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HARRY WHARTON & CO. IN THE CONGO !

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Too Much of & Good Thimg !

14 H lor' ™
O It was & sound of woe.
“"Ow! Oh! Cooh!™

Billy Bunter groaned.

He groaned Jveep] :

Like Job of old, Billy Bunter
lamented his fate; but the lamentations
of ancient Job were a mero jest to the
lamentations of William George Bunter,
the fnttest fellow at Greririarz School or
enywhere else,

The groans of Billy Bunter were both
lond and deep. ond seemed to come
from the very depths of his podgy
person.

As Hurrce Jamset Bam Singh jusils
remarked, the groanfulness was tevrific!

“Oh erikey! Ow! QOooogh!”

Harry Wharton & Co. were sympa-
thotie. But they smiled. Thev could
not help smiling.

The circumstances in which the chums
of the Greviriars Remove found them-
gelves, ot present, were not reallv o
smiling matier,

Prisoners In a native city in 1he
heart of Africa, slaves of a despotic
black king. never knowing from hour
to hour how long their heads would re-
mein on their shoulders, the Famous
Five found it unusually hard to pack
up their troubles and smile.

But they smiled now. Billy Bunter
was giving them a little sorely-necded
comic relief.

Bunter, sitting under a shadwy trec
outeide his hut in the city of Tofoloko.
Jesned back against the trunk and
groancd.
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MNot o man at Greviviars School. m
far-off England, would have believed it,
had he heard Bunter’s cause of com-
plaant,

Bunter had too much to eat!

In all his fat eareer, hitherto. Buntor
had seldom—very seldom=had what he
regarded as enough to eat. Any
number of helpings at o meal never
seemed encugh for Bunter; he conld
always do with one more.

At CGreyiriare. a fellow who lefr o
rake or & bag of tartzs in his study was
never likely to see it again, if Bunter
was about. All through Billr Bunier's
carcer there had heen a shortage of
foodstufis—and. 1:|m]1:rul:1'm]i_3.', whrre-
ever Bunter went he wns liable to create
a shortape.

And now-—marveillous
lad too much to eat!

Never would Bunicr have believed
such a state of things possible! The
Israelites of old did not gaze on the
fleshpots so longingly az Billy Bunter.
as a rule. He had felt immense relief
when he found that there was pleniy
of pood grub in the ecity of Tololoko
and that he could have as mueh as he
wanted. It had reconciled him to his
captivity. It had made him feel that a
Central African eity  might  have
advantages over a Publie scliool in
England. No. work, and nanlimited
grub. suited Bunfer down ta the
ground.

But they made him eat too much!

It was an excesz of hospitality! XNo
doubt it was o fault on the right side!
Bt it was too much of a good thing,

They stuffed Bunter!

They made him stuff !

o relale—he

COMPLETE STORY.

Told by
FRANK RICHARDS.

Eating, which had hitherto been Billy

Bunter's chief delight, was growing
to be o mightmare to him.

“1 say, voufellows!” Bunter, leaning
back on the tree, blinked pathetically
#t the Famous Five through his big
spectacles. "1 say, it's getting awful.”

“Fancy Bunter having too much to
cat !” grinned Bob Cherry.

“The jolly old age of miracles 80t
past, after all! remarked Johnny Bull,
with a shake of the head.

"0k dear!” gproaned Bunter,

“Well,.old chap. vou were afraid they
weren't going o give vou cnough fo
cuf I sald Frank Nugent comfortingly.
“Ti's ot so bad as that, is it

“Yes, think of that, eld fat man!™
suid Harry Wharton.

Bunter scemed tfo  consider
moment.,

Certainly. he had fearcd that there
would Le short eommons, when Ludwig
Krantz. the slave-trader, had brought
him to Tofeloke’s city with the other
juniors. to sell into slavery.

Those fears had not beon realised—
quite the reverse. in fact.

But he shook his head.

“T'd rather be short of grul!™ he de-
clared.

“0Oh, my hat!™

“F mean 1t moanecd Banter, “T'd
actually rather be szhort of grub than
stuffing all doy like this!"

“Phew "

“ Bt the stuff-fulness was alwaye a

foer a

boonful blessing  to  the ridieculous
Bunrer,” said Hurrce Jamset Ham

Singh. i i
“Think how von used fo raid the tuck
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at Groyiriars!” said Bob, “No fellow's
cake was safe within & mile of you.”
“Think how often I've kicked you
out of my sindy for pinching tuck!™
said Horcbert Vernon-Smith,
Groan |

“I-d-don’t talk of tuck!” murmurced H

Dunter, “Pon't montion food! It
inakez me- feel 1l
“0Oh, Christopher Columbus!"
“Hallo, hallo, halle! Here they

coma !” murmured Bob Cherry.

Bunter gave a sort of yelp.

A fat Motel: black, in a loincloth and
a necklace of large beads, came towards
Bunter's hut, followed by three Dinka
glaves bearing dishes,

The fat man was Bubu, who was a
prime minister of sorts to King Tolo-
joko of the Moteli., He waved the
juniora aside, and stood before Bunter
with a cheery grin on his good-
humoured face.

“ Lib for eat!” he said. ‘

Bubu was the only nativa in the city,
so far as the juniors knew, who could
speak English. Ie had picked it up
on the Gold Coast in earlier days, when
he had been & servant to a white man;
and he had also picked up gucer sca-
going cxpressions on & ship in the Gulf
of (fuinea, om which he had scrved.
It was a new kind of English ta the
ears of the Greyiriars fellows.

“You lib for eat onetimel” sald
Bubu, as Bunter mazde no motion to
touch the dishes the Dinka slaves placed
on the ground before him,

Groanl

The Dinkas were grinning. Some of
tho soldiers of the king's guards,
loafing before the royal huts, looked
across and grinned, too. The black men
gsemed to find the thing amusing.

But it did not amuse Bunter.

The food was pood. It was wall-
cooked. DBut Billy Bunter turned his
face away from it in lcathing.

“Take 1t away!” he gasped.

“You lib for cat!”

“1 don’t want to!” moaned Bunter,

The good-humoured grin faded from
Bubu's fat black face. It was replaced
by a threatcning scowl.

“You no lib for eat one-tlme, vou

dead!™ he esald. “Shiver topsails!
Douse my deadlights! You lib for
eat!”

Harry Wharton & Co. glanced at one
another.

*“Look here, Bubu,” said Harry,
“why should ho eat if he is not
hungrs?”

“Tofoloko ordor.”

“But why?"

“ Tofoloko erder!” repeated Bubu,

“They mean it as a distinction, of
conrse!” moaned PBunter. *Ther're
trying to make much of me in thoir
ignorant way. But they're overdoing
it! A fellew can't keep on eating.”

“Lib for cat, you Small Fat One!”
snapped Bubu.

L1 I_I cﬂ,Ith. !H

Bubu turncd, and beckoned to one of
the black soldiers. The man came up
grinning, a long spear in hias hand.

Tho point of the spear was prescnied
to DBunter's pedgy chest, pricking the
skin,

There was a yelp of terror from the

fat junior.
“Qw! I—I-=I'l eat, if you like!”
Tho spear was withdrawn, and

Bunter ate. He ate slowly, but hie ate.
Slowly, but surely, the contents of the
three dishes disappeared.

Harry Wharton & Co. moved awarw,
and laft him to it

“Well,” remarked Bob Cherry, “when
we first pot here I thought Bunter was
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in luck—nothing to do but loaf and eat
while they made slaves of the rest of us!
But, on the whole, I think 1'd rather
prefor what we've got to what Dinter's
got.”

“The preferfulness is terrific ! szaid
urres Jamset Ram Singh. ™ But why-
fully, my esteomed chums, are the absard
blacks stuffing the esteemed Bunter like
o preposterous turkey i

“Goodness knows ! said Harery,

“Well, it's what he's u.lwaf'ﬁ wanted 1™
grinned Vernon-Bmith. *“Ile's got 1k,
and he ought to be happy now.”

But Bunter was not happy.

His happiest dreams had alwaysz been
of unlimited grub. Now his dreams
had been realised; and, so far from
being happy, Bunter was more dismal
and deleful than he would have been in
a state of famine |

———

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Smithy Loses His Temper !

TEP cool, Smithy " whispered
Harry Wharton,
The Bounder grunted.
His eyes were burning.
King Tofotoko, of the Moteh, had
qqg:e orth from the royal huts,
burly fipure in leopard-skin dress,
clinking necklaces and anklets, the
African king carried himscli with the
insolent assurance of & savage who was
well aware that on his ned depended
the life or death of everyene in his

1)

sight,
ﬁﬂia numerous puards clashed shield

Death at the hands of the cannibals
is the fate that threatens the
Schoolboy Hikers; and then,
when all seems lost, the way of
freedom opens up to them sud.
denly and unexpectedly !

and spear in salute. His attendants
cringed before him. The fat Bubu
almost grovelled. Harry Wharton & Co.
were not the follows to cringe or grovel,
even if their lives were in the balance;
but they kept their eyes on the ground,
alfecting a huwinihity they were very far
from feceling.

King Tofoloke was in an ill-humour—
as was frequently the case with his
majesty in the morning.

The roval savape was
bibing deop draughts of palm wine over-
night, and trade gin and itum, when
those liguors were to be obtained in his
remote kingdom in the heart of the
Congo wildoerness,

Naturally, he turned off his sleeping-
mat with 8 “noxt-dayish ” fecling, and
seldom regained an oquable temper till
midday, after ke had scen n fow slaves
beaten with the rhineceros-hide whip,
or & head or two taken off hapless
offcnders by hiz soldicrs,

If King Toioloko laid his own royval
hands on his attendants, iv was rather
an honour than otherwize. Anyhow,
roval kicks and cuffz were better than
whippings and beheadings., Even Bubu,
who was grand vizier, prime minister,
and all sorts of things, was often kicked
and often cuffed, and did his best to
lock grateful for those favours.

Kicking and culling fell to the lobt of
the Greviriars follows—and did nob
please them at all.

But hitherto Xing Tofoloke had
treated the white slaves in o monner
which, for his sooty maejosty, was quite

iven to  im-

kind. He kicked them, or smacked their
heads, or sent them spinning out of his
way ; but they had not yet been whipped
or beheaded. It was hard cnough to
bear: but forturc and death were worss,
and the juniors bore it as well as they
conld.

'l'hei',r wore slaves to the black king,
and there was no help.

Az they were in personal atiendanco
upon the savage monarch, they ecould
not keep at a safe distance, and some-
times they were disposed rather to envy
Billy Bunter, whe certainly had a very
easy tima in comparison,

Now they were gathered round his blach
majesty, Wharton and Nugent fanning
the sooty face with ostrich feather fans
to keep off the heat and the flics, both
of which were troublesome enough in
the African city.

Harry Wharion, as he fanned the
black ruffian, with the swarm of black
men round bim, wps Lthinking of Grey-
frinrs School i far-olf England.

Greviviars and home soemed like a
dream now.

Lhe new term had begun ot Grey-
friars; fellows wonid be in the Iorm-
room with Mr, Queleh; the old school
would be going on in the old way., It
seemed o Wharton that he was in a
different world; hard to realise thet the
same world held Greviriars School and
the kingdom of Toefoloko.

Cheerfully encugh had the chume of
the Remove accompanied Mr. Vernen-
Bmith on his journcy to FEast Africa,
locking on it as a glorious chaneo for the
kolidays. Little had they dreamed how
those “hals * would turn out!

The enmity of Ludwig Krantz, the
half-German, half-Arab slave-trader, had
landed themn in hopeless slavery in
Central Afriea.

It was bitler enough to the Famous
Five; buk they had learned to bo
patient, while dreaming incessantly of
escape.

It was harder for tho Bounder to be
patient.  Sputhy's own  temper  was
rather dictatorial, and he was not aceus-
tomed to controlling it

Many times the Famous Tive had
feared some outbreak on the part of the
Bounder, which could only have fatal
rasults.

The black king had paid high in ivery
for his white sﬁwes, and was probably
unwilling to nct a loss by cutting off
their heads. But a Central African
king's temper was very unreliable.

Perhaps he detected a surly litk on the
Bounder’s face that morning, or perhaps
it was merely ill-lnenour; anyhow, he
gave Smithy the back of a large black
hand acrosz his face, and SBmithy spun
over and feoll. _

He sprang up with berning eves,

Whartion whizpered to him anxiously.

With difliculty the Dounder restrained
his ragoe. ]

Perhaps the sight of M'toke, the
witch-dector, helped to restrain him.

That fearsome perscnage had come

into the eity to interview Wing Tofoloko.

It was te speak te M'toke that his
majesty hed come out of the royal huts.

Taking no {further notice of the
Bounder, possibly not even guessing that
a slave would dare to resent a swiEe
from hiz roval paw, King Tofoloko
turned his sttontion o thoe witch-doctor.

Of all the numorous crowd round the
king, B3'toleo was the only one who did
not eringe.

M'toke, in hiz own way, was a power-
ful man; he was master of magiv, chicf
torturer, and 1n possession Oof super-
natural knowledge —according to  *he
belief of the savages.

Tuoe Macxer Lismary.—No. 1,230,



4

Ho could foretoell the phases of the
moon, and information which, in
BEurope, could be cbtained from any
penny calendar, was wise and wonderful
to the stmple hotelr,

He could bring rain when the crops
necded it, by his incentations and
stranges ceremonices.  If the rain did not
come when M'toko called it, the expla-
nation was simple—ghosizs and dovils
were prevenling it. And those ghosts
and devils M'toko was the man to donl
with. In extreme cascs, the ghosts and
devile would be propitiated ﬁ;l,r cutting
off the hoads of persons obnoxious to
them—or to M'toka |

The witch-doctor was a burly man,
with an animal-like, cruel face, and
gleaming, keen eyca. He woro a grass
girdle and necklaces of human bones,
which rattled as he moved,

Even Tofoloko had some respect and
foar for tho witch-doctor, who had the

wer—or 50 Tofoloke  believed—to

ring blight on the crops of Indian corm,
to dry up the rivers, to send plagues of
white ants, and to infoet anyono with
sickneszs and disease. The last, undoubt-
l‘:sllfl', was in M'toko's power, for he was
skilled, like all witch-doctors, in the uso
of poisons.

e sight of the witch-doctor, with his
horrible decorations of the bones of his
victims, scnt a chill to the hearts of the
Greyiriars juniors.

They understood nothing of the talk
between tho black king and the fetish-
man; but they saw that King Tofoloko's
good-humour was returning
_ Followed by his attendants, King
Tofoloke crossed over towards Dilly
Bunter’s hut, the witch-doctor grinning
by his sido.

Bunter was sleeping under tho shady
tree, after his last Gargantuan meal, A
kick in his fat rnibs awakened him, and
he started up with a gasp.

“Ow 1" gasped Bunter.

Ho scrambled to his feet, his oyves
bulging behind his spectacles at the sight
of the witch-doctor.

Al'toko approached him and pinched
his fat arms and neck, a good deal like
o trader oxamining a fat boast in a
market.

Bunter, alwavs podpy, had fattened
singe hiz arrival 1o the African eity.
For some rcason, unknown to the
ﬁ:nlﬂra, the natives desired to faiten

unter—and there was no donbt that
they bad succecded.

S0 far, the true reason had not
oceurred to them, least of all te Dilly
Bunter, who had no doubt that Tololoko
bhad recognised him s a superior sork of
{ellow, and desired to treat him with
preater distinction than the rest of tho
party.

But the touch of the witch doclor zent

a chill of terror through the Owl of the
Remove, and he blinked at M'toko, like
a fat rabhit fascinated by o serpent.
_ M'toko scemed satisfied with his exam-
mation. He grinned a hideous grin, and
spoko to Tofoloko in the native tongue,
and the king grinned also. Then they
trened and left Bunier, much to the fat
junior's relief.

As Tofoloke turned, hia attondants
crowded back out o. his way. Ilerbert
Vernon-3mith did not move so quickly
a3 the rest,

Smack ]

Simply beecause b was his royal will,
Tofolocko gave the back of hiz heavy
hand to the Bounder again.

Smithy staprered over and {ell.

It was the second fime that morning
that Tofoloke had knocked him down,
and the Bounder's fieree temper, olways
hard to control, boiled over.
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He leaped to his fest, his hands
clenched, and his eyes blaging.

“Bmithy |* shouted Wharton, in
alarm,.

“My esteemed Smithy——*
Hurrea Jamset Ram Bingh.

“Btop, you assl” panted Bob Cherry.

The Bovnder did not hecd, even if he
heard. He gprang like a tiger at the
black king, and lus clenched iist erashea
inte the black foce, with o blow that
had all the Bounder’s strength and fury
behind it

Crash

King Tofoloko. taken by surprise, was
felled like an ox. He went over back-
wards, and crashed to the ground,

"I'he Bounder stood panting,

_Round him the crowd of natives stood
fi:in:é, in the silence of utter horrer and

read.

gasped

—, cp—

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Poomed io the Torture ]

EAD mlence reigned in the square
D before the king's huts,

Even the soldiers of the guard
~ stood petrified,

King Tofoloko, sprawling on his royal
back, grunted and gasped. For some
moments, probobly, he did not realise
what had happened.

Never, in all the history of Tofoloko’s
kingdom, had a hand been raised agsainst
the black monareh belore.

A rebellious look woes o warrant for
death, Hut a blow wea2 unheard of, un-
thinkable, unimaginable.

Hundreds of horrified black foces
stared on in consternation, as the King
of the Moteli sprawled.

Bobu was the first to recover his
senzes, He rushed to the fallen monarch
to help him to rise.

Tofoloko staggered to his feet.

Amazement was depicted in his black
face, But it gave place to savage rage
and vengeance,

The soldicrs, petrified, like the rest,
were still staring. At a sign from the
cnraged king they eclosed round the
Bounder.

Ilis arms were grasped by sioewy
hands.

Harry Wharten & Co., in horror, had
expected to zee Vernon-mmith cut o
piecez on tho spot. Dut he was only
secured by the black soldiers.

Ths i‘l;':tluun;:n's instinctively made a move
forward. They could not help the
Bounder, and could not cven approach
him. SBome of the soldicrs drove them
back with the butts of their spears.

DBetween two brawny men of the
Motelt, Eerbert Vernon smith stood, hig
arms gripped in black hands, o helpless
pPrisgoger.

King Tololoko was speaking in a
husky voice of rage, his words incompre-
hensiblo to the juniors, but his fury
unmistakable.

The Famous Fiva. with pale faces,
waited for the inevifable. Bat no
F%eapnu was raised to take the Bounder's
e

M'toko came forward at o sign [rom
Tefoloko, With a finger dipped in some
vepotable stain, the witch-dector made a
mark on Vernon-S8mith's chest, whare
his tattered shirt was open at the neck,

The junicrs knew encugh of the cua-
toms of the Moteli to understand what
that meant, Thaﬁmd geen a similar mark
made on Kikelobo, the Kikuyu hunter,
when he had bean a prisoner in the city.
It was the mark that was placed on a
victim doomed to torturs and death.

Then the Boundar was token a.wai,
walking between the two bruwny blacks
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who gripped his arms, followed by
M'toke, grinning and chuckling,

His foce was baggard as ho went.
Well enough he knew what he had
drawn wpon himself by that ouibreak of
ungovernable temper., But he held his
head high as he walked betwoen the
soldiers, He knew that it was the finish,
But the Bounder of Greyiriars was geme
to the last,

_ He disappeared from the sight of the
juniors.

King Tololoko returned into the royal
huts, Bubu went in with him; but he
emerged, after a timwe, with a scared
exprassion on his face.

Hurry Wharton cppreached him. Tha
juniors had found Bubu a good-tempered
savage, almost friendly at times. He
liked talking with them in his peculiar
Gold Coast English, of which he was
very praud. The years that he had
passed among white men on the West
African coast had opened Bubu’s mind o
little, and he rather prided himsclf on
being more civilised than the DMotoli
who had never left the borders of their
remote land.

In fact, the juniors had learned that
Bubu, at the bottom of his heart, had o
very low opinion of that mighty
monarch, King Tofoloke, whom he
served in fear and trembling,

That opinion Bubu sugely kept locked
up in his own black breast, so far as tho
rest of the Motelt wero concerned, Bus
no doubt it was & relief to him to ex.
press 1t in & safe quarter. As he was the
obly man in the city who could speak
English, snd ss the juniors did not un-
derstand a word of the Moteli dialect,
he could say what pe liked to thew
without fear,

“0 Bubu, what will happen to our
friend who is taken away E;r M'toko 1
asked Whartomn.

“Plenty torture,” said Bubu, * Plenty
long torture till him kill. Blow my
topsail ! Tofoloke him very engry ! No
like bang in him ugly [ace 1™

Bubu grinned.

* Mo—Bubu—like gee Tololale bang
in him ugly face,” he suid cheerfully.
“Him uncivilised, dirty, old nigger,
douse my dead-lights] Me no tell
Tolfoloko what me tinkl Make chop
one-time!  Dirty ole nigger! Plenty
glad see um bang in black, ugly face !

" Dyt Smithy——" muttered Nugent,

The juniors” hearts were sick within
them. Only too clearly they realised
that they had looked on the BDonnder of
Greyfriars for the lest time 1n Lfe. Is
scemed too fearful to be true, yet they
knew that it must be sn

Bubu  shrugged ks  bare black
shouldera.

“What him want? he asked. “He
bang Tofoloko in him ugly face! YWhat

b tink ho get 1™

“*What will they do?” asked Johnny
Bull, in a low voice.

“Wtoko take him to him hut,” s=aid
Bubu, “tie um very tignt in cord, Take
off eyelids, nose, lipa, ears. To-morrow
bring um to Tofoloko for him eee! No
kill quick! TLong time kill—many days,
many nights,”

“0h 1® breathed Wharton.

Bubu pave the juniors o ghrewd look,

“You lib for say nothing, do
nothing 1 he said warningly. * &' pose
vou kick, you get same! DBlow my top-

gails! Tofoloko he very angry | Ugly
old nigger!” added Bubu derisively.
“Him tink him great king—him ugly cle
black man! No tell Tofoloke—him
make chopl Flenty bad palaver,
Tofoloko sabbey what me tink | Make
chop one-time I? g

Bubu turned away from the juniors.

The Famous [Mive gathered in a group,
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“Ow ! I—I—I'll eat, if you like ! ** yelled Billy Bunter, as the black soldier held the spear, threateningly, over him. And,
unawarte of the fact that be was being fattened for & cannibal feast, Bunter tucked away all the food that was puf before him,

gpeaking in low tones. For the moment
they were not wanted by their royal
muster, There weors desperato thoughts
in their minds, as the shrowd DBubu
had guessed.

The Bounder had been taken away to
ihe witch-doctor’s hut, for the unspeak-
able tortures of Central Africe. His
comrades could not help hin, Ab the
best they could only share his terrible
fute. Yet to leave him to it without laft-
g a finger seemed impossible.

“ Better get hold of something, and dio
furhting I* nuttered Dob Cherry., * We
con't stand this!™

“Bmithy was a fool to break out like
that ! growled Jobhnny Bull.  *II. we
cap stand it, he couwd stand it! DBuk

;‘Whnt ¢an wa do " muttered Nugent,
Wharton set his tecth.

e —

“We can't do anythin?; but—we'va
got to tey ! Better be killed than sland
this 1

Thera was nothing to be done. They
knew it.  Tut thoey moved away ocross
the square, in the direction of the strcet
nlong which M'toko and the Dounder
had gono.

A score of black soldiers surrounded
themm at onca.  With blows from the
butts of their =pears, thoy drove the
juricrs boack Lo the royal huts, Bubu
was with the soldiers, and evidently he
had warned them to be on the watch,

Y ¥ou lib for step I said Bubu sternly,
"You want torturs same other slave?
You lib for stop {®

In his own way the black man was

being kind. He was saving tho juniors
from the fate that was now inevitable
for the Bounder,

When he left them, he lelt 2 number
of tho soldiers watching them. There
was hothing to be done. Ilerbert
Vernon-Smith had passed from  their
gight, and th“f’ had ne hope of secing
him again until he was brought, tortured
and dislizured, to delipht the savago cyes
of Tofoloko on thoe morrow, Dlack and
bitter were the thoughts of the juniors.
Wever before, in all the days they had
passed in the city of Tofoloko, _lmd the
voke of slavery pressed zo heavily upon
thermn.,

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
In the Hour of Despair |

ERBERT VERNON - SMITH
H walked with his bhead ercct.

Pride of race, as well as the

fieree pride of his own arrogant

nature, lept bLim steady as he was

marched away by the Dlacks., e would

not show a sign of funk uuder the eyes

of tho Moteli. He walked eteadily,

with grim face ond defiant eyes.

But his heart was as heavy as lead in
his breast. The last hope was gono
now, and black despair was hiz portion.

Ever since they had been slaves in the
city of "ofollko there had been some
grain of hope left in the juniors’ hearts.

They knew that Mr. Vernon-Smith,
in far-off Uganda, would be moving
heaven and earth to find them. They
believed that Captain MeCann, the man-

iracker of Eust Africe, was hunting
for them with his nskaris, They koew
that Kikolobo, the brave Kikoyu hunter,
hid followad them inte the roemote
kingdom of Central Alricas, and that he
was lurkiog somewhere in the forests
and junpgles of the Moteli valley, wail-
ing and watching for a chanece to help
ithem, In the midst of sa.vni;-:s. under
the yoke of slavery, hopo bad nover
left them, While there was life there
was hopo.

But for the PRounder, ot least, the
end had ecome—his fierce temper had
brought it. The other fellows might
cndure, and their paticnce might, at
long last, be rewarded by rescue. Bub
the Bounder had thrown away his last
hope, and he kpew that it was the
finish. .

With his hands free, he would have
zcized @ spear or o club and struck his
hardest, provoking the savages to kill
him. For he knew what awaited him in
the den of horror and death, where
M'toke dwelt amid bones and bleoed.
Dut his arms were held by brawny
hands, e was as helpless as an infant,

Rehind him walked M'toke, grioning
and chuckling.

Crowds of idle blacks followed them
a3 far as the ﬁutﬂway in the *boma,"
or thorm wall that surrounded tha

city,
1§ut when they walked out of the
city the erowds remained behind., The
Moteli dreaded to approach the den of
M'tokn, where ecountless viotimms had
been done to desth by the cruel witch-
Tre Macuer Lisnsry.—INo, 1,236
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doctor. Neither were they permitted
to do so0. It pleased the cupnin

magician to surround his den wi
wmystery as well as horror and fear.

om the Ea.l;ﬂwu:.r in the boma the,

road ran through the mailze felds
towards a walled enclosure on the bank
of the Moteli rivor, Thiz river, an
afffuent of tho great Congo, Howed
down from the hills and crossed the
fertile walley, and the cultivated lands
extended for many mileg on either side
of the gtroam.

But there was no cullivation near
the home of M'toko. Feor & quarier of
o mile round there was wild, untrodden
jungle, left in its natural state, sereen-
ing his den from all aeyes.

High over the jungle towercd a
gigantic treo, a huge cedar with mag-
niicent branches, from which it was
possible to survey the whole of the
Moteli valley from end to end, from
side to side.

Under those spreadin branchea
many & scenc of horror and cruelty had
been enacted by the witch-doctor and
his myrmidons,

Vernon-8mith  had  seen the tall
cedar from the town many times, nnd
had learned from Bubu that it shadowed
the Jungle-circled home of the “wise
018,

¥ Hpe knew that the nalives
avoided the spot with superstitious
torror. Had he doubted for what

purpose Tololoko had handed him over
to tho witch-doctor, he =would have
known when his conductors headed
directly for the towering trees on the
bank of the Moteli river

Women working in the maize ficlds
glanced at him a3 he passed, and 1o
some of their faces he read commpassion,
in spito of their [ear of the grinning
demon who walked behind hin

But the maize fields were left behind,
and silence and gloom surreunded him
as he was taken into a path through
the jungle that circled the tall cedar.
h_Thara the soldiers of Tololoke lelt

10,

But he was recoived by two hiach
servants of the witch-doetor, who Lound
him hand and foot with strong cords of
vegaetable fibre.

he soldiers, openly relieved to be
able to go, hurried back fo the eity.
The witch-doctor’s servants lifted the
Bounder on their shoulders and carried
him through the jungle to the open
space in the centre under the tall cedar.

Under tke wide branches wers two
huts, one belonging to the magician
tha other to his two slaves. Severa
stakes were planted in the ground, and
gome of these showed traces of char-
ring, telling the Bounder that fires had
been lighted round them.

Dones lay on the earth, and Smithy
did not nced telling what kind of
bonez they were. Scores, if not
hundreds, of victims had perizhed on
that ierrible zpot under the crueltiea
of M'toko.

The iwo slaves carried him to one
of the stakes, and he was placed wpright
against it and more cords rum round
him and knottod.

S0 gecurcly was he bound that he
eould move secarcely a finger, let alone
a limb. M'toko took no chances with
s victims,

The Bounder's face was white as
chalk.

He knew what was coming, and he
knew that thero was to be no respite,
The nature of the torture he did not
Eah know, but he knew that it was to
e terrible and mercilesa

The two slaves retired to their hut,
but remained in the deorway watching,
with cruel, grinning faces,
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M'toko approached the bound scheol-

oy.

Frobably the magician of the Motel
was, to some extent, the slave of the
puperstitious delusicns he imposed on
the natives. Ior he proceeded to carry
out the hideous rites of his business,
though there was no audience, save the
Bounder and the fwo watching slaves,

With  his stubby finger dipped in
some native stain, he dabbed a mark
in_turn on each of the prisoner’s eye-
lids, en his nose, his ears, and his lipsa
He spoke in his own tongue, of which
Vernon-Smith wnderstood nothing, buk
the wreteh’s actions, if not his words,
enlightened the Bounder, Ho knew
that wiwcre he was marked the torture
was to fall,

Taking a knife from his girdle, the
witch-doctor whetted the edge on a
stone.

A shudder ren
Smith's bound hmbas.

From the hut where the two black
slaves starcd on came o low, dull
droning sound; one of the blacks was
tapping a drum,

M'toko bhegan to danee round the
stake to which the prisoner was tied.

With the homan bones that formed
hiz necklaces clinking and rattling, he
cireled round the prisoner, chanting to
the tapping of the drum.

Vernon-Smith, still as & stalue o
the cords that bound him to the stake,
watehed the hideous fipure that danced
and circled and bounded, like a fellow
in the grip of a mightmare.

When the death-dance ended the
torture  would Tbegin; the savage
miutilation that was to avenge the blow
given to Tofoleke.

as there no hope?

Bmithy's eyes wandered wildly to and
fro. 'Uhe bwo slaves at the hut stared on
with slinting eyes and animal faces, one
of them wonotonously tapping  the
drumm. Overhead extended the great
branches and thick folinge of the cedar,
shutting ofl the sky nud the burning
sun. Round the fatal spot, at a distanee,
the jungle grew high and thick, screen-
g the deeadfol scene from all eyes
outzide the witch-doctor's domain.

™o hope!

The thought of hia father svas in his
mind-~the father whoe would never sce
him agrin. Then cune the thought of
Kikanlabo, ihe faithful Kikuys, who
woild have died  to save him, tho
Kikuyu whomm he had rescaed from the
lion in far-off Kenya, and who could
never consider his debt of gratitude
fully repaid. Kikolobo had been his
chiel hope all through the dreary days
of slavery, but Kikolobo could not save
him now,

It was like a mockery lo think of
Groylviars—-of the old proen quad, of
fellows going into the Form-rooms, of
Mr. Quelch whisking in his gown, of
old TProut =stopping masiers 1 the
passages to chat, of foothall en Little
Side, and rags in the Hemove passage.

Emithy sct his tecth to keep back a
groan.
~ He would not flinch if he could hel
tt.  ¥et he knew thut he must fine
when the demon daneing round him
began with the knifa that glitteved in
his foul, black hand,

something like a dark shadow drop-
ped from the thick foliape above. 1t
crazhed on ihe witch-doctor as  ho
danced, and M'toko, his dance suddenly
ended, crunched on the frnund under
the heavy object that had fallen.

His chant suddenly ceased.

The Bounder's eyes started from his
heacl,

Was ho losing his senszes from sheer
horror, and dreaming, seocing visions?

through Vernon-

THE MAGNET

Was it a tall, muscular figure clad in
a garb of striped monkey-skins that bad
dropped from the boughs of the cedar
and crushed the devil-doctor undeyr its
we:ghti‘

Was it Kikolobo of the Kikuyu whoe
leaped up from the fallew man and
drove the broad blade of o spear deep
into the breast of the wilch-doclor &8
he sprawled and howled |

Was it Kikolobo, or was he going
mad?

“ Kicky ! panted the Bounder. “Oh,

Kicky 1™
It was Kikolohao!
It was the brave and faithful

Kikuyu who had couwe to his atd in that
fearful extremity.

_ Amazed, half believing, half doubt-
ing, the Bounder watched him.

M'toko lay almost st the prisoner’s
feot, dead—slain by that single, terrible
thrust that had driven the bread-bladed
spear through and through his carcase.

Kikolobo was leaping towards the two
slaves in the hut.

The tapping of the drum stopped:
the two wretehes seized spoars as the
Kikuyu rushed upon them.

They were two o one; but five or six
to one would nov have daunted the
hunter of Kenva,

The Kikuyu's spear found a throat,
and a man dropped at his feet as the
other struck; the Kikuyu recciving the
blow on his rhinoccros-hide shicld, A
second mwore and he had struck again,
and tho othcr Moteli wreteh sprawled
dead at his [cet.

Leaving them where they had fallen,
the Kikuyu cnst one swift, scarching
glance round him, to wscertain that no
other foes were ot hand.

Then he raced back to the Bounder.

Vernon-8mith stared at him, still
unable to belicve.  Btill it scemed to
himm that this most be s vision from
which he would wake. Dut the soft
volce of the Kikuyu was in his ears,
calming, rcazsuring,

"0 Bwana-wangu,” said the Kikuyu,
“my eyes ure glad to see you !

THE FIFTH CHAFTER.
Smithy’s Escape !

4 ICKY ! murmured the

ﬁ Bounder. There were teara

in his eyes. " Kicky, you've

saved ma! You've saved mo
fromm—{from »

His voieo faltered. He hardly dared
fo think of what it was {rom which
the Kikavo had saved him.

The culting odge of the spear was
gliding over the fibre cords, and they
fell in fragments round him.

ITe was freo.

Freo!

Ho totiered, and the strong arm of
the Kikuyu supported him.

“0 DBwana-wangu,” said Kikelobe,
it was written that my Jord should
live and not die! O Dwana, the heart
of this Kikuye is light, and hiz heart 1
a5 glad a3 the sunriso over the Great
Mountain where N'gai dwells 1™

“"You've szaved me!” muttered
Smithy,

Iiven yet he could bardly believe it.

The Kikuyn smiled. _

“Even as my lord saved this Kikuya
from the jaws of Simba, the lion, so
have I, Kikoloho, zaved my lord from
the torturcs of the Moteli P

“God bless wou, Kicky!™ said the
Bounder brokenly,

[Te pulied himself together.  [Tia
nerve had boen strong, while he was
bound Lo the torlure-stake: but tho
reaction when he was saved had almost
overcome him. 1t was not like theo
Bounder of Greyiriars to give way to
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emotion; but the tears stood in his
ayves now, end gratitude and affection
welled up in hiz heart.

“If I could reward wyoo for this,
Kicky, I would give my life a dozen
times over!™ ho said huskily.

“My lord has already rewarded me
with these words, which are swecter to
my oars than the singing of birds in the
forests of Masalindi " suid the Kikuyu
gravely. .

The Bounder smiled faintly. .

He glanced up at the thick, wide.
spreading branches of the great eedar.
He was calmer now; but he could
not yeb understand how his Iviend and
saviour had appeared so opportunely.

“You wers in the cedar? ho ashed.

“Veos lovd,” zaid the Kikuyua. = 'This

lace, which is full of terrer for the
E’Iutali, haz no terrors for me, for L,
Kikolobo, lough ot the sorceries of the
witeh-doctors of the Moteli, and snap
my fngers at their magie. Many times,
on many days, have I climbed this great
tree to watch the city of Tofeloko, and
peak to gladden my eyes with a sight
of the handzome face of Bwara-wangu.
For it has always been in iny thoughts
that the time would come when I should
ke able to help my lord to escape.”

The Bounder nodded.

He understood that the towering troe
gave the Kikuyu a coign of vantage,
whence he could waich his enemies with
little dangor of discovery—except [rom
M'toko and his myrmidons.

“Put M'toko—he never saw you®" he
asked.

“] came in the night, when the
wicked one slept amid his boues,” said
Kikolobe, *Many times have 1
watched him, and it was in my mind to
slay him, and also his slaves; and this
would I have done but for giving the
plarm to the Moteli, Many times I
have stayed unseen in the high branches
of this preat tree, watching the city,
while M'toko a:mi_ his slaves passed
below and saw nothing. And so it was,
lord, that I saw the wicked ones bring
DBwana-wangu to this ferrible place.”

“You were walching as I came "

“ My eyes saw you, Bwana,” said the
Kikuya, “and lrom the branches 1
watched M’toko: and if be had drawn
near you with his knife, he would have
died with great swiltness. But so lon
as ho did not harm you, lord, I hel
my hand, for I waited for the soldiers
to be out of hearing of his death-cry.
For if the soldiers of Tololoko carried
back to the city the news that M'toko
was alain, then great numbers of the
Moteli would come, and it would be the
finizh of this palaver.”

The Ilikuyu's words reminded the
Bounder of his danger. As Kikolobo
coased to speak Smithy listened intently
and anxiously. ,

If the sulcﬁﬂrﬂ who had brought him
there had heard or seen anything of the
slaying of M'toke and his servants, it
was only & mabtter of minutes before o
swarm of tho enemy would be on the

spot.

pg'nr that reason the Kikuyu bhad
walted and watched with patience be-
fora he had dropped from the tree and
slain the witeh-doctor.

“@Get into the tree again, Kicky, and
see that the ecoast 15 clear,” saild
Vernon-Smith.

The Kikuyu elambered swiftly and
actively up tho great cedar.

From tho highest branches he scanned
{he surrounding country in the bright,
burning sunlizhi,

But there was no sign of alarm or
danger.  Women wore working in the
maize-Gelds as vsual, with infants slung
on their backs, ond at o distance the
iwo soldicis who bad bLrought the

Bounder to W'toko's domain were
entering & pateway of the boma sur-
rounding the city.

They went without a backward
glance, avidenily in complete ignorance
of any unusual happening ot M'toko's

oI

Kikolobe slithcred down the treo
again.

“ My oves sce no danger, Dwana,” he
said. * Mot till some mossage may come
for M'toke will Tofoloko learn that lns
Yok
happen a4 ony thine; and il 1s
in my thoughts that we should go.™

“Gof” repeated Lhe Bounder. “¥es,
go from here and zot into safoty, Kicky,
buk not from this valley. Without my
frionds I cannot go.”

““ Az iy lord wills,”™ said the Kikuyu.
“But to stay in this place i3 fo receive
death from the spears of the Moteli.
In the forest there is a safe plaece, where
the Bwana and this Kikoeyo may Lida
like T'ui, the leopard, when the hunlers
are beating the jungle for him. Let

maker of magic has bheen slain,
this muﬁ
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my lord's handsome feet follow in the
footsteps of Kikelobo.”
The Bounder smiled and nodded.
“Lot us ga,” ho assonted.

Vernon-Smith  was  himself again

now. He had escaped the iorture; he
had escaped from captivity and
slavery. Under the guidance of the

Kenya hunter he could have quitted
the valley of the Motell, and found his
way back to his father, in Uganda.
But ho was not thinking of that for one
moment. His comrades were still slaves
in the huts of I'nfoloko, and he did not
dream of dezerting them,

It was necessary first fo seek safety
from pursuit, which might come any
hour or any moment; after that the
future was on the Lknees of the gods.
But without his friends the Bounder
had no thought of turning his back on
the country of the Moteli.

e picked up a spear, and followed
the Kikuyu.

Freon the jungle-circled den of the
witch-doctor, ICikolobo led him to the
bank of the river, creeping on bands

7

and knees, taking advanteze of covery
atom of cover.

They reached the margin of the river,
and the Dounder followed the Kikuyu
into Lhe water.

The cunning hunter ]ga.[-hcrcd beughs
thick with leaves, and fostened them
aver the junior’s hLicad and shoulders,
aldd over his own.

Thus sercened, they moved along the
margin of the stream, with the water
up to thetr necks,

“The Motelt will see with their eyes,
O Bwane,” said the Kikeyu, “but they
will know nothing.”

“What-ho 1" chuckled Bmithy,

Thera was plenty of driftweod on
the stream, and they waded among it,
under the screen of leafy boughs, uh-
distinguishable [rom bthoe rest,

IF'or a2 mile or more they {ollowed the
stream, and then, at & spot where thick
forest gprew down to the waler's cdge,
thiey left the river.

The deop shades of the forest received
them; and  they wvanished from the
bright sunlight and from the pursait of
the DMaoteli.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Great News |

ARRY WHARTON & CO.
H hardly lnew how that terrible
; day passed.

It scemed endless, dragging
1i3 weary longth through the long, long,
hat hours.

‘Tor many hours they were in atlend-
anceé on Tofoloko; and even when his
black majesty slept, in the heat of the
day, one of the juniors were stationed
beside the roval sleeping-tent to brush
away lho fics.

Their feelings fowards Tofoloke were
of horror and hatred; and it was not
easy to conceal them. DBut a reckless
word or lopk might have caused them
fo be sent to the den of M’'toke, to share
the Bounder’s fearful fate; and they
wera on their goard.

But Harry Wharton, as be sat besido
the sleeping savage and fannad him
with a fan of ostrich fcathers, gave him
grim looks.

While Tofoloko slept, all was still and
silent round him. "he roval slecping-
hut was deserted by all, save the snoring
Llack man and his white attendant.
Even Bubu would not have dared to
wake Tololoko, All the numeropus
attendants kept at a distanes, aond
wallted on tiptoe, and spoke in whis-
pers if they spoke at all. It was death
to disturb the Central African monarch
when he wasg taking his royal nap.

Standing against the wall of the hut,
near the king's head, was the rorval
spear; ond Wharton was debating in
his mind whether to grasp it and run
it through the wmtci who had con-
demned Vernon-Bmith to the torivre.

But it was nobt only himself that he
had to think of ; the lives of his friends
wora at stake, as well as his own.

And thero was still hope for the
Fumous I'ive; though with each passing
day it grew fainter,

I waus futile to throw awary their
livoz:; at least, so long a3 a glimmer of
hope remoeined. .

The weary day ended at last; and in
the ecool of thoe evening the schoolboy
slaves guathered outside their but and
ate their evening meal. ;

Billy Bunter was sprawling under his
tree, dismal and doeleful,

While the Famons Five ate a frugal
supper. B3illy DBunter was stufing an
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enormous meal, under the waichiul eye
of Dubu and the grinning looks of the
Dinka slaves,

Possibly the juniors might have
guessed with what intention Dunter was
being fattened; but their thoughts
were all with the Dounder. Hardly for
s moment that weary day hed their
thoughts left him,

Bunter’s meal finished, the fat junior
gank back ageinst the iree, grunting
and gasping. .

Huf!u gavo him a grin.

“Small Fat One lib for grow very
fut 1" gaid Bubun.

“Ow 1" mumbled Bunter.

“Plenty fat! Tofoloke him pleased "
said Bubu,

“Oh deor 1™ ]

The Dinkas earricd the emply dishes
awny; and Dubu, grinning, turned from
the grunting fat junior.

“Talle, hallo, hallo!” murmured Bob
Cherry. * Something’s upl”

Up tho tree-shaded street, from one
of the gateways of the boma, o black
man ecame running in the soft Alfrican
moonlight, .

He panted and streamed with por-
gpiration as he ran, evidently in frantic
haste.

The
ai g e lhi d

He looked like the bearcr of startling
news; and they wondered whether it
portended an nltack from some of the
ncighbouring tribes with whom King
Tololoko was at war.

Bubu stood still, his eyes on the
runoer. A crowd of seldicrs gathered
round, babbling excitedly,

The running man stopped before Bubu
and panted out his news, whatever it
wag, in the nalive tongue. . .

The juniors heard what he said with-
out understanding a word ; but they suw
that it produced an electrical effect on
Bubu and ths soldiers.

Amazement, horrer, incredulity, weve
depicted in every black face.

“My hat!” murmured Nugent. "It's
gomething jolly startling that nigger bas
brovglht in.*™

*Might be an attack!™ sgaid Harry
Wharton. * 'L'hese brutes are alb war
with a lot of oither savages ouiside the
velley." _ _ )

“Might be white men coming!” said
Nugent hopefully, “This kingdom will
be mopped up some day by the Belgian
Congo government.”

“Oh, my hat] That 15':::1.11:1 b
ripging 1" gighed Bob, “Too jolly good
to true, I'm afraid.”

Bubu passcd the juniors, hurrying to-
wards tho roval huts with consternation
in his face. )

Evidently he waz going to inform
Tofoloko of the nows, whatever it was,
that the messenger had broopht,

In & few minutes Tofoloke
striding out.

His black face was furious, his eyos
gleaming. He carried spear and shicld,
ag if equipped for warfare. He
shouted in savape tones to the soldicrs,
and strode away, [ollowed by a swarm
of armed mon,

They trumped down the sircet to the
pateway in the boma, znd disappeared
from the oves of the juniora

Bubu remained, looking afier them
till they were gone, "Then the juniors
saw him shruog his plump black shoul-

ra.

There was a lurking grin on the {uco
of the black prime minister, as he
caurht the eves of the schoolbors fixed
on him. Ha came over to them,
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Eunfﬁr& fixed their eyes or him
¥

cand

* What's hnrpem‘:d, Bubu? asked
Wharton eaperly.

“ No sabbey " answered Bubu, “No-
body sebbey! M'toko him kill—"

* M'toko killed I” exclaimed Wharton.

“Him kill him servants killl™ said
Bubuw. “Shiver topsails! No sabbey
who lkill.”

“ My hat I

The juniors could undersiand how
stich news had electrified the Motel:.

The witch-doctor, the magician, tho
Jovd of ghosts and devils, had been
killed, In all the country therc was no
man beold enough to dream of lifting
his spear against the " Wise One”
Fven Tololoko would have paused long
before he had thaught of such a deed.

That the bloodstained wretch had
been wiped out could only be good news
to the schoolboy slaves. They knew
that it must be the work of & stranger
in the land. The theught of Ilikolobheo
rushed into their minds at once.

Had the witch-doctor fallen wonder
the spear of the Kikuyu? It zeemed a
coertainty to Harry Wharton & Co.

“And Smithy ¥’ gasped MNugent,

“Bubu, what——* began Wharten, his
voice faltering.

“No sabbey ! said Bubu, “Hmm
gona! Him no torture—him no kill!
Him gone! M'toke dead, him servants
dead—white boy gone! No sebbey !

Bubu was evidently puzzled and per-

lexed. Bot the lurking grin on his
at black face showed that the fate of
the witch.doctor rather entertained him
than otherwizo; though he certainly
would not have dared to reveal it to
any but the juniors,

“Bmithy—gone ! gaid Wharton, with
a2 deep breath.

Hiz cyes danced. Ths Bounder had
ezcaped.

Hg could not have escaped unaided.
The Kikuya was at hand. The juniors
could have no doubt of ik

The Famous Fiva feit their hearts
sudidenly light. The long horror that
had hong over the day wag lifted now.
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THE MAGNET

*Bmithy—escaped ! breathed  Beob

Cherry. " Oh, good luck! Good luck [

*Tho goodfulness of tha luck is
terrific!” murmured Horree Jamset
Ram ZBingh,.

* Him no ezcape ¥ said Bubu. " Plent
soldiers hunt, find am! Deouse my dead-
lights! Find um one-time! Motalt
man plenty eurprized, M'toko killl
Vink no can kill wise one, plenty strong
magic! Me Bubu neo tink um strong
magic! DBally rot! Whati”

The junicrs chuckled. Bubu’s English,
picked up on the Gold Coast, wos comig
enough; and they were in a cheery
mood. The nows of Smithy's escape
from the torlure was like Lhe turning
of darkness to lLight,

“Me glad ¥ went on Dubu., * No tell
Tofoloka ! He grinned. “He plenty
pleaso! Mo like M'toko! Mo ses um,
eye on me sometime; him like kill;
p'r'aps him kill Bubn some day. Ma
glad him snuff out, blow my topsails.”
~ By this time the whole city of Tofo-
loko was in a wild cackle of excitement,
as the startling news spread.

To the simple minds of the savagesa
it seemed impossible that any human
hand could have been lifted against the
powerful magician. Ghosts and devils
must have done the deed, in the opinion
of most of the Motell,

That opinicn, however, was mnot
shared by the king, for he and his
zoldiers were hunting for the slayer of
ithe witch-doctor, and for the prisoner
who had escaped.

It was at a very late hour that Tofo-
loko returned to his city; and he came
weary and scowling and élﬁ&ppml:lted.

The juniors, peering from their hut,
saw him pass into the i}a.inw. and his
locks were enough to tell them that he
had failed. . _ .

“Kicky's safe—if it was Kicky " whis-
pered Wharton, *¥You can see thab
that black brute hasn’t made & catch,”

“It was Kicky, that's a cert, and he's
safe so far,” said Bob. *“And the
Bounder's safe, too™

“Thank poodness[”

“The thankfulness ja torrifie.””

And the schoolboy slaves slept more
soundly and peacefully that night than
on an.,'i' night since they had been sold
mnta slavery.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Trapping the Slave-Hunters !

APTAIN McCANN, the man-
C tracker of Uganda, lowered the
ficld-glasses with a grim smile

on his bronzed face,

Standing with his feet on a branch, his
left hand helding to & higher branch
thirty feet from the ground, McCann
had been scanning the arid plain that
lay beyond the edge of the forest.

What the Beld-glasses had told him
geemed to afford the little bronzed man-
tracker & grim satisfaciion,

“Holy mackerel ! murmured the
captam.

He glanced down from the tree.

Below was the camp of his men—
thirty stalwart askaris in khaki shorts,
armed with rifles,

Leaning on the tree-trunk was a portly
gentleman, whose plump face showed
lines of care and deep trouble.

Mr. SBamuel Vernon-Smith's friends in
London town would hardly have known
the portly millionaire had they seen him
then,

Porily as he still was, hard travel in
the wilds of Contral Afrien had worn
him down, and he had grown perceptibly
leaner since he had turned hia boack on
Lulke Albere and Upganda.
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His face was still plump, but not so
plump as of old, and it was burned by
the sun and the hot winds of Africa.

His attitude as he leancd on the tres
was one of dejection, almost of despair.

Many doys had passed since the
“gafari ” had set out from Lake Albert,
on the Belgian-Congo side of the border.

Gireatly to the surprise of Captain
McCann, the millionaire had borne thoe
hardships and toils of the journgy with
unmmpﬁining fortitude and with amasz-
ing endurance, considering that he was
a city man, accustomed to a life of casze
and comfiort. .

In point of fact, Mr. Vernon-Bmith
cared nothing for fatigus and hardship,
and gave no thought to danger. All his
thoughts were concentrated on his son,
carried off into the heart of Africa by
Ludwig Krantz, to be sold into slavery
in an unknown land. .

But he had little hope of secing the
Bounder of Greyfriars apain.  And
Captain MceCann had discerned that the
miﬁifmaim, hard man as he was, cared
little if he perished in the trackless
wilds if he did not succeed in rescuing
his son,

Captain McCann  came  slithering
lightly down from the tree. The million-
aire planced at him dully.

But something in the man+racker’s
face caused him to slart and eye the
captain with keener interest.

“You've seen something B

“T have!” answered McCann., Hoe
turned and spoke to the askaris in
Hwahili, and the cooking-fire was
ntatnpeé out immediately.

“ Dangor i asked Mr. Vernon-Smith
indifferently, Many times he had seen
the cooking-fire stamped out when the
safari had been travelling in perilous
countty, haunted by savage tribes

* Not to us!” said Mc<Cuna.

“To whom?" asked Mr, Vernen-
Smith, puzzled.
“Ludwizg Krantz.”

The millionaire started.
“You've seen that scoundrel I

Captain McCann made a gesturs to-
wards the plain that extended beyond
the forest, on the edge of which the
safari had halled.

The millicnaire clenched his hands.

There was some satisfaction, if little,
in seceing justicc meted out to the slave-
trader who had robbed him of his.son,

“Weae aro now within sixty miles of
the land of 'Tololoke,” said Captain
MeCann guietly, “and aceording to the
message that Kikelobe, the Kikuyu, sent
us by a mnative, it is to Tololoko that
Trantz carricd hiz prisoners—your son
and his friends.™

“¥You think that that information was
corrock 1™

“I believe so—enough te make me
undertake thiz journey,” said the cap-
tain, “and what 1 have scen looks like
proof. With my glasses from the trce-
top I have picked up five men travellin

acrots the plain in this direction, an
thoy are dwig Krantz snd four
Arabs,*

'L I"I'I}' Eﬂn_'_"

“They are coming from the direction
of Tofoloko’s country,” said the man-
tracker. * Your son must have been loft
there—sold into slavery with his friends
if Krantz ecarried out his intention.”

The millionaire nodded.

“This is proof, st least, that the

A dark shadow dropped
from the thick [oliage and
crashed on the whtch-doctor
as he danced. Vernon=-
Smith*s eyes siarted from
his head as he recognised
that it was the brave and
faithinl Kikuyu who had
come to his ald !

Kikuyu was right, and that it was in
this direction that Krantz fled " he said.

“Txactly! I have no doubt that
Kikolobo was well-informed, and that
the boys are now sold to tho Moteli.”

“Let us get on!"” exclaimed Mr.
Veornon-Smith.

The man-tracker smiled.

“ Mara haste, less speed!” o
answered. “I camped here, not wholly
to rest my men, though they neceded
rest, bub to survey the nfpm country
hefore we left the cover of the forest,
Weo hava taken our lives in our hands,
Mr. Vernon-Smith, and we catnot be
too cautious.”

“Yes, yes, but—" _

“I have thirty meon,” said McCann.
“Tofoloko could throw a thousand men
amainst us if he took the alarmm. Wo
are here to eave the achoolboys if we
can, sir, and throwing away our lives
will not save them.”

“I am under your orders, MeCann,”
said the millionaire, with a humility
that was a new thing in Mr. Samucl
Vernon-Smith. “ Do as you think best™

“ Polieve me, sir, I feel almost as
keenly as you do every minute of delay,”
gaid the man-tracker carnestly. “But in
this wilderness wo walk in the shadow of
death, Five men are coming seross the
plain, heading for this forest. If only
one of them escaped after secing us, and
carried the alarm to Teofoloko, we fail.”

“J see that!' sssented Mre. Vernon-
Smith, )

“Wa could easzily eludo them, and

Tue Magrxer Liseany,—No. 1,255
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leave them to go on their way,” went on
Captain McCann, “But we shall not do
thai for two reasens. Omne is that this
i5 she opportunity I have longed for, to
lay handz on that scoundrel Krantz; the
other that we may get information from
him or hiz followers.”

iF TIUE E”

“We may lose a few hours, but the
rest will be useful to my men, who have
beenn hard presced—and to you, sirl”
added the captain, with a faint smile.
“And from the prisoners weo may learn
what has happened to your son since he
was carried off from Uganda.”

“You are right!”

No more was said, but Captain
MeCann proceeded to lay his plans.
From the tree-top, through the powerful
glasses, “he had watched Krantz and his
men for some time, and ascertained
beyond doubt the preciso route they
wers following,

It was evident that the slave-trader
had finiched his business with King
Tololoko of the Moteli, and left the
savage kRingdom in the heart of the
{Jongo country, though it was likely that
Le had spent a good mauy days in rest-
ing after his hard journcy to that
remote land.

. He was not likely to venture again
into Uganda or Kenya; more likely to
eontinue to carry on his nefarious trade
in the Congo country and the French

wiara.  But for this chance meeting
the man-iracker might never have sct
eves on him again.

McCann had no intention of losing such
an opportunity of laying by the heels
the desporate outeast who had been
wanted for years by the authoritics in
every province of Iast Africa.

The camp was soon broken, and the
askaris followed MeCann, threading the
winding paths of the forest. Me.
Vernon-8mith followed, realising that
the man-tracker was planning to ambush
the slave-hunters as they cntered the
forest from the plain.

Captain McCann was a past-master of
bush ﬁghting, and the mﬁiinnaim had
no doubt that he would be successful,

From the tangled jungle the “safari
emerged into an open, beaten path that
ran winding under the great trees. It
was o path used by the wild beasts, and

the natives of the vicinity., In many
places the bush had been cut away with
axes to clear the way.

On ecither side of the track MeCann
stattoned his askaris, in deep ecover.
Mr. Vernon-8mith dnd the man-tracker
stood together, behind a screen of bush,
watching tho path,

“They will come this way F* muttered
the millionaire.

“Unless I am mistaken.?

“You are not mistaken,
long 1

“An hour at least—perhaps two hours.
They wers far away when 1 watched
them, and they travel slow. Ludwig
Lrantz 13 in no hurry. He cannot have
tho faintest idea that his destination in
the Congo country became known to us
and even if he suspected it, he would
hardly Jook for us at this distance from
the British border, Excopt for possiblo
hostile natives of the country, he doos
not look for enemics here.”

The millionaire’s plump hand clesed
on his revolver-butt.

‘Lel him come [ he said.

They watted,

A long, hot hour wore awary,

The askaris lay silent, almost motion-
less, in their eover. Captain MeCann
stoad like a statuwe. Mr. Vernon-Smiich
shifted restlessly from  moment  to
moment, but he mado no sound.,

Tur Macyxer Lierary.—NMo. 1,230.

But how
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There was a soft padding of fect on the
forest track. A leopard, with watchful
eves, crept past; but even the Lkeen
senses of the leopard did not detect
tha ambush. The sinuous, spotted
creatura vanished, and all was still
again.

The minutes dragged by.

There was 2 =zound at last of [oot-
steps, and a murmur of volces. A
figure appeared on the forest path. It
was that of a burly man, with a dark,
coppery face, from which g!namnd and

linted light blue eves—Ludwig Krantz,
the halt-Arab, alf-German
trader.

Following him came four villainous-
looking Arabs in dingy burnouse.

All the party were on the alert, rifle
under arm, watching the forest as they
threaded the shadowy path under hang-
ing branches.

McCann’s bronzed face set hard.

He still waited.

Huddenly a shrill whistie broke from
him—a signal to his men. Tho askaris
leaped from cover, behind and before
the gang of slave-hunters, barring
advance and retreat.

MeCann's voice rapped oul:

“Flalt | Surrender, Ludwip Erantz!”’

Crack, crack, crack, crack!

The slave-hunters were lifting  thelr
rifles, and the askaris fired fast. Right
and left the dusky ruflians reeled under
the fire befors they had time to pull a
trigger. And Ludwig Krantz, in the
grasp of the man-tracker, went to the
ground, fighting like a wildeat, whilea his
men fell round him under the bullets
of the aszkaria.

sglayn-

THE EIGHETH CHAPTER.
The Upper Hand |

“" CH! Ach!" panted Ludwig
A Krantz, az he struggled in
the grasp of the man-tracker.
McCann  had  leaped en
him like a leopard, besring him back-
wards to the earth bhefora he could use
2 weapon. They rolled over and over
in the grassy path, fOghting ficreely.
The firing was over In & few moments.
The azkaris gathered round MceCann and
the sglave-trader, Krantz's escaps was
eut off, even had he succceded in break-
ing loose; there was no chance for him,
but he still struggled savagely.
Three or four of tho askaris gripped
himm in their sinewy black hands, and
his fierce resistance ceased ab last.

As soon s he was safo in the hands
of the askaris. McOCann released him,
and rose, panting, to his feet,

He rapped an order to his men, and
Krantx's hands were dragged behind
him and bound.

The slavedrader stood gasping with
rage, his light blue cycs Eurning from
his coppery face.

“.F'L{‘.E] You have me, McCann ™ he
panted. “That T should have met vou
here—here in the jungle—*" Heo spat
out oaths.

*“1 have you—at last 1Y said MeCann.
“You will not escape me again B

Ar. Vernon-Smith canie forward. Iis
eyes glinted at the slave-trader.

* Seoundrel 1 he sgaid, in a trembling
voice. “Where 15 my soni”

Krantz zstared at him.

“¥Your son! Ach! You are the Herr
Vernon-Smith 1 Ile prinned savagoly.
“You will never zee your san  agatin,
mein herr—never !

“Whore is he?" -

“Where you will never find lhim!”
snarled Erantz. " Search for him, 1f you
likee, five hundred miles from here ™

"That is false !"” said Captain MeCann
quietly. *The land of Tofoloko 1z not
s0 far awey as that.”

Krantz started.

“What do you know of Tofoloko? he
muttered.

“That is where you have left the
schoolbays Y smd  the  man-tracker
sternly.

The slave-trader made no answar.

“Lasten to me,”  said  MeCann.
“Kikolobo the Kikuwvu, who followed
you from Lake Albert, sont us word by
n nalive that you were heading for
Tofoloko's country. That is why we are
here.”

Krantz gritted his teeth.

“ Now t%ab vou are in our nands, you
will give us infermation,” went on the
man-trackér of Uganda. “I have to
take chances in leading my men into the
land of the Moteli; but I shall not take
moroe chanees than I ean belp. If the
boys are not there, I have no coneern
with Tolfoloke; if they are fthere, I
shall save them or loso my life, and
the Hves of myv command. You will
speak, Ludwig Krantz, and tcll me sll
I want to know." .

“T ghall tell you nothing.'?

“HHe must speak!” muttered Mr.
Vernon-Smith. “Make him speak, and
tell us where to look for my son.”

“T ghall make him speak!” said the
man-tracker com ly. i

He spoke to the askaris in Swahili,

Ludwig rantz was led to the nearesb

tree and tied with his face to it. Une
of the askaris cut a thick, flexible
bamboo from the jungle.
“Will you speak, Krantz?* asked
MeCann. .
“Woin|” hiszed Xrante. “MNein,
nein "

The captain made a sign, the askari’s
muscular arm rose amd fell, and thera
was a fearful yell from Krantz ag the
bamboo came lashing across his back.

Lash after lash foll, the slave-trader
writhing under the blows, McConn
looking on with an unmoved face. .

It wns such treatment =23 Ludwig
Krantz had meted out, often enough, to
the wretched slaves whom he kidnapped
and sold in the African wilderncss. His
cwn turn had come now.

Twenty heavy strokes hed {fallen
when the slave-trader yelled for merey,
McCann made a sign, and the askari
ceased to lash the writhing back.

“ Will you speak now, Irantz 1"

“Achl ¥es! Ja, jal” groaned the
slave-trader.

“@peak, then—and abt the first false-
hood you will receive twenty maore
strokes beforc another word ia said !
snapped the man-tracker. 5

Ludwig Krantz ground his teeth with
Lo,
iladly enough he would have deluded
the mag-tracker, had it been possiblo;
gladly enough he would have dispelled
the millionaire's last hopa of sceing his
son agailk,  Bot he dared net. Ilo was
dealing with a man as ruthless as him-
zelf, and he dared not rigk another
flogging from the bamboo.

In husky tones of fury, he stuttered
out what he had to say. .

McCann rapped out question aflter
question, and the slave-lrader answered,

not only tolling the truth, but taking
care to tell it with expciness. Twenty

lashes wera ready for him st the first
trip, and he was taking no risks,

By, Vernon-Smith lstened, with a set
facr. ITe learncd now that his son was af
least siill living—at all events, had heen
living, when Krantz had left the king-
dom of Tofole':o. The sehooiboys were
glaves in the royal huols in the African

iWentinued on page 12.)
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EDWARD
HARPER,

of
Tottenham
Hotspur
F.C.

¥ Pane *=[ul !

THINK it was about fifteen years
H ago that I was passing along a

coad on the outskirta of Sheerness,

when half a dozen boya ran at a
fast poace past me. Farther along, at
the front gate of a small villa, stood a
voungster, whose left ear was held
tightly botween the finger and thumb
-:sfgun elderly gentleman with wrathful
countenance. I stopped, because any
sign of bullying generally gets my back
up, and, no matter how just a censo
may be, I loathe to see children
punished, so it struck me that T might
intereede on the bhov's behalf.

“Y.ook at that window, you young
seoundrel 1" roared the man. " VYou
shall pay for it, or I'll have you In
gaol 1" And he gave the boy's ear s
twizt which evoked a sharp well from
the victim and some sharp words of
remonstrance from me. Then the truth
came out. The youngsters whom I had
seen running away, together with the
ane whoe was having his car held, had
been kicking & football on the open
space adjoining the house, when—crash !
—the ball flew through the dining-room
window. and found a resting-place on
the table.

Tha upshobt of my intercession was
freedom for the boy, who gave hiz name
and address nnd & promise to pay the
cost of & mnew sheet of glass e
occupier of the villa. howaver, refused

to eive up the {football,
Some vears later it was returned, aftes
thoe old gentleman had witnessed a pro-
feasfonal match, and hnd ascertained
that tha woung contre-forward, who
spored five goals in the pame. was the
hoy whose ear he had twisted. That boy
was " Iddie " Harper.
Trebling his Salary !
DID not lose sight of young Harper
I after T had saved him from the
wrath of the infuriated house.
holder. About a year later he was
apprenticed to a shipwright, and it was
my Erivilega to make things o bit eastar
for bim, for I had some influcnce. BHut
a.lt.hmtgfn the “ frecmasonry * of [ootball
had attracted me to him, T was disap-
ointed to find he hadn't the faintest
Enuwlndge of the pame. and, apart from
Licking a ball through s windew on
that fafeful afternoon, had never in his
whole voung life kicked a halll
1t was not a difflenlt matter fo per-
snade him to take up the game, but he
was sixtern years when he donned, for
the first time, a pair of foothall boots,
and started “kicking about® with o
club oalled the Junior Athletic, at
Sheorness,  After four scasons with
the *lad: of the villaze.” he was induced
o join Sheppey United. a prefessional
side which waz enpazed 1n the Kont
Leagna,

with him and his
11z, where a league
mateh was to be played. Wo started off
in & charabane, and did very well until
we were about five milez from our
destination, when engino trouble set in.

I rememhber goin
gide to Tunbridge "-’gﬂ

Thosa five mile: wero tramped, and wo
arrived in a somewhat weary and very
muddy state upon our opponent’s
ground. Lhe side put up a poor exhibi-
tion, but Harper was mapnificent, and
won the game for Bheppey. Later,
when playing against Woolwich, T re-
member hiz seoring five out of seven
goals with an ease and brilliance which
stamaped him as a coming International.
But I forgot to mention his salary as a

professional. It was twenty-five shillings
a woeek.

Eddie Harper remained with Sheppey
United for two seasons, always doing
brilliant work, and behaving in that
gentlemanly manner which has since

made him so popular with officials,
players, and the public,

It was towards the end of that scason
--1822.3—that I gat in touch with Jack
Care, the Blackburna Rovers' manager,
and advised him to snap up this young
forward before anybody else could pet
at him. Carr came down, withessed one
inateh, and then left a note for Harper,
asking him to call round at hias hotel.

Yes, the whole thing happened accord-
ing to “story-book.” Harper jumped
from twenty-five shillings to four pounds
a week, and from Kent League into
IFirst Division football, There were no
stopping-stones. Tt was a2 clear jump!
And we'll go farthert Fe went right
through his first season in Blackburn
Rovers’ first team, and the initial match
in which he plaved was the ezt first-

class mateh he'd ever scen !
learned much in the way of

Capped for England !
ARPER'S opponents can breat
Eﬁ him as they like. He has
evading {onls. and is gencrally

known as one of the most fearless

WEEX §
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The young footballer who jumped
from twenty-five shillings to fou
pounds a week |

By “OLD REF.”

players of to-day. Secrupulously fair in
every action, he ia the type of pro-
fessional who can be held up as an

example to players of (he younger
generation.

Eddie Herper romained with Black-
burn Rovers for four and a half
seasons, the authorities awarding him
the highest honour which can be be-
stowed in the world of football—viz., his
“eap " against Scotland, in 1926, To
represent England in any fixture is some-
thing to have achioved and to be proud
of, but of all the International matches,
thoso with Scotland are considered to
he the greatest.

The pame was ‘fia ed at Old Trafford.
Manchester, ane ﬁddia pulled every
cunce of hiz weight.

A Capture™ for the Spurs!

UST aver three years ago, Sheffield
Wednesday were fighting hard in
order to keep in the First Division
of the League, and were willing lo

ay for good men. Somebody suggested

rper, with the result that the
managers of the Wednesday and Dlack-
burn Rovers got into touch with one
another, & sum of money in the neigh-
bourhood of £5,000 was transferred from
Sheffiecld to Blackburn, and Eddio
Harpor found himself travelling alone
from Lancashire to Yorkshire,

I asked Harper what stoad out in his
memory in connection with his leaving
Blackburn, and his reply was:

“Tirst of all, T didn't like leaving
Lancashire because I had made many
good friends there,” he wzeplied. “DBut
two very great things stand out in my
mind in copnection with my departure.
First, T was asked a clergyman 1o
read the lessons at his church oo the
following Sunday morning. And next,
somebody sent me a pair of slippora as
a _pnrtinfg ﬁ]iit. _These nearly fit me,
being only three aizes out.™

I did not see much of Harper while
he was at Sheffield, but he remained
there only a malter of about eighteen
months, after which he was transferved
to the Spurs at Tottenham, where he
is sne of a very happy and contented
family of big and high-spirited *“boys.”

Loss of form has never caused Eddie
Harper to stand down from a team. He
has had one or two sccidents, unfor-
tunately, and, last seasom, sustained an
injury to a cartilage of his knee, which
lonked a: if he might be phsent from
the side for some considerable peried.
However, to-day he iz as fit ns ever,
and when I 2sked him how he'd like to
spond biz next Christmas, his reply was:
“Whe, at Sheerness, to be surel And
what's more, I'd just love t6 go and
ik the hall through that old chap'e
window againi®

(Another intereating eviicle by " Old

Itef ™ mext week!)
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SAVED from the CANNIBALS!

(Cendinusd from pege 10.)

city. Krantz had sold them to the
Llack king for ivory. Buat it was many
dayvs since Krantz had seen them; he
had rested long, after his  teoilsonme
journey to the heart of Africa, before
etarting on his way to tho French
Bahara, which had been his destination
when he fell in with tho man-tracker.

“He lives " muttered the millionaire.
“He lives—ard we shall save him! We
shall save him "

“They Livel” said MeCann quietly.
“And we shall save them if we canl
Wo go forward at once |7

“And that scoundrel ¥ asked the
millionaire, with a glanee of loathing at
the slave-trader. “What will you do
with ham 3

“1 cannot sparg men to take him back
to Uganda—and I eannot siaot him out
of hand. He must march with uws™

And when thoe safari resumed their
way, Ludwig Krantz marched with them,
with hisz hands houned.

The askaria had orders to shoob himn
ot once if he atlogipfed to escape:; and
ihe slave-trader made no attempt, as the
march wound on across the arid plain,
and by forest; and jungle and swamp,
towards the lmid ﬂt the Moteli,

But there was hope in his heart.

He was a prizoner now; but his cap-
tors were beading for Tefoloke's king-
where thousands

chan, of cnemics
awntted them.
That MceCornn  could  succced 1n

rescuing the schoolboy slaves, either by
forco or by strategy, did not secm pos-
sible to Krantz—to the man-tracker him-
self it must have seemed a doubtful pro-
position. Prizoner aa he was, it seeme:d
to Krantz that ho was in less danger
than his captors, as they drew nearers
and mearer to the land of Tofoloka.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
I

It was early morning

city of Tololoko,

Light at Last !
His bluck majesty was not yeb

Billy Bunter groaned,
in the

awake,

and not likely to awaken for some time.
The schoolboy slaves were not yeb &alled
on lor service in the royal huts,

Harry Wharton & Ceo. sat outside their
hut, at breakfast, in the cool of the
morning as the sun rose in o cloudless
blua sky.

Billy Bunter rolied over and joined
thene.

ITis fat face was dismal,

YIMungry, old bean?®
Cherry.

Bonter shuddered.

Amazing was thoe change that had
comey aver the fat Owl of the Remdve.

Iie had not breken his fast yet, bnt
tho mention of food made him shudder !
Food-—onee the beginning and end of all
things fo Williamn lieorge Dunter—had
lost all its attractions, Dunter yoarncd,
from the bottom of his fab heart, fov
goma land of famiae where food was
unknown !

“Munna! I—I'm never hungey
now ! groaned Bunter. *Those black
beasts don’t give a fellow a chance to get
hangry ! Stulf—stulf—stult all day long !
Oh dear 1™

“That's what you always liked, old
chap I sald Johnny Dall.

“I =sav, you [cllows, [—I'd give any-
thing not te eat anythine at all to-day !
murnbled Bunter.

The juniors grinned,

They could not help it, Buch 2 chango
in the fat Owl had itz comic aide.

“That beast Bube will be ﬂlﬂI‘ig i a
minute, with those beastly Dinkas,” went
on Bonter. “They'll make me stufi

asked Dob

peain!  I—I say, you feliows, what’a
their game? YWhat are they dmng it
forl”

“Can't make it out,” said Harry.

“ =T thought at first that 1% was over-
doing the hospitality,” said Bunter. "I
—1 thought that U'olcloke had secn that
I was not a common sort of chap, like
vou fellows, vou know——"

“Oh, my hat !

“That's what a fellow noturally would
think, isn't it 1" said DBunter.

“YWhat vou would think, no doulbt,”
eald Harry Wharion, lapghiog. “ And
don’t you still think so t?

“Well, if they mean it as a eompli-
ment, beeausa they understand that I'm

B8AY, yvou fellows!”
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a distinguished zort of chap, what are
they over-downg 3% like th:g fnr"'” azked
Bunter, “I've told that beast Bubu =
hundred times that I ean't keep on stuli-
ing at this rate—and they shove o spear
at a chap to make him eat! I—I can't
understand ik, you know. TPut—hbut if
they don't mean it as a compliment,
what the thump do they mean 7

Bunier blinked uneasily at the Famouas
Iive through bis big spectacles,

The juniors shook their beads.

Why Bunter had keen sclecied for this
wealiar  treatment, while the other
ollows were enslaved, was o myvstery to
all of them,

“Anyhow, you gmot ont of Joing any
work 1 said Johany Buil.  * You laze
and loaf around fl::r]]lg nothing, except
grow fat, while we're waiting on that
black seoundrel Tefoloko™

“Lhat’s all very well, of course, sl il
Bonter.  * Buot they keen on making me
cat! I'm growing fat.”

lrj: h. ’IJJ

“T'm losing my figere,” said Bunter.

«Oh 17 gmy ug

"I never was a skinny fellow, like you
chaps,” said Bunter. “ You remember
how yon used to envy my
CGrevirines,™

“areat pip ¥

“But at this rate T shall grow fat—
really fat!™ eaid Bunier, “1 should
hate to ho fat l”

I¥

figure at

fl{':.}l !IJ-
“Ponr old Bunter!™ checkled Bab
f’hﬂrr} “What o rew snd awiul ex-

perience for him {o be fat ”

“Ha, ha, ha ™

I don't mean that 1 should like to be
a man-pole like yvou, Cherry——"

T Eh -?-h

“0r 3 lath like ron, Wharton—

““Thanks ™

“Detter be fat than that,” said Buntoer,
shaking his head. "Si,ill, a fellow
thocsn’t want to be fat. I always had a
goorl ﬁmlm—hu!y plump, you Lnow, but
graceiul—"

"The gracefulness was ferrifiel”
,,:lq'pf*d Hurrea Jamses Tam Singh,

“Apile,and lissom, and all that,” said
Bunter. " Woall, I'm losing it.”

“What a loss ' stched Nugent,

“If Bunter’s lozing his figure, it's a
heavy losz, No doubt about that !™ said
Bob Cherry.

“Hea, ha, ha!”

“Blessed if I ecan gee anything to
cackle at! But, apart from a fellow
losing his good looks——>"

“His whatter?”

“1lis good looks,” —eaid Dunier.
“Apart from that, it's jolly uncomfort-
able. I feel like o turkey at Christmas-
time. It's awful! I==I hate the sight
of foad, vou know ! I#'s sickening to zea
you fellows stufling like this! I wish
you wouldn't de 167

“"Rell away, then, old Larrel,” said
Bob., "We want our brekker 1"

“1 mever wus one to cat much, as sou
fellows: know——"

®Great C hr.ﬁmpr‘:er Coiambug "

“1--1 say, you fciows, whet's to be
done I groaned Dunter. I can’t go on
stulbing! 1 just can't! I—I won't!
And—and what do they mean by 1t? 1
—I can’t help thinking thar the beasts
are up to something, though I can't
unagine wiat their game 5%

“Malle, hallo, hallal  ITere comes
DBubu ™

Dunter cave a yelp.

“"Oh dear! I-1
again! I—I won't!”

Bubn came over lo the junicre. Dot
for once he wa3z 'nat Jollowed by the
Dinka slaves with loaded dishes,

Bunter blinked ot him,

Lh

won't be stufTed
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“Look here! I'm not
gowng to  eat  any-
thing he declared.
“1 don’t wani any
brekker this morning,
son?’

“You no want Iib
for cat?"” asked Bubu.

“No!” said Bunter
emphatically.

Bubu pgrinned,

“You no lib for ecat
to-day. you no like!”
he announced.

Billy Bunicr gave a
gasp of relicf.

“0Oh, good!”

"Gratters, old
bean ! chuckled Bob.

Tha clouds rolled
away from the fat face
of William George
Buntgr.

The announcement
that he was tfo eat
nothing gave him more
joy than the announce-
moent of a study spread
at Greyviriars had over
given him.

“Well, that's all
right,” he said. *“The
fact is, X've lost m
appetite, Bubu. I'll
o cosy on the pgrub
to-day. To-morrow, if
you like "’

“To-morrow
want lib for
asked Bubu, with so
peculiar an expression
on his black face that
the c¢hums of the
Remova stavted, and
starcd et him, vaguely
uncasy.

1
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“¥es, that will be black chest.
all right,” said Bunter
cheerily. Tha fat Owl

did not motice Bubu's peculiar lock.
His face was quite bright. “1 =oy,
you fcllows, I fancy I can sleep now.
I hardly closed my eyes last night, you
know."

Bunter rolled back to his own hut.

Bubu glanced after him as he went,
still with that peculiar expression on his
face, mingled now with a faint com-
passion.

“Iim lib for sleop!” szaid Bubu.
“S'pose him sabbey, him no lib for
sleep.™ He shrugged his black
shoulders.

Hearry Wharton locked intently at the
Pm’me moinister of the Lingdom of
T'ofoloko.

The fattening of Billy Bunter had
puzzled him, as it had puzsled tho other
follows, but the schoolboy slaves had had
plenty of other matters to think of, and,
they had not given it much thought.

Now a fearful suspicion was coming
into Wharton's mind—partly caused. no
doubt, by thoe strange look that Bubu
had given the Owl of the Ramaove,

It was so fearful a suspicion that it
drove thoe celour from his face, and made
hia heart sicken within him.

“Tell me, Bubw,” he said, hiz voico
shaking in spite of himself, “ Why hava
yon heen sinfling Baenter with food 1

“Tofoloko order.”

“1I know that—but why? Why have
you been [ailening him like a pig for
markat

“You no f-::thhf.-;.'?”

“MNat till now,” said Wharton, with a
shudder.

Bince they had been in the African
city, tho juniors had seen mnothing of
cannibalism. DBut they knew that the
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Harry Wharton took the royal spear from the wal
“Biick the brule il he makes a row ! " muftered Nugesnt.
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| and directed the keen point at Tofoloko’s

I3

“ Leave that tome [

said Wharton grimly.

Moteli were cannibals on their feast
duﬁfa like most Central African blacks.

And why have you left off feeding
hhgn to-day ' asked Harry, in a low
VOIoe.

“To-night him full moon, blow my
topsails,” said Bubu. “Big feast como
same time full moon."

All the juniors understood now, They
]fﬂ-ﬂkﬂd st one another with ghastly
A0eSE.

“To-night 1" muttered Bob Cherry.

“Big feast,” said Bubu, *Tolcloko
and him hig chiefs make big feast. Eat
Small Fat One.”

"Good heavens!”

“You no tell Small Fat One,” said
Bubu. *“No good tell um. Him
plenty frighten, you aabbey, No fit ™

Bubu made a gesture towards the
royal sleeping-hut.

“Him Tofoloko flthy ole cannibal!™
he said., “Me Bubu no cannibal! Mae
lib for eivilise, with white man. Shiver
timbers! No tell Tefoloke. Ilcad
come off one-time. Him ole cannibal
nigger.”

ubu grinned and walked away.

Harry Whurton & Co. locked at one
another.

“So—that's it said Bob Cherry, 1n
a whisper.

“We might have puczzed,” multered
Nuogent.

“The brutes!” breatked Wharton.
“Tho beaastsl The rotten brutes! Only
ono day more—and then—" Ile broke
off, shuddering.

From Billy Duntor's hut cames the
sound of a deep snore. Tho Owl of the
Ilamove was siceping,

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Desperalsa Measures !

ING TCFOLOKO laid his royal
H black limbs on the royal sleep-
ing-mat, in the burning hoat of

the ofternoon, eand closed hia
royal eyes,
Beside  the  sleeping-mat, Harry

Wharton, at his usual duty, fapned his
51EE§ng majesty with the fan of ostrich-
feathers,

Tofoloko snored.

Probobly he would neither have slept
nor snored, had he had the faintest ing—
ling of what was passing in the mind of
the slave who was duti Iul‘t?‘ fanning the
flins from his majestic black counten-
H [

But his black majesty had no inkling
of that.

1f ho dreamed in his roval slumbors,
he certainly did not dream of the des
perate resolution takem by his white
slaves. )

During the morning tho schoclboy
slaves had consulted, in wlaspers, many
times.

Their resolution was taken.

Hitherto, they had endured slavery
and blows and weary captivity, in the
hope that rescue might yet come. They
had a faint hope in Captain McCann;
a stronger hope in Kikolobo of the
Kikuyu, lurking in the neighbouring
forpsts with Bwana-wangu, whom he
had rescued. ]

But tho finish had come now.

A fow moro hours and the chicfs of
the Moteli would be gathered for the

{Continued on page 16.}
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(C'ondinued from page 13.)

cannibal feast, at which the Small Fat
Ona was to be sacrificed.

Tha matter hardly needed discussion.

8o long as they lived, and could lift a
hand in resiztance, that fearful deed
should never take place. The juniors
were resolved on that.  Better death,
better a hundred deaths, than standing
idly by while such a thing was done.
_To fAce from the swarming city was
impossible,  They would have been
stopped before they had taken a dozen
steps. And the plan they had formed
waz so wild and desperate, that they
could hardly hope for success. But it
was neok or nothing now; and on one
point they were savagely resolved — if
they failed, the caunnibal king of the
Moteli should not live to put them to
the torture.

By the timo Tofoloko gettled down to
sleep on his mat in the royal sleeping-
hat, the plan was cut and dried.

The black king slept; Wharton fan-
ning him as usual, But the other
schoolboy slaves had not, as usual, re-
tired to their hut.

At o short distanes from the open
doorway of the king's hut, a c¢crowd of
soldiers loafed.

They were on guard; but they took
no notice of Beb Cherry as he stepped
to the doorway. Tho schoolboy slaves
were the personal attendants of the
Llack king, and free to move about the
palace as they chose,

Bob looked in, and his e¢yes fell on
Wharton, kneeling beside the slecping
Eumg; f’mnmg him.

Wharton glanced round, met his eyes,
and made a gign,

Bob gave him a nod, and turned
AWRY.

A fow minutes Iater Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh, Franl Nupont, and Johnnv
Bull, entered the royel hut, and cne of
them placed the palm-leaf sereen across
the doorway, a3 if to shut out the sun-

light.

King Tofoloko still slept,

Within tweniy feet of the hut were
the soldiers, with shield and spear; but
the flimsy screen of palm-leaf shub off
the view of the interior of the hut from
their eyes.

One cry from Tofoloke would have
bronght the ecrowd of savage blacks
rushing into the huat.

But King Tofoloko's slaves did not
intend fo give him a chance to utter a
single cry.

is life waa at their merey: it would
have been cnsy to seize the royval spear,
leaning against the wall, and run it
througn his savage heart as he slept
Pt desparate as thes were, tho schonl-
bov slaves were not yet propared for
such measures as that.

Johnmy Bull guictly picked up a
heavy elub, Wharton, with a set faen,
continued te fan the black king. A
eessation of the secustomed fanning
m!zht have awalkenad him.

(irasping tho heavy club in hoth
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hands, Jobnoy Bull stepped towards the
sprawling form of {he African monarch.

For a second he hesitated, :

It went against the grein; even in
dealing with a ferocious savage and a
cannibal. But the thought of what was
to happen that night; of the wretched
Buonter sacrificed at a cannibal feast,
nerved the schoolboy's arm.

The war-club eame down with a orash
on the head of the black man, and King
Tofoloko, without a sound, without a
movemont, passed from sleep to insen-
gibility. That erashing blow had
stunned him, o

For a long moment the juniors stood
quite still, fearing that the thud of the
club on the king's hard head might have
reached the soldiers.

But there was no sound of alarm.

There was nothing unusual in the
glaves being in the royal hut with his
black majeaty, neither were tho fuzzy
wits of the Moteli quick on the uptake.
The soldiers lounged and Joafed in the
heat of the day, in blissful ignorance of
what was happening within twenty fect
of them. :

Harry Wharten drew a quick, deep
breath. :

“That’s that!” he muttered. “Quick
now "

The black king was stunned; but
African heads are hard, and it was not
likely that he would remain unconselous
many minutes.  The schoolboy slaves
lost mo time.

The royal paws were .-:lmggedHta-
gether, the wrists securely bound. Then
the royal ankles were similarly treated.
Then a gag, formed of a_ corner torn
from thoe sleeping-mat, was jammed hard
inte the royal mouth, and tied in place.

It was donc only in time. ‘l'ofoloko’s
eyes opened dizzily, and stared about
him,

Thoy fell on the four juniors, looking
down at him. .

For somo moments, the black king
was dazedly amazed. ] ]

Thon understanding come into  his
savape brain, He made a tremendous
cffort to laosen himself from his bonds,
and to eject the gag from his mouth,
his eyes burning ot tho slaves with a
madness of fury that was blood-curdling
t0 Eeo. o

But he was helpless. With their lives
at stake, the schooclboy slaves had taken
care of that. ' i

For several minutes the black king
weostled wich his bonds, but in vain,
He chewed and chattered in his frantie
efforts to get rid of the gag, and call to
his soldiera.

Harry Wharton took the royal spear
from the wall. _

Ho did not speak; it was useless io
speak to Tofoloke in a language of
which he did not understand one word.
But he ploced the keen eutting edge of
tho spear to the muscular black throat,
e razor-dilke edge pricked the biack
skin.

Tofoloka's strugmles cecased.

Fad he suecceded in gotting loose, or
in loosening the gag to give a cory,
Wharton would have driven tho spear
home, without compunction, and thoe
king of the Moteli would have died
where he lay., King Tololoke did not
underatand Enelish; but he understood
that.

e peased to strugele, only glaring
up at the juniors with rage and hatred
of n wild -heast in his bulging eyes.

“Srick the beate if he makes & row,
old chan '™ muttered Nuzent.

“Teoave that to me ! zaid Wharlon
grimly.

it Tofoloke was shifl enough now.

Lifg wag doar to hin, and he knew
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that his life hung on & threed. In the
roidst of his swarming city, within ensy
call of his soldiers, he lay at the mercy
of the slaves he had bought for ivory
from Ludwig Krantz.

“{rive Bob the tip, Franky!" said
Wharton.

Frank Nugent went to the deor of
the hut and moved the palm-leaf screen
a little, and looked out into the
sunshine,

At a little distance, Dob Cherry was
standing, and the sight of Frank
Nugent looking ont of the royal hut
wag a signal to him that all had gone
well, so far.

Nugent dropped the sereen into place
again., Bob Cherry, with sz careloss
an air as he could muster, lounged over
to the hut occupied by Bubu.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
A Surprise for Bubu]

UBU was stretched on a sleeping-
mat jn hia hut, asleep in the

heat of the tropical day, like

his royal master, and the
greater part of the pepulntion of the
Alrican city.

Like his master, alzo, he was fanned
by a slave ms he stept, flies heing thick
1in the native city, OUne of the black
Dinkas squatted, wearily fanning the
slecping prime minister of Tofoloko's
kingdom, and Bubu, with his eyes shut
and his mouth open, snored.

Bob Cherry stepped in and shook him
by a bare, black shoulder.

The Dinka stared at Bob indiffer-
ently. Ile supposed that it was some
message from Teololoko, on mo other
account could & slave have ventured to
disturb the slumbers of so powerful a
man as Bubu,

Bubu opencd his eves, and grunted.

He snapped ouft something in the
native tongue, and then, as he saw
Boh, changed mto Gold Coast English.

“¥ou wake me 1" he snapped. ™ You
lib for wake me, blow your topsails!
Why vou come hers wake me?”

“You're to go to Tofoloke ! said
Bob.

Bubn snorted,

* Shiver that old nigger's timbera!¥
he growled. “Wake un Bubu for dat
old cannibal nigger! Ilouse my dead-
lights! Me like tell ole Tofoloke what
me tink | Me come!"

The fat black man rose and stretched
himself.

Ho was extremely annoved at havin
boon awakened in the drowsy heat o
the tropical afternoon, but a word from
;I‘pfnlnkn was more than enough for
itmn.

Ho fouad solace in gibing at his
black majesty, but not for his life did
he dare hesitate s moment when
Tofoloko walled. And not a suepicion
crossed his mind that his black leg
wias being pulled,

The Bounder, who  had
Tofololko, was still being huntod by a
hundred soldiers, whose heads were
likely to fall if they did not sueccecd
in tracking him down. An unspeakable
fate awaited him in the event of
recaptura,  That ithe other schoolboys
had ventured on an action still moaore
desperate and reckless than Smitthy's,
was not hkely to occur to Bubu,

“Blow ole Tololoko!” he grumbled,
“ Dashed old migger ™™

Iint he left his hut at once. much
to the relief of the Dinks, who was
weary  aof fanning  lum, and  who
promptly eurled wp and went to sleep,

PBubw hurried across fo the royal
slooping-hut, )

Bob Cherry followad him.

struck
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The sprawling soldicrs, at a liitle
distance, watched them idly. i

Had the guards had any suspicion, it
would have been dispelled by the sight
of Bubn entering the royal hut, Bubu
was the confidential minister
Tofoloko, though like all the black
monarch's courtiers, he held his post

and his hfe by o« sery uncertain
tenura.

The black man entered the hut;
pushing aside the lmngingl sereen af
the doorway, and Bob followed him
in.

Bubu blinked for a moment at the
change from the sunligzht into the
dusky interior of the hut. Az he

blinked his arms were scized on either
side by Johnny Bull and Frank
Nugent, and Harry Wharton pressed
the point of the spear to his chest.

""Not & word, Bubu!” said Wharton
quietly and steadily. “You lib for calil
soldier, you diel”

Bob Cherry, behind the black_man,

azped him by his furzy hair, Hurres

pmszet Ram Singh lifted the wap-club
over his head.

Dubu steod transized.

He was dumb. 3

That  unexpected and  startling
receplion in the roval hut seemed to
have talken his breath away.

His eyes almost started from his
fiead. ,

He stared blankly, almost stupidly
at Wharton, whose firm hand held the
spear to hiz chest, and whose eyes,
gleaming at him over the weapon,
warned him only too clearly that a ery
would cost him his hie.

Bubu gasped.

“Nobt a word!” repeated Wharton.
“Wea don't want to hurt you, Bubu!
But if you call out, you're a dead
man '

“I'ne deadfuloess will be terrifie, my
esteerned Dubu | said Hurree Jamset
Ram Einﬁh, with a significant gesture
with the heavy club.

“Tilow my topsails!” gurgled DBubu.

That ejaculaticn from the startled
blark man might have made the juniors
smile at any other time. But they
wero not in a smiling mooed now. Every
face was spt and tense.

3ubu's eyes passed Wharton in their
glance, and he saw Tofoloke hound and
garord on the royal sleeping-mat.

It scemed for & moment that hia
excs would pop oub of their sockets at
that amazing and terrifying sight

“¥ou hib for touch Tololoko!” he

“Wo've pot the rotien brute safe,”

pasped.
said Harry quietly, “and we're taking
care that he steys safot”

“You madl” eaid Bualbu  hsarsely.
“ Tololoko kill, torture, ho very bad
lemper, You ook, vou sce um very
bad temper 1

“Never mind his temper now,” snid
Harry. “We're pot bethering about
him or his temper ™

“ All you slave kill ! gurgled Bubu.

“Wea shall see! I'asten his arms, you
f~Vows, You're not going to be hurt,
Bubu, if sou keep auiet. But 1 shall
drive thiz spear throngh yeu if you
open veur mouth to cell out !

“Ne call? said Bubu, “You oo
kill! Ale good friend!™

“ You've been decent to us in Four
own way,” satd ITarey. " We ehould
ba sorry to hurt you. DBut our lives
nrw ob stake now 1

e black men’s arms
et b0 his sides. : ;

‘tafolake wag glaring at him like a
wild beast., He eould not speak, but
i:is glaring eye: wrecd Bubu to call to
the soldicrs,

weore  tied

Bubu did net heed, i

Life was dear to him, though it was
not likely to be worth much later if
he saved it at the expense of Tofolokeo.
Lut, at the moment, the present was all
Bubu eould think of, with the sharp
pﬁjnt of the spear pressed to his klack
skin.

_He stood silent while his arms were
tied,

His black limbs were trembling.

The giare from Tofoloko's furious
cyes made his blood run cold with
fear, but fear could not drive him ‘to
face instant death.

“Yon do foolish thing, douse my
dead-lights " mutnbled Bubo, *You
all torture and kitl! Why you do this
foolish thing ¥

“It's sink or swim together, with
us,"” zaid Harey. “We're going o
save Bunfer, or die trying ™

Bubu'z eves rolled 1n amazement.

“No can save Sm:all Fab Ope! Yeu
all diel"

“Perhapz! DBut if we die, Tofeloko
will not live!™ szaid Wharton grimly.
*The Moteli will want a new king, Wa
shall not leave that scoundrel alive for
nis cannibal feast1”

“You big fool!” said Duhu, shaking
his head. “8mall Fat One no matter !

Wharton smiled faintly.

“Mever mind that! Now we've pot
to get Bonter here—we must all ke
together, Yeu go and fetch bum, Bob
—I ddon’t think the niggers will
interfere, but if they do, Bubu will eall
ant to thom to let zon pass !

“Mo cant’ pasped Bubu.

“1 think you will, and without lettin
them cee that you ore a prisoner,™ sniﬁ
Harry. “ Unless you arve tived of life,
Bubn.”

“Rlow my topsails!** wurmured the
dismayed prime nunister.

Bob Chemy passed out of the royal

but,

Wharten watched him from the
doorway.

But the scldiers took no heed. The

comings and goings of the king's slaves
were no affair of theirs.

Bob's heart was beating {ast as he
passed them, bub they hardly looked ot
him as they lolled in the heat.

Harry Wharten drew a deep breath,

All was safe, so far.

But the juniors knew, only too well,
that their ]]irea hung on the thinnest of
ithreads; and thoir faces were teose os
they waited for Pob to return with the
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But the stuffing process had worried
Bunter and troubled his sleep.

Now hiz fat mind was more at ease,

The stuffing process was over; though
certainly Bunter would not bave sleps
had he guessed the reason.

He wus cnjoying o prolonged nap;
and he was excecdingly apnoyed when
Bob Cherry shook him out of it,

He opened his eves and blinked up
ct Dob, and frowned.

“Let a fellow alone! he grunted

“You're wanted, old bean!”

“Rot! I'm going to sleep.”

Dunter closed his eyes agalin.

He opened (han very sudden]y, how-
ever, as he received a vigorous kick in
his fat ribs.

“Ow! Wow! Beast]” Dunter sab
up, adjusted his big spectacles on his fat
nose, and gave Bob a devastating glare.
“Look here, you rotter, vou let me
alenel Yl have you whipped.™

“What? goazped DBob.

“You're a blinking slave, and I'm a
favourile of that black besst Toioloke,”
zaid Bunter.  You'd hetter mind your
p's and g's, Bob Cherry. You're nob
ragging in the Hemove passago ak Grﬁﬁ‘-
friars now, vou silly chump! T'1 tell
Tubu te ask old Telcloks to have you
whipped if you don't jolly well nyind 1™

“You fat focl—"

“ Beast 1

“ You're wanted " hissed Pob.  Come
with me 2t onee, you benizhled bander-
snatech,  You're wanted in Tofoloko's
hut,”

“Oh!” gasped Bunter. “If that
beast's sent for me—"

“Come ot enee, idiot ‘

“Wice stale of affairs for a Public
scheol man to be oheying the orders of
a putrid blackamoor I growled Bunter,

But he detached himself [vom his mat
and followed Dob. .

They passed the soldiers, who grinned
at the sight of the Small Fat One.

Bunter's intendod fate was known to
everyone but Bunter himself,

No doubt the soldicrs, as they saw
him taken to Tofsloke’s hut, concluded
that the black king desired to have a
logk at the pringipal article in the
mena for Lhe fenst that was fized for
that evening, Many times had Tofoloko
visited ile hapless Owl fo look at nm
and =zee how the fattening process was
golng on. .

Rilly Dunter rolled into the royal hut
followed by Teb, and the pohinlea
sereet was reploced behind them,

(Continusd on next rage.)

“2mall Fat One.”
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SAVED from the CANNIBALS!

(Continued from previous page.)

Bunter blinked round him through his
spoctagles.

"IIE S8Y, ¥you [ﬂ!lcéws?;:im hﬁg;lf.

Koo uie unter I gal BITY.
"Hpehkplﬂ&r g tt el

“ Look here—"

E"[Fﬂn‘k shout, idiot1” eaid Johnny
ull.

“Oh, roally, Bull—"

Lilly Bunter blinked round him in
amazement and slorm at the sight of
Tofoloko bound and gagged, and Bubu
with his arms tied, and the MNabob of
Bhanipur guarding him with the olub.

“I=—I say, you fellows!” gasped
Bunter, in bewilderment, "“I1—I say,
wharrer you up to herel”

“¥ou can sco for yourseli, now you'ro
hers,” snid Nugent. * We've gob that
black brute Tofoloke safo, and we're
going to make a break.”

"You—you idiot 1" gasped Bunter,

His fat knees knocked together aa he
caught the ferocious glare of King
Tololoke.

*There was nothing else to be done,
Bunter,” zesid Harry, “Il's neck or
nothing now for all of us.”

“You dummi1” gaspod Bunter. ©*We
shall a1l be murdoered now.”

“Quict, ass ! said Johnny Bull.

"You—you—yoa've  oollared  that
black beast—and he can hawve all vour
heads cut off if he likes!™ panted
Bunfer. “You're a lot of mad idiots!
look here, I'm not going (o have a
hand in it1”

“Listen Lo me—"

“1 wan't!"” howled Bunier. “T'm not
going to be killed to please wou, and
1 can jolly well tell you so! I'm going
out of thizs! You can be jolly well
belieaded 1f you like, but I'm having
nothing to do with ! You silly lot
of dummics, you can get on with it
without me.”

“Riop the fnt idioti”

Two pairs of hands pinncd Bunter, in
tima to provent him from making a
rush from the hut.

“Legpo!” gasped Buntee.  “1 tell
yoi—"

“Quiot, you duffer!”  bhreathed
Wharton., “If the soldiers hear any-

thing the game's up for all of us"

“Sorve you jolly well rightt You've
no right to drag me into this! Al
very woell for you follpws—slavos,
kicked and cuffed all day long by a
mgger. I'm not going to have a hand
in it. You can't expect me fo.”

The juniors gazed silently at Dunlor,

It was for the fat Owl's snke, to enve
him, 1f they could, irom the cooking-
pota that they were setting their lives
on a cast. Their own lives had not been
threatened ; and they could have ¢n-
dured slavery with a hope of ultimate
rescue in their hearts, Tt was Dunter's
intended fate that had brought matlers
io thia fearfnl elimax,

Perhaps, they wondercd, at that
momaent, whether the fat and fatuous
Owl of the Romove was warth it

Punter bristled with icdipnation.

His own view was that he was a sort
of favourite of Tofololko: that e was
selected for speeial distinetion while the
other fellows were enslaved. That was
the only explapnation that could oecur
to his fat mind of his vory spoeial troat-
ment sinea he had been tn Tofoloko's
cuy.

Fellows who were ensfaved  could
kick if they Liked; but ther woeren't
going in drae o fellow wlose position
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was vory different into a desperate and
hopeloss attempt ot cscupe. That was
how Bunfer looked at it,

He glarcd at them through his big
apectacles.

“Leave me out of this!" he went on.
"8ee? I'm bhaving nothing to do with
it—nothing at all! You can’t got
away, and you jolly well kbnow you

can’t! I'm nob going to have my head
cut off to please you fellows! Check,
1 call it.”

“"Tan't he a boauly!” murmured Bob
Cherry.  “It's worth while to run this
risk for him, isn't it*

"Kick him!" growled Johnny Bull

13 B’E‘“t E.I'J
I think,”

* Better
Harry.

It had not been the juniors’ intention
io tell the fat-Owl the terrible truth.
Dut Dunter's peculiar point of view
made it necessary for him fo be en-
lightened.

The chance of escape was slim enough,
with all the fellows puiling together;
and DBunter, evidently, was determinod
to join in no such attempt. His belief
was that he was better off where he
was: and that, of coursze, was all that
concorned Bunter.

“¥ou needn't tell me anything!” he
snorfed. * You ean just let po, and lot
mo get out of this! And 1 you don't
1olly well let mo go Pl call ont to the
nigpers and chance it.”

“We'ra doing this for rour sake, von
fat ass!” said Harry. * We should not
have taken such s chance om our own
account.”

“Gammon

“Can't you understand, you dummw,
why the niggors have been fattening
voui'" hissed Johnny Bull “You've
been fattoned for anfeust."

Dunter jurnped.

“Wha-a-at?™ Lo gurgled.

“And the feast takes place at the full
moon-and that's to-night,” said Harey
Wharton.

“Oh crikey!"

“We only found it out to.day,” =aid

tell him, said

IHarry. “Now do yvou understand
Billy Bunter'zs evea almost bulged

through his spectacles.

He understood at last

Varue and unoasy doubis had erossed
his fat mind before, though he had
never been anywhere near puessine tho
truth.

But he understood now.

His fat knees knocked topether, and
n shudder ran through lis fat frame
from head to fook.

“0Oh crumbs " he pasped. ¥ The—the
awful beasts! Oh denr! T-T say, you
fellows, get me out of tlas! I—I
Eﬂ.j"‘—”

“Wo're going to do our Leost," zaid
arry. “ Pull ourself  tozother,
Bunter-=wea want all our nerve now.™

But it was not easy for Dunter to
pull himself together. His eyes were
glassy wilh torror behind his spectaeles,
ITe would have collapsed on the floor
of the hut but for Dob Cherry’'s sup-
portine arm.

“0h erikey ! he hreathed. " 0Oh,
you rotters, lo get me ioto this! This
15 what vou eall o holiday, is it? Got-

ting a fellow to come with vou for the
vac, and landing me in ihis! Oh
erutinlz ™

"We're all in the samo boat now,
Bunter,”  =aid  Wharten  patiently,
#Weep a stifl apper lip.”

“ Deast 1

There was a sound of voices [rom
without.  Wharten made a sipn 1o

Buinler to he silent, and peered from
the donrway,

A black man, with a neeklars of
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human bones, was approaching the lut,
the soldiers saluting f.im. with evident
fear, Tt was the witch-doctor who had
been appointed in the place of M toko.

I'he usual time for King "T'ofoloko's
afternoon sleep had expired now, and
ne doubt the witch-doctor was coming
to consult hiz majesty concerning the
feast of tho full moon.

Wharton turned to Bubu.

“Someone is coming,” he eaid, in a
whisper, “Call to him to go away, as
the king does not wish to be disturbed,”

“Me no dare " murmured Bubn,
_“¥You'd better! You're a dead man
if ha enters this hut 1" ’

Wharton's eyes gleamed with menace
a8 ho lifted the spear,

Death hung over the juniors, and
Bubu's life was only a pawn in the
gama., Tho black prime mmimster com-
prehended  that  very  clearly.  The
Jumiars led him to tho door, and ho put
vis head out, the rest of him hidden
irom sight by the palm-leaf screen,

Heo called to the approaching witch-
doctor in his own tongue,

What he said the juniors ecould not
understand, but the blade of the spear
Was %ricking Bubu's plump ribs, and
had the wreteh outside como on to the
hut, the thrust would have been
delivered. In the circumstances, they
had little doubt that Bubu was carry-
ing ouk his instructions.

Such proved to be the ease, for the
witch-doctor halted at a dozen paces
from the door.

Ile answerad in his own tongue, with
a dizcontonted look; but it was clear
that he had no remote suspicion that
Bubu was doing anythiog but carryving
out the royal instroctions.

Bubu replied velubly; and the witch-
doctor ot lnst turned eway, with a
reftling of bones, and stalked off the
way he had come.

“ITo's pone ! breathed Dob Cherry.

“Him go back,” said Bubu, with ths
sweat of fear thick on his brow., * Him
no come any more till moon come. Al
tell um Tofoloko order.”

Good "

“I—I say, you fellows,” etammerod
Buntor, through his chattering tecth—
*I gay, let's eut t"

“IFathead ! *

" Look here—"

“T.cave it to us, Bunter,” said Harry.

“* Dicast !

* And  shut
Bull,

And Bunter ghot up, shivering with
terror, while the Famous Five consulted
in whispers,

up ! spapped Johnav

THE THIHTEEﬁTH CHAPTER.
The Slave=Trader’s Escape !

UDWIG KRANTZ leaned back
E against the rock to which he
was bound, his eyes glinting in

the gloom.

The askaria wore camped in the
rocky garge in the hills, through which
lay the routs to Tofoloke's country.

Might had fallen when Captain
McCann halted in the gorge; but he
would have halted there in anv case,
for he was now on the border of the
enemy's country; and further advance
had to be made with the greatest
cantion.  Deyond the gorge lavy thoe
descent tnlo the valley of The Aoteli,
where hundreds of cnemies might stark
up ab every step. ;

The askaris were sleeping: save [or
the man on seniry duty, who steod, riflo
i hand, watehing. )

Mr. Vernon-2mith had thrown lLim-
self down to rest, weary from the march
in the rocky dehles, though he wes nob
sleeping.
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Captain ~ McCann
hod gone forward
alone, to gcout umler
ecover of darkness.
The man-tracker of
Uganda seccomed tire-
loza.

Ludwiz Krantz had
watched him go. glad
that tho keen eves of
the man-teacker were
no longer on him,

At every halt, since
ha had fallen into
the hands of the
askaris, the save-
trader had been
hound to a tree. Ilo
had marched  witn
bound haods, [recd
only for meals.

Ezecape seemod
hopeless, but ho had
counted on help from
the Moteli when
MeCann  ecame  nlo
conflict with them,

That hope had sus
tained lum as  he
marched, a prizsoner,
under the burning
sun, Dut that heope
had left him now, for
he had learned Lhat
MeCann  intended to
leave him in the hills,
in the charge of a
singlo askary, when
he marched on from
the gorge.

In the rocky gorge
there were no trees,
and the slave-trader
had been bound to a
rock

For long hours he
had sprawled there,
slcepless, while the
askaris slept, and .
Mr. Vernon-S3mith lay in hizs blankebs
in fatipue snd uneasy meditation; and
the man-iracker was absent.

But he had not been idle.

As darkness deepencd in the gorge he
was hidden by shodow, barely dis-
cernible to the Eg&a of the sentry, if the
man had glanced towards him.

The ropo had been passed round him
under his armpits, and knotted bchind
the rock. Escope scemod impossiblo.

I1is hands were free, but they counld
not reach within a yard of the knot.

But desperation spurred on the cap:-
turad slave-trader.

To cscape, to creep away in the dark-
ness, to bring down a swarm of the
Moteli on the camp and wipe out Cap-
tain MeCunn and l}]|i5 command to the
last man—such were the thoughts and
hopes of the outeast half-breed,

And fortune scemed to favour him.

In ooe spot,. where the rope passed
round the rock, thero was a sharp edge
of granite on which it pressed; and as
goon a3 the darkness was deep onough to
conceal his  action, the slave-trader
attemnpted to fray the rope on that
sharp edgoe. )

Ly persistent slraining, ho loosed the
rope sulliciently to allow it play; by
twisttng up hiz right arm, bhe was ablo
to heold it, and for long hours he had
worked, silently, savagely, indomitably,
und strand after stramcd of the rope
parted under the ineeszank fraying.

With aching bones, exhausted by his
efforts, streamine  with  sweat, the
desperado worked on, till he knew at
Iengih the rope would part if ke exerted
his strength on it.

Then he Iay quiczeent for o tine to
recover lis stressth for the effort.

s
N |

As Vernon-Smith peered throngh the foliage of the ifall cedar he gave a violent starl.
Kraniz | ** he gasped.

“ Kumbe [ * breathed Kikolobo.
new day 1 *'

All was silent and still about Inm.

The askaris slept; Captain MeCann
was still sbsent.

At last the slave-trader stirred, and,

with straining muecles and  gritted
teath, exerted his strength on the
frayed rope.

It parted with a slight sound, which
sent a throb of terror to his heart lest
ihe sentry should hear it

But the sentry was a dozen paces from
him, and he did not turn his head.

- Krantz lay against the rock, breath-
ing hard and decp, for many long
minutes, before he stivred again,

But he siivred at length, and as
silently as a leopard, crept behind the
rock to which be had been bound.

Mo sound camo from tho dezporato
man as ho erept away, from rock to
rock, from boulder to boulder, along the
rorro that led into the 'Full-u:,.' of the
Kloteli,

The askeris still slept, Mr. Vernon-
Qmith had dropped, at last, into o
troubled slomber; the sentry was not
even aware Lhat the prizoner was gpone.

For a hundred yards from the eamp
Krantz crept on haods and kneos with-
out o souncd. Then he rose io lis fect
and strodo on, with exulting heark.

e was free—free to give the alarm
in the valley, to Lring swarmz of savaco
fighting mwen to overwhbelm  the Bitle
parly from Ueanda,

A faint footfall startled him, snd ho
daieed behind a rugged bonlder.

He lay, suppressing his breathine, as
2 bronze-faced man passed, paing back
towards the camp. Tt was Uaplam
Melann, rerarmng from scouling on
thn Bloteli side of the hills.

In the elimmer of the wmoon Kraniz

Ik

o

[ 11 I’t‘l‘!

“ This wicked man will not live fo see a

had a glimpse of the little, wiry figure
und bronzed foce of the man-tracker.
He roarcely breathed.

But AMcCunn passed on, unsuspecting,
and disappeared in the divection of the
Cadnp.

The slove-lvader panted with rolief
whon he wos gone.

He emerged from his cover, and ran.
He had no tipe o waste now; for ho
had ne doubt that dMeCann would dis-
pover hiz ezeapn as foon as he resched
the camp. Az fost as his weary lhinbs
could carry lim, the ruffian fled, and
from the gorge he panted on down tha
stoping  hillsides, and through  tho
forest paths into the wvalley of the
Moteli.

Little dreaming that he had passed
the ezcaping sluve-trader, MceCann strode
on to the camp. AMr. Vernon-8mith
awole at once at his footsteps.  He roso
wearily from bis blankels,

“Wa opo on?” he said.

Captain MeCann nodded.

“We go on at duwn,” he said, 8o
far as I have been able to discover, tho
way 15 clear.  There is no alarm—no
expoctation of an enemy., Dut——"

e paused.

*You neetd not tell me Lhat wo take
our lives in our hands’" szaid M.
Vernon-Smnth, “1 know that.”

“Ginite [ Open attack, of cotirse, 15 im-
possible to us, but we have o chance of
getting Ehinugh by sirategy  We shall
koep i cover in the foresls; keep out of
sight of thn nalives, and got ng near
as wo can to the ety of Tefoloko undiz-
covered.  We may get hold of some
native amd peb wnformation from himg
possihiby vosene (e prizoners by @ sl

Tue Macxer Lippagy.—XNo. 1,235,
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raid after dark. Our plans will have ta
be formed as we procced; but it is no
use disguising tho fact that all the
chanecs are against us, and that instead
of saving tha boys we may only share
their fare.”

“Better that than deserting them,”
gaid tho millionaice quictly,

“1 agreo! But from this point wo
must deubly cautious—once our
prosence becomes known, the game is up.
I shall leave Krantz hidden in the hills
with ene man in charge, wha will have
instructions to get him back to Uganda
if we do not return—or to shoot him
out of hand if that should be impos-
sible. Now for a little sleep®

It was irom the mere habit of caution
that McCann gave the prisoner a look,
to male sure that he was safe, before
turning into hia blanket,

But when he stepped to the rock to
which Ludwig Krantz had heen bound,
his bronzed face changed colour. Im the
deep shadow lay only a broken rope,

“Holy mackerel 1” he whispered.

“What-——" asked Mr. Vernon-Bmith,

“Krantz i1z gono,” said the eaplain
quietly.

(1] Gﬂn& !J?‘

“He has escaped 1™
_ Br. Vernon-8mith groaned. He knew
in an instant all that that 1mmplied.

Quietly Captain MeCanon examined
the rope. He soon discovered how the
prisoner  had succeeded in  getting
loose. His teeth came togother ﬁard.

“He cannot have been long gone," he
said gquictly. “There may be a chance
of getting him yet. I shall try. If he
gots away, it is no longer a question of
rescuing the prisoners—we shall be wiped
ouf by the Moteli in a few hours. But
—-’;11:1::!['13 may be & ghost of a chance
yet.,

Not a moment was lost.

In little more than a minute after the
escape of the prisoner had been dis-
covered, the whole party were pushing
on through the gorge, hunting him, well
knowing that if Ludwig Krantz was not
recaptured before dawn, every life in the
safari was forfeit,

But when the dawn flushed in the east
nothing had been scen of Ludwig
Krantz.

e e e —

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Last of Ludwic Krantz |

1 WANA 1Y whispered Kikelobo.
B *My oars hear the feot of an
wakened instantly,

Yoernon-Smith

He awakened with all his wits about

1.

The Dounder and the Kikuyu hunter
were in decp cover,

For a great distance round the city
of Tofoloko the black snldiers in hun-
dreds wore hunting for the white boy
who had escaped the tortures of 3M'toke,
and for the unlnown ecnemy whe had
alain the witch-doctor. And only the
wily cunning of the Kikuvue had saved
Smithy from .reeapiure.

The Kikuyu, probably, would have
boen willing to leave the kingdom of
Tofoloko, without an hour's delay, now
that he had saved “ DBwana-wangy,”
Dut the will of the “Bwana * was law
to him, and the Bounder did not think
for 2 moment of deserting his com-
rades.

But to remain in the wvalley, while
hundreds of savage cnemics hunted for
thera, without discovery, taxed all the
cunning resources of the Kenya hunter.

Vernon-Bmith was determined  that
they should not cross the horder of
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Tofoloke’s kingdom without his friends.
But for the rest, he wisely left every-
thing in the hands of the Kikuyu.

By hidden forest paths, semetimoes
travelling in the hranches of trees, thay
had covered a good distance from the
ciby; and the Kikuyu had found a
*]:i_ﬂlﬂs"}?lﬂm at last on the slopes of the

ille.

On the edge of the forest a gigantic
¢edar-treo shadowed the path that ran
ué) to the gorge, and in the branches
of the cedar the Kikuyu and the school-
boy found & refupe.

Where the great branches joined over
the trunk there was ample spaco for
half & doren to camp, and after placing
tho Dounder in safety there, the Kikuya
had carefully obliterated all troces of
their  trail—so  cunningly that he
believed that the keencst hunter of the
Moteli would have been bafled in
searching for sign, And there a night
and a day had passed,

In selecting that hiding-place
Kikuyu had a motive he di
municate to his “ Bwana.”

Se long as the Bounder was detee-
mined not to go, the fnithful Kikoyu
was prepared to remain with him; but
if the hunt became too close and press-
ing, there would be no cheice in the
matter, and in that caso the way through
the porge lay open to the fugitives.

But s long day had passed without
alarm, and now, in the hours of dark-
ness, the Bounder slept the sleep of
WeAriness.

The Kikuyu did pot sleep. By day
and night his eyes had bardly closed.

He had taken every measurs that a
wily hunter could take; but he knew
what the fury of Tofoloke would be
like, and he knew that hundreds of
ficrea cnemics would be hunting incesz-
ﬂunt}g for “Bwana-wangu.”  Sleopless,
the Kikuyu watched and listened in the
durk branches of tha cedar, his eves on
tha path below, faintly visible 1n the
glunmering stars.

And at the sound of a footslep he
awakened “ Bwana-wangu.”

At that hour, when all tho country
slept, it could only be the fooistep of
an encmy that he hoard; the step of
gome of the soldiers hunting for the
escaped vietim of the witch-doctor—or se
it seemoed to the Kikuyw.

the
not coin-

"Can wyou sopo—" whispered the
Bounder.

He peered down Fhrough the
foliago. :

“My eyes see nolhing, Dwana; hut

my ears hear,” said the Kikuyu, in the
low murmur that was barely audible.
" Lok your cars lisben, Bwana-wangy,”

Vernon-Smith listened intently,

Faintly through the deep silence of
the night came a sound from the direc-
tion of the gorge in the hills.

It was the sound of fooifalls, as yet
faint and afar,

The Bounder's heart throbbed.

Loyaulty to his comrades kept him
from Mfight, o0 long a3 they were
prisoners. BBat he well konow that it
was little better than  asking  for
recapture and death.

“Well, if thoy find vs, we're game !’
o satd betweon his tecth, and his prazp
closed on the spear he had browght with
him frem M'toke’s den. " We'll make
somoe of them howl belore we go under,
Kicky."

“Many of the Motali shall fall under
my spear, Dwana, for it i3 well known
in alf the land of Kenya and Uganda
that I, Eikelcbo, sm a great warrior,”
said the Kikeyu simply. “Yet let us
give no alarm, for bo who comes in the
night may know nothing of us”

“ Whocver it is, he's coming from the
hills I whispered the Bounder. It
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may not be one of tho soldiers hunling
for us. ™

“Boon our eyes will sre, Bwana, for

he comes by the path that passce
beneath this great tree.” i
In silence they waited and listened.

The footfalls on the forest path grew
negrer and clearer, and the Bounder
could d:stin?uish that they wera the
swift footfalls of a running man.

IFrom the distance he heard the sound
of panting breath, as the unseen runner
drew nearer.

figure appeared at o little distance
along the {orest path, clear in the
shinmtng light of the moon,

The Bounder’s eyes fixed on it, from
an opening in the foliage of the tall
cedar.

_Heo gave o violent start. The moon-
light glimmered on s well-known face.
He recognised the burly fipure, the
coppery fuce with its glinting, light blue
eyes,

"Rrantz " he breathed,

He heard the grating of the Kikuyu's

tenth,
- "HKuomba ! breathed Kikelobo, Ik
is the evil Mzungue who sold my Bwana
into slavery ; :mg he comes back to the
land of the Moteli, alone! It is in my
thoughts that this wicked man will not
live to see & new day.”

The next moment the Kikuyn had
disappeared from the branches beside
the Bounder.

He had dropped from the tree,
screened by the trunk from the sight
of the man panting up the forest path
in the moonlight.

Vernon-S8mith zot his lips.

Krantz was coming on: in a fow
moments more he would be passing
under the branches of the cedar that
overhung the path, under the schoolboy
watching from above,

But tﬁe Kikuyu, spear in hand, waa
waiting, screened by the great frunk
of the tree; end Vernon-8mith knew
that the slave-trader would never poss
the cedar alive.
~ How Kraniz enme to he there, return-
ing alone to the Moteli country, ruonning
like a fugitive, was a mystery to
Vernon-8Smith. But ha knew that
Ludwig Krantz was hastening to the
end of hiz long carcer of eritne and
wickedness,

Krantz renched the spot where the
cedar cast its shadow.

He ran on without a pause: only
another half-mile and he would have
reached the first villape of the Madals,
and the alarm would have been given
wlhich would have set the whols country
in motion to deal with the safari from
Tpanda. Only another half-mile; but
tho slave-trader was fated not to take
one more sHop.

A firure 1n striped monkey-skins
glided f{rom black shadow, and a spear
glimmered as a sinewy arm drove it
home. .

“Give me pood word in the land of
the ghosts, O my cnemy!™ said Kiko-
lobo—and they were the Inst words that
ihe slave-trader ever heard: and with
those words in hizs ears he died ot the
foet of the Kikuyu.

From the City of Death [
HARRY WHARTON wiped the
ending.
To the juniors in the king"s hut it

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
perspiration from his brow.
The endless, endless day wos
scemed as if that terrible day would
never draw to & close.
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But an end comes to all things: and
at long last the sun dipped, and shadows
rolled over the teeming African oty

In the thickening dusk, the chums of
Greyfriars peered at one another, won-
dering to find themselves still alive.

On the sleeping-mat—bound and
gagged, exhausted with impolenf fury
—lay Tofoloko, King of the Moteli, the
savage whose mere nod had meant life
or death to all men in the kingdom.
The power was gone from his mereiless
handa now.

Indeed, it wasz the terror of Tofoloko
that had saved the schoolboy slaves, the

ierror in which he was held by his.

subjeota,

The boldest man among the Moteli
dored not enter the king’s presence,
when Tofoloke did not care to be dis-
turbed,.

During that terrible afternoon more
than one had come to the king's hut,
after the witch-doctor had been turned
away. Chiefs from outlying villages
had come, eaptains of the bands of
goldiers who were hunting for the
Bounder, and others.

To each Bubu gave speech from the
screened doorway; and, with the fear
of death in the wery marrow of his
bones, Bubu did as he was bid. With
the keen point of a spear to his bare
black ribs, Buba had to think first of
gaving his own life.

And each comer was turned away by
the statement that Tofolecko was mot to
ba disturbed. 'The Moteli, accustomed
to the arbitrary dictates of the black
monarell, accustomed to receive his
orders from the lips of Dubu, had neo
suspiclon.

Black man after black man came and
went: slaves of the king came and were
turned away in the same manner.

Why the king chose to remain in his
hut, with his prime minister and the
foreign slaves, the Moteli did not know
—and did not care. It was the will of
Tofoloke, and that was enough for
them

The iron bhand with which Teloloke
ruled was his undeoing now, and it
saved the schoolboys. Not & man in the
city dreamed of controverting s sup-

d commands.

The black potentate heard all that
was said—upable to stir, unable to
speak; almost bursting with maddencd
fury. The looks he gave Bubu and the
schoolboys told plainly cnough what
would happen to them if, and whep,
Tofoloko Eud the upper hand again.

But for the present, at least, the
king's power had broken like a reed
in his hands. .

The lenged-for dusk come at night;
the brief tropical twilight faded into
darkness,

“We're still alive!” muttered Eob

Cherry, voicing the thought that was

in the minds of all.

“ Blessed if T expected to be!" mur-
mured Nugent. ;

' Bunter's asleep I said Johuny Bull,
with & faint grin.

There was a snore from a shadowy
corner of the hut.

Billy Bunter had fallen asleep; the
only fellow there who was likely te do
g0. How cven DBunter could slecp was
1‘l.1 mystery to the other fcllows. But he
slept.

'ﬁhwugh the gloom the burning exvos
of Tofcloko shone like a leopard’s, The
black tyrant’s rage was beyond words,
gven if he conld have spoken.

“Veou lib for die, all lib for die!”
mumbled Bubu wretchedly. “Tofoloko
kill, torture, one-time! You see um

{(Continued on mext pagé.)
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SAVED from the CANNIBALS !

(Continued from previcuws page.)

look at me! He torture you, torture me
saiwe timel DMe dead man, blow my
Lopsails I

“You're not dead yot, old black
bean ™ said Bob, **We're geiting out
of thz somchow, affer dark, You're

coming, too, till we've finished with
you. Lf you're afraid of L'ofoloke you
can bunk while you've got the chance,”

“Tofoloko seud eoldier, find, Lill,
one-timo ¥ grouned Bubwu,

“You'll take your chance with us”
said Harey. “li you kick you wont
live long enough for "Lololoko te hurt
¥ou."

“ Me zabbey!” groaned Bubu.

The hapless Bubu was, in fact, be-
tween the devil and the deep sea.

He dared not, for his life, disobey the
orders of those who had him in their
Jiands, But in obeying thern, and thus
helping them keep the uwpper hand, he
hud roused the bitterest fury of 'L'ofo-
loko; and he shudderod to think of
what would be his fate if the king
ever had him at his mercy. Flight
iromm the land of the Moteli was now
Bubu's only bope, as well as that of
the juniors. Ile was nlready thinkin
with longing of the Gold Coast an
white men's government.

S0 far as their desperate situation
allowed the juniors had laid their
plans well.  Only by making use of
Bubu had they had the faintest chance
of pulling through; and they bhad
sucereded in getting  Lim into  theiy
hands and making use of him.

MNow the night had come. and the
most desperate step of all remained to
Le taken.

Under cover of night, i at all. they
would escape—with an  inlinity of
chances against thern  Almost miracu-
lously, as 1t scemod, they had succcoded
so far. But round them was still the
swarming eity, and the boma pguarded
by many soldiers.

But the attempt had to be made. 1f
anothor day found them in the city of
Lofoloke all was over,

The moon rose over the city; the
full moon that was the time of the
cannibal feast inm which Tilly Dunier
wis to have figured,

In the mooolipht the witch-docfor
came again; and DBubn, sweating with
fear, gave him speech from the door-
way.

This time the man lingered; not
exactly suspicious, but obviously sur-
prised and dizeontented.

I'or lonpg, long minstes he stood and
inlked, and the heasris of the juniors
were in their mouths as they listoned to
iz talk and Bubu's apswers. The
wretch departed at last, angry and dis-
contented, but too terrified of Tololoke's
wrath to persist longer.

Bubu almost groaned with fear.

The junicrs still waited.

The hour pgrew late; the ecity slept,
suve for the soldiers nt the gateways of
ihe bama, and the king's puard loafing
in the square opnosite the roval hats,

i “Time!” said Harry Wharton, at
ask.

“We're ready ! breathed Dob Cherrr,

Wharton shook Dunter inle wakeful-
ness,

“Peast!  FLemme alone ! mnmbled
Tunter.  “0Oh! say, you fcllows!
Oh crikey

Bunter remembered.

“Get up, old chap!” =aid Wharten
goentlve. “Wae're poing to try it on
now, and we may pull throngh ™
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“Pull yourself together, kid!” szaid
Bob Cherry.

Bunter was trembling in every [at
limb, It wasz not much use telling him
to pull himself together; that was
beyond Bunter's powors,

Wharton fouched Dubu's arm.

“Gret rid of the guard outside]” he
said.

“MNo can!” mumbled Babu,

“Tell them it is Nofoloko's order for
them to go to their huts—tell them
anything you like, but get shut of them.
Weo're pomng—and you've going with
us. You know what will happen to
you after this, if they get hold of you,
Bubue! You'd better sco us through if
rou can.™

The bapless Bubu undorstood that only
too well.

It was hardly necessary now to guard
him or threaten him. His own fale was
bound up with that of tha schoolboy
glaves, now that he had incurred the
deadly comity of Tofoloke.

I'rom the deoorway of the king's but
he called to the soldiers,

The juniors could see the black faces
elearly in the moonlight that fell into
the square, und they suw that the guards
weee surprised by the order DBubu gave
them.

But they knew that Tololoko was in
the hut, and nover dreamed that his con-

fidential mimster was giving them
orders mnot dictated by tho black
monarch,

Quce more the unguestioning obedi-
ence of the Meoteli to their tyrant's will
wasg the salvation of tha schoolboy slaves,

Lhe soldiers, surprised as they were,
were probably glad enough to go Lo their
huts and bo relicved of night duly.
LThey departed, some of thern staring
back as they went, with bewilderaed faces.

The square befors the king's hut was
deserted.

" MNow's the time ™ =01d Harey., "If
we've got & chance now, it's the only
ane we shall ever have [

e untied Buba's anns.

“Bubu, you're coming with us. You'll
talk 1o the puard at the gateway, and
get thom 1o lot us through.,. You've got
to stick {0 us now for your own sake,
Bui, Listen to this, 1f we cscape, and you
with vz, we'll make you a rich man.
After we'ro out of the eity you ean stick
o us or leave us, &8s vou choose; but
until we're out, you've got to help us, A
spear will be close behind you all the
time, and vou fall dead if you try io
Letray ns™

Bubu made a primace.

“NWe hib for stay this place, Tolclokeo
torture, kill,” he said. “Me sabbey
what him mean, look in him eye. Me
run one-thmo. 3 pose e gel away, e
lils for Gold Coast.”

“Come, then 1

Ilarry Wharlon and TDob Cherry
walked on ecither side of Dubw, as they
left the king's hut.

Tichind him walked Johnny Bull, with
the king's spear in his hand, ready to run
the broad blado through Bubu at the
first sign of botrayal.

Mugent and Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh brovwght up the rear, with Bunter
between thewny helping the faltering steps
of the Owl of the Remove,

The juniors’ hearts throbbed as they
emerged inte the Lright moonlight of
the square.

Death lurked in every shadow, and yet
the very beldnezs and andacity of the
attempt helped it to success.

The whole city sleet, the king's guard,
in their huts, as soundly as the rest.

Quictly, but swiftly, the Juniors
pas<eil down tue lone,  treeshaded
street towards the gateway in the boma,
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Not a native was to be seen, though
[rom many huts they heard the sound of
deep breathing and snoring.

Thoy reached the gateway in the
boma—the high thorn wall that sue-
rounded the city. Across the opening in
the wall poles were laid in place, and
against them loafed and lounged & dozen
hl_m.!‘.l!-; soldiers, the guard on duty for the
night.

There was a jabber of asmazement
from fthe eoldiers at the sight of the
white slaves and Bubu,

The juniors breathed hard.  DBunter
almost fainted with fear, Nugent and
Hurree Singh supported him by his fat
BTrMA.

Bubu spoke to the soldiers volubly. If
ho had failed, then nothing remained
but to attempt a rush through the gate-
way and the guard; an sattempt that
wonld have boen so desperate as to be
almost hopeless,

EBut Bubu did not fail. It was not foar
of the spear behund him that kept him
up to the mark. It was the knowledge
that, if he did not himself escape, from
the city, he was a lost man, Yect omce
more the ferocity of Tofoloke was the
salvation of Lhe schoolboy slaves. Dread
of his fearful vengeance drove Bubu to
do his best,

The zcldicrs were evidently surprised
and uneasy. DBut they were aceustomed
to cheying the orders of Bubu, who waa
sucond in power only to the king in the
Alfrican city.

With deep relief, the juniors saw them
begin removing the poles from the gete-
WEY.

“NWhat have you told them?” whis-
pered Wharton.

“Me tell um Tofoloke order™
mumbled Bubu, “All obey Tofoloko
order. Nigger pd> savvy, but obey
Tofoloko prder. Blow my topsails! Me
Piﬂlt::; glad when mo get away from this
place 1*

The soldiers stared curicusly and un-
easily at the party, as they followed
Bubu through the gateway.

‘The open country lay beyond.

Scarcely daring o behieve in their
good luck, the schoolboy slaves—sluves
no longer—hurried aloug a path through
the maige Gelds. They headed in the
dircction of the distant hills, which they
hod crossed by the glﬂrgﬂ when they cama
to the land of Tofcloko, prisoners in the
hands of Ludwig Kranrz. [Ewven DBilly
Bunter ¢xerted hunself to trot.

The cily was lost i the dimness be-
hind them.

“Hatlo, halle, haile ™ ejnculated Bob
Cherry suddenly. " That nigger's hook-
ing 1t™

“ Bubu ! called Wharton,

There was no answer. A mile from
the city BDubu had dodged away by s
winding path in the maize fields, and
vanished.

Bubu'zs own plan was to get to the
river, get hold of a cence, und paddls
down to the Conpo before he was hunted
for and caught. And his view was that
he would be esafer alone, which was no
doubt the caze, Theo juniors had seen the
last of the black primo minister of King
Tofoloko of the Motell,

But they cared liitles. Now that they
were finisied with hin, Bubu was free
to do as he liked. They were woell
nware that he dared not return to thoe
cily and faece the wrath of Tofoloke.
"Lhey had nething to fear {rom him, and
they hoped that he would suceced in
making his cscape from ilie country.

They hurried on,

“I suy, vou follows,” gasped Bunler.
“1 zay, I'm tired!*

“2Bit «down and resti™
Johnny Bull

sugaestod
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"Think we've pot thne?” ashea
Bunlor.
“4y no! We're going on. Buab rost

as long a9 you like. Tﬂfﬂinhﬁ'u sULe to
bo glad to sce you again”

* Boeast 1M

And Billy Bunter hurried on with the
rest—ticedd as he was! Not for a
moment did the fugitives halt during the
remainder of the night, and when dawn
CHID lei.- were still hurrying on by a
forest path,

Dawn glimmered over the hills and
aver the city of Tefoloko, and with the
new day, thoy were well aware, Tofoloko
would ba found and rcleased, and theve
would be immediate and erce pursuit.

Weary and footsere, but indemitalily
determined, the escaming slaves tranped
on by the forest path, gutded by glimnses
now and apain of 1the gorge that
rived the line of hills—-thoe way of emvape
Irorn the land of the eannibinls,

But as they tramped up the path, up
the lower slopes of the Lills, they heard
far bebhind them the droning of Afriean
drums, and l..hl:l;,.‘ knew t(hat 1t told of
alarm and pursuik.

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.

The Drums !
“ BWANA, my oves goe you I
@ Captain  MeCann - staried
violently,

It was a familiar voice that
fell upon his ears.

Dawn had come, and was long past,
and of the slave-trader whom he scught,
the mna-iracker had seen nothing=—un-
less the bones, clean-picked by jackals,
lying atb his feol, were thoze of Ludwig
K rantz.

Desperately, Eknewing  that sl de-
pended on recapturing Krants before ho
could pgive thoe alarm te the Moteli,

-.-':}'bﬂ u, 3 .l'!-!:.
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MeCann had followed on, down the path
winding down the hills into the vabley.

Under the great cedar that shadowed
the path, where it entered the forest, lay
the bones as the jackals had left thean,
and McCann and the askaris halted.

" Rrantz?” azked Mr. Vernon-Smith,
staring  with s shudder at the grisly
rolics, .

“ Possibly,” suid the captain, "and, if
g0, wi've & chanee you ! Bupe——"

He broke off, as a voice came from
Hee branches of the cedar above his head,
mn utfer amazement.

“ ikolobo ! he gasped.

A ligure in monkev-simg dropped from
the tree. The askaris grasped ther
riflles; bt MeCune made them o sizn.

Lhe Faobkuyu saluted him gravely.

") Bwana McCann, my cyes are gl
to zce yvour handssine face,™ he sald,
Camb af you seek the evil Mzungu,
Krante, ho lies before you, for T,
I ikolobg, slew him on thig spot with my
spear 1M

“Ioly mackerel!™ ejaculated the
caplain.
Mr. Vernon-Busith  slarted forward,

and prasped the Kikuyy Ly his arm,

"My zon?” he said huskily. ¥ Whuere
1% my soni™

“Tather 1™

Hepbert Vernon-Somith droppoed [romn
{her dedar.

“1lely minckerel ! repeated Caplaia
Moellann, in blauk astenishment,

“MHerberk

Mr. Vaernon-Smith stared at his =om,
as ho might have starcd at one come
back [rom the dead.

“erbert ™ he repeated faintly.

"It's  little me, dad!™  saied  thoe
Bounder. “ Burprised to sco me, what?
Not s0 surprised as I am o sce yon—
here. I thought Captain McCann might
como; but 1 noever dreamed—" :

“Herbert 1* muttered the millionaire.
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With deep rcHel, Harry Wharton & Co-
heard Tofoloko’™ econfldeniial minkste:
order the black soldiers io remove tha
barrage from the gafewzy. In a [ew
moments now the Greyiriars [uniors
would be free |

dhgpndor——

A

*Bafe and sound, father,” said the
Bounder softly. "“Kicky saved me—
and here 1 ain, jolly glad to sce you.™

“And tho others!” ashed Captain
MeCann,

“5till prizoners in Tofoloke's eity,”
answered the Bounder. " kicky and I
were lianging on, to do what we could
for them—uow you've come, sir, we'll
ﬁnt them out of the hands of thoso black
rutes somchow.™

The man-tracker drew a deep breath,
“We're in luck,” he eaid. "1 begin
to think woe shall pull it off. Krontz

never gave the alarm-—and he will never
give it now. Kikeolobo has saved all
our lives. If Kranlz had got clear, all
would have been lost,”

“Iv was writlen that the evil Mzungu
should fall wnder the spear of a
Kikkuyu, O Bwana!” said Kikelobo,

Caplain MceCann smiled,

“ g nas fallen, at all events, and you
have found your son, Mr. Vernon-
Smith. And the others—— H;u:k.i”‘

The mandracker broke off, his eyes
glinting, his iceith sctting hard., From
the stlence of the valley camo a distant,
dull, droning sound.

The askoris exchanged  alarmoed
glances.  IKikolobo stilicned and list-
pieal, like a leopard in the jungle at
the sound of a hunter's footiall,

“Iloly wackerel!” murmured the
captain.
“What s 1t? asked Mr. Vernon-

Smith, puszled, "It sounds like distant

ik

* It is the lokali—the African drum !”
said the captain teracly. “ The drums
are beabing in Tofoloko's aity.”

“ What dees it mean®™

The captain did not answer; but he
Hstened intently.  Every dull droning
note had o meaning for his ear.

“®Bpeak, O Kikolobo ™ he zaid at last.

i'He Magrxer Lipnany.—No. 1,25
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“ What is the meaning of the talk of the
lokalif™ ] .

“0 Bwana, the lokali is telling all
the people of the Moteli that prisoners
have escaped from the city of Tofoloko,

and calling on all the tribes and vil-
lages to join in the search,” answered
the Kikuyu. ] .

“Js it possible?™ ezclaimed the
millionaire. .

“The lokali is the telephone of

Central Afriea,” said McCann. *EKi-
kolobo knows its language better thap 1.
What mors does it sa.;r, Kikolobo?"”

“Q Bwapa,” said the Kikuyu, "the
lokali says that thero are six whiie
prisoners who have escaped, and also
a black mano upon whom Tofoloko seeks
vengeance.” .

“Qreat pip!” exclaimed the Pounder.
“That's a tip for ws! Six prisoners—
that's Wharton ond the rest.”’ His eyes
danced. ]

“It can mean nothing else I” said Mr,

Vernon-Smith, looking at the man-
tracker.
Captain McConn nodded.

“Phey are outside the city, and the;
Moteli bhave not yet recapiured them,’
ke gaid. “I cannet imagine how they

have dome it; but that is the fach; the
lokali tells us so. This is a chanece I
never dreamed of. Forward!

The dull droning of the drums con-
tinued without intermission.

With the sound in their cars, Captain
McCann and his askaris pressed on by
the forest path, led now hy the tall Ki-
kuyu in monkey-skins, Vernou-Bmith
following with hig father.

Suddenly, from the tangled forest
ahead of them, came a ferce outburst
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of yelling. McCann and his men pressed
on. From the distant city came the
ceascless drone of the lokali,

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAFPTER.
Homeward Bound |
1y BAY, you fellows!

H * Buck up, Dunter!”

“I—I say, I'm tired.”
"“Fathead (¥

“T'm dropping I groaned Bunfer. 1
sa¥, you fellows, can't you carry me?”

“Get & move on, idiot]”

Sinking with fatipne themsclves, the
Famous Five were not likely to be able
to carry DBilly Bunter.

They trampad wearily on up the path
through the forest, on the lower slopes
of the hills.

Bunter tottered and pgasped and
stumbled and groaned. The terrible
fate behind him spurred him on to un-
heard-of efforts.

“Oh dear!” groancd the fat Owl
“(Oh erikey! Oh crumbs 1"

“Buck up, old chapl”

“Beast! Oh dear! I wish I waa
baek at Greyfriars! Ow!® gurgled
Bunter. "I say, you fellows, I—I can't

go onl I—1'm done!”
Bunter plumped down.
“{h, my hat!” gasped Nugent,
“¥or goodness' sake, Bunter—
urged Harry Wharton.
I can't go on!” groaned Bunter,
The juniora halted, in desperation.
“Look I yelled Johnny Bull.
He pointed back along the forest
ath.
? ¥From an opening in the forest a score

Nﬂﬁ' here we have a Righwuyman,
A thief of courage bold;

The man of Dicky's Leart
Would be ready to depart
With his purse and all kiz gold}

And if young Dicky should resist,
The thief would mount his neg,
And with barkers on his hip,
Wouldn't stand for any Uip
From a Second Form Greyfriars fag,
Not kel
No lip frem a Gréyfriars fag.

Dick Turpin is the bandit's nome;
Hiz horae's name i3 Hess;
And, * Waiting on the Path,
Just Beside the Iowd to Bath,”
Is the highwayman's address;
And all who chones to sec Aim there
Will falter and go pale;
While, ¢f Dick has tinie fo gpare,
He will rob thém then and thers
While he's waiting for the Dristel

Mail,
Hea, hal
Dick's waiting for the Bristol Auil,

And if the Dow Street men appear,
They won't get Dick at bay,
For Dese ta fleet of foal,
And before the tées can shoot
She'll be fourteen miles atcay;

GREYFRIARS HEROES.

Nﬂ'- Eln

This week tha Greyfriars Rhymester
reveals the hero worshipped by DICKY
NUGENT, and in consequence he has
written his contribution in the dashing
verse of the highwayman of old.

Ok, they can with their fastest steeds
About our hero préss;
They soon will undersiand
That no horsés in the land
Can cateh the sunift Black Dess,
Not theyp!
No horse can caleli Black Bess.

T'o copy Turpin, Dicky saye,
At present is has plan;
SN do the same,” ke sleles,
fut=—alas f—the pricon weily
For the reckiess highwaymun;
No longer 4z the Hristel Hoad
The haunt of Gandils bold,
For Dicky will find out
Tt he cannol roam about
Az they did in the days of old,
No feur!
Quite gone are the days of cld.

of blacks appeared, not & hundred yards
behind the juniors. That they had scen
tha party was plain. The eall of the
lokali had warned them, and they were
hunting for the fugitives, and they had
found them.

“The game’s up!” muttered Bob.

“Bmtﬁr_"

“Oh erikey |

At the sight of the blacks, Bunter
found that could make one more
effort. e scrambled up, and ran, and
the juniors ram with him. From behind
them came & fierce ontburst of yells.

“Put it on!" panted Bob.

The juniors “'put it on.” But they
knew now that there was no hope.
Behind them a score of yelling savages
were racing, epear in hand; and the
weary suhuuibc-ys had no chance in the
race.

Desperately they ran; but at every
Efxride the yelling blacks gained on
them.

Buddenly, in the forest path before
them, o Ggure appeared. In sheer
desperation they ran at it; but the next
moment they recognized a dark face
and a tall fizure, clad in the skin of the
striped colobus monkey.

“Kicky!"” panted Wharton. :

“0 Bwana, my_eyes sce you!” said
the Kikuyu gravely.

“Kicky 1" gasped Bob., *0h, bless

Like fellows

you, Kicky, old man!”

Kikolobo was not alone.
in & dream, Harry Wharfon & Co. saw
Captain McCann, and the askaris, and
the Pounder, and Mr. Vernon-Smith.
They heard the erackla of rifie-fire as
tha Moteli cams rushing on; the
heard the surprized and dismayed yells
of the savages as the bhulletz tore
through end through them.

Right and left the pursuing blacks
recled under the hot fire from the
askaris. What were left of them turned
and ran.

“Bmithy " gasped Wharton. The
Bounder was pripping his  hand.
“Smithy! Is this a jolly old dream, or
what 1" _ i

“The dreamfulness is not terrifio!™
chuckled Hurree Jamset Ram Eing]:lll.
“It is the estecmed Sinithy, and the
ridieulozs Mr. Vernon-8mith, and the
absurd McCann! The gladiulness ia
preposterouns 1M

"Hurrah !" roarad Bob Cherry.

“0Oh, good luck ! said the Bounder,
grinning with _t_ﬁe& *“1sn't it topping,
you men? We had about @ chance in a
thousand of getting you away f[rom
Tofoloko—and here you are! DBritons
nevar shall be slaves! Hurrah IV

“Blessed if I can believe it yet ! suid
Frank MNugent.

*1 say, you fellows——"

“Cheerio, Bunter!” roared Bob.
“They're not going to gobble you,
after all, old ment! You'ro not zoing
to give Tofoloke indigestion.

“Ha, ba, ha ™

* Baast 1™ .

“Come! said Captain  MMeCann.
“We have driven off the Moteli; but
thera will be hundreds here spon,. Not
g moment is to bo lost ! Come 1™

The weary junicrs were lifted on the
brawny shoulders of the askaris, and
the retreat up to the gorge was rapid
Fortuna had favoured the rescucrs; but
there was no time to lose

Under the burning sun, as it rose
higher in cloudless blue, tho hurried
retreat went oo, and the bills were lels
behind. 3 :

But not till another night came on,
and they wore many a long mile from
the borders of Tololoko's country, was a
halt called.

(Continued on page 28.)



OPENING CHAPTERS OF A *' BIG THRILL >’ YARN!

A Criminal Gening !

0M DARE had not been asleep, to

E hiz own mind, for many seconds

when ha heard a sound, sensed

gomothing dungerous, and shot

upright in his bed with all his senses
alert. Ha listoned for a while.

There was a queer droning sound. It
might be the wind over the lake, the

reat lake of Titicaca, twelve thousand
eot above sea level, on the borders of
Peru and DBolivia. Dare was accustomed
to weird sounds coming from the lake,
and in the ordinary way he did not pay
much attention to them, but—this was
diffarent—it sounded inside the room.

A peculiar sucking sound and o dis-
tinct movement.

Then he saw a dark shaps mova
against the silhouette of the open french
windew.

With a bound, Dare was out of bed
with hia hand outstretched [or his auto-
matic—and met disaster !

The dark shape—a small thing, not
more than three fcet high—secomed to
direct o splay-faced nozzle at him, like
the elongated face of a vacuum cleaner,
and instantly Daro’s {ourteen stone of
sturdy Hluﬂﬂfﬂ and bone was drawn t{o
the nozzle and held—held as fost as &
feather to a carpet sweeper !

Tom grabbed the bedrail, and in a
flash ke and the bed were dragged across
the fAoor. The bedrail was too bir to
be drawn out of the window, and Tom
found himself grasping the broken brass
rail and kicking like a newly landed
fish as he was hauled upwards.

With a mighty effort he regained his
seneo, his reason; knew that this was
na otghtare, no 1llusion of his draam.
ing sonses, that he was up against it
rood and definite, and he let out a yell.

Twenty feet below him, as he was
slowly bauled upwards. “Pom could see
his young brother, Rick, whom he was
training asz his assistant in the Merger
Enginecring Co. on that island. He
could see  ilhat  sixteen - year - old

voungster’s face gazing horror-stricken
upwards, and he {fznnw he must leave o
massage, a message that might puzele
the kid, but would bo useful wiferwards.

He took a2 deep o breath as he could,
with that fremendons suction apparatus
nearly breaking his ribs, and yelled at
the pitch of his lungs:

“ Rick—{om—00om, the Terrible!”

Then he saw the houze, the lake, his
brother’s face, all fade a3 some pungent
gas took his breath away, and he was
swung up farther into darknoesa.

Rick himself had been awakened by
that curions ““gluek-glick-gluck ™ of
the immense vacuum suction pipe, and
by the time he had realizsed something
was wrong and had sprung to the door

His ambition is to become Masier
of the World ; and with reckless
defiance Gom, the Terrible, gives
civilisation a sample of his exira-
ordinary powers !

which divided his own and his brother's
room it was too late o be of any
assistance—Iif 1t bad ever been of any
usa !

For Qom, Com, the Ternible had pgot
Tom, and what that world-wide-Enown
terror took—ho keptk !

{nly the day before, Tom Dare and
his brother had read some newspaper
accounts of the exploita of the
mysterious being who was known as tho
“World Air Pirate.” How “0om, thas
Terrible,” as he famboyantly herzlded
himself, had raided ndon, Paris,
Rome, Milan, Moscow, Constantinople,
back across the Atlantic to Now York,
then down to Rio, all in so short a
time that it was incredible that one
man and his gong of decperadoes could
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have done such a distance in so shovt
o bare. :

Yot everywhere he leit his trade-
mark, the defiant message that the
“1ob * hod beon done by Oom and no
other, and the police of each capital
liad to acknuwlm%a that each and cvery
robbery bore the same
criminal genius.

The impossible had bappencd. One
man, one outstanding criminal, with
ali the resources of science st his finger-
tips, apparently ruled the world, held
it nb his meroy | i

For not only did Oom steal the world's
wealth-—its gold, its jewcls, its surplus
treasuro—but he stole what could never
be replaced—the world's best brains |

‘Fhere had been mysteriovs dis
appearances, mysterious for a few days,
of sciontists, inventors, engineers, each
urniigue 1n his own depariment, the eream
of each country's brains. Then & day or
two after the disappearance there would
cOme o messago to reassure relatives and
friendz—but whero from, no one knew!

Only that morning Tom Dore hnd
received & message from an old fricnd
in the Secret Servica.

marks of

*, . . Don't breathe a word, of
course, but we have almost certsin proof
that this Qom perzon is the Mad Ace,
whom you remember as DBaron von
Aumsteufsl, the German bip noise who
disappeared.

“You remember that what he did
not know about Hying and up-to-the-
minute gadgets for planes was not worth
knowing. %“r‘eil, I believe ha has hit
upon some method of keeping his big
maching up in the air continuously with-
out refuelling, and he 15 using all the
latest gadgets as they come out—includ-
ing your own, old bean! Is it any
wonder that he ean pop down whers
and how he likes, and take toll of us
poor ordinary mortals and get away
with it?

“All the same, cold chap, there iz o
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clual We believe that Qom has a atrong-
hold somecwhere on the South American
continent. In fact, it's almost a cert. So,
you being on the spot and having o
cortain amount of brains—oh, boy!—
keep your eyes skinned !"

This had fashed through young Rick’s
brain elmost ez he saw his brother’s
form disappesr into upper air and had
heard his lask shout.

Like Tom Dare, he was cool-headed
end on the jump for any emcrgeoncy.
He wasted not & moment in vain peer-
ing up into the darkpess from whence
came the very faint hum of an aero-
plane engine, the hurm that his ears,
attuned to every acrial sound, told him
that the big machine was using the
“Dare Stabilising Helicopter,” Tom's
latest invention. With the hum still
in hiz aars he bolted down the stairs of
the Island House, and next moment was
thundering at the door of a room in the
bagement, the room ﬂmu{:md by one, Alf
Higgs, the Cockney mechanic and right-
hand man of his brother.

W —

At the Merey of Oom 1

HAT the-—how the—whassa-
matter? Is that yvou, Rick?
Go 'way an' lemme sleep !
'"Tain't hime to gerrup yet,

yer long stroak o' blackin'| Take a long

runml}: jump at yerself an' lemme go

“ALE., Alf, wake up

L1

guicl: and help

me geb the plane out!” yelled Rick,
“Tom's been kidoapped 1"
HEid wot? 'Oo d'ver think wyer

kiddin'?"* eleapily asked the Cocknoy;
but sll the same he was out of bed and
appeared at the deor in & suit of loud-
striped pyjamas. * You, Mister Rick!
Whassup 7™

As Rick pasped oul the information
Alf Higgs waa getting into trousers and
coat, and be let out a yelp that
efiectually aroused the individual who

been making stertorous snoring
sounds from the inner room.

This was six feet soven of black ebony,
in the person of Ham, the negro servant
of the E!m'e boys' father, now their own
henchman. Simple as a child, brave as
two lions, he was devoted to the Dare
boys and would face anything on two
!&gs or four that threatened their salety.

o had caught but a few words of
Rick's announcement, but alrendy he
had shed his pyjamas and grabbed o
fur-lined flying suit, into which he was
ramming his huge body whilst he lct
out a flow of curious language.

“I kooo thar was somethin’ stirrin’
to-nipht, somethin® out o' th' ordoery:
Y knoo it !" he chanted, a3 he thrust his
groat limbs into the overalls, *BSays I
when I falls aslec is am one ob de
gr-r-r-r-r-reatest mights ob my life—by
gummy, by golly, by gob, it are!”

Alf Higgs and Rick raced for the
lake, whore Tom's wery latest hydro-
plane was lying. Alf was first in, and
i two seconds he had switched on the
f)pwer; then ho waited whilst Ham
urmhored down towards the flyer with
his great arma full.

“Tate a&s usual!” prumbled the
Cosknoy. "Em{n]iin* behind to pick up
O i Pl e v

uazh pop!” replie ¢ hig nigger
chearfully, as he swung his armful Eml:z:-
the cockpit. *“ Bome Ii'l utensila to cook
th* gooso thet's taken Massa Tom away.
Jup‘sp to it, yuh big stifi! Yuh was
goin’ wi'out a8 gun of any sort, or a

pistol, even! What d’yuh think we're
goin’ pfter—water babiea?”

“Good lad, Ilam!* a&read Rick,
scizing & repeating-rifle and shoving an
automatic pistol I[nto the belt ﬂfg his
trousers. " You never know vour luck,
though I doubt if Oom will ever allow
us to get close enough to his plane to
use these. From what we've heard of
it the buz iz a wonder for speed.”

“Bo's this!" zaid Alf stoutly, as he
switched on the enpine, “This iz the
boss” speshul, an' if it ain't somothin'
faster than any wot's ever flew before,
you can bite me 'ead off I"

“Fast it may be,” murmured Ham,
as he squeezed his great body into the
tiny cockpit; “buat, oh, boy, dere ain't
much room for & full-sized ecoloured
gemman. Yuh'll suh hab to git me
out wid a corkseraw an’ a shoe-horn!
I'm eittin® on do business end ob dis
‘ere arsenal I

Rick took the controls, There waa &
quick whirr of the propellers, and the
tiny hydroplane sped across tha wator,
leaving a4 white wake behind, until he
depressed the levers, and she rose into
the air—the effect of the Dare heli-
copter apparatus.

Rick swung her right round into the
teath of the wind, to follow the course
wostward, which he thought the other
machine had takon.

Ho could not be sure that he was
golng in the right direction, as he had
only his ears to depend upon. The giant
engine had throbbed above hiz head
the howling pale which nightly swept
across Titicaca at that high altitude.

Young Dare “nursed’ his engines
for a while, and then allowed them to
Crecp up aﬁ out, until he watched the
guuge mount from one hundred to a
huuﬁred and fifty, then to two, two-ffty,
and at last touch three hundred miles
per hour,  Yet there waz hardly =
tremor through the sturdy liftle
machine, her streamlining being so per-
foot that she hurtled through the air
like & bullet, with just the thrumming
gound in hor wires the sole indication
of the tremendous speed.

“By golly, 1t am a good t'ing dat my
dentist dunno I'm hyar: I hab on'y
paid two instalments on mah teeth, an’
they suah look like bein' blowed down
mah froat " pgrumbled Ilam through
the telephone te Alf.

“Shurrup, yver black mess!™ was the
response.  ““Park yer fat carkiss lower
dahn an’ keep yor mouth shut. Ain't
there draught enuff as "tis?”

Rick took the machine higher and
highor in an endeavour fo get out of
the tearing wind which was holding the
Little hydroplane back from her full
specd. At a couple of thouwsand feet he
found o quicter strata, and, to hiz joy,
saw tho finger of the dial mount again.

He glanced down through tho peep-
shaft which showed what was passing
underncath them, and zaw that the
wera  erossing  the peninsular whieﬁ
alimost cuts the greoat lake in halves,

He heard o croaking ory from Alf
Hipegs, who pointed upwards and ahead
of them through a thick eloudbank that
seudded past, now illuminated by the
moon that the thicker lower clouds had
hitherto hidden.

*Look 'ere, Mister Rick—no, more to
th' right, atween them clouds. Scel?
Ain't that a plana?”

It was difficult to see in that smother
of moon-flecked cloud and at the tre-
mendous speed they were peoing, bub
suddenly flying body was focussed
against the white moon, and the lad
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caught the outline of the speeding
filyer. DBut so wonderfully was she
camouflaged with some semi-luminouas
paint that it was only at intervals she
could be detected from the surrounding
clouds.

Sho was evidently hitting heavy
woeather in the higher strata her pilots
had chosen, for she bucked and dived
against an opposing wind of over-
whelming power.

“Keep ‘er as she is, Mister Rick ™
yelled Alf. “We've got the legs of ‘er
dahn ’ero, but there’s s t;d}r ol’ blow
‘sigher bup, an', my colonial, she can
ghift some!”

Through e rift in the clonds Rick
could now make out the bird-like shapo
of the mighty flier which had caused
suci 8 sensation throughout ihe
civilised world. He could not but
admire the graceful lines of her bull,
with the single wings jutting out on
either side, contsining the mighty
engines which could drive her aslmost
noiselessly through the air at such
tremendous speed.

For mile after mile they kept om,
Rick keeping immediately below the
giant plane, thinking thaf thei;_ might
not be observed in that curious I%f‘t' or
raight even be mistaken for the shadow
of the Oom plane itself,

He could see the forest shores of the
lake some six or seven miles ahead, with
the snow-covered peaks of the Andes
beyond.

hen something seemed to happen,

and the hydroplane dipped her nose
and dived like o duck.

Thinking he had struck an air-?ockﬁt,
Rick gquickly righted bher, and climbed
inte position again, but she seemed to
have difficulty in answering to het helm
or the joystick. I

Down she swooped again, slmost
standing on her head, with her tail
cocked up in the air, and & squeak of
alarm came from Hani.

1 ‘;l%?lly. Godirey Dan'll, what am
8

A long, snakelike tube whifnped
down from above to the side of the little
flior, hovered for a second, then darted
a malignant head at the propellern
There was a shricking, Euc‘.r.h;f o6,
and first the auwo-gyro, and then the
propoller fell to picces.

Rick, however, suceecded in prevent-
ing the plane from actually nose-diving,
but they lost hrzigﬁ:h with every second,
and in 2 little while had dropped into
that tearing pale apain, when the littlo
machine was whirled along like a leaf
at the meroy of the elements.

It was mot the first timoe Rick had
been in & erash, however, and he kept
his head, sturving down the pesp-shaft
to seo what chance there was of making
a deeent fanding. He knew that if
they fell into the lake with the present
.gnl{:-“raging they would stand no chanco
ab all.

He had been used to ghiding with
an engincless plane, and ﬁ&d acquired
the knack of taking advantage of every
current, adverse or not, and now his
knowledgze stood him in good stoad.
Watching the indicator, he took od-
vantage of every pust, ewinging the tail
of the machine round so that she took
a further impulse cach time, bringing
her nearer and nearer to & headland
whore ho thought he might make a snfe
landing. .

“I hope we can make it!" he mut.

tered. *If poor old Tom's u]ga there
and he's watching us, it'd just
awful for him fo sce us crash! What's
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become of that Oom person and his
horrible sucking apparatus, I wonder 7"

The giant plane seemed to have dis-
appeared altogether, after erippling
the tiny hydroe with her fiendish vacuum
invention.. Would they be allowed
to land without the horrible instrument
being brought into play again?

Rick realised that they were hope-
lessly ' at the mercy of the uncanny
weapon, for he had felt the encrmous
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The long, snake-like tube hovered over the little plane, then followed a shrieking, sucking nolse, and the propelier fell to pieces !

power as the propellers were wrenched
off, almost sulficient to drag the hydro
upwards as his brother had been
dragged.

Loop | ] .
The tiny. plane fluttered in the wind
lika & leaf, then there came an ahruliat
ripping spund from bencath, and she
Iurched violently as the whole structure
of her floats was carried away., Rick
endeavoured to swing her into the wind,
but the maimed machine fell on its side,
spilling them out on to the turf-clad cliff

!.E'}"Dl' a gecond they lay there in a
heap, half-stunned, then a brilhant
Hght from above focused on  them,
whilst something like the flicking head
of a gigantic snake came swiltly down,
In & flash Ham was dragged upwards,
yelling at the pitch of hiz lungs. But
his shouts of ‘dismay were choked almost
a8 soon as they wera uttered, and he
disappeared into the darkness.

“ Jumpin’ Jee-roosalem, wot's 'appened
to pore old *Am?®" wvelled Al Higgs.
staring upwards with horrified eves,
“why—"ere—"clp "

Again that weird thing picked up it's
EIE:.I', like @ chameleon licking up a

3Ric~1: stood staring, toc astounded te
move, In any cage it would have been
madness to attempt to run with that
dazzling beam of intense white light
ghining in kis eyes, and the edge of the
narrow cliff within a few feet of him,
with the raging waves of the lake
below !

But the youngster had not long to
make up his mind, for again that lon
tube flickercd down, and in a Eecmas
he was in its solt, yet powerful grip.
At the same time somfething seomed fo
breathe a warm odorcus poff inte his

face, and his senses left him as he was
hauled upwards.

A Citadel in the Mountains !

HEN Rick came to himself
w he opened his eyes in ufter
darknezs for a few moments.

Heo felt to right and left and
tonched walls on either side. Evidently
he was in some very confined space in
the great plane, for he could feel the
vibration as the immensely powerful
engines thrust her great bulk ‘through
the tearing wind. )

Then a panel slid aside, and he saw
a tall, tremendously broad figure stand-
ing looking down at him «<hrough
enormous goggles that acted as a sort
of half-mask. Peeping between the
lega of the Colossus was a shrivelled,
imp-like  figure, a tiny dwarf with
puckered monkey face, cunning and
malevolent, ) .

Just heyond was a spacious, brilliantly
lighted saloon, and te Rick’s relief he
saw his brother standing there, now
clothed in a neat serge suit in place
of tha iyjamaa ho had been wgarmdg-
when whisked away from the island.

Rick hed sense enouph not to move or

open his eyes too wide as the huge
Qom stond gazing at him.

The fiying bandit then said =ome-
thing in a Ismguage the lad did not
understand, and again the panel slid
back into place, and hiz view was cut

off. For some time Rick heard the

murmur of volces, ineluding Tom’'s,
then all was silence.

Rising to his feet dizzily, he groped
his way fo the sliding panel. He had
a knife slung to his belt, though ha
antomatic and electrie-torch had been
tuken from him,

After a bit of fumbling he found the
cateh, and manipulating the little screw-
driver in the knife he menaged to send
back the catch and open the panel.

_ Tom was geated at a table tucking
into a well-served meal, and for a few
seconds he did not observe his brother,
_;lr'i!’hen he did, however, he sprang to
113

feet with an exclamation of
astonishment, aend wrung the
youngster's hands.
“Rick " he cried. “Dear old boy—
how on earth did yon get here?”
“From off the earth, Commander

Dare!™ came in sardonie tones from
behind them, snd again Rick saw the
goggled eyes ?‘hrlng blackly at them,
and the thin lips curled in a derisive
smile. "I thought wou might be
lenely all by yourself, so I fetch your
broder to bear you companes. Thought-
ful, am I not? Nein?

T came after you, Tom, in the
hydro. But this—this ferd smashed us
up with hiz blinkin" vacoum eleaner
and brought Ham and Alf and me up
inte the plane. What he's going to do
with us now he's got us, goodness only
knows, If he' thinkin' about a ransom
—well, we're neither of us stinkin® with
wealth, eh®

“Ah, zat is vere you make ze mistake
that so many make,” said the man
quietly, with but the faintest accent.
“(Jom 15 nob a common robber. He
takes what ho wants, certainlee, but
for brer-rains, he pay, and pay well,
Commander Dars, I have g use for
yvou and vour broder, too. Listen!
planes are goot, ver-ree goot, but wiz
your help they can be made mooch
battaire. ;

“Dis, for instance, is 26 only plane in
zo world that ¢an fly for as long as [

Tue Maguer Lispany.—No. 1,236



28

- please vizout refuelling!- I have flown
round re world without a pint of ol
or other fuel. I have solv the
problem of wireless control, ze power
‘comes from my ﬂecret siron huld my
citadel vich can only be r from za
air. Look IV
Ho touched a lover and eix feet of
the fooring rolled back. Beneath it
were thick squares of plate glass through
whlf:h they opuld plsinly see the land-
%'l:dmg- past beneath as the fest
the rumE sun Hlumined the

mm.mtnm ipen

For ﬁmm vru pothing but
m«w,ntnim ¥ mkr, that
seemed to be r!in; round beneath
themm =» the great machmme circled.
Er!ﬁnrm‘dg & high range, the great pldne
hovered over a hmlm [lil:u formation
wh was enti surrounded

¥
prmp:tuua kills, It looked as if it
might be somse’ extinct voleano, lon
dead, but for the fact that 1t was do
with hmidmgﬁ, corrals, and eheds st the
end of which a tall fmotory ¥
Teared skywarda
It was a ourioms sight to look down on
this crowded, tiny tewn, away up there’
in tha very midst of the desclate,
high ranges. uf the Andes. one
corner was a long building which the
flying men oould plainly see was a
hangar! Tie- great machine hovered
with the Dare Stabiliser whirring in
ite turret casing.
Oom nodded with & grin at Tom.
“Yees, you ses I am using your
m‘re::tmn, man Dare; I sllvays
choose zo hest on ze mar-r-zket. Now
I have choose xe inventor heemself to
coma to my vitadel in ze mountains
and help me in my work of pr-r-rogress.
Here you vill find all ze latest appliances
at your disposal, Here you may
experiment fo gour heart's content, and
your ree-ward shall be twico as
gr-r-reat as in the ungrateful world

outstde 17
TWhatt D'you lhl.nlr I‘& place my
invertive facultes at étap-cul to
"Tcm astardly
1 Tom cried, his

ﬁEﬁﬁ ynur- rotten ddde?
scorn. “'1'd sooner

kifdsap
dr e! f“'

ashing wi
Oom shrugged his massive shoulders,
and his fhm lips curled Tn a derisive

gmilo,

“Pah! Death, vat is-death?” he
said scormfully. “We have faced :t-
too often, you and I, Commander,
care a snap of ze fingers for zat bngﬂg
But leesten wvelll Vat of years and
years of a young life spent in & State
TIrisomn, lmgermg‘. rnl;tmg, vithout hope

of escape, guilty of a crime for vich ze
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whole eivilised vorld vould held ene in

detestation "

“What are you gassihg =about?”
gasped Tom. “Urime? I'm not guilty
of any crime, and T'll take precious
good care not to be, either, end you

can’t fasten ons on to me, so that dog
don't fght, Baron vor Aumstoufel !

The man gave o slight start as Tom
called him by his proper name, and for
a mﬁnti his black eyes Hashed fre
h}mﬂ goggles.

;{ ow -me? Perhdps zat
ia Il ‘!ﬂiﬂ or you vill know zat I nm
rmpiangbie I alveys get vat 1
for, and sc I vill In zmmsa uau-j'
you sre pot guilty of a erime. Zo!
But I can make it appear that your
m-lnmd broder is! I will take heem
upon my mext expedition—a coup zat
I have long contemplate, and vill
umnmz}lemh vithin 2 month., He ghall
be_ leit, viz every every evidencé of
guilt in a certain country vere =ze
authoeities ere only too aopxious te

capture any member of my gang. How
!ﬁ!m you wal picture, d 5 nder
are?

(Fom Dares cevtainly in a quanda f%e
Will ke ﬂ:mﬂ By his brother, or will
fell in wilk {he wishes of Oom, the
Terrible? Boys, you'll pet oll the thrills
you want when you read the next inalal-
ment of this gripping new serial,  Be
sure you order your MaigNer well in
advance )
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A ROMANCE OF WORDS!
"A New Dictionary u 6d, Weekly - Parts,

“The notlon 'of a dictlonary belng an {uberesf-

lng book would pmbnl:r
And vet what a stranpe there ie in the
study of words t  For words, like ﬁple, have
bletories. Down the. vahtnu me they
eome to us through many . viclpsitudes u-nﬁ
[;hnngm, tho rn.w rial of ali ta and

loh oyr E-I terat
Py Tk - o

. There is, 1::::1&::1 an abpademca of inm:.lnnung
krowledge in any good etisnary : one
instance, like the UNIVERSAT krmﬂ
DICTIONARY, which has- been complled
entirely in the mst few m%emu and i therefore
up to date in ev

Here, in.a single valmne

make wyom smile.

IMEwam worl,

SAVED from the CANNIBALS

(Continued on page 8.}

Many days of hard travel followed
bofore Harry Wharton & Co. saw again
thi shining waters of Lake Albert, and
erossed into Ugande, where rested
at the bungniuw of the hospitable Mr.
Jarram.

For a week they remained there, re-
covering from their fatigues and hard:
shipa; while Mr. Vornon-Smith com-
glemd the business that had brought

:m o t[]igands Basik e,

Then thay trekked to Ente
and took the stesmer noross La
Yictoria Nyanza to Kenya; and the
railway bore them to WNeirobi, and
then down to Mombass.

The trip to East Africa was over;
anddirum Mombass they sailed homs-
ward,

The change from the brilliant sun
shine of Afries to the cold of an En%luh
winter, waes not, in itself, gratef
comforting. But it was a change that
more than sstisfied the achnuibﬂ who
had been slaves to a black i:mg in the
he;ﬂ: tﬁj the Dn:é:ttii}jnlimmhﬁ;«.

ey regretted, w
Africa, waas parting with the I'.}m'l"ﬂ- E
faithful Eikolobo, and the Bounder felt
it most of all. But he told tha Kiku o;ﬁ
at parting that some day he
rﬂtum to Kenya, and the E:k—ug
gravely replied that bis eyes would
glad to see him

The juniors wero late for the term at
ﬂre;r,rfr HTE Sch

E%I uelch g‘ava them rather grim
unku an l;hey presented themasclves
so Tate in"the term.

But the pgrimmest expression on Mr.
Qualoh’s grim face was positively
benevolent compared with the most
amiable look they had ever seen on the
face of King Tololoko of the Moteli

Quelch, grim as he looked, was un-
doubtedly & change for the better |

And ss they walked in the old of
Greyfriars, with a keen north wind
l:.r!tmg them, Bob Cherry remarked:

“Foreign parts are all very well for.
a trip, you men! I'm not’ aorry we

nearly ane hundred thousand words ate clearly went to Africa. But for a-place to live
defined, there are many thoussnds of in, you can’t beat jolly Old England P
ﬁ“ﬂtﬁﬁﬂﬂﬂ Hiustrating phraces, - modern nd his choms sgreed that yom

usages and ldioms, Bucki & book you might
fn%%!w be -:hx“:;!mﬁvle 1]3:111, on the ﬁ:untraxy,
ng pu red o alxper wed parta
:‘md since gwre lza wmdeﬁulyseﬁ-bindmg i
Casa, which you may buy at & very reduced
price, you may have the completed bound
voltime without making o rery big hole in your
pocket-money.
In any case, get a copy of Part 1, which la
on sale to-dey, and see how interesting a
Diotionary can

couldn't ! THE END,

{Have you enjoyed the great advén-
ture seriesd Of course you have! 10
look forwerd to meeting Harry Wharton
dr Co. beck at Greéyfriars next week in:
“WIDGER ON THE WARPATHI"
It's one of Frank Richard's z2xzira.
speoialsf)
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STAMMERING. STOP NOW

rm B. BUGHES, 39, Mart Bizest, LONDON,

-r.:lum ol Fannid

B

GROW TALLER!

wmamammimmmm

h — Mr, HUGHES,
“‘E%af“i'aun%n o B .
m:m m D INOHEB to your height.
mm oS, — a‘n"ﬂmnﬂ. ‘5‘.

!'I'Il' :HTII!T. BLACEFOOL.
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Wanted—A STRETCHER.

Also 2 treined stretcher-bearers. 'That
walk from the Form-reom up to my (|
study has really become too much for
me nowadoys, don’t you know! Call
only (too much fag to answer letters,
begad !).—" Mauly,” Btudy No. 12,

-
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LATEST
EXTRA

GOOD,
EDITION

Remaove Passage,
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No. 68.
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LAUGH h_r% GROW FAT.

October 24th, 1931,

DANCE AT CLIFF HOUSE !

Young Soclely gentleman erganising
party for the forthcoming Chff Houso
dance is willing to hear from suitablo
candidates, Evening dress esscntial.
(Good dancers preferred, but others con-
sidered, if they make it worth my while !
The following are strictly barred: Iags,
Beaks, food-hogs, prefects, heoavy-woipght
hoxers, and Coker,.—Write “ITazel,” cfo
“Herald ¥ Office.

DUEL AT DAWN

We did our best to dig-
suade the prize fathead.
But Coker wasn’t in the

Swords For Two—Ginger-beer for One

moaod to ligten to renason
—neot that he'd know
reason when he saw i,
enyway ! He insisted
on my taking slong a

FIFTH-FORMERS’

* That rotter Blundell has had the infernal cheek
to leave me oul of the Form team ngain!* Coker
eald to us one evening, recently. (" Us ” being me,
Potter, and my sparring-partner, Greene.)

CGreeney and I smothered our yawns and tried to

look interested. It
wag  the umpteenth
time this term we

had heard Coker use
those very words, and
it took an effort to
lonkk interested, but
we dil our best,

“I'm fed up with
it ! ™ gaid Coker. “ I've
given that rotter every
chanee, and lis  has
merely taken my kind-
ness for softiness. Now
I'm going to show
him what's  what.,

will you, Potter ¥
“* Certninly, if you like ! ™ I aszenied. ** But isn’t
it going o bit too far to start a boxing-match over
your plars in the Form team ¥

Coker’s reply was rather stortling,

* Don't be idiotic, Potter ! I wasn't talking about
boxing,  An eifair like this can’t be seftled by a
blessed brawl, What I'm issning to Dlundell is a
shalenge to a duel with swords ! ™

® Great pip 1

Of course, we might have known this was comingz.
Ever siney Coker spent a wock of his summer vae,
in Germany, he has been full of the way the students
over there sottlo all their disputea with swords.,

FURIOUS FIGHT

You'li be my second,”

written  challengs — to
Blundell:

For peacs and guiat-
ness I did so.

Blundall roared. 8o did the rest of the Fifth
when ithey got to hear sbout it. Coker roared, too
—with rags, when he heard how his chollenge had
Leen recoived.

T jolly well shame him into accepting it ! 2! ho
galel, ' You aee! ¥

. We thought that was the last thing that was
likely to heppen. Certainly, Blundell treated it as a
huge joke at first, DBut when day succeeded day,
with Coker following him sbout, breathing fire and
slanghter and ealling public attention to his alleged
cowusrdice, Blundell began fo change his mind,

Eventually, he wrote thiz lettor :

“ Dear Idiot,—Yeau won't be happy till you get it,
so this i3 to tell you that I'm willing to mest you
Fehind the chapel to-morrow morning at dawn with
swords, six-shooters, pistols, pikes, bhattleaxes, or
any ather fatheaded weopon you earc to name '—
Yours, G. BLUNDELL.”

And now wo're wondering rather unessily what

WIiLL happen !
our spocial

STOP PRESS it

A ¢luel with swords took place behind the chapel
at dawn this morning between Meassra. Coker and
Blundell, Fifth Form. The duel lasted ozeectly
three scconda, at the end of which time Mr. Blondsl]
had his fpot planted on his opponent's neck, whils
Mr. Coker's sword lay e dozen yards away. In
response to Mr. Coker’s yells, Mr. Blundell spared
his life and, aiter drinking the single bottle of ginger-
beer available, wont in to breakiast, It jg undere-

siood that My, Coker intonda to rotire from the duel-
ling game |

i w

{From

(=8

" PREVENTION OF FEROCITY TOFAGS

of humanitarian
principlea. It
camne, therefore, as rather a surprise to find him
*billed ** as chairman of a mass meeting in favour
of Pravention of Feroeily to Fuays.

What wos evon more surprizing was Lhat Bolsover
appeared to be the Founder of tho movement, Thia
eireumstance, combined with the fuct that there was
nothing clse «deing at the mamont, drew a large
erowd to tho Rag to hear what Bolsover had to =av.

Lolzover, on nsing, said that he hoped he woulid
have the suppurt of all sportsmen in Td.w great now
crusado against the ferocious fag torturcrs. Jlao
himself was all in favour of keeping faus in their richt
place, but he stronply protested against the use of
the rack, thumbserew, cat-o’.nino-tails, ete., in this
object.

: Faga, Balsover reminded his audienco, had thoir
rights, o trusted thet the mombers of this vast
gathering woulill respect those rights,

Punishment, in a mill and corrceiive form, was,
of coursy, neodssary. That didn’t mean thal oo

Bolsover’'s New Movement

instaneo, thero was no needto he farcsious to him,
Fifty or more terrific swipes with s ericket stump
watild sullice.

AMr. Bolsover went on to suggest suitable mild
putizhments for other petiy offences. Tuck-raiders,
b submitted, should be jumped on for about five
minntes. A fog who was lazy or disobedient should
he kicked all round the guad or havo one of hiz ears
wirenched off., These light, humane ecorrectives
would be found quite as effeclive as the moro drastic
punishmenta ho condomned,

Az ihe meeting coneluded, a fag whoe was prosent
vintured o shout * ¥Yah1™ Bolsover at onee
temenstrated that he meant all he had said by jump-
iy on the offerndler, giving him a mero ity awipos
with a ericket-siump and kicking him down the
suirs,  Interviewed aflerwards, the fap said that
he deeply  apprecisied Dolsover’s Lindness and
reziraint and hoped that the mevoment would be o
srent SUCCCAI.

shioold go to extremnes. If o fag was cheeky, for

Vo leel sure it will.

STARTLING SCENE IN QUAD

Visitor Tests Fish

FISH

We were standing at the gate dis-
cussing an alleged conflidence &riskster
whom Coker was arid 10 have ' \ren a
good hiding in Courtfiold.

Fishor T, I'ish from Noo Yok was
seeptical.

“1 guesa that joy Coker wouldn't
know & con. man if he had it billed
all over him; no, siree!™ he said.
* Now, if you want n puy that can
deal with this confidence stuff, then
I'm your motolope ! ™

It was at that momoent that g meg-
nificont coar drove up and o man with
deep, pencirating oyes got ownt and
politely raised hia lat. __

* Greyfriaras School, I believe, young
man ? " he remarked,

“You said 1" agreed F. 40, F.
* And say, brother, that surs iz one
grand, sweet song ol an anto jou've
got thore. I'll sny thnt never cost no
legs than fif(eon-thonsand dollar:; ne,
girgo ! '

“Ha! Amnon of buanesa, Trea ! ™
said the strangcr, in o peculiay, sssing
voice. ° Liston, my young friend ;
would you like to make a inillion
pound ¥ "

Fighy nearly fell dewn.
“ A million " he gnsped. ¥ gneas
I'd like to hyer that aguin. KEi¢ - on
gayin' it, bo ! ™

“I am a men of wvast wee.a,”
hissed the gontleman with the big car,
* Monoy, possessions, power are al
mine. I want s maa of charaeior to
koop my booka for mo and the job'a
worth a million. What do yor say
toi § ™
“I gness that job’s mine !* said
Fizshy, hardly abla te speoal :n his
oxcitement. ** When do I start 1
“ Right now, provided I'm con-
vinced you're a man of characte: and
courape,  Yowll have to prove that
to mo now ! " hizscd tho myster? man
of millions.  * You seo that big follow
over flere B Co and kit hm on thoe

_

WINS A MILLION, BUT—

nose to prove you have Courage, and
you're engaged 17

* B-b-but—" stubtercd Fishy

Roally, ho didn’t know what to do.

The foltew his prospeetive employer
had picked ont was, of all peaple,
Cokor of the Fifth! The thought of
what would happen to him if he hit
Cokor on the noso senta chill down
Fishy’'s spine.

The millionaire walched and
gneciel.

“Bo you are afraid! Verv well,
vou donw't get the job ! ?
“ Half-a-tno™ 1" gasped Fishy,

making up his mind suddenly.

After all, he thought, tho un.
pleasant effvcts o hiz punching Coker
on the mose wouldn't lest, whereas n
million would Iast o long, long timo !

summoning  up  all his  epuragoe,
Fisher T. Fish mado a wild ruslh at
Coker and pave the surpriscd Fiith-
Former o hearly Wbilf on his nasal
organ,

What happened next reminded Fishy
of a hurricans l:o had onee experienced
in TT.5.A. He folt himsell whirled up,
lung round and rownd, up-onded,
violently  kiclked, ond tinally flung
through tho air to land with a crash
on the bonnct of his benciactor’s ear.

When Fishy came round again, hoe-
over, he was smiling, The unpleasant
part of it was all over and nothing
romainod now but to cnjoy his hard-
earned million,

But a shock was awaiting Fiely.
Ile staggercd to his feet and looked
round. Then he suddeniy realised
that his lavish fricnd had reeumed his
sont in the ecar and was starting up
again.

Fishy blinked at tho * millionaire.”

“ Hyer, what's the bLig idea 1" he
demanded.  * I done my part, T gucss ;
now what about tho million 7 ™

* Nothing about wyour million!™
was tho luvish gentleman’s reply. *1I
happen to have a grudgo against thot
big fellow you hit. 3o pave mo a
punching in Courtticld yesterday and
| I wanted to get just one back on him,
You've dono it for me. Thanks! "

The cov drove away, Fishy collapsed,
and nll tho rest of us shricked and
stagrored off to tell all and sundey how
elover was Fisher L. Yish at deteeting
confidence tricksiers !

AUNT YOR SALE.—Foraco James
Coker will dispose of hig Aunt Judy by
puction to-morrow.  Nao bid under £100
considercd. This  well-known  Aunt
exucdea tucle hampers end tips, and s

anap_.ﬁ_.e:_“:ﬁaﬁurwmﬁnan_%m_ wﬁﬁﬁ
ell. A zood barmin for weallhy fellows,

OUR HOBBY CORNER

By Tom Brown, F.R.Z.S.

(Fellow Remove Zoological Seciety).

S0 yon want to run an squarium, my litile
maon 1 Fhe firat csgential is to obtain o tank.
A plass one is to be preferred, but one of any
other material will do. I eannot recommend
an orange-box or sanything with heles in the
sitdes ov bottom, the water 1s linblo to leak out.

You will next necd o water-tap In your
strdy. Your Form-master will no doubt be
delighted to srrange for the neeessary supply-
pipes to he laid on and for o deep sink to be
{fitted, The cost should not exaeed {twenty
or thirty pounds, and most I'orm-masters
will readily agreo to your proposals on
rgquest.

Having got your water and tank, all you
want now Ia a fow specimens with which to
start your m.J:E.mEH. What you decide to
keep in it will depend to a large extont on
whether you intend to keep them just for fun
or for the table. [If you are a fap, you will
possibly be thinking of Form-room {ceds for

WHAT THE HEAD SAID
The Truth About Popper

AL the annual Specch Day last term, e,
Loclko introduced Sir Hilten Fopper, School
(iovernor, in the following neat littlo apeech :

“ My Lords, Ladies k_.:m ientlomen @ It ia
customary on such an oceasion as this for me
to desenibe Sir Hilton DPopper in glowing terma.
Thiaz time, for a change, I propose lo atick
rather closcly to tho truth.  Bir Hilton, whosa
disagrecnble and extromely vuely face vou =co
on my right, is the most mulish, bad-tempered
oll bounder I hinve ever had the misfortunns
to meot., Ly blulf and bounco he has gained
an influence pmong the Governers out of all
proportion te hiz roal importance. Irains
cortainly conlidn' have got him that influence,
for he doesn’t possess any !

“ Thia bowhiskered ofd Sro-cater, ladica
and gentlemen, freguently comes here for the
purpose of telling me how to run Groyfrinrs.
Bun Greyfriars, mark youl Why, tho old
idiot couldn’t un o coflee-stall, let olone o
sehool §

* 1 know you're all groening at the thought
of having to endure the long-winded leeturo
he'a determined to inflict on ve, Well, I'm
frenrg to sugrest an allernative. Instead of
putting up quietly with him, lot's surround
hum, W:Em him amd throw hin off ihe
premises.  Wo shall all be muoch happior
without him !  Cellar him, then | *

Did wa eay they were the Head's actunl
words T Suvery ! Wo meant {o soy thoat was
how the IToad pught to have spokenl  Aectu-
ally, ho trofted out the nsual seaff abeut * Siv
Hilion's Lkeen aml zealous interest in ithe
welfare of Creyfriars ** and all Lhoe vest of 1t

Sad world, ea't it, you chapa I

&

the future. In that cass, buy a fow ga_.m:._wm
and throw them in. They shounld breed in
lnrgo quantities, and whenever a Form foed
comea along you can got out your rod and
ling and cateh half a dozen, with the cheerful

certainty that thers will be plenty moro
left. Other edible fish do not take so kindly to
aquariam  life, I belicve. Haddocks and

kippera are liabls to cateh all sorts of maladica
and they tako a lot of curing.

If your aguarium iz purely a hobby and
not a means of existence, you have o much
larger eeleclion of specimens to choose from.
Conger-sels, dogfish, perch, rod or pole, frogs,
lizards, crocodiles and whales are all interesting
pels.  You can colleet them by fishing for
them, or they may be bought for a fuw pence
at your local fish-shop when they arve holding
a bargain salo,

Ants' egps are the staplo dict of moat Gish,
though how they get hold of them in tho
depths of the ocoan beals mo complotely.
Vary the quantity according fo the size of
your fish, A couple of teaspooniuls will
satisfy o goldfish, .%.ETEF on the other hand,
should be given o couple of tone.  Any good
cartage contractor will arrange deliverics for
o fow pencoe.

Make surc when you securs a biaby fish
that the tank will be quito big enough for it
when it grows up. Many ead occurrences
havo taken place in the past through the
negleet of this simple precavtion. In one
cage I heard about, o fellow bought a little
fish thioking it io be a tiddier. To his
great surprize, it turned out to bo o shark,
which burst its tank and ate him. I admit it
takes o lot of swallowing, but thers it is.

Always mako your aquatic fricnds feel ab
home, If you keep freshwater fish, stand by
accasionally and make noises hko the lowing
of ealtlo or the bleating of sheep. This will
remind thom of their m_n_.bm pool and buck
them up no ond. If, on the other hand, you
keep deop-scn specimens, cut ont n fow
pictures of cecan liners from the illustrated
mararines and pasts them to tho zido of thoe
tank, Your fish will then ewim about under
the happy delusion that they're still whore
they camo from |

That's all, I think. By the way, this
article’s perfeetly seriouws, thoupgh many
reoplo ﬂ,:ﬂ tell you it's all cod.

COME TO CHUNKLEY’S

For Anything from Aeroplanes ta

Measles.
PLUMS
EXTRA LARGE DOUGHNUTS
PRICES

To telephona Chunkley's ask for
WRONQ NUMEBER, COURTFIELD ES0.
¥ Yecu wili then get the proper numbaer,

COURTFIELD 350,



