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CHAPTER 1.
Above the Jungle!

1 RUNDY, old chap!”
Grundy of the Shell turned his head as he
heard the whispered words from the next desk—

: the desk occupied by the fat figure of Baggy
Trimble.

Afternoon lessons were in full swing aboard the S 1000,
Sir Napier Wynter’s giant airship, in which a party of
forty St. Jim’s fellows, both seniors and juniors, were going
about the world on an educational tour. :

The School in the Clouds, as the juniors had nicknamed
the giant dirigible, had left India several days ago. Flying
westward again over the vast surging expanse of the Indian
Ocean, they had made a brief'stop at Abyssinia; now they
were on their way to the West Coast of Africa, to visit
Sierra Leone and the Gold Coast. Beneath the airship, as
it swept through the upper air at nearly a hundred miles
an hour—at what Commander Dawson, the captain of the
airship, called a comfortable cruising speed—the equatorial
forests of the Congo were stretched like a thick carpet of
dusky green. 2

“Grundy, old chap—" :

Baggy Trimble’s voice, though a whisper, fairly oozed

with friendliness as he leant a little towards Grundy, with -

a smirk upon his greasy countenance.

George Alfred Grundy frowned. ¢

Though the Shell and the Fourth wers working together
on board the S 1000, under Mr. Lathom, during the air
voyage, the fact remained that Grundy was a Shell fellow,
and Baggy Trimble was only :
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prospect of a feed, never could wait.
that coveted invitation at once.

He glanced across the spacious room in which the odd
score_of juniors were at work, towards the desk where
Mr. Lathom was seated, in cap and gown. Despite the
light. cane chairs and aluminium furniture, and the great
mica windows, the aztmosphere of the juniors’ class-room
on board the airship was astonishingly like that of a class-
room at St. Jim’s!

_To Baggy's relief Mr. Lathom was absorbed in question-
ing Frederick Burkett, the bully of the Shell, at the other
side of the room. :

“Grundy, old chap 2
. No answer from Grundy.

He wanted to get

He still had a hefty shoulder
turned towards Baggy. But Baggy was a thick-skinned
individual. Though it was quite clear that Grundy did not
wish to talk to him, Baggy refused to take the hint,

“Grundy {” muttered Baggy, a trifle louder.

No reply !

Baggy grumted indignantly. He picked up a ruler and
leant a trifle towards Grundy. digging the great George
Alfred in the ribs to attract his attention. Unluckily, the
airship gave a slight lurch

in the Fourth. Grundy did
not like being addressed as
“old chap ” by a member of
a lower Form—and particu-
larly not by Baggy Trimble.

Hence the frown upon the
rungged countenance of the
great George Alfred.

“I say, old chap——"

Grundy turned a
shoulder towards Baggy.

hefty .

telling of the adventures of the
chums of St. Jim's on their world

1 AN ‘amazing long complete “story
l' tour in the airship S 1000,

—————————=y at that momen with the
‘ result that Ba ruler dug

far more
forcibly he had
intended.
“Yarooooop |~
Grundy.

He. jumped almost a foot
into the air as the ruler
jabbed into him, with all
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i
b

had no wish to hecar what
Baggy wanted to say to him.

Baggy grunted.

He had a very particular reason for wishing to speak
te Grundy just then. It had come to Baggy’s ears that
Grundy, whose parents were very well off, had cabled a
handsome remittance to George Alfred at Bombay, and that
George Alfred had invested a good deal of it in tuck at
an Indian confectioner’s. 'This tuck he had brought on
board the airship, and with it intended to stand a mag-
nificent feed to his fellow Shellfish that night. None of
the Fourth had been invited to Grundy’s proposed midnight
spread, since Grundy could not very well invite everybody.
But Baggy intended to wangle an invitation somehow.

It might have been wiser for Baggy to have waited at
any rate until classes were over; for even on board the
51000 Mr. Lathom was just as acid a disciplinarian as he
was at far-off St. Jim’s. But Baggy, when there was a
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Baggy’s weight behind it.

“Oh crumbs! Yow! Oh!”
Baggy gave a gasp of dismay and hastily withdrew the
ruler as Grundy swung round with a fero
Lathom shot a surprised and angry glance to
George Alfred. y

“Grundy !”

“Ow! VY-yes, sir?”

“Was it you that made that ridiculous noise, Grundy$”
barked Mr. Lathom.

“Oh crumbs! Y-yes, sir!” growled Grundy uneasily,
rubbing his ribs and glaring at Baggy. <

But Baggy had hastily riveted his atiention upon his
books. Mr. Lathom had no idea, evidently, that he had
been the cause of Grundy’s sudden yell. And Baggy
certainly did not mean to inform him of the fact. Bagey
was not of the stuff of which heroes are made.

Mr. Lathom frowned across at Grundy.

“I will not inquire the reason for your absnrd ejaculation,
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Astounding Adventures of Figgins and

Grundy !” barked Mr, Yathom irritably.
five hundred lines!”

“Oh, sir!” exclaimed Grundy.

The S 1000 droned on through the African sunlight, with
a very tense atmosphere in the juniors’ class-room. Crundy
sat and glared, and most of his glares were dirccted at
Baggy Trimble. :

Baggy, in his efforts to get into whispered conversation
with Grundy, so that he might try to cadge an invitation to
Grundy’s feed that night, had unwittingly landed the great
George Alfred “in the soup” with a vengearce. = And
Baggy looked like paying dearly for it when morning
classes were over on board the great airship.

CHAPTER 2.
New House on the Warpath !

113 Y hat! Look at Baggy!” ; -
“What's he been doing ‘to his chivvy?”

“Looks as if he’s been boxing with a stcam-
roller {”
“Ha, ha;-ha”
It was after dinner on board the S 1000 and the six
New House juniors on board—Figgins & Co. and Dick

“Kindly do me

3

Fatty Wynn in the African Jungle!

Rediorn & Co.—were standing in the long mica-windowea
promenade deck that was the juniors’ exclusive domain.
They had been watching the African jungle, over which
ﬂ}oy wera cruising, with the scattered lakes and gleaming
rivers and bare granite hills rising out of the tangle
of trees. The vast stretches of jungle over which they
were passing were almost unexplored land, Sir Napier
Wynter had -told them—country in which white men had
scarcely ever set foot!

But the sight of Baggy Trimble rolling into view ab
the cnd of the deck had turned their attentions for the
time being to Baggy's extraordinary appearance!

As Fatty Wynn, the junior from little Wales,
remarked, Baggy looked as though
with a stcam-roller.

His clothes were dishevelled, his collar was torn from its
moorings, his eyes.were blackened and half-closed, and his
nose was the colour of a very ripe tomato. Someone secmed
to have been pouring ink ‘down the back of his neck, in
addition. :

Altogether, it was guite clear that the unhappy Falstaff
of the Fourth had been in the wars!

“Groooooh ! groaned Baggy, as he limped towards them,
blinking at them through his * blackened optics. “Oh
crumbs! Yow ! That beast Grundy——-> ..
 “My hat!” grinned Figgins. ¢ Has Grundy been lam-
ming you?”’ : .

“Ow! Yes!” moaned Baggy. “Groooh!- U'm injured!
I think my nose is sprained and my necck broken—-"

““Ha, ha, ha !” =

“I mean, my neck sprained and my nose broken!”
corrected Baggy. “Oh dear! Yow!” ‘

The six New House juniors chuckled,

“What have you been doing to Grundy, anyway, poi-
poise ?” inquired Redfern unfeelingly.

“Nothing I” groaned Baggy. “I only asked him o invite
me- to . join hia blessed feed, and he flew at me like a
madman! Eaid it was my fault Lathom pitched into him
this morning 2 . : : :

- “Feed ?  What feed?” ejaculated Fatty Wynn, his eyes

had juso
he had been boxing

brightening. He shot a meaning look at his chums. “Is
Grundy standing o feed 7”

“Yow! Ves! I hope it poisons him!” moaned Baggy.
¥1 jolly well wouldn't go to it now if -he asked me, either !
¥f he wens down on bended knees and begged and implored
me to, I wouldn’t go to his beastly party——"

“I don't think!”

“Oh, really, Lawrence——" S :

“Half a jiff, you chaps!” muttered Figgins. “This
sounds interesting! If these School House bounders arve
having a feed, the'New House ought to know about it, eh ?”

here was a very meaning look in Figgy’s face. His
chums nodded quickly.

“Yes, rather !” grinned Kerr, the Scottish junior.

“Hear, hear!” nodded Dick Redfern. “What is this
blessed fced, Baggy?” 5

“Grundy got a whacking remittance at Bombay I*
growled Baggy, dabbing at his nose with a handkerchief.
“He bought a lot of tuck before we left India, and he's
having a midnight feed! Ho's asked Tom Merry & Co.,
and Talbot and Skimmy. I told him no party was com-
plete without me, but—>

Tae Geu Lipriny.—No, 1,189,



4.

“Never mind about that,” grinned Figgins. * What time
is the spread, porpoise? Where are they going to have it?”

“ After lights out, in Grundy’s cubicle,” grunted Bagey.
Suddenly he brightened. A vicious grin appeared on his
face. “I'll tell you what. It would serve the beast right
if you New House chaps raided it, you know !”

That was precisely the idea that was already in the minds
of Higgins & Co. A School House feed was always fair
game—just as a New House spread was always tair game
to their School House rivals. But the six New House stu,lu
warts pretended to be thoroughly astonished at Baggy’s
vindictive suggestion. :

“Raid it—us?” murmured Redfern. “OCh, no!”

“Haxdly ! said Figgins gravely, shaking his head.

“Better not!” said Fatty Wynn, equally solemn.

“Rats |” muttered Baggy excitedly, with a hasty glance
round. “It would jolly well serve Grundy right—the beast!
He, he, he! It would be a great ragl! You don’t funk
Tom Merry & Co., do you?”

“QOf course not, ass!” roared Figgins. ‘ Why, you blessed
fat toad—" T .

“Oh, really, Figgy! I don’t think it’s very nice of you
to talk like that, after I've told you all about it,” said
Baggy, with an injured air. *But the New House always
were an ungrateful lot of beasts! I—I mean,” co'rrec;.teci
Baggy hastily, “if I were you, I'd jolly well raid ’em
to-night, so therel”

And Baggy, not quite liking the looks on the faces of the
New House fellows, rolled away.

Figgins & Co. looked at one another. =

“The blessed fat traitor!” growled Redfern. Fancy . a
School House chap egging us on to raid a School House
feed 1” o

“Qh, Bagzy would do anything!” said Owen, with a
shrug. He chuckled. “But it’s a good scheme, all the
same ! What about it, you chaps?”

“It’s on !}’ nodded Figgins firmly. “We'll raid that feed
all right! Lucky Baggy’'s waxed with Grundy, and let the
cat out of the bag!”

“Rather 1 =S h

Ana with many a chuckle, the New House six laid their
plans!

——y

CHAPTER 3.
Into the Unknown!

(1R ¢ ADE in, you chaps!” d
W “What-ho! Rather!” 2
“Good old Grundy !”
=2 “‘ Pass those preserved fruits, Lowther, old chap !”
“Try one of these gingersnaps, Handcock, old scout !*
“1 guess I will, buddy !” -
In the big sleeping cubicle which Grundy shared with
Reginald Talbot and Herbert Skimpole, the midnight feast
was beginning in fine style.
- The Shell fellows were all present with the exception of
Frederick Burkett and his crony, Gerald Crooke, who had
not heen asked. Clad in pyjamas—it was so warm that
dressing-gowns were quite unnecessary—Grundy and his six
guests were tackling the good things provided in high
spirits.
pGrundy had laid in & wonderful spread. In addition to
Western dishes, such as French pastries, jam tarts, and iced
cakes, Grundy had also purchased, before leaving India’s
sunny clime, a quantity of strange delicacies that were none
the less appetising for being unusual to the juniors—as they
were busily proving. Rich Eastern cakes, and spiced con-
coctions of various kinds, Indian pickles and ecurries, and
jars of delicious ginger, were all laid out on the sheet
spread on the floor, round which the seven Shell fellows
were gathered,
“Pile in, you chaps!” repeated Grundy grandly, with a
wave of his arm. “Help yourselves, you know I”
* “Trust us!” grinned Monty Lowther, helping himself to
some pickled olives. “I say, these Indian johnnies certainly
have some prime grub !*
“T guess T’ll give my inside a surprise with some of that
curry,” drawled Cyrus K. Handcock, the American junior.
“After you with the tarts, Skimmy !” <
Herbert Skimpole, the skinny, spectacled freak of the

Shell, gravely handed Grundy the tarts, as the S 1000 droned -

on under the African stars,

It was a strange spot for a midnight spread, if ever there
was one. Midnight feasts were not uncommon in the
dormitories of St. Jim’s; but on board the airship they
were decidedly unusual. And the thrill of knowing that
they were speeding through the sky above the mysterious
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jun%;e of Central Africa lent an added zest to Grundy's
party. .

Eric Kildare, the captein of St. Jim’s, who was a nephew
of Sir Napier Wynter’s, had been along the passage eonnect-
ing the juniors’ cubicles long before to make sure that all
lights were out. By now, the midnight feasters believed,
the whole airship’s complement was sleeping soundly with
the exception of themselves and those members of the crew
who were at their posts. el

And, with cheery talk and laughter keeping things lively,
Grundy’s magnificent spread began to vanish rapidly.

“That fat bounder Bagey wanted to be. asked,” remarked
Grundy, with a chuckle. “I walloped him! He jolly well
deserved it, too! It was through that fat porpoise-that oid
Lathom—— Hallo! What the dickens—" :

Grundy broke off with a sudden, startled gasp.

There were no doors to the cubicles; in their place light
curtains hung over the entrances. And the curtain behind
Grundy had suddenly been dragged back.

“Look out !” gasped Tom Merry.

He leapt to his feet. Half a dozen pyjama-clad figures
were erowding into the cubicle with grinning faces.
. “:L}Iew House !” yelled Manners. “Look out!
hat |”

Manners broke off as Dick Redfern collared him and
swept him off his feet, The New House crowd surged in.

The School House fellows, utterly taken by surprise, were
serambling to their feet in sudden alarm.  But they were
too late to defend themselves very effectively. Though
there wero seven of them to the New House six, Herbert
Skimpole was a weedy individual—the freak of the Shell
ran to brains, not brawn—and so the odds were about
equal. But with the advantage of surprise, the New IHouse
attackers had things all their own way!

They had crept down the passage noiselessly, each armed
with a cord, in which was tied a big noose They had
rushed in and flung these nooses over the startled School
Housc feasters before the latter could guess their purpose.
And, with their arms pinned to their sides as the nooses
were drawn tight, they were helpless enough !

Despite their struggles, the School House juniors soon
found themselves helplessly entwined in the ropes, each with
a New House fellow*seated triumphantly upon his chest.

“You—you rotters!” hooted Grundy wildly, struggling
desperately to free his arms. “Oh, you cads—"

“Hush, oh, hush!” grinned Figgins, who was sitting on
Grundy, fastening the cord securely round Grundy’s wrists.
“Let not the naughty passions rise, Georgie—"

“I'll slaughter you!” gasped Grundy. “I’ll jolly well——
Oh! Grooooh! Mmmmmmm!” g

Figgins, grinning, had picked up a slice of spiced Indian
cake and jammed it into Grundy’s mouth, effectively silenc-
ing the furious George Alfred.

“All serene?” chuckled Figgins, glancing round.

“Absolutely!” nodded Lawrence. “A giddy bloodless
victory !

“Ha, ha, hat Good egg!”

“ You—you—you—"" spluttered Monty Lowther.

“Leggo, you rotters |” panted Tom Merry, writhing desper-
ately. “Look out, you chaps—they’ll collar the grub——"

“Oh crumbs!”

“Ha, ha, ha!?

The New House fellows chortled with merriment as they
rose to -their feet and watched the helpless writhings of
their tightly-bound rivals. The surprise of their attack had
certainly given them a bloodless victory, as Lawrence had
said. It had scarcely taken a couple of minutes for them
to be complete masters of the situation.

The School House fellows gasped and choked with wrath
as their grinning captors tucked into the delicacies with-
out more ado. Grundy, who had at last ejected most of
the cake from his mouth, spluttered furiously as he satw hi
feast vanishing before his very eyes. Lk

“I—I-T'll wallop the lot of you!” hooted Grund
wriggling like a hooked fish. “Leave that grub alone "

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Wynn, you fat cad—*

Fatty Wynn, cheerfully piling his plate with all manner
of delicacies, turned a broad, grinning countenance to the
furious provider of the feast.

“That’s not a polite way to talk to a guest, Grundy,”
said Fatty Wynn, shaking his finger gravely at the seething
George Alfred. ‘ Where are your manners?”

“You—you—you——>="

. “These blessed School House bounders haven’t any man-
ners, have they? murmured Dick Redfern, helping himself
to a second plateful of curry.

“Ha, ha, hat Nol”

Watched by the helpless figures of their raging rivals,
the victorious New House fellows made the good things
vanish at an astonishing rate. Fatty Wynn, in particular,

Oh, my
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Out of the gloom came a dozen leaping figures, armed with knives and spears, who quickly surrounded Figgins !

was putting up an amazing performance in the way of an
appetite. . The champion trencherimnan of the New House
was excelling himself, as he tackled Grundy’s feed, while
the airship droned on its way across the heart of the Dark
Continent. =

When at last there was nothing left of the feed, except
?, ftew odd crumbs, Figgins & Co, rose, grinning, to their
eet.

“Thanks awfully for the feed, Grundy, old chap !”
chuckled Figgy. :

Grundy’s only reply was an incoherent roar of rage.

“Now, are we to let you chaps go? went on Kiggins
cheerfully. “Or shall we leave you trussed up for the
night ?”

Looks of dismay leapt into the faces of the unhappy
School House fellows. : :

“My—my dear Figgins!” gasped Herbert Skimpole feebly.
“T trust that you will not be so inconsiderate as to condemn
us to spend the remainder of the nocturnal hours in this
excessively uncomfortable predicament! I  sincerely
trust——"

“The thing is,” chuckled Figgins, “if we let you go,
will you all promise on your honour to make it pax? If
you won’t, you can stay trussed up till morning!” -

The School House fellows surveyed the cheery leader of

the New House with feelings too deep for words.
- Byt there was clearly no help for it! Unless they gave
_promise that Figgins & Co. could go their way in
eace, they would clearly be left tied up until morning,
tho other School House juniors would find them.
than face a night like that, they were willing to
give their promise, much though it went against the grain
to do so. Even Grundy realised that it was nccessary.

“All right,” growled Tom Merry. “We won’t touch
you! But just wait till to-morrow, you rotters!” ;

He grinned ruefully. The others gave their promises,
and Figgins & Co. untied them and departed with grinning
faces, as the School House juniors scrambled to their feet
and rubbed their aching limbs. 1

There was no doubt that New House had scorved heavily!

But even Figgins & Co. might have been less pleased
with themselves, as they trooped off to their own quarters,
had they been able to see the amazing, far-reaching results
of their midnight raid upon Grundy’s party!

° . . . . . .

Groan! - - = :
In the sleeping-cubicle which Figgins, Kerr, and Tatty

Wynn shared, a faint groan broke the stillness above the
level hum of the airship’s great engines

Figgins & Co. were sleeping. Fatty Wynn, from whom
the groan had come, was as sound asleep as either of his
chums. But his gigantic feed, when the New House crowd
had raided Grundy’s midnight party, was giving him bad
dreams ! =

“ Mum—mum—mmmm ! Qooocooh !”

The Falstaff of the New.House groaned again.

It was, perhaps, the Indian curry and sweetmeats thad
were causing the trouble. Fatty Wynn could sleep well
after huge suppers as a rule, but Grunds’s Eastern deli-
cacies had been more than even David Llewellyn Wyan
conld stand, apparently ! <

* Mocoooo—o—o—oh |

There was a rustling of bedclothes in the gloom of the
cubicle. The portly figure of Fatty Wynn had emerged,
climbing out of his bunk. His eyes were still closed as he
:}stpod in ‘the centre of the cubicle, his hands groping round
1171, i

Fatty Wynn was walking in his sleep!

Figgins and Kerr were still sleeping soundly. breathing
with quiet regularity, as their fat chum, with eves still
closed, groped his way across the cubicle, as sound asleep
as they, despite his deliberate movements. : ;

Though Fatty Wynn had been known to walk in his sleep
at St. Jim’s, he was not supposed, as a rule, to be addicted
to that dangerous and vather eerie habit, and there had
been no precautions taken in case of such an event.-

What the Welsh junior was dreaming about, only he
knew. Perhaps his sleeping brain was busy with mental
pictures of a_ disaster to the S 1000. Whatever the reason,
the sleep-walking New House junior was taking down
one of the parachutes with which the airship was provided,
like lifebelts on a liner, and with his eyes still fast-closed
was proceeding to fasten it to his pyjama-clad figure.

Muttering to himself, Fatty Wynn adjusted the last strap,
and turned gropingly towards the circular window opposite
the entrance to the cubicle,

“What the dickens—"

Tiggins’ eyes had opened. Ho had been awakened, per-
haps, by some sixth sense penetrating his sleeping brain,
warning him of the dire peri! of his fat chum.

The leador of the New House juniors sat up in his bunk
peering through the gloom. -
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“What’s up, Fatty?” muttered Figgins in astonishment,
a3 he saw his . chum moving towards the window, hands
stretched out queerly in front of him.

There was no answer from Fatty Wynn.
there broke a sudden startled, breathless cry.

The sight of his chum’s face, with its closed eyes and far-
away look, had suddenly told Figgins the truth.

“Great Scott! He’s walking in his sleep!” breathed

From Figgins

Figgins. “And he’s put a parachute on!”
Lven yet Figgins had not realised the danger. He threw
aside the bedclothes, softly slipping to the floor. He was

careful to make no sound, for he knew that in cases of
sleep-walking it is dangerous to waken the sufferer suddenly.

He turned to Kerr’s bunk, and reached out a hand to wake
up the Scottish junior.
sleepily—just in time to hear a cry of alarm break from
Figgins lips.

iggins, glancing round again at Fatty Wynn, had seen
the Welsh junior unfasten the window and open it. A rush
of hot night air came streaming in.

“Whassamatter 2"’ mumbled Kerr, rubbing his eyes.

Bhut the next moment his sleepy senses cleared with a
rush ! :

He had seen Figgins, his face as white as paper, hurl
himself across the cubicle. Too late. The fat figure of
Fatty Wynn had climbed through with a sudden unexpected
quickness that had prevented Figgins getting to him in time
to drag him back to safety—and the fat New House junior,
his eyes still closed, had dropped from sight, down into
the vast emptiness below the flying derigible.

There was a sobbing cry from George Figgins.

“My heavens!”

Kerr sprang across to his chum’s side. :

“He’s gone!” panted Figgins, his voice utterly unlike
his own. ‘‘Good heavens—he’s gone!”’ .

He leant out, his face ashen, staring down.

In the starlight a dwindling white shape could be secn
floating earthwards, swaying down towards the blackness
of the jungle, far beneath. Whether Fatty Wynn had
pulled the cord that opened the parachute while still sleep-
ing, or if he had awakened, and realising something of what
had happened, had instinctively pulled the cord, Figgins
could not know. But he drew a sobbing breath of relief.
The parachute would at any rate save his chum from being
dashed to a terrible death far below.

“What—what—"" stammered Kerr.

“He was walking in his sleep ! groaned Figgins. “He
put on a parachute and jumped out before I.could stop
him 17

Kerr’s eyes were filled with horror. But before he could
speak Figgins had grasped him by the arm.

“Raise the alarm!” he panted. “Tell ’em to stop the
atrehi = ”
airship! Quick!

He sprang to where the parachutes were kept, and hastily
began strapping onc on. Kerr watched him with dumb
astonishment.

“T'm going after him!” snapped Figgins fiercely. .

It was the work of a minute to fasten the parachute
securely. He turned again to the window, his face set with
grim resolve.

“Piggy—ro y

“Tell em to stop the airship!” repeated Figgins fiercely.

2

““His parachute opened all right. - He’s safe, with luck. But

he may have been hurt in landing——"

He squeezed out through the circular opening.

Kerr made an instinctive movement to restrain him, but
fell back at sight of the look on his chum’s face.

“Leave me alone!” panted. Figgins. “Hands off!”

The next moment Figgins had leapt out into the dark-
ness- and was dropping like a stone. The parachute
fluttered open in a few moments, filled out, and swayed
slowly earthwards, down towards the mysterious African
jungle, with all its hidden dangers and terrors—while the
great airship droned on its way through the starry night.

g —

 CHAPTER 4.
: In Savages® Hands !

OWN and down, gently. swaying, the parachute
D floated, Figgins staring downwards at the dim
shapes of giant trees that were rising slowly to

meet him.

Tt seemed an eternity before at last he -was near the earth.
But his eyes had grown used to the faint starlight, and he
could see that luck was with him; he was drifting down
towards an open space among the trees—a few minutes later
his feet were swishing through long jungle grass. He struck
the ground with a breathless jolt, bending his knees instine-
tively, otherwise his ankles might easily have been broken.
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Kerr opened his eyes, and sat up °
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The next moment, as he strove for a foothold, he was jerked
off his feet, and dragged sideways through the grass, while
the parachute swung down and collapsed limply near him.
_ His pyjamas torn, his hands and face scratched and blecd-
ing, Figgins struggled to his feet, staring round.

Alone in the jungle!

There was no sign of Fatty Wynn—no sign of the S 1000.
The airship had vanished beyond the trecs; but he could
still hear its engines humming through the quiet of the
tropic night. The edge of the jungle was sithouetted against
the stars, black and motionless.

Figgins had never felt so lonely in his life. For a moment
something almost like panic gripped him. It was unnerving
to know that he was down there in the wilds:-of Central
Africa, utterly unable to regain the airship, for the while,
at any rate, and utterly unarmed. He had slipped on a
pair of slippers before jumping, but he was clad only in
flimsy pyjamas. It was all rather like a dream—a weird,
horrible dream !

But he shook those thoughts from his brain as he hastily
began to unfasten the straps of the parachute,

At any cost, he must find his chum!

He sent a hoarse shout ringing through the gloom. There
was no answer—only the faint far-off howl of a wild beast
prowling somewhere in the depths of the tropical forest that
hemmed him in.

Again he shouted, and again.

A sickening sense of dread seized him when there was
still no reply. He knew that he could not be very far from
the spot where Fatty Wynn had landed. Why had his chum
not answered? In that eerie silence of the jungle, surely
Fatty Wynn must have heard |

He broke into a stumbling run towards the trees, in the
direction of the spot in which he judged his chum to have
landed.

His shouts echoed among the trunks of the giant tangled
trees as he plunged in among them, his face pale and
desperate. Something slithered from his path—a thin, evil-
looking snake. Iiggins scarcely noticed it.

What had happened to his chum?

A sudden shadowy movement among the trees ahead
caught his eyes, bringing a swift exclamation to his lips.
He came to a standstill, peering towards the spot where that
mysterious movement had been. He could see nothing,
But there was a queer, suspicious rustling among the thick-
growing foliage around him—and the next instant a startled
cry broke from him. :

Out of the gloom, a dozen leaping, running shapes had
burst inte view, closing in upon him. He caught the glint of
spearheads in the .starlight that penetrated the interlaced
boughs above his head. Almost before he realised his
danger, Figgins found himself surrounded by a ring of the
most. savage-looking men he had ever seen—half-naked
blacks, with shields and spears, and glittering eyes. A long
spear whizzed past his head,

He ducked instinctively. Before he could straighten him-
self again, a stunning blow knocked him sideways. One of
the savages had brought a club swinging down upon his
head—and for the time being Figgins knew no more!

. B . o . .

When Figgins opened his eyes again, his head was aching
sickeningly, and for some moments he could not collect his
senses at all. The dull pan 1n his head seemed to blind
him. But he could hear the faint ripple of water, and a
soft splashing sound, which he began to realise was the
splash of paddles.

He was lying prene.
that his arms were bound to his sides.
a groan.

Staring upwards, he saw dense foliage black against the
starry sky. He realised that he was in a long canoe ‘that
was being paddled by his savage captors along some ¥
that wound through the dense jungle, hemmed in on.all
sides by giant trees, whose tangled boughs dipped intg the.
water by the marshy banks. : P—

And then his heart leapt.

A voice had called his name—a voice he knew!
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It was the voice of Fatty Wynn.

At that sound, Figgmns’ bramn seemed to clear as if by
magic. He raised his head, and then he saw that the chum
to whose rescue ho had leapt from the airship was lying
bound in the bottom of the long canoe, near him.

“Tiggy, old chap!” TFatty Wynn’s voice was hoarse.
“Are you all right?”

“Rather !” returned Figgins, with a cheerfulness that he
was far from feeling. “Are you all right, too?”

“VYes, more or less.” Fatty Wynn, too, tried to speak
with a cheeriness that seemed almost out of place in their
present plight. Though the shock of what had happened
had been greater for him than even for Figgins, seeing

He tried to struggle up, but found
He sank back with
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that he had awakened from his trancelike state to find
himself swaying to earth by parachute, when he had gone
to sleep safely in the airship, Fatty Wynn was not the
fellow to show the white feather, “1 say, old chap, we're
in the soup !”

“Looks like it!” muttered Figgins.
too 1”

Ho stared at the nearest black—an ebony-faced savage
who was paddling steadily, taking no notice of the captives
unear his feet. 3 -

“Wonder where the dickens these chaps are taking us?”
grunted Fatty Wynn. “And why?”

“We’ll know pretty soon, 1 supgose,”
guietly., “I only hope—" -

He broke off. His voice had gone rather strained. .

Figgins knew only too well that there are still tribes in
Central Africa thet are cannibal. But he dared not pursue
that line of thought. e

“Deon’t worry, old chap,” he said hoarsely. “The airship
will stop—Kerr knows where we fell! They'll land some-
how, and scarch for us.” -

He broke off. again, closing his eyes wearily. His head
still ached splittingly. Though he did not know it, there
was caked blocd upon his temple where the black man's
club had struck him down

With flashing paddles the long canoe shot on down-
stream.

The sky above the over-arching trees scemed to be grow-
ing lighter, as though dawn was coming. In the humid
heat, a faint mist was drifting over the surface of the
turgid, coffce-coloured water. On either side, where the
water lapped the swampy banks among the roots of trecs,
dim in the gloom, huge crocodiles were lying motionless
on the mud-banks. Here and there, where -the river
widened into pools, schools of hippopotami lay half-
submerged, and the air was alive with darting insects.

Tigging’ aching brain took in little of the strange scene.
0ddly enough, his thoughts had turned to far-off St. Jim’s.

In the giant airship, the school had seemed far enough
away; but down here, in the depths of the jungle, it was
as though kis comparatively short drop from the S 1000 had
put another thousand miles between him and England!
An hour before, he and Fatty Wynn had been safe in the
great dirigible, surrounded by’ all the atmosphere of
civilisation. Down here in the humid jungle of the Congo,
civilisation scemed already a dim memory, and St. Jim's a
place’ out of another world !

An hour ago, safe on board the great zirship! And now,
prisoners in the hands of savages, being borne away decper
and deeper into the mysterious depths of the  tropical
forest |

And travelling by water as they were, how could they
hope that their friends from the airship would ever tracik
them down, to save them from whatever dreadful fate
awaited them?

Figgins shuddered as that realisation came o him.

The airship party might find the fallen parachutes; but
of the two New House juniors there would be no sign!
The éungle would have swallowed them utterly, without
trace

“So they got you,

said TFiggins

————

CHAPTER 5.
The Witch-Doctor !

OR what scemed an interminable distance to the two

t. Jim’s youngsters, the long canoe sped on be-

tween the dark banks of mud. But at last, on

turning another of the innumerable twists in the

stream, the men at the paddles cut in towards the water’s

edge, at a point where a number of huts were grouped in
a clearing beside the river.

A‘shout from one of the blacks in the canoe brought a
swa¥m of natives hurrying into view.

The' nose of the ungainly craft scraped against the bank,
aud’ Figgins, still half dazed, was dragged out of the
bottom of the canoe and thrust ashore, with Fatty Wynn.

There was no doubt that their arrival had caused a
sensation in the native village.

The crowd of blacks were gesticulating wildly as they
crowded round, jabbering excitedly in a queer tongue.

“We scom to be the star turn,” grunted Fatty Wynn,
with wry humour.

Figgins nodded with a faint grin.

With their arms still securely fastened to their sides, the
two youngsters were hustled towards one of the huts.

It seemed to be the largest hut in the clearing—evidently
the residence of the headman of the viilage. They had
scarcely halted outside it before the occupant appeared—an

enormously fat native, with a queer headdress of feathers, -

and metal ornaments jingling from his neck and ebony
arms.

. At his appearance, the jabbering of the rest ceased
instantly, -

7

Figging and Fatty Wynn, each supported betwesn a
couple of almost naked negroes, faced the bulky chieftain
with set faces. They were not going to show the white
feather. But they felt instinctively, nevertheless, that this
man with the thick lips and bloodshot eyes, held their
ives in his hands.

And then they had the shock of their lives!
addressing them—in English !

“Who you be?”

His voice was hostile, with its queer, faltering accent.
His English was evidently of a very primitive nature, Bub
the fact that they were able to talk with him had brought
:{1{3 instantaneous rush of relief to both Figgins and Fatty
Vynn., -

At any rate, they would no longer be in the dark con-
cerning their fate!

Figgins faced the fat chieftain with steady eyes.
Though he felt that he and his chum were in deadly
danger, it would not do to let this man think they were
afraid. They must try to bluff it out.

“We're LEnglish,” retorted Figgins grimly. “And if you
don’t let us go jolly quick, you'll find yourself in trouble.
We have friends with us—powerful friends. They will
follow .us here. If they find that we have been harmed,
you’ll get it in the neck—if you know what that means!”

“You bet!” nodded Fatty Wynn, with .an equal show
of confidence.

The chief grunted.

It seemed to Figgins that the man was oddly uneasy.

His bloodshot eyes shifted to his followers, and for a
minute or so he questioned them in his own tongue. At
last_he turned to the two captive youngsters. ?

“I told you come from sky!” he said, watching them
with a keen stare. “That mad talk, Who you be?” A
queer glint came into his flashing eyes. “You from—"
He . paused, and his next words were in a queer, uneasy
mutter. “You from Valley of Thunder?” :

The very mention of the words seemed almost to secare
him, for some mysterious reason. He glanced round un-
easily as he spoke.

“You come from Valley of Thunder?” he repeated.
“You come from white men of Valley of Thunder?”

Figgins and Fatly Wynn glanced at one another with
astonishment.

He was

(Continued on next page.)
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Just what the man meant was a mystery. But his words
seemed to hint at the presence in the neighbourhood of
white men—though how any white men came to be in this
lost corner of Central Africa was bewildering !

“The white men of the Valley of Thunder?” muttered
Figgins under his breath. “What the dickens is he driving
at?’

““Gtoodness knows !”’ grunted. Fatty Wynn. ;

It flashied into Figgins’ mind that it might be a good idea
to pretend that they did come from that mysterious and
apparently dreaded spot. But it was safer not to risk a
plunge in the dark, he decided.

“No,” he answered, “we don’t come from the Valley of
Thunder. It’s true enough what your chaps said—we came
from the sky. We came out of an airship, if you know what
that is.”’

The chieftain broke in with an impatient exclamation.

It was quite clear that he knew nothing of aircraft, and
utterly refused to believe that story. -~ = 3

But the fact that Figgins had denied any connection with
the mysterious Valley of Thunder—whatever that place
might be—scemed to have relieved him considerably. His
black face cleared to some extent, though his eyes still held
a faintly suspicious gleam. :

_ But before he could speak there came a sudden inter-
ruption. .

From one of the other huts a weird figure had suddenly
emerged—a thin, shrivelled figure, with ev1l‘ eyes and a
mass of horrible ornaments festooned over his shrunken
frame, apparently made for the most part from human
bones. His hands were skinny and claw-like, and seemed
to be trembling with excitement as he bounded towards the

roup.
& ThIeJa black men fell back hastily at his approach.
That the newcomer was the
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huts, flinging them in. The two juniors collapsed on the
carthen floor, breathless and bruised.

The heavy figure of the chieftain loomed up in the dooz-
way, glaring in at them. The skinny witch-doctor could be
seen peering in past him, his yellow fangs revealed with a
grin of evil glee.

“You sacrifice—now !”’ exclaimed the chief fiercely. He
smiled, his white teeth flashing in his dusky countenance.
*Then we free of curse of Valley of Thunder for ever I’

He swung on his heel andemarched away, leaving Figging
and Fatty Wynn lying bound and helpless where they had
fallen in the gloom of the hut.

What it all meant they could not imagine. But one thing
was only too terribly plain to them—thanks to the evil
influence. of the witch-doctor, they were to be sacrificed
there and then to allay some strange curse that the savages
believed to hang cover them—the curse of the mysterious
Valley of Thunder!

P

CHAPTER 6.
At {he Stake !
HEY were not. left long in ignoranse of the precise
nature of their fate.
.The sun had risen by now, and in the glare out-
side the stifling little hut into which they had been
flung they could see a dozen excited blacks hammering two
tall stakes into the ground in the centre of the clearing.
Some of them were collecting great piles of dry faggots
and laying them round the base of the posts.

“Good heavens!”’ Fatty Wynn’s voice was so hoarse as
to be almost incoherent as he realised what their fate was
to be. “They—they’re going to burn us alive 1”

Figgins licked his tongue

village witch-doctor Figgins

and Fatty Wynn both realised
in a moment. And something
in the evil face, with its
horrible grin displaying the
shrunken gums and broken
yellow teeth, caused a sudden
cold shiver to run down Fig-
gins’ spine.
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ace 14 gone drawn an
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yet 1

His thoughts flew to the
airship. For a moment the
desperate hope leapt into his

The witch-doctor, mumbling

mind that perhaps their friends

excitedly, threw himself face- i
down before the chieftain, his whole skinny frame quivering
strangely. 3

The chieftain said something in an uncasy tone, and a
torrent of shrill words answered him, as theTwitch-doctor
leapt to his feet and began capering wildly in front of the
captive youngsters. What he was saying they could not
know; but the look in his black, beady eyes as he danced
and mumbled before them told Figgins and Fatty Wynn
well enough that they had every reason to dread the hor-
rible figure with its festoons of bones. - e

“This chap doesn’t mean us any good,”” muttered Figgins
under his breath, “I believe the chief was going to let us
go, but—" :

He broke off, With a final wild shriek that echoed weirdly
across the clearing, the witch-doctor had halted in his crazy
dance, with his two skinny arms outflung, a hand pointing
to each of his helpless captives. : 3

The chieftain’s bloodshot eyes went startled, and darkened.
The rest of the blacks fell away as if in superstitious terror
from the proximity of the witch-doctor and the two captive
voungsters at whom his outflung arms were pointing acous-
ingly, menacingly. The beady eyes of the wild figure burnt
into Figging’ with a fanatical glare.

Suddenly he threw back his head, and a cackle of dreadful
jaughter burst from his lips. He turned to the chieftain,
who had taken a few paces back, as if in uncasy fear of the
nearness of the two white prisoners.

“What the dickens——"" gasped Fatty Wynn.

Figgins found his veice.

“J.ook here,”” he said in quiet, grim tones, “I dunno what
all this monkey business means, but I tell you the sooner
you let us go and take us back to where you found us the
better it’ll be for you! See? Our friends—-"’

The chieftain broke in on his words snarlingly.

“Cease!” he exclaimed harshly. “You bad! Kalg all
wise! He say you bad spirits—sacrifice! If sacrifice you,
we free of curse! Sacrifice you, and white men of Valley
of Thunder go-leave us for ever !”’

Figgins stared back at him dazedly.

“What on earth are you talking about?”’ he panted.
“We know nothing about the Valley of Thurnder, of the
white men there ! tell you—"

He did not finish his words. At a sign from the chieftain
four of the natives flung themselves upon Pigging and Fatty
Wynn and dragged them across the clearing to one of the
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on board the S1000 might
fcilnd them before they could be dragged out to their dreadful
oom.

But the hope died almost instantly.

By now, very likely, the St. Jim’s party from the giant
dirigible had effected a landing at the spot where they had
jumped out by parachute; they might even have already
discovered the two parachutes lying where they had left
them. But how could they possibly trace them up the river,
ali those miles, to this jung{)e village?

Figgins felt a sickening horror grip him.

“We've got to keep a stiff upper lip,” he repeated in a
voice that seemed to choke in his throat. “If the worst
happens, it’'ll scon be over—-"

“If only we knew what they meant about the Valley of
Thunder !”” groaned Fatty Wynn. = “Perhaps we could
persuade them then that we are nothing to do with it.”’ 5

The minutes dragged on. The hut was filled with inseets
that hummed to and fro, settling on their faces, tormenting
them with their stings. But they were helpless even to keep
off the mosquitoes—not that in their present sense of over-
whelming horror they could worry much about anything
but the ghastly fate in store.

By now a huge pile of faggots surrcunded each of the
stakes in the clearing.

They could see the gkinny figure of the witch-doctor
capering about excitedly, jabbering and waving his arms.
That he was held in the greatest respect by the blacks was
evident. Figgins and Fatty Wynn had already had proof
that even the chief was under the man’s influence.

That the chieftain would have released them had it not
been for the interference of Kala, the witch-doctor, Figgins
felt convineced.

At last, it seemed, all the preparations were ready.

Four blacks cntered the hut, and the two captive juniors
wete dragged to their feet and out into the sunlight.
~ A wild yell from the assembled crowd of natives greeted
thelr appearance. -

A huge ring had been formed round the stakes, with a
kind of throne placed for the chieftain, who was seated upon
it in state. Ile seemed to have donned a quantity of further
ornaments for the occasion, and his face was eager and
excited as he watched Figgins and Fatty Wynn dragged to
the stakes and lashed to them. :

Beside his throne, Kala, the witch-doctor, was standing,
waving his skinny black arms and muttering.

The four blacks, their task completed, stepped back.
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‘The blacks prosirated themselves in a circle around the astonished Arthur Augustus!

Figging and Fatty Wynn, each bound to one of the big
stakes, their feet among the piled faggots, stared round
dazedly, with ashen faces.

Despite himself, a sobbing cry broke from Fatty Wynn.

Figgins, fighting to rid his voice of any tremor, gazed
ecross towards the seated chieftain.

“1 warn you!” he cried hoarsely. “You'll be sorry if
you do this! Our friends are powerful. They will revenge
us. White men will come to your village and destroy it
utterly if you harm a hair of our heads!”

At his words, an excited murmur arose from the ring of
blacks. They could not understand what Figgins had said,
but that he had been uttering a threat was clear encugh.

But the chieftain only grinned maliciously.

“You die!” he said, in his guttural voice. “Kala knows.
Kala say you die, and then the curse of Valley of Thunder
upon us no more! Good!”

“1t’s a lie!” cried Figgins fiercely. ‘““He doesn’t know
what he’s talking about! It won't do you any good, killing
us! It'll only mean harm for you!”

The chief shook his head, with another grin. He signed
to a couple of his followers, and they ran forward 'with
lighted torches,

Piggins felt his senses rceling with the horror of it. 1t
as. clearly useless to try to argue with the chieftain. The

ch-doctor -had said that if the two white captives were
ced, it would lift some mysterious curse, and whatever
“they said could not shake the chieftain’s belief that it
“waild be so.

...One of the men with torches had halted before him, witif
an ovil grin on his ebony face.

The man muttered something as his eyes met Figgins,
and made some queer sign, evidently with an idea of avert-
ing.the risk of the “Evil BEye.” He stooped, and thrust
the torch into the faggots,

With # sharp crackle, and a sudden swirl of smoke, the
dry sticks burst into flame.

Figgins gave a sobbing ery as the smoke rose past his
face The breeze blew it round his head, filling his nostrils
with pungent fumes, choking him.

From the stake near him to which Fatty Wynn was
bound, he heard another crackle of flame, as the second
black ignited the faggots piled around his chum,

“Figgy, old chap—-"

Fatty Wynn’s words broke off incoherently.
turned his head towards his chum.

Figgins

“Cheerio, old man,” he managed. “It’ll soon be over |

There was a grunt from tho black man with the torch.
The wood was not burning as fast as he wanted. He
stooped to thrust the torch in among the sticks at another
point.

And then a sudden, excited shout from the other side of
the clearing came to Figgins' ears above the increasing
crackle of the flames. It was taken up on all sides—wild,
excited cries filled the clearing.

Figgins stared with smarting eyes through the thickening
smoke. ;

He saw that the chieftain had leapt to his feet—that the
rest of the blacks were paying no more attention to the
captives at the stake, but were huddling back in fear from
a figure that had come striding into the clearing frem the
direction of the river. Soma of them were dropping to
their knees, covering their faces in terror.

Figging’ heart leapt. )

For the newcomer was a white man! \

Ho cried out wildly. A swirling eddy of smoke swept past
his face, blinding him, choking him. But the next momenta
huge figure loomed up beside him, the figure of a gigantic
black man, with a rifle swung across his massive shoulder.
The man had a knife in his hand, was slashing at his bonds,
As the flames swept into sudden roaring activity at his feet
Figgins lurched cideways, freed from the stake, into the
arms of his rescuer.

He was saved !

CHAPTER 7,
Da Rosal

56 ARAMBA! White boys!”
A silky voice fell upon Figgins’ ears, as he passed
a hand across his streaming eyes, and stared round.

The white man he had seen stride into the
clearing was standing before him, surveying him in evident
astonishment,

He was a striking-looking individual—tall, with a thin,
black moustache, and glittering black eyes.  His thin,
sallow face was hard and cruel, despite the slight smile
that hovered over his lips. From his soft, foreign voice it
was clear that he was not English. FHe looked like a
Spaniard, or a Portuguese.

Tsr Gry Lisrany.—No. 1,189.
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Under his arm he carried a gleaming Winchester rifie.
Jle was elad in white from head to foot, with o wide hat
tilied over his eyes. He was @ handsome man, there was
no doubt about that, But something in the cruel face
brought a chill to Figging’ heart, despite the rush of almost
hysterical relief that had swept over him at his last-minute
rescue from a ghastly death.

Fatty Wynn, too, had been released before the flames
had reached him,

The tall man in white glanced from one to” another of
the two St. Jim’s juniors with evident bewilderment.

"How two white youngsters, clad in torn pyjamas, came to
be here in this little Central African village in the heart of
the African jungle must have bewildered him considerably.

On either side of him stood two huge blacks, each with
a gleaming rifle slung across his shoulder, and a long whip
tueked into his waist-belt. They were clearly of an alto-
gether different tribe from that of the occupants of the
village, at whom they were glancing in contempt, as the
latter grovelled around them,

Figgins saw that even Kala, the witch-doctor, and the fat
old chief were prostrate before the mysterious newcomers.
The rest of the village had either made themselves scarce
altogether, or were prostrating themselves, moaning as if
in terror.

“ And who are you, my young friends?”

The purring voice of the mysterious white man was
smooth and bland. His teeth flashed in a silky smile, as he
glanced from one to the other.

Figgins and Fatty Wynn were
shaken from their terrible experience.
strained way. g 5

“Vou came in the nick af time, sir1* he said quietly.

“T am delighted to have

still looking pale and
Figgins laughed in &
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prolific diamond field. Wonderful diamonds, my young
friends! Millions of pounds worth of the finest stones in
the world! It is the noise of the blasting operations that
has caused the natives to name it the Valley of Thunder.”

“I see,” nodded Figgins. “But—"

“You wonder, perhaps, why the natives fear it?” Da
Rosa laughed softly. There was something horrible in his
laugh. “Tt is for this reason! As you can imagine, I did
not wish my discovery to be known to the outside world.
As you may know, the diamond business is a very closely-
guarded one—if I made my discovery known, I might well
find myself unable to market my goods. No need to ex-
plain in detail. Besides, there might be difficulties about
concessions, and so forth. Therefore, I have said nothing
to any man, except my few white assistants, of my won-
derful find!”

He blew a thin ring of coiling smoke, and laughed again.

“This .part of Africa is practically unexplored. There
is no danger of my workings being discovered if I am cave-
ful. But I need men to work for me. If I bring labour
here, the sccret will leak out to the coast. That is what T

~do not want. Therefore, I employ forced labour, my young

friends.”

“Forced labour?” echoed Figgins. “You—you mean——>

“Slaves!” said Da Rosa carelessly.

Figgins drew a gasping breath.

Though he knew that there were still slaves in Africa,
in Abyssinia, the black kingdom on the eastern side of the
dark continent, he had never credited that a white man
could be guilty of that appalling crime against humanity.
He stared at Da Rosa in wide-eyed horror.

“You seem surprised, my young friends,” smiled the
Portuguese silkily. “But why should I not employ slaves?
No one can discover it!

been' of service,” purred the
other, with another flashing
smile.  “But, tell me, who
are you, and how in the name
of all that is wonderful did
you come to be here?”
Briefly Figgins explained.
The natives were still
grovelling and moaning
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1 have in my employ a number
of Aggolas—one of the
strongest and’ most fearless
tribes of the Upper Congo.
You have secen some of them
outside. I pay them well, and

they assist me. Thanks to
' them, I am able to help
i} myself to as many slaves as

round the tall white man with

I want from these dogs of

the sallow face and flashing
eyes, as he listened with a curious expression to Figgins'
cxplanation.

“S0!” he murmured softly. “From an airship, eh?
Queer that I saw nothing of this airship, my young friends,
It must have passed not far from my domain.”

Ho ran thin white fingers along his moustache, his eyes
glittering thoughtfully.

He turned to where the chieftain lay prostrate, face down
before him, and spoke a few curt words in some native
tongue, The chieftain answered with a breathless,
frightened torrent of explanation. The mysterious white
man laughed softly. :

“I see! My young friends, it may interest you to know

that it was on my account that you were to die so
painfully I
“But—but who are you?” broke in IFatty Wynn
breathlessly.

“My name is Da Rosa—at your service. My nationality
is Portuguese. I can assure you that I am delig‘ﬁtod to make
your acquaintance !” ;

There was a queer, sinister ring in the softly spoken
words that warned both the New House juniors that, as a
matter of fact, the Portuguese was anything but delighted
at having found them there in the native village. And the
terror with which he was regarded by the blacks was so
great as to be horrible, Figgins felt an odd tightening at
his heart as his eyes met those of Da Rosa.

“Weo must have a talk,” said the man abruptly.
this way.”

He turned on his heel, striding towards the chieftain’s hut.
Figgins and Fatty Wynn followed him. Da Rosa brutally
kicked aside one of the grovelling blacks and entered the
hut. Inside he turned again to the two puzzled juniors with
his flashing smile.

“You are wondering what I am doing here?” he mur-
mured. “I will explain [” }

He took from his pocked a long black cigar, and lit it, his
eyes never leaving their faces.

“Did Ussungi, that fat fool of a chief, speak to you of
the Valley of Thunder?”

“Yes!” Figgins nodded, with a -quick glance at his
chum. “We wondered what—"

“The Valley of Thunder,” hroke in the Portuguese softly,
“is mine. I happened to discover some yecars ago that this
particular valley, about ten miles up the river, is a
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“Come

Dakkans—the tribe to whom
the men of this village belong! You have seen for your-
selves that they are in terror of me. They know that my
arrival means that this village is surrounded even now by
Aggolas—and they know that my coming means that I have
come for more slaves for the Valley of Thunder!”

A cruel laugh broke from his thin, smiling lips, the long
cigar clenched between his flashing white teeth.

“I make my slaves work hard,” he purred, “They die off
with unfortunate rapidity! Of:late there has been disease
in the valley, and I am short of slaves. I have come here
to-day to take twenty men back with me from this village.”

Figgins and Fatty Wynn were surveying the Portuguese
with utter horror.

Though he had been the cause of their lives being saved,
they could feel nothing for him but loathing and disgust.
Ho evidently read their looks, for he laughed mockingly.

“You are a little shocked, I fear?” .

“But it’s ghastly!” panted TFatty Wynn fiercely.
“Horrible! Slavery is the foulest erime upder the sun!”

“T fail to agree!” purred Da Rosa, with a shrug. “T
realise, however, that the outside world thinks as you think.
For that reason, I am, as I say, keeping the whole thing
a very strict secret. No white men ever come to these
parts—it is not difficult, therefore, to keep this secret to
myself.” : S =

“Then why have you told us?” eried Figgins hoarsely:.

Already a suspicion of the terrible truth had leapt-j
his brain.’ T

“ Because, my young friends,” answered Da Rosa sofily,
“vou are about to see me collect my new slaves. You
would, if you returned to your friends—who otherwise can
never find you—tell them what you know. For that reason,
I have already decided that you shall never return to your
friends. As far as they are concerned, you have been swal-
lowed by the jungle never to be seen again! Therefore, I
can speak to you freely. You understand?”

“What do you mean ?”” breathed Figgins.

His face, like the face of his chum, had gone deathly
pale. He recoiled a step instinctively.

“T mean just what I say,” smiled Da Rosa. * You know
too much. Therefore you must never be allowed to return
with what you know to your friends on board this airship.”

He shrugged. 2

“QOne way out of the dificulty, of course, would be to kill
you. After all, you nearly died just now, when the fools
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out there were going to sacrifice you to their gods, their
crazy witch-doctor having told them that if they did, the
gods would slay me for them! But I do not intend to kiil
you., Oh, no! As I have said, I am short of slaves. You
are both strong, lusty youngsters. Therefore I shall take
you to the valley, with twenty black men I have come for.”

He paused, glancing from Figgins to his chum with
mocking eyes.

“You shall come to the valley,” he repeated -silkily.
“And there you shall become my slaves!”

CHAPTER 8.
In the Hands of the Siaver!

IGGINS and Fatty Wynn stared at Da Rosa as if they
could not believe their ears.

His cold-blooded, mocking tones had struck an

icy chill to their hearts. They knew at last what

Ussungi, the chieftain of the village, had meant by the

Valley of Thunder! They knew, too, why he and his people

were in such terror of the white men of the dreaded valley.

And they were to suffer the fate that Da Rosa had meted
out to so many of Ussungi's people—slavery!

“You hound !” panted Figgins. “ You fiend—"

“@ilence !” snarled Da Rosa. ‘

The smile had gone from the face of the Portuguese.
His handsome, cruel face had set in fierce lines. He clapped
his hands, and two of his physically splendid Aggolas came
striding into the hut. He said something in a native
dialect, and the giant blacks promptly scized Figgins and
Fatty Wynn in a vice-like grip.

‘“Hands off !’ cried Figging,
“Hands off, you hounds!”

Da Rosa laughed, and strode out into the sunlight after
them as they were dragged from the hut helpless in the
grip of the two grinning Aggolas.

In the clearing in the centre of the ring of huts, a strange
sight met the eyes of the two vainly struggling St. Jim’s
juniors. /

A score of the Dakkans, the men of Ussungi’s tribe whom
Da Rosa’s Aggolas had selected during their master’s talk
with the juniors in the hut, were standing sullenly in the
clearing, square, wooden collars locked round their necks.
Tach man was fastened by his collar to the man next him
with a short length of chain, in single file.

struggling desperately.
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At a word from Da Rosa one of the Aggolas strode for-
ward with two more collars and lengths of chain. The
collars were fastened round the necks of the two white
juniors, and they were roughly yoked to the end of the
line of slaves,

Da Rosa said something to his men. The Aggolas—
more than a score of them were in the clearing now—
cracked their whips, and the line of slaves moved off in
sullen despair towards the trees, following the tall figure
of the Portuguese.

Figgins and Fatty Wynn, helplessly chained to the line,
had to follow !

Watched by the miserable faces of Ussungi and the rest
of his people, with the women of the village moaning and
crying out, urged on by the cracking whips of the Aggolas,
with their chains clinking mournfully, Da Rosa’s new
slaves vanished into the gloom of the giant trees—on their
way to the dreaded Valley of Thunder !

T And among them went the two juniors from far-of St.

im’s !

. . . . ° . . .

Theat ten-mile march through the humid heat of the
jungle, yvoked like cattle, seemed to Figgins and his chum
more like a nightmare than stark reality.

If ever they faltered, the long whips of the watchful

_Aggolas scon came hissing round their legs, to prevent them

from slowing down the pace of the long file. It seemed as
though the march would never end. But at last they
came out from the trees into a rocky gorge, strewn with
boulders, along which they were marched for half a mile
or so. Then, turning a jutting shoulder of rock, they came
to the Valley of Thunder! )

It was a desolate-looking spot, shut in by high walls of
cliff, with a shallow stream running through it. At the
farther end were a number of huts, and working every-
where were gangs of blacks, chained together like them-
selves, guarded by the silent figures of men of the Aggoia
tribe, each of whom was armed with a rifle and a whip.

As they filed into the dreaded valley, a deep, thunderous
rumble echoed out from cliff to cliff. A great section of
rock came tumbling down; blasting operations were
evidently in progress. . ;

Figgins and Fatty Wynn, faint and ill, scarcely noticec
their surroundings, however.

(Continued on next page.)
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During that long march they had come to realise, with
i}otpe]oss bitterness, how vain it was to try io escape their
ate.

The slightest resistance would mean the whip !

The new slaves were marched into a compound in the
shadow of one of the cliffs, where they were allowed to
fling themselves down wearily.

They had only cnce been given water on their journey
from the village, and Figgins and Fatty Wynn were parched
with thirst. But water was brought to them now, and some
food—a meagre quantity of hashed vegetables. When they
had eaten, Da Rosa appeared. -

He went along the line of chained men, accompanied by
a swarthy Portuguese, whose name seemed to be Chortz.
The slaves were chosen for various work, and rechained
accordingly, in gangs of five and six. =

Figgins and Fatty Wynn stared up at Da Rosa with
burning eyes as the Portuguese halted before them, sur-
veying them, with a mocking smile. —

“You fiend!” panted Figgins thickly.

“Bilence, young dog!” snarled the man named Chortz,
and brought his whip lashing down across the junioz’s
shoulder.

Fatty Wynn cried out fiercely. Da Rosa laughed.

“You had better learn obedience, my young friends,” he
purred silkily. “Remember always that now you belong to
me—utterly I’

He gave a curt command in Portuguese, and strode
away.

Figgins and Fatly Wynn were unchained from the line
of blacks, and led away, still yoked together, to be fastened
to four broken-spirited blacks who were working at the
watcr’s edge, sifting rubble for diamonds.

Chortz, the Portuguese, grinned maliciously.

“Get to work !’ he growled, in broken English.
diamond you find place here!”

He raised his whip threateningly, as Figgins and Fatty
Wynn looked like refusing.

Bub to refuse was useless, they knew. Without a word
they picked up the sieves that were provided for them,
and set to work. The four blacks to whom they were
chained were paying mno attention to them, after their first
surprise at seeing that the two white slaves in their gang
had brought the whip of a tall Aggola hissing across their
backs. They worked with a dumb despair, like animals.

“Keep your pecker up, old chap!” muttered Figgins
hoarsely. i

The black man to whom he was fastened picked a huge
glittering diamond from his sieve, and tossed it uninter-
estedly on to the little pile behind him. ,

That the valley was thick with the precious stones, of
amazing size and quality, was clear enough. Da Rosa must
have been making his fortune in the Valley of Thunder—
wealth almost beyond the dreams of avarice! ‘

And Figgins and Fatty Wynn were to help him in
amassing his ill-gotten riches—were to work for him in
chains, counted among his slaves!

The knowledge of that amazing, ghastly fact seemed to
numb their brains, stupefying them, so that even now they
could not realise the full horror of their lot.

One hope only was left to them!

They knew that the St. Jim’s party from the great air-
ship would leave no stone unturned to find them.

Vet how could they hope that their friends from the
81000 would find them, here in this lonely corner of the
wilds, shut in on all sides by almost impenetrable jungle?

A low groan escaped from Figgins as he toiled on at his
chum’s side, in the blazing heat of the African sun.

“Hvery
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He knew only too well, as Fatty Wynn also knew, thab
their chances of being found and rescued by the party
from the airship were no more than one in a thousand !

— e

CHAPTER 9.
On the Trail !

6 Al Jove! It’s wotten!”

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy, the swell of St. Jim’s,

spoke in deeply troubled tones.

Most of the juniors of the airship party were
gathered in the lower promenade deck. The S1000 was
hovering almost motionless, head to the slight wind, her
huge propellers turning sfowly, keeping her practically
motionless in the air above the little clearing in which
Figgins and Fatty Wynn had landed in the night.-

The two parachutes could be seen below—Figgins’ lying
in the open, Fatty Wynn’s caught up and torn among the
branches of some trees.

But of the two missing New Houss juniors there had been
no sign, not since dawn had broken and the anxious search
for them had begun.

By means of a trailing rope-ladder Sir Napier Wynter
and Mr. Railton, Eric Kildare, the captain of St. Jim’s,
and three other Sixth-Formers, had made a risky landing
from the hovering dirigible. That had been some hours
ago. They had signalled from the ground that they had
been unable to find any trace of the vanished youngsters,
after a brief search.- Now they had set off with some
members of the airship’s erew to scour the surrounding
jungle. They had been gone a long time—it was now past
midday. There had been no further sight of them since
they had vanished into the trees, armed with rifles, for the
continuance of their search.

What could have happened to Figgins and his chum was
a staggering mystery to those on board the airship, as well
as to the members of the search-party.

“It’s amazing !” muttered Jack Blake, staring down
through the long mica windows at the tangled green of
the jungle beneath. - “They’ve vanished off the face of
the pa'rth; somehow or other! Hang it, it’s like black
magic

The faces of the juniors were all deeply troubled.

That some harm had come to Figgins and Fatty Wynn
was obvious enough. In their hearts there was not one
of the fellows gathered on the deck who did not belicve
that the two New House juniors must have been dragged
off into the forest by wild beasts. But the fact that no sign
of any such tragedy having taken place could be found,
apparently, by those below, still caused them to hope
desperately that even yet the missing juniors might turn

P.

“If a lion had got them———"" muttered Monty Lowther.

He broke off, with a shudder.

“If that had happened, surely there would have been
sorpetlhing to show what had happened,” put in 'Tom Merry
quietly. é

“Let’s hope they simply went into the forest to shin up
a tree or something, to be safe while they waited for day-
light, and got lost,” said Levison of the Fourth, trying to
.lspeak ’hopefully. ¢If so, they’ll be found all right sooner or

ater. s

“I guess that may be it,” nodded Cyrus K. Handecock,
the American junior.

“Pray Heaven that’s the solution to it,” breathed Kerr.

The Scottish youngster’s face was drawn and pale. He,
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even more than the others, had felt the shock of Figgins
and Fatty Wynn’s disappearance.

Thére was a sudden excited cry from Grundy.

“Here they comel”

The rescue party had appeared at last from the edge of
the trees. Dut the fact that they were returning without
any sign of Figgins and Fatty Wynn brought a groan of
disappointment irom the juniors staring down from the
hovering dirigible. ;

Led by Sir Napier Wynter, the members of the search-
party came swarming one by one up the swaying rope ladder
that trailed down into the clearing. The baronet appeared
a minuto later at the end cf the deck, and the juniors
hurried towards him,

“ Any news, sir?” panted Dick Redfern.

Sir Napier glanced at the juniors and paused in the
doorway of the main saloon. His tanned face was very
grave. * ; :

He nodded.

“Yes. We have found traces of them, we think; at
least, there arc traces of a band of savages having passed
~this way, and, judging from certain signs, we believe
that thoy were carrying Figgins and Wynn with them—
prisoners, I suppose. Unfortunately, the tracks ended at
a river, and we could follow them no farther.”

There was an excited chorus of exclamations. A wave
of relief had swept over the juniors. Though the news was
bad in one way, and startling, it was, at any rate, far
better than it might have been. If Figgins and his chum
had fallen into the hands of savages, the chances were that
they were still alive—could be rescued.

“Gwoat Scott!” breathed Arthu: Augnstns. “Savages!”

Sir Napier disappeared into the saloon, followed by Mr.
Railton and the Sixth-Formers, who had also entered the
deck by now.: They were on their way to consult with Com-
mander Dawson, the captain of the airship. -

A brief conference was held. The result come to was
unanimous—that the boats that the airship carried must be
utilised in the search, and that strong, armed search-parties
must proceed ‘at once both ‘up and down the river in hunt
of the missing juniors and their captors.

Accordingly, not so very long afterwards, three canocs
were creeping down the river along which the long canoe
of the Dakkans had proceeded hours befere with Figgins
and Fatty Wynn on board as prisoners.

In the front canoe was Sir Napier Wynter with his
nephew, Eric Kildare, Darrell, and North of the Sixth.
In the second were Lefevre, the captain of tho Fifth, Smith
major, Lee and Cutts of the same Form. The thisd canoe
contained Blake, Herries, Digby, and Arthur Augustus
D’ Arcy.

They were all armed with rifles, and were keeping a keen
look-out for any possible landing-place that might have been
utilised by thegnissing juniors’ mysterious captors.

Another party, including Tom Merry & Co., had seb
off up the river under the leadership of BMe. Railton.

Blake & Co.’s eyes were gleaming excitedly as they
paddled on through the humid, misty heat between the
crocodile-infested banks. TFor miles there had becn no spot
at which any human being could possibly have effected a
landing.

That their search might well involve them in a fight with
natives they knew well enough. At first, in fact, Sir Napier
and Mr. Railton had scemed very dubious about allowing
any but Sixth and Fifth-Formers to join in the search.
But they had given way at last to the pleadings of the
eager juniors. ;
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“YIf iy comes to a scrap with some blessed niggers,”
muttered Blake, glancing at the mile lying between his
feet, “we’ll jolly well show ’em they can’t kidnap a couple
of our chaps without getting it in the neck!”

“Yaas, wathah!”

From the front canos there came a sudden shout, in the
voice of Eric Kildare. The captain of St. Jim’s had flung
out a pointing hand as the canoe in which he was scated
had shot round another of the bewildering twists in the
river, to reveal a native village at the water’s edge—
Ussungi’s village, had they only known it—irom which
Figgins and Fatty Wynn had been marched in chains by
the villainous Portuguese only a couple of hours before.

The arrival of Sir Napier Wynter and his party was a
shock to the fat chieftain, Ussungi.

Scared as he still was as a result of Da Rosa’s visit,
and in terror lest these strange white visitors would exact
vengeance if they lcarnt of the fate of the two youngsters
whom his men had brought prisoners to him, and whom
he had allowed Da Rosa to take as slaves, Ussungi demied
all knowledge of the missing juniors to Sir Napier.

His protests were so vehement that the baronet came to
the conclusion, after closely questioning the chief, that the
man was speaking the truth.

“We're on the wrong track, apparently,” he said, turn-
ing to Kildare, who was standing near with the rest of the
party.

Heavily armed as they all were, the Dakkans had made
no attempt at hostility ; besides, they were thoroughly cowed
at the sight of a white man, in any case, thanks to the
reign ‘of terror that Da Rosa had brought about among
the tribe. It was only because Figgins and Fatty Wynn
had been only boys that Ussungi’s men had dared bring
them captive to their chief.

“Let’s hope Mr. Railton’s party have better luck,” said
Kildare, with a rather despairing shrug. ©But—"

He broke off. There had come a sudden excited shout
from Digby.

“My hat! Look!”

Dig was pointing excitedly to a torn shred of cloth lying
near some faggots piled by one of the huts. By now the
stakes at which the two white youngsters were to have been
burnt as sacrifices to the gods of the Dakkans had been
taken down; but the faggots were still to be seen.

And among the sticks was a piece of blue-and-white striped
cloth—part of a pyjama jacket! And Digby had recognised
it as the pattern of the pyjamas that he knew Figgins fo
have been wearing the night before.

“Figey's pyjamas—I'll swear it!” gasped Dig excitedly,
snatching up the shred of cloth.

“Good gad!” Kildare gave a breathless exclamation,
“You know that? Then the youngsters have been here !”

He turned a grim face to Ussungi. The fat old chief
was looking thoroughly flabbergasted at their discovery.
His bloodshot eyes shifted uneasily before Kildare's angry
gaze and the keen eyes of Sir Napier Wynter.

“What do you say to this, Ussungi?” snapped Sir
Napier. “You have been lying to us!”

Ussungi was scared now that his secret had been dis-
covered. He did not like the look in Sir Napier’s face,
nor the look of the gleaming Winchesters with which the
white party were all armed.

He glanced round wildly. The silent crowd of blacks
that had gathered in a ring round their chieftain and the
white visitors were looking distinctly uneasy, too.

“Tho white man wise,” mumbled Ussungi. “He know all
—no good lie! Yes, white boys here. But they gone 1
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_“Where have they gone, you black villain?” snapped Sir
Napier fiercely, striding forward and grasping the chief’s
naked arm in vice-like fingers. “Don’t lie to- me fusther
or it will be the worse for you |”

' Mumblingly, with many uneasy glances at Sir Napier’s
set face but with his eyes on the ground for the most
part, the fat chief blurted out the whole story in broken
guttural tones. i

his tale the baronet drow a deep breath. -
“Good heavens {*
~ He had let go his hold of the negro’s arm.
gripped it again with steely fingers.
“Listen, Ussungi!” he said quietly.
to this place, the Valley of Thunder!”
A look of terror leapt into the chieftain’s face. He shook
like a jelly and flung himself at Sir Napier’s feet.
' “No, no!” he gasped. “No go to Valley of Thunder!
Pare not 1" No, n s -
~ “Don’t be a fool!” said Sir Napier sternly. “White men
are with yvou new. My palaver is as strong as palaver
of the white men of ihe Valley of Thunder! I will take
a strong party of white men, and you shall muster every
man of the village to come with us. We will be a streng
force, Ussungi, and we shall prevail over these evil ones !”
But for a long while Ussungi flatly refused to make any
move against Da Rosa. The terror that the very name of
the Portuguese inspired in him, and in the heart of all
the Dakkans, was complete. Sir Napier Wynter argued and
threatened and cajoled, however, and at long last he scemed

Now he

to have succceded in “winning his way * against the fad~

chieftain, as Blake muttered to his chums. :
But even though he unwillingly consented to lead Sir

Napier and a party from the airship to the dreaded Valley .

of Thunder,- when Ussungi came to tell his men of what
was proposed it was evident that they refused in a panic,

Ussungi turned hopelessly to Sir Napier.

“They no go to Valley of Thunder!” he exclaimed.
“They say palaver of white men of valley stronger than
palaver of anyone!”
¢ “Qh crumbs!”’ muttered Lefevre. “They wor't go!”

“T1l ‘make ’em!” snapped Sir Napier.

He glanced round thoughtfully, with a dark frown.
Suddenly his face cleared as his ecyes fell on Arthur
‘Augustus D’Arcy. With a quick stride he crossed towards
tho swell of 8t. Jim’s and drew him forward into the
centre of the ring of murmuring black men.

“Bai Jove !’ gasped Arthur Augustus. “I—-="

“Put on that monocle of yours, D’Arey!” muttered Sir
Napier, with a grim smile,

“Qh, yaas, certainly! But—"

Arthur Augustus, very astonished and bewildered, and
scarlet with confusion as he found the eyes of the whole
village fastened upon him, raised his monocle, which tiil
then had been dangling at the end of its cord, and
jammed it into his aristocratic eye. There was an instant
hush of astonishment among the blacks.

Ussungi, too, was staring at the swell of 8t Jim's
with evident awe.

“There !’ exclaimed Sir Napier. “Haye any of you
ever seen @ youth with three eyes before? Is that nob
strong magic?! Have the white men of the Valley of
Thunder three eyes? No, none of themi I tell you, this
youth with the ihree eyes is great witch-doctor! He
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The party from the airship listened i -
breathless amazement, When the black man had finished

“You must lead us

palaver strong magic.
wiil see that we shall be stronger—far stronger—than the

Ho will come with uvs, and you

white men of the Valley of Thunder!”

“B-bai Jove!” gasped Arthur Avgustus. “Weally, Sir
Napiah——"’ L

“My giddy avnt!? muitered Blake. “Look at ’em!”

There was no doubt that Sir Napier Wynter had
succeeded at last—thanks to Arthur Augustus D’Arcy’s
famous monoecle! The blacks, struck with awe at the
sight of the swell of St. Jim’s gleaming “third eye,” had
given a sudden wild shout, and prostrated themselves in a
great circle around the astonished Arthur Augustus.

BEven Ussungi had flopped on to his knee at the swell of
St, Jim’s feet, and was mumbling excitedly as he covered
his face in salutation.

“G-gweat Scott!”

“Jt is good !’ eried Ussungi breathlessly. His men were
all shouting wildly as they grovelled before Arthur
Augustus,  “ My men will come! They see that the white
strangers have great magic! They go to Valley of
Thunder !”

“That is good!” said Sir Napier Wynter.
chosen well 1 = =

Despite himself, he grinned ms he glanced at FErie
ildare. The captain of St. Jim’s was smiling, too, and
so were the others, though they were all careful not to
let the blacks sce their amusement. Grave though the
situation was, with Figgins and Fatty Wynn in the hands
of the wmaster of the valley of slaves, the sight of the
overawed blacks prostrating themselves around the scarlet-
conntenanced Arthur Aungustus was too funny!

“Weo will now send messages to the airship, Ussungi!”
said Sir Napier quietly. “A strong force of armed
warriors will come. Meanwhile, let your men prepare for
the attack upon the valley! By dawn to-morrow the slaves
of the Valley of Thunder shall every man be freed.”

Though he spoke confidently, in his heart Sir Napier
Jmew that a difficuls, grim task lay before him. From
what he had heard he realised that Da Rosa, with his
strong following of Aggolas, would be a hard nut to
crack,

But his words had their effeet. The chieftain repeated
them in bis own tongue to his followers, and the blacks,

“They have
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who had been so cowed and panic-stricken a few minutes
before, leapt to their feet with wild yells, evidently fired
with the bravery that they had so long lacked! They
began a wild dance round the clearing, snatching up spears
and shields, and yelling madly

Da Rosa looked like getting a shock when the rescue
force arrived at the Valley of Thunder, in a desperate
attempt to free the miserable slaves who toiled there in
chains under the whips of the Portuguese and his evil
followers!

CHAPTER 10.
To the Rescue !
13 IGGY, old chap, are you awake?”

Fatty Wynn muttered the words softly in the

gloom,

He was lying on the earthen floor of one of
the slaves’ slecping-huts—cramped, ill-ventilated holes in
which the ~wretched victims of Da Rosa’s villainy lay
huddled, still chained together after their day’s toil. More
than a score of blacks were sleeping restlessly in the hut,
in which the chain-gang of six to which Figgins and Fatty
Wynn were fastened had been put for the night.

There was no answer from Figgins. His steady breathing
came to his chum’s ears. Figgins had fallen at last into
restless slumber. .

A groan of despair broke from Fatty Wynn's lips.

The huddled blacks around them were stirring restlessly
and muttering in their sleep. The clink of their chains

could be heard as they moved continuzally, Fatty Wynn,

the iron collar round his :
neck, galling his flesh, had
been utterly unable to fall
-asleep despite the weari-
ness of his limbs.

His hands had felt des-
perately at every link of
the chain which fastened
him to Figgins. But there
was not a weak link in it
—certainly not a link that
could possibly be broken
by even the hands of a
full-grown man.

e twisted his head,
staring with weary eyes
towards the narrow open-
ing of the hub.

The moon had not yeb
set behind the cliff that
shut in the valley on the
western side, and in the
pale light he could see the
dark figure of one of the
giant Aggolas pacing
noiselessly to and fro out-
side. a rifle across his
shonlder, a. whip thrust
into his waistband.

Bven had Fatty Wynn
had a file with which to
attempt to free himself
from his chain, escape
would have been a hope-
less chance, he realised.

The air in the hut was
hot and stifiing, and mos-
quitoes from the river
filled the air, tormenting
the wretched captives
mercilessly.

And there was no
esecape! Day after day,
month after month, most
of the blacks in the hut
had toiled in their chains
—and the two white
youngsters were to toil
with them as more months
passed. Tatty Wynn
groaned aloud in utter
misery. . :

All hope that the air-
ship party would find
them, and rescue them,
had died within him
hours before.

Ho closed his eyes. And
at last sleep came.

P . v
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Soon after dawn the slaves were given thefr meagre first
meal and driven out in their gangs to toil for their
master. Da Rosa himsclf appeared before long, super-
intending the work at the farther end of the gorge. :

Fatty Wynn and Figgins, working at the edge of the
stream with their sieves, still drew occasional curious
stares from the black slaves with whom they had to work.
But any pause in their toil brought the whips of the
Aggolas uponr their backs, so that not much attention was
paid to the two white youngsters, ; !
-In any case, most of the slaves seemed too cowed and
indifferent to everything to show much interest.

They had been working for two or three hours when a
sudden excitement at the mouth of the gorge caused
Figgins and his chum to glance up swiftly. An Aggola

~ was racing across to where Da Rosa was talking to his

second-in-command, the brutal-looking Portugucse named
Chortz. He stopped before Da Rosa and began talking
excitedly in his native tongue.

“ Great Scott!” breathed Figgins. “What’s happening?”

At the mouth of the gorge the half-dozen black
sentries, who were always posted there, were retreating
into the gorge, shouting excitedly. The slave-driver in
charge of the gang with which the two juniors were
working was staring aeross towards the scene of the
excitement intently, so that he did not seem to notice that
the gang had stopped work to stare, too.

The next moment a breathless gasp escaped Figgins.
He stared across the gorge as though he could not believe
his eyes. :

A wild cry burst from his lips.

D wy
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The buliet missed its mark, and cut the rope which held the swaying Ba Rosal
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striding into view was the tall figure of Sir Napier

Wynter, a rifle under his arm; he had not seen Figgins
and Fatty Wynn as yet. He was heading straight for
where Da Rosa stood, livid-faced, glaring at him in utter
astonishment. 3

Tn the mouth of the gorge a crowd of Dakkans had

“halted, led by a number of familiar figures—Mr. Railton

and Kildare, Darrell, and other Sixth-Formers, and
members of the airships’ crew. :

in the valley, Da Rosa's Aggolas were rushing up from
all sides to bar their path. A dozen of them had con-
verged upon Sir Napier, their rifies levelled.

The baronet smilad coolly, and waved his hand towards
his erowd of followers. :

“Your name is Da Rosa?” he queried in a steely tone.
“Then I should advise you to order your men not to molest
me. You observe that I have not come alone!”

“(aramba !” panted Da Rosa. ¢ Who are you?”

“My namé is Wyrter. I have come with an ultimatum
to you. I demand that you free every man working here
—among them, two white boys! If you refuse, it will be
the worse for you!” ' i

"Da Rosa did not answer for some mements. His glitter-
ihg eyes swept past Sir Napier to the crowd of Dakkans
and white men in the mouth of the valley. X

By now a powerful force of Aggolas barred their path,
rifles gleaming in the sunlight.

A slow smile appeared on the handscme, evil face of the
Portuguese. :

“So!” he said, with an insolent, mocking smile. “You
have brought those men to force me into unconditional
surrender ?”  He laughed softly. - “Perhaps you do not
know that the Dakkans are a weak-kneed tribe, cowards
every one! You would soon discover; I fear, that if you
dared attack, they would be but a poor match for my
Aggolas, even though they are led by white men [”

““We should see about that!” retorted Sir Napier curtly.
“What do you reply to my demand, you scoundrel ?”

Da Rosa’s eyes glittered evilly. He took from his pocket
one of his thin black cigars, bit off the end with gleaming
white teeth, and Iit it with an insolent carelessness.

“My reply to you,” he said smoothly, “is that you had
better return quickly to your friends over there—and leave
this spot at once! I shall not free a single slave—not even
the white boys whom you specially mentioned. I am master
in this valley, and master 1 shall remain!”

“I warn yow that we outnumber you!” snapped Sir
Napier grimly. : =

The Portuguese shrugged. ; A

“Dakkans?” he sneered.  “They will fly at the first
shot! You seem to have infused a little fire into them by
some means, for the moment. But they are a cowardly lot,
I can assure you. You will be a fool to urge them to
attack.” : :

“Is that your last word?”

_“Certainly,” nodded Da Rosa, with a sncer on his thin

ips.

His - eyes ‘blazed into Sir Napicr’s. Despite his cool
exterior, and his undoubted confidence that he and his men
were more than a match for the band of Dakkans, although
the latter were led by a number of whites, Da Rosa had

had a nasty shock! :
= That his secret diamond workings were known now to
other white men had staggered him. As yet, he had not
made up his mind what to do. He hesitated to attempt
to shoot down Sir Napier, and attack his followers—that

would mean murder, and though the villainous Portuguese. -

had no gualms in that direction, he was not going to risk
hanging as a murderer until he had summed up the situa-
tion fully. Even in that lonely corner of Central Africa,
Da Rosa knew that a man’s crimes might find him out, and
bring the long arm of Western law upon him. .

From the edge of the stream, some distance away, Figgins
and Fatty Wynn had watched the meeting of the two men
in the centre of the gorge with almost dazed faces,

Their wildest hopes had come true! Their friends from
the airship had found them! That they would rescue them,
they did not for a moment doubt, in the first delirious joy
that had gripped them. :

And then Figgins found his voice.

He sent a hoarse shout ringing across the gorge. Sir
Napier, at sound of it, swung round, and his face sct in
strange lines as he saw, several hundred yards away, the
two youngsters for whom he had come in search.

His eyes blazed with a light that for the moment scared
even Da Rosa, as he saw that Figgins and Fatty Wynn
were chained to the gang of sullen, dispirited blacks. He
scemed about to speak, but the words choked in his throat.
The next moment his fist had shot out, straight from the
shoulder, in his instinctive rush of rage. There was a
sickening thud as it landed on the sallow chin of ‘the
mockingly smiling Portuguese. :
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. Da Rosa reeled, and crashed to earth, with a snarling
incoherent cry. o .

“You villain I” burst. out Sir Napier: passionately. “By
Heaven, you scoundrel, you shall pay for—"

He got no farther: One of the Aggolas, on seeing his
master struck down, had whipped up his rifle. There was
a sharp report. that echoed from cliff to cliff in the silence,
and Sir Napier Wynter dropped to earth. 5

From Figgins and Fatty Wynn there broke sobbing cries
of horror.

There were instant shouts of fury from the crowd of
Dalkkans in the mouth of the gorge. With the tall figure
of Mr. Railton in front, and the handful of Sixth-Formers
and the members of the airship’s craw close on his heels,
the Dakkans rushed forward.

There was a crash of rifle-fire as the line of Aggolas who
had closed in between them and Sir Napier raised their
weapons. .

The next moment a desperate battle was raging in the
mouth of the Valley of Thunder { .

- CHAPTER 11,
‘Da Rosa’s Triumph !

RACK, crack, crack!

An unexpected fresh burst of firing rang out from
tho top of the cliffs that shut in the little valley,
and several of the Aggolas who had been looking

after the slave gangs, and were now rushing towards the
fight, dropped in their tracks.

Not till then had Da Rosa known that Sir Napier
Wynter had posted snipers on the cliff-tops on either side
It was another nasty shock {

It was the juniors from the airship, and the half-dozen
Fifth-Formers, who were lying among the rocks on the top

.of the cliffs, firing down mto the valley. Tom Merry & Co.

and Blake & Co., Talbot and Grundy, Levison and Clive,
and Cardew, and Kit Wildrake, had all begged to be
allowed to join the march on the Valley of Thunder. Sir
Napier and Mr. Railton had allowed them to do so on the
understanding that they did not join in the fighting that
might result—until Tom Merry had suggested that they
were posted on the cliff-tops to fire down at the enemy from
the comparative safety of the rocks.

From there, they were already doing deadly work!

The unexpected danger from above had shaken the
Aggolas considerably for the moment.

But they soon rallied, charging down upon the attackers
with savage ferocity, and scon the two sides were so inter-
mingled that the juniors could not fire without danger of
hitting their friends.

At a word from Tom Merry, who was in charge of the
band of snipers, tha juniors ceased firing, the order being
passed from one to another along the line of cliffs. They
Iay peering down with excited eyes into the little valley.

There was a breathless shout from Clive, the South
African junior, as he saw Sir Napier Wynter rise slowly
and dazcdly to his feet.

The bullet had orly grazed past his temple, knocking
him out completely for a few moments. But now he was
on his feet again. In the excitement, none of the enemy
had noticed him stagger up, and he turned swiftly towards’
the spof by the water’'s edge where Figgins and Fatty
ISYWL“ were standing with the huddled, scared group of

8CKS,

Yoked as they werc to the four Dakkans, it had been im-
possible for the two cuptive youngsters to get to their
friends. : - ;

But before Sir Napier could reach them, he was headed
off by four Aggolas, who closed in on him murderously.
A gasping cry broke from Figgins—for the moment it
looked as though Sir Naper were done for.

But a rush on the part of Kildare and some of the
airship’s crew, who had seen the baronet’s danger, drove
the Aggolas back, and once more Sir Napier was among
his own side. :

To get to Figgins and Fatty Wynn was impossible, how-
ever. The Aggolas fighting fiercely, some of them firing
still, but most of them using their rifles as clubs, had come
between the attackers and the scared gangs of slaves by the
stream. And with Da Rosa and Chortz and two or three
other Portuguese urging them on, the Aggolas were slowly
driving their enemies back !

So far, the Dakkans had fought astonishingly well. But -
now thac the first impetus of their attack was over, and
they saw that thev were being driven back, panic suddenly
seized them. :

Their old terror of Da Rosa and the Valiey of Thunder
seemed to come sweeping back in a moment. They broke
and ran.

For Sir Napier and Mr. Railton, and the other white




EVERY WEDNESDAY.

men to have attempted to carry on the fight unaided would
have been utter suicide. - They fell back, fighting doggedly,
many wounded; and one at least of the airship’s crew was
lying dead among the numerous huddlied, lifeless figures
of slain Dakkans who had fallen at the hands of the
dreaded Aggolas.

Figgins groaned in horror.

Back towards the mouth of the little valley the attackers
were being driven! : :

The retreat turned to a rout, as Ussungi’s men poured in
terror-stricken swarms through the mouth of the gorge,
dropping their weapons as they ran, leaving spears and
shields and rifles—some of them had been armed from the
airship’s store of firearms—strewn behind them. And their
white leaders had to go with them. To have attempted to
remain would have meant certain death. .

Shouting and yelling, the triumphant Aggolas swept in
pursuit, They drove their enemies out between the great
jutting shoulders of rock that flanked the entrance to the
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valley, and the sounds of the pursuit grew fainter to the
ears of the slave gangs. -

The juniors on the cliff-tops had vanished, raving to join
their friends in the vain hope of stemming the retreat. But
it was an impossible attempt.

The attack had failed! :

Sir Napier Wynter’s force, as Da Rosa had prophesied,
had failed him. The Portuguese was left in friumph—and
Figgins and Fatty Wynn were still in bondage!

Utter misery had gripped them. Their rescue had seemed
certain; but all their hopes had faded like a dream.

Figgins turned a miserable face to his chum. He could
not speak.

‘They both realised, in that terrible moment as their eyes
met, that thongh Sir Napier had managed to persuade the
Dakkans to fight at last against the tyrauny of the evil
Portuguese, now that the attack on the dreaded valley had
failed, Ussungi’s men wonld never have the pluck to repeat
their attempt. And without their aid, the airship party
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were far too few to launch a successful assaunlt wvpon Da
Rosa and his warriors,

“It’s no good,” groaned Fatty Wynn.

He lifted his hands, to iear in despairing fury at the
chain that held him. Then his hands dropped to hig sides.
He heard a soft laugh near him and glanced round to find
t}ﬁe glittering eyes of Da Rosa fastened upon him and his
chum.

“So!” snarled the Portuguese. “Your friends were
cleverer than I thought, I will admit, in that they found
where you were! But their attemipt to rescue you has
failed, you see! They will never find allics among the tribes
to be a match for my ment?’

Figgins faced the Portuguese with blazing eyes. Hig fists
were clenched go that the knuckles showed white.

“What if their attempt has failed?” he cried hoarsely.
“They will go to the coast and tell their story. Before

long they will return, with soldiers from the Gold Coast—"
smiled Da Rosa, with a shrug.

“ Perhaps,” “But it will
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take a long time, my young friends. It is not the work of
a moment—no, nor of a day—to persuade the military to
act. And though your airship scems to be large, I am not
afraid of the number of soldiers that could be brought in
it. Oh, no! A strong force would have to march here,
through many hundreds of miles of swamp and jungle,
before you will be freed! Before then my work will be
finished—and you will have toiled for me for many months!
I shall have gone befors the soldiers come, my young
friends. And you, perhaps,” he added with sudden malici-
ous cruelty, “will no doubt have died in your chains, as
other slaves stronger than you have died working for mei”
Tiggins did not answer. Despair choked him. Da Rosa
laughed evilly. ;
“To work, young dogs!” he snarled, snaiching the whip
{from his belt. “To work, or——2>7""
He raised the whip. There were gasps of terror from
the blacks of the chain-gang, who turned hastily to their
Tes Gru Lipnary.~—No. 1,182
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sieves and -began working feverishly sifting the piles of
rubble for the precious gems. Figgins and Fatty Wynn
{ollowed suit wearily. ;

Resistance was useless enough, they knew only too well.

Da Rosa lowered the whip, and laughed softly.

Already some of the Aggolas were returning to the
gorge after their triumphant fight. There was no danger
of a return of the Dakkans! Of that they were confident,
as was the Portuguese.

The dead were dragged away for burial. Most of them
had been attacking blacks—only a few of the defenders had
fallen. An hour later the slave-gangs were toiling under
the watchful eyes of their guard with the same dispirited
hopelessness as of old. There was no sign in the Valley
of Thunder that an attempt had been made to rescue them!

What would Sir Napier and their friends do?

That was the question that hammered in the brains of
the two captive St. Jim’s youngsters, as they toiled in the
burning sunlight.

What could he do but take news to the coast? And then,
as Da Rosa had said, a long time must elapse before a
sufficient force could arrive on the scene to overcome Da
Rosa’s little army of ebony warriors, By that time—

But what would have happened by that time, Figgins
dared not think!

e

CHAPTER 12..
Out of the 3ky!

IGHT came at last, with an-end for a few hours at
least in the back-breaking toil of Da Rosa’s cap-
tives. They were driven back to the reeking sleep-
ing-huts, to drop to the earthen floors dog-weary.

Figgins and Fatty Wynn fell asleep almost instantly this
time, ufterly tired out. In what seemed a flash of time,
they had awakened again to find dawn breaking over the
Valley of Thunder, and another day of toil before them.

In less than an hour they were at work by the edge of the
little stream under the watchful eyes of one of the huge
Aggolas.

The two juniors had scarcely spoken to one another.
The soul-destroying wretchedness of their slavery was
already numbing their senses to the animal-like submissive-
ness that characterised the blacks to whom they were
chained.

The tall, white-clad figure of Da Rosa, a long cigar
clenched between his gleaming white teeth, was busy super-
intending blasting operations at the farther end of the
valley. The thunderous rumble of the explosives and the
falling rock echoed out again and again between the tower-
ing chiffs.

After a time, the Portuguese strolled across towards the
stream and stood watching Figgins and Fatty Wynn at
work for some minutes with a malicious grin upon his
sallow face.

“Your friends have not paid you another visit, you ses!”
he murmured mockingly

Tiggins glanced towards him, but did not speak. ¥e
was too sick at hecart for speech. Da Rosa laughed soitly
and strolled away.

“Listen !

The sudden hoarse whisper came from Fatty Wynn a
moment later. i

“What’s up? muttered Figgins, glancing quickly to-
wards his chum.

Fatty Wynn was staring skywards. The Aggola in charge
of them gave s guttural exclamation and cracked his long
whip menacingly at seeing two of the slaves pause in their
toil. But Fatty Wynn’s face had gone excited, and he did
not heed the evil-faced black.

“Listen !” he gasped. “I thought I heard—"

Crack | :

‘The crue! whip came hissing down across his shoulders.
He cried ouf; and suddenly George Figgins saw red !

He sprang to his feet, swinging round on the guard with
blazing eyes. A choking, despairing rage had gripped him.
Before the man could raise the whip again, Figgins’ knotted
fist had crashed full on to his jaw.

The black man reeled, with a snarling gasp. The next
instant the whip had been dragged from his astonished
grasp.

“You hound!” panted Figgins, in mad, sobbing fury.

The next moment the New House youngster had brought
the whip lashing across the gigantic black man’s evil face.

The Aggola cried out and staggered, blinded. Again the
whip hissed round him, and he lost his balance, tumbling
at Figging' feet.

Lash, lash, lash!

he black man writhed and shricked. But Figgins was
merciless—that cruel lashing of his chum had maddened
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him. Not till the Aggola lay groaning and inert al his
feet did George Figgins fling down the whip.

“There{” he panted. “You can kill me for it; but it’s
been thundering well worth it!”

Furious shouts had rung out from other guards as they
saw what had takenm place. At first they had been too
dumbfounded to move. But now half a dozen of them came
racing across towards the edge of the stream. Figgins faced
them with set face and clenched fists. There was a cry
of fury from Da Rosa. But the Aggolas did not reach
Figgins to avenge their evil comrade !

Borne on the light wind, a sudden hum from the sky had
come to the ears of those in the little valley. It was the
sound that Fatty Wynn’s keen ears had heard already.

Struck with astonishment, the Aggolas who had been
closing on Figgins halted, staring up.

Da Rosa, too, had come to a standstill, his glittering black
eyes raised skywards, with a startled expression in their
cruel depths.

From Fatty Wynn there broke a wild shout.

“Look! The airship!”

Over the opposite cliff, gleaming like silver in the blazing
African sunlight, the beautiful streamlined shape of the
$ 1000 had come slowly into. view, its shadow almost filling
the floor of Da Rosa’s valley. It was flying ‘low, its engines
droning deeply. From the Aggolas there zame a chorus of
scared shrieks.

That they had never seen an airship in their lives before
was obvious.

Though they were cruel, evil scoundrels, no one could
ever have accused their tribe of cowardice. But the sight
of the S 1000 terrified them.

Dropping their whips and rifles, they raced, in panic fear,
for the huts.

There was a breathless, furious yell from Da Rosa, who
was standing in the centre of the gorge, staring up with
blazing eyes at the great silver shape circling above his
head. He turned suddenly and snatched up one of the
rifles dropped by his terror-stricken men and thrust the
butt into his shoulder, the gleaming barrel levelled at the
row of staring faces that looked down from above.

But he did not press the trigger!

A coil of rope had come snaking down from the airship.
It was flying very low, hovering almost motionless—low
enough for Cyrus K. Handcock, the American junior, who
was an expert with a lasso, to rope the Portuguese with
amazing skill. The whizzing noose dropped clean over
Da Rosa’s shoulders and was jerked taut.

He gave a gasping cry, and the rifle was jerked from his
hands. The next moment the Portuguese found himself
swaying dizzily in mid-air, being slowly drawn up towards
the hovering airship !

Chortz and the other Portuguese watched their leader’s
amazing plight with dumb consternation.

“Caramba !” Da Rosa’s sallow face had gone ashen grey.
He clutched frantically at the rope as he swung higher,
drawn up by strong hands from above. “Por Dios——"

He was thirty feet from the ground now, swaying slowly
at the end of the rope in helpless terror.

He raised terror-stricken eyes. From the open trap in the
floor of the airship’s lowest deck he saw grim faces staring
down. One of them was Cyrus K. Handcock. Another he
recognised as being the face of Sir Napier Wynter.

“I fancy we have the advantage over you now, Da
Rosa !” called down Sir Napier grimly. “If we choose, we
could drop you to earth to be smashed like a jelly!”

i A wail of utter terror broke from the Portuguese’s ashen
ips. i

“However,” went on Sir Napier's cool voice, “I don’t
propose to do that—richly though you deserve it—unless you
refuse my instructions!”

“ What—what do you want me to do?” wailed Da Rosa, as
he swayed dizzily in mid-air below them.

“You will order your scoundrels to free every one of the
slaves this instant |” commanded Sir Napier grimly. “Shout
loud, and they will hear you !”

Da Rosa did not pause to argue. He cbeyed, and: sent
a wild shout ringing out across the gorge. In answer to
it the Aggolas emerged, scared and bewildered, from the
shelter of the huts.

The Portuguese screamed orders to them from his dizzy
perch, and the black men, seeing that their master could
be dashed to death by his enemies if they refused to obey,
hastened to carry out his commands.

With their keys, they hastily hurried from gang to gang
unlocking the iron collars. Figgins and Fatty Wynn were
among the first to be freed.

“You are a sensible man, Da Rosa!” called down Sir
Napier dryly.

“Let me down!” sobbed the Portuguese.

(Continued on page 28.)
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CAN YOU
(CATCH HI

g

—

even older. Ask him a question, and

HE old Editor caught me this
morning, chums, and no mis-
take. I was standing on a pile
of Annuals, fixing a few sprigs

of holly round the enlargement of him-
self that hangs on the north wall of the
sanctum. I thought it would please the
old boy to see a bit of Christmas decora-
tion round his portrait. It’s a magnifi-
cent portrait, and hangs next fto a
picture of a cheesemite defending its
young, done in water colour. I stuck
some paper chains round the cheese-
mite, just to cheer him up a bit, though
he might not think it’s the cheese. Any-
how, to get back to the subject—or,
rather, the object, which is the Editor's
portrait. Some object!

My object was to make him look nice
and Christmassy, but when he came in
and saw me percted on the jolly old
_Annuals, he cbjected to my object, and
ordered me to get down. “If you want
to hang holly round the room,” roared
the Bd, “just get some steps!” Then
he took several steps towards me, and I
threw the mistletoe at him. Then he
threw a missile, too—I think it was an
ink-well—anyway, it missed me, and fell
against, the picture of the cheesemite.
The result is that what was originally
intended by the artist for a chunk of
creamy American cheddar, now looks
like  a piece of very over-ripe
gorgonzola.  After a bit of a set-too,
the old Ed. ordered me to leave ‘the
Christmas decorations alone.

“I must put a few bits of hblly up,”
said I,

“Hang the holly I roared the Ed.

“That’s just what 'm deing, sir,” I
told him, “and, by the way, what would
you like for a Christmas present?”

** A box of cigars, my lad, and a little
civility,. What d’yon want me to give
you this year?”

“Well, sir,” I replied, looking very
modestly at the carpet. “I did think
I'd like a pair of roller skates.”

At thig the dear old Ed. burst into a
loud guffaw.

“Don’t be silly,” said he. “How can
you gef round a rink, with all your
wrinkles. Rink again—I mean, think
again.”

While I was thinking what I could
sting the Ed. for next, he produced the
ysual bundle of queries from. Gem
readers and began searching for a
teaser among them to get me groggy.

“Now, then, my lad,” said he, “just
collect your wits and all those piecces of
mistletoe on the floor, and tell Tom
Wade, a Wokingham reader, something
about pirates. Know anything about
pirates?”

“I should say I do, sir.” I then
fucked my whiskers into my waistcoat

N

Qur Whiskery Oracle’s asold as the hills, but his memory’s

and drew a dgep
breath. “Pirates,”
I began, “have
been on the job, as

APPING?

you might say,

£ Ui from the earliest
P o times. Julius
Ciwesar was once

captured by pirates
in the Mediter-
ranean. That was
rough luck on
Julius, but he
managed to get
free, and after-
wards captured the
whole crew, and put
them to death.
Many people
imagine that
pirates confined their nefarious opera-
tions to the seas round Afvica, and the
East gencrally; but in the fifteen
hundreds, English ships often engaged
in piracy, a notable instance being
that of the ships of New Romney, that
often sailed out and attacked the
Yarmouth boats.”

I could see the old Ed. was looking
interested, so I continued.

“During the seventeenth century, one
of the most famous meeting places for
pirates was Turtle Island, in the West
Indies, and one of the most famous
pirates was Bartholomew Roberits, a
Welshman, who captured over 400 ships
during his career, and. died fighting.
The only pirates that are left nowadays
are Chinese, who set to work by ship-
ping themselves on to coastal steamers
as coolie passengers, and then, at a
given signal, hold up the captain and
the crew at the point of their revolvers.
After that the ship is navigated to some
secret bay, and plundered, while the
passengers are held up for ransom.”

“Dear me!” exclaimed the Ed.
“And have you ever travelled in China,
Whiskers?’> =

“No, sir, I have not; but my father
used to travel in fly-papers, and very
well he did, too,” I told him. ‘“When
the flies saw my old man coming, they
used to buzz off, believe me.”

“Well, now, just tell Harry Grahame,
of Blackheath, whether a sled should
be called a sled or a sledge.” :

“That’s quite a matter of taste, sir,
A sled, or sledge, which is a vehicle on
runners used for travelling on over ice,
is also known as a sleigh, which is pro-
nounced slay.”

“Y see.” The Ed. picked up another
letter. “What is a ghetto?”

“The part of a town in which Jews
live, sir, is called the ghetto.”

“Tim Morgan asks us what pampas
grass is.”

“A coarse grass found on the pampas
with feathery spikes eight or nine feet
in height.”

“And what are the pampas, exactly,
my learned lump of hairiness?”

“The pampas is the name given to an
extensive plain of Argentina. This wide
stretch of country was once the bed of
an ancient sea, covered with sand and
salt, To this day large parts of it are
nothing but desert, but on the grassy
parts cattle have been pastured for
many years. In the old days these
cattle were looked after by a very law-
less and daring band of men, called
gauchcs. Now the gauchos are dis-
appearing, and railways and towns
have been built on the pampas, and
sheep-farming has been taken up. And
that’s about all I know, sir. What's the
next conundrum?”

The Ed. frowned heavily and looked
at another query. £ Can you,” he caid,

5
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“teH Steve Cox something about the

names of Japanese War medals?’”? °

“I can,” said I promptly; “any chap
—I mean, Jap, could do that. Ior
gallant service in war the Japanese
award the medal known as the Order of
the Rising Sun. The office-boy told me
the other day that his mother is going
to give him one—the rising son, ha, ha,
hal” Asths old Ed. maintained a stern
expression I went on: “Military and
naval officers in Japan can also win the
Order of the Sacred Treasure, Another
medal is the Order of the Golden Kite.
This medal corresponds to our M.C.
{Military Cross), or D.C.M. (Distin-
guished Conduct Medal).”

“And now,” said the Ed., “Peter
Hitcheock wants us to tell him what
woods are used in the building of motore
boats?”?

* All sorts, sir. For planking, teak is
a splendid wood for boats that are to be
employed in the tropics, but it is expen-
sive. Mahogany, pitch-pine, and oak are
also used, and for the keel; oak, pine, or
American elm. The stem and stern-post
are usually oak, or lareh. Sometimes
wood isn’t used at all, steel, or a light
alloy called duralumin being used.”

“The next query,” said the Ed, “is
from Wilfred Rackham, of Reigate, -
who wants to kilow how many torpedoes
a submarine earries.”

“Nowadays, a submarine carries four
tubes at the bow and two at the stern.

ach tube has two torpedoes, one in the
tube and the other stored in the torpedo-
room. The torpedoes are discharged by
air pressure, and the tubes have a
water-tight cover at either end, one
cover being opened and closed in the
torpedo-room, the other heing operated
by gearing from the room.”

“How is a submarine submerged?”
asked the Ed. .

“In order to submerge a submarine,”
I replied, without a moment’s hesitation,
“several tanks called ‘main ballast
tanks,’ are completely flooded, and a
few smaller tanks are partly flooded.”

“What about airi”

“Compressed air is stored in reser-
voirs, or air bottles, at a pressure of
2,500 1b per square inch.”

“What a brain!” The old Ed.
s‘ta_red at my cranium admiringly.
“Can you tell Tom Grant how sugar is
obtained from sugar-canmes?”

“I cane, sir—Y mean, I can. The
canes are rolled and squeezed in a cane-
mill, which first outs the canes into
uniform length, then squeezds out the
juice and carries the canes off to be
burnt. The top roller of a cane mill
often has a pressure of 500 tons. Of
course, the sugar docsn’t come oubt ab
the other end in nice white lumps—nob
by any means. There are a lot of
things to be done before the thick dark
juice from the cane becomes sugar as wo
know it.” :

I suppose so. What’s that noise,
Whiskers 7> said the Editor, cocking
his ears.

“It’s the office-hoy, sir. He’s making
a sledge, sled, or sleigh, ready for the
Christmas holidays.”

“Is.he? Well, just pop round and
tell him if he doesn’t stop, I'll sleigh
him, and he won’t ses Santa Claus, nor
the wishbone of the turkey, nor the
spotted socks hig auntie’s going to give

im |?

“Very good, sir,” said I, and away I
whisked, whiskers and all.

Trr Goy Lmrarv.—No. 1;189.
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Kings O’ Speed!

This Week ¢

THE FLYING FISH!

CHAPTER 1.
The Deadly Lock !

ANGER!

D As though the actual words themselves had been
lit up in living fire before his very eyes, Dick Stan-
ford, his lighthearted whistle swept clean from his

lips, halted dead in his tracks. Keyed to the utmost pitch,

his tense nerves warned him that somewhere ahead lay
terrible and sinister danger—danger both to himself and to
the marvéllous invention under his care.

Where did that peril lie? His hand had been uplifted to
open the door of the little boathouse which housed the
Flying Tish, that wonderful amphibian, which the supez-
brain of his employer, Cyrus J. Arkville, had created.

Combined car and boat
were but simple words to
describe the American mii-
lionaire’s latest invention, in
his secluded haunt, Benton
Manor. The boathouse lay on
the edge of a small lake in
the grounds, and it was there
that the secret trials took
place.

Danger !

It would be worth thousands to anyone who could steal
the Flying Fish, and, in his bones, Dick knew that the
Wrecker, Arkville’s implacable enemy, was once more on
the trail.

Dick’s hands held the key of the door of the boathouse,
but he hesitated to put it in the lock. Holding his breath
in suppressed excitement he listened with both ears. Sud:
denly a slight movement came whispering through the dim
twilight. Slowly he turned his head in its direction,
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Through the chinks of the massive slats of the boathouss
he detected a furtive stir. Someone was there! Dick
waited with all the impatience of his seventeen years for his
unwelcome visitor within to give him a clue. But nothing
came. He must think it out for himself.

What was it? Where lay the peril? The door—the wood-
work of the boathouse? No, by thunder! It was the lock.
Some sixth sense seemed to warn him. In that simple con-
trivance lay his fate, for the Wrecker had sworn to get him
sooner or later. S

With a hardly perceptible movement the boy let his body
sink down till he was flat on the ground. He raised his hand
to the lock and gently inserted the key. Using a sharp
stick, he slowly turned the key at full arm’s stretch. Quietly
the lock turned. It was nearly finished, when—

Crack, crack!

. The roar of a heavy auto-
matic rang out through the
still evening air, and the
vicious bullets tore over the
boy as he hugged the very
sarth itself. Great Casarl
If he had been standing up
his body would have been
drilled, for that instrument of
death had been connected to
3 : : the fateful lock.

Silently he lay, to give the impression of having been
hit—to lure on the man inside. But suddenly a faint spark,
a slow trail of fire, came to his watching eyes.. The black-
guard was firing a train to the petrol dump in the boathouse.
The Flying Fish, as she lay in the dock, would go up like
a rocket.

Action! Now was the time. Rising from the earth like
a released arrow, Dick crashed his body against the door,
The latch gave on the instant, and the boy, gripping the
jamb of the doorway, let himself drop like a stone,
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Then he slid his feet forward, and his momentum shot his
bady over the concrete floor”till he came to the trail of
fire, He beat this out with wild hands, and then, in the
dim light, shot into an old punt. He was over this in a
flash, as a masked figure, with a guttural sumarl, leapt to its
feet.

The man was on him with a cat-like leap, and Dick went
down with a sickening crash, as he took the full weight of
that flying body. Over and over they rolled, now smashing
into the skiffs that lay about, and now into the trestles that
held the boats under repair; a veritable pair of fighting
cats. —

The man was as strong as a horse, and inch by inch Dick
felt himself being dragged to the gates of the boathouse
which led to the lake. The lake! At that point it dropped
sheer away to a depth of thirty feet, where it had been
specially dredged by Arkville’s men, 4

Only a few feet separated them from the gates when Dick
had a sudden desperate brainwave. If he could only get
at the ropes which, high up, held the gates taut! Could he
take the risk of letting one arm go from his man and
release them? He knew that the villain was straining every
nerve in his powerful body to get him to the gates and push
him under to the dark, cold waters, ] ’

Stiffening himself as taut as a bow-string, Dick put all
his weight into one terrific heave. His assailant shot back-
wards, and as he struck the gates with his heavy body, Dick

leapt—leapt high in the air and caught the ropes above his.
d

ead.

As he had hoped, his weight tore through the ropes as
if they had been ribbons. Back flew the gates, and his
attacker, his arms spread-eagled, shot out into the dark and
evil-looking night. 3

There was a high-pitched snarl as the man disappeared,
and Dick, with a resounding crash, smashed right down
into the dock, striking his head on the edge. All went black
before his eyes, but he grinned happily, though faintly, as
he heard friendly voices calling and yelling to him in the
night,

CHAPTER 2.
The Bogus Friend !

I AY, sonny! You certainly raised a dent in that dock-

S side! How's the head now?”

It was Arkville speaking in his clipped manner,
cigar between his teeth. -

“T’m quite all right now, sir|” Dick replied. “But I ex-
pect that they’ll be after us again, don’t you, sir?”

“Sure thing! They mean to have the Flying Fish or do
her in. Some pleasant job like that, I guess!”

Bven as the American spoke there came a knock at the
door of the library in which they were seated, and the figure
of Hoult, Arkville’s butler, entered the room. Dick glanced
at him through lowered lids. He swore that one day he
would unearth the secret of this thin, suave servant. He
disliked him instinctively, and he knew that the feeling
was returned.

“Mr. Slesser, sir!” he heard the butler announce.

“Come right in!” the millionaire said, as the visitor
appeared in the doorway.

Diek stiffened in his chair. Who was this man, he thought,
as Hoult left the room? The visitor was a smartly-dressed,
plausible person, thick-set and powerful—but a regular City
man,

He bowed as he heard Mr. Arkville introduce him.
There was something about this man that Dick could not
fathom. Despite his friendliness he felt that he was an
enemy.

“I have called once more, Mr, Arkville, to trespass on
your kindness,” Mr. Slesser said in a hearty voice. “Your
interest is in your fellow-countrymen who, shall we say, are
not so well blessed with this world’s goods as yourself.”

But even as Arkville interrupted his visitor Dick knew
that that was the millionaire’s weak point—as witness the
butler Hoult, an American like the inventor.

“ Always willing to dig into the pants for a good cause,”
hoe heard his employer remark, — “Smoke?”

e City man inclined his head and laughed as he
took the proffered cigar and explained his mission, on which
he enlarged at great length. Apparently it was some
benefit performance, and Arkville agreed to take a good
few tickets. - - -

But Dick’s mind was not on the subject under dis-
cussion, From where he sat he could see the man’s hands,
the only restless part of his smooth body. The fingers
were twisting and turning around themselves, eager, in
Dick’s estimation, for some evi! work.

And evil work it was, for Dick saw that he was press-
ing. something under the edge of the table. The man’s
fingers worked rapidly, and the boy half-cpened his mouth
to yell a warning to Arkville when he checked himself.

“Let the blighter go on,” he grinned to himself. “Don’t
forget the old motto—° let the other fellow do the work.’

Soon, all smiles, the visitor was departing. Hardly had
the door closed when Dick leapt to his employer’s side.

“That man has left something kehind him, sir,” he said
in a tense whisper.

In an instant Arkville was all attention, for Dick was
10 scaremonger.

“He's one of the gang, I'm sure, sir,” the boy went on.

“What?” Arkville interrupted him. “That guy? Why,
he’s a man I met over in the States. Seems a good mixer |
Sure you’re right, sonny ?”

Dick, in answer, pointed to the table-edge. Arkville
cautiously put out his hand towards the small object that
was lodged there. 5 -

“Don’t touch if, sir!” Dick yelled. “It’s neggolite!”

Neggolite! Arkville snapped back his hand like light-
ning. That was his own metal invention for instantaneous
combustion—a metal which when once brought in contact
with a wireless ray would burst into terrific and devastating
flames—to lay waste anything near it.

“That great tough——" began Arkville.

“Great Scott, sir!” Dick suddenly exclaimed. *“Your
pocket wireless! It was on the table! He’s got it!”

. Even as he spoke there came a terrific crash as the glass
in the big french windows smashed into a thousand frag-
ments and the curtains were torn aside.

“Down, sir—down ! yelled the boy.

_Out of the corner of his eye Dick had seen a figure out-
side the window—a figure pointing a small case at the
very edge of the table. It was Slesser, and he held the
pocket wireless in his hand, aiming it straight at the
neggolite. The table, laden with its precious plans—plans
of the Flying Fish—would in the next split second be
a raging furnace.

Like a flash Dick flung himself at the heavy piece
of furniture. Over it wert, and as he fell to the floor
he snatched up a heavy paper-weight. But before he could
fling it the door of the library was thrown open. Framed
in the doorway stood a masked figure, its face, as far as
he could see, livid with rage.

“You blundering fool!” were the hissed words Dick and
Arkville heard.

Then suddenly, like a hawk, the arm of the new visitor,
his hand clenched round a missile, rose in the air, while
out of the corner of his eye Dick saw Slesser shoot away
into the night. But the missile was not directed at the
City man, only the words. Instinctively Dick grabbed up
the plans of the Flying Fish as the bomb left the miscreant’s
hand to land with a crash on the floor. Clouds of acrid
smoke filled the library. Dick dashed at the door, but
was met by a direct blow from a fist. There was a shout,
a thud, and when the smoke had cleared Dick saw that
he was alone. The great inventor had disappeared—a
captive in the hands of that remorseless man, the Wrecker !

o

CHAPTER 3.
Leaping for Life !

HE very essence of speed and grace, the Flying Fish
lay on the water gleaming in the moonlight. High
and low Dick had sent out searchers under the com-
mand of the stocky Yorkshire foreman, Mold, to

endeavour to find the missing millionaire. Even now, as
he went over the massive engines of the amphibian for the
last time, he awaited the final message from Mold.

He ran his eye over the gleaming monster as she lay
on the still waters of the lake, her wonderful lines reflecting
in the calm surface. Shaped like a shell, with lifting-planes
forward like thin wafers of shining gold, she lay there,
a crouched lion, ready for a!l that was required of her.

For she was entered for the blue ribbon of the water
world, the Henson Cup, and work must go on. That,
Dick knew, would be Arkville’s own order if he could be
communicated with. The American’s hopes were set on
wresting the world-famous cup from its foreign holders
and winning it for the country in which he now lived,
and nothing must be allowed to stand in the way of
achieving that end.

The boy turned quickly as a figure raced to the little
quay, which lay as bright as day under the sizzling arcs.
It was Mold. Quickly Dick interrogated him. =

No

“No, sir,” was the disappointed reply he geot.
news at all.”

“He can’t be far away, Mold,” said Dick, with boyish
enthusiasm. “We'll soon find him. But for the present
we must obey his orders. The Flying Fish must have her

final trials to-night.”

Without another word BMold leapt into the mechanic’s
seat and remained tense, ready for Dick’s orders. The boy
Tor Gem LisrAry.—No. 1,189
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d lanco at him, for he knew that he was

53 ‘aixgggs iﬁ%ﬁxbgbhe boss as he was himself, and then settled
0 his job. - - :

do’Flfe tgnormo!us engines awoke to life under Dicl;’§dhalplgl.
Tle then pressed a small lever, and with a sound like
the hiss of a snake the tiny compressed air-pumps Cf:mie
into action. They acted on the special forcing dev ice which
depressed the stern of the boat and allowed not a precious
second to be lost in attaining a terrific speed. S

Dick shot in his drive, and notched over tne‘f_o;cgng
device. Like a bullet from a gun, the propeller gripping
the water with tremendous force, the Flying }715 2 le-l
stern already well down in the water, shot across the lake

; a smashing speed. o
at()im}ngalrlnggthg wheel, and a mountain of water l‘.m‘ag
poised over them as they tore roundl,m a gleammg‘ are,
with the moonlight reflecting on the silver body,' theﬁ 1aDz.011;
like prow a shining knife. Farther and ff:rﬂ{mf tllc
depressed the stenll, notching over the regulator of the

inch by inch. = E

puf?i?he? candy higher rose the Wash.benm‘d them, anc}
when Dick brought the lifting-planes into play it se}em]oc
as if the boat must sink right down into the trough she
made for the propeller—sink right down never to rise

gain. A Tt
uThc lifting-fins erept back and back in little darts,
forcing the nose more and moro info the‘:mr.
“Faster and faster S’ yelled Dick. My
thought, this was speed. el :
I-ileg laid the ship over in a glorious curve, and the tlle-
mendous wash rushed up the sides of the lake, andlhe
very vaults of the sky echoed the enormous roar of those
terrific engines. n;—o)n!
“Good heavens, sir!”

hat!” he
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. It was Mold, shrieking at the top of his voice and point-
ing excitedly at the trees edging the lake, Dick followed
the direction of the outstretched hand and beheld a sight
that opened his eyes very wide. Tor over the tree-tops,
wasp-like and tiny in the brilliant moonlight, shot a little
monoplane.

It was the Wrecker on the trail once more !

Straight at the Flying Fish the monoplane dived. Quick
as a flash Dick flung himself on to the wheel and brought
the boat round in a breathless curve. The foam of the
water splayed over the gunwale as he rammed the rudder
over more and more.

Crack! Crack!

Bullets harmlessly split the wash as they came out of their
terrific turn, From the lake side, where the great ares
sizzled and spat, came the answering fire, as Dick’s fellow-
employees lot drive at the plane,

“Great Scott !” Dick yelled.

Quickly he seized a Very pistol, for he had seen a sight
in the machine above that had nearly frozen his heart.
High up into the air sped the warning rocket from the boy’s
hand.” The splutter of the fire from the bank died away, and
Mold now saw what Dick’s keen young eyes had first spotted.

In the plane above, hanging helplessly over the edge, was
their boss! The Wrecker must have brought him teo
witness the destruction of the Flying Fish!

Dick set his teeth. He must get into that plane somehow.
He tore round the edge of the lake, as the monoplane banked
over to dive at them once more. Quickly he handed the
wheel over to Mold, showed him the course he wanted him
to follow, and shouted his instructions into the man’s ear,

As he did so he saw that Arkville was now sitting up
behind the pilot. Dick gave a great shout as he noticed that
the American, now in the full glare of the searchlight from
Ehe dshore, had managed to wrench one arm free from his

onds,

The boy, snatching up an open knife from a locker near
to him, jumped on to the bow of the Flying Fish, and stood
tense and taut over the hissing waters as they shot away
from the cutting prow as if ruled by a giant’s mechanical
hand. dAt his feet lay a rope ladder, with gripping hooks at
the end.

All depended now on Dick! With one eye on the plane
he wrenched open a small concealed recess in the covered
prow of the boat. Like a jack-in-the-box up shot a little
case—another marvellous chifd of Arkville’s magnetic brain.
The contact-breaker !

“I must put the wind up that pilot, if only for a minute,”
grinned Dick to himself.

With a quick movement he flung out one hand. Mold
obeyed on the instant, and the boy hung on desperately with
all his strength as the powerful boat beneath him sweph
round in its tracks till it was racing parallel with the hawk-
like enemy above them, and tearing along at the same speed.

“Keep it there!” shouted Dick, with boyish determina-
tion. Mold’s grim face showed that he had sensod the
words, though he could not hear them, and he hung over
the wheel as if his very life depended on it.

In the low-flying plane above it was eviden: that the
pilot was uneasy, for he leant over the side and viewed the
racing boat beneath him.

Crack! Crack! :

Once more the bullets tore around Dick’s head. But he
was ready. All in one breathless movement he gathered the
rope ladder into his hand and switched on the contact-
breaker. He swung round the dial of that marvellous inven-
tion till it pointed directly at the engine of the monoplane.
To his great joy he saw that the engine had “cut-out.” It
was enough.

With one tremendous heave he flung the hooks of the
rope ladder straight for the combing of the cockpit above
him. He shouted with joy as he saw that his luck was in, for
the hooks gripped like tentacles. - He shot another signal to
the waiting Mold, and he saw his fingers notch over the
forcing device and raise the fins till the prow of the Flying
Fish stood up to its farthest extent.

Dick gathered himself together into a bunch and leapt.
Swaying and clutching at the ladder ke handed up his knife
to the waiting millionaire; saw the bonds rapidly cut, and
knew, in the next moment of time, that his employer was
spinning headlong with himself down into the homely
waters of the lake.

———

CHAPTER 4,

Mystic Symbols !
I the wheel of Arkville’s latest sports model, pur-
A chased only the day before, Dick pushed along the
Bath Road at a good clip. The Delaunay-Belleville
was a topping car, the road was fairly clear, and,
above all, the inventor was sitting by the boy’s side relating
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his adventures. So Dick con-
sidered that the world was
good. :

They were soon threading
the traffic of the Great West
Road, and Dick, cutting
through Shepherd’s Bush and
Hyde Park, quickly brought
the Delaunay-Belleville to a
standstill in Piccadilly, at tho
dcor of the office at which his
employer wished to call.

Suddenly he addressed the
inventor.

“While you are in there, sir,
T'd~like to pay a call on our
friend Slesser. Is that all
right 2

Arkville glanced keenly at
the boy’s face.

“What’s under your bhat,
sonny ?”’ he smilingly queried.

Dick grinned in reply.

“Only just an idea, siz!” he
said

“QO.K.!” said his chief, after
a moment’s hesitation. “But
T guess you’ll have to be pretty
fly to get anything on that
slick guy. Mind you don’t lose
your watch!” he added, with
a short laugh.

With that, tho inventor dis-
appeared up the steps into the
office, and Dick wended his
way to the City.

Strange to say, he met with
no opposition when he sent in
his name in the waiting-room
of the big block of offices which
evidently claimed Mr. Slesser
as its owner; and he was
greeted with bland politeness
by the City man as he entered
his  private sanctum. Dick
had to admit that he certainly
was a “slick guy.”

“It’s going to be difficult to
goet  anything ocut of this
blighter, I can sce,” murmured
the boy to himself. “But there
may be a clue I can pick up as
to g’v‘hat the gang is going to

Aloud he said:

“You never expected to see
me again, did you, Mr.
Slesser 77

“The unexpected always hap-
pens in life,” was the calm
reply he got. “My last visit
to Mr. Arkville ended, per-
haps, shall we say, a little abruptly, Doubtless you are still
secking the identity of the Wrocker. You have but little
hope of tracing that mysterious individual, or staying his
actions.”

“You may be the man yourself,” said Dick.
rate, whoever you are, you are a cool customer.
your cheek. Really I do.”

As he continued his intentional flattery the boy’s keen
eyes watched Slesser’s restless hands. Still talking, he saw
that the man was furtively drawing his blotting-pad over
& sheet of paper. What was on that paper? Dick
cudgelled his brains for a plan to secure it. There must
be some way. :

At that moment the telephone-bell rang. Automatically
Dick put out his hand to the instrument at the same
time as Slesser did. In a flash his plan of action came to
him. He could not hope to overcome this huge fellow in
a rough-and-tumble. All he required was a few seconds
respite, and the telephone was his method.

His hand reached the instrument first. Gripping the
receiver, he cupped it in his hand, and with one lightning
motion of his strong, supple wrist, shot it upward atb
Slesser’s face. It struck the man straight and true on the
nose as he leant forward over the desk, and the pain in
tho sensitive organ made Slesser fling up his hands to his
face.

Like a. flash, Dick’s hand shot out and gripped the
peper by the blotting-pad. But the villain’s hand was

‘““At any
I admire

Dick gathered himself to=
gether in a bunch and
leapt !

nearly as quick, and the sheet tore in half as Dick leaps
for the door. : i

The clerks in the outer office opened their eyes wide as
they saw their usually calm chief tearing -after Dick’s
lithe form. But youth told, and the boy’s fleet feet soon
landed him in the safety of the strest. ‘

That evening, as the Flying Fish, her wheels now let
down from their protective coverings and her fins hidden
in her body, tore round the mile-long oval racing track
in Benton Park, undergoing her final trials, Dick turned
over and over in his mind the mystic symbols contained
in that half-sheet of paper. -

ootk Z—2nd.”

What ever did they mean?

CHAPTER 5.
Menace from the Sea ! e

RKVILLE and Dick stood by the windows of the
A hotel lounge and gazed across the promenade of
the famous South Coast resort. Crowds of holiday-
makers of all shapes and sizes crowded the fore-
shore for hundreds of yards in either direction, for this

was the day of the Henson Cup!
With her long, tapering, silver body shining like a
mirror in the brilliant sunlight, the Flying Fish was
‘Tez Geu Lisrary.—No. 1,189. -
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majestically making her way, with Mold at her wheel,
down the concrete runway to the sea. Cries of admira-
tion rang from the crowd as, taking the water, her wheel
slowly withdrew into their watber-tight comrmimmb anci
she shd gracefullv to a vacant mooring-buoy.

“Guess we'll get right aboard, sonny!" said Arkville.

Dick, grianing at the astonished official's face, leapt to
his side.

The preliminary examination was quite formal, and soon
the boats were lined up, eager for the race.

Boom !

The crash of the starting-gun rang across the waters,
and the cliffs awoke to lifc with the echoes of the roars
of a dozen engines. As if a inagnet had been attached
to her bows, the Flying Fish, with Dick at her wheel,
immediately took the lead. Like a shafs of light, with the
sun reflecting in all directions from her silver bom, she
tore throu-‘rh the calm soa at an enormous speed.

Dick had forced her stern down at the very outset, and
soon he was bringing her gold fins into play. Back and
back they came, inch by inch, and the Flying Fish,
crouched down inte the trough she made, with her pro-
peller tearing at the water in a fury of speed.

Intrepid driver as he was, the pace on this calm ocean
took even Dick's breath amway, and by now they easily
had a three hundred yards lead from their nearest rival.
It was wonderful, and Dick shouted for joy, and even
Arkville, stern and set in the little seat by his side, felt
the great thrill.

Dick laid the nose of the boat straight for the first
buoy—ten miles ahead. The course was triangular, ten
miles to cach leg, and it had to be completed twice.

The first leg passed before either of them realised it,
and Dick eased the boat down for the terrific bank which
they had to take. Round they came in a glorious curve,
and then once more the Flying Fish settled dewn to her
work. Soon the next point loomed ahead, Dick took the
mark-boat as close as he dared. As he rounded it he
glanced idly at its lettering. “Z."” That was right.

Then a great light suddenly dawned on him. Z!
That was the clue to the mystic note. And
“2nd”? By thunder! That meant the second round.
.The Wrecker would make a crashing attempt on them
on the next round!

Speed! Speed! That was what he must have now.
"\o use holding up any reserve power. »By the time he
'sighted mark 7 agein he must have a clear lead over
anyone else, in order to have the time to deal with any-
thing which the Wrecker might spring on them. He was
sure he was right in hLis surmise, for the mark-boat Z
lay ton miles out at sea, dead from the shore,
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Hs was determined to win the He ason Cup for Britain,
and he notched over the regulator of the forcing device to
the fullest extent and b;ought the fins back and back till
they were absolutely at the safety limit, On and on sped
the faithful boat at a speed which nearly turned them
dizzy.

Now !

With a long lead over his nearesy rival,
the fateful mark Z on the second round,

Great Scott! What was that? He could hardly believe
his eyes! TFor out of the sea, near to the turning-point,
a tiny submarine was breaking the surface, Dick saw the
conning-tower open and a masked figure jump out—a bomb
in its hand.

That bomb must never be thrown!
teeth, acted on the instant. Straight
he charged, with all the power of the
the Flying TFish roaring its challenge.

To the man by the conning-tower the speedbcat must
have seemed like an avenging monster. He crouched down
in terror ias the razor-like prow hLung over him for one
awful second—like the knmife of a guillotine.

But Dick judged things to a nicety. Over went his
wheel, and with but a coat of paint between him and
the enemy ship he crashed along by her side. Dehind him
the incxorable wash zoomed up in a deadly volume oi
water. It hit the submarine amidships with a terril
crash. Up and up it rose, till it came down like a gmnf s
hand on to the villain by the conuning-tower.

Round came the Flying Tish—once more came the
terrible crash of water, The bewildered man let g0 Lis
hold, and was swept like a matchstick into the maelstrom
of surging waters.

Craah

The bomb exploded with @ terrific roar. Away went
the conning-tower in a flash. Figures, carrying a
cellapsible boat, surged through the gap in the submarine
and took to the sea, the vessel itself rolling and dipping
helple»lv.

‘Me and the Wrecker'll get you yeti”
famt voice to Dick’s ears.

“He ain’t the Wrecker, but why worry ?”’ came the clipped
words from Arkville. *“He'll need some dry pants when
he gets home. Let her have her head, sonny !”

Sctting the Flying Fish once more smashing on her way
for home—for home and victory—Dick grumnd up at his
employer.

“Sure thmg boss!” he shouted joyously.
say goes!”

Dick neared

Dick, setting his
at the submarine
nassive engines of

came Slesser’s

»

“What you

THE END.

(There’s another great yarn in this evipping series next
weel:, boys! Don’t miss iét! 1It's Detier than ever.)

i Dick spun the wheel, and with but a coat of paint betwean him and the enemy submarine; he crashed alongside her:
e Gey Liszarv,—No. 1,189
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1 C

(For opening chapters, see page 26.)

The Avenger ! -\

ED, half suffocated by the gag, his wrists sxsvelling
where the spun yarn bound them tightly, had never
been quite se unhappy in his life as during the

next twenty minutes. He managed to spit out the

ball of yarn at last, and fell into a violent fit of coughing.

“This is a ghastly business!” he muttered. ‘‘The pinnace
is gone, and for all I know her crew are at the bottom.
Who are these ruffians? And how dare they cut down a
Navy launch in the open Solent! They must be a pretty
desperate crew; and they won’t stick at much.”
The middy tried to collect his thoughts.

It sounds as if they meant to make short work of me.
What are they so scared of?. - g

_hole. It’s a thundering wide cowl.

light filtered in through an angle, and he could see nothing.
The place was a sail-room, deveted to the small trysails
and jibs which the yacht carried but hardly ever sct. She
was evidently a fast vessel. There was a porthole at the
side, the scuttle of which was open, and Ned could see the
starry sky and dark water through it. A strong, ecool
draught played down on him from overhead. and, looking
up, he saw that a hooded ventilator opened through the
deck within easy reach of an upright man’s raised hands.
“There’s a dog’s chance yet!” thought Ned. “If only
my arms were free, I believe I could easily shove the cowl
of that ventilator clean off, and scramble up through the
Still, 1t wouldn’t do me
any good. I'd only come

Their necks, I should think,

through on to the deck among

They’re Russians, some of
them, and the rest are ruffians
in Russia’s pay. And all of
them spies !”

He tried to loosen the bonds
round his wrists by working
them, but the deck-hands had
tied the knots too well

IN THE GRIP OF THE SPIES!

Ned Hardy held prisoner on foreign
yacht.

those ruffians, and they’d just
knock me on the head for my
- pains. Who's that talking?”
To his surprise, Ned found
he could hear perfeetly well
all that was said on deck. The
ventilator opened near the
foot of the low bridge, with

“That brute Dimitri must

which its hood was almost

be a regular chief of spies

for them to take so much trouble over rescuing him. They
must have got word to him somehow, and lain in wait with
this yacht, and taken all these risks just on his account. He
stood a good chance of getting 'drowned as well; though, of
course, he was prepared and we weren’t.” Ned thought for
a moment. “Or is it that they don’t trust him, and are
afraid of him giving away the whole lot of them if he gets
put on trial or court-martial? = -

«“Wish I knew,” added Ned; “not that it matters much
to me, I suppose. This looks like being my finish. They'd
never let me get away after being in the thick of it like
this.”

He looked round him with eyes that gradually grew
accustomed to the gloom. There was o certain amount of
light in the compartment, filtering in through the badly
joined after-bulkhead where it met the side of the vessel.
This light . apparently came from the engine-room below.

Ned shuffled across and put his eye to both chinks; but the -

level, and the words of the

skipper and Dimitri, who were evidently standing by

“the bridge wheel, cams down it like a speaking-tubs.

“There’ll be no safety for .us anywhere in the Channel,”
said Dimitri’s voice, “if one of those flatfeet off the pinnace
gets ashore or aboard a vessel and gives warning of us.”

“Tt’s ten to one against any of em getting out of it, or
seeing the light again. We went clean over them,” said
the skipper.

“We ought to clear the Freneh coast by daylight, and
we shan’t be safe till we’ve made Rotterdam, all the
same. ‘I wonder you didn’t turn her round after the smash
and run out of the Solent by the way you came, instead
of goin’ right through, and out at the westerly end.”

“You always want to teach everyone their business.
Johnny !” snapped the skipper. “Leave it to me. There’s
no warships this end, and we shall double round the island,
and away eastwards again.” = 3 ;
Taz Gex Lisrarv.—No. 1,180



“1 wish #%2'd got that cursed fellow Ralph Hardy aboard
here, as well as the kid!” growled Dimitri. “I'd like to
pub ixis light out. All my troubles for the last year I owe
©o him, and he's done the Firm a lot of harm. He'll do more
yet if he’s not stopped.”

“He'll take more stoppin’ than any o’ you think of,” said
the skipper. “HFirm or no Firm!”

Ned, who heard every word, wondered what they could
mean by the “Firm.” Did it mean the Secret Service of
the Russian spies? Their headquarters, or, at any rate,
thelr meeting-place, was not Moscow, but” Rotterdam—that
port where all nations meet—it was nearer to England.

He heard the skipper say with satisfaction that Hurst
Spit was necarly abreast of them, which told Ned where
the yacht was. She was running out of the west end of
the Solent, and would shortly turn past the Needles and
into the open Channel.

“What'll they do to me when they get there?” thought
Ned., “If only I could get my arms free it'd be something.
What's this in the wall? I'll have a try at 1t.”

He felt a rusty, ragged nut sticking out from the bulk-
head against which he was lecaning. 1t gave him a gleam
of hope, and he began to fray the yarn that bound his
wrists against it. A small strand of spun-yarn will bind a
man fast, being far too tough to break; but it is easily
irayed against anything sharp, as it is of loose texture.

Even if he freed his hands it would be of little use, the
middy thought; but it gave him something to do, and
made him feel less helpless. He raged inwardly against
his captors, and felt that if he could only leave the mark of
his fists on one of the cowards before they settled him, it
would be something. Ned plied his bonds viciously against
the steel nut, and had the satisfaction of feeling the spun-
varn give way slowly. He went at it so vigorously that
he rasped the skin from his hands and wrists several times,
but scarcely felt the pain. &

“Free!” he gasped, as the last strands parted, and he
stretched out his hands joyously. “By Jove! I wish L
was, though! I'm locked in this beast of a trap! No
getting through that scuttle—it’s much too small. If only
iI— Hallot” :

He stared and blinked as a sudden light flooded the
sail-room through the porthole. At first he thought it was
the ray from the Hurst Lighthouse. Then he almost shouted
aloud as he saw what it really was—the searchlight of a
torpedo-boat, directed straight at the yacht. And at the
same moment he heard startled cries and confusion on
deck, and the clanging of the engine-room telegraph. :

“She’s after us!” cried. the skipper’s rasping voice, in
tones almost of panic. “Give her every gunce of steam!
Below there! -Full speed!” : g

“1 knew those fellers out of the pinnace would get out
of it and give the alarm!” cried Dimitri furiously. “¥You
can’t drown these Navy chaps.
and clubbed them all. That’s a twenty-seven knot boat from
the flotilla, and she’s bound to catch us. Sece, she’s sig-
nalling to heave-to!” 5

Ned darted to the porthole with a half-uttercd checr, his
heart beating fast. Could it be true? ;

The yacht had swerved, and the light could no longer
be seen in a direct line. Then it came in sight again—a
dazzling white spot fully two miles away, from which
sprouted a long truncheon of light, which spread out in
a circle over the black yacht and lit her up like noonday.
The circle left her, played here and there over the sea
on all sides of her for a few seconds, and then settled on
her steadily, and so remained.

“She’s from the fleet| She’s after us! By Ceorge, she’ll
catch us in twenty minutes!” cried Ned, quivering with
excitement. “Now, you beggars on deck there, you'll get
it in the neck}”

It was impossible to see anything of the vessel behind
that bright, white spot; but the lowness of the light ahove
the water showed she must be a torpedo-boat—probably of
the second class, for the smallest did not carry searchlights
—and she was evidently com-
ing along fast. Then the

We ought to have hove-to’
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side of the island, but it followed her remorselessly. The
muffied shouts on deck grew more confused. The torpedo-
boat was coming up hand-over-fist.

Flash! Boom! A six-pounder spcke from the torpedo-
boat and a blind shell dashed into the water well to
the right of her. It was the pursuer’s warning of what
was to follow if the yacht refused to obey the signals.

“Keep her goin’! I'll brain the man that touches the
engine-telegraph !” yelled the skipper. “As well be sunk
as heave-to now !”

: I;‘lashl Crack | came another shell, much nearer than the
ast.

“T wish they’d put one slap through her ! exclaimed Ned.
“I'd take my chance!”

The torpedo-boat did not fire again, however. Apparently
she did not want to sink the quarry; and though the
powerfully-engined yacht was doing the very respectable
spced of twenty-one knots, the little greyhound behind her
was going five knots faster and overhauling her rapidly.

“TIt’s no good steerin’ seaward !” cried the skipper desper-
ately. “She’ll be up with us in three minutes. I'll have
to beach her, an’ we’ll take to the shore. It’s our only
chance.”

“Go on, then, and make it! Quick, man!” cried Dimitri
in a quavering voice. “We've had blundering enough.”

“You've got nothin’ to make a song about! You've a
better chance of getting clear than any of us!” cried the
skipper furiously, altering the vessel’s ccurse. “8tand by
all, an’ jump for it as soon as we're hard an’ fast] I'll
ram her on to the mud behind the Christchurch Ledge. The
torpedo-boat can’t get close in to us there—we’ll have time
to make a bolt inland—kar coastguards.”

Instantly Ned understood the skipper’s plan. As escape
scaward was impossible he meant to run the yacht ashore
and abandon her, her crew trusting to luck to get away
before any pursuit could follow them on the land.

“Great Jupiter ! Dimitri’ll get away if he gets the ghost
of a start!” thought Ned, in consternation. “The beggar
can disguise himself like a blessed chameleon. Give him
half a chance and they’ll never lay hands on him again!
I'm responsible, and I've lost the pinnace already!”

All thought of danger was gone, and now that the torpedo-
boat was so close up Ned’s one concern was lest the spy
should get away altogether. The middy lcoked round him
in a fever of anxiety. Then a thought struck him, and,
quickly piling two or three of the rolled-up sails on the
floor, he mounted on them till he could reach inside the
ventilator funnel.

The ventilator’s cowl, or hood, was bolted down on the
inside with two bolts. Ned shot them back instantly. If
he could shift the whole cowl off its bearing he would be
able to get through on to the deck. What he expected to
flokthore he hardly knew, but he was ready to trust to
uck.

He made an effort to move the cowl, but failed. His
footing was too insecure. Then came a sudden lurch, a
violent swing of the whole vessel, and Ned was nearly
thrown hecad over heecls back on to the floor.

The yacht had run aground without any jar or violence

upon soft mud, but the sudden stoppage at full speed sent
most of her crew sprawling, and the ventilator cowl, being
loose, toppled right off its bearings and crashed into the
scuppers. - Ned was left with his head and shoulders stick-
ing out of the space it left, and, with a heave and a bound,
he hoisted himself through and his feet reached the deck.
- The yacht was hard and fast on a mudbank that ran
far out from the land, with shallow water all round her.
The torpedo-boat, unable to come any closer without sticking
fast also, had hove-to nearly three hundred yards away,
and was hastily lowering a boat, her searchlight still blazing
full upon the yvacht. The crew of the yacht were already
vaulting over her rail into the shoal water.

“Look out! There's the kid cutting loose!” cried the
skipper hoarsely, as Ned snatched a heavy belaying-pin
out of the rack next the mast and flew like a tiger-cat
at Dimitri, who was just makifnglf%r the side. “Duck, you

ool !

Dimitri threw himself fat

light waned to a much fainter
glow, and smaller flashes
showed above it. The pur-
suer was signalling the yacht
to heave to, and to fail at
her peril, -

&

has been kiered in

HOW THE STORY STARTED.

MIDSHIPMAN NED HARDY, son of a line of sen captains, is
appointed to the Victorious, the sume skip from which his brother Ralph

Not the least notice did
the yacht take — she was British Navy.

ection with @ robbery, Y : g b
befallz the new snotly, for he 18 made the scapegoat of o plot to wreck the captain was an artist with the
Thanks to o warning note from Ralph, Ned succeeds revolver, and
Shortly after this the young wmiddy s

as the &skipper, who was
twenty feet away, whipped
out a revelver and snapped a
swift and deadly accurate shot
at the middy as he dashed
Misfortune soon 2cross the deck The yacht's

had Ned re-

vlainly intending to run for i establishing his innocence.

it at any cost. Her crew
knew what they had to expect
if they were captured. The
yacht turned sharply, trying
to dodge the light under the
Tae Gem Lisrary.—No. 1,189,

put 2n charge of the first pinnace and ordered to proceed fo Portsmouth
{o collect Dimilri, the spy who had so nearly rvined kim. On the retrn
Journey, however, the pinnace is run down by an enemy craft manned
by Dimitri’s friends, and Ned s havled aboard and imprisoned in the

sail-roon,
(Now Read On.)

mained upright there would
be nothing more to record but
his funeral. Luckily, he
caught his foot on a ring-bolt,
and  went sprawling at the
very moment the skipper
fired, and the bullet went
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“He's down! Bolt for it—don’t wait I yelled the skipper;
for Ned lay motionless where he had fallen, and both the
ruffians supposed he was shot. “Straight along the mud-
bank, and make the beach as quickly as you can!” )

With an oath directed at Ned the spy leaped the rail
at the same time as his comrade. They plunged away
with all their might through the shallow water to the
long, grey ridge of mudbank and ran to the shore, along
which the rest of the crew—six, all told—were already
hurrying at their utmost speed.

Ned had struck his head against a stanchion pretty
sharply in falling, and he lay for several moments in a
dazed condition. He pulled himself together and struggled
to his feet.

The foremost of the fugitives from the yacht had already
ncarly traversed the long spit of mud; the two leaders
gained the hard beach and dashed inland through a gap

~in_the cliffs as Ned picked himself up.

Dimitri, however, was still no great distance from the
vacht, the last of them all. Her late skipper was some
thirty yards ahead of him, and Dimitri, who was rapidly
being left behind, shouted so vigorously at the yacht’s
captain that the latter turned back.

“Why don’t you hurry, you fool? Don’t you see the
torpedo men are on to us?” shouted the skipper; for the
torpedo-boat’s dinghy, with six men in her. armed with
rifles, was pulling for the mud-spit as hard as they could go!

“TI can’t. I tell you!” yelled Dimitri frantically, Jabouring
along slowly through the thick mud neaver the water's edge.
e was beside himself with rage and fright, and, having
chosen the worst part of the mud, besides being heavier than

any of the others, he sank over his knees, and could hardly’

get along. “Don’t you see I'm stuck! Help me out!”

“Not me! TIt’s everyone for himself now!” gasped the
skipper. turning towards the shore. ]

“You dog!” roared the spy. “If you .leave me to fall
into their hands, as sure as there’s a sky above us, I'll put
them on to you and all the others! T’ll give away every
man in the game, from the highest to the lowest | You know
me ! Tl wreck the whole show !”

The skipper turned to him with a face as faricus as his
own. Dimitri’s threat moved him even .more than the
impending danger.

“Yon treacherous cur!” he cried.
us all!”

“You daren’t split on

oF
e

“T'1l sell all I know for the price of my neck, if they
catch me again, I swear it !” gasped Dimitri, struggling and
sinking deeper. ;

One swift glance the skipper took scaward, and one at
Dimitri. His mouth set, grim and cruel. He saw there
was not a chance in a thousand of pulling the unwieldy
Dimitri out of the quicksand and getting him ashore before
the blucjackets came up. The skipper whipped his revolver
from his hip-pocket.

“1 believe you, you cur!” he snarled. ‘““And I've got
my orders, and here’s where I carry ’em out. If there was
a chance o’ you gettin’ left and betrayin’ us, I was to stop
vour mouth an’ make you safe! Take it, then, for you've
carned .it !”

He raised his revolver and fired point-blank at Dimitri.
A broken cry came from the spy’s lips, and he collapsed
upon the mud. The skipper, putting up his smoking pistol,
turned to run along the harder ground for the shore,

Ned, on the yacht’s deck, gave a cry of horror. Base
though the spy was, the skipper’s action seemed a murder so
cowardly that the middy’s sympathy went out to the fallen
man.

“You coward, to shoot a chap who’s helpless " he shouted,
hardly knowing what he said, and he shook his fist wildly
at the flying skipper. My stars, what wild beasts they are,
all of them! Where's the destroyer’s boat? Ah!”.

The last cry was wrung from him at the sight of a ven-
geance so swift and unexpected that it took him by surprise.
The torpedo-boat’s dinghy was coming up fast, though stiil
two hundred yards or so away. The searchlight shone full as
noonday upon the long spit of mud, lighting up the whole
grim scene. . .

The yacht’'s skipper, having fired the fatal shot, was
making his escape with all speed, when the crack of a rifle
rang out from the dinghy, and the man threw up his hands,
and, falling forward on his face, lay still.

“(reat guns, they’'ve got him!” exclaimed Ned, as he
realised that swift justice had overtaken the murderer.
Rather than let him escape, the order had been given to
fire, and one of the bluejackets had brought the man down.

(Well, chums, Ned’s had a narrow escape, hasn’'t ke?
But he’s not out of the wood yet, by any means! Don't
miss next week’s instalment of this great yarn of the

“ Switch
her,
Dad!”’
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A THE . VALLEY OF
i SLAVES!
I

(Contir.ued from page 18.)

Bcfow Sir Napier could reply, a sudden sharp report rang
out in the gorge.

One of the Agzolas, recovering his nerve, had snatched
up one of the Tifles that had been lepp(‘d by his com-
panions. Raising it to his cbony shoulder, he fired wildly
towards the dmﬂ) scen faces of those lookum down through
the open trap. b

It was a bad shot. In his excitement the man had [ailed
to_take anything like a correct aim.

Instead of ﬂ\mrr to its mark, the bullet passed bencath
the ml<lx1p~dnd on its way it struck the thin rope that held
Da Rosa swaying perilously forty yards or so in mid-air.
The strands parted;.and there was an cchomn “shriek from
the ‘Portuguese ss he dropped like a stone.

Th re was a- ghastly. thud.
“My heav cns"’ panted nggms hom‘qol\

Da Rosa lay where he had fallen, a hudrl‘cd sh{lp(" He

© did “not move—would never niove _again. Death had

come to the evil master of the valley of <1'u cs at the hands

of one of his own followers !

At the sight of their master’s
superstitious-terror of the great dll‘hlp gripped them in ful!
forge. ,With wild cries they turned in a body and swarmed
out through the mouth of the gorge, vanishing among the
trecs bey ond. . -

* Chortz and the othol thlee Porfuguew secing themselves
deserted and at the merey of the freed sh\m once the
Dakkans had gathered their wits together, turned and
boltcd hastily after the retreating Aggolas.

A long rope-ladder came dropping to carth from the
hovering dirigible. A few minates later Sir Napier Wynter
and Mr. leton Commander, Dawson and Iiric Kildare, had
climbed swiftly to earth.”

They were followed by othex Sixth- I‘on‘nms. and by Tom

terrible fato ﬂ]e Avgoh\ .

- authoritics” of what they had discoveied,

Merry & Co., Blake & Co., and a swarm of other ex
fellows. TFiggins and Fatty Wynn were surrounded b
cheering crowd, and George I'rancis Kerr was the first to
grasp lns (hums hands.

The Dakkans looked dazed with the «mldm startling- i
of events. Then suddenly they scemed to realise ib at they
were free.

They dropped to their knees in a vast circle mound th
airship party, almost moaning with gratitude.

- Sir Napier Wynter, who had turned to the huddled form

of Da Rosa and made a hasty examination, rose, with a
grim face. %5 5
“His neck was broken in the full,” he said quictly. “That

is the end.of one of the biggest scoundrels it has ever been

my lot to mect I”

There was a tremendous celebration on board the S 1000
that ovening as the giang au\lup cruised on towards the
coast high above the tangled mnn.o The rescue of Figai
and Fart\ Wynn from the Valley of Thunder, and the cnd
of the evil practices that had gone on there so long. cer-
tainly called for a celebration, the St. Jim’s juniors tou-
idered.

But, despite the fact that a ripping feed was held
W n, for once, was one of the most >

Fatty
3 mod(‘\t caters ent !
Hn had not forgott(\n the results of his last oversize supper
—would never forget them as long as he lived! And he
did not intend to risk anything ()frihat sort happening
again as long as he was on board 1410 S 1000.
“ A fow days later the giant airship was leaving Afvica
altogether, = At the coast Sir Napier ‘had infor med the
“aud Government
ropresentatives were already on their way' into the intefior
to take posse
which in future would' be “workoed “by pald’-]nlxom
benefit of the black tribes in the .neighbourhood.”
And the §71000, with” droning’engines, sped c.x\\m(L out
over the thmmmmg Atlantic, on® the first “Africd-Canada
flight ever made! For the:American continegnt fvas the next
\‘mp in a few days the Flying School would be visiting the
Wild West !

to the

THE EXD.
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NEXT WEEK’S issue of the GEM is a real

BUMPER CHRISTMAS NUMBER

i Don’t miss the thrlllmg story of Tom Merry & Co. among the Redskms.
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" % The 6ft. size Riley
KEEP OUR BOYS Jirhathugtine
Table is delivered
on first payment of
13/3. the balance
you pay monthly.
CashPrice£11/15/0.
Riley’s pay car-
rig take all tran-
sit risks and give 7
¢ el i N days’ Free Trial.
RILEY’S ‘COMBINE’BILLIARD AND
DINING TABLES can be had in varvious | @22 FREE
sizes and’ styles for cash ov easy terms. Riley’s BILLIARD
are the st makers of full-size Billiard “
Tables in Gt. Britain. TABLES.
Sead fer
details and

Send for FREE Art List.
price list.
and Dept.30,147, Aldersgate St., London, E.C.1.

E J. RILEY L., alelghWorks, Acerington,
f OUTFIT & “BOHEMIA” PKT. FREE! !
B mu Height increased in 14 days, o nioney back,
E TALL Road, LONDON,
2d. extra —GREENAWAY, 5, New Inn Hall Strest, OXFORD.

g Album; 25 Bohemn V'mn‘n Wallet, 75 different, Mounts, 2d. post
&
Amwmv Course, 5/-. Send ST AMP NOW for Free
AEROPLA.NE AND CATAPULT ELASTIC, 1/16th, 1/8th, 3/16th,
rs HUNDREDS of offers in the
s " Write for FRER copy to

or -appro’ TOWNSEND, LIVERPOOL.
Book. — STERBING ‘SYSTEM, 28, Dean
and 1/4th inch thick square, price #d., 1id., 3d., and 6d. per foot: post
112, STRAND, LONDORN.

HAVE YOU A RED NOSE ?

.Seml :1 stamp to pay postage, and you will learn how to rid yourselt
a terrible affliction free of charge. - Enclose stamp.
in confidence: T. J. TEMPLE, Speuxahst ‘‘Palace House,”’

haftesbury Avenue, LONDON , W.1 (Est. over 25 years.)

!NGREASED my uhn height to 6ft. 3%ins. 1§ T, H., age 163, to 6ft.!
F., age 31 from 5it. 5 0 5ft, 10! Ross System
is Genuine. Enro and Watch Yourself Grow! Fec £2 2s,
Pariiculars 1id. stamp.—P. ROSS, Height Specialist, Scarborough.

BOYS AND GIRLS can earn BIG MONEY

in their spare time simply . by distributing cards to their friends.
Write for full pmh"nmh, htatmg age, to—
S*‘ELIG PUBLICITY SERVICE, Dept. A.4, 23, Whlte Street H
Tocrfields, LONDON, E.C.2.

300 STAMPS FOR 6°.

Wales, Gold Coast, etec.—W.

(‘&hmad 1/-), includin
0Old India, M
A. \\II{TE ]‘ng.ne Lane, LYE,

An post, Barv
; New South
Stourbridze

- =
3 §, New Bridge Street, LUDGATE
GrIROSE’S 5 4y brldedu s

BILLIARDS AT HOME 2/ per week

2 s1z8 pEposT | $IBIMY | oAsH

ft. in, X ft. 8 ia, 8/= - 19/-

3 ft, 9 in. X ft. 10/~ glls 26;-

4 ft 4 in. X ft. 3 in, 14/« 7/6 32/~

4 it, 9 m. X 2 ft. 6 in. 20/ 10/« . 42/-

6 ft. 4 in. X 2 ft. 10 in 24/« 12/« 52/-
Complete with 2 Cues, 3 Cor Balls, Marking Board, Spirit Level,

& Rules and Chalk. COM PLETE LIST PREE.
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All applications for Advertisement Space in this publication should
be addressed to the Advertisement Manager, UNION JACK SERIES,

The Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4.
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