
to the {ull the desperate nature of the
enterprise they had undertoken, .

The numbers of the encmy they did
not know. 'They knew that the encmy
were a j:[n.nf_i of desperate outcasts, te
whom the killing of a human being was
no mora than the crushing of a mosqguita.
And they were men accustomed to
savago warfure, used to the handling of
deadly weapons, ascquainted with cvery
trick of jungle Gghting. E

But the courage of the Famous Five
did oot falter. ‘They gripped their rifies
ond watched for the foe, with stcady
eyes and steady hearts.

Wharton's hand was steady, his rifle
like a rock, as he fired at an unseen
form that brushed rustling through the
bush scarce zix feot from him.

The crack of the rifle was answercd
by a fearful yell. Tho juniors heard the
crazh of the ruffian as he went down,

An outbreak of yelling followed from
different directions. 'Uhe cnemy were
all round the juniors now: but, judging
by the wvells tl!mt answered one another
there was not more than five or six of
them

Thera was on outburst of firing: but
the juniors hogged ecover, and tho
bullets flew harmlessly over them.

But the hoarse, harsh voico of Krantz
shouted, and the firing ceased. From
their position now the slave-hunters were
as likely to hit one another as hit the
juniors.

Wharton, as he heard the shouting
voice of the slave-trader, took aim in the
direction of the sound.

Crack !

“Ach!” came a eplutiering pgasp.
“Ach himmel I”

The bullet had gone close.

“Look out for a rush!" breathed
Ilarry.

Thers was a rustling in the trees and
bushes all round the juniors. Kecping
under cover of the trunks, the enemy
were closing in on them.

The juniors
tenszely.

The rush came suddenly.

Five or six wild dark faces flashed
from the jungle, and tho slave-hunters
leaped on the bunch of scheolboya like
leopards.

Wharton fred, with his rifle-muozzla
touching a brawny chest, and the ruffian
relled over, shot through the bodv, at
his feet.

Tho other four were Gghting hand-to.
hand.

watched and listened

Rifles wore uselesz at such elose

warters; they dropped them, and

slashed  with the long, beavy bush
knives.

There wes a panting ery from IPrank
MNugent, as he was grasped in the power-
ful arms of Ludwip Krants,

Wharton swung round, his eyes
blazing, grasping ﬁie rifle by tho barrol.

The bhlow he aimed at Krantz's head
would have ecrushed the slave-trader’s
gkull like an ezgshell. DBut a frailing
linna from a hbranch above interposed,
and the blow was turned aside.

The next moment Wharten was
grasped from behind and dragged over,

He hod & second’s ghmpse of Bob
Cherry, Johnny Bull, and Hurree

7

Jamzct Ram Singh fighting fiereoly.
Then a pistol-butt erashed on his head,
a million sparks sccmed to fly belore
his eves, and he knew no more.

THE FOUETH CHAFTER.
Fortune of War |

AGRY WIIARTON struggled
H back slowly to his sonses,

His bead ached horribly; *his
eyes were dizzy as he opened
them and stared dazedly ebout him,
He iried to move, and [ound that his
arms wore bound belund Lis back.
Ho was a prisoner.
With spinning brain he struggled into
& sitting position, and looked about him
with swimming eycs.
“Ach! You are not dead, then!™
1t was a husky, chuclklivg voice. Lud-
wig Krantz stood before him, his light
German ¢yes glesmuing from his coppery
Arab face. Across thut coppery face,
from the mouth to the car, showed the
livid gear of the knife-cut the Doundcr
bad given him, long ago, at Entebbo,
The half-Arab German grinned down
at the dizzy junior.
“Ach! Do you repent now that you
followed me acrozs the [ake—hein i’
Wharton did not answer.
He stared dizzily round.
Bob Cherry met his eyes, and grinned
ruchalls.
“Not our game, old man I** he zaid.
Bob was a prisonor, bis arms bound.
Near him stood Johnny I3ull and Hurree
Jamsct Ram Singh, also bonnd. Frank
Nugent lay on the ground, and Wharton,
as he saw him, felt o throb of horror.
But he noted that Frank's arms, also,
were bound behind him; and they
would not have bound him if he had
been killed. Ludwig Krantz had
planned to take prisoncrs, not to kill;
cvery ono of the schoolboys was worth a
sum of monoy to him, sold in the in.
terior of Africa; and such & revenge
was more terrible than death. Nugent
had been stunned, and he had not yet
come to his scnses,

The fight had gone against the Famous
dee. ut it had cost the slave-hunters
gar.

Two of the ruffians were staunching
the blood from wounds dealt by the
slashing bush-knives. Ono of them lay
inert in the tangled ecrcopors, never to
gtir again. And in the thick bush lay
anolther—the first who had fallen to
Wharton's rifle.

Ludwig Krantz's [nce was like that of
an exuliznt demon.

“You came to find me—hein? Lo
chuckled., " Ach! You have found me!
Are you satisfied, my vounpg friend ¥

Wharton leaned his dizey head back
against o mango-troe.

The game was up.

Mr. Vernon-Smith had told the juniors
that their idea of scaching for Bimnithy
on the Congo sidp of the lake was “stulf
and nonscnsoe.” Mr. Jarram, the
planter of Butiaba, had told them it was
madnozss.

They had been right.

Wharton koew that now, The school-
boys had had no chance in dealing with
a gang of desperate ruffans in the
depths of the tropical forest.

Yot ik was diffieult to see what else
they could have dene. Either they had
to take the chance of what had happened
now, or ¢lse abandon their comrade in
ruthless hands. They had been bound
to stand by Smithy, 22 they knew that
Smithy would have stood by them.

Fortune had proved their foe; and
now, like the French Lking aftor thoe
battle of Pavia, they could only zay that
“all was lost but honour.”

Tre Micxer Laspany.—INo. 1,234,



Frank Nugent stirred.

He mt up dizzily and groaned. .

A t:riukra of iluﬂd ren down his
forchead from under bis heir.

Hin face, slready pale, grew paler
as he looked round him. But his Jook
fw& steady, There waz no sign of

“Got up ! Erantz snarled at HarrE
Wharton. “Get on your feet, you dog!

Wharton struggled to rise.

With hiz head spinning and his arms
bound behind him, it was not easy.
The slave-trader kicked him brutally in
tha riba.

“Ach! Get up!” bhe snarled,

The junier got on his feet. He reeled
against the mango-tree, his eyes
burning at the half-Arab.

Krantz grinned ot him,

“You are in my handa now, boy !
ho said. " Do you know why you still
live? It would have been easier—
ach, much easier—to cruszh you all like
g0 many mosquitees! But for my
orders my men would have killed you
like flies! But that would have been
too easy for you! Ach! Do you
repent now that you beat me eon the
Naircbi road many weeks agol”

“No!” said Wharton, with eet lips.

* Ach! Perhaps you will repent, when
you meet the fate I have designed for
oun,” grinned Krantz, “You still hive,
oy, becguse vou are worth & sum of
money to me when I seil you on ihe
Congo. For cvery blow you gave me
that day in Kenyae wou will receive a

IH

hundred when you are & slave!”
Wharton shivered, in spite of
himself.

The slave-trader chuckled.
“¥You fellowed me, thinking to

rescuc the hoy Vernon-Smith! Hein?
Now you will join him! But thers is
yet one more—the fat one with the
spoctacles, He was in the boat with
ol 'EI]

: Wharton's thoughts turned to the
0wl of the Remove, lelt in the boat on
the creek. -

Bunter, if he was keeping watch, was
safe. It was easy for the boat to runm
gut into the wide lake at the first sign
of danger. 5

Thera was relief in that thought.

*“Where did you leave the boat?”
asked Krantz

Wharton made no answer.

“Fool, dummkopi !** snarled Lhe slave-
trader. " Do you think that I shall
not oasily follow the track by which
you came, and fod the boat, snd the
fat fool you have left 1n 281"

Whearton could nu%ahupe and pray
tirat Bunter and the Baganda boy were
on the watch. Burely in the midst of
such dangers they would not be caught
off their guard!

Apnd if DBunter escaped thero was
hopo! He would carry the mews back
and there would be an sttempt, ot least,
at rescue. Captain MeConn would be
overjoyed to learn where he could fnck
up tho trail of the slave-trader. Lifo
and hopo depended on Bunter's escape.

Krantz watched hiz face, puzzled by
its expression,

“Ach! You fancy that the fat fool
will escape me, hein?” ho exclaimed.
“¥ou will sce! ¥You go to join tho
boy Vernon-Smith—and the fat fool
will soon jein you alse [”

He snapped an order in Arabic,

The five juniors were hustiled together
in & group, and & rope run from one
gnother till the five were on & “string.”

Then one of the slave-huntors, a black-
browed ruffian, more negro than Arab,
took tho end of the rope and tramped
away, dragging the prisoners alter him.

‘They stumbled on, one after another,
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in the frack of the ruffian, savage jerks
on the rope keeping them to it.
In a few minutés they were out of
sight of Krantz and the others.
r some time they stumbled wearily
ﬂlrnuﬁh thick forest, jerked and drag-
ged by the black-browed ruffian in
advance, Then they entered on =a

narrow forest path where the going was

easler,
“Oh erumbs!"” muwmured Bob
Cherry. “We came over the lake to

find 8mithy, you fellows! We're going
to find him aow (™

The juniors bad no doubt about that.
Somewhere in the depths of the tropical
forest Vernon-Smith was a prisoner,
and they were euid&nﬂﬂ on their way
to the some place. They were gai.uﬁ
to find their missing comurade; thoug
not o5 they had hoped.

Mile after mile they stumbled aftar
the black-browed ruffian, eching with
the tropical heat, weary to the bone,
drenched with perspiration. But thers
was no halt,

The ground was ascending under
their feet. They came at last to the
lava-crusted rim of an ancient, extinct
voleano, From somewhere in  the
depths below a rifle shot cchoed dully.

As they tramped over the rim of the
crater, the black-browed ruffian gave
a long, shrill whistle, a signal to the

camp bolow.
Trampling through the dusty lava,
they followed the slaver over the

crumbling rim end down by a winding
paik into the inierior of the aneiont
crater; through dark thickets and
shady trees, towards the erater-pool that
reflected back the suarays far below,

— s

THE FIFTH CHAFTER.
A Desperate Attempt )

ERBERT VERNON -SMITH
H came out of the wattled hut
in the slave-hunters’ camp in
the old crater, and stared
about him blackly, under knitted brows.
Wattled huts, a dozen in numhber,
stood dotted about the high bank over-
locking the deep, glimmering pool that
filled the bottom of the ancient crater,
It was a large pool, almost a lake,
covering two or three acres in cxtent,
surrounded by the sloping sides of the
crater in almost a complete circle,
irregular here snd thers.

Scores of such ecrater-pools exist in
the solitary forest bordering on the
south and west of Lake Albert; many
of them known, some buried from sight
in the heart of impenetrable forest and
jungle.

In ancient davys lava and foods of five
had welled up from those depths, but
that was centuriez ago, hefore the
mentory of man.

Ior long hundreds of years the sub-
tervanean channels had been blocked
by hardened lava, aund the pools had
formed GOity, sixty, or a Lhondred fect
deep.

The interior slopes of the erater were
thickly clothed in trees, bushes, huge
ierns, and tangled grasses,

Fish swam in  the pool, birds
nested in the trees, and many beasts
lurked in the woods in the crater.

A safer hiding-place the slave-hunters
could hardly have found [for a retreat;
with ample food and water at hand,

Ounly a fow miles from the shors of
Lake Albert, on the Congo side, the
erater was quite unknown, save to
some wandering native hunters; buried
from sight and%mﬂwled by the sweep-
ing foresta that circled it.

Ludwig Krantz, bhunted for his life

THE MAGNET

on the British side of the luke, wea in
iittle danger there,

‘The Belgian authorities in the Congo
State certainly would have been glad
of a chance of seizing him; but he had
little fear of them in that remote and
hidden spot.

Often had that camp in the cratar
been Krantz's hesdquarters on his
slave-stealing expeditionz. In earlier
days he had raided slaves on the
British side of the lake; Baganda
from Ugands, even Kikuyn from
Kenya, and run them across in ctnoes.
But that game grow more dangerous
with every passing year, and Krantz's
last wisit to the Dritish territory had
very nearly proved fatal to him, The
shores of the lake, and the lake itseli,
werg patrolled now, and slave-running
across the water had grown to he too
desperate a game even for the recks
less outcast,

It was. in fact, enly for zevenge on
tha Groyfriars party that Krant: was
lingering se neur to Lake Albert, It
was his intention to get to a greater
distance from the British border, and
te confine his future activities to the
Congo country and the wilder regions
of tﬁe Spdan and the French fBalaras,
Slave-raiding on Dritish territory he
had resolved to abandon since his last
narrow cscape. But he was savagely
determined that he would not go with-
out his revenge, and fortune had
favoured him. Vernon-Smith had fallen
inte his hands, and in the desperate
attempt to rescue the Dounder, Harr
Wharton & Co. wore now sharing his
fate.

The Bounder was seowling blackly
az ho camo out of the wattled hut,
With glinting, savage eyes, he looked
about the camp of the slave-huntera

The high bank where the camp lay
rose abruptly from the edge of the
crater-pool; a vast mass of petrified

lava, crusted with earth, On one side
was an almost sheer drop of & hundred
oot to the pool helow.

On the other =ide, and at one end,
thick impenetrasble forest shut in the
camp, ily at one ond of the little
Jlava plateau were ingress and egress
pﬂssib]]e, where a path wound away
through the bush. There ono of the
gang constantly kept watch. _

T'wice already in the weary day that
had elapsed since he had bLeen brought
to the den of tha slavers had the
Bounder attempted to escape,

Tach time he had been seized ot
once, and scourged with a whip of
rhinoeeros-hide: wand his back wea
aching and sore from the cruel blows,

Now, on the sccomd day, he was
still thinking of cscape.

TIo knew that it was hopeless; for
hiz limbs would not have been left free
by the slavers had it been possible for
him to elndo them. But the thought
of cscapo was inr:-n:-gtsnr!tlj in his mind,
possible or iwpossible,

Now it scemed to him that there was
a hotter chance thun before.

Early that morning a messenger had
arvived 1n the camp, and socon after-
wards Ludwig Krantz and ncarly the
whole ¢rew had gone. ;

'T'he Bounder had ¢aught some of their
talk, Lut it was in Arabie, amd it cons
veved nothing to ham,

But he could gather, from their {oncs
and looks, that they were not antjeipat.
ing danger, but & success of some sort,

They ﬁm] been zone sineo dawn, and
it was long past midday now,

Of the whele savaze crew, only one
man remained in the camp.

He wasz s half-breed Araly, whom
Smithy had beard Krantz addrcss as
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Yussuf Ie was
posted at the opening
of the path which
led up tho erater-
side from the
CRmp,

There ho sat on a
lava roek, leaning
back against a treo
under shady
branches, with a rifle
acroes hisg  kneo,
smoking and yawn-

ing.

A geore of times (o
the Dounder had 1
watched him, from a ﬂ:/,l._;"."
distance, dehating e 1
whether there was a i !

chanca of outwitting
him.

But every time he
drew near the spot
where the Arab kept
guard, the pleaming
black eves of Yussuf
turned on him,
watchiully, savagely.
Once or twice the
Arab grinned, easily
readin the
thoughts in the hag-
gard, dosperate facc
of the prisoner.
Another time, he
liftcd his rifle, and
sent a bullet hum-
ming within a foot of
the Bounder's ear, as
o wumjnﬂg to keep
forther off.

Noon  was 4
now, and force heat
blazed down into the
crater, which was
like an oven,

The Bounder had
been lying down in
tho shade of his hut,
rosting, ocasing his
scourged back. Bab
he came out at last,
and again he watched
the man on the rock
at the path.

Yussuf was leaning back against the
tree, his rifle on his knees, his chin
fallen on his broast,

He seemed to have nodded off (o
slcep in the heat of the tropical day.

Vernon-Smith’s eves burned at him.
If the man slept—-

#rantz and his ruffianly orew were
still absent. Whatever their buosincss
was, it was keeping {hew away from the
camp in the crater,

If there was a chiance for the Dounder,
1t was during their absence. He knew
that, He knew, 1oo, that if he suc-
ceodedd in peloing  pust Yussuf, the
wrolch would shoot him dead rather
than allew him to get clear. Even if
the man 5]::|'t1'., all the chaneecs wero
aeainst him,

Savagely resolute and desperaie as ho
was, tho Dounder was not the fcllow to
throw his lifo away recklessly. It was
the thought of his father, chiefly, thal
spirred him on to take the chance. Well
the Bounder knew what a blow his dis-
appearanes must bo {0 Alr. Vernon-
Smith: well he knew that the million.
aive's immensa fortuno weighed not a
gtraw in the balance against his allce-
tion for his only son. The thought of
his fathor hmugﬂt an acho to his heart.

Watching the still figure leaning on
tha tree, thoe Dounder set his teeth,
making vp his mind.

If he got past the Arab there was o
chance. Even then he wounld ko lost,

¥
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alone, unarmed, in the trackless wilder-

ness. Dut once he was free, he was
ready to face the rest.

e stooped at last, and picked up a
jagged Inmp of lava. It was the only
weapon that camo to bis hand.

Then, with set teeth, his eyes glint-
mg under his scowling brows, he tip-
tord towards the path up the crater-side.

The Arab did not stir.

{Closar and closer the Bounder drow,
till ho was within & fow yards of the
man seated on tho rock, sprawhng
against the tree; and still Yuwssuf was
motion!ess.

"The Bovnder's heart beat thickly.

A fow more steps—

Az if the rutlian was warned by somo
sixth sense, his eves opened, his head
lifted, and e staved full at Vernon-
Smith,

* Bismnillah ! yapped the Aral,

He flung vp his gifle.

It was neck or nothing now. The
Jounder, with o desperate rush, passed
hirmn.

Bong!

The rifle roared belind hineg, the huae-
ried shobt grazing his shoulder. He
heard the enrapcd shout of ihe Arab,
the pattering ﬂ?swift. feot behind.,

Ha raced up the parrow, winding path,
winding through Limpenetrable jungle up
the crater-side.

Behind him reeed the swift (eet of
the Arab; fuzster—twice as fast as tho

i r
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Vercon - Smith turned desper-
ately, as the Arab roshed at him,
the lump of lava in his grip.
Whizl COCrash! Full in ths
dark savage face crashed the
missile, with all the strength of
the Bounder’s arms behind 1f !

Bounder, swift as he wos, could cover
the ground.

Smithy turned desperately, the lump
of lava in his grip.

The Arab, within a few fcet now, was
rushing on him, with eyes flaming with
rago.

Whiz !

Crazh |

TMull in the dark, savage face erashed
tha jagged lava lump, with all the
strenpth of the Bounder's arms behind
it.

Yussuf
ninepin. . .

The crash in his face sont him spin-
ning backwards, with a husky yell, to
land on his back with s heavy
CONCNS510M.

The Dounder raced en again.

Up and up, windinﬁ through the
jungle, trampling over lava fragments
and dust! DBehind him came a sound of
hideous yelling and cursing in Arabie,
and ho heard pursuing footstepe again;
Imit farther off, and slower than before.
His heart throbbed with hope. Onee out
of tha crater, onco plunged into frack-
less forost, thers was a chance,

High above him, from the rim of the
erater, sounded a long, shrill whistle,
1t was a signal.

He halted.

From behind him came a picreing veoll
from Yussuf—a warning to the meo
albiove that the prisoner was escaping,
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was bowled over like a
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The Bounder gritted his feeth, In
gheer desperation he ran on, while
lower on the winding path behind him
pourded the footsteps of Yussuf in
pursuit.

o E—————— Y

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
No Ghance !

ARRY WHARTON & Co.
H stumbled to a halt, ;
Strung along the rope behind
their savage, black-browed
guida, they were trampling down tho
winding path inte tho interior of the
crater, when sounds of alarn came from
Lrelow.

Tho black-browed roffian dragged
then to a halt, and twisted the looso
erd of the rope round a branch besido
the path.

Then ho ran forward a few paces, and
stopped in the middlo of the path,
waiching.

Mattor, patter, patierl

Swift footsteps came to the ears of
thoe juniors, the foolsteps of someone as
yet unscen, racing up the winding path.

From farther below thero was a
velling voice, yelling in Arabiec in tones

of mad [ury.

“What the thump—" murmured Bob
Cherry.

“Oh, my hat! Look!™ gasped
Wharton. “It's Smithy!"

(T3 Emit-hx lj}

“The Bounder 1" o
A running figuro came 1n sight round
the winding of the path from below. It

was Herbert Verdon-Bmith, rusning
doesperately.
“ Smithy I*

Famous

The Bounder aifhted tho
Five, helpless to aid him, strung on the
rope that was fast to the branch. He
sighted the black-browed ruffian stand-
ing watchful in tho middle of the path.
Iis oscape was cut off. ‘

Behind him Yussuf was coming »nj;
beforo him stood the slave-hunter with
the juniors. "The game was ap.

But he came on desperately,

The black-browed ruffian half-raised
his rifle, but he lowered it again, and
leaped at tho Bounder, grasping him.

Un the narrow path, Smithy had no
chance of cluding him, The grasp of
the powerful ruffian closed on him, and
1he Bounder struggled fiereely with the
Arab,

“0h, if a feliow could anly get loosa 1"
panted Bob, He wrenched furiously at
hisx bonds.

But it was in wvain, The juniors
were powerless to aid, and they could
only watch with bitter looks, whila the
Bounder, resisting with a1l s strength,
erumpled up in the grasp of the Arab.

Patter, putter, patler came the foot-
eteps of Yussuf, and he came panting
up the path.

He dragged the Bounder away from
the other Arah, and flung him down the
Enth. With savage blows, he drove him

acl the way ha had come.

Twica the Bounder turned on him in
FAvAge de&perntmn, but ko had no
chance against the sinewy ruffan.

Blow en blow drove him on, and he
stumbled away down the winding path,
Hacli to the camp from which he had

ed.

Tho rope was untied from tha branch
again, and the juniors led en by their
conductor, after Yussuf and the Bounder,

They stumbled wearily down the wind-
ing path into tho erater, their feelings
too bitter for wordsa

They camo out at last on the platean
overlogking the crater-pool, and reached
the group of wattled huts,
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The Bounder was already there.

He lay on the floor of his hut, his
hands bound now, dazed and dizzy Irom
the countlzss blows Yussuf had rained
on him.

The juniors were driven into the same
hut, and the black-browed rufian
remaénad outside the narrow doorway on
guard,

They were left with their hands bound,
and still tied together by the long rope.
Evidently the Arab meant to take no
risks with them until his master
returned.

The hut was destitute of Inrniture,
save for a ragged sleeping-mat on which
the Dounder lay. he weary juniors
sank down on the dusty carthen floor.

They leaned in a weary row on the
wattled wall, Trank Nugent's face was
%i‘tﬂ.ﬂl‘.!}' white, with a trickle of dried

lood on his colourless check., Wharton's
head ached bitterly from the blow that
had struck bim down, The other fellows
all had bruises and move aches and
paing thaa they could have counted., But
they boro it all with az much stoicimn
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ns they could muster. It was useless to
grouse,

Herbert Vernon-Bmith sat up and
gtared at themn grimly. Iiis hard face
was hagpard and desperate.

“You fellows!™ he said.
got you, tool™ -

“Looks like it,” soid Bob dismally.

“¥ou missed me, I suppoze—-"

“Yeg,” gaid Haorry., “The Kikuyu
came hack to Jarram’s bungalow, and
told ws that Krantz had got you,
Bmithy.” )

T'ho Bounder’s faea lighted up.

“They'vo

“Iickv] Then Kikolobo got back
safe 1"
“Quite! Io left at onco to begin

searching for you. I fancy he is on
thiz =ide of the lake mow, somowhero—
though goodness knows whero”

“Good V" said the Dounder between
his teeth, "There’s a chunce for us, 20
long as Hikolobo is alive and bunting
for us—an.. if he doosn’t save us he will
make Krantz pay, at least, Kicky is
trua a: stecl—he will follow Krantz
acrozz the continent of Alrica to got
him. Ho will never leave me in that
villain's hancos."

o stared at the juniors again.

“But how did Krantz get you " ho
demandad You were safe encugh af
Mr. Jairam's bungalow, at DButiaba,
Did you walk into his bands end ask for
it, ag I did?”

“Wo camo after sou ™ said YWharton
guictly.

“0Oh gad!"™ The Dounder whistled.
“ You cams seross the lake to try to
got me out of thial?

THE MAGNET

“ That’s it.™
“You hado’t a dog's chance.”
“"We know that—now! DBut it was

up to wa, aul we had to try. Wo
might have had better Juck.”
Thae Douncer was silent a fewn

maoments,

“It wav decent of you,” he said ar
last. “I suppose you couldn’t leave nwe
to it, but I wish vow'd stayed safe.
hata EP have dragged you into this awlul
nless.

“We're not dead yet,” said Bob a:
cheerfully as he could. “While there's
life there's jolly well hope, We're all
together, anvhow.™

“The sinkfulness or the swimfulnesy
togetherfully 1z the proper caper, iny
absurd Smithy.,” murmured FHourrco
Jamsel Ram Singh.

“We haven't an earthly,” muttered
the Bounder moodily. “We're for
Centra! Africa, wheo Krantz gets on
tha trek. Kikolubu is our only hope—
and he may never pick up the track of
these villains, How "—he cavght his
breath a lttle~—""how did my pater
taka it7"

“It hit him hard, of course,” said
Wharton. “But yvour father isn't the
man to sit down and grouse, Smithy.
He will raise Cain all round Lake
Albert! Il¢ was at Butiaba when we
left yesterday morning, getling busy.
And Da].::tmn BleCann and his askaoria
ara hunting for Krantz I believe we'vo

ot & chance of being rescued, unless

rantz gety us away inte the inferior
pretty quick.”

“EHa w.l do that”™ eaid Smithy.
“This 15 o safe hiding-place for him,
in ordinary times, but ho won't be safe
here with any father stirring up the
authoritics on both sides of the lake.
I faney wu skall be on the march scop—
m fact, 1 don't know why he hasn'g
started yet. He's runeing risks by hang-
ing on here®

“The scoundrel was hanging on to et
us—any he's got us,” said Johnny Bull.
“Our game’s up; but we've delayed
him o lot, and that may give the others
a chance whe ore huntmg him.,"

“Bomethiog io that!™ agroed the
Bounder.

“1ic's after Bunter now,” said Harry.
“That fat fool jumped into the boat
as we wora starting yesterday, and como
over with ws. We :{Efl. him in a creek
with the boat and a Baganda boy a
good many miles from here, If Krants
gets hirm he will have made a full bag,
and then I suppose he will start for t
Congo.”

“lHe will get him1” grunted tho
Bounder.

“Not il ko keeps his oyes openl™

Wharton explained how Bunter had
heon ieft.

I'hee Bounder grunted again.

“Anvbedy elzse in Bunter's placoe
wonld ho all right, and would get back
to the British side, with news where to
pick up Krantz's trail,” he said. " Dut
that fat chump—-—"

“Tven that duffer will keep on the
watch, with #rantz in the offing | zaid
Boly Cherrey. .

“Will be i prunted Smithy,

"The juniors foll into silence.

The long, weary, hot hours wora
LWAY.

1t was stifling in the hut, and necither
food nor water was brought to the hap-
loss prisoners.

Aching ir their bonds, they lay in
misery, aind were glad ot last to hear
gounds of meovament and voiees in the
slave-hunters’ caump, theugh  they
gue.ss.eﬂ that it m’:lj" 'pnrtnndnd tha
return of Ludwig Krautz and his gang,
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The Bounder moved to the naerrow
doorway. Harry Wharton & Co.
dragged themselves to their feet and
followed him.

They looked from the hut into the
blinding sunshine.

From the direction of the erater path
the burly ligura of Ludwig Krantz came

inte view, followed by his wild-looking
erew of ruflians. They tramped on to
the camp,

And whatever hope the juniors had
founded on Buntcr, vanished, as they
looked.,
crow rolled & fat figure, with perspirin
fat face and spectacles that fAashed bae
the rays of the suw,

—

THE SEVENTH CHAFTER.
Bunter Asks Yor It[

THE boat rocked gently on the

craek.
The paintor was tied to a long
branch that dropped across the
craek, le:ﬁ'ingﬂi margin of & dozén feet
between the t &nd thoe muddy shore.

Had the two in the boat been on the
wakeh littla danger conld have come o
tham. A knife-slash at the mooring-
rape and the boat would have rocked
out inte the lake on the currcnt, and
a shove ot an oar would have sent it
far beyond tho reach of the cnemy.

Harry Wharton & Co., when they had
loft Bunter and the Bogoanda, had had
no choico in the matter. They had had
te trust them, snd hoped that they
wounld be vigilant for their own sakes,
if for no other reason.

A3z p matter of foct, neither was o
be trusted.

The unthinking black boy thought of
only one thing—of having an e-asg' time
when the master’s eye was withdrawn,
He snored on his mat in the bows,
giving no thought whatever to tho in-
structions he had received—which had
passed in at one side of hiz woolly
head and ocut of the other.

Billy Bunter, certainly, ought to have
been moro reliable than an untutored
black man., And cortainly Bunter had
intended to keop wide awa{awver wide
awake, indead. His terror of Krants
wasd deep, and if anything could have
kept Wilham George Bunter awake
fear for the safety of his priceless fat
gkin would have done it.

But in the drowsy tropical heat under
the branches, with the ceascless hum of
ingacts tn hia enrs, Buniter was sleepy.
And when Bunter was sleepy Bunter
slept. He stretched himself on the
blankets in the stern of the boat, with
the intention of keoping wailch Iying
down. After which his fat eyelids
drooped, and, without even knowing it,
he gi]idﬂd into happy slumber,

For a long time the silence of the
hot orcek was broken only by the znores
fore and oft, mingling with the inseet-

nEz,

But at length there eame other ronnds
—gounds of men pushing their diffioult
way through brake and thorn,

The jungle round the little ereek was
g0 thick that the most cautious hunter
could not have approached the water’s
edee without giving eome warning of his
coming.

There vwas ample warnine [or Buntor
and Gobongo, had either beon awake,

Loth of tnem were {ast aslecp, and the
rustling and swaying of the bushes and
branches told themn nothing.

Ludwir Irantz emerged from the

thickets at last, and stood in tho mud
of the bank, starine towards the boat.

In the midst of the savage:

His light-blue coyes glittered, and a
savage grin crossed his W{!pt‘.r}’ face as
he diseerned the two sprawling, sleeping
figures in the moored hoal.

“Achf he murmured, and he
chuckled softly.

Another n.nr.g: another rufhan emerged
from the brake, and stared, grinning, at
the boat.

5till Bunter and the Daganda snorced
on.
Krantz made his men a sign to be
silent. Even vet the boat might have
cluded him had the slespers awakened.
The current tugged at the boat, keep-
ing the painter tau$; & slash would have
parted it, and the boat would have shot
nway to the open lake. Krantz coer-
tainly would have fired into it, in that
casa; bub there would have been =
chance,

But the sleepors slept on as the slave-
hunters waded out through mud and
shallow water.

In the middle of the creek the water
was deep, snd rose to the necks of the
ruffians befora they reached the boat,
They had to swim to reech i, and one
of them stopped, holding the rifles of
ths rest above the water, whils three
swam out with Frantz. A stroke or two
and their grasp was on the gunwale of
tho hoat.

The boat rocked and swayed az Lud-
wig Krantz clambered mnto it. Bunter
snored on, but the Baganda was a
lighter sleeper than the Owl of Grey-
frincs, and T:is eyes opencd as he rolled
under the rocking of the hoat.

He sprang to his feot with a startled
vell at the sight of Krantz hall in end
the other savage faces erowding round.

For an instant ho stared, as if sur-
prised by the aight which, as he had
slept on ﬁiﬂ watch, he miﬁht reclly have
expected. But it was the way of the
black man to expect nothing till it
happened.

Then he leaped to his axe which lay
near at hand, grasped it, and with &
single sfash, cut through the painter,

Tnetantly the current tore the boot
away towards the lake.

A minute earlier the Bapganda boy's
prompt action might have saved the
situation. But it was too late now.

Ths boat swopt down to the lake, with
four pairs of hands grasping ihe gun
walse, four of the rufians sweeping along
with it. ,

Krantz, with an effort, hurled himself
into the boat, even as the ropo parted.
He rolled in, headlong, and the Baganda
turned on bim with gleaming axe flung
aloft to strike. Carcless and thoughtless
as he was, the Baganda was brave; and
Lo was well aware, too, of the fate that
awaitod him if the slave-hunter made
him a prisoner—a weary trek through
forest and jungle, to be sold as a slave

1"

there was & wild yell [rom the fat junior
a3 he awakoned. .

. Three more ruffians wero clambering
in, and the boat rockod gunwale under,
and shipped water, almost capsizing
under their weight.

Billy Dunter rolled over helplessly,
yelling; and Krants sturabled over hun
end fell. The Baganda lost his footing,
and clutched at the mast to save him-
self, the axe dn:rpging from his hand.

Krantz yelled hoarsely to his men.
Whila the boat rocked like a seesaw,
shipping water alternately to port and
statboard, the slave-hunters scrambled
at the Baganda like leopards.

A izmﬂpmg hand slid on his bare black
shouldar.

He leaped nway, and fAung himself
headlong into the water. The boat was
out of the creck now, drifting on the
lake. The nda vanished beneath
the surface of Lake Albert.

“ Ach! Shoot 1"  yelled Krantz
fl.l[‘i'ﬂﬂ'.ﬂfi+ .

But tho ruffians had left their rifles
with the man on the banlk:, and the boat
was already & hundred yards out

Krants dragged out an automatic
from a waterproof case, and glared with
savame eyes for a sight of the Baganda's
fuzzy head as he rose.

Crack, orack, erack ! rang m{f shots,
»g the dark head agﬁeamd above the
water at a considerable distance.

The head vanished again.

Whether the Baganda had been struck
and gone down, or whether he was
swimming under water, Krantz could
not tell, .

He watched savagely, but he. did not
see the dark head again. If Gobonge
had risen, he waa screcned by some mass
of the driftwood carried down into the
lake by the waters of the creek.

But the slave-trader was not disposed
to search on the lske for him. The
waters of Lake Albert were no safo
place for the man who was hunted far
and wide.

He was anxious to get ashore againg
at any moment native cances might have
appeared on the water, and any native
who had seen him would have carried
tha news to Butiaba.,

Ha snarled orders to his men, the oars
were put ouf, and the boat pulled back
into the ereck. ;

Billy Bunter was wide enough awake
now.

He sat and goggled with
through his big spectacles.

Lunler was not the fellow to make a
deaperate leap for life, az the Baganda
had done. Not that it wouid have
served him, for he would have gone
df:-wahli%:e 1 ;’E&n% : T

“Oh!Y pas unter. erikey 1"

I{rmtag::ﬂi-: no beed of him till the
boat bumped into the mud of the creck.

{Continued on néxt page.}

terror

in an unknown
land.

The axe barely
mmisacd  the  slave-
trader's head, as
Krantz twisted
desperately to elude
it. It struck the
flonr = planks with
such foree that the
edge was embedded
in thea wood.

The Baganda
wrenched it out, hat
Frantz wps on lis
feet, leaping back
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Then bho gestured to the faf junior to
pot azhore.

Bunter serambled cut of the boat.

At Krantz's order ono of the slavers
toock the axe and stove in the bottom of
the Loat. Then it was pushed into tho
centro of the creel, and drilted oub into
tho lake, slowly filling as it went.

Krantz watched it till, at a few
hundred yards trom the shore, it plunged
under the lake and sank.

Then ke turned his clinting cyes on
Lunter,

“Keomm '™ he snarled.

“Dh erikey !?

The stavelunters
through the jungle, the {at junior
sttunbling in their midst, Krantz fol-
lowed them with & grinning face.

His “bag™ was cowpleto now.
Frery member of the Greyiriars party
was o prismmr in his ands. Ono more
pight m camp in tho old crater, and
then the march into Central Africa !

Purzuit would follow. Tho search for
him wonld bLe long and hard. Capuain
MecCaniy and his askaris from  tho
Britich side, Belpian troops on tho
Congo side, would be hunting him; and
hundreds of natives, set on by the
rewards offcred by the millionaire for
his son. ]

Sooner or loter, ihe camp i tho
crater would bo discovered. But by that
time ho would bo far away. Deep n
the wilderness of the Congo ho could
laugh at pursuit. Ounce away into thoso
irackless depths, he could snap his
fingers at his enemies, as bo had
snapped thoem before many o Hime.

The slavetrader grinned as ho
tramped on with his men. Long and
weary was tho tramp through the denso
forest; but they reached the camp in
the crater at last, Buuter toltering and
groaning with fatigne. The fat jumor
was led to a wattled hut, and a blow
drove him in.

ile staggered inte the dusty interior
aud blinked at dim faces that sur-
rounded him there

“ 8o they got you ! suid the Dounder
savagely.

*1 sav,
Buniler,

“Yon fzt fool 1"

“Poast 1

And Billy Bonter slumped down. He
was worn out by the tramp through the
faorecst, aching in every fat limb. 1o
pillowed @ heavy head on o fab arnn,
and eloscd Lz eves.

'_"I"iiaai.’s that ! =zl Dob
grimly.

Snore !

Bunitcr was aslecp again!

tramped away

vou fellows——"  proaned

Cherry
THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Kikolobo on the Trail !

'O
Mountain, deign to leok upon
this Kikuyne, and puide ham
words aloud, in his own musieal tongue.
The tall, powerful Kikuyu, in the
ghiding on Lake Albert, in the red glow
of the sunseck,
bungalow, near Butiaba, to scarch for
the mmaster to whom he was devoted,
Thoe dark, handsome face of the
Kikuyn chief was worn and hagpard.

N'GAF, that scest all things
from the summit of the Great
in_the fcotsteps of Bwana-wangu !
Kikolobo, the Kilkuyw, muarmured the
striped monkey-skins that were the dress
of & warrior and a chief, sat in & canoe,
_Night was at hand—the third night
gince the Kikuyu had left Mr. Jarram's
Herbert Vernon-3mith, the Bounder of
Groyviriars.
Sleep had hardly closed his eyes for an
Tue daexer Lisrary,—No, 1,234,

hour, since Lis Bwana lad fallen inio
tlie hands of the slave-trader.

Alone in the conoe, the ikuyua had
erossed the lauke to scarch on the Congo
sitle for his vanished mwaster. After
leaving the Jarram bungalow, he had
stayed only to secure o canoo and
fighting-spears to replace those he had
lost i his fight with tho slave-trader.

His resolve was fizxed to foilow Ludwig
Krantz as far as he fled, cven if tho
chase led him to the mouth of the Great
River, whera the Congo rolled into un-
kiown seas, to sayve Bwana.wanga if he
could, and, at all events, to slay hiz
enemy. And in all tho land of Kenyva
and Uganda, there was no mors deter-
mined huntor, no tracker more koen,
than the brave Kikuyu,

But hizs task was a desperate one.
Long, long endless miles of trackless
forcet shut in the shores of the lake,
and except that Krantz had fled into
Belgian territory he knew nothing of
lkis movements.

Searching the shore in his eanoe, land-
ing here and there to hunt for sign,
questioning natives in the shore villages
when they were friendly—more than
onca barely escaping with his life when
t.hlil}' met him as an ¢nemy—the Kikuyu
had not rested by day or by night,

Many times on the lake ho had sighted
canoes, engaged on the samo quest—{or
tho unstinted rewards offered by the
roillionaire for nows of s son had sct
hundreds of Baganda on the quest. And
the nows of the seizure of the million-
aire's son, and of the riches offered for
his reseue, was spreadiog on the western
shore of the lake, setting swarms of
natives into motion,

If Krantz remained long near the
lake, tho deepest and cunningest hiding-

lace would not save him. The Kikuyu
eared that he bad already fled into the

dim interior.

But there were a hundred ways by
which he might have gone, and, without
Z clue to lus route, oven the keenost
tracker in Last Africa was powerless.
And zo far the Kikuyu had had no luch,
no sign of the slave-trader, no whisper
of news of him, had met his oyes or his
Qirs,

MNow the shadows of Usiku, the night,
waera rolling from the Lills of Kenva, the
gun ginking away bevond the vast forests
of the Conpo. And Kikaloho, as ho
sconued the shore, growmg dim to his
eves, felt somelhing like despair in his
faithiul heart, and ecalled on N'gai, tho
dweller on the spowy summit of Alouns
Kenwa, to give his atd.

"0 W'gail,” said the Kikayn, “thon
knowest well that T cast a sione in thy
ndmo on the shoro of this great wator,
and iz it nod known to all wizo men that
Lo who casts o stone by tho waler's edge
ghall have pood Fortune in ins erossing 7
And I do not ask for my life, O N'gai,
or to retnrn to the houses of my people
in the hills of Masalindi; bhot enly to
findd Bwana-wangu, who saved this
Hikuyu from the jaws of Simba, the
licn, and to save the brave and hand-
gome one from the evil 2Jzungu.”™

Splasht

As if in answer to the despairing
prayer of the Kikuyn, there came &
splash in the shadowing waters of the
lake.

Instantly tha Kikuyu's keen eycs
turmed in the dircetion of the sound.

A tree-trunk drifted on the lake, the
sport of the changing currents. Squatted
on the trunk was the figure of a black
mamn.

The Kikuyu’s cyes glistened.

Even at tha distance, and in the grow-
ing dimness, he recognised the black
Daganda whom he had seen at the
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Jarram bungalow. How he had como
there, and coma to he foating on a log
on the Belgian side of the lake, the
Kikuyu could not {inapgine: but thero
was & hopa in his heart that Gohongo
migit know something that would serve
him. Ho seized his long paddle, and it
flashed swiftly in his hands, and tho
canoo shot towards the drifting trunk.

Swiftly it slhimmed the waler, and
bumped on the floating log. The
Kikuyu's streng hand drew the Baganda
into the canoc.

G@bnmia squatted down in a pool of
water. Io was in a state of ahnost ex-
haustion, after floating for long hours
on tho water, clinging to the log, aching
under the glare of the sun.

“0 Kikuyn,' said the Baganda, "my
eyes goa voul! It was written that a
brave and handsome IKikuyu should save
ute from death in the deep watera.”

"0 Gobongo,” said Kikolobo, ™tell
mo if you know anything of my lord
whom my eyes no longer see™

“Of that white lord I know nothing,"
said Gobongo; “but of the other white
lords, I know what will grieve my
master when 1 relate it to him.”

“Speak, O DBagandal!” said the
Kikuyu.

And in the long-winded native tongue,
Gobongo told the Kikuyu of the school-
huyal’tﬁxpedit-ie}n across the lake, and s
ésult,

Although the DBaganda had seen
nothing of Harry Wharton & Co. since
they had left him in Lthe boat with
Bunter, it was hardly to bhe doubted
that they had fallen into tho hands of
tha slave-hunters. Cobonpo was sure
of 1f, and the Kikuyu had no doubt,
when he had learned what the Baganda
had to tell him.

Kikolobo's derk eyes were gleaming,
and there was a satisfied expression on
his face. Gobonge knew nothing of
Vernon-Bmith: but he had seen Tudwig
Krantz, and whers tha slave-trader was,
hiz prizoner could not be far away.

Kikoloho had learned more than he
hat dared hope to learn., The slave-
trader was still on the ghores of Lake
Albert, and Gobongo eould goide him
to the ereck where sign could be picked

up.

Tho Kikuva breathed biard 0ud deep.

Once ho lid picked up the track of
Lundwig ICrantez, he was prepared to trust
to the sharpnesa of Lis fishting-speara
fnr the rest. The slave-huuters would
not trap the wary ikaya in the forest,
as Lhey had trapped the schoollboys,

0 Cobongo,”” said the Kikoyu, when
the black had finished his tale, * for you
this was a fortunaic mecting, sineo I,
Iikelobio, have saved vou from sinking
into the arms of the ghosts of the lake,
But for me it was st1]l more forfunate,
far now 1t 15 in my thonghia that I shall
find DBwann.wangu, ond slay- tho evil
Mzungu with my spear. And know, O
Gobonpo, that I was cortdin of this, for
hefore 1 enteved thiz canoe T east a
stone on the shore in the name of Mgai,
who dwells on the Great Mountain, And
it is known in all countrics that he who
casts a stone by the water, in the nomo
of M'rai. shall have rood fortune in his
erossing.!

“You speak trath, O Kikuww,” said
Gobongo. " What you szay 15 indeed
well known, though there are dogs and
jackals such as tha Arabz of the Bahr-
el-Ghazal, whe do net Lelieve this™

The Kikuyu's paddle was flashing, un-
resting, while they worn speaking, A
word or two from Gobongo gave
Kikolobo his bearings, and as the dark-
ness descended on the lake the eanoe
swept through the water, heading for
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the cresk where the QGreyfriars juniors
had landed. o !

Light wns long gone when the canoe
glided into the murmuring creek. Stars
glimmered on the wide lake, but under
the branoches that over-arched the oreck
afl was dark.

The Kikuyu's searching eves scanned
the black shadows of the shore, and his
keen eara listened,

Nocturnal sounds came from the
forest—the rustling of oreeping beasts,
the distant echoing roar of a lion, tho
laughing howl of a hyens. But there
was no sound or sign of human focs;
and, indeed, the Kikuyu had no doubt
that the slave-hunters were long since
gone from the spot.

The tall Eikuyu stopped from the
cance.

“ 0 Gobongo,” be said, in a low voice,
“even my eyes, which are kecener than
those of any other hunter in all the land
of Kenya and Uganda, sce little in tha
deep forest when Usiku, the night, has
cast his cloak over the land. Yet I will
geek the track of these dogs, and if I
do not find it in the dark I will find it
in the dawn, Do you, O Gobongo, re-
turn to Dutiaba in the canoce, and seek
the Bwana McCann, and tell him all
things that yvou know,**

“It shall be as you say. O Kikuyu!”
said the Baganda.

The canoe slid away into the darkness
of the lake. =

Tho tull Kikuyu stood silent on the
ghore, wrapped in gloom. The splash
of the paddle died away.

the

Liikoloboa turned &and entored
iqmﬁt, and the blackness pgwallowed
im.

The grasp of the powerlul
Vernon-8Smith, and the B

13

ftan clesed on
nder struggled

fercely, while his chums looked on, powerless

THE NINTH GCHAPTER.

Hard Luck ]

i BAY, you fellows!”
I Mo answer.
“I say | I'm hungry!”
_ Billy Bunter's voice was almost
a wail. It was charged with pathos.
Mever had Bunter, in all his fat career,
felt s0 awfully sorry for himself.
sorry for himself was he fesling that he
h?d no time to feel sorry for anyone
clze.
“1 zay, I'm thirsty 1"
It was another pathetic wail.

Bunter was not in possession of &
monopoly of the hunper and thirst in
tho stuffy, wattled hut. The other
follows were hungry, and they wero
athirst; and they were aching and zorae
from fighting in the forcat, which Bunter
certainly was not,

But the Famous Five did not gronse.
Girousing, as Tob said, would not cateh
them any fish.

Neither did the Bounder grouse, He
scowled in savage rage, hizs eves burn-
ing, his teeth set. But grousinz was not
in his line,

Grousing was left to Dunter. But
Williamm Georpe Bunter was ready to
hand out all that was wanted, and a
littlo over, and then somel

“It's hot!” groaped Bantor.

It was not only hot, but stifling in
the crowded hut. Night in the camp
iz the crater seemed l]’m]u cooler than
day, and the prisoners in hut
panted and perspired.

Neither food nor water had been
given thermt so far, The only reliof
they had wns that the bonds had heen
taken off thoeir limba,

They were free o move within the

tho

to ald [

narrow confines of the hut that was
their prison.

Outside tho doorway, a scowling Arab
sat on the ground with a rhinoceros
h]"ilehwmph“ hand.

'hat whip had fallen heavily on
Bob Cherry when he ventured to put
L:;sm head out, merely to look over the

After which ths juniors remained
wikhin the hut, : i

There was no chance of getting out,
Escape was in their thoughts n?l the
time, but if a chance was to comse, it
had not come yet.

Even the savage and desperate
Bounder realised that. Smithy was
aching and sore, covered with blue
bruises from tho beating Yussuf had
given him, and he moved stiflly and
painfully. Tn such merecileas hands it
was not wise 1o provoke brutality; thoe
slave-hunters were nas ready with &
blow as a word, and their blows were
havd and heavy. As they were uased
to dealing with the hapless ncgroes
whom they kidnapped and sold, so they
dealt with the white prizonora

“I'm hungry! I'm thirsty ! I'm hot!
I'm tired! I can't sloep!™ m8aned
Bunter. It waa quite a catalogue.

Tho Dounder I:rtclﬁ his savapo silence,

“Hungry 7" he asked. “Shall I ning
for & six-course dinner? What sbout
turtle soup to begin with? What do yon
faney in the way of hors d'ceavrosi™

“Oh, really, Smithy—"

“Thivsty 7" went on the Bounder in

the same sardonic vein. “8hall I call
Krantz?  Prabalil ha 18 keeping
champegnre on iee lor you !

“ Beast I

“If you find it hot, I'mn sure the man
outside would come in and fnn you if
yvott asked him. DPut your head out
pnel ask ™

“Yahi"

“And, if wvou're tired nnd sleepy,
what about a bed of down, and a

(Continued on page 16.)
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Just

punkah to sootho to sleep?
say what you'd likﬁﬂ .
Groan from Bunter,
“Cheerio, old fat man,” said BReb
Cherry. “Can’t be helped, vou know.
And we're all hungry and thirsty and

bot and tired I¥

“Frightfully I" grunted Johnny Dull.

“It's ke you fellows to be thinking
about yﬂursgfvaﬂ." asald Bunter bitterby.
“ After getting me into this | Selfishneza
all round! 1 dear ™

“You fat idiot!” growled Johnny
Bull. “If you'd kept your silly eyes
open in the boat Krantz would never
have got you. We left you safs
¢nough I

“That !az‘:{' brute Gobongo went {o
sleep instead of keepiog watch,” said
Bunter. I kicked him, and he glared
at me like & canmibal. If he’d kept
watch—"*

B"IFth didn’t you?!" spapped Johnny
ull.

“I may have closed my eyes for a
minute. It was all you fellows' fault;
¥ou jolly well know I thought it was
e picnic on the lake when we started,
?rui wuuhﬁ;; have mtnum,h 1 m:‘. you
ellows, what's goin appen to us
nc::rﬂ?;’ gmmedsﬂunﬂt.ar.

» we'll away somehow,” said
Harry. "Wﬂﬁ; got friends hunting
for us, too! This won’t knst{”

"Gammon I” growled the Bounder,
“We might have had & chance if that
fat fool had kept his eyes open mnd
taken the news back to my pater whero
to look for Krantz. Now we'ra for it!
If you want to know what's going to
happon, Bunter, we're going to be
marched inlo the interior, where thera
1sn't & whiteé man for three hundred
miles, and sold es elaves to some black
chicf. Krantz will get & lot of ivory
for cach of us, and make & profit on
the businezs—if that’s any comfort to
you. And as you're too fat end lazy
te be of much use as & slave, it’s likely
a3z mnot that you'll be cooked and
eaten M

e Uw IH‘

“2hut up, Smithv, old man” said
Wharton quictly.

“1 say, you fcllows, you got me into
thia a you've got to get me out!”
groaned Buntor. * Oh dear! If a fellow
had something to ent!”

“Hallo, hallo, halle,
gomebody [V

A squat Arab, with a villainous face,
appearcd in the doorway. He ecarried
a wooden bowl containing food of somao
sort in one hand, and & tall woodon
pitcher of water in the other.

He peered into the dim interior of
e hut with black, glinting eyes

“Unbelieving dogs, e¢at and drini: ™
ho =aid.

He placed the bowl and the piicher
on the pround and disappeared.
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here ecomes

“Oh, good!” gasped Bunter., "They
ein’t going to starve us, afier all!”
__“"We shouldn't fetch much in ivery
if they did!” snid the Bounder.
“Krantz doasn’t want us to dis on his
handa. dare say we're worth half
a dozen tusks to bim [”

Bunter blinked into the bowl.

“QOh erikey! Yo they call that
food?” he grunted.

“Ring for roast beef!” suggested
the Bounder.

“* Beagt 1M

The racss in the dish was far from
appetising, Thers was a sticky gruel
made from millet, with pieces of hard
dhurta bread and fragments of gristly
meat floating in if. Krantz intended
to  keep his prisoners alive, but
eﬁtdemlg he did not mean to feed them
on the fat of the land. Only one large
wooden spoon was provided by way of
utensils. The water in the pitcher
was lukewarm and tasted brackish, But
beggars could not be choosers, and such
as the fare was, 1t was welcome.

Bunter teok the first pull at the
pitcher, He purgled water down his
thirsty neck greedily. A third part of
the supply had wanished by the time
hi stopped to take breath. Probably
the rest would have followad had not
the Bounder savagely jerked the
pitcher from hiz fat hands.

What was left wes shared equally
by six parched fellows. Meanwhile,
Bunter pot on with the food.

Ilo took possession of the spoon and
ladled in tho unsavonry mess. Fingers
had to serve the othor fellows, They
fished out lumps of bread and meat,
and ate,

Unsavoury as it was, it did them
good. They were feeling better after
eating and drmkmtg, and dizposed to
take a more hopeiul view of things
Bunter, at last, was able to curl up on
the floor and po to slecp.

It was ]mfz hefore the other fellows
could follaw his example. But one by
one they dropped off at last, as the
night grew alder—stretched on  the
hare earth, their heads pillowed on

their armas,

Eleegafq: o timo dendened discomfort
and banished bitter thoughte. And
they slept till the crack of & whip and
the sting of a lash ewakened them in
the sunriza.

THE TENTH CHAFTER.
On the March !
EERLT in the bright sunrise the

camp of the slave-traders was

astir. The juniors wore allowed

to leave the hut and to <at a
meagre  breakfast—washed down by
water—in the opon sir, They could
see that the slave-hunters were prepar-
ing to break camp; Krantz was
lingering no longer in & segion that
was growing more dangerous for him
with every passing hour. More of
the gang lad come in from other
quarters; there was more than =
dozen of the desperate-looking ruffians
in the epmp now.

Taudwig EKrantz  had  stecceded,
bevond  his  hopes, in  peliing  the
jeniors info hia hands, but in doing =0
1wy was well aware that he had zaised
i storm that might overwielm him
uniess he was swilt and wary., Stealing
nogroes  from  the villages oand  the
plantatiors  had eaused the Ugands
Lovernment to set Captain MeCann
and the naskaria on his track, loag
sinee. Bat the stealing of the white
sehoolhoys was sure to give 4 new
zost to Lho pursnit of the cuteast.
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There was no doubt that Eranbe's
spies had informed him of what was
going on on the other side of the lake.
owarms of natives all round Lako
Albert had been set in motion, eager
o earn, what would have been to them,
incaleuiable riches, offered by the
millionaire for the rescue of his son.
Krantz's latest desperate exploit nad
ratsed up hundreds, if not ousands,
of enemies against him.

He was well aware that he had
elrendy lingered too long for safety,
cunningly hidden as his retreat was 1n
tha old crater.

. He was anxious to be gone, and the
Juniors could see signa of haste end
stress emong their captors.

Under rantz's  directions, the
pristriers were secured together in o

string ” by a long rope that was
knotted to each in turn round the waist,
leaving their limbs free.

They were to be marched off liko a
string of black slaves, end it was
made quite clear to them that they
had no better treatment to expect than
the Llackest of the black inga.bitanta
of the Dark Continent.

A heavy package was placed on the
back of each, for it was not the way of
the slave-hunters to carry their own
baggape when they had ﬂlj;w&ﬂ to bear
the burden,

When tha march began only one man
was left behind at the camp—the sgunt
Arab with the villainous face whom the
juniors heard Krantz address nps
hustapha.

Even before they started Mustapha
was busy dismantling the wattled huts,
and clearing up the rubbish about the
camp, which he threw over the edge of
!t;h;z platean intc the crater-pool far

elow.

It was clear that Krantz waas not only
breaking camp, but that he was aban-
doning the place for good.

The vicinity of the British border had
been made too hot for him, and it was
the slave-trader’'s intention to keep at a
safe distance from it in the future,
confining his nefarious activities to the
wilds of the Congo and the Sahara.

The ecamp in the crater wae ta be
blotted out of existence, leaving no sign
that the slave-hunters had been there,
to furnish no possible clue to pursuit.

The juniors saw Krantz in earnest
talk with tho squat Arab before they
started. They did not understand a
word of the mongrel Arabic spoken in
the gang; but they drew their own
conclusions.

They could seo that Krantz was un-
eazy, and that he suspected thet soonor
or later the keen search for the missing
Eritish boys would reach the old crater,
Not a stgn was {o be left of the camp
and they guessed, teo, that '.Ilriustn.'phf}
was to romain near the lake and spy
on tho eearchers, and carry information
later to has leader. )

Leaving the squat Afab alone in the
deserted ™ catnp,  the  slave-hunters
tramped up the winding path to tho rim
of tho old crater.

Krantz and several others marched
alicad, then followed the string of
slaves, mrrging most of tho bagpage,
and watched by e ruffian with a whip
of rhinoccros-hide in his hand, and the
rost of the pang brought up the rear,

If the juniors had lwoped thaot there
would be a chance of hreaking away on
the march, they had to zive up that
hope, for the time at least

There waz nothing for it but to ep-
Jure; and they endured with as much
philozophy a3 they could.

The hour was still carly when they
passed over the lava-crusted rim of the
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erater, and dezcended the ouler slope of
tho ancient volcano.

The forests swallowed them.

By a harrow gamc-path, trodden by
il feet of wild animals, they threeded
throwgh the vast silent forest. They did
not catch o glimpse of the lake, and 1t
was clear thet their backs were turncd
to Lake Albert and the Dritish territory.

That Krantz was in fear of pursuit,
and even of being intercopted on the
march, was very plain. Every man in
tho pang was as watehful as a cat, and
when eno of the juniovs, mopping the

rspiration from his face, dropped his

andlorehief, a wvolley of curses In
Arabic, and a savage blow from tha
rlinoceros-hide whip, warned him to
be more c¢oreful, and the handker-
1'..;‘lei~:~t[1 was pieked up and taken by an

Falk

That incident showed how much
Krantz feared to leave o elug to the
pursucrs; and it alse put into the minds
of tho juniors the idea of leaving a clue,
if they could. But in the present state
of vigilance in the gang thers was no
chanco of that. ;

Anxiety on the part of their captors
meant hope for the prisoners. Whether
Krantz feared MeCann and his askans,
or soldiers of the Congo State, or natives
hunting for a reward, they did not
know. But they knew that he feared,
and his fears were encouraging to the
hapless slaves tramping aleng under
their heavy burdens.

ITour alter hour passed on the weary
march, g .

Tha sun, as ik rose higher and higher,
was hardly glimpsed through the thick
canopy of [gli:lgﬂ above; bub its burn-
ing heat was severely felt,

Many times wild, savage eyes of
animajs stared at them from the
thickets as they passed. Once a lion
glared from tho bosh, and roaved with
a sound like thunder, but shulked away
into the forest agoain.

I wns npearly noon when suddenly,
from Krantz at the head of the column,
camo the sharp erack of 2 rifle.

From the bush o black fipura in a
loin-cloth leaped, spinning over and
craching to tho ground.

Tho juniors turned their faces away
from the body as they tramped on
past it. : _

Whether it was somo native hunting
far the lost son of tho milliononire, or
some hapless hunter who bad atrayed
the slave-hunters’ “a{f Krants could
ot have known. DBut be was taking no
chances, and a black man's hile was
nothing to the ruffian.

They were not fifty yards from the
fallen man when they heard the snarling
and howling of jackals pathering Trom
thc]junglc—iur what they know ouly too
well,

Shuddering, the juniors tramped on.

‘The incident meant nothing to the
glave-hunters, ezeept that it had added
to their alarm, Instead of halting in
tho heat of noon, they kept on the
march, and weary mile after mile
dragged under the tramping feet.

The schoolboys were almost sinking
with fatizue, and the bapless Owl tot-
tered on, like a fellow in a hideous
dreao.

It was not till even the hardy ruffians
wera tired that they halted, and then
the rest was brief. After eno hour
Krantz pave the signal to march again,
and weary, savage, and corsing, the
slave-hunters resumed their way, and
the schoolboys stumbled on with them.

B iunﬁlﬂﬂ paths and forest tracks
wading shallow streams, weary milo
after mile they went on, till at last the
terrible day drow to a close, and aching
linhs werg allowed to sink to the earth.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Pursuer !

[IE blazing sun that tortured the
E schoolboy slaves, many o long
and weary mile away in the
depths of the Congo [orests,
burned down on the comp in the crater,
on the hot lava rocks, and on a tall
ipure in striped monkey-sking, with
rhinoceros-hide shield and three fight-
ing-spears, that stood on the crater rim.
Kikolobo, the Kikuyw, had reached
the slopes of the extinet velcane buried
in the forest.

Tha darkness of night had bafficd
ceven ihe cagle-oyed Eikuyu; but with
timrlfirst gleam of dawn he was on the
trail.

From tho creek he had ecasily found
tho track of theo juniors, as =gon as
there was light, to the spob where they
had fallen into the hands of the slave-
hunters.

There ho found, also, two sheletons
picked e¢lean by the faekala; but the
bones woere thoso of full-prown men, and
ho knew that two of the slave-hhmiers
must have fallen in the fight that had
cvidently taken placo.

Sign in plenty was picked up on this
spot by the keen eyes of the hunter of
Kenya. As clearly as il ho had seen the
events with hiz own eves, the Kikuyn
kopew that the chums o Gm:,lrl'rmrﬁ had
been taken prisoners by the outcast
gang, who had afterwards gone down to
the creck and sccured the Small Fat
One.

But from that s the “spoor ¥ was
more difficult to follow. I{rantz and his
men had picked tracks left by beasts of
the forest where they could; and they
were tao cunning to leave sign if they
could help it.
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Iut thoe keenost eyes in Fast Adrica
wers watching For sign; and step by
step the Kikuyu picked up the track,
and step by step follow it, till at
length he reached the old dead volcano.

Long hours had passed on tho trail,
and 1t was past neon when Kikelobo
stood on the erater-rim, and looked
down into the hollow, at the bottom of
which the deep poal reflected back che
sun.

The Kikuva breathed hard and deep.

He had tracked tho slave-hunters to
their lair, he knew that. Bub whether
they wero still in their lair was another
guestion, to which he had to (nd the
Lnswer.

If Krantz was there, DBwana-
wangu was there, and though Kiko-
lohe felt a real concern for the other
white lords, it was the Bounder of
whom he was specially in quest,

The Kikuyu, armed only with spears,
was prepared to enter into desperate
conflict with a numerous gang of
desperadocs, armed to the tecth with
white mon's wei:.{r_suns.

But on the Kikuyu's side were tho
stealthy cwnning and caution of fhe
savapge trained to bush-fighting, Drave
az a o, watchful as a leopard, pationd
as a crocodila waiting for his prey. The
Kikoyn was far from regarding such a
conflict as a desperate one.

He looked down into the crater, and
watehed and listened. Then he trod
down tho winding path, spear in hand,

SBlowly, silently, cautiously he tred,
watching every furn of the path before
ho guitted cover. Ilad he met an enemy
on the path it was pot Kikolobo who
wonld have becn taken by surpuise.

But thero was no enemy on the patii:
and at length, deep down in the old
crater, he eame in sight of the camp.

(Continucd on nexi poge.)

GREYFRIARS HEROES.

No. 4.

This week our Greyfriars Rhyme-
ster supplies a snappy poem
revealing the hero worshipped by
Tom Brown—undoubtedly a gal-
lant gentleman like Tom himself.

HERE'S qust oung wan in hisiory
Weth whom Lowm Drown is polly,
And, since il is no mystery,
We'll tell his name—it’s llaleigh.
Thiz handsome, dashing courtiér
Wus zecl a fearless scrapper,
That nothing cowld be wanwghiicr
Than kneeking off fis napper,

IIisx Ute was so adveniurcus
hat, if we told it fully,

The Eilditor wowtd cénsure e
And elip ou ear—the Gullpf
Yon see, to write thal story, all
This paper we'd be wsing;

Phere’d be nmo Ediforial
Gr Greyfriars yarn amusing.

He Lived in days of chivalry,
When Good Queen Bess wuas ruler;
Aned there was mighty ricalry
Among the knights to fool her
Iy standing round and fluttcring
The Queen with words untruthful}
(When titles she was seallering,
Phis came in very wuseful)

But in the game of fapouriics
Ol Feleigh took the biscwid )
Quotn he i I can save her, '8
A cert for me=I'Il rizk 0t }”
When rain came down o soak the way
Where Qood Queen Hess was stalking,
He threw an ancient clook atey
And Bessfe " kept on walking.”

White Bezs Lived, Raleigh had gread
POWET
Iut Jomes the First he dreaded,
And rightly, too, for in the Tawer
Paor Raleigh was beheaded.
Ol Browney most admires Sir Walter's
Fullontry; buti Skianer
Thinks him gpreat because he brought
ua
‘Racey frem * Firgina.”
il 2 (He would !
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Hidden &y foliage, the Kikuyu
halted many minutea, while hoe watched
the camp on the high bank above the
erater-pool,

It did not take him long to ascertain
that the camp was deserted. On the
edge of the platesu, where it dropped
sheer to the crator-pool, stood a single
figure, of a squat Arab. He was fling-
ing on armiul of rubbish into the water
below,

A grim smile glided the
Kikuyu's face.

The slave-hunters were gone-—pro-
bably long gone; most likely at dawn.
They had left one man behind to wipe
aut all traces of their stay; to eajoin
them later, no doubt to carry news after
spying on the pursuit. It was clear to
the keen mind of the hunter.

Ho could seo where the wattled huts
had stood—heaps of clutter still re-
mained that Mustapha had nob yet
thrown over the edge of the bank.

Head the Kikuyu arrived a few hours
later ho would have found the cemp
wiped out of existence and the last re-
maining ruffian gone,

It was in the thoughts of the Xikuyn,
for & moment, to creep back silently the
way he had come, leaving Mustaphe at
his work; to lose not a mowment in pick-
ing up sign of the retreating slave-
huntera.

But he dizmissed that thought,

The squat Arab was left behind as &
spy, he had no doubt, .Eﬂl‘,l with many

ies in front of him, the Kikuyu

ovear

enemios in
was not the man to leave an enomy also
in the rear.

And this wrefch was one of those whe
had laid hands on Dwana-wangu, fo
drag him away into slavery.

Tho Kikuyu's dark eyes gleamed at
the Arab.

Men of his tribe had been stolen.
more than once, by Krantz and hia
gang, and hed vanished into the track-
less interior of the Continent. It was
not the Kikuyu's way to spare a
treacherous foe.

He left his cover on the path, and
crept on to the platean: but he crept
without a sound, and without roveal-
ing himself. A rock here, o bush there,
or & tree, hid the cautious hunter as ho
gtall:ed his proy.

Ho neoded all his oaution, for the
squat Arab was on his gnard, Busy as
ha was, carrying ount his master’s in-
rtructions, Mustapha kept his glinting
black oyes well about him, and there
wod o rifle at hia back, and pistols in
hiz girdle. If he enught sight of tho
Kikuyu, beyond the distance of a spear-
gaght, it was likely to go hard with
Kikolohao,

A faint splash came from far below,
az another armful of rubbigh went down
into the crater-pool. Mustapha turncd
back from the precipice and crossed to
the diamantled hutzs again, and as ho
moved, lus shifty eyes roved to and fro
like a wild animal's, and his cars were
on tho alert.

Few wonld havoe succcaded in taking
the watchful rascal by surprise; but
}{ikn!nbu of the Kikuyu was ons of the
aw,

Creeping, crawling, from troe to rock.
from rock to bush. the Kikuyv reached
the fragments of the waltled huts, ancd
crouched  behind s cluttered  heap.
Mustapha eame towards him, unsee-
ing, unknowing,

Not till he was within six paces of the
Kikuyu did Kikolobo leap into view,
euddenty, spear in hand.

The Arab made a backward spring,
with a sharp, startled ery,

He had no time to unsling hiz rifle.
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With both hands he cluiched pistols
from his girdle.

The spring of Simba on his prey was
not so swift as the spring of the Kikuyu,

The Hashing spear, with ita broad,
long blade keen-edged on both szides a=z
a razor, was at the Arab's breast beforo
the pistols had fairly left his girdle.

One terrible thrust, and the point of
the spear deipped red from the Arab’s
back.

0 my enemy, my eyes zee you ! said

Kikolobo. ?
_ But Mustaplia did not speak, Pistols
in hand, the sguat Arab sank down at
the feet of the Kikuyu, decad before he
touched the earth.

With o calm, grave face, the Eikuyu
withdrew the spear from the body of
the slave-hunter, and wiped the broad
blade on the Arab’s burnous.

“@Give mo good words in the land of
the ghosts, O my enemy ¥ snid Kikolobo
gravely.

And he turned from the Arab and
gave him no further glance,

Only for a few minutes more did
Kikolobe linger in the deserted camp.
Then he faced the winding path up the
erater-side again, and tramped up to
the lava-crusted rim.

Down the outer slope he went slowly,
watchiolly. It was not an enemy for
whom he watched; he knew that Krankz
must be far away. It was for sign of
Lthe retreating slave-hunters that he
seanned the earth, the bushes, the trees.
Litilo enough sign had been left, and
perhaps even Captain MeCann, the
man-tracker of Uganda, might have
failed to pick up the trail.  Buat the
Kikuyn did not fail.

And as he went, slow but sure on the
track of the wretches retreating to the
Congo, Kikolobo left ample sign behind
Itim, for any who might follaw. For
the Bwana MceCann would soomer or
later be on the scene, aa he had no
doubt, and it was his object to leave the
track well-marked for the man-tracker
if he came with his askaris.

By jungle and forest and swompy
stream he followed, tireless in the buen-
II:Irjg: heat, while the long hot hours woro

¥.

Somewhors ashead of him, far shead
of him in the vast wilderness, was Lud-
wipg Krantz, the “evil Mzungu,” and
with the evil man was the Bwana he
sought., The EKikuvu's fect were not
likely to lag on the trail.

And when the sun dipped beyond the
far Congo forests, the Kikuyu was still
on the trail, wearied but unslacking,
fieree, cautious, implacable, as the hunt-
ing leopard,

T e B L

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
The Camp in the Forest,

ILLY RBUNTER groaned.
B Groaning scemed to  relieve

fiim o little.

. other  fellows saw no
apeeial use in groaning, and they were
silent.

Aching, almost dizzy with  fatigue,
they zat by the muango-trees, in the
camp of the slave huntees,

Darkness had fallen on the wild Congo
conniry.

Long, long weary miles lav between
them and Lake Albert; how many miles
they did not know, but many. All day
lang the weary iramp had gone on, till
at sunset they fcll rather than zat down
to rosh

Food and drink, little enough of each,
wore given o the prizoners; bui they
carcd Tittle,  Lven Billy Junter gave
liitle thought to provender now, The

liz

THE MAGNET
grinding ache in hiz fat limbs filled his
throughts,

He leaned on & mango trunk and
groancd. .

The Famous Five and the Bounder
lny on the ground, all their desires, at
that momenf, summed up in the one
word “rest.” They were strong and
hardy, but the day's march had worn
them down.

Even the slave-huntoers, acenstomoed {o
long treks in the forest, were fatigued;
even Krantz's iron frame showed traces
of it. The ruffians sat and lay about,
after they had caten and drunk, in list-
less attitudes,

But Ludwig rantz, if the juniors
had observed him, was easier in his
mind now. The long distance he had
placed between himself and the lake
spelled safety, at least in hia belief,

The slave-hunters had camped by a
forest stream, under tho shadow of
great frees. Krantz sat leaning against
a tree, smoking one cheroot after
another. No watch-fires wero lightoed,
and the cooking-fire had been stamped
out when done with, Safe as ho now
deemed himself, Krantz was not taking
unnecessary chonees.  He did not bo-
lieve that even McCann, the man-
tracker, conld have picked up his trail
from the lake, even if he had known
where to look for it. Of Kikelobo's
movements he knew nothing, and he
had no reason to suspect that the
Kikuyu had found his trail and followed
1t. But caution was second nature to
the wrefch whose life was one long
peril. Not a gleam of light shone from
the camp between the mangoes and the
strearm.

The Arabs, rolled in their long cloaks,
slept on the earth. They lny in a circle
round the prisoners, and as an addi-
tional precaution against an attempt at
escape, the juniors’ hands had been tied
behind them.

Lzeape, however, wos hardly in the
schoolboys' thoughts now. They were
go weary that they could not have fled,
hod the way been open.

Bunter groaned.

At Greyirinrs the fat junior was
rather distinguished Ly his powers as a
Rip Van Winkle. Remove follows de-
clarod that Bunter would have slept the
oclock round had he been allowed., But
Bunter could not sleep now. He ached
too much.

Instead of slecping, he groaned.

“For goodness' sake shut up,
Bunter " =aid the Bounder at last.
“What's the pood of kickin’ up a row?”

Groan!

“HKeep a stiff upper lip, old fat
man " murmured Bob Cherry,

(froan !
 “The stiff-fulness of the absurd upper
lip is the proper caper, my fat idiotie
Bunter,” said Hurreo Jamset Ram
Singh.  “The groanfulness is noither
grateful nor comforting to our ridicu-
fous cars.”

Groant
- Krantz glanced
Junliors.

“Silence ! he rapped out.

The Dounder's eyves burned at him, It
was bitter 1o take orders from the
rufian, Bunter quavered into silence.
Evon groaning was denied him as a
solace, and he closed his eyes and tried
to sleep.

Darkness thickened on the forest,

Lusiling in the bush, distant howling
and whining, fold that the beasts of the
jungle were abroad in the night.

A hyena stalked from ile bush and
glarcd at the eamp with eves like groen
fire in the gloom. One of the Arabs
lifted a rifle, but n snarl from Krantz

the

over towards
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Unsavoury as the food was, Harry Wharton & Co. had to eat it. Billy Bunter took possession of the spoon, and ladled
the unappetising uess ipto his capacious mouth, while fingers had to serve the other fellows.

nade him lower it again, unused. A
hot would have echoed far in the silent
arest, end there was no telling what
~ might have heard.

Sunter slept at last, and his snores
anbled in the silence. The Arzbs
pt, only Krantz remaiming wakefol,
ting on & log, eyes and ears on the
vrt. 'I'he weary juniors dropped off to

vep, but their slumber wasz fitful.
wehing fatigue and the discomfort of
heir bonds made peaceful gleep impos-
silale.

The last thing that Harry Wharton's
wes noted ero they closed was the
slowing red tip of Krantz’s cheroot.
1ut when uneasy slumber deserted him,
and his eyes opencd sgoin, all was
darknesa.

Krantz had lain down to sleep with
‘he rest,

Darkness and silence hung over the
Lump.

Nimly, in the gloom, Wharton made
ui. the figures of his comrades and tho
-senmbent forma of the siavers strerched
-annd, zome of them near enough to be
-emched,

o shifted a litile te ease his hound
anncds ns well as ho muld, and 133"
calkeful

vl the slave-huniers wers asleep,
tnuzh certainly the ware rufhans would
wva awakened guickly ensugh had the

miors  attempted te steal past them

-l et oub nil the camp.

‘hey wero runming no risk with the
wsoners.  Bnt Wharton wendercd that
rhev kept no watch. Lions and leopards
ahounded in the forest, and the country
was inhabited by eavaze tribes, un-
subpelued, or only half subducd, by the
Belgian  Conpo  Government An
uttack on the camp by scme horde of
Congo savages was by no means unlikely,

Doubtlezss tho ruffieana counied on

waking at the sousd of any approach
of enemies. 'There was little discipline
in such a gang, and thcy wore accus-
tomed to toking chances.

And, in fact, as Wharton's sleepless
eves watched, there was rustling in thoe
bush c¢lose at hand, and ono of the
slumbering ruffians opened his eyes and
lifted his head, muttering in Arabic.

The animal, whatever 1t was, rustled
away agsin, and the disturbed inan laid
his head on his arm and slept once
maro.

Wharton, slumped on the earth, his
head and shoulders resting against a
mango trunk, remained awale.

e was thinking—wondering what
chatweo the prisoners had of being saved
from the terrible fate with which they
wero threatenedd.

Alr. Yernon-Smith would move heaven
and carth to save his son. Captain
MeCanp would bo keen on the track of
i man he had long hunted.  Bul this
swift flight into the mterior was likely
o baffle all their efTorts, ws Wharton
conld not lielp realising.

He thouzht of Kikoloho,
e faithio]l Kikuyu? Unvesting in his
soarch  for  DPwana-wangu. Wharton
was certain of that, It was borno in
on the junior’s mind that the only roal
hope of the prisoners was in Kicky,
and that hope was at bess nebulous,

Anather rustling in Lhe bushl Thia
tirme it did not die away., Wharton's
eves turnod in the dircetion of the
ot

A thirill can through Lin Az he eaught
the glare of fiery evebaliz.  Dhimly,
torribly, the great head of an Alriman
linn, with lbristling mane, was thrust
ont of the bush, glarine at tho sleaping
caImnm.

Whartan's heart thumped.

The lion was within a fow vards, and

Where was

is hands were bound. It seemed to
himy that he was locking into the cyes
of the Herce beast; that their glances
met. He lay, frozen.

There was a sudden stirring among
the slave-hunters. BSome sixth sense,
born of their wild life of constant con-
flict and danger, warn them and
cwakened thom.

Wharton saw the dark figurcs starting
np between him and the glaring lion.
Krantz was on his [eet, snachng.

Unwilling as the slave-trader waa to
use firearma in & dangerous couniry
where he desived his march to remain
- seerct, there was no choice for him
DoOwW.

The lion, crouching in the rustling
bush, was about to spring, and tho
ruffians had to fire, and to lire quickly.
A few moments more and one at leask
of tho savope crow *.'I.'m:l]c]‘hn.'ﬁf-ﬂ been
pinned down under the leaping beast,

Bang, bang, bang, bangl

The sudden roar of firing awoke =&
thousand echoes. booming away for
miles through the silent forest,

Tt was followed by a fearful roar {rom
the hon, sounding hike thunder.

Bang, bang, bang 1

Six or seven bullets tors through the
ereat cnresss, and the lion roared sod
howled and backed into the bushes.

Hoaring modly, ha could be heard
clawing bushes and trees in his foery
Tt the rain of hot lead had driven
him from the camp. A dozen more
bullets tore after bim na he went, and
the rostling ond roaring and elawing
died away at last, )

Wrantz muttered curses in mingled
Cerman and Arobie. When the sound
of the retreating lion had died away,
the Arabs lay down to slecp ngamn In
their ecloaks. Dot Wharton noted thab

Tue Maaxer Lisrany.—No, 1,234
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Ior a long time the slave-trader re-
mained awake, sitting on the log,
watching and listening. He was fearful
that the din of the shooting might have
dreawn unwelgome attention to his eamp,
whether from possible pursuers or from
natives of the country.

Buat after an hour of silence the slave-
trader stretched himself in sleep once
more,.

Wharton's eyes closed at last.

Slumber reigned in the dark, hidden
camp between the mangoes and the
forest stream.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Death In the Darkness !

IKOLOBO of the Kikuyu lifted
ﬁ hig dark head and bent his keen
ear to listen. :
The tall figure in monkey-skins
was stretched in & bed of forns, at rest,
in the heart of the Congo forest.

Long after darkness had fallen had
Eikoloho sought for further sign of the
retreating sluve-hunters, But the black.
ness in the deep forest had beaten him,
Until Biku, the day, came to his aid
ho eould trail no farther, and he laid
himself down to rost—rest that even the
iron-framed Kikuyu sorely peeded,
though he would not have taken it had
his keen eves been able to read the trail.

Like & true hunter, accustomed to
snstching sleep when he could, the
Kikuyu's eyes ¢losed in slumber as soon
as he pillowed his dark head en his arm.

But he slept like a leopard, wary even
when his eyes were closed,

Those derk, green, gleaming eyes
oponed, and his keen car listened with
strained intentness as sounds came from
afar in the forest.

Far distant were the sounds, A less
keen and cxperienced ear then the
I{;nggu’s might have mistaken them or
P them unregarded.

But the Eikuyu know.

Jomewhere afar in the forest men
were firing. Many rifles were joining
in wolleying fire.

Eikolobo ross to his feet.

He stood, with tense ears listening,
till the last sound had died awary.
Thon he strode swiftly from the spot.
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Mon armed with white men's wenpons
were in the forest—cither white mon or
Arabs. It might bo only some “safari "
—szome party of big-game shooters. But
1t was likely, or morg than likely, that it
was the party he sought., The Kikuyu
meant to know,

After that burst of distant fiving there
was silence. A white man might have
boeen amazed by the swiftness and
certainty with which the Kikuyn hunter
threaded the forest paths, never once
losing his direction, t.huugh he had no
guide but the =ound that had long since
died away.

Swift, silent, patient, the tall Kiluyu
glided on, like & shadow in deep
shadows., Miles of patient troiling
would hava lain bafore lum, when Stk
the day, came, but for that outburst of
firing in the night., DBut if 1t was from
the camp of the slave-hunters that the
firing came the Kikuyu's cyes would
fall on them before the dawn. Fortune
was favouring him. To the Kikuyu it
seemed that the oye of N'gai, far off
on the summit of the Great Mountain,
was looking on him with favour.

He halted suddenly.

There was a low, deadly growl, and
fierce eyes burned ot hum in the dark-
ness. A wounded lion laoy crooched 1n
n pool of blood, unable to spring, able
-f'-:ﬂy to glare and growl with impotent

ury.

One awift thrust of the Kikuwvu's
spear, and Simba was stretohed in

eath.

Kikolobp stood for a moment azi:nlg
down thoughtfully on the huge A 1
was clear to him that this was the cause
of the firing he had heard; the wounded
beast had orawled away to dis in the
bush. Hs was not far now from the
spot where the firing had taken place.

The Kikuyu glided on.

Hardly the rustle of s twig told of
his movements) he was doubly cnutious
now. He wos glose to the encmy, if it
waa the enemy—and he had little doubt
that i1t wasl

Silent as =& spectre, the Kikuyu
renched the mango-trees close by the
camp of tho slave-hunters.

Hiz keen ears picked up sounds
Thern was dcep breathing from many
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sleepars, and another sound reached lhim
which he had heard before when onm
“safari ” with Harry Wharton & Co.
in the jungles of Kenya, It was tho
rumbling snocue of Billy Bunter.

A faint smile phded over the Kikuyu's
dark feco,

Ho knew now that he was near the
8mall Fat One. It was the camp
of Ludwig Xrantz that he had
approached in the darkness.

he night was growing old.

The darkness was still unbroken, but
the Kikuyu know that dawn was not
far away,

Silept in the mangoes, erouching like
Simba, but mores silent then Simba, the
Kikuyu looked on the camp.

Quictly, patiently, he watched, bis
eyes sonrching the gloom, till he made
out the camp, and the stretched figures
of tho Arabs, and the group of juniors
in their midst.

It was impossible to recognise anyono
in the darkness, but he could dis-
tinguish the prisoners from the others,
and he counted them, and knew that
Bwana-wangu was there. There were
seven whose ottitudes showed that
their hands were fastened bohind them,
and whose stature was not that of grown
men.  He krow that they were the
saven schoolboys—Harry Wharton & Co,,
Billy Bunter, and Vernon-Smith—whom
he called Bwana-wangu or my lord.

He had found those whom he sought.

Still he did not stir,

Thers were ffteen of the slave-hunters.
Great warrior as he was, fully confident
in his own poweors, the Kikuva had no
idea of engaging so many focz In
battle, his fghting-spears sagainst so
many rifles. e was not there to share
the fate of the wounded lion that had
erawled away into the bush to die.

The ruffians were sle-@ﬁing. but they
slept like leopards, or like the Kikuyu
himsell, to awaken at a sound. One he
could slay, if ho chose; but the next
moment rifles wounld be roaring in a
vollay,

The Eikuyn might have been o figure
of bronze as he crouched in the darkness
of the mangoes, watching., He was pick-
ing out his man.

One he could slay, and that one, if
he e¢ould find him, was to bo. Ludwig
Krantz. With their leader slain the

ang would be ecasier for the trailing

ikusu to deal with.

But keen as his eyes were, (he Kikuyn
could not pieck out Kroniz among the
many slecpers wrapped in cloaka,

For lnns, long minutes he watched.
He hoped for some movement, some
sign, some mutter from a sleeper, to
guide the thrusting spear. But thero
wis nothing, But in the forest theore
was that almost imperceptible stirring,
like tho breath of coming life, that told
that the dawn was at hand. But o little
time more and Jua, the sun, wonld be
rising over the mountains of Ienys,
and Sikue, the day, would have come.
The Kiknyu had no moare time to waste.

When he moved it was with tho swift-
nezs of the springing leopard.  The
lighining n its Ooshing was not more
rapid than the thrust of the long
EKikuru spear.

I'rom the sleeping figure nearest to
the Ilikuyu came a choking, gureling
groan, and no other sound.

Dut that was enough for the rest. In-
stantly the slave-hunters were scrambh-
ling up, rifle in hand.

A riflo eracked even as the drippine
broad blade was drawn back. hoarse,
German voice shonted, and the Kikuyu
knew that il was pot Krantz whom his
apoar hed slain.
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But ho had no time for more.

Swift as the fleeing antelope, with the
jaws of S8imba behind him, the Kikuyu
darted away into the Iarest.

Crack! Crack! Crack! OCrack!

The slave-bunters weve firing wildly,
bullets crashing into trees and thickets
all round the camp.

Had the Kikuyu delayed o fow seconds
Ite would have fallem, rviddiced with
bullets,

Put ho was_gone.

If any of the slave-hunters had scen
him he had sighted, for a fraction of a
socond, only a ﬂEBtlI'If.L shadow.

In the deep forest the Kikuyu wiped
his spear on u broad planiain leaf, with
g prim smile on his dark face.

e had found his encmy. He was not
likely to lose track of him again. From
that hour Ludwig Krantz's march into
the Congo wilderness was to be a march

of terror and death, stalked by the im- |

placable Kikuyu.

A ——

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Hope !

i CH himmel 1™
A Ludwig Kraniz loewered his
rifle, gritling his tecth with

vage. Some of the Arabs still
Llazed away inte the forest.

But Krantz knew that the man who
had slain his follower was gone, He
snarled an order to his men, and they
ceased firing, y

Stretched on the earth, wilh a stream
of crimson staining his dingy burnous,
was the man who had received the
thrust of the Kikuyw's spear. In lile
he was mever to stir again. .

In the savage pang there was litiie
vegurd for a comrade’s life—little more
than among a pack of jackals, It was
ruge and aslarm that stirred the slave-
huuters, fear for their own dusky skins,

From the bluckness of the fﬂr_c:st n
sicalthy foe had crept, and the lifc of
ona of the gang had gone out like a
sunfled candle. 'The enemy had
vanished as shadow-like as he had
appeared. The fire had driven him
off, but the slave-hunters were aware
that ha had not been hit. His retreat
had been too prompt and swift for
that.

Somewhero in Lthe dense depths of the
forest ha was lurking—perhaps watch-
ing, perheps waiting for anotler chanee.
Tho stavers were nob hikely fo olose
their eves again,

The juniors were wide awake; even
Filly éun!nr rad been roused by tho
firing. They were unaware, at first,
what had caused the alarm, but the
looks of the slavera, and tha still form
Iving on the earth, pnlightened them.

On that lifeless fipure the Famous
Five gazed in horror, and turncd their
faces away; and Bunter gave it only
ono horrified blink. But there was a
grim satisfaction in the Bounder’s face.
Tha man waa the one who had struck
him with a rhinocercs-hide whip, and
Herbert Vernon-Smith had no pity to
waste on the wreteh. )

'Tho juniors understeod little enongl
of the talk of the slave-hunters. Dut
they could make out that the ruflians
werg puzzled as well as alarmed. They
did not know with what foe they had
to deal.

Likely enough, some savage who had
r:Tm,m:{.-c{ on tho mm}) might have slain
oie of tha sleepers, from the sheer love
of killing. Krantz was driven to belicve
that that was what had hapoened, But
in that caze it was not unlikely that
the man might return with a horde of
comrades to Onish the work, and the

slave-trader did not want a battle with
swarming natives if he could aveid it
Heo growled to his mien to be ready to
march at the first gleam of dawn.,

Thers were other thoughts in the mind
of the Bounder. His eyvs were gleam-
ing, he breathed quickly, and a grin
lurked on his hard face. The Bounder
was thinking of Kikolobo.

The wish, perhaps, was fulber to the
thought, but it was slrong in  the
Bounder’s mind that it was the thrust
of a Kikuyu spear that had slain the
slave-hunter. MHis heart beat, and his
nyes danced, at the bare thought that
Kicky was c¢n the trail, and cloze =t
hand.

Harry Wharton & Co. could sce that
Smithy was labouring under some sup-
pressed excitement, though they did not
puess his thoughts, To them, as to
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Krantz, it secmed that the decd in the
darkness had been done by some
wandering savapge of the forests, ;

But the Bounder did not speak, while
the slave-hunters could overhear.
his suspicion was well founded he did
not desire Krantz to be put on his
guard.

Dawn came gleaming over the forest,
and camp x‘.-aaghmken at once. A hasty
meal was teken at the first ghmmer of
light, and the shadows were still deep
wﬁen the gang resumed their march.

The prisoncrz, as before, were strung
on & long rope, tacir hands veleased 1o
carry their burdens, Beiore and belind
them marched the stave-hunters.

The dead ruffian was [oit where he
lay. Little thought was given to him
by any of the wild erew whose comrade
he had beom,

The march went on as swifily as the
cracking of the whip could drive the
prisoners,

IKrantz was making all the speed he
could, to get our of thoe dangerous
vieinity.

Rifles in hand, the slave-huniters kept
watchiul eves about them, olwiously i
uncasy fear of secing zonfe swarm of
savage blacks appeoar,

But there was no alarm.

Towards noon the speed of the mareh
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slackened down. Many miles had been
wahm;::' ;:jndt ﬁha fares}t ‘had llumm 1_.{““

ar behind, the way lying through a
vast jungle of elephent-grass,

In the narrow jungle-path the heat
wis siifling, sod myriads of stinging
inseets buzzed, end there was audible
grumbling from the dusky ruffians as
they tramped sullenly on.

They slackened more and more, much
to the relief of the weary schaolboys,
and at last Krantz gave the signal to
halt at o spot where a bunch of trees
cast & welcome shode over the hos
junsle.

Herbert Vernon-Smith looked back
slong the winding track which th
had come through the jungle. e coul
see nothing  but the tall, nodding
clephant-grass, But thers was hope in
his heart.

Water and hard dhurra bread waa
given to the juniors, and they ate with
what aplgutl.ta they could.

Billy Bunter groancd deeply.

At the Jarram bungalow, in Uganda
—which scemed so far away now--the
fut Owl had fed on the fat of tho land.
He had 1;31}1:1;1 i:l;ua;‘t:‘,t ?:q E.l};rican] “Entli-
5100 wouw e Indefintt Qlongre
long after the end of the vamt?tr}n. Igar;
loafing and plenty of grub scemed to
Bunter a big improvement on Grey-
friurs and Latin with Mr. Quelch in the
Forn-room.

Now the fat junior would have given
whoele. worlds to be back at Greyfriars,
with Mr, Queleh in his grimmest .
U Bix™ from Quelch’s cane would have
heen o mere jest, in comparison with one
blow from the whip of rhinoceros bide.

But Greyfriars was far away. Bunter
had no hope of seeing Greyfriars again,
nnd his fat heart was heavy in his podgy
breast.

I say, you fellows,” groancd Bunter,
“this grgll: is awiull T could stand the
1 o grub was good! But the
grub— ﬂ]frdmr 1 ¥

“Grin and bear it, old fat bean I said
Bab.

Groan.

“The bearfulness ¢connot be helped,”
remarked Hurree Jamsct Ram Singh,
“though the grinfujness is difficult in
tho esteamed eiroumstasnoes.”

(roan !

“It's no worse for you than for us,
you fat mssl” grunied Johnny Baull.

{Zroan |

“Anvhow, shut up that row!*™ =said
Yernon-SBmith,

“ Beast |

Bunter munched. Hard as it was, un-
savoury as it was, the maize-bread dis-
appearcd. Bunter was still hungry.

There isn't encugh for a fellow, even
of this awful muck ' he groaned.

“Iavo somoe of mineg 1’ gaid Nugent.

Bunter brightened.

“Well, if you den't want i, old
chap——

He did not wait to_ learn whether
I'rank wanted it—he bolted it

The slave-hunters strotehed themselves
an their eloalks, in tho shade, to elcl;s
in the heat of the day. Dut Krantz di
not sleep.  With & rifle under his arm
ke moved ahout restlnss?‘, watching and
liastening. Apparently he did net feel
sure yet that he was out of donger.

The Bounder locked at him with &
srin.  He had an opportunity now of
speakine to his comrades unh#:a_rﬂ.
They were settling down to sleep like
their captors, when the Bounder spoke
in low tones .

“Don’t go to sleep yet, you men," said
Vernon-83mith, with a sarcastic inflection
in his voice.

Snore !

Billy Bunter was already asleep. Bub
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tho other fellows looked inguiringly at
lerbert Vernon-Smith.

“What is it, Smithyi" asked Dob,
“1 could sco that you bad somcthiog in
your noddic all the morning.”

SBmithv's eyes gleamed.

“1 believe wo've got a chance!™ ho
gaid. “1 believo there's bope ! 1 believe
it wits It ivky who speared that scoundrel
last might.”

'ho juniors started.

" Kicky " breathed Wharton.

“1 believe so. I bope so, at any rate.

f any man iz East Africa eould find
our irzck, it's Kicky. And if he's fol-
lowing, he could not tackle the whole
rame, with their firenrms.  [Te would
windle them in his own way—ilie black

bush-fighting  way. What do you
think "
“My only bat!” murmured Dol
Cherry.

Ilis cyes danced at the mere thought
that the faithiul Kikuya might be tol-
lowing on the track of the slove-huniers,

“It's sible 1" goid Mugent slowly.
“Krantz doesn’t geem to havo thought
of it. I'm surd he thinks it was some
savage of the forests. DBut if it was
Kikolobo—" .

“If it weas we shall hear of him
again,” said the Bounder. “One man
against & crowd, ho dare not show him-
E.gif, They would slioot him dewn like B
iackal. But at night, in the dark——
i—lc grinmed, ‘

Tho juniors did nat grin. The stealthy,
ruthless warfare of the bush was repug.
nant to their minds. It was terrible to
think of the Gerce Kikuyu, creeping like
a leopard, silent as a snake, spear in
hand, in the dark shades of forest nhd
jungle—of sleeping foes slain in silence,

Yet, though that mental picturs made
him shudder, they could scarcely help
hoping that the Bounder was right; that
the faithful Kikuyu was following te
their reseue; that fortune would [avour
him. TFor Kikolobo was all that stood
between them and slavery in the heart
of Africa. ,

“Wa.shall know tonight!" said the
Dounder, .

“How do you mean?" asked Nugenk,

“If it was some wami:rrm% savage,
we've left him far bebind. IE it was
Eicky, ho's keeping on the trail. and
those scoundrels will find it out, when
tho darkness gives him a chance”

Wharton repressed s shudder. )

“Or if any of tho scoundrels sirays in
the jungle—"" muttered the Douuder,
gritting his teeth.

“They're not likely to do that!"

“[1allo, hallo, hallo ! breathed Dol
Cherry. “Look— What—"

There was o swaying and rusiling in
{he tall clephant-grass near tho camp
under the trees

Krantz, at a distance, stared round,
guick to take the alarm. He called, and
goveral of the slave-hunters started up.

Whiz ! _

Mothing was seen but the swaying tall

rass; not oven the sinewy armn that
fll.l[‘]&d the throwing-spear .

Like a flash it eame from (he jungle,
passing through the body of one of the
slave-hunters, the keen point projecling
from his back.

The man shricked, and tell like a log.

KErantz came up at a run. Like mad-
mnen, the slave-huntavs blazed away with
thoir rifles into the jungle. The hizh
prass swayed for a fow moments and
was still. Ludwig Krontz made a rush
fowards the spot, but stopped. In the
thick elephant-gross hoe dared not seck
the unseen one whoso deadly band bad
hurled the spear.

The jumoars pgaraed on, breathless.
They saw Krantz draw the spear [rom
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tho body of the slain Arab, They hoard
kim eurso savagely as he examioed 1t

“Ach himmel! A Kikuyu spear!”
they heacd him mutter,

he Bounder’s eyos met those of the
Famous Five.

Thoy knew now !

It was & Kiknyu spear, and they were
far from the land of the ikuyu. Thoy
knew—and Kraptz knew! The light
blue eyecs in the coppery face glured with
mingrled rago and terror.  The wreich
who ley on the carth had been zlain by
the hand of & Kikuyw; and Ludwig
Krantz knew that Kikoloho, of tho
Kikuyu, was tracking bim to his death!

A S i

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Unscen Hand !

LOWS, curses in guttural Arabio
B drove the schoolboy slaves on-
ward by the jungle path.
) It was slill hot, the tropic sun
Lblazing down {rom an undimmed sky.

Dut the sleve-hunters heeded neither
glare naor heat.

Backward glances wera thrown over
their shonldera as they tramped om,
elances of watehful foar.

The juniors, bending under the lords,
staggered onward, savagely driven by
their captors.

The whole party knew now that Kiko-
lobo, the greatest hunter of the Kikuyu
people, the most famous native fighting.
man in Kast Africa, was on the track,
wnd the ruffians hardly tried to conceal
their fear.

IHad the Kikuyu appeared in the open
the desperate rascals would pot have
feared him—or not so much. Dut the
Kikuyu was oot likely to be seen in the
Open.

Unseen, silent, deadly as the black
manmba, he stalked them in the jungle:
and even if they had had the heart to
hunt for him, it was futile to hunt for
ons who left no trace to be followed.

The slave-hunters pushed on bhard.

Captain McConn and hia wskaris—a
forea of DBelgpian soldiera under white
officers—would not have unperved them
like the Kilkuyu. Hostile attacks they
were prepared for, and would have
faced with resolutions with desperation
if not with courape. But sudden, silent
death from the hand of a hiddon siayer
was o dilferent matter.

Death lurked in cvery shadow cast
by the tall, nodding elephant guass.
Pleath stalked thom as they hurned
oL

Samewhere in the dim  heart of
Afrvica, 1n the lands watered by the
tributarics of the Upper Congo, wos
Ludwig Krantz's destination.  Thers
he had friends awong the pauve
chiefa: there he was to sell hiz white
prizoners for ivory.

How distant the place was the
juniors did not know, but they gathered
that soveral days’ travel at least lay
befora them.

Many times they had heard Krantz
arl the others speak the name ol
Tololoke, but whether that was the
name of a chief, a lribe, or a couniry,
they did not know,

But whatever ““Tofoloke * was, the
glave-hunters were heading for Tofoloko.
And Tololoko was yet far away.

In the humin‘sg afternoon a3 thoy
camo to the ford of a wide, shallow
gtream, the 1jLJ.!:li«i:u':! sighted 2 pative
village, the first they had seen since
the march commencod.

It lay Letween the stream and a dark
forest, surrounded by B " bomoas,” or
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circling wall of thorn bush, outsids
which were the cultivated fielda of
Indiap  corn, with black women
labouring in them,

At the principal hg;tﬂwny of the
boma & crowd of b men gathersd
arm with spears and bows an
arrows, commanded by a chief in
leopard skins,

hey did not offer to attack Erantz's
gang, but were evidently prepared to
defend their village againet attack by
the slave-hunters.

The juniors saw Erantz pause and
fix his glinting, light-blue eyes on the
crowd of excited blacks at the boma.

He sermed to hesitate for a time.

The primitive weapons of the natives
would not have served them well against
the rifles of the slave-hunters, and & rafd
on the village would Embah!r have
been sueccssful. From Krantz's looks;
the juniors could see that he was think-
of it. Doubtless bhe had intended to
taka black slaves as well as white, to
gell in the land of Tofoloko,

It was the savage trader's way to
steal or kidoap slaves where he could,
and march with sometimes as many
a5 & hundred himping wretches, ebrung
one after another like bhorses on =
string.

But if Krantz: was irresolote, the
outhreak of angry exclamationa fromn
hiz followera decided him, and he
scowled and %‘avu the signal to march
acrosa the ford.

With the Kikuyu following, watch-
ing mand waiting for his chance, the
slave-hunters were in no humour 1o
enter into conflict with the natives.
Their angry looks and words told
plainly encugh that they weuld not
obay if Krantz orderad them to fali

an.

They ewung across the ford, and
yella of mockery, and arrows that fel
far short in their fight, followed them
from the natives at the boma.

Fear of the pursuing Kikuyu kad
gaved ooe native villaga at least from
the horrors of massacro and slavery.

The junicrs were glad of that;
though had there been a conflict, it waos
?uite likely that Kikolobo would have
ound some oppertunity of coming Lo
their rescue while it was going on.

Not a sign was to be seen of the
Kikuyu, yet the juniorse and all tne
slave-hunters were assured that he wus
treading in the rear, unseen.

As they eplashed through the ford
the whole party paused to drink deep
the water, and the slave-hunt..
refilled gourds and water-bottles. Ti.
splashing of the water was refroshi:. .
in the burning heat; drenched clotl: -
vame &8s & relief to dry and schie.
bodiea,

The ford and the streamn were Ief:
behind,

The march swung on across &n ari
Eiam. dotted here and there by thorw

sh The juniors guessed that Eran -
had altered the direction of the mar.:
taking a more roundabout way, to ke
in more open country, whers th.
Kikuyn could have no chance to draw
near unseen.

But on the arid plain, 10
heut of the sun was mor.
intense and overpowering, its bla..

more hlindia:ig- to the eyes. Blows an:
threats could not drive the prison:.--.
on faster than o lagging walking puie
The hapless Bunter stagge as b
walked, half-senseless with fatigne
Only the lashes of the whip kept hue.
gowng at all, and he groaned at ever.
gtep.

Suddenly, wio a heav
stagzered forward an
eart

lureh, Dunte:
fell to the
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4 Fat fool | ** eried Kraniz, as Bunter sagged nnder his load.
Take your eholee ! If you cannot march, you will be left for the jackals ] *

A savage yell in Arsbic, the crack
of the rhinoceros-hide whip followed.
Buntor groaned, but he did not rise.
He could not.

There was & hait. EKrantz ecame
savagely towards the sprawling, fat
junior and kicked him in the ribs,

“Fool! Dummkopf! Get up!* he
gnarled.

I—=I=I ecan’t!” groancd Bunfer.

“ Bunter, old man, buck up.” Harry
Wharton knelt beside the fat junior,
“ Bunter, old chap——"

The wretched fat junicr groaned.

“I can't move! I can’t! Uh erikey I
_ Krantz was handling his nfle, The
juniors could =zco in his hard, hight-blue
eyes the savage thought that was in
hiz mind. 1f DBunter could not march
he would have to be left behind, and
if ho wera left behind it would not bo
for Lho following Kikuyu to save. o
would bo left with a bullet in his
brain,

Wharlon on one side, Bob Cherry
on the other, fairly drogged the Owl
of the Remove to hia feot.

Bunicr zapged between them under
his load.

“Fat fool!" said Krantz. "1 shall
nok dulaif_ fer you! You go on—or
die on this spot! Take your choice!
It you cannot warch you will be lelt
for the jackals!™

The juniors t:_'::ch-anﬁr:d glances. Bink-
ing under their loads as they were,
they took the burden from Bunter end
shared it. Relieved of his_ load, the
fat junior mado another effort, The
look in Krante's cruel eyes, over the half-
lifted rilte, spurred him on.

The march was resumed, tho fat
junior staggering on somehow, Fear
of the slave-trader drove him on whon
even the rhinoceros-hide whip would
bave failed,

I ‘|r'
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Harry Wharton cast a despairing
look over his shoulder.

At that moment the ruthless horrers
of bush warlaro wers nothing to hitn;
gladly e would have geen cvery rascal
in the moreiless gang fall wnder the
broad blade of the Kikuyu's spear.

But' as far as the eve could reach,
the plain behind was untenanted, save
by shulking jrckals among the patches
of thorny bush.

Orn went the wenry tramp.

The sun was sinking now, a level,
red glare falling across the dusty, arid

lain, MNight wos coming—a hoon and
tessing, when it came, io the slave-
trader’s prisoners, Merely to sink io
the earth, out of the rcmorseless sun
iMaze, wasz all they wanted now,

Sinkang themselves, the chums of the
Remove continually gave the hopless
Bunter a helping bhand. 1t was death
for him to fall again, and, knowing it
he stumbled on and on.

The sun dipped beyond a rango of

low hills to the west. Iar in the
distance the Jast rod rays ghmmered
on  Elining waters—one of the in-

numerable tributary sireams of tho
Upper Congo. Keantz had been aimine
for tho river, but it was siill far away
when the red sun dipped.

Heo snarled an order to his men, and
thero was a halt at last. The juniors
Hung themselves down, and thewrr eyes
elosed at onee in the sleep  of
exhaustion, “Tho slave-hunters, sprawl-
ing on the earth, slept like lops. Dut
thera was no slecp for Keants,

Ha watched tho thickening shadows
for an encmy. Only because his men,
as well ss the prisoners, wero sinking
with fatigue, had he reluclantly given
tha word to Fm]t‘.1

In every shifting shadow in the gloom
bo saw o tall figure in monkey-skins;

“* 1 shall not delay for you. You go on—or die onthisspot ] ]

in every whisper of the hot wind he
heard the hiss of a Kikuyu spear.

For a bare hour the halt lasted.

Then, wilh guttural German oaths
and kicks in the dusky ribs, the slave-
trader roused his men, and the
prizoners were kicked into wakefulnoss.

It scemed to the juniors that they
had hardly closed their eyes, when
they wero forced to awake and respme
tho march,.

Throngh the clinging gloom thai
tramped on  again, haﬁa well-nig
dead in their breasts, 'There was lo
bo no camping for the night to give
ihe watchiul {(ihu:m nnﬂlgcr chance.
But tho weary march could not
without rest; coven the
hali-German  mifhian most  have sunk
wider 36 af length,  Theoy wondered
what Krante's intentions were. If the
nuirelh went on all night not & mon
m the party could have kept his feet
till dawn—even Krantz himself,

“1 say, you fellows]l I—I can’t go
on ! moaned Bunter,

“Buck up, old chap!™

“1 can't | groaned the hapless Owl.
Crack 1 rang the whip, and the fat
junior gavo o faint howl, 1o staggered
Ol LI,

Tho whip was rising in the hand of
an Arab for another blow, whoen the
man gave a sudden, queer gaep and fell
on s face.

Krantz shouled savagely ot him,

Dut the fallem man did not stir, and
thero was a halt. Krentz strode to him
and kieked him in the ribs, corsing him
in Arahic,

Still the man Jay like a log.

There was a sudden, startled yell from
Krants as ho stooped over ilo still
Bgure in the gloom. From the dingy
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burnous he drew o throwing-spear
which dripped red as he drew it away.

“ Ach 1™

He knew now why the man had
fallon, why he did not rise. With terror
in his eyes, the slave-trader glared
round into the darkness. From the
darkness death had come again, silently,
suddenty, swiftly.

“On! On!* panted Krantz,

The Kikuye was at hand. Hidden by
the gloom, he was cloze on the slave-
buntors. Shota blazed out inte the
night—useless, random shots. “L'hen the
march swung on again towards the
river that was hidden in the night,
8 dead man remaining behind for the
scavenging jackals.

Iaster than befora, driven by terror,
the elave-hunting gang drove on their
prizoners. But the schoolboys tramped
o with lighter hearts. Kikolobo of
the Kikuye was not far away, ond onco

wore they hoped.
THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Fight}

flood of water flowing down from

the dark hills, winding through
. forest and jungle, murmuring on
its way to join tho distant Congo. Dy
s clump of buobab-trees on the bank
thie slring of prizoners had been brought
to a halt. A rope, run round them wnd
knotted, fastencd them in & bunch {o
o troe. They sank down from weariness.
But enly DBunier slept., The other
fellows leept their eyes open and watch-
ful, anxious to know what was to follow.

It was a halt, but not for comping
end resting. ‘They could see that.
Krantz had rcached the rivor for which
ho had been aiming through that long,
weary march. far as the juniors
could sce in the dmm glimmer of the
gtars, it rolled deep and wide, Thoro
was no sign of a ford. Dur even if
Krantz passed the river, he could
searcely hope that that would shake oft
the pursuit of the Kikuyu., The juniors
wera puzzled.

They  kuew that there was some
scheme working in the cunning brain
of the slavetrader, but they conld not
gucss what it was. Krantz had had
eome  definite object in pushing on
desperately Lo the river.

Tho prisoners had been roped te the
tree, to sccire thom while the slove-
hunters were occupicd. How? As yet
tney counld not puess.

Two of the rulfians remained guard-
ing the prisoners, rifle in hand, watch-
ing like cats, The rest had followed
Kranlz.

Every minute of rest was welcome ta
the weary schoolboys, and every minuie
of deluy meant & chance for the Kikuyuw,
They peered through the gloom, waiting
and watching,

Dimly, at & short Jdistance, a mass of
shapes conld be made out, and they
discerned at last that it was a native
village by the river, surrounded, as was
uinal in the Congo country, by a
thorny boma.

Surely Krantz was not slave-raiding,
when he and every man in his gan
was in terror of the desth that lurked
behind | The juniors did net think so,
but they realised that Gghting was Lo
come.

For some roason, as yet unknown to
the prisoners, Krantz was designing to
atfack the natives who dwelt on the
bank of the river. They strained their
eyes 1n the gloom.

A calling voice was heard in the night,
an outbreak of shouts and yells, and
then the rapid, staccato eracking of
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:i' ifles. Yells and scrcains made a hideous
i,

“What's this game?” muttered the
Bounder. “Krantz has the fear of the
Kikuyu in the very marrow of his bones,
and vet o

Crack, crack, crack!

Tha flashes of the rifles gleamed in
the night. ‘Theo firing was incessant.

o juniors watched and listened
anxigusly.

They could see little in the dackness,
but the continued firing showed that the
slave-hunters were certainly not getting
the worst of it. It was more likely thab
they were driving negroes before
them like sheep.

Figures flitted in the gloom. A
dragging sound came to listcning cors
from close down to the river.

B;L‘Whnt the thump—" murmured

i Harry Wharton uttered an exclama-
LDI1.

‘t‘!:l‘lm:.f‘m dragging canocs! That's
1

“Oh1" exclaimed the Dounder.

The juniors understood now.

It wous to steal ecanoes, not to steal
slaves, that Ludwig Krantz had attacked
the villagoe on ths river bank,

No doubt the cances belonging to the
villaga were kept under some guard.
Krantz had been unable to seize them
without giving the alarm,

The shooting of a dozen or two dozon
natives did not trouble the slave-trader
g0 long os he accomplished his object.

Canoes were being dragged down to
the waler by a number of the ruflians,
while the others kept up a hot rifle-fire
to drive back the negrocs,

A whistle reng through the air—a
signal from Krantz to the two Arabs
guarding the prisoners, for the juniors
wore immediat cast loose from the
tree and driven down the bank,

Irantz was standing up, and he
shouted hoarsely to the men driving the
prisoners,

“Unbelieving dogs, got in the canoe [
snarled one of the Arabs,

“Ow!l Gimune a hand, you fellows]
Ow 1" spluttered DBunter, as the whip
lashed across his back,

He stumbled inte the canoe and
sprawled. The ather fellows stumbled in
after himn.

From the notive villago came wild
yelling, Ihmly in the derkness savage
foces end rolling eyes glimmered, and
there was a whastle of arrows in the air.

Krantz shouted orders to his men.

On ihe bank the slave-hunters poured
& velley af the yelling blacks, drivin
them back with & pandemonium o
uproar, and then the ruffions serambled
into the canoea.

They pushed off hurricdly with the
long paddles,

The slave-hunters had, in fact, nn
time to lose. Now that they were
nboard the canoes, a swarm of infuriatoed
blacks came pouring down o the banlk,
and spears and arrows were thick in the
nir.

While some of the ruffians handled
the paddles, athoers fired back at the
swarm on the bank, The canoes glided
out into the river, where the sirong
current caught them and swung them

on.

Yelling blacks followed aleng tho
bank, and arrows were flying  fast.
Frantz yelled to his men, and the
paddles  flashed fast.  Awded by the
current, the canoes swept on rapidly,

the howlhng mob on the shore soon being
left belind.

“0Oh, the rotter! breathed the
Bounder., “We're not crossing tho

river, vou fellows. That's not his game.
He knows that Kicky would neot be
slopped by a river, or a dozen rivers.

He's stolen these cances to pet down
to_the Congo by water.”
_ Krantz's plan was plain enough to the

JUnIors now.

They knew now why he had becn so
desperately anxious fo reach the river

The terror of the pursning Kikuyu
was strong upon him, and he knew that
neither bis prisoners nor his followers
could have kept on the march inuch
longer.

OUn board the two stolen cances the
slave-hunters, their baggage, and their
prisoners glided swiftly down the river
under the pale fImm of the stars,

The yelling of the enraged blacks died
away in the distance.

Tha canges swept on between steep
banks thickly clothed with forest.
lln{nm-:k[.lh stoed, rifle in hand, looking

He feared pursnit by other canoces,
crowded with blacks, but he was no
longer fearing pursuit from the Iikuoyu,

Kikolebo, at least in the slave-trader's
belief, was beaten by that change in his
plans, IHe had left the land, whero s
trail could be followed, and taken to
tho water that left no trail. At long
last he Had, or sp he believed, shaken
off the deadly foe who had tracked him
like 8 bloodhound from tho far shores
of Lake Albert Nyanza,

But his perila were not over yet.
There was a splashing of paddles behind.
A canpe crammed with blacks was in
chaso.

Erantz, with e snarl, lifted hizs rifla
and pumped back bullets at the pur-
suers, Half a dozen of the slave-hunters
opened fire, while the others paddled.

An outburst of fearful yells woke the
echors of the dim forests on the banks,
The bhre was too hot for the savages,
and the pursuing canoe never came ficar
the slave-hunters. _

The yelling and the splashing of

addles died awny., The blacks had fled

ack 1o their village.

“AchI” ]

_Krantz, with a grunt, threw down lis
rifle.

He stepped towards the %r-mp of
juntors and looked down ab them, his
ight-blue eyes glinting from his coppery
face, his thick lips curved in & sour
grim,

“Ach! Did you hope that the Eikuyu
would find you?™ he grinned. “Did
you think to see me fall under hia
speari” . ;

The juniors did not speak. Their
heoarts were heavy.

They fcarcd, as the slave-trader had
hoped, that the brove Kikuvu had been
thrown off the track, that he had been
left hopelessly behind in his pursnit.

Krantz chuckled.

“Torget the Kikuyu, You will never
et him againi” he said. *In three
davs vou will see Tofoloke, to whom vou
will he sold. Do you still dream that
a Kikuyu-hunter ean save vou ¥

He laughed and turned awax.

The juniors lov silent in the gliding
conoe.  Dilly Bunter snored. The
Bonnder set his teeth.

“ Keep vour pecker up, vou men!” he
said., "That villain fancies that Le Los
beaten Kicky, DBut Kicky will find us
vet, and save us yot. Take it from me
thint vou can bank on Kicky ¥

And the chums of the Remove could
only hope that Smithy was right ns
they glided on through ihe darkness
towards the far waters of the Clongo.

TAE END.

[(Vext week's Macxer will econfoin
another Chrilling end exeiting yarn of
Harry Wharton & Co. in :'ifrr'.e:i
entitled : " THE ¢ITY OF TERRORYT
You simply must read 18, chumsl)



HIGH, LOW, and NIPPY in ANOTHER SPOT O’ BOTHER !

THE FIRST CHAPTER.

Wanted—A Boxer ]
QOK at thet,” murmured Nippy

&
Nolan in surprize. “For th'
love o' Mike what is it?"

“Name it and yuh kin have
it I returned * High " Jinks,

“Qsh, boyees, it's a cowpuncher—as
they see ‘em ot Hollywood!” chimed in
Doo Low. “ What's be got them gloves
on fori”

“Thet's in case his hoss turns round
an' bites th’ hand thet fed him—if thet
hoss ever has been fed,” answered High,
“Ti don't look like it'd hold together
cl'ar thru' th’ picter. Hallo, thar's two
o' them dude cowboys—are they twinses
or what? Got th' seme kind o' clo'es on,
same gridiron hoss, an' ! :

“Whoopee, it's old Lancey Elliott
what vsoter ride fence wi' me on th’ ulé
Closed 8 down in Texasl Hallo, thar |
How goes it, Lance, old-timeri” !

The latter speech came from High
Jinks ms he leapt down off the corral
fenca and waddled over to whete &
beautifully-garbed cowpuncher sat a
little blood horse which fidgeted and
kicked around, with a wickedly, vicious
eye {licking at anything that came near
him. ]

It was always particularly trying to
sidle ncar to the elegant twin horso
that was standing demurely with the
claborately got-up cowboy, so like this
Lancey Elliott, and yet so unlike him.
In much the same way did the two
horses resemble each other,

Lance’s horse was the real thing
point of fire and temper, a real bucking
brone, that it took a he-man to sit. The
other looked very nice in point of looks,
but lacked the “‘f;m gr® of the fory
litilo thoroughbred which the ex-Texus
puncher bestrode, .

As with the horses, so with the men.
There was a something rugged and maos-
culing about Lancey, but not so the

in

other.  Although he was arrayed in
perfect fitting chaps, an embroidered
shirt, a “two-gallon * Btetson of purest
white felt and stared around him in a
baughty would-be “badman® style,
with two huge six-guns dangling low at
hiz hips, you could gamble that those
guns would never be drawn in anger,
and thet if the horse happened to put
its foot into a gopher hole the rider
would be sailing through thin air in no
time.

High Jinks leoked hiz old pal over,
and bit his lips. )

“Kind o' got 'em all on, hain't yuh,
Lanceri” he asked, in a discreetly low
voice, “Never see yuh ridin’ rango in
them glad rags afore. What's 1t
mean [

“Cut it out, buddy I was the curt re-
tort. “I know I look like somethin’® th'
cat’'s brought in, but it ain’t my fault.

Ten doHars a day for being

a film actor ! It looks like

money for jam to High, Low,

and Nippy. But it turns out

to ho a “stlﬁky,;  job, after
all!

Yuh sce I've gotta look like him ™—
a jerk of his thumb at the " dude ™ cow-
puncher on the drawing-room horse—
“gvon to my chapa an’ silk hank'chief.
Don’t rag me, buddy; or I shall sure
bust oub an' say somethin’ right out
loud. Th' temptation to ride mter thet
picter posteyard over thar an’ sock him
one on th' gabeza iz gomothin' ter'bis,
I'mm nigh breakin' under th’ straio ™
“Yeah? S¢ I'd imagine. He kinder
makes my blood run hot an’ cold all at
th' same time!"” grinned ITigh, " But
wise me up, Lance. What's th' great
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Wild West Adventure,

idee? Are yuh plavin' ‘ The Course-I-
can Hrothers,' or somethin’, an’ yuh are
his long lost twin what ¢laims th'
estateal™

“IFPyuh mesnter say yuh don't really
know who he isi* asked Lancey, search-
ingly eyeing his old pal whom he sus.
pected of pulling his leg.

“Cain’t say I do,” replied High,
“Am I displayin' ng horrible igger-
ance as per usual? Ought I to Lunow
him? Is it Rockefellar’s I:IEFhE"-‘F, or
Prezident Hoover's grandson i™

“No, yuh big nocdle; it's Reginald
Ra.m:lai, the hlﬁ noise in Westerns, with
his wonder horee, Charmaine, does
everything but speak. He gots five
thousand dellars per week for sittin’ on
thet blamed rockin’ horse an’ talkin’
slush to it. Mecanter say yuh've never
heard or seen him say ‘ Good-bye, old
pal, yeh an’ I must part?” Honest
Injun ™

High shook his head with an air of
bewilderment.

“Honest, I never heard o
Reggio or his hoss thet says * Good-bye,
old pal! an’ if anyone else had told mo
thet yarn I'd have [;]ullcd ‘em off their
hoss an' screwed their neses in th?
corral dust! But what's thet Egt to do
wi' wyuh dressin® up like his twin
brother? How come?” ‘

“I'm & double!” said Lonecy, leaning
over and whispering in Iigh's car.

High Jinks winked and whispered m
return.

“ Amble over to th' bunkhonse an'
lave z3 many as yuh like, then, bub
why th' mysteryi®

“Tchah, yuh don't unnerstan’, yuh
thiek-headed ol' hayseed, yuh!™ szuid
T.znce impatiently.  * 'When his nibs
has to do hair-raisin’ risky stunis, such
az jumpin’ from his hoss on to an cx-
pross train an’ back aglin wi' th' gal in
liis arma, it's me thet docs it, droesed
in th’ same clo'es, seef If his hees has

Tre Maguer LignaRy,~-N0. 1,251,

galid



26
ta dive over a precipice into a ragin’
torrént to roscus th' damoe afore poin’
over th' rapids—thet's ms an’ Fireworks
hiyar who does it. Then thar's o closoe
up of Reggio an' Charmaing kissin'
cach other an' th' orjince aaia, * Isn't
he a wonderful he-mant w, that
darlin’ hoss!” If they o'ud see this flca-
bitten bunch o' terror tryin' to savage
Charronine, they'd mobbe unnepstand
somethin' ¢ th* truth,”

High looked st his friend goggle-
eyed with amazement,

“Yuh do all th’ tricks an' he gets all
th' credit? he eried In amazement,
“Why d'yuh do it?”

“ilos got a kiddy brothor thet has
to have th' best o' everythin’, an’ *cos
th' dad's old an' th’ blamed ranch iz
mortgage

“Say no more, buddy, I tumble,” said
High hastily. “I oughter bayve known.
But c'udn’t yuh make as much cow-

punchin’ "
“What d'yuh git? demanded Lancey.
“Forty a month, an' all found. Good

pay, huhi” asked Hi%h proudly.

“Ob, yep! 1 git a hundred a dey an’
ell found; thet's th’ diff, If it wasn'd
for thet I'd have loosened a few o
thetljdudﬂ cowpuncher’s teeth long 'nuff
ago ™

The reason for this conversation and
the *picture posteard™ cowboys and
trick horses was that Colonel Lou
Luttrell had graated the use of the old
Leanin' L. ranch to the *Reginald
Randal Ine.,” for the purpose of making
& Western ﬁmtrurm He loaned the
ranch end ell that it contained, with
the oxception of his eowpunchers and
their horses, though he had given per-
mission for any of his hands to taks
part in the film if they felt so ineclined.

“Bufferin’  crows, what's « this, &
girgussi”
High gave a gasp as s gorgeous

yvellow limousine ear,
plate glass and silver
ranch-house with & Japanese chauffcur
in gorgeous livery. Inside it was a
vision of bcauty that made the sus-
ceptible High Jinks Eo pink ell over,
ond seated next to her was a rather
elderly man dressed as a colome],

“&trike me perishin' lovely—look at
th' old boy!” gasped Nippy, who had
been staring at the various actors and
actresses with critical eyes; his past ex-
perience of the circus ring, ete., giving
him = sort of right to give his opinion
on the subject of make-up and sa on.
“Lu . &ain't " got 'em ell hont
"Ave a dekko at th' clobber; ain’t *s got
up like an 'ambone? Pipe th' frills on
'is shirt, an' thet soroy mouse-tache;
'¢'s 'ad 1t curled I

It was true emough that Celonsl Lou
had consented to mct the part of an old
time Kentucky colonel, and had been
made-up accordingly. As he stepped
out of the big car he cast a hurried
E;aum across at the corral rail, whoere
his range riders were seated exchang-
ing sarcastio comments
breath.

He coloured under the yellow grease-
paint 23 he caught their curious glances,
and for & moment a frown of annoy-
ance puckered his forehead until Doe
Low's voice tang out:

littering with
rove up to the

under their

“Good ol Loul! Give th® bosa a
cheer, boys! Hurrah for old Een-
tucky "

A full throated whoop went up as the
punchers Ewuﬂﬁ their hats wildly in the
air, Stinky, the cook, falling off the
fence in his excitement.

One of the directors of the picture

came over to the fence and offered tho
boys cigars from his case, at the same
time scanning the row of hard-boiled
faces somewhat anxiously.

“We can use some of you boys ab
ten dollors per day, you know, if you
care to do a bit of acting. There are
one or two scencs where I can use a
crowd of typical Westerners; but thers
13 one seenc in partioular where I want
ono special man, he must bo a boxer
more ot less, and not afraid of buing
hit a bit.™

There was dead silence, and not one
of the men looked at Nippy Nolam,
though they knew full well ho could out-
box any man on the ranch, or within &
twenty-mile radius, if he chose, .

“The iden is that the hero, that is,
Mr, Repinald Randal, sitting on that
blogd mare over there—the celebrated
Charmaine—almost human, you kunow,
does overything but speali——" ]

“Con't she speaki” asked Nippr
innocently. “Funny eort o hoss!”

“ Have you ever heard a horse speakl?”
asked the dircctor, eyeing thg Cockney
up and down,

“O course I ‘avel "Aven't you ever
‘eerd an 'orse say *Neigh'? And I'vo
met one as was very free with iz *oof)’
too, which is more’n his boss was, That
was in Aberdeen ¥

“Ha, ba, ha!” Tha director gave a
sort of forced laugh, “That's very
good: you're quite a humorist|” ,

“Ma, I sin't, sir; I'in o boxer " said
Nippy innocentiy, staring at the director
with his sky-blue eyes wide open,

“You arel”

Tho director eyoed Nippy up and
down, and then suddenly called across
to his “star.” )

“Como here o minute, NMr, Randal,
will you, please?” he said.

The two held & whispered conversa-
tion for a fow seconds, then Randal
ﬁava Nippy a supercilious look up and

own.

“H'm! Rather smeall, but I dare
say—— Ah, you wouldn't mind being
tnocked about s little bit, ch, if we
pay you well?™ he said languidly. "I
am opt to lose myself sometimes, don-
cherknow, and may hit  extremely
hard.” ) )

“That's orright, sir, yer ean punch
away at me as "ard as yer likes," said
Nippy chee::iull,vl. “Don't mind me,
I'm *arder than I looks!”

*“Ah, and wyou in return make ths
fght as realistio as possible, see?” said
the star. “Don't be afraid to have a go
at me, I shan't mind if you lose your
teraper.” Then bhe turned to Mr. Tor-
rence. “Okay, sir; arrange terms with
this good [ellow; %il’ﬂ him & good
salary. 1 expect he'll have earned it by
the time I've done with him ¥

“Say, bo', give him one for me if
yuh kin!" whizpered High's pal, lean-
ing down from lus horse; “but look out
for hiia lofi—he swings s very dirly
hook, and he ain't too particular about
foula.™

“HDET I:Il";’m' .u.In"lt.t I." T've aE-l]";q heen
v ond o poultry,” grinne 1ppy.
"I'I{tr*_v to keep out o' danger !

“Can he railly box-fight?” queried
the horseman, loocking after Nippy's
diminutive figure.

“Can _he? cchoed High, closing one
eve, “Oh, boy, he's some hard-hitter,
['ll tall the waorld I

“Then if ho kin, tell him thar's ten
dotlars if he Dblacks th® star's eve,
anather ten if he bends his nose, and an
ncdditional five dollars if he knocks a
tooth out”

THE MAGNET

“Hand over yer dough, Rothschild |*
sard High happily. © Wh;r don’t yuh
come every day? INippy 'ud black s
nigger's eye for less'n thet, an® bend a
elephant’s trunk for haff th' money.
Fivo dollars per tooth? I kin sce
Reggio's dentist havip' a busy time
next week 1™

— e——

Easy Money !

HE carpenters, property men, and
E all the huge staif of the moving

picture company sct up a framoe

building which was, to usoe the
cxpression of one of the punchers, “so
durncd natteral it mado tcars coing to
his eyes,” to represent tho saloon whero
the hero was to get into difficulties with
a crowd of toughs.

Mr. Randal rebearsed this scome him.
sclf, being anxious to show off to his
audience that although he was hand-
some and so gentla with his horse,
children and ladiss, he could yeot be &
real “he-man * when 1t came to & rough
Louse.

“ Look here, boys,” he began, “when
I =ay the words *then 1 shall have to
toach you manners,” you all form 2 ring,
lcaving & space for the cameras,
want you to look as Gerce es you can,
and always remember to bo closer to
the camera than I am, so that your
short stature won't be so noticsable,
Now, we'll just run through the fight
once, so that you can get hold of the
idea, then we'll * take’ the scene. Now,
don’'t forget, boys, lots of noise, and
don't be afraid!”

“'Alle, ‘allol This young feller kin
use "is dooks a bit[” thought Nippy, as
he blocked a wicked left which (ashed
uj% from mnear the foor somewhere.
“This ain't goin’ to a walk-over or
pit-a-pat, I can sce!™

Ho was right, for when the great
lights were turncd on, and the camera-
men started grinding, lleggis Randal
put in all he knew, and Nippy had to
look lively to keep out of danger. Thers
was no nead for him to pretend to look
forocious for once, the star ripped up a
blow which was decidedly under the
belt, and that got Nippy's blood up.

The little Cockney sailed in to give
the bigger man bétter than he sent, and
incidentally to win some of Lancey’s
“bloed money.” But to give him his
due Randal was willing cnough, and
they stood toe to too and hemmercd
away at each other in great style, whalst
tho shack fairly shook with the yells of
the boys.

Again Randal ripped up a short arm
;:lb, that landed perilously foul, and
vippy lost his wool. With his ring exs
perience he couwld, of course, beat tho
bigger man to the punch, and for threo
minutes Reggio Iandal thought a
cyclone had struck him. He, too, lost
his temper, and attempted to slu‘% tl:o
grim little fighter. But Nippy had bhim
at his mercy.

“ Fifteen deollars!™ he counted, as he
bashed his right into the star’s gasping
maouth. “ Twenty-live,” as he drove his
left to the praceful Grecian nosze, and
fole the bone give under the blow; ®and
jest ag full measure for th' fifty yer to

gimma for bein'  knocked salhaht=
oozhiter! And you're out !

S0 he was! Nippy's right swing,
which travelled less than six inches,
connecied with the star’s eleficd chin

just exaetly on the spot, and hiz knees
gave way under him, and he was “oub
for the count,” whilst the crowd went
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mad and cheered the little cowpuncher
ex-boxer to the echo.

rrence, the director, scratched his
head perplexedly. -

“I dunno,” he seid to the camera-
man, it was all wrong according to the
story for the hero to get such a pasting ;
but it wes such a tophole serap that it
was worth if. Golly! I don’t know
what weo shall do for a star for the
next week or two, Ragdgie won't be nble
to appear, that's a dead cert. We'll
have to take all the lun%‘ shots we can
with Lancey Elliott doubling.”

But if they expected the “star™ to
either be humiliated or downcast they
were mistaken. He had two valets and
& trainer with him, snd they worked
away on his damaged features until
they hed restored him somewhat to his
ususl handsome self, He sent for
Nippy &nd grinned at him, with swollen
lips, and with one eye under a blooket
of cold steak.

“Well, young feller, you certainly

told me a pup thst time, eh?” }m/";f
am

e (HL

H' o

minutes sorappin’,” irum‘bled High.
“It's up to me an’ yoh to make somo
on th' side as well, hahi*

“Sure; leave it to papa!" responded
the brains of the trio, **I've thought out
somethin', an’ I'm havin’ a confab with
Torrence in th' mornin'. This picture
busnay is simple as fallin' off & log. Me
an’ yubh will do a stunt thet'll make
HIFE}T!H look like & heap o' mud. We
eain’'t have him throwin' his chest out
an' crowin' over us. I coin’t seo why
thar are film zbtars anyway, any durn
idgit o'ud do 1t1”

Torrence cocked s shrewd eye at
Doa Low when that wily puncher pro-
pounded his scheme.

“Sure, vou and your pal shall have a
little bit to do, but we con’t use any
more regular cowboy stuff; that would
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rence explained that they were to deo-
pict two cowpwnichers out ocn s spree
with a borrowed car, and také o run of
about five miles which he had picked
out.

They wers surprised to ses the
numbar of people amd vehiclos that
seomed to be on what was usually a
lonely mountain road, little suspecting
that these were experienced *supers,™
who were to carry out Director Tor-
renee’s instruotions,

“This is the car you'ra to drive,” he
said gravely, exhibiting a deplorable
looking “flivver ¥ with no mudguards,
and nuthing but the skeleton frame-
work, “she’s nothing much to look sat,
but she's & demon to go. I'va had her
specially tuned up for you, so don't
be afraid to step on the gaa”

The nearside wheel of the car containing High and Low ecaught the hind wheel ol the cart, and In a second cart,
cabbages, and Chink were thrown high in the air!

munbled cheerfully, “I certainly con-
gratulate vou on putting up tho best
gcrap that's been seen on the sereen for
# very long time, and I'm telling Tor-
rence to give you double pay.  We'll
have to take a few more shots with the
ending shghtly different, and you must
pull your punches. I musto't disap-
point my publiet” _

“1 can't sce that he's sich a bad
feller, and ‘¢ certainly took all that was
eonun’ to 'im wiv o good Teart,” said
Nippy to Lancey, ag they sat in the
tmnkhouse that night; the ox-cowboy
nursing some badly battered limbs from
doing *stints,” for which the “star™
would receive all the oredit,

“Al, he thought he had somethin’
easy when he picked on you, buddg!
Wait till vou see th' finished picter, an’
vih'll see how he fakes it ! growled the
battered “double * sadly. “ Ab the end
of cach scene he'll pose for o closc-up
with thet durned rockin' horse o' lus,
an’ cop all th' eredit for me haif break-
in' my perishin® neck in his place. 1
know these =ztars, sonny! “Then they
gny the camern cain't lie!™

High and Doe Low meantime held a
couterence.

“ Nippy's picked np nigh twa hundred
dollars dead easy money for about fen

cut into the star's spectality. Can either
of you boys drive o car?”

Low seratched his head.

“I've never tried, personally, but
High kin drive or ride anythin’; T'll ax
him, an' let vuh know, puster,”™

A Hair-Raising Ride !

HE director grinned fo himself
i after the spectacled puncher
had left and spent half an hour
drafting out a little scheme.
Then he got busy on the telephone, and
made cerbein arrangoments with  his
staff.
“Dirive & cyar?™ queried Hifh' " No,
I cain't say I've ever handle e, b
they're surp to be doid casy, considerin’
th' durn fools thet can drive ‘om. I'm
willin® to lry anythin' onct for oasy
money.
ride th' worst buckin’ brones on th' rangoe
needn’t be hazed by one o' them tin con-
traptions. Let’s %n and intervoo one o
ithem gilt-edged shovers an’ git a tip or
two. I kin pick it up in haff an hour,
I reckont”
ITigh and Low sot ent for *location ¥
rext morning full of confidence, Tor-

one, but

I guesz thet a boro who kin

High draped his long body around the
steering-wheel and tried hard to re-
member the instructions he had re-
ceived from the i]t-edged " drivers of
the Blm stars’ five thousand dollar
models. Low manoged to crouch in
heside him, scated on o fruit-box which
hitdd been screwed to the Hoor.

“Yuh sure vuh've got th' high line
on how to ride this thing?' mumbled
Low out of the cornor of his mouth ns
Il’i]gh fumbled with the gears,

igh Jinks gave o nervous glance
behind him as he saw that three or four
big cors crowded with grinning
camerainen were lined up behind them.
There was another somewhat curiously
shaped red car all closed in with glass
(oors- ot the baclk,

“Wha-what's thet!™ he askad foebly
of & cameraman who was “shoolting ™ a
closc-up of the pair from & racing-cor
elongside.

"'.ghn.b? Oh, that's only the ambu-
lance ! answered the man. “ We always
bring that as a precaution, but it isn's
used—much,” he added, -

“Ow law!” groaned Low, and shiv-
cred down on to his box; .

“Ready, cameras!” called the
director, and there wns a screeching

Tre Macrer Lisnany.—No. 1,28.
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from the high-powercd cars, and the
whir of machines as the flivver was
ghot from all angles. Now, remember
what you've got to do, and don't be
afraid of stepping on it, Jinks. Got"

High “stepped on it,” and that
rattling skeleton jumped about six feet
in the air, or so 1t seemed to Low, He
‘gave o howl of dismay, and crouched
down to the floor os the machine gave a
viglent swerve utid nearly bashed into
the roclky side of the trail.

High twirled thé wheal, and the car
shot across the road nnl;,r missing the
edge of the drop down to the river b

bare inch. A big racing-car, wrth
whirring cameras dashed past them,
the cameramen seeming to’ Low to grin

like fiends as they shot his scared ex.
pression and the lanky driver’s air of
stern_ determipation and concentta
goggling oyes.
ne of High's spurred boots wobbled

about mrmngst the t;j)_lednis whilst the
other dangled over the side frant:calli;;r
gpurring thz framework as if contro
ling a bucking horse. He sat back with
hia arms stretched out as if hanging on
to a bridle, and snorted and whistled to
the machine as if to an ontlaw horse.

“Whoop! Whoa thar, yuh Lizzie,
hoss 1" ha yelled, as ‘the machine
swérved round a bend and positively
lcapt & bush, nearly turning over.

Somothing clattered out of ths car
and. was lnﬁ; on the road behind them.

“8he'a full o tricks as a coconub’s
full o milk!™ yelled High; “but Y1l
break her or bust! Up ler, good gall
Hdld on round thiz yer grade, Doc, or
I'll be spillin’ yuh out!™

“I'm sure glad yuh've got plenty
of room, Highl" g ndped .I.ané a3 the

shot to one side crasked &
rocks end sage bushes. “Whoops|
Thar’s somethin’ else gone!”

# Mebbe her surcingle broke,” said
High. *I'll caze-her up a bit to git her
wind ag 'in.”

He stepped on what he thou aﬁnt was
the brake, and -the machine t for-
ward at redoubled speed.

* (3reat gophers—ihis has caused it!™
yelled High, as.they hurtled round a
corner to seo a large vegetable cart,
piled high with- cabbages, &Nﬂp}'lﬂ%
most of the trail, with & Chink seate
on top of the load.

lt? dozen cameras on either side
whtrred a3 the inevitable occurred.

High wmianaged to swerve the ecar to
pne side, but even then the- nearside
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wheel caught the hind wheel of the cart,
and in a second oart, cabbages, ami
Chink were thrown h‘igh in the air,
whilst the flivver dashed through the
wreck and zigzagged down a still
steeper grade.

“Slow her up, High!” begged Low,
clinging desperately to what should
have been the windscreen, “Put yer
broke on, man!”

High leant forward, prabbed the hand
brake, gave a mighty pull, and ile
whole lever came away in his hand. He
hurled it over his shoulder and desper-
a ately tugged at the “bridle.”

Again the machine leapt forward as
he rantu:all:f spurred the accelerator.
ran shead of ﬂlEm for ﬁfty

by -bare

rarda ﬁIﬂ ing out uf the wa

inches as Iﬁe? raared past. i farmer’s
a team of four mules
jibbad across the path, and Low was
convinced that the car was tilted clean
on 8 side as High drove up on to the

bank. It was s miracle of steering,
more¢ by instinet than jud ent for the %
gweat  was  pourin High's

squiggly nose, and his {:-umtandmg ears
were ﬂa.ppmg' in the breeze.

There was a yelp from Low as &
tumbledown two-wheeled bugpy, with
a farmer and his fat wife scated on
its high seat, rambled out into. the
middle of the road. They did not know
that . this. had been carefully plnnned
and that half a dozen cameras snapped
the crash as they hit the old contraption.

By now the flivver was completely
out of control so far as n’har:!ﬂng her
pace was concerned, and Low threw his
raind ahead to remember what the road

was like.
left, boyee, for my-sake!” he

wa re sliok igter th' gorge for sure|”
“Have a bit on me, I've got her ool-

lared now. I'll larn her to start sun-

fishin' any mo'—och, great snakes!”

High let out a yelp-as they got to the

parting of the tralls, and he saw that

th& left rond was completely blocked by
eat wagon laden with lumber,

B'}:mh a hitghty eéfiort he twisted the
wheel around, and as they swerved into
the ge road, there was an ominous
creak—end t;ha whole stecring-wheel
camwe away in his hands!

Then a ‘long, low, supﬂrruracm% Ccar
suddenl_? ‘gwirled around the . bend,
drove neck and neck with them, whilst
cameras whirred on Elﬂmr side. Then
Low heard Randal’s voice,

“H yuh take th'-right road |

h:JumP !fi:r-r hel‘t h?ifldﬂr yuutlll be intg
t 1 ER1 1 18 Car
duﬁmdg them, Eelllzg I say Eﬂw—-
jump ¥

But the flivver had taken charge end
suddenly the front wheels twisted. In
a Bash both Low and High were hurt-
ling through the air to land with &
erash in a bush of prickly pear.

As they ecrambled out they found
cameras on all sides, snd o smiling
director shﬂutmg; _

""8plendid, boys, now ]usﬁ one smile—
right inte the camera—"

Then the ambulance drove up.

Some wecks later . the boys of the
Leanin’ L received an invitation to B
special show of Reginald Randal Inc’s
Great New Western Picture, starring
Reggis Randal in his wonderful stunta
with his wonder horse Gharmmne

They watched Reﬁ gie's marvellous
feats of horsemans IE and nearly
foamed at the mouth when he posed for

nl-::sa:: hmf at the end of each “stunt®

gseen performed by Lancey
El'!mtt. They saw him fight a desperate
battle with & man apparently six feet
high, with a most ferocious aspech
whom they could .only realise was Nippy
by his boxing. They also saw Roggie
knocked out, and watched him make a
wonderful recovery whilst the audicmce
yelled their delight es the idol pro-
ceaded to bash the other to smaull picces,
the other hm-mg hm back to the
cameran.

Fma.lljr they hesrd E.lm audience roek
with hter as that nightmare ride in
that 'll- ul fivver rolled out its length,
until at last it came to the smash in the
gorge . road—and they sat back and

sped with sammazement as they saw
%E'lﬂ lean out of his super:racing car

with one hand lift one after the
other into safety as the flivver pitchell
over into the gorge.

“Phew! What was that yuh said,
Low?" asked High; rocovering his com-
posure. " Why are film stars—"

“Thet was what I said, ngh—whr?"

“] dunno. = I dunno a-tall, boyee!”
said High, wiping his forchead.  *I -
jest know ‘thet they are [

THE END,
{Look out for anethér gripping
Western yarn next week, chums, You'll

find High, Low, and N:-ppy atill gotng
as strong as et:srf}
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HE-MEN WANTED

To join the League for the

of Brutal Sports. Battle-axe duels
and cudpel fichts every evening in the
Club-room. Fag-baiting a specialify.
Nothing namby-pamby about us!—
Apply P. Bolsover, Esq., Founder and

President, L.E.B.S.
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CAN YOU COOK!

if So, Here's Your Chancel

To-morrow nite will be held the First
Annusl Herring-frying Kontest, prometed
by the BSecond Form Harring-saters’
Association, Valugble prizes! Entranece
fee, 1d. Pea-shooters and stink-bombs
must be handed to the Cashior at tho
dogk, on arrival, Competitors provide

m—

their own herrings ; pen-holders for fryiog

October

10th, 1931.

provided frea |

WHAT'S WRONG
GREYFRIARS :

WITH

ineluding arm-twisting

e e | e

LAUGH AN% GROW FAT.

the following curriculum subati-
tuted :

1. Boxing and wrestling.
2, The science of Fag Torture,
and ear-

pulling.

Timely Tips for the Beak

By PERCY BOLSOVER

with Greyiriers, you sportsmen ?
Perhapa it would be easicr te ask, what's yight 1
The answer would be : precious litile !

Teko yestorday. I had run into young Dicky
Nugent, of the Sccond, in o guiet spot.
I had taken the opportunity of indulging in a little
lisrmless snd necessary swm-twisting,

What's wron

tired of this, 1T wos just ﬂ
by the cars, when Quele

: had to
step in, march mo back to his
study, and give me “gix,” Could

anything be more futile ?

Agein, only last week, Wingate,
of the Sixth, hod to chip in and
gpoil & jolly good serap 1 was
having with Gatty, of the Third.
Gatty weighe o mere four stone
lesa than 1 do, 80 you can all sece
the fight wos perfeetly fair an:d
square, rYet Wingate had the
perve to ateusy me of bullying—
and not content with that, to give
me a fearful swishing with hig
sshplant!  Enough to mokea
geportaman’es blood boil, isn't it,
you chapa !

It's the stern, puritanical outlock of the Beak
that's at the root of the trouble, if you ask me:
hasn't much use for the beef and brawn of Old
England which Napoleon or someone said had won
the Battle of Nageby or something. I
it’s Latin, Hirtory,
and Matha ali the time—never a minute for boxing !

My opinign is that sll the %:._:Hm subjects we waste

wuld be cut out and

that in the lessons he gives us,

pur {mne om ot present

ving the fag a swing roun

3. Waight-lifting.

4. The Use of the Knuckle-duster,
5. The History of Slogging.
Things would bs much batter if we

atudied on these lines mstead of as at

(Temporary
Editer,)

Naturally,

Havin to hit bacle. In

He

You can 8ee | }lacl.and.-white,

effeet, Denks !

reform is Diseipline amon
all frightfully :ummmnmﬂznﬁ

them 18 likely to break out and give a man **six "
on the slightest provocation.
about time they were put in their place, and the
only way to do it is to make it permisgible for us

present!

Another thing sadly in need of
the Masters. They're
just now; any one of

My view is that it's

the ideal IMorme-room, this is the

gort of thing that would happen :

Bealk: ‘““Bolsover! Hald out

vour hand!"

(Sound of swishing.)

Bolsover: “Ow.wow! Now
ou're going to get onme back, you
rute ! Tale that "

Beak : “Yavooooh! Whaoooop !
Cvooogh ! Ow! Very well,
Bollzover ; you are quite entitled

by the rules of ithe School to do
what wou have done, so I will say
no more about it !

._,u..ﬂ_.H...

(Bolsover ficks hia knuckles

with hia poecket handkerchief and
atalks majestically Dback to his
place.)
That's the gart of achonl to have, you fellows !
Well, I've beon thinking about all this for a long
tirue now and this is the first time I've had a chance
to obtain publicity.

Now that I've got it down in
I hope it will have the deeired
It's up to you! What about it 7

(Note by Sub.Bd. : The enswer will probably be
found very shorily in the infirmary I)

BRAINS & BRAWN

T

Coker Thinks They Go Together

It's &ll rot to say that a chap
can’t have brawn and branes at the;
game timc.

Take me for an eoggsample.
Nebedy's likely to sujjest that 1
haven't gobt brawn, I supposa ?
Natcherally not ! My mussles ave
glmozt oz famus as my far-femed
madesty !

What sahout hranes, then F Well,
epeaking quile impoartislly, I can
truthfuvlly say that Ui the branjest
chap in the Skool. That seoms to
Prove the case, duzzent it §

If anyone should doubt what 1
gay, lot hitn meerly inquire into my
abillitica in shool work.

Ha will find that in maths no
maora brilliant jenius ever gracod

hezzitation, I can tell you that
twice two are five or three threcs
aros ten.

In History, s wealth of nollidpe
ia tucked away in my marvellous
brapebgx.  Only yestorday, with.
out referring to text-books, 1 was
ablo to inform Prout that Wiiliam
the Conkeror launded at Brighton n
1543 or thereabouts.

At joggrafy, I farcly shine. For
instance, I know that China ica
comes  from China and XNew
Zoaland butter {rom Now Zealand.
How rmuony fellows could tell you:
that without referring to e
books ¥ By spelling speska for
iteclf ;3 n glarnse  through  this
artilkde will give you an idea of

the Fifth, \Vithout an instant's

s oggstrems ACCULAGY.,

ell, now wyou Imow what I
think about ik. Next time snyone
sujjests that branes and brawn
don't go together, just mention my
nama and the igneramus will close
up like an oyster and forever hold
lug piece !

SITUATIONS VACANT.

(Pleass mention this paper when reply-
g fo adberiisements.)

FATHEAD WANTED to assist
Iforace Jameas Coker in a scheme
for dishing the First Eleven.
Apply personally to H. J. Coker,
Fifth Form. Reward by arrange-
moent.

BRAVE YOUTH rekwired.
L& U for any amownt ofiered to
the fella who moea to Mr. Quelch
and confesses 1in o strate-forward
manly way ihat he pinched the
grubb owd of the pantry laat nite
Apply W. BUNTER. Btuly 7.

i

_

SCHOOL
LONG

SLOGGERS

OF
AGO

BARE-KNUCKLE

How would you like fo puneh
the sehool wall with full force 1ty
farnes  in five minuteald [ e

reaponse wouldn't be overwhelwmg
nowadaya ; wvet that wes wmat
“Cast Iron™ Tomlinson, of &e
Bixth at Greyfriars, did for s wagar
eighty vears mmo !

ny spother example in ' He

School records is left to remind ma
that things are not as they used to
be. There's the fight betwen
Thomas Tremayne and * Timbeg ™
Woodleigh, one fine summer's (ay

i 1825, for instance., Thess wro
promising young Fifth | 3
“ bucks ™ had had 8 gquarrel over
a pame of footer and settled iit

with bare fists behind the chegei.
The fight, whith ended in victuey
for “Timber,” lasted thres
hours. We hardly ¢are to dwell
on what the principals must
have looked like at the end of
that time !

Angther FSEEFM@EEE. giving
us a glimpee into the hectio drya
of yore, is of a properly-organived

SCRAP LASTS

SI¥. HOURS

knuckle.battle between a team of
feur hefty Greyfriars seniors and
four wvillage louts, Thiz unigue
avent ?umm place in 1839, when
there was & lot of bad blood
beiween the School and the
village. We ¢an only guess at the
rules of the encountar, All we know
is that it took place on the village
green at Friardale before s great
erowd of willagers and Friars, and
that, afiter a atern tuasle, the
villagers were made to bite the
dust.

All the events so far recorded,
however, pale into insignificance
beside the greatest Aight ever known
at Greyfrinre—a bare-knuckle affair
which was fought behind the chapel
some 90 years ngo between two
Sixth-Formers, the Hon. Bertram
Broadacrs and *“ Tiger " Bmedley.
The meeting camo off em a half.
holiday, starting at two o'clock and
continuing without a break till
eight in tho ovening, when both
combatants collapsed {rom ex-
hansgtion |

CHAMPIONS ! HAVE FOUGHT

“ 80 your readers want to luar
all about the champions I hiwe
foupght in days gone by { ¥ remarhed
Bulatrode, the [amous heavyweigdt,
without troubling to lock up fnmm
his task of niﬂ_ﬁw iron bara nbo
corkaerews, * Delighted, I'm
gura ! 'The only difticulty is to
know what to tell thom sbgot

firat !

i Thore was that versatile botar
Repgpie Droom ; I fairly EaE.m.nm
up floor with him.

“Then thers was Cummip’
Laybell; 1 well remember
awiul bicking I gave that chap.

# Probably you remember o
white hopo named Chorry Bloeson 1
Wall, 1 polished him off withoul an
effgrt.

« Bill Cotton is another nume I
recall. In the first fow seconds, X
mads him reel ! . i

© Alf Stringer, Bgain, wad " pie
to me. 1 had Strigger tied up in
lenota before Lhe gound of the gang

had died away ! : '
“ Angther popular puble favours

!

ibe wus Uarry Llane. 1t dida'd

1

George Bulstrofle Recalls the Past

require much effort on my part to
send bim Oying |

" Another champion I fought was
Welldgne Joymt. Never sghall I
forget the terrific uppercut I gave
him !

“ Well, that’s about all for now, I
suppose. Drop in again whenever
tyou want to hear a few more truth-
ul stories about my boxing careeor.”

And Bulstrode concentrated on
the iron bara again.

ei—

]
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The Annual Caoraway-Seed
and Lime-Juice Supper of
the Remove Anti- Boxing
Society in the Form-room last
Wodnesday evening provided
one or two quite unexpeocted
sensations. The proceedings
at this function are usunlly
the reverse of thrilling, The
supper consiets of raw cara.
way seeds, [ried dandelions,
and copious dranghts of lime.
juice-and-water, After suppsr,
Alonzo Todd, E the
Pregident, reads the
Sheat, which is put to the
This concludes the serious

round concludes an evenin
which ean hardly be desgeribo
a8 boisteronus,

This year, however, the
custormary calm of the gather.
ing waa rudely disturbed when
the members of Bolsover's
newly-formed League for the
Revival of DBrutal BSports
broke in during the reading
of the Report and made a
violent attack on the startled
Anti-boxora.

The L.R.B.S. members
taking place in the raid
were, we understand, Mesars,

Kipps, 8mith minor, and Dutton.

of them

against the imposin
mmmmnn_mamrm : 5

Bulstrode.

ponal Report and Balance
members and carried.

business, and the rest of the evening i8 devoled
to recreation, in the shape of Morris dances gnd
exciting ganes like Oranges-and-Lemona,

The singing of the Society's Anthem, '
the Other Cheek, Lada !” and hand.shaking ali

Bolsover, Bulstrode, Skinner, Snoop, Stolt,
and Desmond, whila the Anti-boxers numbered
five, in the shape of Messrs. Todd, Dupont,

Uttering blood-curdling war-whoopa, the herpic
invaders flung themsslves at their hereditary
enemies, The fact that there wers only seven

t them unperturbed, as they had the
assistance of mighty warriors like Belsover and

We are ot a loss to explain what heppened goon

ANTI-BOXERS' BEANO
INVADED

Startling Sequel

WORMS WHO TURNED

after. At first, the unexpectedness of the aitack
resulted in the members of the hhﬂ.m.u#_:m
Society being forced back. But just as it looke
a8 though they were going to be wiped off the
wspmu Alonze Todd, Eaq., the Premdent, uttered n
oud ¢éry' :
2 ._E__W are attacked, my good fellowa! Re.
grettable as it may seem, we have no alternative
but to fall back on physical

of the

m__ﬁ_..—_.n.

it ._H.Euw

violonoe 1 Putting it in the
vernacular, my doar brothren
—go for 'em 1"

“ What-ho!"™ came an
angwering roar from the
breathless and indignant Anti.
Boxera.

A viclent battle was in
progress a moment later.

Standing outside the room
our reporter saw sevoral
bodies hurtle through the
doorway and pile upin a heap
in the &, Eventually
the Form-room door was closed and bolted from
the inside. A

Our reporter ventured to approach the groaning
heap of casualties, and was surprieed to identily
them es Mosers. Belsover, Bulstrode, Skinner,
Sooop, Stott, Fish, and Desmond. :

We understand that the meeting of the Anti.
Boxing Socioty concluded withoutfurther incident,
Messra, Bulstrode, Skinner, Snoop, Stott, I'ish,
and Desmond have resigned from Bolsover's
League and applied for membership of the Anti.
Boxing Society.

-

IMish

army of five

S

BE A HE-MAN
How YOU Can Do it

Professor Skinner Explains

So you want to bea heanan 1

Believe me, dear reader,
pothing vould be cosier. It's
just nonatter of obacrving o few
simple rulez in your ordinary
everyday life.

Foyr ecxample, take getiing
ot of bed in the morning.
Droubtless yvou are accustomed
to stepqung oub feob lirst, at
present. Ilas it ever ocoureed Lo
von that by diving out hemd-
first, instewd, and hoding with
a torrilic ernsh on your nupper,
yvour will in dhue course booome
vonsitlerably toughor in the top-

| ot ¢

There's sn idea, te begin fignores the voice of the mobt

with ! Try it to-morrow | FPerhaps you fecl thirsty,
morning and see how it strikea |afterwardst  If 80, avoid tea
you—tlic idea, 1 mean, not the Jand coffee.  Just drink o fow

gallons of rein-water and your
thirst will be fully guenched.

Hnm_mufmmuumu.nsum.anﬂ*
master nﬂE_u@aE_u: This wilk
aoney him and lead to camngs
sud flopgings, and the more you

t of these, the tougher you'll

acome,

Class being over, po for a
Lrisk run down the lane.
During your run, don't step out
of the way of anything short of
o two-ton lorry ; colliding with
maotor-cara or horse-vans is fivet.
rate exsrcise.

Well, now you know all aboub
it. 1 wyou still fuoel like be.
coming & he-man, simply Te-
model your hiio on tho ahove
linpga; and may sutCesd ¢rowl
your efforta

floor !

Possibly you feel like o little
rocreation befors breakfast ¥
1f an,*got o friend to bush you
for o fow rminutes with on Indian
club, It's oxhilarating and
strenethens the body consider
ably,

With the arrival of break.
iast timo, take core to shun the
pianby-pamby  porridpe  and
cpnrg naml  bacon. These don'd
pive the jaw muscles suflicient
exorvise, und nobedy can be o
he-tman without  slrong  joaw
museies ! I sugrrest that you
pob richt down Lo i awl pnesw
a corner off dhe broghiast-tablo,
You may oxcile o corkam
amount of cormnent from the
olhied  chaps, Lul o Le-man




