HARRY WHARTON & CO. SOLD INTO SLAVERY!

Read the thrilling complete story inside.
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NEWS FROM FAR AND NEAR.

Alwags glad to hear from gou, chumas, 2o drop nee g Hae 1o the

The Editor, The ' Moagwet " L

DON'T think any Editor ever had
I such n woriderfully loyal band . of
roaders ' g I havel Yom will
mmember that, some little time
ago, I published & letter from a rosder of
thirty years of agé who had taken the
MAaNET siftce 1014, I asked if that was a
record—and I am very pleased to inform
you that it is not—not by & long chalk !
My post lately has besn bulgin
with letters from readers who are al
anxious to eclaim the record of being
the oldest reader of our paper, and I can
toll you that I have been moro pleased than
I ean say to read their enthusinstic re-
miniscences of the early deys of the
MagnET.

1 am going to give you a few extracta
from some of their letters which -E“‘"“
that the old paper atill holds pride of
place amongst the reading matter of some

sterling old chums of mine.

FIRST OF ALL

comes & letter frém R, Gk 8., of Hillingdon
Park, who has pever missed the MagdeT
singe 1908, when it was firat publishegd.
He and his brother tell me that they can
well remember the old stories, and he
recalls such invidenta as when Billy Bunter
icked up Wingate's " fiver " ; when
\'Fhiﬂ-ﬂ:t sdopted * Toddles " ;
when the Cliff House gitls came to Groy-
friara, and Clara addressed the Remove
master as ** Mr, Squelch ™" ; and dozems of
other stories in the days-of the * Famous
Four ""—before Johnny Bull came to the
gehool.
During the War R. G. 8. sent every
ﬂﬂ})ﬁ" of the MaoxET and the * Gem,"”” our
splendid ‘companion paper, to the Front,
snd it doee me good to know that our paper
helped to keep up the spirits of the boya

who wers f for us in those parlous
times. R. (. 8. is 27 years of age, sand his
brother is 31. Thanks very much for your

letter, R. G, B., and I shan't forget your
raquest, and hope I shall be able to accede
to it before long.

THE NEXT LETTER

pomeos from an Irish readsr, who signs
himself *“ Old Timer,"” of Belfast, and
‘who ia 20 yoara of age. He has been reading
the Magxer for mearly twenty years,
and his earlicst recollection of the old
“mag" is when it boasted an ordnge-
coloured cover, and vost only 1d. per weék !
Lot me quote from his letter :

“ Frank Richarde,” he ssys, * has cer-
tainly kept up wonderfully well, and may
he live long to continue writing clean,
healthy yarns. If every boy and girl
werg to read the MaoxET they wouldn't
go far wrong.”

And I think you will all agree with him !

ANOTHER OF OUR OLDER READERS,

who in 35 years of age, read our lﬁq“
continuously from ita start until 1814,
when he joined the Royal Field Artillery,
and went ous to France to fight for his
sountry. Before he wes demobilised in
Taz Mioner Lrany.~INo, 1,235,
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1819, ha was wonnded onte, and gassed
twice, ‘'and earned his promotion to ser-

tﬁ
[ ome lHe apain he remewed his weekly
] order, and has read it ever sinos,

+  Ha is A, E, T., of Gremt Lever, Bolion,
Lanca, and I cerfamly must thank him
for the manner in which he has introduced
our per to many younger readers.
He does not believe in keoping a good thing
to himeelf! Very genercusly, he dis-
tributes his MagwzTs to schoolboys and
Beouts who lve in his neighbourhood, and
I can just i ine how much t-hﬂ;;r must
appreciate thia ** good turn " of hae !

[ —
Now let us turn to a letter which domes
fram
A GIRL READER.

Yadies, aa may have heard, ate sup-
posed to hﬂrnﬂl]l’].lr:f?nf telling their prnpepr
age, but this reader of mine doss not mind
doing so. I suppose I should really have
called her & ™ "' reader, for M.

she is & married worman of 45 years of age |
Btill, I am sure that the stories still

her yvoumg abt heart, so that is why I
call her one of my girl readers |

Hhe has been a reader for 22 years, and
all her four sone are enthusiastic readers
of the old paper. Bhe tells me that the
MaareT slwaye cheers her up, and adds,
too, about & very greedy little kitten which
she posscases, and which rejoices in the
name of " Bumter,"

RE. M. W. almost gets the record
M —but not quits !

THE RECORD READER OF
THE *“* MAGNET,"”

so far as age is concormed, is W. L., of
Ealing, He has been & reader and & lover
of the Magwer rince 1914, and he is now
58 years of age.

“1 agree that the characters seem
te live, a8 Charlea Dickens’ charactoers do,”
he says. "' To us old onea they are faat
chuma. I will aay it in all sincerity, the

WHO BAYS

A DANDY LEATHER POCKET

WALLET or a USEFUL POCKET
KNIFE?

These handsome prizes are
offered for Storyettes and Snappy
Greyiriars Limericks, All efforts
to be sent to: cfo Macwer, 5,
Carmelite Street, London, E.C.4
(Comp.)

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

e

addresa ?

jJollmring
ibraory, The .-'Imalimvwird-ﬂrus Lid.; The Fleetivog
House, Farringdon Streect, ;

As soon as he séttled .down to

M. W., of Ross-on-Wye, confesses that’

MaoNer ia the u'#:-to-d&tﬁ
' Piclewiclk Papers.” !’

In fact, W. L.'s letter
almost makes me blush be-
cause of the many kind
things he says. But I must
admit dhat it slso fills me
with a feeling of pride, to
think that this paper of ours
has such loyal and devoted

™ Natarally, T

ot . I am going to
ive the Eradit ‘3['..‘: t.gl:man
ributes to Frank Richardas.
Although we have had a
large number of serial and
article writers, all of whom
have fully maintained the
high standard on which
I insist, I don't think there is
another boys' writer who
| conld have continued to write » tip-iop
varn every week for 80 many ypars-—
and still keop thenw as interesting now &
aver they were.

[ ]

This week’s chat 1 geing to bé someé-
thing of

A SHOCK FOR FRANK RICHARDS,

for I have not told him yet of these splendid
letters from his admirers; When he sees
[ this week's copy, that is the first he will
know about them, and I feel sure that he
will be every bit as delighted se I am to
know that hus stories keep his older readers
still feeling as ycung as they did years
ago |

Eg-'luw T owe my younger readers an
apology. . I hope they won't grumbie
because I have taken up go much aparce in
dealing with our ** Old Timers."" FPerhaps,
in ¥yeara to come, they will also be " Qld
Timers,” and will be writing to me to
ramind me of the days when Harry Whar-
ton & Co. made & trip to Africa, end so on,
80, my ¥aunge-r- churas, please don't
grumble if I've lelt your querles wum.
answered this week. I promise you that
I'll carry on as nsual next week.

And don't forget, also, thet there ia

always

A CHARCE FOR YOUNGER READERS

to sarn fine leather pocket wallets, and
useful penknives. Just help to brighten
u]ig'nnr Editor's page by sending along a
joke or a Greyfriars limerick, and you
may be o lucky prize-winner next week.
Here's a limerick, for instance, which
wins & pocket wallet for Robert D,
Fergueson, of 20, Glen Avenue, FPort
Glasgow, Scotland.

When old Coker was out on his bike

He met Wharton & Go, on the hike,
So he yelled through the smoke ;
** You can go and eat coke ! ™

And in doing so ran through a dyke ]

Do you know, I think sufficient com.

limentary thinga have been said about
E‘mnk BRichards thiz weok, that I won't
attempt to proise his next week's atory,
which is entitled :

““SAVED FROM THE CANNIBALS "™

I'll just say that it's every bit ss good
as any story he has yet written for us—
and you can ask any of my older readers
what that meana! So leok out for it,
churne.

And look out, too, for the opening
instelment of our grand new periol,
pacticulars of which appear on Faga 27. A
real smasher this, chums, you'll all agree.
Of course, thers will be another rib.
tickling ‘ Greyfrisza Herald,"! not to
menticn & special contribution by the
Greyiriara Rhymoester,

Au revoir, chums, until next week |

YOUR EDITOR.



HARRY WHARTON & CO. ABROAD !

Thrilling Complete Story by Popular FRANK RICHARDS.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Hands of the Slave<Trader !

= HAT prico Greyfriars now "
13 h, dﬂn’b[” )

“The fellows will be back
for the new term——-7" ]
] jnllﬁ well wish we were, too!"” said
Johnny Bull.

“ And foothall—"" said Dob Cherry.

“ Football 1" repeated Harry Wharton,
"My hat! It doesn't scem much like
it herel® -

It was & aweltering day in Central
Africa.

The idea of football secemed mather
ledicrons to {ellows who found it almost
tos hot and enervating to breathe.

There was no doubt that, at Grey-
friars School, in far-off England, fellows
were giving keen attention to the winter
game, )

Here on the Congo it was difficult to
rammember that thers over was any
winter.

“They say & lot of things about the
jolly old British climate !’ said Bob
herry. “But what would vou men

give for a morth wind now?®”

“Dh, don't!” repeated Frank Nugeot,

Merely thinking of a keen north wind
was too tantalising,

The chums of Grepfriars would have
given all the sunshino of Africa, with
all the treasurcs of the Dark Continent
thrown in, in exchange for one dark,
dismal damp day of an English auturmn.

Naorth wind, or even east wind—any
old wind, in fact—sleet or snow or rain
or hail, would have made them rejoice.

Lowering skies, scowling rain clouds,
dense fogs, would have been welcome as
a glorious change from the unending
blaze that burned and baked down on
them a3 they floated in the canoce on the
sluggish, evil-smelling civer,

It was a large canoe, formed by burn-
ing out the interior of & huge tree. It
was not o handy vessel, but therc was
plenty of accommodation in i,

The Famous Five of Greyiriars sat in
a group, trying io breathe; and even
that was a trouble, for there hardly

Harry Wharton & Co,, on
holiday in the African

Congo, seized and sold into
slavery . . .

i

rerm——

scomed to be any air, and what thera
was was stuily.

Horbert Vernon-Smith, thoe Founder
of Grevfriars, was fanning himself with
a leaf he had picked out of the river,
floating by.

Billy Bunter lay and snored.

Bunter could find Enr%etmlnmﬁ and
comiort in sleep, and the amount of
gleep that DBunter puat in during the
voTae down an unknown tiver to the
mighty Congo was amazing.

f he did not quite sleep the clock
round, he veory nearly suceceded in
doinz 50.

Many sounds were heard on the canoe
—tlie wazh of the sluggish waters among

tha foul mangroves that lined tha banks,
tho roar of lions fram the bush, the howl
of wandering hyenas, occasionally the
splash of a paddle in the hands of &
lazy Arab. These sounds were inter-
mittent, But one sound was almost con-
tinuous, like the uwnending melody in
Waprnerian muosie, though perhaps &
trifio less musical, and that was the
snore of William George Bunter,

That hefty snore, which no longer
awoke the echoes of the Remove
dormitary at Greyiriars, startled the
crocodiles along a Central African river.

“I don't know what time it iz in
Fugland now,” remarked Beob Cherry;
“Lut if it's lossons at Greyfriars, I'd be
glad to be in the Form-room with old
Queleh.”

“The gladiulnoss would be terrific!”
murmured Hurree Jamset Ram Singh,
wiping & trickle of perspiration from his
dusky brow.

Iiven the Wabob of Bhanipur found it
hot in the Congo country.

“ And if they're playing footer—"
went on Bob.

“Don't talk sbout footer here, fat-
head ! groaned Nugent., “It gives me
a tired g&eling.”

“What ;!':rim a2 rag on Coker of the
Fifth ¥ asked Dob.

“T couldn’t rag a bunny rabbit at the
prozent moment 1"

Yernon-Smith glanced at the Famous
Five with something like 4 sneer.

“Vou fellows seem to be keoping up
sour spirits,” he said. “Like the idea

Tue Magxer Lippany.—No. 1,235,
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of bein' sold as slaves
Africa 1"

“Not the least little hit!" answered
Bob Cherry. “But you do enough
scowling for the whole lllmrty. old bean
and Bunter does enough grousing; an_cf
we may a3 well keop our peckers up if
WE‘.E.M‘:'&' lip i3 the proper

stiff upperlip 1
caper | ogreed Hurree Jamset Ham
Singh, “And the darkest hour is
olways before the pitcher goes to the
well, as tha English proverb remarks.”

“Good old Englis‘h proverb | chuckled
Bob Cherry. *(Give us a [ew more,
Inky; they cheer us up.’’

"iﬁlj’ esteemed idiotic Bob—"

“The game's up for us!” growled the
Bounder, savagely gritting his teeth.
“ That fat fool, Bunter, can snore, and

ou fellows seem to like the situation;

ut the tga.ma'a up, and we're done for.

By gadl If I could twist that villain
Krantz's neck before I sce the last of
bim—" .

“The twistfulness of hia esteomed neck
would be a terrific boon and blessing,
my absurd Smithy. But—" ;

*While there's life there's hope,” said

in Ceniral

Bob Cherry’s ¢pirits, always exubcrant,
had been rather dashed by the strango
and terrible situation in which the
chums of Greyfriars found themselves.
But they always bubbled up again,
somchow, It seemed & physicel im-
possibility for the cheery Bob to remain
downecast for long. .

Hope springs eternal in the human
breast, and, dark as the ocutlook was,
Bob refused to give up hope.

“Hope [ nted the Bounder.
“Where's the ¢, you fathead? OQur
only hope was in Kikolobo, and he’s
been thrown off the track by these
scoundrels taking to the water; or else
he's gat fed-up, and chucked it and gone
back to Uganda.”

“ Rot | said Harry Wharton.

“Bosh "' said Mugeot. “¥You know
that's unjust, Smithy. Kicky will never
desert us.”

The Bounder gave an angry grunt.

He stood up in the swaying canoe, and
stared slong the river. _

In the bow of the canmoe sat Ludwig
Krants, the half-Arab, hali-German
glave-trader, his light-blue eyes ghinting
from his cappery foce, a cheroot between
his dizcoloured teeth, There were six of
his gpang in the canoe—dusky ruffians, of
mingled Arab and negro blood, 1n
turban and dingy burnous. Bcehind
came a smaller cance, with four more
of tho slave-hunting gang in it, and a
pile of haggu%a.

The canoe Hoated slowly on the cur-
rent, the ruffians toc idle to paddle in
the bu ruing heat.

They sprawled under a tattered awn-
ing, which gave them some protection
from the blaze of the sun,

But there was no protection for the
schoolboy prisoners, who baked and pee-
gpired in the heat.

Btill, it was something to be sitting
at rest in the canos, instead of tramping
wearg,. endless milea under the orack of
the rhinoceros-hide whip.

The river flowed hetween banks
thickly clothed with forest—gigantic
trees soaring to & height of a ﬁundred
fect or more—and the margin was thick
with mud and mangroves.

A myriad insects flashed and buzzed
over the water; but the schoolboys had
beeome almost indifferent to mosquito-
bites by this time.

What hops was there, the Bounder
asked himself savagely?

The juniors were prisoners in the

Tue Magwer Lisrany.—No, 1,235,

hands of the slave-trader, and he was
taking them down to the Congo to be
sold as slaves in a pative town hundreds
of miles from any white man,

Far off in Ugands, on the shore of
Lake Albert, Mr., Vernon-Smith was
moying heaven and earth in the search
for his missing son; but he might as
well have sat idle,

His son had vanished into the trackless
heart of Africa, and unless by a miracle,
the millionaire was never likely to see
him again.

There had been one hope. Kikolobo,
the faithful Kikuyu, had followed tho
track of the slave-traders, by forest and
jungle, by swamp and stream, and
several of the gang bad fallen under his
spears.

‘But & night and a day and another
night had passed since the slave-hunters
had taken to the canoes, and Ilrants
believed that ho had thrown the hunter
of Kenya off the track. 'T'he juniors
could not help fearing that he was right.

With black, scowling brows, the
Bounder of Greyifriars stared along the
river—that ran like a tunnel of sunshine
between the high wells of dense, dark
forest.

Lundwig Krantz glanced round ot him
sourly.

He read the schoolboy's
easily enough,

“Nein, nein, my young herr!™
chuckled Krantz., “Thers is nothing—
nothing! You will never see the
Eikuyu again, my voung herr! Achl
Do you repent now that you lashed me
1E1ka Etﬁﬂﬂg‘ on the Nairobi road in

COYE

Vernon-8mith did not reply.

Bavage and bitter words trembled on
his lips, and he was in s bitter and
desperate mood. But he remained
silent. Barak, a brawny Arab, lolled
near hl.m-' the rhinoceros-hide whip
across his knces. He was lazy and inert,
bt not too lazy to lay the heavy thong
acrass the Bounder at a sizn from
Ludwig Krantg,

The slave-trader launghed harshly.

“Ach! You grow tamed, my voung
herr " he grinned. **You have learned
a lesson that will be useful to you when
vou are in the kraals of Tofoloko, the
slavo of a black chief. A weck apo you
wotld nave answered me—now you dare
not speak.”

The Bounder's eyea blazed.

“You cur!” he broke out savagely.
“You slave-trading hound, you lie !"

“Ach}” The light-blue eyes glittered
at him. *“PBarak, give hima & dozen
blows with the whip! The young herr
is not tamed yel.”

Barek grinned and lounged to his

[eet.
Vernon-3mith clenched hiz  hands

thoughts

desperately. Harry Wharton & Co,
made a movement towards him. The
slave-hunters interposed, and drove

them back to the stern of the long canoce
with raining hlows.

Barnk's brawny grasp eclosed on
Herbert YVernon-Bmith,. He sirnggled,
but 1n & moment he was fung down in
the canoe.

Tho stave-hunter's arm went op, the
rhinoceros-hide whip in hiz hand. The
thong came down on the Dounder with
a orack like that of a rifle.

Ug went the brawny arm again, the
Arab grioning down at the dpanting
schoolboy as he aimed the second stroke.

But the second stroke never fell.

From the dark shades of the {orest,
scarcoe a dozen feet from the ﬁhdm
canoe, somoething whizzed like a flash ¢

ligght,
%arak, the Arab, gave s choling cry,
and fell forward across the Bounder.

THE MAGNET

From the back of his burnous the haft
of a throwing-spear stuck out.

The egpear had passed completely
through his burly beody; evidentl
burled by an arm that did not lac
muscle and sinew,

Keia Taitet o h a yell
. Brantz leaped up with a yell, gras
mg his rifle, and g]ariug at the hiﬁ
wall of foliage from which the spear
bad flown.

“ Bismillah I'" panted the Arabs.

Every eye in the two cances was
turned on the bordering forest. Harr
Wharton & Co. watched the thick ban
of foliage eagerly,

For s moment the foliage parted,
and a dark face and & pair of bright,
keen eyes locked out.

The juniors and the slave-hunters had
:“?;cﬁud’a gl:.l;mpﬂﬁ* of atﬁtzll ﬁﬁgura u;

r monkey-skins; ure o
Kikolobo, the Kikuyu. 8

Crack, erack, crack!

Shots were loosed off from the cances
on the instant. But it was only for a
eplit second that the Kikuyu was seen.
He vanished into the dense forest, and
the bullets tore leaves and twigs and
tratling wincs,

The Kikuyu was gone,

Splash, splash, splash! The slave
hunters were paddling now, regardiess
of the heat and the sun-blaze, thinking
only of getting out of the cast of a spear
from the bank. The cances fled fast
down the winding river.

Not {:ll miles had been covered did
they slacken, and pause to toss the dead
man overboard to the crocodiles. Then
they continued to paddle, though ot o
reduced speed. And from moment to
moment their eyes roved up and down
the forest-clad bank in fear.

But the fear of the slave-hunters was
hope to the hearts of their prisoners.

It Eikolobo of the Kikuyu had been
thrown off the trail, he had found it
again. The faithful hunter was still
following the slavetrader and his
E)rlsnnera, and hope was strong in the
warts of the schoolboys that he would
vet save them hefore they werp sold
inte slavery.

e —

THE SECOND CHAPTER,
A Narrow Esecapo ]

1 E'RE moving!"” remarked
W Bob Cherry.
The sunset was red in the

; ~ wash,

The river lay & bar of erimson ba-
tween the high banks of green forest.
The cyrrent, that had been slow and
sluggish =ll day, had increased in
velocily, and now the long canoce, with
the smaller canoe bechind, was moving
rapidly.

Tho slave-hunters were no longor
paddling; only keeping the canoe
steady to the current with an oceacional
stroke,

The river had narrowed considerably,
the mangrove-lined banks encroaching
on the water, Buf that was not the
enly cause of the increase in spred in
the current. The Greyfriars fcllows
guessed that they were approaching o
waterfall or rapids, of which there were
many on the tributaries of the Congo.

If the fall was considerable, the slave-
hunters would have fo land, and make a
portage with the canoes, But they could
gucsa that Krantz would not land if he
could help it. He was still in fear of
the pursuing Kikuyu, and the thickly-
wooded bapk would ﬁ;ve the Kenya
hunter his chance i1f he was still at
hand, _ :

Swiiter and swifter they glided down
the stream, under the crimson sunset,
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Harry Wharton & Co, the

scanned
silenk I:n:mlv::in,h walled with green foliage.

Not a sign had been seen or sound heard
of thea Kenya hunter who was sceking
te rozcuo them, since the hoerling spear
had stricken Barak dead in the f&ading
Gafon,

And on shore, in the tangled forest,
ne man, even one so switt of ip-ut as
Kikolobo, could have kept pace with the
canoes,

But the river had many windings and
bendings, and it was likely enoupgh that
thea Kikuyu would cut across the loops,
gaving many rniles of distance, and so
keep in touch with the slavehunting
Lraw.

It was evident that Ludwig Krantz
feared 1, for he sat with his rifie across
hiz knecs, his light eyes in his dark face
roving incessantly, watehing for danger.

Billy Dunter was still snoring,

He had awoekened onco, and stayed
awake long cnough to devour a big
bunch of plantains. Then his lictle
round cyes closed again behind his big
round spectacles, and he forgot his
troubles cnce moro in slumber.

DBut, hot and drowsy as it was, and
lulling as was the wash of the river and
the incessant buzzing of the insects,
Harey Wharton & Co. were not disposed
to doze,

Still less so was the Bounder.

He was aching from the savage cut
of the rhinoceros-hide whip, and his
temper was growing more savage and
bitter,

The other fellows eyed him rather
anxiously at times.

Escape was constantly in  their
thoughts, as in Smithy's, and gladly

enough they would have joined in any
attemnpt to turn tho tables on their
captors, had it been possible,

But there was nothing doing. Un-
armed 1t was  futile to think of
entering into a struggle with twice their
ntmber of ruffians, armed to the teeth.
And Krantz had ordered his men to fire
instantly if they attempted to leap from
the canoe. Even without that certainty
of death from tho riflea of the slave-
hunters, they would hardly have thought
of making the attempt, for the river
was alive with crocodiles, haﬁkingﬁ in :‘.‘-hﬁ
sin among the mangroves, or foating
like logs on the water, A swimmer would
not have had one chance in a hundred
of escaping the shearing jaws.

Bitter as it was, they had to meke up
their minds to grin and bear 1it, or bear
it, at all evenis, if they could not grin.

But the Bounder was in & savagely
reckiess mood, and the lamous Five
foared every moment to see him begin
some Eutile outbreak, which could only
lead to lashing frome the rhinocceros-hide
whip, or oven death. It was uscless
to provoke Lrutality that could not be
resistod.

The Dounder stirred and sat up. His.

oyves went to the river and to the man-
grove-lined bank, closer now that the
streamn had norrowed. Wharton could
read the desperate thought in his mind,
and he whispered ;

“Don't be a fool, Smithy! There's no
chance.”’

The Bounder gritted his teeth.

“I'm not standing this!" he muttercd.
* Botter go Into the jaws of a croc than
itnuckle under to that hound.”

“While there is lifefulness, there is

Harry Wharfon graspaed
Vernon-Smith and fren-
giedly dragged him aboard

. the cance just In time.
< The sound of the groco-
", dile"s snapping jaws sent a

shudder through every
member of the party |

absurd hopefulness, my esteemed
Smithy " murmured Hurree Jamsetb
Ram Bingh, “Dut the jawfulness of a

erocodile wonld be the ridiculous finish."

“Oh, rot!” grunted the Bounder.

“Give 1t n miss, old man!” said Bob
Cherry. .

The Bounder did not trouble to
answer, He stared over the side at the
swictling: water.

Though the slave-hunters were not
paddiing now, the cances ran swiftly.
Ahead came & decp murmur of distant
falling water.

It was plain that they were approach-
ing a fall, and the current ran swifter
nnd harder as they drew nearer.

The Bounder's face set hard, and his
eyes glinted. He was making up his
mind to a desperate act.

Ludwig Krantz stood up in the cance,
staring at the forcst-lined banks with
keen, uneasy eyes. His glance wont
along the rapid stream to where tossin
form end spray marked thoe fall nhead.

The ‘f'uninra could see that he was un-
decided.

How decp the [all was they could not
tell; bug it was clear that it was perilous
to shoot the descent in the cances,

But for fear of the pursuing Kikuyu,
Krantz would not have thought of it,
He would have landed above the fall,
dragged the cances along the muddy
bapk, and launched them again on ths
lower stream beyond the fall.

That meant landing his prisoners, and

marching them along the bank for a
considerable distance,

The juniors’ hearts beat ab the
thought.
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If the Kikouyu was at hand, as they
hoped, and ss the slavedrader feared,
't waa a chance for them,

The E.ikusu was & master of bush-
fighting, and in the tangled wilderness
& nr::_ﬁ the banks his spears would take a
deadly toll. But Krantz was as well
awara of that g3 his prieopers, znd
finally, with o savage scow! and muttor-
ing curses, he seemed to make up his
mind not to land, for the canoes re-
mained gliding down the centre of the
stream. The fall was near at hand now,
and the murmur of falling waters was
deepening to a roar.

erbert Vernon-Smith clenched his
hands hard, )

Wharton touched his arm,

“ Smithy [

“I'm going |” muttered the Bounder,
“You fellows can do as you like. I'm
going to take my chance.

“It's madness |**

"I don't cara™

“My esteemed, idiotic Smithy—"

“QOh, shut up 1?

The DBounder waa savagely deter-
mined. The slave-hunters wera hardly
heeding their prisoners now. Between
the peril they feared on the shore, and
the certain peril ahead, their thoughts
were fully occupied, and they seemed
almost to have forgotten the juniora.
Doubtless they considered the crocodiles
o sufficient guard against an attempt at
escape—as, indeed, they were, had not
Smithy been utterly reckless.

Wharton set hia lips.

Tt wasg death to make the attempt, and
he knew it, if the Bounder did not.

“Take your chance with me!” whis-
pered Vernon-Bmith. “They've got
their eves off us. We've got & chance.
Jump for it1"

“There's no chance—*

“Rot! I'll go alone, then."

The Boundor set his teeth and fung
himself over the side of the cance. In-
stantly Harry Whearton grasped him by
the collar and held on. Instead of
shooting away inte the rushing water,
Smithy was held to the side,

He astruggled and spluttered, with the
water to his neck.

With an exertion of strength he would
not have been capable of at any other
moment, Wharton dragged him back
bodily into the canoce.

.EIE splrawled, panting ‘and gasping.

nap

“0Oh corikey[” gasped Bob Gherr{;,
staring fascinated ot o crocodile
almost touching the canoe, whose huge
jaws had snapped only a second too lete.

Vernon-Smith sat up, streaming with
waber.

“You—vou fooll You
rotter I'* he panted.

* Look, you idiot 1" gasped Bob.

Vernon-Smith's gaze turned on the
zcaly head and the dull, glassy eyes only

checky

a couple of feet from him. o started

and shuddered. The erocedile, disap-
pinted of his prey, plunged end
isappearad.

"¥Yon fool Bmithy I  breathed
Wharton, If T hadn't cau zght you—*"
His face was white as chalk,

The Bounder did not speak, He
knew what a narrow escape he had had
and that he would not have succeedad
in_getting two yards from thé canoce
slive,

Therse was a harsh
Ludwig Krantz

“Achl Do you want to feed the
crogodiles, my young herr? Ach

himmel! Jump again if you wish; not
a hand shall be raised to stop vou[*

But the Bounder did not stir,
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THE THIRD CHAFTER,
Over the Falls |

€ SAY, you fellowsl”
E Billy Bunter weke up.
He set his spectacles straight
on his fat little nose, and blinked
round at the juniors.
“1 say, you fellows, I'm hungry I”
Harry Whartoo & Co. made no reply

to that,

If Billy Bunter was hungry, the
matter was no doubt wrgent. Dut they
did not heed the Owl of the Remove.

They zat with their eyes fixed on the
tossing spray ahead of the rushing
canoe, rushing now st great speed.

The roar ag the fall was in their ears,

Above the fall the stream was narrow,
and the water swelled deep at the
banks, whirling and splashing through
the muoddy mapgroves. DBranches of
huge trecs on either bank stretched
across the river, almost meeting over
the centre of the stream., From the
leafy branches, black-faced monkeys
blinked down at the cances passiog
helow.

Bunter sat up.

“I say, you fellows—"

“Go to sleep again, old fat mani®
said Bob Uhﬂw&m

:' Oh, really, rry—"

‘Detter go to sleep, Bunter,” said
Harry.

What was coming, in a few minutes
now, was no sight for Billy Bunter’s
eyesa.

" I've said I'm hupgry 1? said Bunter,
with dignity.

“Fathead I

“What's that fearful row?” asked
Bugter, blinking round, The rocar of
the fall was deep and Ioud. *I say,
jyou fellowg—""

“Bhut your eyes, idiot I grunted the
Bounder.

“I'm hungry. Are there any more
bananas?” asked Bunter, “ Those
beasts have let us have plenty of
bananas—they're ¢heap | Look here, you
fellows, you might d & lellow a
bunch of bananas [

Frank Nugent tossed a bunch of
bananas to the fat junior. Bunter
grabbed it, and start peeling one of
the succulent fruit. Tho juniors had
heen on short commons since they had
fallen into the hands of the slave-trader.
But bananas and plantains, ab least
were plentiful. They could be gaibered
by the boatload, if wanted.

Bunter jammed a banana into his
capacious mouth, with & grunt of f[at
contentment.

It was not the grub he wanted, but ib
waz grub. And anything in the shape
of grub was welcome to Billy Bunter,

“1I eay, you fellows, theso hananas
gin't bad!™ he remarked, with hia
mouth full. Filling his mouth to
capacity was Bunter's usual preliminary
to conversation. “I'm getting pretty
gick of them; still, they asin't badl
T’n}‘gy keep o fellow going

aving bolted the banana, he peeled
e seeond ome. The second banana was
half-way to bis mouth, when he uttered
s sudden startled ejaculation.
“I say, you fellows—"

“¥Feed and shut uwpl” said the
Bounder.
“Beast! I say, is that a gorilla®™

wasped Bunter. “1 say, if he jumpas
dewn on us—" .

Ahead of the canoes a mighty branch
stretched far across the stream. In o
minute or less the cances would be
passing undor it.

Bunter’s startled eyes, through his
big spectacles, were fixed on a figure
that lay along the branch, almoe
hidden by foliage.



EVERY SATURDAY

The attention of everyone else, slaves
and slave-hunters, was concentrated on
the fall; but Bunter had not even seen
the fall yet, and did not know it was
there. So he bad attention f[or other
things.

But as he peointed u
hanging branch ahuadl:
looked up.

Harry Wharton caught his breath.

It was not a great ape that clung to
the branch over the stream, as the short-
sighted Owl of the Remove supposed.

Wharton had a glimpse of a dark,
determined face, and of a figure in
striped mﬂnkey-ahins.

It was the Kikuyul

“0h erikey I’ murmured Johnny Bull.

“Kicky!"” breathed the Bounder,

All the juniors saw the Kikuyu., Had
the slave-hunters looked up they must
have scen him,

But they were not looking up. Their
eyes wers fixed on tha rushing waters
sweoping over tha fall.

Whether the EKikuyu intended to hurl
& spear as the canoes swept under him,
or whether he intended to leap down as
titey came, the juniors did not know;
they could not guess. But ho was there,
on the branch over the stream, watching
like a leopard, with glinting oyes.

“I say, you fellows—""

“Shut up, Bunter!" hizssed the
Bounder., He dreaded to sco the
attention of the slave-hunters drawn to
the fgure above,

“But, I say, if it's a gorilla——""

“1¥ill you shut up #**

“No, I won't " howled Bunter, staring
in alarm at the high branch. *1 say,
you fellows—yarcoooh ["

Vernon-8mith, grabbing him by the
collar, up-ended him into the bottom of
the canoe. Billy Bunter rolled over with
a spluttering roar.

“ Ach, himmel 1"

Whetlier Bunter had  drawn  his
attention to the unseen danger,  or
whether it was his own watchfulness,
Ludwip Krantz had glimpsed the figure
in monkey-skins extended on the branch,

He grasped a paddle,

One swift stroke drove the canoce out of
the course it was followmg, and it shot
away to the right, clearing the end of
the high branch.

Krantz had been only in time,

A spear from above missed him barely
by a foot as the cance rocked and
plunged away in the racing current.

But the second canoe passed directly
under the branch. There was no time
to yell o warning to the four Arabs in
the following cance, and they had not
scon the danger. It was o matter of
split zeconds,

Fven as ithe leading cance whirled
away from the danger under Krante's
rapid paddle-stroke, the second canoce
came gliding under the cxtended branch,
under the gleaming cyes of Kikolobo of
the Kikuyu,

Trom the foliage above a dark form
shot down.

It landed in the second canoce.

The clumsy craft rocked and plungod
wildly under the shock, and the four
Arabs sprawled, yelling in amazement
and alarm.

Iut the Kikuru did not lose his
footing. .

Standing in the rocking canoe, with his
long Kikoyu spear in his right hand, a
bundle of throwing spears m his left,
Kikolobo towered over the welling,
sprawling slave-hunters,

The long spear flashed with hghtning-
lika gwiftness.

Blaw after blow fell from the broad,
two-cdged blade—thrice the Kikuyu
struck, and each swify blow dealt death.

to the over-
the juniors

And the fourth Arab barely escapea tha
thrusting spear by flinging himself into
the water, and the rushing river tore
him away to his fate in the falls,

From the leading cance the juniors
stared back, dumbfounded by the swilt
happenings. Bub the slave-hunters did
not look back., The Iarfcr canoe was
whirling down to the falls, and the
cfforts of the refians were all directed
to keeping it steady to shoot the descent.

f they knew what was happening to
their comradcs behind, they did not
heed. In the shadow of terrible danger,
they thought only of themselves; as
hecdless of their comrades as a pack of
jackals,

The ecanoe rushed on like an arrow.

“Kicky!” panted the Bounder.
“Good old Eicky! He—oh gad!™

“He's over!” pasped Wharton.

_ The sccond canoe, plunging and rock-
ing wildly, had gone gunwale under,

i

THE JUDGE CHUCKLED,

now it's your turn to laugh at the
" following storyette which has
earned for James E. Curtis, of Hill
Farm, Scuth Walsham, Norwich,
Notfolk, one of this week's useful
pocket-knives, ' |

Sambo :
goin' to pay me that money you
owes me T "’

* Hay, Rasfun, fs you

Rastus &
ain’t.'?

Bamhbo: ‘| gin't askin'® Iz you
ain't; | asks vou ain*t you is 7 *

¥l aint sayin' |

Look lively with vour efforts,
chuma! You raise the laugh, I'll
supply the prize!

——

The tall fipure in monkey-skins went
ireadlong into the swirling water.

Tho juniors caught their breath.

Ki]mi;-ubu of the Kikuyu had con-
quered; four of the enemy had gone
down, but now the brave Kikuyu was
fichting for his life in the whirling,
swirling waters, and he vanished [rom
ihe anxious cyes of the sclioolboys

“We're going "' gasped Nugent,

“Hold on!™

“Yarooh! I say, you fcllows—pgroogh!
Hold me—oh ¢crumbs! Qw!” Biily Bun-
ter, conscious of tho danger at last,
spluttercd with terror.

YWharton, holding on to the canoe with
onc hand, grasped Dunter by the back
of his collar with the other.

The canoe was shooting the fall, amid
a wild rush of water and tossing masses
of foam.

Slave-hunters and prisoners crouched
and held on for their lives as the canoe
shot down,

Wild sprax and {oam, and a3 roar of
falling waters! To the juniors, blinded
by the spray, deafencd by the recar, it
scomed the end of all things,

7

Hundrods of tons of water thundered
down after them; it seemed a miracla
that the canoo was not overwhelmed.

Flooded, drenched, heli-drowned, they
swopt through the torrent, and shot
away into the lower strcam,

Wharton dashed the spray from his
eyes and stared dizzily back,

The fall was behind the camoe now,
thundering dewn. The canoe ran swiftly
an, flooded fore and aft. It was almost
sinking under their feet, and the slave-
hunters baled frantically with gourds.

“MMy hat!” Dob herry gasped.
“We're through. Weo're through, old
beans.’’

* Groocooogh 1"

* All serene now, Bunter, old top.”

“Dooooch! I'm drowned! Grooagh!™

“ But—EKicky "' muttered the Bounder,
staring back at tho falls,

But of Kikolobe the juniors could seo
nothing. That he must have been swepk
over the fall was certain, but whether
he had survived, or perished in the
wild waters, they could not tell—they
could only hope for his safety |

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
News from the Wilderness !
M R. VERNON-SMITH, million-

aire and finarcier, stood in

the veranda of Mr., Jarram's

bungalow, necar DButiaba, in
Uganda, and stared across the waters
of Lake Albert.

The portly figure of the millionaire
had a <drooping look, and his face,
usnally plump and self-satisfed, was
haggard,

ays and niihts had passod since his
son had vanished across the lake, a
prizoner in the hands of the hali-breed
slave-trader,

Sinca then there had been no news.

Harry Wharton & Co., going mn
search of their comrade, had fallen into
the some savage hands. The millionaire
felt real concern for the schoolboys who
were travelling in Africa in his charge.
But almost aﬁ his thoughts were con-
centrated on his own son,

Hard and worldly as he was, Mr.
Vernon-Smith did not count his immensa
fortune at a pin's fce in comparison with
Herbert YVernon-Smith.

Where was his son ?

Bitterly did the millionaire regret
that ha {md allowed Herbert and his
friends tc accompany him in that
journey to East Africa. Yot no ono
Eﬁ}lld have foresecn such & disaster as

15,

The Greyiriars fellows had jumped af
the chance of a holiday in " British
Tast.” It was impossible to have fore-
soen snch an onteome.

Hundreds, if not thousands, of natives
were gearching the lake and its wild
shores in the hope of earning the woun-
ficent rewards offered by the million-
aire,

Captain McCann, the man-tracker of
Uganda, and his wnskaris were at work.
But the schoolboys had vamished into
the unknown heart of Africa; ond even
from XKikolobo, the Kikuyu who hod
gono in search of them, had come no
word. ]

Mr, Vernon-Smith had almest given
ap hope. :

The business matters which had
brought him to Afriea were forgotten
Coffee-lands and cotton-plantations, rail-
way concessions and timbor concossions
did not interest Mr, Vernon-Smith now.
He thought only of his son.

Hitting on the rail of the veranda was
a little, wiry, bronze-faced man, with
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es like sharp steel; Captain McCanit,
the man-tracker. IHis horso was tethered
below. His abrupt voice broke in on
the millionaire’s gloomy meditations.

“There it hope, Mr, Vernon-Smith [

“1 shall never sce my son again!™
muttered the millionaire, without
glancing round,

He stared across the shining lake, as
.LI h.;.dwzn_u}t;lI &gaﬁrat&d the wilderness

eyond weth Ing hagpard eyes,

“Thera 13 hope!”™ repeated MeCann,
“It is cortain now that Kikolobo, the
honter, has followed Krantz, My men
have found unmistakable traces, in an
old crater on the Congoe side of the
lake, where the slave-hunters were
ecamped and hidden. They have found
unmistakable sign leit by tho Kikuyu,
to show the way he followed. I shall
follow on with my men—and 1 have
every hope of bringing that scoundrel
Krantz to book.”

EBut the millionaire’s gloomy face did
not brighten,

“In that vast wilderness—thousands
of gquare wiles of unlrodden forest—"'
ho muttered.  * Krantz has vanished
into the heart of a continent with my
son—neither of them will ever be seen
again.

Thera was g step on thie path below tho
voranda, and Mr. Jarram, the Eurvasian
planter, came up the steps.

Behind him followed a black man, in
o loin-eloth—a man upon whom Captain
McCann's eyes fixed instantly, with keen
curiosity. )

To Mr. Vernon-Snrith he was a black
man, such as he had seen in thousands
between Mombasa and the lakes. But
te the man-tracker he was something
HIOTe.

At o glance, McCanm saw that the
man was not of a raco that belonged to
either Kenya or Uganda, e came
froma beyond the lakes, from the wild
regions of the Congo,

" Holy maclierel 1" ejaculated the wmon-
tracker. “This may be news. ‘That is
a man from Mabode country.”

Mr. Vernon-Smith had never heard of
the Mabode country, and he gave no
heed.

Mr, Jarram came up the steps.

The husi)itghla Eurasian, at whose
bungslow the Greylriars party had been
staying, was full of sympathy and con-
cern. He gesticulated sympathetically
with both hands, as he eame into the
veranda, and spoke im bis peculiar
English,

“ Estimable friend, there is a hope!”
he exclaimed. *“The darkest hour, az
vou English say, is before sunrise of one
new day. A black man has come across
a lake in a canoe,”

“Is that man from the Congo™ asked
Mr, Vernon-Smith. There was a faints
gleam of hope in his face.

“That iz correctly stated,” said Mr.
Jarram. “A man mekes a travel in o
farest on foot, and crosses a lake in a
cance, with a word from a Kikoyau”

“0Oh1” breathed Mr. Vernon-Smith.

“4 man speaks a tongue I do not
understand,” went on Mr. Jarram.
“But he say a word or two of which
there is understanding on my poor part,
He say a name of a Kikuyy, and he say
a name which indicates my esteemoed
friend and guest, so I think he earry
one mossape. Yesi®

The Mabode tribesman entered the
veranda, and stood waiting. Ie waz a
man of powerful frame, strong and
brawny, but he showed wvery evident
signs of fatipue and hard travel.

he millionaire approached him
eagerly.

“Have you news of my soni”
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The man stared at him uncompre
hendingly,

“He speaks no English,” said Cap-
tain MecCann, “I will try him in
Bwahill, Leave him fo me.”

The man-tracker addressed the Ma.
bode im & language that was Rowing
and musical, but utterly mysterious to
Mr. Vernon-Smith.

The black face lighted.

Evidently the man from the interior
understood, g

Ile answered in his own tonguce, which
was comprehensible to the captain,
though a succession of meammngless
sounds to Mr. Vernon-Smith, and to
Mr. Jarram.

* Lord,” said the tribesman, “I carry
news from Kikelobo, a chief of the Ki-
kuyu people who dwell in the shadow
of the Great Mountain, This brave and
handsome chief sends news of the white

boyvs, of whom one is the son of this old
fat lord.”

Mr., Vernon-Smith was listening
cagerly, thoupgh without understanding.
It was, perhaps, as well that he did not
%:gmw how the MMabode was describing
14,

Captain MceCann smmled faintly.

“O strong and brave men of the
Mabode,” he said, “lot my ears hear
your message, and I will tell it with my
lips to the old fat lord.?

“The evil Mzungu, who is called
Krantz by the white lords, came with
hiz men to our town on the river,” said
the tribesman. *“They slew many with
their fire-sticks, and stole our canoes.
They fled in the eances on the river,
towards tho waters of the great Congo,
taking with them the white prisoners.
Of these there were seven™

“"Your son and lis friends live, Mr,
Vernon-Smith,” said the captain, **This
man has geen them in the hands of
Kraniz.”

The millionaire nodded.

“* After they had fed,” resumed the
tribesman, *“there came to us a brave
huanter of the Kikuya, who was in pur-
suttk of them, And st first we would
have slain him, for in our land a
stranger is an enemny; but he made the
sign of peace, and with his handsome
lips he told us that e was the encmy of
our enemies, and in proof of this he
showed us the head he had taken from
one of these wicked men who had fallen
under his spear. This head he gave us
m token of Iriendship™

This part of the message McCann did
not translate to the millionaire. The
sovape manners and customns of Central
Afriea were not likely to have a reas-
suring effect on the man whose son was
lost in the wilderness,

“To this brave Kikuyu we gave bread
and meat and cool water,” continued
ihe tribosman, “also we gave him
spears, that he might slay more of the
wicked ones when he followed them in
the forests, And at my master's order,
I, Motongo, came hither with his
message. He said alse that the father
of the boy he ealled Bwana-wangu would
give me a great reward.™

“Your reward shall be great, O
Motongo,” said McCann. * Bug tell me
the words of the brave Kikuyu™

“His words wore these, lord,™ zaid tha
tribozinan, *“YWatching the evil men
and following them in light and dark-
ness, the Kikuyu heard words that they
spoke to one another' and =0 he learned
that the wicked ona, Krantz, travelled to
the land of Tofoloko, who is a great
king in the land of the Congo. And in
that land he designs to sell the white
boys as slaves to the king Tofoloke.
Awnd he spoke also these words, saying
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that it the father of Bwane-wangu de-
sires to save his son, he must send many

askaris to the land of Tofoloko."
Captain McCann's eyes glinted,
“Hely mackerel [ he ejaculated.

“The news—the news ! exclaimed Mr.
Vernon-Smith, “In Heaven's name,
MeCanx, what is the man telling youl®

“All that I could have ssked,” an.
swered the man-iracker. ©Kikolobo
lias found out that Krantz 18 heading
for Tofoloko't couniry on the Upper
Longo, and now we know where to seck
him:*

“And where 13 thati”

“In the heart of the Congo wilderncss
—a& region never subdued by the Belgian
Congo Covernment; a region where no
whitz man has ever ventured to set his
foot,” answered the captain, rather
dryly.

Mr. Vernon-Smith gave a smort.

“One white man will venture to set
his foot there, if my boy is there,” he
snapped, "I start within the hour,”

“ Nothing of the sort, sir!” ssid
McCann.  “You would be useless, or
worse than useless, on such an expedis
tion. I have the coromission of the
Congo State to hunt for Krantz on theiwr
side of the border, and I shall follow
Krantz wherever he goes. Dut such a
journey will tell severely on mo and on
my imen, and you cannot possibly under-
take it

The millionaire’s plump jaw squared.

“I am going ! he said,

“My dear sir, if you desire to help
such un cxpedition will be costly, and
that is where you come in,” said tho
man-tracker,

“My whole fortune, to the last six-
penece, if necessary,” said Mr. Vernon-
Bmith., “But I shall not stay 1dle here
whilo other men are marching to rescue
my son. I am going, Captain MeCann,
witlh you or without you,”

“Without me, you would not live o
day after crossing the lake,” said ihe
captain, smiling faintly. “I warn rou
vhat you are facing death in a thousand
shapes—" ;

“ Rubbizh

“Bwamps ihick with fever, cannibals,
and wild beasts, labour and fatigue that
would break down mapy a strong man
half your age, mir.™

“ Nonsense I

*“And at the finish, when we get to

Tofoloke, & good chance of winding up
in the cooking-pots,” said HMcellann
coolly.

“What the dickens does all that

matter to mei” snapped the millionaire.
“1f you are facing all this, because it is
your duty, I suppose I can face it, when
my son's life is at stake? I am going.”
MeCann shrugged his shoulders.

The millionaire was resolved,
there was nothing mbre to be saud.

When Captain MeCann and his askaris
crossed the lake, to take up the trail in
ihe Congo country, Mr. Vernon-Smith
went with them,

With them also went Motengo of tho
Mabode, to guide them as far as s
native eountry, and he went loaded
with gifts for the news he had broughr.

And if the man-tracker expected Mr,
Vernon-Smith to turn back, when he
found svhat the dangers and diffculties:
of the journey wero really like, he dis
covercd that he was mistaken. ‘There
was no turning hack for Myr. Verncn-
Swith, znd the untrodden wilderness of
Central Africa swallowed the million-
aire gs it had swallowed his son.

and
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THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
The Camip in the Hills !

5 W
0 Bilily Bunte:
yelped.

. Billy Dunter often
complained without eause, bul
he had csuse this time. 'LPhe
cause was a heavy Amb foot
that clumped on the fat junior

and rolled him over in the
canoo,

“Unbelioving dog ' =aid the
Arab. “CGet ashore!”

“Yaroooh! Keep him off ¥
howled Bunter. 3

The Arab kicked again.

Bunter sprawled and yelled.

Since the passaco of the falls,
the day before, the slave-
hunters, never gentle, had been
mora brutal than ever in hand-
ling their prisoners.

Ludwig Krantz's evil, cop-
pery faco had been set and
savage, his temper vile. He
was quicker with a blow than
with a word, and ths rest of
the geng—what were loft of
them—followed his example
faithfully.

HKikolobo had neot becen seen,
and the slave-hunters hopod
that he had perished in tho
rushing waters, but they still
feared him,

Liko the angel of death he
had tracked the wetreating
gang, from far-off Lake Albert,
on the British border, to the
heart of the Congo country.

Man after man had fallen
under his spears, and of the
gang who had marched with
Krantz from Lake Albert only
gix remained, with the hali-
breed included. Tour had
perished at the falls, and the
ruffians could only hope—and
could not be sure—that the pur-
suing Kikuyu had perished
with them.

Terror was in the very bones
of Ludwig Krantz and the five
Arabs who remained of his
hunting pang.

They knew, as the juniors knew, the
cunning and ruthless plan that was in
the mind of the Kikuyu,

Openly the native hunter, armed only
with spears, could not tackie men,
white or half-white, armed with rifies.
Neither could even so fammous a warrior
as Kikolebo, of the Kikuyu, have dealt
with such odds, if the whole gang could
lheve piled on him.

It was his cunning game to tackle
them ﬁ:pgl_!r, taking them by surprise,
decimating them ons by one.

And in that game he had so {ar
played a winning hand., Fifteen mon
had marched from Lake Albert. Cne
had fallen in the fight with the Mabode
natives from whom the cances had been
scized. Eight had fallen to the Kikuyu.

Terrible and merciless as such bush-
warfare was, the Groyiriars fellows
could only hepe that “ Kicky " would
succeed, for vunless he saved them before
they reached tha land of Tofcloko
they were doomed.

To the slave-hunters every shadow of
a slirring branch, every rustle of a
lurking leopard hinted of the Kikuyn,
and fear was never out of their watch-
ful eyes, weapons seldom out of their
hands,

Tor their comrades who had fallen
they care¢ no more than jackals for
othor jackals in the pack. But for

slave-
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Unconscious of the danger ahead, the Arabs in the canoe glided under thas
extended branch. Suddenly, from ths foliage abhove, the dark [orm of Kikoloho

i

shot down towards them !

their own duak_‘i:., unwashed skins they
cared very much indeed,

Beside the Kikuvu there were many
othar dangers in the cannibal country
on the Upper Congo, and so small a
party was hardly secure.

Moreover, Ludwig Krantz had plan-
ned to carry out elave-trading on his
way to Eing Tofoloko, to have black
slaves as well as white to sell to that
Central African potentate.

That plan he had had to abandon.
His men were now too few for success-
ful attacks on native villages, and with
the fear of the Kikuyu upon them they
would have refuzed to provoke other

anermies. 'I'ltcg weore only too glad to
croep  throup the savage country
unmolested,

The juniors were awars of that, and
it helped to reconcile their minds to
the terrible methods of the Kikujyu. I'he
ruthless slaying of the slave-hunters
had saved scores of natives from death
or slavery.

it was now noar tho cloze of the day,
and the canoe at last had come to Jand.
The rest of the journey, the juniors
rucssedd, eould mot be made by river,
reluetant as Krantz was to abandon
that swift and safe means of transport.

Blows from tho rhinoceros-hide whip
drove the juniors from the canoo to
the muddy bank, whore they were
roped together in a “string ¥ to prevent
escape on the march,

Billy DBunter, more slow than the

others, was savagely kicked out of tha
canoe, and ho totrered ashore velling.

“1 szay, you fellows! Yow-ow-ow!"
yvelled Bunter. “I say, ker:p off, :(?)ma
beast! I'm getting out, min't I? Oh,
you rotfer! % say, you fellows, help!”

Lut the other fellows could not help
Bunter. ;

Kicked into line, he was roped with
the rest.

Such baggars as had to be carried
was packed on the backs of the school-
boy slaves. Most of it, however, had
been in the capnoe that had sunk in
the falls, and had been lost with the
canoc. And the juniors, as they storted
to march under & burning sun, were
glad of 1t. i

The canoe was stove in and sunk when
the slave-hunters left it. Then the
ganz turned their backs on the river
and marched through the jungle.

The way lay by a narrow path,
barred in on either side by
elophant grass, and the looks of the
ruffiane showed with what uneasiness
thiey entored on if

If the Kikuyu was near at hand
there was ample ¢over for him within
Lhearing of the footsteps of the slavers,
and the hurricd glances to and fro
showed that the wretches fcared every
moment the thrust of & long Kikuyu
spear from the thick, high gross.

Hagd Kikolobo survived?

The juniors wondered and hoped.

Tae Macner Lierart.—No 1,235,
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If he yeb lived it was most likely that
he was far behind, for the savape crew
had fled down the lower stream af
almost frantic speed, helping the current
with the paddles.

Given time he would overtake the
rascals again. If they camped for the
night he would be heard, if not seen,
But the juniors knew that Krantz woas
not far from his destination now, and
once they were in the land of Tefoloko
the Kikuyu would be powerless to aid.

No time was lost on the march,

After the long rest day alter day in
the cance, both slave-hunters and their
prisoners were capable of exertion, and
they marched as rapidly as the heat
and tangled jungle permiticd.

Even Billy Bunter put on o good
speed, urged by the heavy thong that
cracked across his fat shoulders when
he lagped.

Under a burning sunsect they wound
aglong the jungle path, with constant
backward glances from the Arabs,

The sun dipped in the crimson west,
and shedows rolled over the jingle.
But if the prisoners hoped that Krantz
would ecall & bhalt, they were dis-
appointed.

The march went on.

Evidently Ludwig Krantz felt by no
means suro that the%likuyu had perished,
and he was giving the pursucr no
chanee if he could help if.

But if the brave hunter of Ecnya was
following he would gain on them, the
juniors felt sure of thmt. The powerful,
agile Kikuyu travelled faster than the
slave-hunters, drivin their  weary

riconers. And they felt confident that

¢ would not lose the track, careful as
the ruffiana were to leave no sign they
could aveid. )

Darkness fell on the jungle.

It was a relief. from the glare of the
gun, but it brought new terrorz to the
glave-hunters. In m-e:;_y shadow iji
feared to see the tall figure n siripe
monkey-skons,

Milo after mule, long and weary,
lapsed under the tramping fect. Tho
jungle gave way to forest, the forest to
EWEIILp. . ]

Under the glittering starz of Alrica
they tramped on, by o path through
oozy swamps, where myriads of foul
inscets rose round them, and erocodiles
blinked at them with glassy eyes.

Beyond the swamp, ocozy and foul-
erdelling, poisonous to the breath, came
a stretch of arid, sandy plain, rising
towards a range of hills in tho dim
distance.

Tho schoolboys were tottering with
fatigue, and from the slave-hunters
came loud grumbles and imprecations.
Krantz still tramped on ahead, giving
no sign to halt, :

But even the iron-limbed slave-trader
gave in at last. They had reached the
lower slopes of the stony hills when a
halt was called.

How many miles they had covered
since leaving the river the juniors did
not know, but they knew that the
distance was preat.

Billy Bunter sank to the earth with
a grunt the moment he was allowed to
stop. Krantz came towards the juniors
and lifted his hand to point to the hills,
dim in the starlight, with an ovil grin
on his coppory face.

“Look 1™ he snarled. " Bevond thoso
hills lies the land of ‘Tefoloke!
To-morrow you will see him !

The juniors did not speak.

Ag they had gunessed, the end of the
weary march was at hand, Kikelobe,
if he was yob pursuing, bad little more
time.

The weary juniors sank down to rest,
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almost too tired to eat the hard dhurra
hread, and drink the brackish waler

that was given them. - .
They pillowed their heads on their
arms and slept. '

Bound them snored the five Arabs.

But Krantz did not closo his cyes,
weary as he was. He sat leaning back
against the rock, his rifla across his
knees, his light-blue cyes gleaming
watchfulness,

Ile had chosen the camp with care.
Tho halt had been made in a parrow,
rocky defile, with high walls of rock on
¢ither side. Between the high rocks
was o space of not more than fifteen fect,
and for some distauce down the defile
Krantz could watch the way he had
come. In tho bright starlight it was
searcely possible for o pursuer to ep-
proach unseen while ho was wakeful.

He dared not close his eyes,

He could not have trusted his weary
followers to wateh, and ho dared not
leave the camp unguarded. If the
Kikuyn was still following he would not
be halting to rest; he was ag tireless on
the trail as the huuting leopard. The
halt gave him the chancg to cover the
ground he had lost. Ludwig Krantz
realised, with o shudder, that if he
closed his eyes he might mnever open
them again.

Suddenly ho gave a start.
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Amid the shadows lower down tho
narrow defile a form stivred.

Krantz breathed hard.

He lifted has rifle, his light cyes glar-
ing over the levelied barrel, and
walted.

Something waes stirving among the
rocks.

Tearful as he was of the Kikuyu, the
slave-trader was no coward, INothing
would have pleased lum better than to
seo Kikolobo in the open, where he
would have n chonce of wusing his
SUPCTIOr WoeaApOons.

With burning cyes he watched the
shadow that stirred, and was still again,
and stirred once more. MHis finger was
on the trigger,

The eamp was sleeping,  Prisoners
and slave-hunters were sunk in the deep
sleep of woeariness. OUnly Krantz was
awake; and he knew now, boyond a
doubt, that his ayes, onece clesed, would
have remained sealed for ever. -

For it was the Kikuyu. The creeping
shadow in the starlight grew clearer as
it neared, and becamme a figure in the
striped skins of the colobus monkey.
And the slave-trader knew that le was
staring at his enemy over hia rifle.

Iis savage eyes burned with the desire
to kill.

Tt was the Kikuyu! Tho black man
loves the bush, but Krante's chowice of &
camp had given the Kikuyn no choice.

Thera was little cover among the rocks
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of the defile.  What thers was, the
erecping humnter took advantage of ; but
from noment to moment the striped
monkey-skins showed in the starlight, as
Kikeolobe, silent as a snake, crept closer
to the camp.

Krantz, deep in the shadow of the
rock, unseep oven by the keen eyes of
the ¢reeping Kikuyu, dwelt on his aim.
He had to make certain of the firat shot,
for well he knew he would have no
chance of a second. His burhing eyes
watched the Kikuyu creeping closer and
closer, as ho waited, finger on trigger,
till it should be beyord doubt that the
bullet, when it flew, would be buried in
the heart of the brave Kikuyu.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
The Last Chance !
ERBERT VERNON-EMITH
ﬁ stirred in his sleep, and opened
ng eyes.

Sorme crawling inscct of the
rocks had bitten, end bilten deep, and it
hod awakened the Bounder,

Hardly conscious of what hod ewak-
enced him, too weary to stir, Smithy la
with his head pillowed on his folde
avin, staring round lim in the dim stars
Light in the defila.

The night was growing old; already
the sters were paling,

Deep silence wus round him in the
gloom.  ‘“The thought of the Kikuyu
cama into iz mind the moment he was
awake. Only this night remaoined. I
was his faithful friend’s last chance,
On the morrow the strine of slaves
would be descending the slopes of the
hills into Tofoloka's country, and ihe
gamoe would be up.

Hlad Kicky perished at the falls?
Was he still on the track of the zlave-
irader? Was ho dead, or was he, even
in those still momoents, drawing nezr to
the Bwana he sought? Hope was nob
yet gone, though it was going. 1The
E‘mmder raised bis head to Jook round

11,

Mot mora than six or soven fect from
hitm he saw Krantz—not asleep, as he
had supposed from the stillpess.

There was & rifle at Krantz's shoulden
and ho was crouching and watching.

So intent was the slave-trader on
watching the ereeping figure lower down
ihe defile, that ha did not notice the
Bounder's slight movement.

Smithy walched him for soms
momont: -dly. Krantz was toking aim
at something—probably a jackal or
hyenn wandering near the camp., .

Vernon-Smith glanced in the dircction
in which the riflo aimed.

He caupht his breath,

IFrom a shadowy rock at a distance a
figure darted, silently, and disappeared
behind another rock, ) _

It was ani}; a sccond’zs glimpse thab
Smithy had of it, but he knew that long-
limbed figure in monkey;skins.

And he knew now at what IKrantz was

taking aim.
The figura that crept and dodged and
twisted among the boulders gave

chances for a shot, but Krantz was wait-
ing for a certainty. And when the
IKikuyu was closer he would be certainm,

Dut it was only o matter of moments,
Any sceond the death-shet might ring
ouk,

Vernon-Smith set his teeth hard.

e could not stir from where he lay.
¥is limbs wero free, but the strong rops
fastened him in a ®string ¥ with his
companions. They lay closc round hinn,
fast asleep.

To intorvene, to save the slave-trader’s
intended victim, would draw upon him
the wrath and vengeance of the baffled
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ruffian; it might draw vpon him the
bullet that the Kikuyu escaped, DBut Lhe
Bounder did not think of hesitating. 1t
was to save him that XKikolobo was
there, and nob to save his lifo would he
have hesitaled to save bhe Kikuyu,

His hand groped on the earth beside
bim, his quick lingers detached a small
gtone.

A jerk of his arm, and the stone few,

It was little more than & pebble, but
ag it struclk the coppery face bent over
the ritle. it gave Krantz, in thut tense
moment, a sudden and convulsive shock.

The fingor that was half-pressing the

trigrer pressed harder as the slave-
trader started.

DBang !

The rifle coared, .

But the muzzle was jerked up as
Krantz statted, and the Jbulh:t whizzed

away high in the air.

The report dwoke a thonsand echoes
in the hollows of the hilla The slave-
hunters and the prisoners jumped nto
wakefulness.

A terrible oath broke from the slave-
trader. 1

Ho leaped to his {cet, blazing away
shot after shot in the direction of the
Kikuyu. _

Dut he knew that it was in vain.

The first ring of the rifle had given
the Kenya hunter warning, and he waos
not likely o quit cover.

Crouching behind & boulder, the
Kikuyu lay still, while hot lead spat-
tored on the rocks round him,

‘The slave-hunters were on their fect,
glaring round them in the dinness
srasping their rifles, with a Dbabble of
startled oxclamations.

The Bounder loy still. :

Whether Krantz was aware of his
action, he did not know; the ruffian
did not plance towards bim. )

It was likely that he had seen nothing.
The shock of the pebble striking his face
hacd come as o complete surFrﬁe to him.
Tle Bounder, his hend piltowed on his
arm, affected sleep, with a lurking grin
on i tace.

Boang, bang, bang!

e slave-hupters blazed away at
random, and bullets crashed on the
rocks all round the camp. :

Thero was & yeoll, as a figure in
monkey-skine was seen for a moment.

But it vanished among the boulders.

'Fwice again it was glimpsed for &
second, but it vanished two swiftly for
shooting. Then the Kikuyu was gone.

Mot & man in the slave-hunting gang
followed. Mot even the enraged slave-
truder made o step from the camp. In
the shadows of the rocks they dared not
hunt the Kikuyu. L

“J—I—1 say, you fellows, is—iz—is 1t
a lion?" stuttercd Dunter, through his
chattering teeth. “I—I say, keep round
we, you fellows! D-d-don’t let him
spring at me, you know.”

“It'a Kicky, you [at ass
Bob.

Forantz snaried to his men to cease the
wild end rapdom firing. )

Ho came over to the immrﬁl laring
at them suspiciously, The Bounder sat
up, rubbing his cyes.

“ What's the row about?” he asked.

“ Get up I¥ enarled Krants.

Vernon-Smith roze to his feet.

There was murderous rage in the cyes
of the slave-trader. FEut it was elear
that he did not suspeet the Bounder.

Possibly he did net oven realise that
it was 8 pebble that had struck him,
and might have Etlg[‘.lﬂﬂﬂd that it was
tha impaect of some buzzing insect, The
tap on his face had been slipht, though
sufficient to make bim start and dis
order his aim, and save the life of the
EKikuyu. And the Bounder, reckless as

1* whispared

ho was, was glad that the slave-trader
did pot know. A savage beating from
the whip of rhincceros-hide, 1f not
death, would Lave been his reward.

The catap was broken at once. The
weariest of the slave-huntors was not
thinking now of slecp.

With blaws and curses they drove the
prisoncrs to the maveh again, and they
tramped up the rocky defite, Krante
bringing wp the rear, watchiul as a
leopard.

Under the paling stars thoy tramped
on, and though no sound wos heard from
the Kikuyu, all knew that he was not
far behind.

Night gave place to day, and with
davlight the =slave-hunters breathed
move frecly. They could sece s long
distanee down the defile, looking back,
and it was now impossible for the
pursucr to draw near them unscen.

Higher and higher into the arid hills
they tramped, under blazing, aching
hoat, as the sun rose in the clondless
heavens.

The defile loed therm up to a narrow
gorge, a deep split in precipitous eliffs.
Through this the path ran, with walls
of rock. almost as perpendicular ag the
walls of a house, on either hand.

Far shead the juniors had a glimpse
of lower country beyond--a voerdant
valley that lay on the other side of the
rocky hills,

That, they knew, must be the country
of Tofoloka—their destination. Smiling
and verdant as it looked, in comparison
with their arid surroundings, their
Iioarts sank at the sight of it. Little
hope remained now.

for a mile or more the gorge rived
the hills. Rupzed rocks woere stacked
on cither side by the soaring cliffs, as
if scattered like pebbles by a giant's
hand. The sun blazed down, turning
tha gorge into an oven of irmat. the
rocks burning to the touch.

Muttering curses in Arabie, the slave-
hunters drove their itmping prisoneys on
in single filo.

There was a sudden roar and a crash,

From Ligh up the side of' the gorge
a great boulder, detuched from the
eliff, came thundering down.

Tt missed Krantz, who marched ahead,
Ly hardly more than a foob, erashed on
the carth, rchoonded, and smashed into
t!lipﬂ'next man, pinning him against the
eliff.

There was an cuatbreak of startled
yells, and the party halted. Every eve
turned upward. i

High up the side of the gorge,
crouching on a narrow Jedge, was a
fizure in monkey-zkins,

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.,
In the Land of Tololoko ]
MEKﬂLGBD of the Kikuyu stared

dD"l'l."“l-
11iz dark eycs burned ot
Ludwip IKrantz.

I

The juniors gazed up at the Kikuyu.

For 8 moment ho was visible on the
ledpe sixty feet up; then he erouched
back from eight as the slave-hunfers
bepan to locse off theip rifles.

IKrantz spat out o German oath.

“Ach! Tho Kikuyu! Ach himmel !
Forward 1"
Ho hardly needed fo give the
command.

After a spattering volley at the figure,
hidden now by the projecting ledee hight
above, the slavehunters hurried on.

Two of them ran at top speed, heed-
less even of the prisoners; but tho other
two, with rantz, drove the {;Lmnra
savagely on. And they kept close to
the prisoncrs, grasping some of them as
they hurried through the gorge. Thoy
gove the Kikuyu no chance o dislodg-
ing another rock wupon them without
egual risk of crushing the schoolboys.

The rhinoceros-hide whip lashed and
cracked on the panting schoolboys,
The two Ifleein%l glave-hunters  had
vanished ahead, the others werc wildly
anxious fo get out of the gorge.

Taster and faster they dmigeﬂ and
drove the schoolboys with blows and
eurses, snarling with rage snd fear.

Harry Wharton cast a despairing
plance back. -

He had a glimpse of & figure 1n
striped monkey-skins scrambling down

the rocky wall of the gorge. ]
Kikolobo of the Kikuyn was 1n
purayit.

t

But Wharton knew that it had been
the last chance, and that it had failed.

Had the falling rock crushed Ludwig
ICrantz, as Kikolobo had hoped, it was
likely enough that the Arabs would
have fled, and at the eleventh hour the
brave Kikuyu would have saved tho
schoolboy slaves.

But the last throw of the dice had
gone against him,

Nothing remained now to the Kikoyu,
pxcept to abandon the pursuit, or to
rush desperately on the rifles ol the
remnant of the gang.

It was tho latter coursa he had de-
cided on evidently, for he was seramb-
ling down the rocks with the activity
and swiltness of a mountain goat.

Had the slave-hunters turned on him
then it was only too certain that he
ecould have been picked off with a rifle
az he clambered recklessly down.

But terror drove tha wretehes on and
they hardly looked back at all. They
fled for their lives towards the open
country beyond the gorge.

Long before the Kikuyu could reach
them they would be out of the gorge;
and if he followed, it would only be io
fall undar their fire.

Faster and faster Krantz and his com-
panions drove the prisoncrs on, and they
panted and stumbled out of the gorge

(Continued on néxt page.)

It was for the
slave - trader  that
the falling rock had
been intended, and
Krantz's eseape had
becon narrow.

The Arab whom
it had struck, pin-

ning him against
tho eide of the
corge, uttered . no

sound ; he lay half-
buricd wnder  the
groat rock, crushed
out of life at a
blow.
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to the slopes of the hills on the valley
side.

Therc & dense forest roccived them,
and tho pace slackened as they followed
E pgt.h under giant trees through thorny

ush.

From somewhere in the distance ¢amo
& dull, droning sound—the sound of the
‘“}}@i“ﬁ ef an African drum.

¢ firing in the gorgc had beon
heard, and the alarm was given in some
wlluﬁn that lay ncur at hand. |

Ludwig Krantz wiped the perspiration
from his dork brow. There was relief
in his coppery face, .

Tho slave-trader counted himsolf safe
NOW. .

He was in the land of Teloloke, Kin
of the Moteli, and the drum-taps tol
of the gathering of AMoteli warriovs,

“Halt 1" snarled Krantz,

There was & rustling in the brake,
A tall form stepped into view with shicld
and spears. Bchind him crowded thirty
or forty blacks, armed with spears,

ws, and arrows. ] )

Krantz grinned with satisfaction.

HMe addressed the tull savage m a
tnu‘gua unknown to Jho juniors.

Y0 Mofobo, my eyves are glad to sce
you " said Krantz. " For I have come
to this land with handsome slaves to sell
to your master, the great King Tofo-
loko; alse I have a gift for him of a
fat slave for the cooking-pets on the

of the feast.” - .
t was a3 well that Billy Bunter did
not understand the tongue in which the
slave-trader spoke,

“0 handsome Mzungu, you speak
well I'" said Dofobo. “And I and my
spearmen will lead you into the preseneo
of the great Jang.”

The march went on in tho midst of a
swarm of natives. Afore and inoro
blacks appcared throngh the openings
of the forest till there were more than
two hundred swarming round the school-

2.

vidently the slave-trader was well
known there; it was not his fivst visit,
%y many a one, to the land of King
Tofoloko.

He was among friemids now, and the
haunting terror of the Ibikuyue was a
thing of the pash.

The junicrs saw AMofobo address some
lesger chief among the blacks, and the
latter turned back, followed by fity
men or more, in the dircction of the
gorgo in tha hills.

It was casy to guoss that Krantz had
told of the pursuit of the Kikuyun, and
that that numerous forco was sent to
hunt for him in the hills.

They tramped on with heavy hearts.

Kikolobo's pursuit was ended now,
If he was following, it was only to fall
in with overwhelming encmics.

Doubtless the Kikuyu would elude
them in the wild veecosses of the hills
But for further help from him_ the
juniors eould not hope. From Lake
Albert to the heart of the wild Cengo
country he had followed, and many of
their enemies had fallen under lus

5. He had done all that man could

, and he could do no more.

“The game’s up, Fou men
-tered the Bounder,

“Leoks hike it!” said Harry.

" You might as well have let that
croo get mo” .

“While there's life there's hope, old
man,” said Bob Cherry. “The pro-
spect doesn’t look rosy, but Greyfriars
never gives im”

“*1 say, you fellows—""

“Cheer up, old fat man 1 said Bob.

“1 say, I'm frightfully hungry "

“0Oh, my hat 1*

*My legs are ncarly dropping off.”
said Bunter pathetically, “and T could
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" mut-

eat a horse. 1 eay, arc these awful
boasts never going to lot a fellow sit
down i

"We shan’t be long now, 1 think,”
said Harry.

“ ' famished I'" groancd Bunter.

The other fellows were hungry,- bub
they were not thinking of that, But
Billy Bunter was net hkely to think of
:mﬁ:-hmg elso when he was hungry.

roma the forest they cntered on a
fertile plain, watered by many streams
that flowed down from the hills, where
cattle were grazing,

Villages lay here and there, sur-
rounded by maize ficlds, and the 1n-
habitants crowded out to starce at the
passng cortege.

The Moteli were evidently o
numerous people.  The juniors saw
several thousands of them, at least,

_ Many of the blacks followed on, and
1t was quile an army that marched to-

wards the chief town of Tofoloko,
where the "“pgreat king™ had bhis
residence.

The town was reached at last,

It was extensive, surrounded by a
“boms,"” or thorn wall, crowded by
native houses in regular streots.
_Armed guards stood at the gateways
in tho boma. By the principal gatewa
Krantz and his companions antﬂred::
snd marched up a wide atrcg:}l with a
staring crowd swarming on either side.

They reached a wide square in
centre of the city, on one side of which
stood o collection of huts larger than
the rest, which the juniors could guess
was the royal residence.

Krantz drove them into s hut and left
them, with an Arab guarding the door
though in the erowded city a gua—rci
was little necded.

Billy Bunter slumped down at once.

The weary juniors zat on the earthen
floor, glad to rest at least.

“1 say, you fellows, do you think
they're going to bring us any grub?®

asked Bunter,
“0Oh, dry upl?” growled Vernon-
Bmith,

“Beast! I say, you fellows, wake me
up if they bring in the grub.”
And Bunter went to sleep.

THE EIGHTH CHAFPTER.
Tofoloko of the Moteli !

ARRY WHARTON looked fram
H the narrow doorway of the hint
which was, for the time, the

) prison of tho Greyfriars
juniors.

Some hours had passed since they had
arrived in the city of Tofoloko, King of
the Motelil.

Food had been l::r:::ughti
of water, and the juniors
to eat and drink,
Bunter,

After which they laid down to zest
again.

They nceded rest, but only DBunter
gslopt, Tho thoughts of the others were
too busy for slumber,

Billy Bunter’s snore cchoed through
the hut. The other fellows lay on the
hard, earthen floor, speaking every now
and then in low tones. Wharton at last
rose and looked out.

Bunset was at hand, but the day was
still hot. Natives could be seen, most
of them clad in loin-cloths; o few men,
of greater importance, in more elabor-
e ooShuinos,

In spite of the situation of the school-
boys, thore was interest in looking at
the life of an African town,

Women passed in his sight, carrying
tall pitchers of water on their heads, os

and pitchers
12d Leon glad
especially iy
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women had carried them for thousands
of yearas in the East and the South.
YWomen camea in from the fialds, with
roughly shaped hoes in their hands and
baskets of vegetables., Men conld be
seen engaged in building a hut, which
contradicted the first impression that the
women did all the hard work. TUn-
doubtedly they did most of it, 23 in all
savage countries, the men giving
attention to such “noble” pursuits as
war and bunting, which they deomed
more worthy of their savage dignity.
But the men built the huts, at least.

Most of the black men whom Wharton
could ace were loafing end lounging in
the hap[]l);r manner of the bl man
where there is no white man to exer-
clse authority and turn him from &
happy loafer into a  discontented
workman.

The wants of the savazos wera few,
and those few could be supplied by the
labour of the women, which cost
nothing, exeept, &Perhaps, a faw blows
from & strip of elephant hide,

Judging by what Wharton could see
from tho prison hut, lifc ran on cheer-
ful lines in the city of Tafoloko.

But that appesranca was due chiefly
te the unthinking, unrcflecting nature
of the barbarian.

Certainly he could see, in the crowds
of black faces, no traces of the stress
and worry which could have been seen
in the faces of any equal number of men
in & whie man's city.

That was becauso the savapge was in-
capable of “looking before and after ™
like a white man.

The black man gave no thought to
the past, and lLttle to the futurc. Ha
gto when there was plenty of food,
drank his palm wine if he had any,
hunted when the spirit moved him to do
so, and rested when ho waa tired, and
slept when ho was slecpy, Wants of the
body were casily satisfied in = fertile
valle_vk; wants of the mind he had none.
And if it pleased King Tofoloko to
arder his head to be taken off, off went
his head, and thers was an end of him,
_ In times of F]Eﬂt}’ there was gorging ;
mm_times of [amine there was canni.
balism; and at all times there was un-
certainty whether & man whe was alive
to-day would be alive to-morrow, which
might have worried the black man if he
had given it thought, which he did not,
. Wharton watched tho shifting scene
in the city for some time, and found it
interesting enough to watch,

He noticed that a good many natives

wers gathering on the adges of the big
square facing the royal huts, as if in
cxpectation of  sccing  somethiog
happen.

Outside the royal huis 2 number of
soldiers were on guard—brawny memn,
with spear and shicld.

The prison hut stood at s little dis-
tanee fromx the “ palace,” facing the
square, giving Whaorton 8 full view of
the latter.

Of Krantz and his men he saw
nothing. No doubt they were still
resting after their journey.

“ Anything on¥" Bob Cherry joined
Wharton at the doorway.

“There's a crowd collecting,” said
Hawry. “Perhaps his royal highness is
zoing to show himself soon.”

“Wea'te for it, old chap!® said Bob.

« Looks like it1”

“T hope Kicky got away! Tho old

black bean can't help us now. I hope
he's saved himeelf.”
“Y think he has,” said Harry.

“Kicky eun look after himself. Bat, as
you 58%, he can do nothing for us here.”

“MNo chance of boliiog,” said Bob,
with & {sint grin,
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The slave-hunters and their schoolboy
prisoners crouched and held om for
their lHves a5 the canoe went shooling
over the [all, amid a wild rush of

water and tossing of foam !
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The Arab who had guarded the door-
way was gone, but a black soldier stood
outsido, leaning on a long spear,

The juniors had been left in the hut
freo of honds. Bub it was futile to
drcam of cscape, in the heart of a
teoming city, in which thera could not
have been fower than three thousand
inlabitants. ; ;

They could enly await their fate.

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo! What's that
johnny up to?" asked Bob.

From the royal huts a black man
emecrged, followed by others who were
evidently slaves. They carried a chalre
of carved wood, which was set up mn
tho open. Over this the slaves held a
gort of canopy, apparently destined to
shelter some important person from the
sun.

“The jolly old king’'s coming out, T
guppose,”’ said Bob. * Here, you mom,
come and look on royalty !

Nugent and Johnny DBull, Ilurres
Singh, and the DBounder, joined {hem
at the doorway. Dunter enored on.
Something more imporbant than rovalty
would have been needed to draw Duntes
from his snooze,

There was a sound of a gong beaking,
The soldiers outside the roval lints
ceased to lounge and chatler, and stood
stillly at atiention. Evidently his
majcsty was about to appear.

On the [arther side of the square tha
gwarm of natives was now  very
RMOTOUS, Thoers was fear in {heir
looks, as well as awe and curiosity, as

they watched the roval huts from a
respeciful distance.

From a curtained doorway, the cur-
tain drawn aside by a slave, cmerged
a tall and powerful black man, clad in
a garb of leopard.zking, with many
ncecklaces, bracelets, nand anklets, and
rings in his ears.

His strongly marked face was black
ag the ace of spades, amd his qir of
haughty dignity proclaimed him royal,
though, to the cyes of the British boys,
it was almost Indierously at varianco
with hiz black face, thick lips, broad
nose, and savure decorations.

There was a roar of zound as the
soldicrs clashed spear on shield at the
appearance of the monarch.

Every native in the crowd across the
square hent low at lhe sight of King
Tololoko, some of thoem touching the
ground with their forcheads,

Taofololke, of the Motell, advanced to
the royal chair and sat down under the
cannpy held by his black slaves,

Two voung slaves stationed {hemsclves
an cither side of him, with fans of
eslvicl feathers, to brush the flies fromn
liz maojestic countenancs and his fuzey,
woolly hond,

The king of the Aoleli spoke, his
deep and powerful voiee reaclitng the
jutiiors where they stood.

* Bosaogo !

They wondered for a moment what o
waord 1mplied, till they saw the capbain
of the guards advance and fall on his
kneos before the king.

I3

¥is next words were ineomprehonsible
to the juniors; but evidently they wcre
an order to Dosango, for the lalter rose,
backed away, and departed. ;

He returned in a couple of minutes,
followed by Ludwip Krantz,

Krantz glanced at the juniors and
grinned, Then he saluted Tofoloko, and
talked to him in a strange tonguc,

Six of the soldiors came towards
prison hut.

Wharton drew a deep breath.

“They've coming for usl”

Dol stepped back into the hut and
shook Dunter by a fat shoulder,

“Wake up, old bean ! he said.

“ Ooooocoogh '

tho

Bhako!
“ [least! Lemme alone!” murmured
RBunter, “*Tain't rising-bell, you beast!

frr

I'm not going to gerru
Evidently %n the mﬁ:tﬁ and shadows
of slecp, 13illy Bunter fancied that ho

was back in the Remove dormitory at
Groeviriars,

“Wako up, ass—"'

“Groozh! Lemmo alone! 1 say, you

fellows, ’tain't vising-belll” mpmbled
Lunter. “'Tell Quoleh P all (™

“You fat chump " .

“J.ook here, I'm net coming down
to prayers! I-—oh!” gasned  Dunter,
sitting up, as he roalised where he was,

“Get np, old [at bean,” said Tioh.
“Tho jolly old king is sending for us,
and we can't keep royalty waiting, you
know."

“Blow the beast!” grunted Punter,

“Yathond! You can't blow on
African king who can have your head
chopped off if he likes™

“th crikeyt™

Bunter leaped to his feet,

The soldicrs reached the prison-hat,
They signed o the juniors lo come ot
with them, and ns there was nothing
vlse to ha dene, the signs were obeyed.
The Greviviars fellows stepped out of

{Continued on proe 16.) ;
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sla'i;e bearing & rush basket packed with
Eusks,

Then followed a seene of chafiering
which detracted a little, perhaps, from
the lofty royal dipnity of Tofoloke,

Korantz evidently desired more ivory

vl for the slaves than the black chief was

(Canfinued from poge 13.)

the hwt; Dilly Bunter blinking round

him through his big spcclacles with a
terrified blink.

“I—I say, wom [fcllows—"" he
aturbored.

“ lirace up, old man!" said Nugent.

“I—1 =say, there's that Least
Kraniz—""'

“Lome on."

“[—1 =ay, who's that big bLlack beast
in the chair?"

“That's the jolly old king,"' grinned
Dali; “"and you'd better not call him
names, o may understand Tnglish,"

“* (¥ crumbs 1™

Gunrded by the soldiers, the school-
Loys were led Defore King Tofoloko,

Ri—

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Slaves |

ING TOFOLOKO of the Moteli
H stared at the white boys ns they
#lood bofore him, with hard,

keen, dark eyes.

Ludwig Erantz was speaking to him
in his own tongue; no doubt pointin
tﬂul: Ihn good points of the wares he ha
o sol,

Tololoko seanned each in turn, but it
was upon Billy Bunter that his paze
resiedd longost,

Fur some reason he seemed more
pleased with Bunter than with the rest.

Tho juniors conld sce it, though they
could not guess the reason. He made &
sign, and Bunter was pushed towards
him, tili he was in reach of the royal
blaok hand.

Almost fainting with terror, the fat
junior blinked at the African chicf,

Tofoloke stretched out his hand and
touched hirn,. He pinched him several
times, as a dealer might pinch some fat
animal,

Obviously he was pleased,

Bunter, in spita of his terror, could see
that the black man was pleused with
kim. He could not imagine why, but it
was & relief.

Tofoloke signed to him to stand back
ot last, and the Owl of Groyfriars backed
away bo the group of schoolhoys.

“03, Tololoko,” said Krantz, in the
language tho juniors fortunately did
not  understand, “six slaves 1 have
Lrouglit hither to sell for ivory; hut tho
Emﬁ T*at One I give you as a pift, this
heing my tribute to the great king whoso
name is feared in all lands,™”

“0 man,” said Tofoloks, " those six
slaves I will buy. and my treasurer shall
connt ot the tusks in parment; and the
Small Fat Ono I will accept as a giff,
and on the day of tho Grept Feast ho
shall be slain by the knife of M'toke,
the wise oan, and delivered io the
cocks,  And the others shall sreve me in
my huls, and shall learn abediones undeor
meny Hows

Iic elapped his large, blael hands nnd
a fat black man appeared, followed by o
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| willing to give, and the argument was

long and wordy.

But the matter was setiled at last; and
the allotted number of tusks counted
over to the slave-trader,

_ Then Krantz stepped towards the
juniors.

They cved him grimly,

“1 go?' grnnned Kroantz, "I leave
vou here--and my last advice to you 1s
to scrve Tefoloke as faithiul slaves™

“You hound!"" muttered the Bounder,
clenching his hands.

“ ¥You've sold us?" said Iarry Whar-
ton 1n a low voice.

“I have sold you inte slavery!™ said
Krantz, “as [ told you I would do, when
you beat e on the Nairoli road in
Kenyva!l VYou are hare, slaves of a
black king for the remainder of your
lives—which will probably not be for
long, for the temper of Tofoloko 1s
somewhat uncertain, Take carc that you
are uselnl and obedient slaves—"

“ ¥ou choeky rotter! ™

Krantz chuckled.

“1 advise you for your own good!
he sawdl. “Tofoloke keops tarturcrs for
those who displease him. If you fall into
the hands of the skinners you will Le
sorry for yourselves.”

He lavghed and turned away.

A few minutes later, the juniors saw
him passing down the strect to the gate-
way in the boma, followed by the four
Arabs who remained of his slave-hunt.

Ing gang,
They disappeared. .
Krantz's business in the city of

Tololoko was finished, and he was gonc.

IIe was pone, leaving the seven Grey-
friars juniors in the hands of Tololoke,
sold into slavery.

The juniors stood with pale, seb faces.
Billy Bunter groaned dismally. Tofo-
loko was speaking in his own strango
tongue to the fat man who had counted
over the tusks, and who was evidently
somne 2ort of an important officer in the
roval household.

Tho fat man came towards thoe juniors

at last,
Somewhat  to  their  surprize, he
addressed them in English. 1In that

romote rogion of the heart of Africa,
they had hardly expected to hear their
own language spoken. Dut the English
he spoke was that of the Gold Coast.

“You lib for slave,” he said, *“You
lib for serve Tofoloke. Me Bubu, me
gFive yvou order.’”

“The orderfulness from your esteemed
self will be terrtfically gratifying ' said
Hurree Jamset Rum Singh.

Bubu looked puzzled.

“Yes!" he suid. " All right!
my topsails i

Ap]p.urrrnt.hr Bubu bad learned some of
hiz DLaplish among sailormen on the
coask,

“ You speak English well, Mr, Bubu!™
gaid Dob Cherry pravely.

Lubu smilad,

"Yes! Yon rizht! e ik for coast
long time pgo, Lib for serve on while
rman him shup! Yes! Bpeak English
satne white man.  Shiver me! Yes!
Dovse my deadlights! What ¥

“The speakfulness of the estecmed
Enzliziy 15 terrific [

“"Tolaloko lilkam white man slave”
saudl Dulm,  “*You Iib for Lot in wm
pilace, plenty. good food. You no
nake Tololoke angry, you all right!
You make v angry, skinners take T
shin, Sabbey®

Dnst
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He grinned.

“You go in lmt,” he said. “Small
Fat One come with Bubu, Tofoloko
mm hkum Smwall Fat Qoe. Him no

Th
:

slavo

Billy Bunter opened his eyes behind
his spectacles, This was gond news to
Bunter,

“No slave!” repeated Bubu., “Him
no work, him eat! Him lib for cat
plenty, all he.want! Him have dickens
of good tima! Yes!™

Bunter brightened.,

"1 soy, you fellows, they're not such
beasts, after all,” ho said. 1 say, Mr,
DBubn, you mean that?”

“Bhiver timbers! Yes ! soid Bubua

“I'm not to do any work?”

“No work! Eat!™

“Plenty to eatt™

“All the best food, all can eat! Kasy

time!  Fat end lazy!” said Bubuw,
grinning. “ You no slave! Slave waif
on you!"”

Bunter heamed.

‘The other fellows wore in hard Iuck,
but fortune geomoed to be smiling on
the Owl of the Remove. Ho %itl-la
suspected the reason. DBubu had no
intention of telling him. The {fat
unior would mot have etuffed himsclf
ike o turkey for Christmas had he
known the reason. Even Billy Bunter's
appetite wounld have failed him.

*Slave wait on me?" he repoated,

“Yee! Just so! Tololoko order!
All good thing for vou, Small Fat Qne!
You eome with Bubu !

“What-ho!” said Bunter heartily.

He blinked at the other fellows
through his big spectacles.

“Horry for you cheps,” he said. * Dut
make the best of it, no good grousing,
you know. UGrin and bear it!"

“You fat ass!”
~ "Oh, really, Bmithy! No good being
jealous of a fellow, you know! ‘[hat
nigger, Tofoloko, scoms to have o lot
of sense for & nigger,” said Bunter,
“He's not going to treat me as he ireats
vou fellows! He can ece that I'm not
the sort of chap he could make &
slave of 1™

*Fathead I''

“Yeou come, Small Fat One,'" saud
Bubu, fouching Bunter on the aron.
“You have pood hut, plenty food, all
nice, shiver timbers !

Bunter winked at the Famouz: Five
and followed the fat I'rime Minizter of
King 'Tofoloko.

His black majesty rose from the chaiz
of sinte and disappeared into the royal
hut again. The royal auwdience was
OVET.

THE TENTH CHAPTEE.
The Fal of the Land [

ILLY BUNTER grinned.
B So far as Bunter could see
he had canse to grin.

Sitting under a ehady tree
outside tho hut that lhad heen sssigned
to him, Dunter leaped back on the
trunk, lazcd, and prinned,

Three doys had  passed
schoolboye had been sold
Tofoloke of the Moteli.

Six of them were slaves, one of them
was the favourite of fortune. idling
uway the sunny hourzs and living on
the fot of the land.

Tunter was pleased.

This was an ullerly uvnewpecled ond-
eome to his disastrous advendures n
{1 heart of Afrien.

IT 1hiz went on Bunter had littla to
eomplain of  He could not belp think-
v that it was hetlor than Latin proso
with Quelch in the Forus-room nb Crey-
friars Selool in fac-off Eoglansd,

einee  the
fe King
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Food, he found, was good in the
eli city., Nct only one slave but
several waited on Bunter, and they
waited on him hand and foot.
ey could not speak a word of
English, but Dunter ecasily made his
wents known by signs, alter he had
recovorod his fat confidence, by Licking
and whacks from a bamboo.

Bunte: was the fellow to spread himm-
gelf when he had a littla power In his
fat hanas.

The slaves wore of the Dinka tribe,
who had been scld to Tofoloko ty
Krantz on some previous occasion.

With the terror of tha king's
torturers on their minds, they were
willing and obedient, and willing and
obedient slaves wers the very thing to
please William George Bunter.

Whilo he loafed and lazed and spread
himself snd ate till he could eat no
more, the other fellows found slavery &
very real and painful thmgﬁ

It pleased King Tofoloko te have
white slaves about him, a sort of
distinction that took his fancy. The
juniors were employed in the royal
Luts. They had the duiy of fanning
Tofoloko with fans of ostrich feathers,
of placing his sleeping-mat for him
when he was pleased to slumber,
helping him to food at the royal meals,
and so on. o

1t was irksome enough and humiliat-
ing enough, but it wos useless to kick.
'The juniors could only cndure it, think-
inﬁ congtanily of escape.

scape &t present seemed hopeless,
and resistance was out of the guestion,
Death lurked in the air in the palaee
of Tofoloke,

More than onea in the three days
that had <lapsed, the schoolboys had
heard the shrieks of some hapless
wrelch who had displeased the king,
gngd had been given over to the
torturcrs.

That fate hung over their own heads,
and it mede them careful and wary.
Even the Bounder controlled his angry
and reckless temper.

Meanwhile, Bunter was exempt from
all such servicos, and he scemed to be
s person whom the king delighted to
honour. ]

Several times- the king came to his
hut to see him, and every time he
loolked at him with a pleased and
satisfied grin.

Why Bunter was selected [or such
speciel favour he did not know, and
the other fellowa did not know.

Bunter took the view that Tofoloko
had recognised him as a peraon of
importance inhis own country, as a fellow
who was not to be treated like commion
follows. That was the sorb of vicw
Bunter would take !

Anyhow, for the present Dunter was
living on the fat of the land and having
a good time, and ho was fairly content.

itting under the tree before his hut,
Buntor grinned at the sight of his less
fortunate schoolfellows.

King Tofoloko had come farth, and
on either side of him walked Harry
Wharton and Frank Nugent with fans
Ef ostrich feathers to brush away the
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Bob Cherry followed, carrying a stool
for tho king to sit on when he felt so
disposed. Johnny Bull carricd o
leopard-shin cloak. Hurree Jamsct BEam
Singh bore the royal shield, and Vernon-
Snnth the royal spear.

Probably it did not occur to Tololoke
that the Bounder, as ho carried the
spear, debated in iz mind whether to
run it through Tolcloko or nat.
~ Certainly it was only fear of tho
comscquences  that saved the black
monarch from the point of his own
BOCLT,

Bunter blinked at the pariy through
his big spectacles and grinned. These
fellows wore slaves, and Bunter was
waited on by slaves! This state of
affairs was just as it ought to be, of
caursa!l  Obviously—to unter's fat
mind—Tofoloko realized that he wae a
fellow of some distinction and was
treating him accordingly.

Iamng back on the tres DBunter
closed his eyes and went to sleep. Bunter
could do with a great deal of sleep, and
in the city of Tafoloko he was able to
sleep as much as he liked.

Ha slept and snored.

Natives who passed him stared and
grinned, as his snore rumbled like the
roll of distant thunder.

He enjoyed a long and happy nap,
and he would have enjoved 2 longer
one, had he not been awakened by a
tap on his fat shoulder. ¢ D

Te op hiz eyes behind his big
spectacles and blinked at Bubu., His
fat brow wrinkled in a frown. .

“Look here, what are you waking
me up for?* he demanded. ''Can't
you let o fellow have his nap out?”

“You lib for eat,”” seid Bubu.

Generally, such an invitation would
have interested Bunter at once. But
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Bunter had lately stacked awdy an
cnormong meal, and even Bunter was
not yet ready for another feed. Even
Bunter had his limit. .

Three Dinka slaves were with Bubu,
and each of them carried a dish full
of food. :

But Bunter shook his head. .

“I'm not hungry ¥et,”" he said.
“ Later 1 )

But the Bubu also shook his head.

“You lib for eat!” ho repeated,

" Now look here,” said Bunter. “ Lek
a fellow alone! I’'m much obliged to
old Tofoloko for deoing me so well and
all that, but there’s a limit] I'll be
rvoady to eat in an hour or so. Take it
away ! ]

At a sign from Bubu the Dinkas s¢b
the dishes down beforo Bunter.

“Vou lib for eat!™ said Bubu.

“VYou silly nss!” hooted Bunter. “Do
vouy want & fellow to eat when he's nob

hungry 17

“Tofeloko order.”

“Rotl Take it away!" said Bunter
peevishly. :

Ha leaned back on the trunk agam
and eclosed his eyves. The next moment

(Continued on next page.)

GREYFRIARS HEROES

No. 5.

This week our Greyfriars
Rhymester is taking a holiday
by the briny, because Dick
Penfold insisted on writing his
own poem about his own hero.

Aty hero shall, of course, turn oui @

poet,
Those great sofi-hearted, softer-headcd
HLEL S
You needn't point that out to me—lI
Rnow it _ ‘
A rhymester gaing ste erédit from his
ETt
But 1 don’t care a cent for that, and o
i

Must be a here like myszelf; but then,
The only point that now i3 troulling
M e
Is, who the dickens shall my hero bef

The cholce fa very large, and I must
hope X
To ﬁnf a decent hero, and admire "un;
Shall it be Wordsworth, Sheliey, Keals,
or Pope,
Or ahall I choose the brilliant wit of
Byrond
In many hundred othera I may grope
To find a heart of gold—a nerve of
trOn;
Nares by the secore 'd readily relitarse,
And every choice 2 bad; but this i
TETEL

Then wham do I admire—ile réally irug

ohe
John Milion, with his dim religioua
calm s
Xo, nol 'Fraid nel. I'll have to seek
G new oné
To whom to chant my gréat heroid
. pealm. . .
Since here my verse iz copying “ Don
Juan,”
To Lord George Byron I should give
the paltm;
My hero's laurel wregth—to him I'd
hand it,
For hir bright wit, if I could understand
it,

But as I ean’t, I really must para on,
And give «f to the man whom laurcl
earns;
I mean, of courae, the famous Tennjron
But ne, on second thoughts I'U maks
it Burna.
And yet to Dryden, prosy Honest Jokn,
My mild, uncertain fancy fondly turns,
Fea, yeal 'Tis Dryden whom ly would
he erowning ; ;
Oh, dash €t all, I'd elean forgoticn
firguwning f

That's ratheér bad. I musl be growing
@enseT
Ta teave out Robert Browning in that
way ;
Dut, T don't Enogwl I feel I could
COMMENEE 3
Sonnet upon the Elégy af Tray.
Yet, after all, T think I'Il vote for
Spenser,
sowthey, Macaulay,
Maekay.
Stayl - I know nowl! I'Il choose Sir
Walter Scot?,
Or, mitﬁ&er——b!awf—l’ﬂ take the blessed
il

Cawper,, ar
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he opened #hem with a howl. Buba
wig Eh&kiﬂ% him with o vigorous haml

Lunter glared at him.

Thep he quailed.

Hitherto the fat face of DBubu had
worn & good-humoured grin. Now it
was hard and feroctous, and his ¢yes
glared.

“You lib for eat!” ho snapped. “You
no lib for cat you go to skinners
Tofoloko order.”

“0h erikey ! pasped DBunlor,

He ate. G

The food was good and appetising.
Bunter, fortunately, could cat cven
worn a good-humourcd grin., Now it
cna of the dishes without an effort.
Then he leancd baclt apain,

“That's enough,” he said,

“Tofoloko order! Y¥You lib for cat!l”
gald Lubu.

And his glare was enough for Duniler.
The fat junior started on the second
dish and emptied it

iy that timo Billy Bunter, whose
desive generally was to eat, desired
nothing so mucg as to leave off cating.

Ilut he was not allowed to leave off.

_ Yor the first timo on record the fat
junior had te go on eating after he
wanted to leave off.

Tho contents of the third dish dis-
appeared very slowly.

ubu grinned when it was ompty.

“"Good [ he said. " DBust my topsails !
Fine 1" And the grinning inkas
carried the ﬂmé)t dighes away. _

Dunter leaned back on the tree quite
fechly. He had overdone it; he knew
that he had overdone 6. Haospitality
was oll very well, and it was somelhing
to be distinguished i this way while
the other fellows were condemned to
slavery. Dut a fellow did not want to
be fed like 2 tfurkey fatiened for the
market. LEven Bupter didn'tt

The fat junior's cyes closed again
behind his spectacles, and he slept. And
if he dreamed, he cortainly did not
dream of tho real meaning of ‘'ofoloke’s
over-pressing hospitalicy,

Ey— rr——

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter All Over !

6 == "M not standin® thig 1+
H Herbort  Vornon-Smith  muat-
lered  the words between  his

1octh,

Boveral more days had passed.

The chams of Grevirinrs had been
more than a-week in the city of Tofo-
loko, slaves of the black king.

B0 far they had not beon  ill-used,
Lthough the temper of the eavage Ling
was oxtremely ancertain, and no one
could tell what the next hour mnigit
bring.

They Gﬂnu;im'! a hut, one of the group
that formed ithe king's palnee, and
except  when thoy were waiting on
Tofoloko, they were left froe to do as
thev liked.

It was mﬂrﬂiﬂf‘ now, and the king
had not yet left his sleeping-mat.  ‘The
juniors were lounging before their hat,
with iume on their hands, while the life
of the African town went on  round
them,

Nat for an hoor lhiad they ceased to
think of escape. DBut tlhie more [y
thought of it thoe more impossible it
secimcd,

Elad they succceded 1n geffing away
uncaptured, they had lemdreds of miles
of unknown wilderness to  traverse
before they could reach safeiv. Lut
that chanee they were mote than roudy
to talke.

But getting awar was the prolilem.
They wepe neither waleled nor gnacded
but =oldiors swarmed in the vieinly of
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the king's paluce, and the sireels with
olhier natives,

AL night the gateways in the boma
were  closed, watched, and guarded.
From sunzet fo sunrise thore was no
LXIL.

Often they thought of home, ofien of
Gireyiriars.  Always they thought of
escape.  But day followed day hope-
lessly.

“I'm not standin’ it 1" repeated the
Bounder, pgritting his teeth. *“We've
got to malo a break somchow, you
fellows. ™

“The brealfulncss does not scem a
terrific possthility, my estecmed
Smathy,”  sud Iurres Jamset Ham
Sm(ﬂl ruciully,

B"_“T-atl:lmg doing I" grunted Johnoy

u

“Are you satisficd to stay here for
the rest of your lives!"” snapped the
Bounder.

“Lot [ sald Wharton, “We've got
to get out of it somchow. DPut 1 can't
see any chance at present. I you can,
point 1t out.”

“Better get hold of a spear, stick
that black scoundrel Tofoloke, and die
fightin' than kouckle under to thist”
snarled the Bounder.

“That's o last resonrcee,” said DBob
Cherry.

_“And not so easy, either,” said Frank
Nugent quietly. “They torturce their
rigoners here, Smithy. No good asking
or that.”

“I'm not standin’ . We're done for,
anyhow, I thought that Kicky mughe
be able to help uws somehow, bul he's
one if they Lawn’t found him and

illed lim. Our friends in Uganda can's
help us; they can’t even pucss where
we are.  We've only pot oursclves to
depead on™

“I know that,” said Harey., * Dut—--"

“That dirly dog Tefoloke kicked ine
vesterday,”  said the Bounder, with
sinauldering eyes.

“PThat was wild for 1'ofoloko,” =said
Bob., *If he hadn't paid high for us in
ivory we might got worse.”

“Well, I've had enough,” said the
Bounder meoodily.

Ie was evident that Smithy's reckless
temper was rising. Tho Famous L'ive
liked the situation no more than Smithy
did, Lot they realized that it was use-
less to kick. That was clear enough to
Smithy, oo, as a matter of fact, but
he was getting desperate.

“For goodness’ suke don't be a fool,
Smithw 1™ snid Horry earnestly.  “We
may get o chanee some day if we walch
for it. It's no good kicking at presont.”

“U'm goin' to kick ¥

Billy Bunter rolled over from his hut
with a fat grin on his face. He gave
the juniors & careless nod.

“1 say, you fellows, how do you like
it? Ile. he, he!”

The Dousder glared at him savapely.

“NBit tough, what*” asked Tunter.
“ Stiil, }'nu"ﬁ get uwsed to it. Matters
might be o good deal worse, what?™

“How do you mcan, fathead?™
grunted Johnny Bull,

“Well, they might have made me a
slave. like vou fellows. ™

“You sillv owl!”™

“0Oh, really. Bulll That niggoer Tofa-
loko's got a lot of sense,” said Bunteor
“I dare say you fellows are surprized
al his picking me out like this to treat
decentiy. Dut it's pot surprising, you
know. NNatural superiority comes to the
top everywhere, even in 4 nigger fown

i Africa™

“Oh, my hatt™

T nat having a bad time™ said
Lunter,. “The enly trouble is that they
overde the hospitality.,  They really
malie & fellow ecat foo much. It"z a

fauls on the right side, of course, but
tagy overdo il

THE MAGNET

“Faney Dunter eomplaining of having
too much to cat!” grinned Dob, “U'hey
wouldn't believe that at Greviriars."

“They mean it as o distinction, of
course,” said DBunler complacently.
" Lhey want lo make too much of me,’

“The muchlulness is preposterous,”
said Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh. “The
esteemed Bunter's fatfulness is terrific.”

At Greyiriars Bunter was supposed to
have resched the limit of circamicrence,
but there was no doubt that since he
had dwelt in the city of Tofeloke he
had grown fatter. Undoubtedly tho
blacks were making “much  of Bunter
—more than there had been before.
Like the young lady described by Sam
W:.:Iler, he was “swelling wisibly,”

If ever we get on the DEAil We
shall have to roll Buntor EE‘IH!.‘,‘E like o
barrel,” remarked Bob Cherry.

“Oh, really, Cherry! 1 sav, vou
f&!{awa, I've been thinking——"" A

rﬂammm g

“Don't be cheeky, Cherry!” said
Bunter warningly. “I've got influence
here, and it will pay you to be civil.

Il'Ea not Itdha.slightast.] m;Ibt that Tolo-
loko wou Ive you the rhinocoros hido
if I asked him.®

“0Oh erumbs !+

“He's ouly a filthy nigger, but he's
got ,;i;nmn:-_'furnptmm Ha thinks a lot of
e, sald Bunter, with fatuous satis-
faction. “I dare say lie may malke me
his Prime Minister or something. 'I'lint
may be the iden. Anyhow, you ean sro
for ggurse!vcs, joalousy apart, that he
thinks a lot of me. "I may use my
mﬁluenqe in_your fmr{:-ul:-_ if you're eivils

werwise  you've mnothin
ppiatelt ¥ g to cxpock

The juniors gazed at Bunter.

. lf.'}rl’:wmys]}r the fat Owl was “sproad-
ing” himself! The distinction with
which ho was treated hy Toicloko was
g'e‘t;tmg it his head, like wine.

As T said, I've been thinking,” wont
on Bunter, blinking at the juniors, “I'm
not satisficd with those Dinkaz as slaves,
They don't understand what a fellow
says, and it's & lot of trouble kicking
them, in this beastly heat. T'm think-
ing of asking Tofoloke for one of you
fellows to wait on me”

“ What?"” gasped the Famons Five,

‘I suppose you'd rather wait on a
white man, and a gentlema:n, thon a
beastly black nigger,” said Bunter.

::'i:’.‘e gods " suid Bob Cherry.

I'm going to put it to Bubu. and tel]
him to put it to Tofoloko, ns I can't
speak his idiotie language,” said Bunter,
“Which of you fellows wanfs the jobs!™

“The whichfulness is terrifie.”

“Don't all
Dunter,

Apparently the fat and fatuoua Owl
concluded that the juniors were roing to
jump ab this offer.

They did not jump at the ofer.

They jumped ot Bunter.

Bump !

The fatteat
Africa hard.

“Yaroooogh 1™

“There ' gasped Bob Chorry, *That'a
for your checl, wou fat villain!”

“Whoooop! Help!”

¥ Give him ansther I growled Johnny
Bull.

Dump!

“YFowow-woop! I'll have you
thrashed ! howled Bunter. " I'll jolly
well have vour heads ent off ! Whooop I

“And another—" zaid Nugent.

Bump !

“ Whoooooooop " y

“Now all kick together,” said Iarry
Wharton. .

TBunter bhounded to his feet.  He
made a wild leap to escape.  He crossed
the shovt spice to his own hut at a speed

spealc  at  once,”  said

follow in Africa smote
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The slave-hunters wera driving their prisoners on when there came s sudden roar and a erash. From high up the side
of the gorge a great boulder, detached from the cliff, thundered down towards them !

that was amazing, the
weight he had to -::nnc-ly. ‘
Vernon-Smith rushed after him,
Bunter reached the deorway just as
Smithy reached Bunter, The Bounder's
foot established contact, with & erash.

“Dw! Wow! Whooop!”

Bunter disappeared into the hut. And
for a considerablo time tho fut Owl was
not scon again; though for & long timo
ho was heard gasping and spluticring.

And he did not male his request to
Dubu for ono of the juniors o be as-
gipned to wait on him in the place of

considering

Dinkas.  Perhaps he realised that his
fut comfort would not bo increased
thereby.

————

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
The Kikuyu !

i AKE, care, Smithy 1”
E The Bounder mada no
reply; but his eycs wero

smoulderiog under his knitted
brows,

The chums of the Romove were un-
casy. An outbreak on tho part of one
of the schoolboy slaves could only be fol.
lowed by cruelty, perhaps by murder;
but Smithy was evidently in & reckicss
mood.

Tofoloke was not in o good tomper
that morning. _

Porhaps deep draughts of palm wine
over night had not wholly agreed with
his royal interior, .

There was an ovil look in his eyes,

and his puards and counsellors and at-
tondants und slaves were vory wary, and
evidently in frar.

For ne reason except that it pleased
him to do so, the black king struck
Nugent as ho camo near him, and sent
him spinning.  TFrank scrambled up,
with Llazing cyes; but an imploring
look from Wharton calmed him. There
was death in the atmospheres of the
pulace that mornmg.  King Teofoloko
was uwnwilling, perhaps, lo order the
cdeath of rare white slaves for whom he
had paid o good price in ivory. But a
definnt word or look cortainly would
have drawn the order from the irre-
sponsible savapge,

Vornpon-Smith fixed hizs eyes on To-
foloko, and Tob Cherry whispered to
him anxiously. At that moment the
DLioundor was very near an outbreak that
might have been fatal to him.

"Heep  eool, Smithy, sou
Lreathed Johony Bull

Vernon-Smith gritted his teeth,

Fortunately Tofoloko's eyes did not
fell upon him, or the looks of the
Bounder might have deawn the black
tyrant’s savage cruclty on his head.

Bosango, the captain of the guards,
presontod himself n the daorway of the
royval hat.

*0 Tofoloko,” ho said, “a stranger
from a far land has come into the oy,
with words to speak to your ears”

“Lot him wait,™ z2id Tololoko, “and
if his words aro welcomo to my ears, he
shall live:; and if I like not his words,
he ghall die.”

asg 1M

“This I will tell him, O Tofoloko!
gaid tho captain of the guards, and hLo
left the hat.

There was a sound of many footsteps,
and munnuring voices, in the greuk
square on which the royal huts fronted.

Many of the king’s attendants locked
out into the brilliant sunshine, eurious
to seo tho stranger who had comeo fromn
a far land, and who was wait tn§ outzido
the building until it plessed Tololoko Lo
give himy an audience.

The stranger stood under o trea beforo
the huts, where it was customary for
Tofoloko’s chair of state to be placed.

A crowd of natives stared at him from
a distance, some of them appreaching
near engugh for him toe hear their com-
nicnts,

Ila was a tall man, of powerful frame,
dressed inp o parb of the skin of the
siriped monkey of Kenya, and had the
Greyfriars juniors scen him, they wouid

have recognised Kikolobo of the
Kikuyu.
The land of the Tofoloko was foo

many hundreds of mules from Kenga
for the Kikuyu race to be known there,
and to the cyes of the natives he waa
mercly a stranger frem a far land.
Kikolobo stood creet, silent, motion-
foss, like & rock, his band resting cn
his long Kikuyu spear; his rhingecros-
hide shield en his left arm, in his lelb
haond three throwing-spears. )
Thero was no trace of any kind <f
emotion in his dark, handsome [ace,
with ita noble features; ho scemed
Tue Maicrer Lisnary.—No. 1,230,
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idind to the curious gaze of the crow:d,
and deaf to the murmuring voices.

Yet he understood every word that
was spoken round him, and the words
i Reard wore far from reassurning.

“This i3 a fine man ! said one of tho
Moteli. **And if it be Tofoloko's will to
give him to the torturers, he will livo
long under the knives of M'toko and bis
slaves.” ‘ _

“There is much meat upon him,” said
anolher, “and Tofoloko may give him
to us on the day of the great feas,
which is the day of the full moon.”

Many such remarks were passed in
the hearing of the tall Kikuyu, though
they produced no effcot on his stoic
calmness,

Ho waited.

He had beem standing for more than
an hour under the spreading branenes,
before it pleased Tofoloko to step forth.

‘I'he black king came out of the hut,
surrounded by his guards,

Behind him came a swarm of attend-
ants, and with them the CGreyfriars
juniors, Their eyes almost bulged ot
the sight of the Eikuyu,

breathed Bob

“Good heavens!”
Cherry. “XKicky!”

“ Kioky 1" muttered the Bounder,

Kikolobo must have seen the school-
boys, for his glance, as it rested on the
king, was directly towards them.

But he gave them no heed, and the
j,uniuts were quick to take the hint.

'hey could guess easily enough that the
Kikuyu did not desire Tofoloke 1o

wess that he knew the white prisoners.

t was to help them that he had cowe,
and that intention could not be kept too
gocret, In entering the city, he had
placed his life in Tofoloko's hands.

Tho black king stared at him, amld
spoke to Bosango, :

“Whao is this man who carries spears
in the presence of the king?” he said.
“[wb his apears be taken from him.”

Bosango stepped towards the Kikuyu
and repeated the order.

Obediently, Kikolobo laid his spears
and his shield on the earth, and stood
unarmed. .

“(0 Tofoloko,” he said, “my hands
are empty, for it is not as an enemy that
J come to this great city!” 2

“gneak,” said Tololoko, “and I will
hear you with my ears.  Wheoee do
you come?” ..

#“] pome from the land of the rising
gun, O Tofoloko,” answered the Kikuyu,
“and first of all it is my desire thatb
my oyes should sec the great king who
is feared in all lands and countrics.

“ ook well, O Man,” said Tofoloko,
“for it may be that your eyes will sce
no more beyond the walls of my city.

“My life is in your hands!" said the
Kikuyu, bowing his head. “But lot
your cars hear me.” )

“My ears hear you,” said Tefoloko.

“In my own land they call me a great
hunter,” said Kikolobo. "I have slain
the lion, the lzopard, and cven Tembu,
the elephant, and many cnemies have I
alain with my spears, even the powerful
warriors of the Masai,”

“0F the Masai I have never heard,”
gaid Tofoloke coldly. “Is it this that
you have come to tell me?”

“Tn my land, as in all lands, there is
uch talk of the greatness of Tofolokoe,
of the Moteli,” said the Kikuyu, "and
it has long been in my thoughts to serve
50 great a king. In oy own land I am
a chiof, but in the city of Tﬂ-fﬂ]-‘.}hﬂ I
shall be greater than s chief of the
Kikuyu, 1if it be Tofoloke's will that 1
shall gerve him as a hunter.”

EHacry Wharton & Co. listened in-
tently fo the words of the Kikuyu, but
they understood nothing of them.
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_ They saw Teloloko stand silent, as if
in thought,
Wharton turned to Bubu, who was

near him.

“What does he say?” he asked, in a
wliisper.

Bubu grinned.

“"Him say he lib for come serve

Tofoloke, all same hunter,” he answered,
“Blow my topsails! &'pose Lofoloko
him good temper, he zay all right!l
A'pose he no good teinper, he say killl
No good temper now.”

The jurniorz understood.

Had the Kikuvu found the black king
In o propitious moment, his offer of
service would probally have been
accepted, for he was obviously a power-
ful fighting-man and a useful recruit
to a savage king engaged in incessant
warfare with other tribes.

But the moment was not propitious.
Tofoloke was in an evil temper, and his
black =yes glinted coldly and cruelly at
the stranger from a far land.

Kikolobo waited.

Well he knew the risk he had taken.
A stranger in the land of the Moteli was
more likely to be received as an enemy
than as a friend.

“O man,” said Tofouloke at last, ™1
have many brave hunters, and it is not
my desire to take o stranger into my

gervien,”

e MIY1 cars hear vou, O Tofoloko,
though my heart is heavy to hear these
words ! said the Kikuyu. * But if your
eyes do not leok with favour on me, I
will go from your ¢ity -as 1 came.”

Tofoleko grionned a:wag‘aIE;

“The gateway of my boma stands
open for all to enter,” he said, *but it
does not stand open for all te leave.
And it iz in my thoughts Lo give you up
to M'toki, the old and wise one, for I
atn assured that so brove a hunter, who
has slain the lion and the leopard, will
not shrink to look on death.” ]

One long, decp breath the Kikuyu
draw,

He knew his fate now.,

Instanily DBosango and the soldiers
closed round him. Spears were placed
Ilfg his broad chest, and hands laid on
1101,

“Let him be bound wiih strong
cords,” said Tofoloke, “and let him be
placed in the hut of those who are to
die. And let word be sent to M'toki,
the wise one”

The Kikuyu did not resist., It was
futile, surrounded by enemics, and with
a guict dignity he mbmitted to his
honds.

With Ins hands bound bebind him, he
was led {o a hut, one of the group that
forincd the king's palace, and disap-
pesred from the eyes of the juniors.

Outside the hut s black soldier stood
on guard.

The juniors looked at one another.

"¥What does this mean, Bubu 7" asked
Wharton, in a husky whisper.

“Him die!"” said Bubu., "Tofaloko
likum kill. Him no good temper.
:nl‘ig'h-r:n Tofoloko no pood temper, plenty

lﬂ +!F ;

The juniors stood-silent in sheer horror.
Kikolobo had taken a desperate chance
to help them in their extremity, and the
chance had gone against him. The
brave Kikuyu had come to the city of
Tofoloko to find his death there.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Up to Smithy !

€ SAY., you fellows !
E' The juniora did not heed
Bunter.

The long, hot day had been
one of herror to the white slaves of
King Tololoke, of the Maoteli.

THE MAGNET

In the death-hut, guarded and bound,
lay Kikolobo, and through the opes
doorway they had had several glimpses
of him,

Now it was night,

In the day, and in the evening, the
slaves bad been in attendance on their
black master. There had been musio
and dancing before the king's huis, in
the cool of the evening, and until theso
ceremoniea were over the slaves lLad
been o “duty.” As 3 Iluropean
moenarch of the Middle Ages liked fo
have black slaves about his court, so
King Tofoloko liked to have whito slaves
in his entourage, and as they were not
allowed to sit in the royal presonce, Lhey
were thoroughly weary when at  last
they were released, which was not till
the king had retired to the royul sleep-
ing-mat on the royval floor,

But the schoolboy slaves were not
thinking of their weariness, or even of
their own prospects of perpetual servitnde
and captivity. Their thoughts were of
the brave Kikuyu, who had taken so
desperate a chanee to aid them, and who
lay now wunder the sontence of crucl
death.

It was almost difficult fo believe that
even a savage, ruthless African king
would doom a stranger to death for no
better reason than that he happened to
be in an evil mood. Yet that was the
case, and. there was no doubt about it,
and no hopo that Tofoloko would relent.

Already M’toko, the witch-doctor, had
srenn the Kikuyu, and marked on him
the mark of death.

It was not, perhaps, surprising, for in
Tololoke's own tribe heads fell like
leaves 1n aulumn when the king was
ang’ri};. Life in the royal black court
was heold by o very uncertain tenure.

Tt was horrifying to the juniors, and
ittdm\rc their own rituation from their
minds. The Kikuyu had come to save
them. Ile had hoped to enter the ranks
of the king's hunters, and to find an
apportunity to rescue them. He might
have succeeded ; but he had failed, and
he was to die for hi; devation.

Over the silent {orests that surrounded
the plamn, the crescont moon soared.
Moonlight glimmered down on the wide
maize lields surrounding the eity, and
on tho streams that intersccted them.

Round the innumerable huts (hat
formed the eity the high thorm boma
cireled, high and dark. Thera were
four gateways in the boma, and at night
each was guarded by armed men. Our-
side the king's palace was s numerous
gnard, under the command of Bosango,
and, lazy and slecpy as the blacks were.
nol & man in the guard closed an
ey,

In a group before their hut the Geey-
friars juniors conversed in low toncs,
when  Billy Buntes rolled over and
joined them.

Many naiives could ba ecen in the
square and the streets, strolling and
chatting in the soft Afriean moonlight,
The evening was growing old, but the
city was not yet slumbering. On tho
further side of the square a oumercus
crowd of natives surrounded an old
black man wlho was relating some slory
—the professional tale-teller being an
nztitution in Central Africa as in the
Liast,

And in the death-hut lay Iikoloba,
with the mark of death chalked on his
broad chest.

“I say, you follows.”

Billy Bunter, at ihnt hour, was
generally fast asleep. Boat the Owl of
the Remove was wakeful now. Ho
seemed troubled,

“1 zav, it's rather rotten, you chaps,”
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gaid Bunter. The fat Owl was evidently
not a0 contented as usual,

#“It's horrible1” gaid Wharion, in &

low voice.

" Bunter blinked at him. i

“Well, I'm glad you can sea it,” he
said. “Youwre generally so beastly
golfish, you kmow." )

Wharton stared at him.

“It's not like yo: to think much of
other fellows, is it?” said Bunter,

“You silly owl!"

#{0h, really, Wharten——"

“Shut up, Buuter!” mutiered the
Bounder. “We've got to think this out
somchow. Don't cackle !

“Well, T'm glad to see you thinking
ol somebody E?Sl} heside yourself,” said
Bunter., “Locok here! Something will
lhave to be dona,’;

“We're trying to think that ouf,” said
Frank Nugent,

“0h, good! It can't go on” said
Bunter, shaking his head. "It was nll
vight at first, but it’s geiting & bt too
thick, I say, you fellows, something’s
veally got tc be done about it. I can't

gland it "

“Wao're not pgoing to stand ic!”
snarled the Bounder., © They shall kill
us all first, the savage rotters 1™

“I've talked to Bubu,” said Bunter.
“le szeems a pood-rempered sort of
beast as a rule. Buk on this peint he's
hard ag iron|”

The juniors stared at Bunler, They
had net expected the fat Owl to be so
deeply  concerned about Kikolobo.
Generally, Bunter was only coneerned
about one porson, abd the uame of that
person was William Ccorge Bunter,

“Vou've spoken to Bubui? asked
Johnny Bull

“ Yos: fairly begged him to chuek
it,” said Bunter. “But he only scowled,
and pointed & spear at me.”

"?Fgll L suppose you meant well”
said Marry: “But it would have
been better to say nothing about Kicky.
It will make malters worse for him if
tllﬁ;j" find out that he came here after
us.":

Bunter’s eyes opened wider behind his
Lig spectacles,

“ Kicky I" he repeated. “Whe's talk-
ing about Kicky 17

“ Aren't you, fathead "

“Eh! MNol”

“Thon what the thump are vou talk-
ing about?” snapped Wharion, puzzled
and irritated.

“Thl ¥You know what I'm talkin
about,” grunted Bunter, “You sai
vou were trying to think it out. About
those black beasts making a chap cat
when he's not hungry——"

“Wha-a-at 1"

Evidently it was not the terrible situa-
tion of Kikolobo of the Kikuyu that was
troubling Bunter,

More important matters than that
pecupied the fat mind of the Owl of
the Remove.

“You see, ik can't go on,” said Bunter.
“ It's altogether too thick, I don'b say
that I haven't got a good appetite—a
fellow likes to eat. But the thing can
bo overdone, Mospitality is all very
well: it seems to be a customn of these
niggers to feed a chap when they want
io make much of him, and I'm not say-
ing that it's not & fault on the right
side, But there's a limit—and that idiot
Bubu doesn’t seem to see it

The juniors gazed at Bunter in silence,

“Thev've maode me scoff another
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supper,” went op punter. "I'd had
one—and & good one, Then they mado

mo eat another, and that beast Bubu
actually poked a spear at me when L
wouldn't eat! So I scoffed the lot] But
I ean't sleep! A fellow can’t keep on
stuffing like thisl I say, you fellows,
what's going to be done about itF"

Bunter blinked inquiringly at ihe
Famous Five.

Apparently he supposed that ihejr
concern was for him, as undoubtedly lus
Owhn concerii Was.

The Bounder gritted his teeth.

“ Feed till you burst, you fat idiot!”

he snarled. “Cet outl If you say
another word I'll kick you ™
* Beast [

“Don't be a foal, Punter,” said Harry.
“We're thinking about Kicky—he's in
that I:ut yonder, and they're gomg

“If you fellows are going to think
about & nigger instead of me—" began
Bunter warmly.

The Bounder, who was stretched on
the earth, roze with & glifter in his
eyes. Billy Bunter, fortunately, read
tho danger-signal in time, and rolled
AWLY.

He rolled dizmally back to his own
hut, but his snors was not heard as
useal. Bunter, generally only too rn%&r
to cat twice as much as was good for
him, if not three or four times a8
much, was now “fed-up "—in every
sensa of the word, For the first time

in his fat carcer Bunter turned in,
loathing the thought of foed.
“The fat frump!” growled the

Bounder, as he sat down agsin.
“It's rather odd—tha way they're
(Continuéed on next poge.)
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stufling Bunter,” said Bob Cherry, “1I
can’'t quite make it oub.”

“Hong  DBunter|” growled the

Bounder. *“Look here, what are we
golug to do? Kicky came here to save
ui. We'ro not gomn' to leave him to
it if these black hounds cut us into littlo
piccos,™

“That's agreed,” seid Harry quietly.
*Luckily, they don't know there's any
conneetion  between  us—that fat ass
lhiasn't mentioned bim, thank poodness,
It's just as well that he was only think-
ing about himsclf”

“Trust him for thatl” growled
Vernon-8mith, “Look here, we've got
to help Kicky., If we're spolied it means
death all round. P taking the chanee
—but you fellows can stand out if you
like.”

“Don't bo an ass!” grunted Johonny
Bull. |
“The sinkfulnesa or the swimfulness
together 1= the proper ecaper, my absurd
Bmithy,” said the Nabob of Bhanipur

quietly.
“"He's tied up in that hut,” went on
the Bounder. *“They're not watching

us—they dom’t know wo've ever seen
him before. They haven't the faintest
notion that he's the man who followed
Krantz from Lake Albert. I've got
hold of a knife 1"~ e tapped his sleeve.
“I got hold of it to stick into Tofoloko
if he punched me as he did Nugent this
morning. But never mind that ™

“Certainly never mind that,” said
Wharton sharply. “It's not oursclves
we've got to think of now.”

“I know that! If Kicky got loozo he
mipht get out of the place—we ecan’t;
but he might, especially with o knife in
his hand. He's thoe man for ik, and
it's & chanoe for him, anyhow.”

“That's so; but—"

“I could get that black brute wheo's
watching his hut,” said Emlthr, between
his teeth, “and I'll stick him like a
pig, and Elqd of the chance. He won't
sea the knife till he gets it in his
neck. Then—"

“Keap cool|* said Bob., “That's not
the way—and it'z a jolly good deal too
Iike the niggers H!-e-mse ves,  Woe've
not come here to learn from Tofoloko.”

The Bounder laughed savagely.
There wag a hard snd ruthless strain

in his natore, and it bad come well to
the fore now,

“I'd wipe out the whole town if I
had half a chanee, and not leave a black
brute of them alive ¥ he snarled, *If
you can think of p better way than
gotting that nigger with a knife, cough
1t up. Kicky camo here to stand by
me, and I'm standing by him, if they
torture mo afterwards.”

“1f we givo tho alarm the pame's
up, for IKicky es well as ourselves”
said Harry, “and if we can help him
without being spoited, all the better,
I'm not anxious to sample M'toko's
tortures [

“That's right, of course, But—"

“It's no good making a move till the
town is asleep; and weo'd better make
out that we're aslecp ourselves. This
isn't & watter for going like a bull at
a %ntm Let's got 1nto the hut.”

T'he Bounder grunted an assent, and
the siz jumiors retired into tho hut.

There s whispered consultation cons
tinued.

Meanwhile, the loiterers in the
streets, the crowd in the sguare, melted
away, and sleep descended on the
African town.

In all the swarming city only the
guards at the palace, and the guards
at the gateways in the boma, remained
wakeful and watchful—and the school-
boy slaves, most wakeful of all. And
tho Kikuyn, bound in the hut of death,
and the slecpy soldier at his door.

Midnight was long past when the
juniors came to a decision. The Bounder
drew the hidden knifo from his slecve,
tested ifs odpe with his finger, and
gripped it by the handle.

“Leave it fo mol™ he said.

“I'd rather vou left it to me,” zaid
Harry.

L8 EI"

“For goodness’ sake bo carciul then
—every life bere is at stake.”

“My own, too,” said the Bounder.
“I'm not cim{:king it away if I can
help it. I'm going=--and if 1 don't come
back, you follows keep mum.”

The Bounder was cool as ico.

Ho crept to the doorway of the hut.

At a little -distance, Dosango and his
soldiers were loafing, but their drowsy
eyes wore turned n the direction of
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the royal hut. The Bounder waited till
a drift of clouds passed over the crescent
moon, Then, on his hands and kneea
he crept out of the hut. Silently, but
swiftly he reached the back of the death-
hut unseen.

_ Harry Wharton & Co. waited, listen-
mg, with beating heart. It was late,
and g-]mlr were weary; but they were
not likely to sleep.

T — —

THE FOURTEENTH CHAFTER.
Escape !

= IKOLOBO of the Kikuyu stirred,
4 without a sound.

_ 'The Eikug;;l was not sleep-
ing though lay stretclied on
& mat on the floor of the death-hut,

It was dark in the hut, only a
glimmer of mcounlight falling in at the
open doorway.

Outside the doorway the black seldicr
on guard had sat dewn, his spcar scross
big koces, resting pgainst the wall,

He was wakeful; the fear of Tofoloko
was cnough to keep his heavy eyes
open.  But to his mind the prisoner in
the hut was safe enough. Ha lay
bound, cruel cords knotted on wrists and
ankles. And round the hut lay
thousands of sleeping natives; round tha
city the thorn boma, puarded by
soldiers. That any of the slaves of
Tofoloke would take tho fearful risk
of attempting to help him was not likely
to oocur to any of the Moteli: neither
could they have guecssed that the school-
boy slaves had any interest in the
prisoner. The soldier leaned on the wall
of the hut and stared sleepily across
the moonlit square, suspecting nothing.

But the faintest of sounds was enough
to cause the Kikuyu, in the dark interior
of the hut, to raise his head, his dark
eves glittering watchfully.

That faint sound came from the back
of the hut.

The building was of the Himsiest
materials, like all the buildings in the
city of Taofoeloko. An uvnbound prisoner
could have escaped from it easily
enough. The sound that the Iikuyu
heard was cansed by & keen knife saw-
ing through fibre cord that fastened
flimsy zlats in place.

The Kikayu sat up.

No cnemy could be coming by such a
way; it was a friend who was trying te
veach him.

Doubtless it had crossed the Kikuyu's
mind that the schoolbovs he had come
to aid might seck to hiclp him in his
extremnity, He did not need to be told
that the sawing knife was in the hand
af one of the juniors,

The sound was faint, and if it reached
the soldier who sat ouwtside, it fell on
sleepy, heedloss enrs.

It censed.

Thoere was another zound—af o bode
squeczing through an opening. In the
ploom the Kikuyu discerned 1t faintly.

He eaught the pleam of a knife.

“You're awnke, Kicky "' It was the
fuintest of whispers.

But {he Kikuvu knew the voice of
Bwann-wangu—the “"Lord ™ o whom
he was devoted. Iis eyves shone. Ib
wag Dwana-wangn who was taking the
terrible risk of awding him.

“0 Bwann, my cyes eee you I'” whis-
pered the Kikuyu.

The keen cdge of the Enife sawed over
tho cords that bhound his powerful limbe,
Theyr dropped in fragments on the sleep-
ing-mat, and the Kikuyy was free. -

here was o stirring outside the hat,

SBome slight sound had reached the
sleepy black man ontside. ¥is shadow
was =eon to fall across the doorway ns
he rose,
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Heodiess of the terrible risk he was taking, Vernon-Smith drew the keen edge of his knife over the cords that bound
Kikolobo. They dropped in fragmenis on the sleeping-mat, and the Kikuyu was free !

The Bounder's heart almost missed a
beat. He knew that the man was about
to look into the hut. j

The hand of the Kikuyu slid over his
own, grasping away.the knife.  He
caught the terrible light in the Kikuyua's
eyes and understogd. Life and death
hung on the next few scconds for both
of them. :

The Bounder crouched back into the
darkest corner of the hut. Thoe Kikuyu
strebched himself on the slceping-mat,
the knife hidden uoder him.

A moment more and a head aond
shoulders were put_in at the doorway,
and the soldier of Tofoloho peered in.

“ man,” said the soldicr. “do you
sloep, or does the thought of the tor-
tures of M'toko on the night of the full
moen kee_:g you wakeful ?¥

The Kikuyu was silent.

For a moment the Bounder hoped that
the soldier would torn away. But either
the man was suspiciouns, or the fear of
Tofoloka's wrath made him doubly
cautious. Ho stepped into the hut and
bent over the still fgure of the Kikuyu
io asccrtnin beyond doubt that he was
safe in his bends. . .

What passed next passed wilth light-
ning swittnuess,

The Bounder, crouching in the dark-
noss, heard the Jow meoan and the slump
of a falling body. Peering in the gloom,
he saw the I{ihuiyu on hie knees wiping
the knifs on the loin-cloth of o still form
that lay beside the sleeping-mat.

YVernon-Srmth shivnrmll.

The Kikuyu rose to his feck, B

“0 Bwana-wangu,” he seid, "it is
done, and this dog of the Moteli has
gone to the ghosts,

Ho thrust the knife into his own
givdle and picked up the fallen soldier’s
spear,

“This spear,” snid Kikolobp, “is not
g2 strong as a spear of thoe Kikayu, but
it will drink much blood before bonds
are placed apgain on Kikolobo, O
Bwana, you have saved your sorvant.'’

“¥ou think you can get out of the
city 1" whispered the Bounder,

The Kikuyu smiled, :

“The geteways are guarded,"” said
Vernon-Smith, "and there iz o thorn
wall round the wheole place,’™

“0 Bwana, this Kikuyn, who can
ht like Simba the lion, can also crawl
like Nyoke the snake,” said Kikalobo.
“My knife will find a-way through the
homa, and beyond the homa lies frec-
dom for this Kikuyn end for the lord
whom he has followed from the great

lakes,™
the

Y | friends——"
Bounder.

“0 Bwana, so many ecould not ezecape
the oves of the Mloteli, especially the
Small Fat One, who iz lazy and o
coward. It was to save Bwana-wangn
that this Kikuyn came; but afterwards,
when my lord 15 in safoty, T will give my
life ta sava the other whito lords.”

The Bounder :hook his head.

“All or none!” he said. “If vou
think there's a chonee for us, Kicky,
we'll come—and die fighting if tho
Moteli stop us. But if not, go alone,
and help us afterwards if you can.”

The tall Kikuyu stood silent for some
moments,

His own escape was by no means cor-
tain, but there was a good chance for
him now that he was free, with weapons
in his hands. That chanee would be
very  greatly  dimimished by talong
Bwana-wanga with him. It vanished
alimost to nothing if the whaole party
mwade the attempt.

muttered

The Bounder knew it. Only by creep-
ing and crawling, winding and twisting
from shadew to shadew, counld the
IKikuyu hopo to reach unscen the bomnas
that circled the city. It wea doubtful
whether Bwana-wangu, in his company,
would succced; 1t was [mirly certain
that tho whole party could not; and
q:qita gertaan that Billy Bunter could
oL,

“Gol” said Vernon-Smith  goictly.
“While you live, Kikolobo, we Have
hope. Go and save yourself, and help
us if you can.”

“Mi; ears do not hear you, Bwana,”
said the Kikuyu. .

“VYour cars must hear me, Kicky,"
gaid the Bounder., “Without my friends
I connot go, and they could never get
away undiscovered. Go alone—and liva
to help us.”

“ My ears do not hear!” repeated tha
Wikuyue obstinately., 0 Bwana-wangu,
let your hundsome feet tread in the foot-
stepr of this Kikoyu—and, by the namno
of N'gai, whoe dwells on the Grent
blountain, I swear that I will return to
zave the other white lords, or die for
thoem.!

“ All or nono 1" said the Bounder.

The Kikuyu drew a deep breath.

“Then, {0 Bwana, call the other whita
lords, and it may be that N'gai, who
seos all things from the sumumit of thoe
Cireat Mountain, w11l watch over ns
with his eye, and save us from the
knives of tho Motell”

“If there's a chanee——"" mutteroed
ilhie Bounder, hizs cycz gleaming. Xe
was roady to take tho most despecate
chance of cseaping from slavery.

: lle peored }rnm the doorway of the
1k,

1he king's guard were still lovnging

Tine Macxer Lisrany.—No. 1,235,
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idly in the distance belore the royal
hut where 'Tofoloko slept. Bub Bosango,
iho captain of the guard, was looking
directly towards the death-hut, and the
Bounder detected s puziled expression
on his face in the moonlight. 1t rushed
into his mind that Bosango had noted
the sbsence of the sentinel at the death-
hut—the wreteh who now lay dead ob
the feet of the Kikuyu.

Hge cuught his breath.

Even as he looked Bosango detached
himself from the crowd of soldicrs and
camo towards the doath-hut. ]

Vernon-Smith stepped back quickly to
the Kikuyu. ]

“The game’s up!” he whispered.
“They're coming; they'll find out in &
minute or two what's a{)pnned I

The Kikuyoa gave o glance from the
doorway into the moonlight.

His eyes burned. His sinewy hand

elosed harder on the spear.
_ "0 Bwana,” he whispered, “ now there
i3 no escape. Go back to your friends,
0 Bwana, and let it not be known that
you have helped me, for only so_shall
you_escape fho torture. And if I live
to Hee from this city, les it be in your
thoughts that I shall be near, and that
this IKikuyu will save you and the other
white lords. Go, O Bwana I

? Bounder pressed his hand and
slid out of the hut through the openin
in the back wall., He ecrept throug
the shadows with throbbing heart.

The Kikuyu waited. Bosango, the
captain of the guard, reached the open
doorway and peered in.

Kikolobo crouched back in the dark-
ness. Every moment saved helped the
Bounder to got clear and to keep secrot
the part he had plaged. The Kikuyu
made no sound. .

“Zoldier,”” said Bosango, peering ia,
*lot my eyes sco you.”

Evidently Bosangoe knew that the
sentingl had  entered the death-hut,
though he was perplexed to know why
hs did not emerge.

There was no answer, and the captain
of the guards stepped in.

He lpearad about the hut.

“Soldier—"" he n again.

He never finished tho sentence.

From the shadows o spear-point
flashed, and, with one low groan,
DBosango fell on his faco, struck to the
heart.

Kikolobo locked down af him.

“0 Man of the Noteli,” he said,
“give this Kikuyu good words in the
I::-.m:'l* of the ghosts, where I have scut

o ]

He locked calmly from the doorway.

Several of the scldiers had followed
Eozengo, and an_ excited jabber of
voices told that they had heard the
dying groasn of the ecaptain of the

uards. They came on towards the

ecath-hut at a run.

Kikolobo atﬂtﬂped to the opening cut
in the back of the hut, squeezed through,
and emerged into tho open behind the
building. While the soldiers, with
startled cries, crowded round the body
of Bosango, the swift Kikuyu was glid-
ing among the orowded huts of the city,
sccking escape.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAFTER.

The Last Hopa !
1 MITHY "
Hnrrg Wharton breathed
more [reely as the Bounder

. erept back into the hut where
the juntors, wakeful and watchful,
waited for him.

“Smithy, old chap—" muticred
Dob.
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“My esteemed Smithy—"

The Bounder was breathing hard, opnd
thora were clots of perspiration on his
brow. He bad crept back to the hut
unscen, and it had only been a matter
of moments; but every moment had
been long.

“ Whatr—" whispered Nugent.

The Bounder whispered a few words.

“Then Kicky's logse?” breathed
Johnny Dull.

“Yes, with o spear in his hand,” said
Smithy, “It's a hundred to one he
won't got clear, but some of those black
brutes will get tho business end of tho
spear before they get Kicky.”

" Lasten ! muattered Nugent.

From Billy Bunter's hut, ncar at
hand, camo o sound of decp snoring.
The Owl of the Remove was sleeping
ot last. There was o sound of padding
feet; and Wharton, pooring out, saw
goldicrs crossing towards the death-hut.
He saw them break into a run.

He held his breath.

The next moment there was o startling
oulbreak of cries ond shouts. The
juniors listened, with an anxiety that
was almost an azony.

In that tumuﬁ- they dreaded to hoar
the death-cry of the Kikuyu, falling
under o rain of blows from savage
hands,

Thoy erowded the doorway of tha hut,
watching. They saw tho excited
soldiers emerge from the death-hut
carrying two bodies. Dut they could =ce
that the dend men were both of the
Moteli. One of them was the szoldier
whoe had watched the death-hut; the
other was Bosango the captain of the

guards.
The Bounder smiled grimly.
“Kicky got him!™ he muttered.

“He's cleared; they haven't got Kicky !

f only he gets away—"

“Heaven help him!™ breathed
Wharton.

"The whole guard was clustered now
befors the death-hut, babbling with
alarm and amazement, The juniors saw
Bubu emerge from one of the royal huts,
evidently in great wrath.

“ Boldiers, will you wake Tofcloke
with your elamour?” exclaimed Bubw.
“Is 1t gnnr desiro to dio under the
knivea of tho torturcrs

“0 Bubu,” said one of the seldiers,
trembling, *'the stranger has Esenpm:’ii
and he has slain Bosango with a spear.

“If tho stranger has escaped it is well
for Borangoe that ho was slain with a
spear, for Tofoloke would not have per-
mitted him to die so swiftly,” said
Buban grimly, “and if the s.tranpéer
escapes from the city there is death for
all whoe were on guard! Let him not
escape !

The alarm was spreading now. The
guards, ﬂgmﬁd by a swarm of ather
soldiers, began to scarch for the Kikuyu.
The droning boom of a native drum
awoke echosz far and wide, and the
natives turned ont of their houses in
huzzing crowds.

From end to end of the eity of Tofo-
loko there was wild alarm and uproar.

Long minutes lengthened imto hours,

and still the uproar up and down the
crowded native city continued.
. That was ss good as good news; for
it told that tho frantic search for Kiko-
lobe was still going on; he had not
been captured yet,

There was a8 glimmer of dawn in the
eastern sky.

The juniors watched it with ha%gard
cyes. Day was coming; and if tho
Eikuyu was still within the bomea his
fate was sealed now. They hoped that
he hod succecded in getting clear while
darkness lasted; and it looked like it
for tho hunting was still going on.

Tho sun leaped up over the horizon
and it was day.

Several times tho juniors caught sight
of Bubu hurrying to and fro. Crowds
of natives passed in their sight, and
soon after dawn a swarm Legan to
collect in the great sguare.

DBubu appecarcd at the doorway of the
rayal hut, and beckoned to the juniors.
It was now well on in the morning, and
it pleased Eing Tofoloke to raise his
royal, sooty limba from the sleeping-
mat. It was time for the slaves fo
resume their duties about the person of
the monarch.

Tofoloko was scowling darkly, his eyes
glinting, hiz thick lips snarling; and his
attendants moved in his presence in fear
and trembling.

_The shadow of death was over all the
city of Tofoloko that morning.

Tofoloko strode out of the royal hut,
and the buzzing of the crowd in the
square died down.

ubu stood before the Llack Ling, his
tat knees almost knocking together,
cringing with fear.

“0 Bubuw” said Tofoloko, *my eats
hear that the stranger, whom T doomed
to die under the knives of the torturers,
has escaped from my city.”

“It is true, O Tofoloko,” said Bubu,
shivering ; * but there are many huntcrs
following him, and he will eurely be
brought back to this city to die.”

“Lot my eyes see the soldiers who
kept guard when the stranger escaped
from my city,” said Tofeloko.

Twenty soldiers, disarmed, were led
towards the black king, between lines
of armed men.

They stood in a trembling crowd.

Tofoloko fixed his eyes on the doomed
wretches, For o long minute there was
gilence, while they awaited their fate,
as if the savage king enjoved their
terror, as was doubtless the case,

Then he made a sign.

Harry Wharton & Ce. turned their
faces away as the spears rose and fell;
and the bodies were dragped away, to
be cast outside the city for the jackals.

- - B i *

Another sun rose on the city of Tofo-
loko; and anothor, and ancther. .

Days of slavery for tho schoolboys; in
ﬁwhasa hearts there lingered only cone

ope.

The Kikuyu had eseaped,

The king's hunters had roturned from
o futile scarch, and sy of thom had

n given over to death as a punish-
ment for fallure,

Kikolobo was still free: and 1f Tofo-
loko thought of him at all, he thought
that the stronger from a far land had
fled from tho country of the Moteli, and
would take great corc never to be scen
thore again. In a few days the savage
kking had dismissed the epizode from his
mind.

But the juniors knew that Kikelobo
was not gono; that when the hunt for
him ceased he would be near that city
of terror and death; that while life beat
in his heart the faithful Kikuyu would
never desert them. That knowledge—
all that remained to them—helped to

keop hope alive in the hearts of the
schoolboya who had been sold into
slavery.

THE END. :

(N ext week's yarn of Harry Wharton

€ Clo., in Africa, i3 entitied: "SAVED

FROM THE CANNIBALS!" and i

undoubtediy the best in the serics. Make

certain of your copy by erdering it from
your newsngent lo-day.)



HIGH, LOW, AND NIPPY, THE °'PUNCHER PALS, IN—

Another Smashing Complete Yarn of the Wild West!

THE FIRST CHAFPTER.
Beans—and More Beans !

HE PBuckarcoe of the old
E Leanin' L Ranch szat on the

rails of the hoss corral, or
squatted in the dust of the
ranchyard, smoking and yarning. ..

“High* Jinks glanced at Nippy
Nolan, who was sitting somewhat epart
with & somewhat gloomy lock wpon his
usually cheory little countenance.

It had been a hard threc days’ work
on the range driving in from three to
five thousand head of cattle in prepara-
tion for the uﬁprﬂﬂchmg round-up, and
all were tired, just s bit bored, and
vory hungry.

“What's th’ matter wi’ our Cocknaey
friend1” asked High, in pretended low
tones to Doe Low, which he knew Nippy
oould nusil;.r hear. *Homethin® ain’t
agreein’ wi our angel cheild. Think
he'a sickenin’ for somiethin'?"

“Growin' pains, I guess,” responded
oo, taking up his cue, whlst the other
cowpunchers grinned in anticipation of
the expected leg-pull.

The three *'Must-get-theirs™ eould
chaff each othor as much as they
pleased, but woe betide any ouisider
who essayed to take a liberty with
gither. 'The slogan of * One for All—All
for One” would come into forec, mnd
the other range riders had a wholesome
respect for Mippy's fists, High's mar-
vellous sheoting, and Doe Low's quiet
but stinging sarcasm and keen brains,

“Hao might have th' pains, but I'm
blowed if he's growed miuch, eether in
length or width " grinned 1igh,

“Grow? Birike wme plurry pink
purple—who's likely to grow on th'
Eloomin® grub we're gotlin'  now-a-
daye?" growled Nippy. * Stinky never

was much clawss az a cook, but e m{gﬁt
at least give us a bit o' wvariety. ot
‘ave we ‘ad of late—I awsk yer? Bame
aol' thing day arter da}; na plurey
change, an’ a change o diet's good for
man an’ beast 1"

“Which cluss do yub come under, Ii'l
ona?’ asked Low, i

“Aw, yer can larf, but it's getiin' me
dahn. Wa know for certain wot every
durned meal’s gon’ to be, 'eos w'yT
Monday — beans. Toosd'y — beans.
Won'sday—good o beans! An'  for
spechul oceasions an' as a appetiser—
BEEANSZI™

“Nippy's sure spat a bibful 1" agreed
a solemn-faced fonee rider, Tom Halto,
known as Tomato. “ Havve any o' yuh
fellers in (R last dorg’s are tasted a

What the rancher pals wanted
was a square meal . . .
What the coock wanted was a
square deal , . .

steak smothered in mushrooms? Have
ver any reg-collection o what a chicken
dumplin’® looks like? An' pies! When
I thinks ¢’ th® ptes my ol' mother uscter
mako——""

“An' doughnuts " ehimed in another,
smacking hig lips. T o'udn't dare try
one now—it might pizen me. I amn't
uzed to high livin' 17

The form of Stinky, the cook,
appenred, and his voree boomed out in
the familiar *Come an’ git it ! asz he
banged the iron iriangle lustily, which
did duty for a eall bell.

Stinky might look a bit solt, kot he
knew just how things were. Idis ears

had been well open to the sarcastia
remarks which came from the ‘punchers
at every meal of late concerning his
cooking. But a ranch cook who can'é
put up with & bit of chaff i3 not much
gopd, and Stinky could give as good
as was sent upon occasion.

All the same, he had his pride in his
job, and tried again and agsin to give
the boys some variety in their grub as
far as lay in his power.

But his experience had only been upon
ranch or round-up, and a3 & cook his
powers were somgwhat Emited. He was
# good plain cook, and in the ordinary
way nobody ever dreamed of finding
fault with his cooking, but cowpunchers
ara very like grown-up schoolbays, and
onece a grouse starts on the food guestion
everything, no malter how good, comes
under the fire of criticism,

Stinky knew this, and was getling
somewhat fed-up with the sarcasins. Ha
stood in the deorway between the eating
shuck and his kitchen, prelending not to
be listening, but all agog for any
remarks.

The "punchers lowered themselves into
their s=eats as if for an unpleasant
operation, with deep sighs of resignation |
and rolling, cynical eves at the steaming
grub. Whatever the quality, there was
certainly quantity and to sparc, but they
sab back and eyed the stew disdaininlly
as Dooc Low, at the head of the table,
Jadled ic out and opencd the fire of
would-be witticisms on the hapless cock,

“Ohee more, gents,” he announced, in
the manner of a chairman paking o
spoeech; “ones more alr wo fine up-
standin’ cow nusses gathered around this
yor festive board.  Starin’ us in th' dial
is & hanquet—no Jess, Good ol beans,
pood of® hash, pood ol corfee—which 'ud

Tue Maeser LiBRart.—No. L235
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float a flat-iren. Pass ona o them
eream puffs, Tomato [

“Them sin't cream poffs, Doo; them's
biscuits & la Stinky. It's his own ree-
n::g: brought all th’ way from Missouri

r ha was foreman on a ceement
plant,” said Tomate.

“I haven't dared try ‘em sinca I
busted a hull month’s wages buyin' a
noo set o' grinders last time I phawed
one!” put in High, “I reckon thet
Stinky’s motter must Be *A lcetle goes
o long way,’ for a leetle o' some o' this
ver alleged grub ‘ud last ye to th'’
gravel"

“0Ow, don't bo down'carted, fellers;
there’s lots o' other vittels!” said Nippy.
“There's 'ob dorgs jest shoutin’ for
ettention, Good ol" friends that we'vo
known from child'ood. I knows 'em all
by name, an’ they'd come friskin’ 'appily
to ma if I jest called "em, waggin’ their
little tails. They'ro well trained and
quiet in their ‘abits—orl except that
ong in the sou'-west corner wi' th' bulgy
tummy. I don't like 'is looks: "e's got
too much Airedale in 'im !

“(Zents, th' opeenion o’ th' mectin’ is
unanimush, we air all of one mind!®
boomed Tomato. “If we waz low down
an’ mean we'd be hollerin® out com-
pluinin' o' th' grub. But no—wo air
gtrong silent men who never com-
plain. We don't say nuthin’ a-tall, jest
bears up. We air like them South Sea
Highlandera as Dog was readin’ to us
about t'other might in th' bunkhouse.
W'en grub's short, them cokernut
""'““‘:‘gfcllﬂ gnes out into th' swamps an’
fills their tummics wi’ blue clay until
they swells an' th' pungs 15 satisfied,
Sometimes I envics them savidges their
blua clay w'en I tastes some o' Stinky's
grub——"

“Liston, yuh nibwits!” soarled the
cook, aroused at last. *Ain't it bad
unuff for a self-respectin® pent to have to
sling hash for s bunch o' locoed pole-
cats like yuh? Was yver ever used to any
decent grub afore yer ecamo to th'
Feanin® LT In th' slums an' rec-
formnatories whar yer was brought up,
did yer ever-have onythin’ but slun-
gullion an' hordbake wi' rer dessert ouk
o' th' pickin's from a garbage tin?
Pah, yer mukes me dead tired!”

“Why, if thar isn’t dear ol' Stinky
el th' while!” ¢ried Doe, turning in
assumed surprise to the cook., "I
catched sight o' somethin’ in th' door-
way an’ I thought it was one o' them
nice red hams th' boss brought back.
Must have been Stinky's digl. Yuh
fellers ought neot to talk thus afore o
gent's face. Yuh might have hwrt his
feolin’s 1™

“ Koeriul, Doo, his oyes is a-rollin’ an’
thar's foam on !;is lips. I sec a locoed
wart-hog onct, an’ T knows th' signs.
When yer see Stinky's bristles go up an’
ho starts spitfin' fire, bolt for th' open
un’ burn th® dust!”

“Ag for vuh, yer poor weed, yuh thet
wears th' seat o' yer pants atween yer
shoulders,” snarled Stinky, addressing
the lengtﬂy one,” for two pins, if yer was
wuth it, I'd jest natterally fold yuh in
three halls an’ chuck yer in the river!
Lissen hyar, ?uh collection o' drug-store
cowboys! It's & long worm thet has no
turmin’, an’ I've reached th' liout. Say
what yer likes about me, but lay off my
grub, or thar'll be trouble io the camp,
an’ thet goes(”

“Lee, but thet's hot—thet's oll-fired
hot!"” eried High, fanning himself with
a tin plate. “Gimme air! Doe, thet

blarmed door hes,swung closed ag'in
an’ I'm 'most stifffin’ wi’ fear d
ma somathin’ ra’al heavy to hold it open
w1, or I'll swoon [V

Zolemnly Low lifted one of Stinky's
loaves from the breadpan and tossed it
across to High, who, saffecting to nearly
drop it, staggered across to door as
if he was carrying a hundredweight of
coal, and pmpp:f the door open with
the loaf.

There was a peculiar choking,
fgu- ling sound from the cook. He put
tia_hands to his throat as if he were
choking, his face turned purple, and his
eyes positively glared. Then his frame
gradually relaxed, his chin dropped om
to his breast, and, tearing off his apron
and throwing it to the floor, he turned
and slowly went into his kitchen with
lowered head, closing the door gently
behind him.

“What's bit him ™

“'E never said a blinkin® word '*

“Mever even ticked us off—jest stole
ﬂ.*"ﬁ'ﬂj"t"

'‘They had all been expecting the
offended cook to go off the deep end,
but this silent departure took the wind
out of their sails

“ Boyees, he's hurt—he's plumb hurt—
wounded in his feelins,”" said Doe Low
solemnly. *“He kin stand all th' joshin'
wa like to give him, for Stinky's & ra’al

ood feller an’ a sport, but it was my
ault, W'en High asked for somethin’
heavy to hold th' door open with I
ought have known better than to hand
him one o BStinky's noo loaves. If
thar’s one thing he fancies himself as
a pastmaster it is bein’ able to make
light brouad, an’ to give him his doo, his
bread wants beatin’, "I'was thoughtless
of muh, an’ I'm man enough to go an’
apologise. I'll soon put matiers to
rights. Wait hyar an’ see i

Ho smoothed his hair, settled his horn-
ritmmed specs firmly on his Roman nosc,
und strode majestically to the kitchen
door—io find it firmly locked and
barred. There was no response to his
repented knocks, and he rattled the
handle.

“0h, Stink-—cr—cook” he ealled in
honoyed tones, and with his best accent.
“Open Jthe door. I wish to speak to
YO ——

“*Go 'way, yor polecat " was the gruff
FEERDOE0.

“But listen—th' boys were only
joshin’, We all like your cookin'. It's
Al, an' veor bread's good, too—it cain’t
be beat! I didn't meon anything when
I gave High thot loaf to prop th' door
ﬂpﬂ!l—'““"

“G1it out, yer buzzard ™

* But St—er—vook—"

“Can th' sob-stuff. I’ut an egg in yer

sock an' beat it, yer four-eyed bug-
wumpl I've finished—d'yer hear—
finished !

Lator, in the bunkhouse, the boys were
sitting discussing the situation when
Colonel Loun Luttrell, the boss, came in.
He understood his cowpunchers as he
understood his cows, and he went
straight to the point.

“Hoys,” he said solemnly, thourh
there was o twinkle 1o his eye, “a good
cock is more te be considered in the
scheme ¢ things in runnin’ & ranch then
even th' cowpunchers, for to work
proper yuh must eat, an' to eat yuh
iave to have yer grub ecooked. Qur
cook ia a gent as is skilled in his per-
fession, an' bein’ an arlist he has
sensitive feelings—he has his soft
spots—""

THE MACGNET

“That’'s more™n 'is bloomin' biscuits
"as " grinned the irrepressible Nippy.

*“He has been barin’ his soul to me
over at my office, an’ I durn migh had
to hold him down in his chair. Ha gays
yuh guys insulted him, an’ he eslled for
his timoe an’ pro-claimed thet he was
rollin’ his blankets an’ shakin' th' dust
o th" Leanin’ I from his number tens!”

“Quittin’ t Goin' for good? Bunchin’
et? Pullin’ his freight?” gasped the
boys in their difforent ways.

“Jest thet!” responded the owner.
* However, whatever yuh mavericks may
think, I valeo Btinky, an’' I'm plumb
ED!‘TI:‘jI' i

here were sly grins amongst the
boys. After all, thore was a silver
lining to the cloud, and they might get
o cook who would introduee a bit of
variety mto the monotonous grub.

“Bad luck, bawss, but it cain’t be
belped I said Tomato.

“Poor ol Btinky!" grioned Low,
“How would et be if wo went over to
his room wi’ tears streomin’ down our
faces an’——an' helped him to roll his
blankata ¥

“ Yeah—an' see he don't leave nuthin’
bee-hind 7 High went on. “It'd sure
break us all up if he lef' any soo-venirs.
In days to come we'd shake or haids
mourniul an' say: f Lock, men, we had
6 ra'al, honest to goodnesa cook onct.
Hyar'zs his powder-puff an' lipstick to
prove gt—"*

“Knowin' how sed an’ sorry yuh stiffs
would be at losin’ th® best rough cook
on this yer range," said the unruffed
hgﬂﬂ, regarding them with a gleam in
his eye, "1 compromised with Stinky.
Hg's goin® to stay over at Denver wi'
his ol' pal H-Bone, who runs a boardin’-
house thar, for one month—then he reo-
turns,””

There was a hollow groan from Nippy,
and tha other boys breathed sighs o
gisappninhnent, but they knew their

0sS,

“Now, I b'leeve thet yuh three guys
have been loudest in wver joshun' o

Stinky, so et's on’y fair thet yuh should
go find us another cook. Yuh will take
th’' buggy to-morrer mornin’, drive him
into town, an’ see him inter his
troin—-="

“An’ kiss 'im goo'-byel” grinned

Nippy.

“ And reeturn hyar by evenin® wi' ons
eonk, no age, race, creed, or colour
barred. Th' on'y thing is thet havin’
sae-locted zaid eook your own selves—
thar must be no more grousin' or back
chat. I wish yuh luck. Gents, adoo !

G —

Low to the Resene !

T was cvening of next day, and
High, Low and Nippy were stand-
ing disconsolately in the middle of
dezerted Main Street, feeling and

looking like three balloons from which
the gas haa cseaped. They had seen a
haughty Btinky off by the train, g’nshing
him to the last. But Stinky had given
o parting thrust which they afterwarda
had reason to remember.

“Goo'-bye, yor haff-witted polecats!™
ho nried, az they offected to dry their
eves on huge bandanna handkerchiefs,
“Yuh won't be no wiser wen I gits
back. "eos ver ain't built thet way. Bui
vul'll suve be a heek lot more experi-
cnced wen some vittle aﬂer has done
his worst to yer. Yuh'll be goin’ down
on, yer marrer-bones an’ beggin' me to
give ye some ol’ time gru o
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EVERY SATURDAY

The pals realised that there was a lot
truth in what their late cook had said.
They had searched high and low for
something in the shape of a cook with-
out avail, tramping hither and thither
in their tight, ?ugg -heeled riding-boots
until they wero footsore and weary.

“Whar air th' perishir’’ cooks? They
useter be thres for a cent a few months
back, but now they're scarce as white
blackbirds |" growled High.

“"Yuss, if wo wanted di'mond cutters
or tight-rope dancers we c¢'udn’t 'ave
*ad more blinkin® trubble!” moaned
Nippy. “My pore blinkin" feet are
nigh raw. 1f I don't ’ave a rest I'll
drop. Wot abaht a spot o somethink,
Dot

Doc Low fumbled in his pocket and
producéd two fivelcent pieces which he
surveyed mournfully, It was the end of
the month, and thev were all “stony.”

" Hre, I"wa got o dime, 'Igh’s got a
nickel. Let's gi’ it to Doc so's 'e kin
go.into th’ First an’ Last an’ see if e
cawn't kid ol’ Jake to make us a drink
an' some grub, 'E's pot th' gift o" th'
Eﬂ-h'—"

A few minuies later Doec Low was
leaning up against the bar of the saloon
exchanging easy converse with the pro-
prietor. He caught sight of a party of
half a dozen from whom came shouts of
merriment. One of them was a little
roly-poly man with an enormous mons-
tache and imperial chinpiece, who was
making more wnoise than any and
gesticulating freely.

His face seemed vaguely familiar to
Yow, and hifs eyves gleamed as he saw
that the men were playing poker.
What Low did not know about the game
and card munipu_l:ztmn penerally was
oot worth knowing.

“YWhy th’ hilarity? he
® Wha's th' 1i'l tub?” ! ;

“Aw, 2 11"l Frenchy., DMissed his train
to Denver. He's goin® to th’ Waldorf
thar as cook, Bhefl they calls 'em in
them high-toned places.”™ :

Low's mind worked double quick.

“Jake ™ he whispered carnestly,
“7'd like fo sit 'in thet game, for =«
special reason. Stake me ten dollars,
will yuh; pay-day Tuesday—"'

“Why, of course, any time for yuh
three boys, an’ I've scen yuh play, Doc.
Git to et, an” good luck!™

The loyal Doc fetched in lLis two pals,
seeing that they had grub and that their
thirst was quenched first. Then he
sauntered casually over to the table and
bought chips. He found that the little
Frenchman had been having amazing
luck, and had a pile of notes and chips
beforo him. He uld certainly play
poker, but relicd mainly on his luck.
Doa did not. Time was short, and he
needed that little Frenchman's money-—
for a purpose. He manipulated ihe
cards as he had never done before. The
excitable chef became more and more
egitated as his money disappeared, but
although he was game, when it came io
eloven o'elock he threw up las hands in
despair, almost with {ears in his eyes,

“A bas les fortunce—ah, sapristil 1
have lose my all! B'sicur, you have zo
Tuck of zo diable himself! MNow, vat
e'all I do? My teecket to Thenver is in
my bag vich has gono on vis ze train,
1 have no money. La, la; I go to o job
in Denver! How do 1 get zere—how do
1 Jeevot™

#Bay, I guess yvou've in Juek, after all,
m'sicur, for we can f{ix yuh up for a
month as ecook at fifteon dollars peor
woek,. Wounld yuh take it on—rookin'
for cowpunchers? DMcebbe we'd gil yub
yver ticket to DNenver as well, an’ yuh'd
have a good time, Our last cook was

mnequired.

with vws Ave vear? What might your
name be?’ _

“Moi? I am M'sicur Hyaeinth
Leﬁms, of Paree; ze chef of chefs!"”

“Great! Then if yuh was let looge
in a cookin® shack, be if.ever so humble,
yuh ¢'ud turn ot most anythin', huh?
Btoo, an’ flapjacks, doughnuts, pies,
etcetterer " querted Low, whilst the
other boys listened with their eyes
goggling and ears almost Aapping,
whilst they Jicked their lLips in
guticipation.

“Pah, dose tings are for ze cock
ordinaire. Moi—I am z2ze gr-e-reat
artiste! For mol ze soupe, ze entree, ze
omelette, z¢, compote; dishes Bt for ze
king vpon 'is throne——"

MBay, yuh come with us an’ T'll give
yuh your first week's wages right now,”
said the wily Low, peeling off the
amount from the chef's own wad of
bills which he had won.

In ten minutes he had cajoled the
forlorn little man to take the job on,
and they all adjourned to the village
stora where Hyacinth Legros ordered
things which made the grocery man’s
eves gpoggle out of his head.

“8ay, yuh gorillag up at th' Leanin' L

E@m—m

THE GREATEST SERIAL
STORY OF THE YEAR!

They call him
the Terribie !

Liks some mysierious
gshadow he wings his way
above the earth plundering
at will. His ambitlon is
fo become master of the
world, and so far his ralds
on eivilisatlon have passad
unavenged. Among his
captives are the flnest
brains in the world of
science and engineering ;
whether they like it or not

Oom,

these master craftsmen are compelied o work and slave for thelr piratieal master.
THE TERRIBLE?®"
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cigarettes, and propped themselves
agamst the corral rails, gazing before
them with the air of those who, having
seen a nuracle, would case their eyes by
pazing at familiar cbjects.

A Flash in the Pan ]

% ORTY wear have I rode this yer
range, man an’ boy,” mur-
mured old Blobnose Brown,
the oldest hand, *an® 1 have

lived to see pgrapefruit on & ranch

brekfussz-tablo. An' chocolate wi'

whipped cream a-top! Lissen! I I'm

dreamin' have peety on a old man an’

don’t wake muh——"*

“We're all dreamin’ ™ sald Tomato.
“I dreamt o' toast thin as th' ace o
hearts, steak tender as & mother's love,
wi' bacon like gold lesf an’ roushrooms
on th' side. Then thet omelick—light as
a powder-puff an’ big as a feather bed—
it trickled down me gullet like a warm
brecse from th' south ™

“It cawn't lawst!” murmured Nippy,
rubbing his tummy nppre::iativeli. “No
livin’ man ¢’'ud go hon cookin’ like that

appears In the pages of our next Issue, boys, so stand by for a feast of thrills
Make sure of reading the opening chapters
of this super story by ordering Nexd Week's MAGNET To-doy.

and exolting, nerve-~tingling adventures,
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are goin' iw heavy for sixle, ain'cher?
1 guess poer in luck, for this Frenchy's
bought most o 1’ stock thet th' bawss
bought from a he-lel in Denver thet
went bust,  Patty-de-four grass, sparrer-
pross, delieniessens I nover heord on,
bt D secns 1o know all abont them.
Next time I see ver gabezas I reckon

yor |l be wenrin” high hats an’ :=3|'i-'1t5—.—u
“Aimd  ver businay.”  said  High
lofiily. “ We're goin® fo live on real

grub for th' next month, an’ don'tcher
forgit it. Goe, but thet gorconsolyer
cheese hums o bit., Cain’t yer rope it
an' throw it?”’

Hyacinth beamed on them as they
epnl ranchwards, but High leaned across
from the driving-scot and whispered to
Low :

“Baw, vuh sure had some luck ot thet
game, Do, Was it straight ¥

Low look off his specs and wiped
them, then shook bis head mournially.

“1 yegret to say it was not!™ he
veplied. “1 ¢'vdn’t held a2 cyard an'
thet 101 siiff w'nd have got away wi'
my ten apot, =0 1 wangled ‘em! But, o
course, I'll give et him back. But we
hadl to pit us a cook, didn't wei"*

Neoxt morning, twenty l::ﬂwnunch_&m
came out of the grub shack, rolling

—'¢ must po orf, It's jest a Hash in th'
nt?t
Iut, far from going off, Hyacinth im-
proved with every -meal they ate.
Vinding such appreciative appetites to

cater for, he excelled himself and
mvenied new dishes to  tickle their
palates  with., Ordinary and

mution, potatoes and cabbage, ssrumed
new  and  wonderful forms under his
magie touch.

Nearly every day Col. Lou looked
into the grub shack and noted the rich
and fragile dainties with which his
Lbunch of roughnecks were daily regaled.
He saud nothing, but there was a
sardonic gleam in his eyes which only
Low notoed.

“Somethin's goin’ to come unstuck !
he muttered to himself. “I never saw
old Pokerface with 1het kinder puckered-
up grin bnt what he had somethin’ up
his slecve. What's th' game}”

A night or two later he was awakened
by Nippy tugging at his sleave. Ha was
groaming dismally, and rubbing his
thin tum-tum.

“ Doe, "ave yer got any o' them aunty-
bilious pills &' yours left?” he whis-
pered. 1 dunne wot's wrang, but 1've

Tne Macwer Lisrany,—No. 1,235
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WANTED—A CHEF!

{Continued from previeus page.)
got o pain in my innards like to wrench
mo in tarf [

“Run el’'ar out o' 'ein, boyee,” replicd
Low. “1 been tekin® three a-night
myself, an’ two or three o' t'other bovs
bave borrered em. High took six, night
before last!™

Col. Lou found that the men were
apt to drop into his office on some pre-
toxt or enother and beg romething from
the medicinechest—generally -for
stomach trouble, and his wry-mouthed
grin became more pronounced than ever.

At the ond of a week Hyacinth neticoed
something about his guests. They were
loud in their praiscs as ever, but he
sensed something foreed in their compli-
ments, and redoubled his efforts to give
them new and dainty dishes.

But that night the sleeping men were
awakenod by loud yellings coming from
tho cooking shack where the Frenchman
slept. _

They  gob into their elothes and
tumbled in to his rescue. They found
Hyacinth standing in the middle of a
muddle- of scattered foodstuffs which
strowed tho floer, clad in pyjamas that
made the men blink.

“Thieves, burglars, assassins!™ he
yelped. “T'ree of zem! Zey assault
me, rifle ze larder, an® avay. Al, la, la,

~¥at & countree!”’

Colonel Tou lanced over the
assembled boys anf noticed that High,
Low, and Nippy were not amongst those
present. He said nothing, but smiled
wryly. He wént to the corral and noted
that the threo Must-get-theirs horses
were not there. He saddled his own
steed, muffled ita hoofs, and rode out,
watching the trail of recent hoolprints
and judging where he would be likely
to find the truants.

Sure enough, in a little hollow about
three miales from the camp, he saw a
small firo burning, concealed amongst
the rocks. As he approached, he sniffed
the air. The appetizing smell of
sausages, steak grilling over an open
fire, coffec fragrantly
bhilly-can, pork and beans simmering in

iling in an-old-

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY,

their own native tin, was wafted
towards him, and as he crept near he

heard voices raised in praisc.
“Ra.al hemen’s grob  ag'inl”
chuckled High., *“Me—I've %ﬂ cn

cravin' for somethin® plain, seolid, an'
simple for days! Larks' tongues, tootty
frooty, patty-dee-four grass, an’ per-
fumed seafoam have got muh down, an'
I don't mind admittin’ it.”

*Me, too,” sighed Nippy, taking hia
sixth ' sausage from the frying-pan,
“ans an’ bacon for me arter this
Thet "1gph-toned diet o Cynthy's 15 too
bloomin' rich arter a while, I've felt
seasick overy time me ‘orse cantered an’
felt like frowin’ up if ’e gelloped ¥

““Who says another piece o' steak ¥
Eﬁkcd Doc, who was officiating at iho

re

“I do!' came a deep voice behind
him, and he swung round to find the
boss grinning down at him from his
muffled-hoofed horse. “ Now, yuh boys
had better explain, an’ we'll see what
can be done about things !

He sat down beside them and listencd
to Low's tale of how thay had acquired
the little French chef.

Ile chuckled as he heard of the
Terook ' poker gome, for ho knew of
IDroc's shall with cards. :

“8o yul're all tired of Hyacinth's
classy cookin’i"

“ All th' boys air,” said Low. *“He's
a good ']l cook sheff, but too good.
What we want 1s—"

"He-men's food. We're too hard-
boiled to live on fmth}' kickshaws,
Haff an hour arter one o' th' Frenchy's
blow-outs I feel like s punctured back
tyre ! broke in High. “Wo want a
cook, not a sheff. W{: want a hard- I.:-m]n::d
mnvermk wh&t stirs his beans "i.'l’l a
spade, an' has th' deesposition o a
Army mule—"*

“ Like Btinky "

“Like thet very he-man!"™ assented
High stoutly. * We craves for grub aa
sticks to & man a innards. Beefsteak wi’
hm-.-.n gravy an' mashed spuda Cabbage
an beans, done plain an’ simple; ham
an’ ﬂ.lgﬂ1r not omelicks. Corfea thet
thick it *ud foat a fat-iron—-—*

“Like Stinky's?®”

“Liko 8tinky's!' the threo yelled
cmphatically; and Low added: "Bm-!,
if 50 bé yuh can dope out some way o
gettin® rid o' Cynthy wi'-out hurtin® his
feelin's—for zmﬁ sako I:umpn at 1t!
%wes him back his dough, o course, an’

‘Il pay his month's wages out’'n my own
if wubk'll stop it—"

“All three n us ! ' prowled High.

“One for all

“All for ::rm!“‘ finished  Nippy.
“We're all in this, an’ we'll sco it
threugh together—"

“Waal, boys, if 1t'll ease yer minda
any, :.'uh may as well know that Stinky .
vcomes  back  to- -TNOrrer. I've hEEIt
watchin’ pmntﬁ, an' I'm not goin' to
hava a lot o sick cowpunchers, languid
as locoed cows, loungin’ about my ranch.
I got o th' long distance phone to
Hyacinth's boss in Denver, an’ he n
him at once. Il fix up about

expenses.”’
of

Next morning tha inhabitants
Merrivale who lived near thoe railway
were @stonished to hear loud whoops
ond crackling of six-guns as tho train
from DIenver steamed in. A no less
astonished cook, of the name of Stinky,
was hauled out and forcibly seated In a
beribboned buggy. Then the whola
cavaleade toro through the town and
sped at the full speed of six hali-broken
horses across the prairie.

Once more the boys of the Leanin' L
were all united ; once more the old-time,
plain, but healthy grub was served out.
And as tho familiar yell of " Come an’
git ‘it and the rattle of Stinky's
triangle sounded across the ranchyard,
they pushed their way in with creaking
harness and much chaff for the grinning
cook, who would give as good as they
Aent; happy in lis triumph, and the
fact that the bovs had discovered that
# A shef is » shef—but a ro'al cook’s a
dandy !

THE EXD.

(Look out next week for the opéning
chaplers of our grand new serial:
MOOM, THE TERRIBLE ! For thrills
wou can’'t beat if, boys! Tell all your:
puls about this treat, but order YOUr 0%
copy of the MAGNET eariy!)
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BOUND-BREAKING MADE EASY !

Preaking bounds to-night ¥ Xet ns relieve
you of those tiresomee little worrles that spoi]
the pleasures of the trip. Tor a moderate
and inclusive fee we wake vou, sce you safely
off the promises, rig up a dummy in your hed
during your absence and help vou back into
the dorm. Rope ladders and all aceessorics
provided without extra chavgel Leave it all
tous.  Price list om application to SKINNER'S
BOUNTD-BREAKIKG AID SOCIETY, Remove

(%

—

yftiar

A
—

LATEST
EXTRA.

L

-GOOD-
EDITION

COMMODIOUS STUDY
FOR HIRE!

Spjtalle for rtough-houses, rags, fag-
slaughtering exbibitions, wild partica, ete
Ne petty restrietions—do as  you  like!
Owners abroud—I bappen to have found o
duplicate key! Tor terms, apply B, Bolsover,

No. 67.

LAUGH AND

18931.

October 17th,

Study No. 10,

Remove Passige.

_4 Dormitory.

COKER'S “TALKIE"

SYNOPSIS

Film That Will Stagger the World!
100 PER CENT ACTION

(ORTHER'S NOTE: This is the
sinopsis of the talking-film that will meke
history. It is written by me, Horace
Coker, Every *tfalkie " projuecd up till
now has konszisted of rubbish, tripe and
wmin. This one will be difforent, Modesty

orbids me fo say too much about it, but
I will kontent myself by wvoncheiing to
munﬂﬁmmmmﬁ that my * talkie ¥ will be the
neat over projuced and that it will stagger
the entire World. TIn writing this sinopsis,
my watchword has been * Action,” You
will notiza that when wou read it. The
actora are on the move all the time. I
take it for granted that this issue of tho
* Greyiviars Herald " will bo devoted to
my sinopsia. That won't give you the
¢omplete article, but it will give you some
ides of what my brilliant work of jeenius
is like. NWow go omn.)

Titlo of Film : SPORTSMAN AXD
HERO.

Seen Ono : Cloge-up of the hero of the
film, Horace Boxer. Horace Borxen is

— e m g,

a tall, muscular, striking-
Iy -handsorms Young
jentlernan with maenifi-
cent  deep-set, peercing

eyes, fine, firm lips, &
finely - chizelled mnose
with dellicate, quivering

noatrils and & shapely,
but wvery determined
ehin, On his amazing]
handsome face is a loo
of honnesty and sincerity;
abviously there is noth-
ing underhandesl about
Horace Borker. One ean seo af o glaynse,
algg, that he i3 hiphly intellectusl—his
braney forrid and ‘decp, thoughtiul
cpgepresmon make  that  guite  clear.
Horsce BoRer, in short, is the finest
tipe of an English jentleman——a sportsman
and a bero os the sinopsis will show in dew
COUran.

Alihough Sern One docs mat reveel it,
it shonld be mentioned here that Horaoe
LBOKER 18 o glewdent in the Fifth Foom of
a big public skool called Bloeiciars,
Without a doubt he is the cleversst and
most popular fellow in the Skeol, He is
kept in the backprounnd., however, by the
jeilusy of Bundell, the Fiith Form kaptin
and Tingato, the kaptin of Blueirinrs.

Now 1o prosced with ihe TFirst Seen,
Horace DBoxemr, alter smiling at  the
awdience, takes a glarnse at——

(Sorry, Coker, ol hean!  That’s all
EE. space we can apare, However, we're
quite sure that by this time our roaders
have got an excellent idea of what your
brilliant work of jeenius is like '—Ep.)

__.-Im.unﬂ.__.u._. FAT.
ﬁmﬁmﬁwﬂ_. mw_a WH INTREPID EXPLORER'S
expedition inte the bﬁ%ﬁgﬂ.@mNm_w

heart of the little-known
Fag Country which
extends from Mr.Twigg's
room te the uncharted

Soap Among the Savages

the sizght presented when
these hideously-painted
littla men fing them-
selves with shrill eries
mto the fight simply
beggara description !
language of theee
savapes iz very diffienlt

territory beyond ihe to understand owing to
mmnﬁwm m.ﬂ.ﬁécﬂz. i3 “.,_E._"nﬁﬁ_n and excossive

A “CGreyiriars Herald” oucnesa with which they
representative eccured WARLIKE NATIVE TRIBES speak. Their writing
an exclusive mterview appears to take the
with 2lr. Field soon after. his arrival back in form of a spidery-looking seript. Several nalive
civilisation last night. The explorer bore visiblwe locumenta Mr, Fiold brought back with him

#._nnnmﬂmﬂmﬁm:..n..mmaHnﬂmmﬂwﬁnumﬂ:&maumﬁW.E.ﬂu_.
travelled, in the shape of dust and ecolhwola mﬁm_
M_ni_.ﬂ; guantitiea of ink, which
i used for a variety of purposes
by the savages who inhabit this
uneivilised part of the globe.

He informed the * G. H."” man
that in the course of his travels
he had cncountered two tribes
which were living in a stato of
extreme barbarism, Theso tribes
are yuled over by ferocions chiefs
named Tubb and Nugent respee-
lively, and a continual state of
warfare exists bebtween them.

The weaponz used are mostl
of a prisitive kind, Darts wit
heads etrangely reminiscent of
pen-nibs are in great favour, os
olso s a kind of blowpipe rather like the pea-
shooter we civilised people use,

When the tribes go into battle, they daub them.
solves [reely with blue-black and red war-paint, and

evening onthesubjee

Admizsion will bo
8. Q. 1. Field, Study
need not apply.

sppear to consist merely of blobs and slreaks and
smudges, but there is no doubt that they convey

meaninga of some kind 1o the
notives in the Fag Country.

Mr. Field’s most swrprising
discovery was that of o bar of
soap whick he found under a
pi'e of rubbish in one of tho
netive ecncampmonts. VWhen
the article was brought to licht,
it eansed such consternation that
the explorer could only conelude
that the mysterious tahoo re-
garding roap exists amongz these
primitive people.

T'ossibly it was left thore by a
previpus explorer 1

Mr. Field will give a lantern
lecture in the ¥ to-Torrow
t ol "' Life Among the Barbarians.”

by ticket only obtainablo from
No. 14, Bemove passage. Fogsg

In respomse to numorous
roquests from readecs we are
giving a few hints this weel
for tho benefit of thoze who
have the care and responsi-
bility of bringing up Beaks.
We all know what o lot
dependa on the early training
of a Deak, but not many ol
ua ki ow just what sorl of o
training he should receive. In the hope
that they may prove of great beneiit
to anxions Beak-rearers, we commend to
our readers tho following lips :

1. A Beak should ba fod at intervals of
four hours cn plain, easily-digested food.
Don’t give him lobstera, roast .E._r
juzged hare, pickles, or eurry. Such dishes
will only result in lis becoming  bad-
teinpered,

2. Thumb-sucking should bo sternly
suppressed.  Throw an ink-pellet at bim
any time you eatch him doing it. 3

3. Never woke him during the night.
To do go is simply to askc for trouble,

4, Beaks will occasionally be observed
to ronke strange, unintelligible noiges.
They should be encouraged in this. It
gives them pleasure.

5. 1 your Book lowls, let him. It
exoreises his lungs and improves his general
well-being. Watch carefully, of course,
that o doesn’t go into convulsions. When
he shows eigns of this, give him a hearty
glap on the back, and you will prevent
cholking.

6. Don’t allow him to have his own way
too much. The Beak that is your pride

BRINGING UP BEAKS

How to Rear a First-class Master

EXCLUSIVE HINTS

and joy maoy casily becoms & fretiul littls
tyrant.

wq. Dion’t pull faces and clap your hands
ub him. It maoy irritate him. :

%, If he shows signa of becomng
feverish, throw a jup of water over hbim.
Thia will cool him down.

0, When he pgets hiccoughs, throw o
bottle of ink at his head and he should be
speedily eured.

GREAT CHESS
TOURNAMENT

Will be held in the Rag on Tueaday noxt
at 7.30 p.m. prompt. Ecstatio thvillsl
Unbounded excitement !  Every moment
full of breathlces, pulsating action | LMotors
racing m_.ﬁnm,__u_, isn’t in it with this! T'ro-
vided you're not suffcring from a wealk
heart, turn up in the Rag next Tuesday !
Firat-aid men in atfendance for those who
can’t stand the stroin | Whotever you do,
den't miss this quick-fire sensation.

THE THRILL OF A LIFETIME |

A

——=

THE REASON

Lord Mauleverer, our prize slacker
and champion snoczer, had to go
down to the willage afler dinmer
last Thursday.

It's not often that Mauly’s seen
abroad between  dimner-timo  and
afternoon elasses, Taunlly, his hahit
18 to repair to his study and indulpe
in g epot of alumber il Siv Jinmy
Vivian's thumb and forefinger applicd
to his car remind him that the round
of toil is upon him ugain,  Bub
even Mauly has to po out romef imes,
and he went out after dinner laat
Thursday.,

Afternoon classes bemin at fwo-
thirty. At five minuics past lwo, Mauly

coming through tho gates, his mission ended.

~ Two or three fellows who happened to be lookin
i that direction at the moment prompily fainted.
For Mauly, for the first timo in ail history, wos

BIUTRTING |
. mmmnmﬂ_wﬂ
mio it as h
He was positively Aying along,

MAULY IN A HURRY

Languid Earl’s Surprising Speed

hardiy deseribes the pep ho was putting

him.

“ Half-a-mo, Maunly !°l
What’s the time ¥ pantied

But what—-»"

*Oh, gad 1
Mauly.

* Five-past-two.

“Con't stop ! ™

And Manl

W__u L2
eurnreT.

“ 0, pad !

way.
lvm.
against
unuzan! sizht,
Slop ! ™

“ (Oh, dear!

hurry, sipP—-" ;
“ Then pray go on Mauleverer ! aaid M. Queleh.
It is & shock Lo sce you burrying, bat L confess I am

Wi foon

guitc pleaged !

zlacker, tore up fo his stady,

A erowd of Remaovites, almost fall'ng over
themselvea with surprize, rushed lo inlercept

arcelerated, Jeaving the erowd

wondering whether they were scemng things.
Wingate met l:im on the steps of the House.
. He jumped thres fect in the air.

* Alanleverer !

Y en -pest-two.

And Alauly shot through the door-
1n the Hall, Mr. Queleh met
The Romove Beak roeled

(he npotice-hoard at  the

“AMauloverer, my

Mauleverer had already vanished !
A curiouns crowd, wondering what miracle had
cfiected such surprisigr chapge in the Remove

Brown grabbed him by the eol ar and wole him up.

* What wos it all about 77 he. yelled in Manly’s
W.H.H_.-. i

Mauly opened bis eyes and groaned,

¥ Jemme alone, dear boy!  What was what
ahout ¢ " 4

“Why, your violent hurry jushoow | 2

Mauly closed his eyes ogain,

“Do let me alone, there’s e good fellow ! ™ he
mumbled. * Matter of fnet, I wos hurryin' back
here so that 1 shouldn’t have to p without my aiter-
dinner nap! ™

And thus ended the incident of Mauly’s one.and-

Is it—cam it only departuze from tho habita of the snail |
“It is, old bean!™ gasped Alaunl. ———— S
“ How's tha time " ~ o
Siemel IN THE SQUP?:
Bimply ean’t stop !V '

Send for Snoop !

Shadowing and eavesdropping reatly and careiully
executed. Tuek-raiders trac farzed poszes de-
teeted, discuised japers EE:.E.u.M... No job too big,
none tog small l—Write, wire ot esll, 3LDNEY
SNQOP, Detective, Study No. 11, Bemove,

e e Tt

10 BUNS A WEEK FOR WFE AT THE
AGE OF 55!

6d. a month, payable for 40 years, sccurca a
pension of 10 bune o woek for lile at the sro of 55,
Itates quoted for insurances with or without currants |
Mako sure of 2 pood tuck-in when your old and feeble
by joining the GREYFTRIARS .Hu,wwnmﬂ PROVIDENT

dear boy !

i s sl

———rre— e = ——

I'm in an awful

e

—

SPARE THAT

SPUD!

old block,

Alonzoe Todd, our
champion tame luna-
tie, rushed up to
Snoop the other day
when Bnoop was sit-
ting on a stool at the
tuck =hop counter
consumIng a craniton
called o potate.frittor.
Clutehing him con-

vulsive!l by the

albow, ha cried :
“TFie, ol For

shome, Snoop! How

coak you have the
heart to sit shamo-
lessly conzuming a

that the potato hos feelings 1™

my dear Snoop!’
“* Thinlk, my good fellow |

Potato Protector’s Public Protest

roember of the potato species which

has, I am sure, done you no lwrm 7

Do you not realise, u.__w pgood Snoop,
in

* Feolinga or peelings t ' was Snoop's
oot altogethor satisfuctory reply.

“ The mangled romning of a noble
plant which you hold on your fork
surely have their Hmm:wm ng well as you,

bablblcd Alonzo.
Thero was

standing near.

- pocting

would dovastate

arrived ;3 rough

gizes ! said  Alonzo,
lanzunge for it mother.
in vain;
bayrel™

oflspring was gomng
life ! ** contributed Skinner,
look hicro, Tadd. o

* A chip off the
goe to
speak ! " remarked
Bkinner, who wos

(1 EHHF.H.H.HWH.:
bheamed the unsus-
Alonzo.
* Thers 1t stood, on
the threshold of life,
in the firat blush of
potatohood, little
dreaming of the day
when the crncl forl
ila
home lfe and tear it

“ Yok that dark da
hionds
burled it inlo a bareel
among strange potatoes of all kinds and
dramatically.
* Brokenheartedly, it cxied in vegelalle
But it cried
jts mother was in another

* Lucky she didn’t kuow how ber
to {ritter awny his
Bt

“I ask you—mnay, I implore you,”

otato when next you make o meal.
Yhat would be your feelings if
potato took you and mede o mesnl of
ou?! I know you wouldn't like it.
Nor does the potato ! ™

Having slipped a dozen pamphleis
inie Snoop's hand, the FPotato FPro-
teelor quitted the tuckshop in soarch of
further prospective converts !

We've heard quite a lot about
Alonzo's latest, since then. Ho haa
made public protests against potato-
eating at dinner in Hall, addrossed &

ublic mesating on the subjeet in the

ag, and written & 30,000-word: letter
to the “ Greyfriars Herald."

awny from the bosom Of course, there's no telling what

of ils family—" muy happen. A * Greyfriars Herald ™
“ Hear, don’t talkl rerorter who was called to Skinner's

wﬂ, old chap ! ™ jeered | 5i]y Jaet night was just in time to
INTTLEXT .

observo him pick up an enion with the
evident intontion of eating it, then put
it down and melt into tears instead,
It's wonderful how the humanitarian
moverent gains strength, isn't it ¥

GOOD OLD COKER!

The Fifth Torm practice gamo wa3
held up for 10 minutes yosterday whilo
Colker had an argpument with the
refereo. Wo underatand that (he
srglmaent was distinetly heard outside
Unele Clegg’s bunshop in Friardale.

@ went up the drive fowands the House,

Thero, to their amazcment, they found Marleverer
on the gola, last asleep !

AND MUTUAL PENSION SOCIETY (President:
G, Bulstrode}, Study No. 2, Remove Passago.

a time when ihis polale was o mere
E.—U.Uqluﬁ

saill Alonzo, carncstly ﬂ_.T._n.n...__.::m to
Spocp, ilo pause aud consider the

| Now wo inwderatand why Coker alwaya
calls it “IPOOTBAVWL ™,



