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CHAPTER 1.
Alrica Bound!

LA REAT 8COTT I” .
Tom Merry uttered the exclamation in tones of
amazcment.

He was standing by the deckrail of the Opossum
steafmer, with the binoculars to his eyes, scauning the wide
blue waters of the Gulf of Guinea.

Tom Merry was having a good time: so were his eight
chums from 8t. Jim's, They were all on deck now, under
the awnings in the Llazing tropical sun, and all of them
looked very brown and welf

Their departure from Epgland in the’ Opossum had been
a big surprise to Tom Merry & Co. But the letter of Bir
Richard Btandish, onc of the governors of St. Jim’s, had
authorised Captain Crane to take them when he sailed. The
skipper had obeyed it without hesitation. And Tom Merry
& Co. were en route for Darkest Africa. And they cnjoyed
it.

Tom Merry and his chums had seen foreign Jands before,
but Africa—Africa the mysterious, the far-away—exerciscd
a spell upon their imaginations. They could hiardly believ:
in their good luck at first when they found themselves tread
ing the deck of the swift steamer, under suns that daily grew
more blazing, speeding southward, ever southward. Bu
they got used to the idea at last, and they looked forwar.
cagerly to their arrival upon the West Coast,

A run ashore, amid tropical forests and jungles and man
grove swamps—it simply dazzled them.  As for fever
malaria, poisonous serpents, cannibals, and other amenitie:
of African existence, they did not give them a thought
Fatty Wynn of the Fourth, indeed, deelared that a chap
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As the hoat suddenly ran into sight
of the fighting, the juniors saw a
— steam-launch aground in the mud
e of the Congo, with three canoes
crammed with savage negroea
attacking it. On the deck of the
launch, behind a barricade of
boxes, a white rhan was fighting
2 lone battle!

need never be afraid of catching anything so long as he kept
himself well in health by frequent and solid meals.

Fatty Wynn was dozing now in a hammock. Most of the.
juniors were in deckchairs. Arthur Angustus D’Arcy wus
polishing his eyeglass. Figgins was looking out for a sight
of land., The stcamer was chuming} on across the Gulf of
Guinea, Ahead of the vessel lay the Cameroons and the
French Congo, on the port side; and northward the Gold
Coast and the Ivory Coast.

A steamer was passing on a different course, heading for
the distant Congo, while the Opossun was steawming on
towards the West Coast,

The stranger, a_smaller vessel than the Opossum, was
within easy view of the glasses, and Tom Merry had turned
them upon her.

He lowered them with amazement in his face.

“My hat ! ‘

“ What's the matter I asked Jack Blake.

“That steamor "’

“What about it ?” .

“T can see three men on her deck—three men we Lnow.”

“Lend me the glasses.”

Blake took the binoculars and turned them upon the
tcamer, then he, too, uttered an exclamation ~f astonish-
ment.

“The Spaniards!”

On the deck of the passing vesscl thrce men stood in a
sroup; ‘they were smoking cigars and chatling, and not
‘poking towards the Opossuin.

Blake recognised them at once.

Ono of themm was an Englishman with a darkly bronzed
face and & slouched hat; the other two were Spaniards,
and one of them had ear-rings in his eays.

The sight of them brought back to Blake's mind the
journey of the St. Jim’s juniors to Southampton. They had
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had & packet to deliver to the skipper of the Opossum from
Sir Ricia.rd Standish. On the road three crooks had made
more than one attempt to rob them of it. Gally, Rodriguez,
and Yanex, however, had been left behind, as the juniors
supposed, in England. It was amazing to see them on the
deck of a steamer in the Gulf of Guinca. What were they
doing there?

“What is it, deah boys 1"’ asked Arthur Augustus D’Arcy.

“ Look |

“Bai Jovol”

The juniors took the binoeulars in turn. There was no
mistake about it; they werc the three men who had tried
to rob them of the packet un the way to Southampton.

“My only hat!” cjaculated Monty Lowther. *“What are
they oinF here 1"

“What's the trouble, young gentlemen ?”

It was Captain Crane’s voice. The captain of the Opossum
had descended from the bridge. He looked curiously at the
juniors,

“The Spaniards, sir,” said Tom Merry.

“’{;he men who tried to rob you nf Bir Richard's packet?”

“Yes, sir.”

Captain Crane looked at the passing steamer through the

lasses. The vessel was passing farther from view now.
The skipper looked very grave.

“They look three tough customers,”” he rematrked. “I
don’t know what they are doing here. But, after all, thoy
did not succeed in getting hold of the packet.”

“They had hold of it once,” said Kerr.

“But we got it back before they were able to open it,”
said Tom Merry.

Kerr was silent.

“Well, they are going to a different part of the coast, to
judge by the course they are

By

Jevanannnntnansran.

I'(Ilcy?!’

. “I have his written instructions,’
mg puzzled,

Ir. Hudson stared at him.

“ Written instructions "

‘1Yes"’

“Great snakes!” said the agent. “Then tliese are ihe
boys that Sir Richard cabled me about—the young rascals
who ’\’%1“0 run away from school I

“What I*

said the skipper, luok:

“Bai Jove!” ejaculated Arthur Augustus D’Arey, turning
his ct?'c lass upon the coast agent. “Pway explain yourself,
my deah sir  We cortainly have not wun away fwom school.
We are here by Bir Wichard's instwuctions.”

“Yes, rather !” said Tom Merry.

The American fumbled in the pockets of his loosc-linen
coat, and drew out a crumpled paper. .

“Here's Sir Richard's message to ma over tho wires,” lin
said, and he read: “°‘Packet coming by Opossum.
Delivered to Crane by party of schoolboys who have sailed in
Opossum, reason unknown. Send them back in Opossum.—
Sraxprsm’

The juniors listened in blank amazement.
smazement did not cqual that of Captain Crane.

“I tell you I have Sir Richard’s written instructions!” lio
almost shouted. “Do you think I should bring o party of
schoolboys to this coast on a holiday—eh?”

The American shrugged his shoulders.

“Show me the instructions,” he said.
the packet?”

“Ay, ay!”

Captain Crano darted below, and returned in a coupln
of minutes with the sealed packet in one hand and the
baronet’s letter in the other. He handed both of them to

the coast agent.

But their

“Are tliey with

steering,” said Captain Mr Hudson glanced over
Crane. “_Ygu will not sce Up the mighty Congo, penetrating ever deeper tha letter, and Lis lrown
*‘hf;‘}‘ 1%;1;1 “mob sin® said into Darkest Africa, journey Tom Marry & Co., f]?gge I‘E;{Imﬂ.ll:li!;fﬁ:]- fﬁfh 11:”
Tom Merry. . the St. Jim's explorers. Many unknown dangers lips, and read it a sccond
thi]:i?.l:bgtht?:l. rﬁ?a}:::id bec‘:rl}: menace their route, but they are doggedly deter- m'}}?m letter  wo:  clear
shock to hiin to see the mined to [recover from three stop-at-nothing enough. It dirceted Cap-
adventurers there. Tom crooks documents worth over a million pounds. tain  Crane to take the

Merry and his comrades had

been entrusted to take the. . .
mysterious packet from Sir Richard Standish to the skipper
of the Opossum.

On the road to Southampton the packet had, indeed, fallen
into the hands of the crooks, but the juniors had recovered
it, apparenfly unopened. The packet contained valuable
papers to be delivered to Mr. Hudson, Bir Richard's agent,
at Cape Three Points, on the West Coast. DBut the packet
reposed now in the safe in Captain Crane's cabin. What
had brought the three rascals there?

The strange stoamer passed on out of view on the wide
waters of the Gulf of Guinea. The Opossum forged on her
way to the West Coast. But Tom Merry could not get from
}liﬂ mind the mental picture of the three dark, desperate
aces.

“The wascals arc up to some mischief,” Arthur Augustus
D'Arcy opined, and the other fellows agreed with him.

It was later in the day that the dark, forest-shaded coast
came in sight, and the steamer ran in to her anchorage
under the shadow of Cape Three Points. The moment the
anchor was down a native boat was seen putting off from the
beach. It contained two rowers as black as the ace of spades,
and & white man in a big shady hat with a sun-browned faco
and & cigar between his lips.

The boat pulled out to the steamer, and the white man
came on board.

Captain Crane evidently knew him.. IIe shook hands
with the newcomer, who glanced in great surprise at the
grot;? of schoolboys.

“You have passengers, I pguess,” ho remarked.  Sir
Richard’s agent was evidently an American.

The skipper looked surprised in his turn.

“You did not know they were coming ?'" ho asked,

“No. They haven't come to ses me, I guess,”

“8ir Richard sent them out to you.”

&ackct to Hud:onn at Cape
. hree Points, and at the
same time to take the party of schoolboys with Lim, and
deliver them into the charge of the agent.

“Waal, I swow!” said Mr. Hudson in amazement,

“There's the instructions in Sir Richard’s own bLand!”
said the skipper warmly.

Mr, Hudson scanned the letter closely.

‘It looks like it,” he admitted. “Wait a rminule !

He opened the packet.

The juniors looked on eagerly. The packet that tliey had
carried from the baronet to the skipper of the Opossum had
a great interest for them., There was a mystcry about it
that excited their imaginations,

Mr. Hudson removed the outer wrapping, and {hen
another wrapping, and then another. A smnail wouden box
was revealed.

He opened it, and uttered an exelunation.

“Great snakes !”

The juniors stared blankly at the box. It contained o
folded newspaper—a “ Daily Sketch ” of the date of the dav
before the Opossum had sailed. Nothing was written upon
it. The box contained nothing else.

“Done!” said Mr. Hudson.

“But—but what does it mean ?” gasped Tom Merry.

“I guess it means that this packet has been opened and o
}mpers stolen,” said Mr. Hudson, * This letter iz a forgery.
[ puess I'm going to know what you kids Lave done with
them papers!”

The agent's face took on a dark expression, and his Lrown
hand felt behind his belt, and eame back with a revolver
in it. The shinmﬁ: barrel glimmered in the tropical sun.
Mr. Hudson fixed his eyes upon the startled junicrs.

“Where are them papers?” he asked.
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CHAPTER 2.
In Pursuit!
OM MERRY & Co. stared at the coast agent in aston-
ishment.

There was @ savage expression in Mr. Iudson’s
eyes. The way he handled the revolver showed that
he was not unused to handling such weapons. L

But Tom Merry was not scared. He was only indignant.

“What do you mean?” he asked. “Do you imagmne that
we have opened the packet?”

“1 guess samebod{ as.” said Mr. Hudson. “8ir Richard
didn’t send out an old copy of the * Daily Sketeh’ by special
stcamer, I guess. This here packet has been opened, and
the papers have been taken out, and this old newspaper put
in instead. How did this packet reach you, Captain Crane his

“These boys brought it from Sir Richard.”

“I guess you didn’t open it?”

“Certainly not,” said the skipper.

“Then it was opened, and the paper stolen, by the
messenger who brought it to you,” said Mr, Hudson.

Tom Merry flushed scarlet.

“1 was the messenger,” he said.

Mr. Hudson’s keen eyes turned upon him. The revolver
swayed forward.

“Where are them ;Eapers ?” he said.

“T do not know. If the packet contained papers, the
must be in it now,” said Tom Merry, very much flurried.
“1 cannot_understand it. The packet was certainly not
opened while it was in my ‘:Fossassmn."

“Did it leave your hands at all?” asked the Amecrican,
looking at him very keenly. ’

Tom Merry started. )

“Three men tried to rob us of it on the read,” he said.

“1 guess one of them was a Spaunish galoot with gold
car-rings,” said Mr. Hudson.

“That 1s right.” i

“And did they get hold of it?”

“VYes, for a short time. But we reca tured it,” said Tom
Merry. “We found it upon one of them, still unopened.
We concluded that he had taken it for himself, swindling
the other two, and that he hadn’t had_time to open it.”

“T guess Gally and Rodriguez and ¥anex haven't fallen
out,” he said. *They're all in this. I've seen those three
ccoundrels at work before. If the packet was in their
hands, they opened it at once, and they took the papers.
Gally is @ clever hand at anybody's fist, and I guess he
wrote this letter in Sir Richard’s hand to put in the packet,
then he scaled it up again with an old newspaper inside.”

“Great Scott !”

“Gally has the papers,” said Mr. Hudson, putting the
revelver back in his pocket. * What Possessed Sir Richard
to trust them to a schocibog, gets me.’

“He was being watched by the Spaniards, and he thought
ihat a schoolboy could take the packet without exciting
suspicion,” Tom Merry explained.

“Not a bad idea; only the galoats must have tumbled to
the game,” said Mr, Hudsor. “They laid for you, took the
papers out of it, forged this letter, and sealed it up again,
and let you recapture it.

Kerr smiled quietly. He was the only one in the party
who had had a suspicion that there was something gueer
about the ease with which the juniors had recovered the
packet, unopened.

“We've been done,” eaid Blake.

“Yaas, wathah!*

Tom Merry was utterly dismayed.

“Then—then if Sir Richard did not write that letter, it
was not his intention that we should sail in the Opossum !”
he exclaimed.

“1 guess not.”

“Nor the Head's intention, either,” said Figgins, “What
must they nave thought, when we didn't come back to
&f, Jim's?”?

Mr. Hudeon grinned. Although he and his emgloycr had
been done hopelessly by the rascals, he had an American’s
admiration of cuteness in any form.

“] guess Gally had the papers, and he didn’t want you
voung fellows to go back to the baronet and aaﬂ 80,” he
remarked; “so he forged s letter to get you taken away
in the steamer. I guess it was smart.”

“Tha scoundrel 1*

“Quite right. But he's done us,” said Mr. Hudson.
“Where the rascals are now is a puzzle!”

“We've geen them !” said Tom Merry

“Qpen them! Wherei"”

“On a steamer, suiling towards the coast to-day,” said
Tom Men('iy.

Mr. Hudson showed some sign of excitement.

“Then they’vo gobt the papers, and they're after the
rubber,” he said. “If we knew where they were going
we might ring in a cold deal on them yet.”
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"1 know where the
';:hcy were steering for the

wem.”

“Then they know the location,” said Mr. Hudson, “I know
it, too, I guess, though not close enough withont the papers.
But I guess I know emough to d them. I gutes we're
going on the same tack, and you can get your ancher up
again, Captain Crane.” ) ' :

“‘You’re not going ashore againl’ p

«J guess not. I'm going to put this business through, and
save the rubber for 8ir Richard, if I can,” said Mr. Hudson.

“Ay, ayl I'm under your orders, sir.”

Mr. Hudson stepped to the side, and called out to the
negro boatmen.

“You lib for shore, preity quiekl!”

The negroes grinned, and the boat pulled away. Mr.
Hudson lighted a fresh cigar, and wrinkled his sunburnt
brows in thought. The steamer's snchor was raised, and
she glided out again upen the blue waters of the Gulf of
Guiner. The juniors, not yet rccovered from their amaze-
ment, watched the shore recede from sight.

“Well,” said Figgins at last, “this is a go!”

“Yaas, wathah !”

“1 never %uéssed,” said Tom Merry ruefully. “I suppose
1 ought to have guessed, especially as Kerr was suspicious
about it.  But »

“T didn’t guess what they'd done,” said Kerr.

“I wizsh we could cable to the Head that we're safe and
sound,” said Tom Merry; “ but it's impossible, so it’s no
good thinking of it. I'd like to get within hitting distance
of those scoundrels! I feel as iig we're to blame. But we
couldn’t help it.” ;

“Wathah not! When I meet that man Gally 1 shall
give him a feshful thwashin'[” said Arthur Augustus,
polishing his eyeglass meditatively. “I wegard him as an
uttah beast 1”

Mr. .Hudz_on came over towards the juniors, with his
hands in his pockets and the cigar projecting from the
corner of his mouth.

«T reckon I don't know what to do with you youngsters,
he said. *We'rs going into danger.”

“(tood t* said all the juniors at onoce.

Mr. Hudson smiled, and showed a double row of teeth,
blackened by tobacco.

“That's all ver{’ well,” he said. “I'm going to trfv to
get those papers back from Gally, and prevent him from
rabbing my boss of a cool million, I guess. He will fight—
there will be shooting. You will have to keep out of it.”

“We jolly well shan’t!” said Tom Merry coolly. “We
lost the papers, although we could not help it, and we're
entitled to take s hand ip getting them back again, And
wo're not nfraid of shooting |”

“ But lyou’re only kids,” said Mr. Hudson dubiously. “I
reckon i

were going,” eaid Captain Crane:
ggngo Coast whgl?wa passed

shall have o tough job with three of them against
me, but I'm gomi to put it through, I guess. Sir Richard
docsn’t pay me a handsome salary to sit round and have the
flies fanned off me by-niggers.

“But you can't think of tackling the three rotters alone,
sir,” said Figgins.

“T guess U'm going to do that, sonny.”

“You're not. We're going to help!” said Tom Merr
determinedly, “You must let us, sir] We are not afrai
of the scoundrels, and there are nine of us to lend a hand
in dealing with them. There are only three of the raseals,
sir, and we could eat them if we once got at close quarters.”

“Yaas, wathah |”

Henry K Hudson cocked his eye mt Arthur Augustus
D’Arcy, and smiled over his big cigar. .

“T guess you'd knock them with your monocle,” he said.
“1 guppose that is the most dangerous thm% about you,
sonny. But I reckon if we_got _into danger shall shove
you below in a bandbox, this side up with carel”

The swell of 8t Jim's flushed erimson, and the other
juniors chuckled. Arthur Augustus turned his monocle
upon the American with o stare that certainly ought to
have rooted him to the deck, but which had no perceptible
effect upon Henry K. Hudson.

“Weally, Mr. Hudson—"

“Cheese it, Gussy 1"

«T wefuse to chesse it, Tom Mewwy! Mr. Hudson has
made a dispawagin’ wemark. When we come into contach
with those dweadful wuffians, I considah that I shall give
a good account of myself, and I considah—"

“We'll see,” grinned the American. “I'm going to have
them ﬁapars back, or burst a biler! If any of you kids
Lnow how to shoot, I may let you chip in.” . i

And there the discussion terminated, the American going
on the bridge to talk to Captain Crane. Arthur Avgustus
D'Arcy cast a glance of disdainful indignation after him.

“¥ iegard that man as & woitah |” he said.

“He's all right,” said Tom Merry, laughing. “You see,
you don't impress strangers as being such a terrific fighting«
man as you really are, Gussy.”
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“ Look out [ ' exclaimed Kerr.
head. Tom adroitly dodged the savage blow, then out came his right, to land with telling force under the negro’s chin.
It was the signal for a general fight against the treacherous Congo boatmen |

“Ha, ha, hal?

*I shall insist upen takin' my share of the fightin',” said
D’Arcy, "and I will show that Amewican that a memba
of ane of the oldest families in England can fight quite as
well as a Yankea boundah!”

And Arthur Augustus DYArey concluded with an expres-
sive sniff, which conveyed his complete disdain for Henry K.
Hudson and all the opinions he might hold concerning
elegant youths who wore monocles.

CHAPTER 3.
On the Congo!

(1 Y hat 1" said Digb{. “What an aroma |”
It was a couple of days later. The steamer
was gliding slowly along in sight of the African
coast, and from the densely wooded shore came

a strange smell that made the juniors sniff and snilf again,

“Bai Jovel” said Arthur Augustus D'Arcy, with an
expression of great disgust upon his aristocratic features.
“1f this is how Afwicah smells, deah boys, 1 shall scan be
fed up with Afwicah!”

Tom Merry laughed.

“It doesn’t all smell like that, I suppose,” he said “I
think we're near the mouth of some river, and perhaps it
brings decayed vegetation down to the sea. It isn't nice!"”

“It's howwid !” ]

“ Not enjoyable!” said Figgins. “But we can stand it.
I'm anxious to get at those rotters!”

Mr. Hudson was just approaching the juniors, and Tom
Merry turned to him

“] say, Mr Hudson, what's that awful niff 2"

The American laughed.

“1 guess that’s the sweet scent of the Congo,” ho said.

“The Congo "

“I guess s0.”

The juniors looked landward with keen interese.

The very name of the great river that flows seaward from
the heart of Darkest Africa was thrilling to the juniors.

M’pong rose to his feet, and next moment he struck with his paddie at Tom Merry's

“Where is i7" asked Tom DMerry.

Mr. Hudson waved = black cigar towards the diztans
sandbanks.

“There !

“Bai Jove! The Congo!" said D'Arcy.
the atwocitics come fwom |

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Belgians and niggers and rubber and ivory and bananas,
I guess,” said My, Hudson “That's the product of the
Congo. Wo shall be at Boma to-night.”

“Boma [” said Tom Merry.

“The former capital of the Delgian Congo. We shall
have to stop hore and jaw with the Belgians, and bribe somn
of them,” said the American carelessly. ““Lhen I arn going
up tho rviver to look for Gally and Redrigucz and Pedro
Yanex.”

“And we'ro coming with vou.”

The Amcrican shook his head, with a grin that showed
every brown tooth in his head.

“1 guess not.”

“But you're not going alone?”

“That’s the racket, sonny.”

“Pai Jove! I could not possibly allow that.
tainly come !

“Monocle and all 1" grinned Mr. Hudson.

“Weally, siv—="

“The niggers would capture you, and use you for a felizh
I guess,” said Mr. ITudson, with a roar of laughter, s
haven't any use for you myself. ¥You stay at Boma in the
steamer,”

“ Rats!™ said Figgins,

The American laughed, and said no more, Dut lio was
evidently resolved  Whether the juniors could help him or
not, he did not feel justified in taking them into the deadly
dangers of the Congo.

But the juniors of St. Jim's held a very different cpinion,
They felt that they wern entitled to help in recapturing the
papers.  And they did not like the idea of Mr. IIudson
going alone. His cool nerve in setting out along to track
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down three crosks in 2 wild and lawless country, they could
not help ndmiring. But they meant to take a hand in the
game, all the same,

In the rod sunset the steamer entered the Congo. The
swift vessel cleaved the brown waters, which smelt all the
stronger at close guarters, But the juniors were growing
accustomed to the smell now, —_—

As they glided on to Boma, Mr. Hudson, reclining in a
deckehair, with lis long legs reclining one over another,
and a cigar, of counrse, in his mouth, told them some par-
ticnlars of the strange affair which they had long been
curious to know., Tom Merry brought up the subject.

“Would there be any harm in our knowing what the
trouble is, gir 7" lie asked. “I know that Gally and the rest
have stolen zome papers belonging to 8ir Richard Btandish,
Bat ithat's all. It scems jolly mysterious!”

“Yaas, wathah ™

AMr, Hudson nodded genially.

“1 guess you can know,” ﬂc said. "It was being kept
dark to keep it from Gally and Rodriguez, but I guess it
can't be kept dark from them now. There was a man on
the coast who discovered & new rubber territory, in a region
where rubber has never been found before. I reckon you
koow that rubber is one of the chief products of this hyer
one-horse countiy.’

The juniors nodded,

“We{], a new rubber region is a big find,” went on Mr.
Hud:zon. “3ir Richard is the head of a company that does
biz buziness on the Congo, and the man who made the
dizcovery—IKelly, hiz name was—offered him the seerct. Yon
ccg, if Sir Richard could get a concession from the native
king, and make terms with the Belgians, he would com-
mand the new supply of rubber. It might mean a million
pounds—it might mean five million, according to the price
of rubbet in the market,”

1 see”

“Zooner or later the dizcovery would be made, anyhow,
nnd the new region worked dry., Well, Kelly made plans
and maps, and tock them with him to London, and drove a
bargain with Sir Richard. He also took coast fever with
him, and died in London. His share goes to his wife and
family, if tha thing is worked., Sir Richard sent the papers
out to me, for me to get to_the native king, and to work
the game at Boma with the Belgian officials. You see, the
Belgians claim to rule the whole country hereabouts—it's
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marked as theirs on the map. But without the papers I
ean't locate the territory, you sce. I must get them back
l'rou'l; the galoots who have boned them. They're shead of
us, bu ”

“They're making for the place, then?” .

“T guess so. But I've got a good chance of catching them
up and getting the papers back If I can do it, my fortune
is made; if I can’t, I guess I shall never go down the Congo
again, and they won’t ever say ‘ Haowdy-do!’ to me agam
on Broadway, New York,” said Henry K. Hudson, blowin
out a cloud of smoke. “But I guess Henry K, Hudson w.
work the riffle 1"

“They are bound to resist?”

“I reckon!”

“That settles it,” said Tom Merry. “We're coming I”

Henry K, Hudson laughed, ard lighted a fresh cigar.

CHAPTER 4.
Lelt Behind 1

OMA was blazing under a tropical sun. :
The wide, evil-smelling river, the dark swamps in
the distance, the white houses of the Belgian officials,
the huts of the natives, lay scorching under the blaze.

The juniors, as thinly clad as possible, in shady Panama
hats, lounged breathlessly on the deck of the anchored
steamer, which was scorching to the touch.

Arthur Augusius D'Arcy’s monocle hunF idlﬂ at the end
of its cord. The rim of it was too hot to allow him to insert
it into his eye.

“Bai Jove !” said Arthur Augustus. “I wondah how long
Mr. Hudson is goin' to be §”

Officials had come on board the littla steamer, and gone.
Mr. Henry K. Hudson had gone with them, and several
hours had elapsed, and he bn(f not returned to the ship.

He had not said what time he would return; he had naot,
in fact, said that he would return at all, and the juniors
had asked Captain Crane, and had received an enigmatical
smile in response,

“1 wonder when he is going to start up the river?” said
Figgins, “IHe seoms to be losing a lot of time, considerin
that Gally & Co. ure .getting farther away every minute, an
nearer to the prize.’

“Yaas, wathah! As a mattah of fact, I have vow
faith in the chap, you know,” said Arthur Augustus IArcy,
with a wieo shake of the head.

“I wish he'd come back,” said Tom Merry. “Hallo!
The men appear to be getting ready to go down the river.
The steamer can’t be saitling without Mr. Hudson,”

“Bai Jove! Let's ask the skippah!”

The juniors ran to the steps of the bridge. Captain
Crane was busy giving orders to the scamen, In the first
pause Tom Merry called to him:

“Are you going up the river now, siri”

Captain Crane smiled.

“No, my lad! I'm going down the river

“Back to sea?”

" , 8 12

“But Mr. Hudson—he hasn’t returned !”

"He isn’t coming back,” said Captain Crane. “He has
gona up the river, hours ago, in a steam-launch. He kept
it dark, because you boys wanted to go, and he didn't
want a fuss.” .

“He's given us the slip,” said Tom Merry, in dismay.

The eaptain smiled again,

; o Y(_)éa boys are coming back to England in the Opossum,”
12 said.

Tom Merry knitted his brows.

“Woe'ro not going back to England leaving Mr. Hudson
to face those three scoundrels alone I”" he exclaimed.

“But he's gone.”

“How long 1"

“Two hours,”

“RBai Jove! 1 wegard it as n wotten fwick!” zaid
Arthur Augustus D'Arcy indignantly. “He has given us
tho slip, and I do not wegard it as playin’ the game.”

“He's not going to leave us behind like this,” said
Figgins,

“But he has done it, deah boy !”

“What price following him?* asked Tom Merry, looking
round.

“Bai Jove!”

“If he's only two hours ahead we may overtake him,”
said the hero of the Shell. “Are you all game? Shall we

0?)]
B “Yaas, wathah!”

“What-ho !

“ Ripping !*

Tom Merry ran to the side of the stcamer. Native boats
were plying on the river in crowds, some with fruit in

little
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groat piles to sell at the ship’s side, some emply, lo lake
people to and from the landing-stage of Boma,

Tom waved his hand to a large boat containing three
black oarsmen. The boat was ranged up to the stcamer
immediately.

“Jump in!* said Tom Merry.

The juniors had few belongings. What few they liad
could be fetched up from below in n few minutes.

Figgins, Blake, and Lowther ran down for them. The
rest of the juniors jumped into the boat. Captain Crane had
turned away, but he turned back as one of the seamen
called his attention to the action of Tom Merry & Co. He
came striding towards the side of the steamer with a very
cxcited face.

“Belay there!” ho shouted. “What are you doing?
This isn’t a time to go on a pleasure trip when we're just
sailing.”

“We're not going on a pleasure trip, sir,” said Tom
Merry. “This 15 business. We're going after Mr. Iludson.”

“What I

“¥ou need not wait for us in Boma; we ean come home
by another vessel, if you like,” gaid the St Jim's junior,

“You young madmen—-"

i Thnnﬁs!”

“Comop on the ship immediately I”

“Can’t be dono!(”

“Wathah not!”

“Do you think I'll let you go up the Congo on your
own?" roared Captain Crane. “Come back at once, or
I'll come and fetch you !

Tom Merry loughed.

“You'll find it rather difficult to feteh nine chaps,”
he said; “and I warn you we shall resist.  We mean
business.*

“Yaas, wathah!”

Lowther, Blake, and Figgins came on deck with hastily

(

to show their faces at St. Jim's again. Henry K. Hudson
had left them bohind, All they eould do was to follow him
whether he liked it or not, If they could not find him,
that would not be their fault; they would have done their
best. But they would not give up the task till they bad
had a hard try. And it was quite possible that on the
wide reaches of the Congo they might themselves como in
contact with Gally and his companions, and win back the
papers without the aid of Henry K. Hudson at all, That
would be a triumph fur the juniors of Bt. Jim’'s,

Arthur Augustus D’Avey turned his eyveglass back towards
the steamer. It had disappeared. ‘The hoat was gliding
on swiftly up the rolling river. Some of the juniors werc
very serious and thoughtful; TFatty Wynn was looking
decidedly eo.

“Cheer up, Fatty ! said Figgins, slapping the fat Fourth
Former on the shoulder. “Are you thinking of the
cannibals ?”

“No, I'm not,” said Fally “I'm
thinking of the grub.”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“It's not a laughing matter,” snid Fatty Wynn seriouzly.
“T think we ought to stop at Boma and get some provision
We have plenty of money—at least, Tom Merry and Gussy
have, and it's all the same.”

“Yaas, wathah !”

“Wo can’t stop at Boma,” said Kerr quietly.

“Why not?” demanded Fatty Wynn warmly,

“Because Captain Crane would jolly scon have us
stopped. He thinks we're going into fearful danger. I
dare say we are, and ho would appeal to the Belgian
officials to stop us, and send us back on board the Opossum.”

“My hat!” said Tom Merry. “That's very likely.”

The chief of the negro boatmen turned to Tom Merry
with a wide grin. The white roofs of Boma had disappeared
now behind a bend of the river.

Wynn  peevishly.
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tied bundles, which they tossed into the boat. They jumped
in_after them.

Captain Crane almost danced with rage and excitement.
To let the juniors go up the Congo “on their own * seemed
impossible to him, Dut if they were determined, Le had
no power to stop them. As for the negro boatmen, Tom
Merry had already shewn them a ten-shilling note, and
they were sure to back up their employers—the juniors.

“You can't go!" yelled the skipper.

Tom Merry grinned.

“We can,” he replied.
gocs wrong, you'rs not to blame.
you see,”

Tom Merry tapped one of the negro boatmen on tho
shoulder, and pointed up the river. He had picked up
some of the lingo of the coast on board the steamer, and
he was able to speak to the men.

“You lib for dem river,” he said.

The negro grinned,

“Me lib sharp quick, massa.”

The three negroes paddled awany up the brown stream,
Captain Crane was almost dancing with rage and dismay
on tho deck of tho steamer. But ho was powerless to do
anything else. The boat glided swiftly wp the wide Congo,
and disappearod from his sight.

“It's all right, sir! If anything
ou couldn't Lelp it,

CHAPTER 6.
A Fight on the River!

OM MERRY & Co. had taken a desperate step; how
desperate they did not realise at tho time.
In a boat, without provisions, without fircarms,
without little more clothing than they stood up in,
they had embarked upon a voyage they knew not whither,
oxcepting that it was into the heart of Africa, among
cannibals and lions and snakes, and white men little less
savage than the black barbarians of the forest.

Yet they did not hesitate.

To return to England and say that they had lost tho
papera entrusted to them, and that they had let a man go
singly in search of them, with three desperate enemies to
encounter—that was impossible. They would bo ashamed
to tell Bir Richard such a story; they would be ashamed

“¥You lib for where?” asked the boatman,

“Up the river. What's your name, my man??

[ M’ponﬁ-”

. “Well, M’pong, we're going a long way up the river, and
if you take us in your boat we’ll pay von well,” said Tom’
Merry. Then, as the black man looked puzzled, he went
on: “You lib for dem river all the time, savvy?”

“Me savvy.”

“Me lib for pay,”
shilling note.

The black man’s eyes glistened strangely

He bowed his woolly head to Tom Merry and took his
paddle again, The three paddles moved the boat along at a
good rate, The negroes began to chatter at one another in
their own dialect, not & word of which was understood hy
the juniors. But Kerr, the keen Scotsinan, watched tho
expression of their faces, and his own facc grew very grave,
h'“ What's the trouble, Kerr ¥’ asked Tom Merry, locking at

im,

“Parlez en Francais,” said Kerr, and le went on in that
la.ngunge. “That chap understands English as well as we
do. I don't think you were wise to show him a note.”

Tom Merry started.

“He wouldn't work for us if he wasn't sure of his pay.”
he replied in French.

“But now he knows you have plenty of moner., And
we're alone on the Congo with three big niggers, and any
one of them looks as if he would commit murder at a
shilling a time.”

“ Phew " said Tom Merry, in English this time.

He had certainly not thought of that. He had taken the
boat and its erew into service by chance; he was in too
great a hurry to get away from the steamer to pick and
choose. But now that Kerr had called attention to the fact
he realized that it was & very risky business for the juniors
to trust themselves to the black boatmen in this way. The
blacks could tell easily enough that the boys had money, and
their clothes and their watches would be worth a small
fortune to the negroes of the Congo.

If the three blacks should turn upon them—— Tom Merry
was far from suspicicus by nature, but now that Kerr had
spoken he could not help observing that thers seemed to be
an understanding among the negroes,
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The paddles worked incessantly, and the boat travelled
up the river at a surprising speed. It seemed as if the
black boatmen, instead of having to be driven to work, as
usual, were as keen as the juniors in the race up the river—
unless they intended foul play and were in & hurry to get
far from the white man's town in order to carry out their

plans. p P
Tom Meiry & Co. realised, with a chill, that if the

negroes turned upon them it would wot mean simply

robbery. The black men were of the Congo—the place

where buman life is held cheap. They would not leave the
juniors alive to tell tales in Boma. If they robbed them
they would murder them; there was not the slightest doubt
upon that. The yellow waters of the Congo would roll over
the dead bodies and hide the crime.

Tom Merry’s teeth set grimly,

If it came to a fight with the three blacks, after all, thero
were nine of the juniors, and they would give a goo
account of themselves. .

The blacks had no weapons expecting their paddles. They
were clad only in dirty loincloths and could have no weapons
concealed about them. The unfortunate thing was that Tom
Merry & Co. were unarmed, But they could hold their own
with their fists. . .

The juniors, with such thoughts in their minds, could
not hei feeling uneasy, and perhaps their uneasmess
bntra)‘ctf)itself in their looks.

M'pong cast quick and suspicious glances at them after a
time and chatted to his comrades, and dark, ugly looks
came over the faces of the negroes,

The boat was by this time many a long mile from Boma,
and the banks, clothed in forest, seemed destitute of any
sign of human habitation, . .

The sun was setting over the great trees in the distance
and the surface of the river rolled a flood of crimson.

“Look out |” exclaimed Kerr. -

M’pong rose to his feet, and next moment he struck with
his ])a,dlﬁe right at Tom Merry's head. That savage and
murderous attack was the first warning of hostility.

But the hero of the Shell was ready. Ile was watching
M'pong, and ho ducked his head, avoided the vicious bluw,
and hit out with right and left. His right caught the negro
under the chin, his left in the ribs as the man staggered, and
M’pong gave a wild howl and fell backwards over the
gunwale, " .

There was a splash, and he disappeared into the deep
waters of the Congo.

An instant more and the other two blacks had rushed upon
the juniors, and the boat was rocking and swaying violently
as they closed in contact.

CHAPTER 6.
Saving a Savage!

13 ACK up, St. Jim's!” -
Tt was a strange cry to be heard on the wide

waters of the Congo—to echo among the mangrove
swamps of Central Africa.

The boat rocked wildly, and the combatants rolled to and
fra. The juniors had met the blacks more than half-way,
attacking them with fists furiously. And as they were more
than four to one, and the leader of the enemy was gone,
they had the better chance.

The active lads had seized upon the black rufiians and
wore wrestling with them so closely that they had no chance
to use their paddles. i

Blake and Kerr and Figims and Lowther had dragged
one of them down, and with a great combined cffort they
flung him over the side into_the river.

Then all the juniors turned upon the other one.

Under a shower of blows the remaining black retreated to
the end of the boat, gnashing his white teeth like a wild
amimal, and os the juniors came at him he leaped into the
water and swam for the shore. .

The 3t. Jim’'s juniors remained in posscssion of the boat.
Tt was rocking so violently that a wash of water came over
the gunwale.

“Caveful I called out Tom Merry.
a minute!”

“Yaas, wathah!” gasped Arthur Augustus D’Arey. “Bai
Jove! I feel in quite a Auttah!”

Tom Merry shaded his eyes with his hands from the glare
of the sun and looked across the erimson river,

Two of the blacks were swimming steadily towards the
distant shore, and as he loeked he saw them reach the
mangroves and drag themselves out of the water.

Where was the other one—M'pong? The rascal had tried
to murder them; but Tom Merry %’lOD(’d that M'pong was
not drowned.

It was terrible to punish cven so hopeless a savage with
death.

Tie Gew LisRauy.—No. 1,398.
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“Can you sce M'pong, you fellows?”

“Gweat Scott!”

“ What—where is he?”

“ Cwocodiles, deah boy 1*

3 Oh t!! :

They could sce the hideous creature now. The snout showed
ahove the water. The crocodile had headed M'pong off from
the shore, The negro had paused, and was swimming in a
fresh direction, and the crocodile was pursuing him and
gaining fast. There was no hope of escape for the negro.

Tom Merry's heart turned sick.

Tt was his first real sight of the conditions of Central
Africa—of Nature, wild and savage and untamed.

Tha negro never even thought of swimming towards tho
boat, He would Lave expected to be brained by a paddle if
lie had approached it,

He was striving to swim across the river, as the crocodile
had cut him off from the nearer shore, but the attempt was
hopeless.

Tom Merry grasped a paddle.

““:1,3, must savo him!” he muttered hoarsely. “ Paddle
away!

Most of the juniors knew how to handle the paddles.
They had paddled cances often enough on the silvery Rhyl
at 3t Jim's. These paddles were different, but they
steeecded in handling them. The boat glided towards the
swimming negro, and then for the first time M'pong looked
at it. He rolled his eyes at the juniors, showing the whites
of them, with a look of horror and despair that wend
straight to their hearts,

Tom Merry waved his hand.

“This way, M’pong! Lib for boat!”

. M'pong did not change his dircetion. The Congo nogro
is not quick of approhension. He either did not under-

stand or did not believe.

The juniors c{)a’cldled quickly. The boat glided through
the water, and interposed between the crocodile and his
victitn, The snout of the huge brute crashed a ainst the
frail timber of the boat, and made it shake and tremble
{)romt stem to stern.  Al'pong was on the other side of the

on ¥

“AM’pong! M’'pong! Here—lib for beat, quick!”

Tlhe negro understood then. He could not doubt his ears;
he could see now that the juniors desired to save him from
tha crocodile. His huge, black hands grasped the gunwale
of the boat, and the juniors gripped him,

M’pong came over the side of the boat, and rolled im,
and lay gasping, and streaming with water,

Crashl
_ The boat trembled again as the crocodile crashed upon
it. The brute seemed to have turned its fury upon the
boat. As it came near, Blake and Figgins struc]yt at it with
thel_paddlcs, but they might as well have struck at a stone
wall,

“Wa must run for it,” said Tom Merry.

“Paddle away, deah boy!”

The paddles worked actively.

The boat ran swiftly against the sluggish current, and the
next rush of the crocodile missed it; and then the brute
appeared to give up the contest, for 1t disappeared among
tiie floating logs on_ the current.

The juniors breathed more freely.

“That was a close shave for all of us!” muttered Dighy.

“Yaas, wathah!”

“Pin jolly glad that croc’s gone,” grinned Monty
Lowther.” “This hoat is a rotten old crock, and he was the
stronger croe of the two.”

“Rai Jove! How can you make rotten puns at such &
{il:}ﬂ, Lrgwthah.?”

“Waally, Lowthah—"

“3Well, ‘we're safe and sound,” said Tom Merry,
wlat are we going to do with Pongo?”

The black sat up in the boat, dashing the water from his
face. and stared at the juniors. i

They sat round him, ready to fling him overboard at the
slightest sign of hostility. ~But there was no hostility in
the manner of the black man.

“But

CHAPTER 1.
On the Track!

'PONG  =at upon  his haunches, and
forward towards Tom Merry.

Some of the juniors made a movement; but it
was clear that M'pong did not mean mischief. He
crawled to Tom Merry’s feet, and knocked his forchead
upon the bottom of the hoat. Then he squatted up and
lonked at tha hero of the Shell.
Tom Merry watched these proceedings
BUTPTISe.

erawled

in growing
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“Massa lib for save M'pong," said the black. '“M’pong
lib for serve massa like slave.”
You saved his life, he reckons,’ said Kerr, “and he's
to serve {uu-f&ithfully now, instead of murdering
you for your gold watch. I dare sdy it's what he would
call playing the game.”

Tom Merry wrinkled his brows thoughtfully.

“Well, if he means it, that's all right,” he said. *It
would be much better to have him along with us in ex-
ploring this Fldd_\? river, of course, as we don’t know the
place in the least. But if he is treacherous—"

‘M'pong evidently understood.
. “Me lib for serve massa. Lib for dic for massa!” he
interjected,

“That means he'll die for you if necessary,” said Kerr.

“Bai Jove! I wathah think he’s all wight, deah boys,”
sdeirshur Angustus D’Arcy. “Let’s give him a chance.”

.ﬂ D I)I

# M’pong [ * exclalmed Tom Merry.

and the crocodile, and the juniors quickly grasped M’pong and helped him over the gunwals.
Et as well have atruck at a stone wall !

crocodile with a paddle, but he mig

“T dare say he might be able to get us something to eat,
too,” Fatty Wynn remarked. “I don't know how you
fellows feel, but I'm getting hungry.”

“Very well, M’'pong,” said Tom Merry. “Yan want to
come with us—you lib to come up dem river along massa.”

The nelgro nodded emphatically.

“You lib for serve true and neber steal.”

Another emphatic nod.

“We'll trust you, then. After all, you fellows, it's his
boat,” Tom Merry remarked. " We don’t want to steal it.
If he stays with us, we'll pay him for the vse of his boat,
];l:d for his services, just the same as if nothing had

2 E:t we'll keep an eye on him,” said Kerr.

“0h, yes, rather!” .

M’pong bumped his thick head upon the bottom of the
boat again.

“No lib for pay,” he said.

'om Merry smiled. .
“That Iou% like the real thing,” he said,
*We ghall see,” said Kerr.
¥Well, I trust him, for one,” said Tom Merry,

9

ﬂ"lt'g) all right, M’'pong. Now we lib for dem river,
arp.

[T es, gah.”

And M’pong, having recovered his breath, sat down to
his paddle again. Three juniors took other paddles. But
M'pong easily did as much work as them. His huge,
brawny arms were tireless. For the fate of his companions
he seemed to care nothing; he did not say a word about
them, or give a glance along the faded shore. The only
clear thought in the dull brain of the savage was that he
wished to serve Tom Merry for having saved his life.

In the fading daylight the juniors looked round at the
banks they were pusaing. Swamps and forests, forests and
swamps! Here and there, at long intervals, something
like a sprawling village on the banks, with naked negroes
und scrambling children—hero and there the white walls of
some Belgian post, The farther they went, the slighter
grew the signs of civilisation,

* Lib for boat, quick | " Just in time the boat interposed betwesn ths negro
Blake struck at the

Night came down upon the Congo.

M’pong still paddled on, waiting for orders. Fatty Wynn
was very lLungry now, and growing dangerously near a
state of hysterics on the subject. Tom Merry tapped M'pong
on the shoulder, and the black looked at him.

“We are hungry,” said Tom Merry. *“Where can we
feed? Lib for cat.”

M’pong grinned.

“Yes, mhi” : .

He pointed to the distant bank, swallowed up in the
darkness, :

“Lib for buy food,” hae said.

“Take us there, then.”

“VYes, sah1” ) .

The boat glided towards the shore in the darkness. Kerr
looked very uneasy, and so did some of the others

“He’ll run us into some blessed nigger village,” muttered
Kerr. “There’s no law and order in this country, out of
the rango of the Belgian guns, Wo may get o crowd of
nigger fiends round us, and we shall be done for.”

“1 trust him,” said Tom Marr'y.

Tee GeEm Lirary,—No. 1,398.
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“That's all very well, but—-"

“Well, wo must have food. We shall be famished by
morning. It's a rvisk that we've got to take, it scems to
ma.}!

_ “I suppose so,” admitted Kerr. “Look here, we'll stay
in the boat and give M'pong money to go ashore and buy
food. If he is faithful, he'll bring 1t to us. If he isn’t, we
don't want to trust ourselves ashore with him.*

“Good old Kerr!” said Figgins admiringly. *“He works
these things out in algebra, I believe. ‘i think Kerr .is
right, Tom Merry.”

om Merry nodded.

*All serene,” he said. He wenf towards M'pong as the

boat glided into the shadow of the shore. * M’pong, you

lib for food quick. We wait in the boat. Savvy?”
“¥Yes, sahl”
“Here is some money; you lib for pay.”
“Yes, sah|”

The boat stopped. From somewhere in the darkness
came a gleam of light, but the juniors conld see no signs of
a village. M'pong held a handful of silver coins in his
hand and ¢lambered among the low-hanging mangroves and
disappeared in the darkness,

The juniors waited in the boat.

At a'sign of {reachery they were ready to paddle awary,
and they listened intently, and watched in the derkness.

But the gloom wus too intense for them to see far.

It was amazing to the juniors that M'pong should find
his way among the mangroves on the shore, but doubtless
he knew the locality w(-lﬁ

Many minutes passed, and there was no sound of his
return.

*“Ha's deserted us,” said Kerr,

=1 don’t think so,” said Tom Merry quictly.
we'll give him a chance.”

* Yaas, wathal 17

“I'm awfully hungry,” said Fatty Wynn patiently. “It
was jolly careless to leave the steamer without any grub,
when you come to think of it, Tom Merry.”

“We mightn’t have got away at all if we'd stayed for
grub, Fatt}v.”

F\Well, I'm famished.”

There was a rustle in the mangroves.

“Look out! Here's M'pong!”

M'pong it was. He came back with two rush baskets
strung upon his back, and he relled them into the boat.
Then he followed them in, rs;amu:ing-. Fatty Wynn dragged
upon the baskets, and uttered an exclamation of satisfaction.

“Cold chickens and jeliy?" asked Monty Lowther,

“No, you ags, but it's a good prog, and there’s plenty
of it; that’s the chief thing!”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

There was plenty indeed, There was dried fish of
several sorts, and Indian bread, and fruits of many kinds,
and a variety of nuts, and a curious kind of brown cake,

_ I'atty Wynn lost no time in beginning, and the hungry
juniors joined him quickly enough. M’pong paddled the
be  aut into the wide Congo again while they ate,

aaer the stars that studded the wide, blue lLeavens,
the boat glided on on that strange voyage, and the juniors,
Liaving finished their meal, lay down in the boat to rest,
one or two of them keeping awake to watch.

Tom Merry offered to relieve M'pong at the paddle, but
the negro shook his head; he seemed tireless, With a
slower but steady stroke he paddled on through the silent
hours of the starry night.

Y Anywar,

CHAPTER 8.
In a Tight Corner!

NOTHER day—glaring sun and blazing heat on the
rolling Congo. And yet another, and another, each
the same as the previous one—heat and sun—mos-
quitoes by the myriad—mangrove swamps with

sickly smells—primeval forests, whence came at night the
roaring of ferocious boasts; cach day, each night, was like
the previous one, but strange and wild to the juniors,

From 8t. Jim’s to the Congo was a wonderful change,
and they did not easily get used to it, but at last they
dropped into the way of their surroundings.

During those days they kept a keen wate
of the steamn-launch and the American.

But they did not see Henry K. Hudson. Tom Merry had
explained to M'pong what he was seeking on the river,
and the black man entered into the quest keenly enough,
and made inquiries of passing boats and rafts, and at the
native villages on the banks. The Congo black was in-
valuable to the juniors; without him they would have
pushed on just the same, but he made the difficult task mare
casy. He could speak the dialects of the river, and gain
information that would have been sealed to them, and on
goveral occasions he brought news to Tom Merry that a
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steam-launch had passed a_day or two days before, as tho
case might be, And 'Tom Merry was relieved to know it -
it proved that the juniors were on the track, and that
Henry K. Hudson had not yet overtaken the three crooks.

It was e race up the Congo—a strange race, and the
juniors felt the thrill of the excitement of it as the days
passed on. M'pong seemed able to purchase any quanfity
of provisions, and the juniors were kept well' supplied.
Even the keen and canny Kerr was convinced by this time
that the black man was faithful. The juniers improved as
paddlers with practice, and they brought the boat along at
a good speed, and M’pong peddled at night when they were
resting.

Tom Merry’s chief worry was that he and his com-
panions were unarmed. They had cut themselves cudgels
in the thickets, and shaped them with their pocket-knives,
and these would be useful enough in a fight, but of more
deadly weapons they had none. And they were venturin
into wild regions, where lions prowled unchecked, and wil
clephants crashed through the forests, and cannibals lived
upon the banks of the river, and human bones could
scen decorating the huts of the ju-ju men.

But they never thought of turning back.

The love of sdventure, inbred in every British boy, was
strong in Tom Merry & Co., and it was growing keener
now amid their wild surroundings,

Move than once, the juniors thonght, M'pong had averted
an attack from savage negroes by talking to them in their
own dialeet, They could not help feeling that they would
not llavo gone so far without fighting but for the help of
{le black man. And the juniors found themselves growing
quite attached to M'pong.

“Bai Jove!” Arthur Augustus D'Arcy remarked, as ho
fanned himself with o plantain leaf on the fifth afternoon,
in the blazing glare of the sun. “Bai Jove, I'm gettin
wathah to Wike this life, you know! 1 wegard it a.a_bgttgh
than gwindin’ Latin in_the class-wooms at 85 Jim’s.

“What-ho!"” said Figgins emphatically,

Crack ! .

Tom Merry sprang to his feeb

“Havk! What was that?2

Crack !

Tt was the report of o rifle. The sound came clearly across
{he wide waters. The sharp report echoed a thousand times
in tho great trecs, which flung the sound back upon the
river again. .

The juniors were all upon their feet now.

Crack, crack .

The reports were lighter, and evidently came from a
revolver. Then the sharp, loud crack of a rifle was heard
again.
g'I‘om Merry shaded his eyes with his hands and scanned
the river.

The firing came from behind a point of thickly wooded
land that jntted out into the Congo. Who was firing, an
what he was firing at, could not be seen, ;

The firing was so rapid that it scemed as if more than
ano rifle was being used. But Kerr did not think so.

“Ti's one man firing ull the time,” he said, “The ping
is just the same each time. Ke's using a rifle and revolver
aliernately. He must be pretty hard Iipr«assel:l, 1 should
think, and he's trying to keep a crowd ofE.”

“Yaas, wathah! Paddle away, deah boys; we're goin’
{o see what's the mattah [

“Yes, rather!”

M’Pong locked carnestly at Tom Merry. .

“Lih for run,” he said. “Savages—ecannibals—lib for eat
Massa Tom, Lib for run.”

Tom Merry shook his head.

“That may be out friend in danger, M'pong. Paddle
away.”

Tl?a black made no further objection. M’pong and three
juniors handled the paddles, and they made the boat fly.
It rounded the neck of land and ran suddenly into sight of
the fighting. - .

A aton.m-%aunch was aground in the thick, yellow mud
of the Congo. Behind the mudbanks was a stretch of sickly
mangrove swamps, and beyond them the forest. In front
of the stranded launch was the wide river, and on the river
three canoces with savage negroes cramming them, The
horrible, bestial faces of the blacks showed that they belonged
to the lowest type of Congo savage.

Some of them wore human bones struns on their necks
and round their middle. They were armed with clubs and
spears, and some of them were hurling spears at the
launch while others paddled. .

On the deck of the launch several boxes and packing-
cases had been piled up to form a sort of defence against
the spears. Behind this barricade a white man was kneeling,
and tha juniors caught a glimpse of him. The boxes
bofore him and around him were studded with spears that
had stuck inte them, and there was a rough bandage



EVERY WEDNESDAY

round the white man’s forchead. But his keen, grey eyes
were steady, and the hand on his rifle never faltered.

Crack, crack, crack!, .

The white man was picking his men as if he were shooting
nt a target. In each canoe one man rolled over under the
fire, and each man shot down was one of the paddlers.

Urack, erack, crack!

Three more paddlers, dead or disabled, rolled over among
the legs of thair companions. .

The aim of the white man was evidently to keep the
canoes from getting too close. Dut in spite of the execution,
tho savages paddled necarer. Then a hand fraspu]g a
revolver came into view over the barricade, and a rain of
rapid shots scattered among the blacks, Thrown into con-
fusion, the negroes tumbled over one another, yelling wildly,
and the canoes drifted farther off.

“Tt's Mr. Hudson!” exclaimed Tom DMerry.

“Did you see him1*

“Yes, for a second.” .

“And he’s alone!"” muttercd Figgins.

“Yaas, wathah!” .

“We're going to help him,” said Tom Merry. “I think
we'd better try to get to the launch and get on board. The
niigers haven't seen us vet, and thev're knocked out for
a "

The savages in the canoes had retreated now. The threc
canoes had drifted some little distance on the river, and
deep groans and cries came from them. But there were still
a score of savages unhurt, and they were uttering cries

of rage.

“Lib for dem smoke boat, M'pong,” said Tom Merry.

“VYes, sah.”

The boant ran swiftly along the shore towards the stranded
launch. The negroes in the canoes were too much occupied
to seo it at first, Tom Merry called out in English as they
neared the launch:

“Mr, Hudson! Don’t fire!”

There was a cry of amazement from the launch.

“Thunder! Who's that?”

“Tom Merry !” .

“Well. carry meo home to die!” ejaculated the American.
"Look sharp! You'll have their spears about your ears in
o shake of a lamb’s tail!”

“Buck up !”

The boat ran against the hull of the launch, There was a
oll from the blacks—thoy had seen it now., Spears came
Eurﬂin’g through the air, but they fell short, splashing in
the river. .

The juniors clambered on board the steam-lannch quickly
enough, followed by M’pong. There came a fiendish burst
of yells and tho cances camc paddling on to the attack
again. Tho dead had been fung into the river—perhaps
the wounded with them—the Central Afvican black is not
particular. Brandishing their spears, the _cuiibles eame on.

“Botter get under cover,” said Mr. Hudson coolly—as
coolly as if the juniors had come to pay him an afterncon
call, and 'he had been expecting them. “I guess this is
pgoing to be hot. Go below, especially you with the
monocle I

“Weally. sir—"

“Ciet below1” roared Mr. Hudson. “Into the cabin—
into the engine-rcom—anywherel You're in the way! If
any of yon kids can shocot, thers are a couple of rifles
standing behind the hatch there. Lots of cartridges here.
Below, the rest of youl”

Crack, crack, crack!

The American, his eyes gleaming under the blood-stained
bandage on his forehead, was firing again, and his firing
was answered by wild yells from the Congo ecannibals.

CHAPTER 9.
At Grips With Cannibals !

AR'I;HUI_}{ AUGUSTUS D'ARCY made a jump for
the rifle.
He did not even stop to fix his monocle. He
grasped one of the magazine rifles and loaded it
with quick, precise fingers, Arthur Augustus had shot often
enough at homo at Eastwood, and he was a good shot. Tom
Merry seized the other riflo, and Figgins picked up the
revolver Mr Hudson had laid beside him.
The three of them joined in the firing.
The savages were makm% a determined onslaught now.
Paddling furiously, they brought the canoes with a rush
right up to the launch, though black after black rolled
over under Mr. Hudson's rapig shots
The three cances bumped against the launch together,
and the blacks swarmed up the side. There were a dozen of
them at least, brawny, ferocious savages, spear in hand, with
madly glaring eyes,
(Continued on the next page.)
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MAKE THE AND WIN
JESTER HALF-A-
SMILE CROWN!

Do you know a good joke? If so, send it ta * THE

GEM JESTER,"” 5, Carmelite Street, London, E.C.4

(Comp.). Half-a-crown is awarded to the sender of
every joke that appears in this column.

DIFFICULT TO DIGEST.

“ Any complaints?”’ asked the orderly officer,
“ Yes, sir,” answered the orderly; “the bread's wrong,
BIF.
“YWhat's the matter with it
“It contradicts the laws of gravity, sir.
lead but it won’t go down!”
Half-a-crown has been awarded to F. Grundy, Estelle, Slad
Road, Roughley, Sutton Coldfield.

* * -

IN GAOL.
Tramp : “Yes, mum, I was a prisoner for seven years
Lady : “DBut the War didn’t last as long as that.”
Tramp: *'0o’s talkin’ about the War?”
Half-n-crown has been awarded to J. Stone, 17, Craven
Road, Addiscombe, Surrey.

#* L #*

NOT SO AP-PAIR-ENT.

Visitor: *“Are you and your brother twins?”
Willie: “No; but we're so much alike that you can't tell
ns ntpa.rt. unless we're together.”
Hali-a-crown has been awarded to 8. Ward, 35, Haig Street,
Dunston-on-Tyne,

It's as heavy as

* * L 3

ZIGZAG.
First Sportsman: “How on earth did you miss that
partridge?”
Seccond Bportsman: “Well, it flew zigzag, and when I shot
at zig it lew zag "
Half-a-crown has been awarded to 8. Brown, 89, Kendal
Rise Road, Rednal, Birmingham.

L] # L

AN EQQG POSER.

A man had two eggs a day, yet he had no clickens, the
eggs were not given to him, and he did not buy them or
steal them, How did he get these eggs?

He had ducks!

Half-a-crown has been awarded to J, Flowers, 46, Butlin

‘Road, Henlane Estate, Coventry.

* # -

THE LARGE PARTY.
Blake: “We had a large party in our study to-day.”
D'Arcy minor: “All your chums?”
Blake: “Oh, no! Just Fatty Wynn [*
Half-a-crown has been awarded to Miss G. Dendoft, 1,356,
45th Avenue West, Vancouver, Canada.
* * *

A GATE OF ANOTHER SORT.
Akr:lg_us: “'Twas a big gate to-day at the footlall match,
ock.?

Jock: “Ay, 'twas! I ripped my trousers trying to climb
over it1”
Half-a-crown has been awarded to D). Livingstone, [Fornbrae,
Hope Road, Brooklands, Sale, Manchester.
* - -

CAUSE AND EFFEQCT.

Wilkinz: “8kinflint says that when charity iz nceded he
is the first to put his hand in his pocker.” -

Bilkins: “¥Yes, and he keeps it there till the danger is
over |”
Half-s-crown has been awarded to H, Pitt, 84, 2ad Strect,

Orange Grove, Johannesburg, South Africa.

Tae Gem Liprant.—No. 1,398
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“1 guess this is the last round,” said Hemry K. ITudson
coolly, He jummed his teeth hard upon his unlighted cigar,
and fired the last shot in his rifle. .

A negro rolled over with a splash into the river.

It was at this moment that the juniors chimed in.

Cracl, erack, crack!

Tiggins was pumping away with the revolver as fast
as he could pull the trigger. Tom Merry and D’Arcy fired
with the magazine rifles almost as fast. They did not need
to take aim—they pumped bullets into the thick of the
crowded savages, .

The sudden burst of firing swept the cannibals back.

With bullets tearing through them st close range, nearly
all of them hit with the fast-flying lead, they surged back
uver the side of the launch.

Splash, bump, splash!

Into the river, or into the boats, the cannibals dropped.
The juniors were still firing, though their lead swept only
the empty air now,

Henry K. Hudson chuckled grimly,

“I pveckon you can save your cartridges,” he drawled.
“They've gone "

Iic loaded up his rifle, and then laid it down, struck a
match, and lighted his cigar. He blew out a cloud of thick,
strong smoke with a great deal of satizfaction,

What were left otg the cannibals had (ed, the cances
radd]ing away in mad haste. The crocodiles of the Congo
had taken heavy toll of the assailants.

Henry K. Hudson rose and stretched his limbs, and
Fawned.

“You've saved my life, you kids,” he said. “ That last
rush would have finished it. I never reckoned I should get
out of this alive. But how on carth did you get here? 1
want to know 1’

Tom Merry laughed.

“Wa didn't stay behind, that’s all,” he said.

“You followed me up the river, hey?”

“J guess £0,” grinned Jack Blake.

“(aptain Crane ought to have kept you on the steamer.”

‘“Ho wanted to.”

" And you reckoned you wouldn't stay?”

“ Exactly.”

“Well,"”" said Henry K. Hudson, “I ought to wade into
you with a rope’s-end, I guess, but you've saved my life,
50 I suppose 1 must say I'm glad to see you.”

*“Vaas, wathah! And I am vewy glad we came slong
in time to take a lend, sir; thougt% hope and twust I
have not killed anybody,”

¢ Oh, you couldn’t hit a houss,”” said Mr. Hudson, showing
all his brown teeth in o great grin, “ You necdn’t be afraid
of that, Master Eyeglass.”

IYArcy coloured.

“Weally, Mr. Hudson—"

“Well, hyer we are!” said Mr. Hudson, smoking away
at a great rate, and apparently deriving great satisfac-
tion from the black cigar, the mere smel% o% which made
the juniors feel a little qualmy. " Hyer we are, aud I guess
it’s no good telling you to go back”

“Ha, ha, ha! No fear!"

“Then you will have to come with me, The launch will
hold you, I guess, once you get her off the mud—and your
black man can stoke.”

Tom Merry turned to M’pong.

“¥ou lib for stoke " he said.

“Yes, sah!”

“You've got your nigger in good order, I must remark,”
said Mr. Hudson. “I wish mino had been half as good,
and I guess I shouldn't have been in this fix.”

“How did it happen?’ said Tom Merry.

The Amcrican shrugged his shoulders,

“] guess I owe it to Gally and Redriguez. They gob
wind of my being after them You see, they are gpmg
up the river in a native boat with rowers, and so 1 gaine
on them in a steam-launch. But they were ready for me—
the tarnation scoundrels! They hacii this gang of niggers
all ready primed, and as soon as they attacked the launch
mny niggers vamoosed, engineer and stoker and all, and I
was leit on my lonesome. The launch driited into the
mud, and I've been shooting ever since—and 1 guess I've
mado them black cusses sorry for themselves—some |”

“It was pretty deep of Gally,” said Tom Merry. “I
wonder how he induced the canmbals to go for you?”

“1 guess he’s been u? this hyer river before, and knows
the ropes,” said Mr. Hudson. “He’s had dealings with
them cannibals many & time, I reckon, He's paid them
for this. But I puess I'vo taken some of the shine out of
+lieir black hides this time. But enough jaw! The niggers
who have got away may come back with hundreds more,
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and if wo're etill here they'll torturo us to death with
their ju-ju business. I suppuse you wouldn’t like to be
buried up to your neck in sand, with the midday sun burn-
ing your head to a blister, and honey smeared on your
nose to attract the antsi”

“Good heavens!”

“Do they really do these things?" asked TFiggins,
shivering.

“They do, my son., I'vo seen 'em,” said the American.
" And when you've seen all that I've seen Iga:;u‘ll be willin
to take & pot-shot at a Congo cannibal whenever you ge
a chance. But let’s get the launch off. I guess ai'_yot:
tow her after that boat of yourn, she’ll come off the mud.’

“Right you are, sirl”

The juniors set to work actively at once under the burning
sun.

A rope was passed from the stem of the launch to the
stern of the hoat, and the juniors manned thoe latter and
paddled away.

The launch was stuck in soft mud, partly heeled over;
but the steady pull upon her dragged her into shallow
water, and then she floated on an even keel.

“All 0.K.!" called out Mr. Hudson. “You can come
abdard, M’pong, if that's your name. You'll bank up the
fires, I guess, and stoke.”

“Yes, sah!"

The juniors clambered on board again. The steam-
launch was a good size, and a very handsome and useful
vessel. When the engine was throbbing again she moved
out into the main channel of the river at a good speed,
dragging the boat alter her, Mr. Hudson drew a knife to
cut the rope.

“Hold on!* said Tom Merry.
M’pong.”

“Y guess I'll pay him for it,” said Mr, Hudson.
can’t tow it all the way up the
hundreds of miles yet, and we may have to hustle.”

He cut the rope, and the boat drifted away.

The launch throbbed on up the brown river. Now that
the juniors were on board, they made a more than gufli-
ciently numerous crew for the little stesmer, and Mr.
Hudson apportioned them their duties.

“] guess we don’t want any slackers here!” he remarked.
“If you're staying aboard the launch, my sons, you're
working.”

“We don't want to slack, sir,” said Digby. * We're
willing to work.”

“Yaas, wathah!”

“Oh, you can't work, Master Eyeglass!” said Mr.
Hudson. ~“I'll let you slide. But the others can buckle to.
Take it in turns to help M"Pnng with the stoking.”

“Weally, Mr. Hudson—'

“No back talk to the ekipper of this hyer craff,” said
Mr. Hudson, with a wave of his cigar. “You can't work |
Keep your eyes open, you kida|”

The  juniors were on the look-out without being told.

In the distance behind, » number of canoes shot out from
the mangroves of the river bank, Mr. Hudson chuckled
as he saw them.

“They've come back,’ he remarked. “I guess they'll
ha\i‘e a try to catch us—but they won’t work the riffle, I
reckon.”

The American was right. The canoes pulled out after
the launch, but the littlo steamer simply walked away from
them, fast es they paddled. In a quarter of an hour the
Jast of the canoes was dropped out of m%]g astern.

The steam-launch throbbed on up the g0

“That boat belongs to

“We
Congo. We may have to go

CHAPTER 10.
Run Down.

ENRY K., HUDSON seemed to be in high spirits
now. He removed the bloodstained bandage from
his forehead and washed the cut there, and Tom
Merry tied a fresh bandage for him.

He smoked biack cigars n f?ulc succession, the strong
tobacco seeming to havo no effect upon him, excepting to
make his brown teeth s littlo browner. He frequently
burst into & chuckle as he scanned the wide es of
the river.

“You think we shall find them soon?” Tom Merr‘x asked,
88 the sun was sinking in the west towards the far tlantic,
tuliging the great river into a rolling flood of erimson and

old.
¥ “]1 guess so, You see, I know they were close et hand
this morning, and they can’t have got very far. We shall
run them down.”

“Goad 1"

(Continued on page 14.)



THERE'S GOOD NEWS FOR YOU IN—

" Let the Editor be your pal.
The Editor, The GEM, The Amalgamated Press, Ltd., Flestway House,

Farringdon Street,

ALLO, chums! The good news

I have for you this week, as

you have probably pguessed,

concerns the great Christmas

story of the adventures of the Bt.

Frank’s chums, Mr, Edwy Searles

Brooks has written many splendid Yule-

tide yarns—they are a speciality of his

—but of them all this one is un-

doubtedly the best. You will vote it the

finest Christmas story you have ever
read. The title is:

‘HANDFORTH THE GHOST-HUNTER 1"

and it tells of the eerie and mnerve-
tingling ndventures of the boys of BSt.
Frank's in a forbidding, old haunted
house.

The ono and only Edward Oswald
receives an invitation from his uncle
or him and his friends to spend
Christmas at Iandforth Towers, in
Norfolk andy makes up a party of
twenty, which includes a few friends
from Moor View Girls’ School. DBut
from the moment they arrive at their
destination, unexpected things start to
happen, Handforth Towers isn’t a hit
like the mansion the party expect to
see. It is an old, creepy and deserted
place, with only a wizened old care-
taker snd his witch-like wife to wel-
coms them, DBut that's only the start
of many m¥sterious and ghostly adven-
tures the St. Frank's boys are to ex-
perienco that Christmas, which proves
to be the most thrilling of their lives.

The Frn.nd npenipf chapters of this
wonderful story will appear in next
week’s pumber.  Spend your Christmas-
tide with Mandforth’s party—have a
good time and be thrillccP!

“TOM MERRY'S CANNIBAL !~

The third and final yarn of our great
series of the African adventures of Tom

Write to him to-day, addressing your letters :

London, E.C4.

Merry & Co. is another triumph for
that master author, Martin Clifford. It
is crammed full of the exciting ex-
periences of the t, Jim's juniors—
adventures in the jungle with wild
animals; a fight with a shark at sea
on the journey home, and the amazing
arrival of the juniors back at St. Jim's
with a Congo cannibal! For M'pong,
whose life Tom Merry has saved, won't
leave the junior. And shat a sensation
he causes at the school! You'll simply
revel in this yarn which, combined with
all our other grand features, sets the
seal on a ripping issue. Don’t forget
to order your GeM early, chums!

AN EXTRAORDINARY MEETING,

An Australian reader—J, Bowers, of
Sydney—writes to tell me that a most
unusual meeting of a football com-
mittee recently occurred in his town.
It was unusual in as much as the place
where it was held. This is what hap-
pened, The committee of the New
South Wales Football Association were
called together for an official meeting
to deal with the behaviour of certain
players in_league matches and other
business. The committee entered a lift,
to be conveyed to the floor where the
meeting was to be held. But the lift
stuck in the shaft. The ecommittee was
imprisoned, for all efforts to releasc
them were in vain.  Thereupon the
chairman declared the meeting open,
end they got down to business in the
cramped space of the lift, It was not
before two hours later that they were
freed, and by that time they had dealt
with all their business,

PEN PALS COUPON
1-12-34

13

FORCED DESCENT.

John is a sixteen-year-old London
pa{ce-boy, and, like many other lads, he
18 fond of flying, And he’s proved that
he's got plenty of nerve for it, too, for
never has an aviator so youthful had
such a nerve-tingling experience as be-
fell John just lately. o had got a
pilot friend to take him up in a plane,
and do some stunting. Naturally, a
}mruchuto was strapped to his shoulders
or safety; but John little knew how
mighty useful that chute was to be.

Gaining a height of 6,000 fecet, tle
pilot performed all sorts of stunts with
the machine, and then did a roll, the

lane turning over on its wings.

magine John’s horror when he found
himself falling out of the cockpit! But
did he lose his head in those frightful
moments? Not John! As he turned
over and over in the air, falling, he
felt for the ripcord of the chute, and
pulled. A tevrific jerk at his shoulders
told him that it had opened, and there-
after John's journey back to earth be-
came a gentle glide. It will be a lon

time before John forgets the Lorror o

the moments of his first parachute
desecent, but it's hardly likely to dis-
courage so keen an aviator,

A MIRACULOUS ESCAPE!

Talking of John's amazing escape
reminds me of another lucky escape
from death. But this one happened on
land. A drayman, of Fernlnll Heath,
Worcester, was leading Lis horse and
dray over a level crossing at night,
when the South Wales express came
thundering along. The drayman frantic-
ally strove to get the lhorse and cart
clear of the line, but it was too late.
With a terrific crash the espress hit
the dray, and smashed it to smithereens.
The driver of the train Promptly
stopped and came running back, to see
the drayman safe and sound, still hold-
ing the frightened horse’s head. But
of the cart there was no sign. The
force of the impact had smashed the
shafts and traces, leaving the driver
and his horse uninjured. It was a
fortunate escape, but it emphasises the
danger of level crossings, and the
urgent need for either tunnels under
them or bridges over.

IT MADE ME LAUGH.

“Al, my friend,” said Brown to his
neighbour, “it is deeds, not words, that
count !

“Oh, I don't know!” said White.
“Iave vou ever sent a telegram ?”

THE EDITOR.

relies,

correspondents in the Dominions ;

age 14-15; stamps and

!’3
A free feature which brings together readers all over the world
for the purpose of exchanging topics of interest to each other.

if you want a pen pal, post your notice, together with tha
coupon on this page, to the address given above.

F. Harker, 10, Queen Btreet, Carlin How, East Yorkshire,
wants a ocorrespondent ; age 12-14; football, cricket, stamp
collecting, cignrotte cards.

Frank Wads, 4, Bedford Terrace, Hopwood Lane, Halifazx,
Yorks, wants & correspondent in Glasgow ; age 14-18,

Dennis McLeod, ¢fo P.O. Florida, Transvaal, South Africa,
wnntss;en als.

Charlie 8ykes, 110, Spring Street, Queenstown, Adelaide,
Bouth Agsiralia, wanta co ndents.

Arthur James, 88, Lymington Road, Wallasey, Ches., wanta

Leslie ¥, Harrison, 277, Kingston Road, New Malden, Surrey,
wants pen pals; China, Canada, India: curiosities and
magazines.

Alan Boughton, 23, Edithna Street, Landor Road, Btockwell,
Londen, 8.W.9, wants pen pals,

Howard Rowe, Whiltinghame College, 62/86, The Drive,
Hove, Sussex, wants & correspondent in England or Australia;
age 10-12 ; cricket, football, cigarette cards.

Harold Farmer, 143, Main Street, E. Hamilton, Ontario,
Canada, wants pen pals ; model boats, planes, and to exchange
newspapers ; age 11.13.

Bill Wilkinson, 130, Morimer Avenue, Toronto, Ontario,
Canl.:lda, wants pen pals; age 14-17; the Navy, motor racing,
eyeling,

}Ea.rgoid Davies, 83, Downhills Park Road, Tottenham,
London, N.17, wants pen pals; age 9-15; Australia, America,

New Zealand,
Tue Gesa Lisrsny.—No. 1,398,
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! THE ST. JIM'S
3 EXPLORERS!

(antinued from page 12.)
T Td T 0B

“Amid I'm glad tn have vou Lids with
me,” said My, Indson. " The scallywags
won't Lieve inuch chanee against a crowd,
I shauldn’t Lhave heen justified in biring-
mg yon up here with me, hut pow you're
liore, Tia plad, Beef”

Tam Meyry laughed.

“I erol linpe we shall find Gally
& Ca. Dut znppose they leave their boat
und take to the bonks. What then?”

The American zrinned,

*“They'll not be likely to do that,” he
saie. “They would be eaten by the
niggers the first day en ehore, 1 guess.
Besides, it's no eary thing to travel on
the bunks of the Congn. You'd have to
Llazo yonr way through the thickets with
anoaxe i soma laces, aml io tramp over
fover ewamps in others. They'll keep to
the river, unless Hmi']’l'u driven te take to
the Jand; anrd if they're driven ashore
they'll get Lack to the river just as fast
us they ran.”

=1 :-ttpﬁmer.' you're right.”

“1 reckon 1 am, snonny.”

Night descended upon the Congo.  The
mionn eailed  high  over the Alfrican
furesita. Tho launch throbbed on through
the night. Yrom the hanks camea the deep
roar of lions prowling in the forest for
prey.,

“PBai Jove!” Arthur Augnsiua D'Arey
rematked, turning his evegloss upon the
saombre woods "B..[ should like to have o
:hot at a lion, deah hoys 1™

Mr. Hudzon chuckled.

“1 guess you'd run if yon saw one.” he
voemavked, M And you wouldu’t stop for
your monoele, neither.” -

Tho swell of 8t. Jim's snifled indig-
nantly.

“1 wegard yvour wemarks os winde.”

*“1la, ha, ha I”

“A chap can wear an c;vc-gilmn and
still keep his end up in a fight,"" said
Arthur Augustus D'Arey. *1 wegard you 3
u* o Yaukeo bounder.”

* Cheese it, Gussy 1” saicl Tom Merry.

“It's woll righe, gness,'” said Mr.
Jludson, chuckhing, And he rurned away
yuite good-humouredly.

Artlity Augustus D'Arey gave him a
witherin% lock through the munocle which
winused Mr, lHudson so nuch.

“1 twust that boundali will not pwo-
voka me inte pgivin® Lim o feahful
thiwashin’,” he remarked.

“No, that would ba toa fearful”
agrecd Montly Towther. “But 1 would
hielp to sweep wp what was left of him
ufter you'd finizhed, Gus:y."

“Ila, ha, hal”

“YWaeally, Lowthah—"

I say, what about grub?” eaid Tatty
Wrnn, “I'm pgetting hungry., I don't
know whether there’s enough grub on
this eraft for all of us.”

“Beller louk,” eaid Manty Lowther.

Fatty Wynn approached Mr. Hudson,
and gnestioned him on the subject. The
Amovican laughecl.

“1I 'Tmss there's plenty of grub here,”
lin snid. * Tins of meat, and biscuits, and
ileniy of {ea and sugar.”

“tioo0d i” said Fatty Wynn. "I'll be
cnolk:, if yon like, siv, and get the grub
ready. 1 zenerally do the cooking in the
sindy in tiio New Ilouse at 5t. Jun's.”

“io ahead then”

Tattv Wynn went chead, Ha soon had
a meal rendy, ond the juniors ato on
flerl;, in the moonlight, with good appe-
tiles. Jlenry K. Hudson was scanning
the: viver hanks on either side.

Tre Cey Jasnary.—XNo. 1,308
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paat. Carboy, between the sticks, stood ready - h gy
1o ropel anything, Boomph | He wasn't good | 8 mouse disappears into when pursu by
iﬁnuulgjﬁltu npﬂlgﬂula}r‘slﬁiw. Like a shel| | House Dame’s cat! Unpleasant as

= only

footcr. He's like that, you know ]

THE CHUMS OF 8T. JIM'S PRESENT ANOTHER SPAl

No. £2, VYol 1.

(New Serigs.)

LOCAL “DERBY” MATCH, J
AT ST. JIM'S

OLD RIVALS GET TO GRIPS
GUSSY'S GREAT GAME
By Jack Blake

UST
MY

FUN

Monty Lowther
Caling .

l Hallo, everybody | IJid you hear about ty
follow who was looking for an opening in Ui

A pano of glass is a potty thing to wear in | 20
h—d u | City, and stepped down o manhole? &
e ‘i"";‘i‘,}ﬁ;ﬁ;{.ﬁ:"‘iﬁf o oaios Eleven | found itt Hot nows—I hear radio is to

ased to exterminate germs, The trouble
resent is that they won't listen-in1 }

was united on (hat point—but nothing would
Eintnn tells us that prehistoric boym «

stop Gussy, “Ifnh ls mind woa E&Eﬂ rﬁpl
Remembering the humoroua remarka Gordon ! . TR

glacked at their work. BStill, who wants told
Gay & Co., of the Grammar Behool, have St S P S

assad arding that eyeglass, Gussy waa|P ) :
Eﬂrﬁﬂulal‘ y kam% to show our near rivals, on | the new * One-Way " streets in Wayland yr

; can onlv get knoocked down one way. Doz
gﬁdl off the footer field, just whers they got —{t'ﬁ the law of gravily | “OF ¢

Iaugh .

Giay won the tess, giving us a stiff wind ta | said the oldest inhabitant, hobbling along ¢
kick igainﬂh It's bﬂtﬂrgmmeﬁmeu kicking | two sticks, ‘ the old age on 1an't m
apainst the wind than with it, because with it | but T mske & bit exira f;nnms Ermndll -
the backs and half-backs are prone to over- | A " stic messonger he mukm? ow,
kick the forwards with the hall. Merry got|one of the two shipwrecked sailors on (X
the “ pill ™ aoross to Gussy on the wing, and | desert isle remorked : " Can you keep

. : : ' socrot 1" Mr. Linton got into o
Gus immediately showed the Grammarians a tiain ia vhish aral othor gentlomen

clean pair of heels, I'll say old Gussy haas _
[ s sy ow domn the toucyine | =0ding SeTTPARSCS ) oae, ork, hat b
ball at his toe, eyeglass gleaming in hia ' ord

solved his meighbour's rd  posl
instead of his own | * What is a wisecrack 1%
demanda Core. A wise orack, Gore, 1s wil

eye, Wootton major made an attompt to

tackle, but a lightning swerve carrned Gussy

Ratoliff can be, wo understand that he
wants his own back. Ho's got lurnba%o in

We have a new olook in Study No. 10. If
a champion 8 -merchant—doea an he
in forty-five minutes | Qf coumss, you hesd
of the two Edinburgh men who set out ia

rowing-boat for the Black Bea to fill t

the Ltall zipped into the top of the net | Good
old eyeglass |

The wind changed then, however—and so
did our luck. Kerr for onco missed a tackle,

and Gay bad an opening, which he made
full uu-g of. ﬁm ﬁﬁﬂk rounded off &

dozziing dribble with a emathing shot. .
Fatt ﬁ' had no earthly chance of saving | fountain pens t It was one of them who trig
Ei.l:htl?l' of % goals. Enin{a attacked on the | to bend down and piek up a e "

the strest—but his Scottish braces would:
“give” 1 Then thero waa the Beot who
born in Australis, to save the fare. All rig
—oall o truse | As the Irishman eaid : “ Ag
more of it, mﬂl‘ﬂhrukwup'bomln re
body, you epinolees jellyfish 1’

returned from Switzerland says
football keenly there, but it's very *
down.” Btill, a stout heart *' Alps '
- thaﬁ. m“ullfi Pupp:ru the ?Elt '

over an hour, . yicom
miser, admitted they wore a * tonic, so far
{Tn'n.iu sol-fah.) Even * soh,” be didn't go

' {fab "utuoa‘nighu? any “dob ! Do
know why Wally D'Aroy Is d a i
tention ' task at this very moment T Beca
e I Bias Calo | Glmey's tod
| was son © ng uesy'’s
was tolling him that he never maks a grot
man for money. But after a certain Lims §
concludes that his customer is no gentiemsf
;nh: thnndhai uhw him I hﬂ'.l‘.'ﬂlr‘?!flt
only clue in a Wayland burg 18 &
}Ln?d glgﬁ. The qmtfnn js—who had a
A

Here's a slippy ono to fnish :

Is it difficult to larn to =kate?
“ Hopeful,” No, * Hopeful,” I'm sure
soon * tumbls " to it |

All right—1I've crossed my flogers |

right. Lowthar Eanad across to Merry,
who sent on to Guasy, and CGus—ayeglass
and all—hit the ball on the full volley. Eizz !
Carboy took a faceful of mud, but mnever
touched tho balll Two all |
From the re-atart, though, the Grammariana
ran us off our feet, showing us eome flashing
footbsll. QCay netted with a cross.drive
Wynn never saw, and Figgins had the mis-
fortune to put the ball through his own goal—
four to two against Bt., Jim's. Three wanted
to win—but it wasn't too much for Gussy |
Gussy esent across o great cenfre which
l.owther convertod into s goal with ease. A
fow seconds lator Guasy again oentred, this
tima for Tom Merry to ram home an * un.
stoppable.” Four alll Fetty Wynn next
distinguished himsolf, saving flve shots in
succession, and then throwing clear. With
ten minutes left, Baints returned to the
attack like bhungry lions, and Gussy's eye-
lass was onoce more in evidenos! QGordon
hn% ill:ﬂ Ehua &iid not laugh ?t it w?:n thEu-Fd 's
aq up, eyeglaas glintin ying
sun, and nadl:,iody agm leathar g'u.'nt-v:lr the far
corner of the net. The fifth and final | for
Bt. Jim's, and & t wi for Gussy—
and his eyeglass | Having ahown what bhe can
do, I'll bat old Guasy won't wear it again ltl
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Week Ending Dacember 1st, 1534,

ST. JIM'S SPOTLIGHT
THESE NAMES MAKE NOISE

SITTING OUT IN A
SNOWSTORM—

Herbert Bkimpole arrested overybody’s
sttention. Beated on a ciroular seat under
ono of the old elms, & much.frequented spot

AGAINST RIVER HOUSE

B‘J Clarence Fellowe (the Rhyming Reporler)

A realiy most exciting fray, I very much
regret to say,
ball went once into each citadel. Nipper at
firet secured the lead, hoping thia would
prove the sced of many goals—yes, shoals and

sooras in dashing et Fronk's made
one last fierce nttack-——too Iate to Bcorc—
alas, alaclk |

1 sottled cven on the heav'i_v volume on which
| his eyes wero rivetod. The fact that snow
wan gathering about hig feet, and was already
| ereeping over his shioss, am thaugh eager to

gng:th}f h}m, did ant. appear tuud.iatmh Ell;impufu

in the Jeast! uniors, wall wra ~up in - =

| overcoats, eaps, and scarves, ntuppl;ﬁﬂtu !ﬁam FULL RESULTS
st Bkimpole. To their gaze, Skimpole,|8T. JIM'B .. .. 5 RYLCOMBE GRAM.
lacking evon an overcoat, seemed unconscious, ID'Arcy (3 BCHOOL .. .. 4
Bkim 's sanity, alweys a doubtful guan- Lowther, Merry Gay (2), Monk,
lity, apparenily feft him at lpst | Tom Figgina {th.mugh
Merry was about to take sction whem Mr. own goal)
Linton, the Bhell Form mastar, arrived on the | RIVER HOUBE .. 1 8T. FRANK'S .. 1
mons, At the sound of Mr, Linton’a wvoics, Brewstar Ni
the snow-covered Skimpole awoke, as GREYFRIARSE .. b ABBOTBFORD .. D
out of & trance. He leaped up, becoming | REDCLYFFE .. 1 HIGHCLI¥FE .. &
eware of his audience for the firet time. In |S8T. JUDE'S vo 2 CLAREMONT .. 8
suswer to Mr. Linton’s as to what he

meant by attemp
mold, Bkimpole ruP
mew paychologica

- —— ——

'ogtun-ntuh his death of
lied that he was decp in &

work by Professor Balmy- LEAGUE TABLE TO DATE

I DONT LIKE FOOTBALL—

was tha siatement attributed to George
Figpina of the New House, and hotly com.
menbed uFunh wvarious juniors. For Figgins,
keonaet; of footballers, to0 make such & remark
memed an j bili t Pratt, a truithful
‘felicw, had distinetly overheard Figgina say :
*1 don’t like foot 1" in a loud voice jin hi
wady. To msolve the m » Tom Merry
tosk his chiims over to ew Houze, and
teged ns, Acoused of making
siatoment, Figgins stared, and then burst
Intq & roar of laughter. He lained that
in an nt with his chum . ho had
s1d he didn't like football when it interfered
with oricket—in other words, when the
|- dball season began too carly and curtailed
the crieket peason, Fi Lms a groat

2)

CALIBAN'S G
PUZZLE (3]

CORNER Rl

Two Rylecombe villagem applied at a new
housing ostato in Wayland for labourers’ jobas,
“TI'm only allowed nine men along each xide
in theso nine houses I'm putting up,’ enid the
foraman, * but if you can fit yourselvea in

Ferioket enthusinst, In the footer season :
) e . frvas his | without breaking that rule, the jobs are
u'fuf;zu fim?'gy”'F; DY, e youra."” Can eru poa how the J\'illagem

worked out that littls problem and got the
joba ¥ The houses were mrranged as in the
akketoh, with thrse labourers in each house,

Stt_ig Press

The Matoh of the Beason |

BT, FRANK'S v, BT. JIM'S
Noxt week's star Eastwood League mateh,

(Solution next week.)

DRAW FOR ST. FRANK’S:

ve no reault—you seo, the §

SN PR T RS

Solution to last woek's puzzle : TOMATO,

_“I supposa wa shall keep watch to-
night, sir?” Tom Merry remarked
prosently.
“"1 guess I shall, sonny.”
" You can't stay awako night and day,
air.  Better let vs take it in tnrna”
“ Yaas, wathah! I sehall inzizz on
taking my turn with the watehing.”
""Oh, you'd go to sleep,” said My, Hul-

:

g

a 50N,

i “Weally, sir—"

§ "“But I guess you ean take turns, =ome
of you,” eaid tho coast agent, “Tomn
AMerry, and Figgins and Blake—vou icom

= the likeliest—and you, ICerr. ol can

= take it in turns, two at a time, in ca:e

You can woke me at

0

= ong nods off.
& midnight.”
“Yes, sir.”
The American strotched himself upon
he deck and was asleep in two minurcs,
& revolver by his side.
Henry K. Iudson was not likely to
be caught napping, whatever happened.
The speed of the launch had hbeen
= rediced =0 that she was doing little more
then _ keeping her own against the
&].I.iq;g'tﬂ]'l current of the Congo.

| in eummorz months, tho bulging.-browed genius [ ghoala1 Sad to relate, this was not so— ¢ Tom Merry was etecring ond watel-

of 'ﬁﬁhﬂﬂ ﬁfﬂmﬂd ontirely ﬂbh*-‘m;:? of the | 8¢, Frank’s were just o trifls alow, and River £ ing, and Ftpgr'p:ins watehed, ton, while

| mowflakes which whirled about him and | House, with * winn{nF L %ni!a, levelled the iI&I pong was at worl below., 'I'he aither
ﬂ.‘ ti

ijunicra slapt on the deck.

. The night passed without alavin. The
juniors were used, by this time, to tho
cries of wild beasts in the forcsts, and (hey
lhardly noticed them,

Mr. Hudson was awakened at midnight,
and he toole the wheel, and diil not close
hizs eyes again. Ile secmed to be able
to exist on very little sleep.

Tom Mer? awakened soon after down,

The launch, at a8 good speed now, was
throbbing and puffing np tl!lje river, whieh
gleamed and rippled in the rising sun.

Huge forests rose on either side of Lhe
= stream, and the juniors could see monkeys
s climbing and clinging i1 the branclhes,
s and chattering to one another with u
g strange sound. More dangerous animals
% could be seen—a hugo serpent writhing
gover a branch that extended over the

swumpet, which put forth the theory that all P.W.D.L. T. A, Ple. griver, and a lion crouching in the

e were EﬂEJEﬁtl‘i:ﬂ and not o jectave— | (3 friara .. ., 10 B 1 1 48 13 17 : thi'ﬂ:ﬂh- o .

in other words, that it was not really cold [gp Jim's .. ., 10 8 1 1 62 18 17 § The sight of the king of beasts thrillcd

sitting i[:.u“' snow—it only seemed g01 To|g¢ Frank's .. 10 8 1 1 40 18 17 :the jumiors. Thag hed seen lions in the

Biimpole’s astonishment, Ar. Linton “’“”;‘inlﬂ lcombe G. 5. ,, 10 6 2 2 31 22 14§ Zoo at London, but to sce cne wild in

1o “mﬂhd[!ﬂ“ﬂﬁﬂﬂ Professor Balmyorumpet's | Higholiffe .. .. 10 & 2 3 28 17 12 zan African forest was another matter.

theory, but saakcd Skimmy off indoors for & | River Houso .. 10 4 & 2 27 18 12 §And, after one look at him, they felt

bot bath and bed, When Tom Merry & Co. | Rookwood .. ,, 10 5 2 8 83 24 12 2glad that he was upon the shore, and

looked into the Bhell dormitory, they found | Abhotaford .. 10 3 0 7 14 36 6 & they were upon the boat,

Ekimpole sneezing too hard to answer h;hair Bagshot .. .. 10 1 3 8 8 24 5 r. Hudson scanned the lonely river

’l‘-‘-ﬂ*ﬂ;ﬂ-i Regarding thoe professor's ibeory, | Redclyfle .. 10 1 9 7 11 48 4 §with unresting eyes.

Wiy o o e Bt.Jude's ., .. 10 0 8 7 8 84 UL On either bank there seemed to be mo
Claremont .. .. 10 0 1 98 11 48 1 §gign of Luman lifa. Even savages did

not live upon the solitary upper waters of
tha Congo, : :

The juniors were eating their break-
fast when a sudden exclamation from
Mr. Hudson caused them to spring up,
forgetful of crackers and corned-beef.

“1 guess I've spotted the cusses.”

Ahead, on the gleaming river, a oot
was floating with six negroes at the cars.
It looked like a ship's boat. In one end
was & canvas shelter, with the sides open,
and under the canvas three white men
were sprawling lazily and smoking. White
s men by race, at least, their faces boin

burnt the sun to alimost the hue o
!tha black faces of their companions.

I One of them was less swarthy than the
& others. The juniors had only to look
% ot them to know them. They wera Gally
s and the two Bpaniards—the scoundrels

who bad robbed Tom BMerry of Sir
Richard’a papers in the w in far-
off England and who had sent him on

$ a wild-goosa chase to West Africa with
2 a dummy packet. In the sun the juniors
iraught the gleam of geld in tho car.
s rings of Juan Rodrigues.

Tur Cenm LmBaipY.—No. 1,398



“Bai_Jove, thero they are!”

Mr. Hudson showed his brown teeth in a smile of great
satisfaction.

‘1 guess that boat can't walk away from steam power,” he
remarked.

“Wathah not!”

“Keep under cover,” said the American.
will shoot.” .

He fpic;k_e',ti up his rifle. Tom Merry took one of the others,
and Figgins another. They were all the firearms on board,
with the exeeﬁt:on of Mr. Hudson's revolver. But the other
juniors had their cudgels, as well as sEcars that had been
;l.rapficd on board by the cannibals who had boarded the

aunch,

The launch's crew were .nndoubtedly more than a match
or the men in the boat, even if the negro oarsmen sided
with their employers, which was very dou%tfnl.

Besides that, it was casy for the launch to run down the
boat and smash it, and throw ifs crew inio the water, if Mr.
Hudson chose.

The throb of the launch on the silent river soon caught the
ears of the men in the boat, They were scen to raise them-
selves, and look back across the gleaming Congo.

As they sighted the launch, they sprang to their feet.

The American chuckled.

“1 guess they're surprised to sec us,” he remarked. “ They
reckoned I was eaten by the cannibals by this time, and they
never cxpected to sec yon here. Ha, ha, ha!”

The threc men in the boat were staring blankly ot the
launch and the faces of the erew. They seemed to be lost in
astonishment.

Henry K. Hudson waved his brown hand.

“We're aftor you!” he shouted, the wind carrying his
voice the distance. “I guess we're on you this time, you
scallywags |”

“Those rascals

A Book-Length Yarn for 4d !

A Form with over forty boys in it and not one
who wants to chum with him! Such is the
position in which Julian Devarney, the new boy
of the Remove Form at Greyfriars, finds
himself. Why i¢ he without a friend? Read
this powerful book-length yarn of the exciting
adventures of Harry Wharton & Co. It's a
school story that is ci:‘ﬂ'erenf. and you will revel
in it from first line to last.

Ask for No. 231 of the
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The answer was sudden. The dusky hand of the ear-ringed
Spaniard went up, there was a flash, and a sharp report,
n bullet whistled past the ear of the American.

—

CHAPTER 11.
Escape |

RACK!
‘ The rqitfrt followed the whistle of the bullet.
Henry K. Hudson did not move a muscle,
“I guess that was & poor shot,” he remarked. “ Qur
dusky friend was in too great a hurry., Cover—gquick!”

“Bai Jove!”

“Lio down[”

The juniors threw themselves flat on the deck.

The three rascals in tne boat were firing now, and bullets
whistled over the launch. The adventurers were desperate;
they did not intend to yield up the papers while they had
a chance left. Gally was shouting to the black oarsmen to
row hard, and the boat travelled at a greater speed in the
water.

Henry K. Hudson took aim at one of the black rowers,
and shot Lim in the arm. Ho did not wish to kill the man;
but he intended to stop the boat. The shot had the result
that he nnticipated. ; x

The wounded black sprang up with a wild yell, clutching
at his arm, and his oar slid into the water. Without a
moment’s hesitation the wounded man sprang into the river
and swain for the mangroves along the bank. In a sccond
the other five had thrown down their cars and followed his
example, z

'l‘hepthree white men wero left alone in the drifting bout
without a chance of stopping the flight of their crew.

The boat rocked on.

The loud curses of the sbandoned adventurers conld be
heard across the gleaming water of the Congo. Rodriguez
in his rage turned his revolver upon the swimming blacks
and fired three or four shots. The bullets splashed up the
water round the negroes, and one of them gave a sharp yelp
and sank out of sight.

Cally seized an oar and paddled the boat towards the
bank. Rodriguez and Yanex kept up » fire on the launch.
But Henry Ig Hudson™ was master of the situation. Dales
and bLoxes had already been rigged up to screen tho steers-
man, and Tom Merry steered the launch without danger
from the fire. Henry K. Hudson lai at full length on the
deck, his rifle before him, and his keen grey eyes on the
enemy.

Ilis magazine rifle was sgitting fire.

The juniors were excited. Lying on the deck they could
sce little, but the sound of the incessant firing and the bullets
whistling overhead thrilled them. How was it going toend ?

They realised, with beating hearts, that it was a fight
for life or death; that the three desperadoes, if they could,
would kill every soul on board the little steamer, and that
Henry K. Hudson was shoof.inf to kill.

On the Congo every man's life depended upon himself and
lis rifle, and there was only his own conscience to answer to.

Crack, erack, erack |

The oar splintered in Gally’'s hand, struck by a bullet.

The man started and fell on his knees in tho boat—a lucky
aceident for him, for Henry K. Hudson's next bullet whistled
clear over his head.

But the boat was rocking now close to the thick mud of
the bank.

Crack, crack, crack!

Startled monkeys looked from the branches of the big
trees on the river banks and chattered incessantly as the
dendly bullets flew beneath. ;

There was_a sudden sharp shriek from Yancex, the
Spul}'llmrd, and he tumbled backwards into the boat with a
crash,

Ile lay there, movinf facblliy.

Tludson chuckled softly. He had put at least one of the
enemy hors de combat. The launch was closing upon the
boat now, but the boat was alroady at tha mud on the edge
of the belt of mangroves. The range was very short.

Gally and Rodriguez leaped out of the boat, knee-deep in
mud, and Flungeﬁ ashore. s

They held their rifies over their heads as they tramped
and splashed through the mud, making for the cover of the
mangroves.

Henry K. Hudson leaped to his feet.

There was no fire to fear from the enemy now; their
backs were turned in fight.

_The American, standing on the deck, threw his rifle to
his shoulder and pumps1 out bullets after the flecing
adventurers,

Tom Merry uttered a cr{]. i

He was not used yet to the merciless warfare of the heart
of Africa.



EVERY WEDNESDAY

“Mr. Hudson, have a heart; they are running I

The American snapped his brown teeth.

*“ And the papers with them! Hold your tongue I"

Tom Merry caught his breath,

It was true; Gally or the ear-ringed Spaniard had stolen
P?em in his possession, and if they escaped thie papers were
ost.

Henry K. Hudson had not ceased to fire while he was
answering Tom Merry. His magazine rifle was spitting
bullets all the time,

Crack, crack!

Bullets tore the mangrove branches and splashed up the
soft, thick mud round the fugitives as they tramped madly
for the shore, In the boat, rocking on the edge of the
swamp, lay Yanex, groaning. Not a thought did his com-
rades give to the wounded Spaniard. They were thinking
only of themselves and of the precious papers.

They followed & zigzag course, leaping and plunging to
and fro to avoid the bullets of the Amarican. Gally clapped
a hand to his head suddenly, and drew it away with the
fingers streaming red, But he plunged on and disappearcd
into the mangroves.

The ear-ringed Spaniard paused for a second to look back
and shake a clenched fist at the launch, and then he dis-
appeared after his companion.

enry K. Hudson muttered something between his teeth.
He threw down his empty rifle and cmugit one from Figgins
and pumped away every shot into the mangroves.

But no cry answered.

The adventurers had evidently gained a place of safety.
From the boat, faintly across the river, came the sound of
the groans of the wounded Spaniard.

“Bai Jove I muttered Arthur Augustus D'Arcy. *“That
poor woitall must be suffewin’ howwibly! What are you
goin' to do for him, sir?"

Henry K. Hudson shrugged his shoulders.

“I am going to search him for the papers, though there
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The American stood up and looked towards the man-
groves. Then he leaped back on the launch, and rapped out
wn order.

Tom Merry ran towards him.

. Hudsen, you are not going to leave that man

Mr. Hudson stared at him.

“T guess I am!” he replied.

“You—you can't! He’s wounded!”

“80 should I have been, I guess, if he'd heen able to
shoot a little straighter,” snid Mr. Hudson carclessly.

“Yes; but—but M

“’Nuff sard! Our way lies up the river, I guess !”

“Mr. Hudson, his comrades will not return for Lim; I am
sure of that, They have deserted him. Besides, the boat
will drift off in a few minutes. He will lie there in the
blazing sun till it oversets, and then the ¢rocodiles—

“Perhaps you're right,” said Mr. Hudson. “A bullet
through the head now would be more merciful 1

He reached for hiz rifle.

“I did not mean anything of the sort!” exclaimed Tom
Merry indignantly. “He is wounded. 1 don’t care whether
he's an enemy or not, he must be taken care of I

“But we can't stop here for days—weeks—locking after
a wounded thief,” said the American, laughing at the ides.

“We can take him on board.”

2 ﬁuess this launch isn't being run as a floating
al,
k

hospital, sonny 1”

" here, Mr. Hudson, we must do it! If we loft that
poor wretch there, it would haunt me for ever I’ said Tom
Merry “He must come on board.”

“Yaas, wathah!"”

“He can be disarmed, and a wounded man can’t do much
harm, anyway, sir,” said Figgins,

“ And we'll fook after him,"” said Blake.

*Yaas, wathah |

Mr. Hudson hesitated. Under his rough exterior Lo
had a kind heart enough, but life on the West Coast of
Africa had hardened him. Merey to an enemy was an idea
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isn’t much chance that he has them,” he replied. “ Rodriguez
or Gally would have them, I guess.”

“I mean he must be assisted in some way."”

“Btuff |

“My deah sir—""

*Hold your tongue, Master Eyeglass!™

“Weally, Mr. Hudson—"’

The American turned away He kept a keen eye on the
shore in case a shot should come from that direction. Tha
two adventurers who had escaped still had their rifles, and
they might be looking for a chance of sniping. But the
Mangroves graw too thickly in the mud te allow men on
the dry land a chance of shooting; there were fifty yards
of the swampcf thickets between the river and the land, and
they screened the launch as much as they screemed the
escaping adventurers.

The steam-launch ran up to the mcking boat on the edge
of the swamp, and Hudson, after a last keen glance round,
jumped into it.

Yanex groaned deeply.

His dusky hand made o motion towards the knife in his
belt, but he could not draw it—he had no strength. The
American’s bullet was deep in his shoulder, and the Spaniard
was badly wounded.

Mr. Hudson picked up his rifle and cartridge belt and
tossed thom on board the launch.

“1 guess they will be useful,” he rema-ked

A look of hate flashed over the face of the wounded man.

“Caramba | I have them not ! he muttered [aintly.

"I guess that’s so, but I'm going to see.’

And Henry K. Hudson went seiantiﬁcagl{y through the
Bpaniard’s clothes. He was soon satisfied. Yanex had none
ojp the papers. The man was merely a follower, and his
leaders were not likely to trust him with the precious Fapers.

“Who has them,” asked "Tr. Hudsan—"Gally or
Rodriguez 1

“I will tell you nothing” .

“Do you want me to pitch you over to the grocodiles 1

Yanex shuddered.

“Gally has them!” he muttered.

which was seldom heard of on the banks of the Congo. The
wounded Spaniard was watching the launch with dull eyes.
He had not the shghtest expectation of pity. He would
have finished & wounded enemy himself with a knife-thrust,
and he had no befter expectation of mercy.

Mr. Hudson looked at the juniors, and his better nature
;eamed to awaken at the mght of their eernest, boyish
aces.

“1 guess you don’t know the Congo,” ne remarked. *But
{'n_ive your way. You can get the brute on board if you
1 e‘l’

“Thank you, sirl”

Mr. Hudson lighted & black cigar and whistled carelesslfr.

Arthur Augustus D'Arcy turned his eyeglass scornfully
upon the American.

“Bai_Jove!” he murmured ‘I told you fellows all
along that the man was a wottah 1”

“Oh, 1t's only his way ! said Digby.

“Wats! A man who would speak diswespectfully of a
fellow’s monocle would do anythin'!”

Digby grinned The juniors all bore a hand in gettin
the wounded Bpaniard abourd Yanex did not understan
in the least why he was being ro treated He muttered
something 1n Spanish which the juniors did not understand.
Mr. Hudson watched the whole proceedings with a
satirical smile, and then the taunch throbbed on her way
up the river with the wounded Spaniard on beard.

CHAPTER 12.
The Quality ol Mercy !

HROUGH the blazing sunshine of the Congo the
littla steamer chugged on

Henry K Hudson was keeping a keen look-out on

deck, but he was no longer watching the river for a

boat. The enemy was on shore now, but the American
expected to see something of them. .

hat Gally and the ear-ringed Spaniard would keep on

their way he waos certain, and he was equally certain that
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they could not hope to reach their destination by land,
through cannibal tribes and impassable forests. They must
take the river again sooner or later, and when they did
80 Lo hoped to spot them. .

So far up the wild river they had no chance of obtaining
a fresh boat and rowers; they would have to depend upon
steeling somo native canoe and paddling t emselves.
They would be utterly at the mercy of the launeh if the
American succeeded in setting his eyes upon them, i

Tom Merrﬁ & Co. were busier with the wounded Spaniard
than with thoughts of the missing papers or the escaped
adventurcrs, It might be weak and dangerous to spare an
enemy in such s country, but the juniors did not chooso
to think of that. They only knew that they came from a
land where human life was held as sacred.

The wretched man was placed in a bed, and the boys
did what they could for him. They could not extract the
bullet, but they stopped the bleeding, and washed and
bandaged his wound. The wounded man asked eagerly for
a drink, but his lips curled up contemptuously when water
was brought. It was whisky that he wanted, but it would
have been sheer poison to him in his state. And soon thirst
drove him to drink the water. His black eyes rested con-
tinually upon the juniors as they took turns in looking
after him.

His wonder was evident in his face. He did not know
why his life was spared, ho did not know why he was
cared for, and his looks betrayed it.

“Qenorito,” he said, towards sundown, as Tom_ Merry
came up with a cheery smile—"senorito, what is your
intention 7" .

“We're looking after you,” said Tom Merry.

«T take mo back to Boma and send me to prison1”

The junior laughed.

“No; to get you well.”

“Why "

“Well, because—because we are, you know.”

Yanex was silent for somo minutes. Tom Merry offered
him a drink, but he declived it with a movement of the

ead.

Thinking that he wished to rest, Tom Merry was about to
withdraw, but the Spaniard made him a sign to remain.

“Hold, senorito!”

«(Can I do anything for you?” asked Tom Merry.

“No, sencrito; but I can do something for you.”

“For me 1” said Tom Merry, in wonder.

«gj, genorito! Yeu are the nino—you ate the boy who
carried the papers of Sir Richard Standish from the school
in England to Southampton, to deliver them to the captain
of the Opossum ¥

“Yes,” said Tom Merry.

“Rodriguez heard all” the plan, from a windowssill in
{ho school,” said Yanex, with a faint smile. “We know
it all along, when yon left the school with the paEers,
senorito. But listen. Those papers that you were robbed
of—are you answerable for them?”

“In a way—yes,” said Tom Merry. “Sir Richard will
not blame me for being robbed of them, perhaps, but
nnless we recover them it will be very unpleasant for me to
face him.
benefit of a set of rascals.”

Yanex grinned again

“They have deserted me,” he said. “I stood by them
from Hrst to last, and they deserted me, wounded and
dying as they thought, to die in the sun. If they win the
prize now t_hag will not share with me—I have dropped out
of the game. ]

Tom liierry nodded. He thought that very likely, It
would be weeks befora the wounded man was able to look
after himself, even if he rocovered at all. The adventurers
were not likely to seek him out to share with him.

“Senorito, you are trying to save my life, after I have
done nothing but try to injure you,” said the Spaniard.
in a low voice. “Listen! Get your leader to swear that
he will cura me, if he can, and set me free, and I will tell
Lim what I know of Gally's plans, and help you to recover
the papers you hava_ lost.”

Tom Moerry started.

“You mean that?” he exclaimed.

“ 83, senorito!”

T will eall Mr. Hudson at once, then!’’

In a couplo of minutes Henry K. Hudson stood by the
bedside of the Spaniard, There was s very keen expres-
sion upon the face of the American.

“] guess I'll moke that promise you want,” he said. g
don't want to send you to prison, even if the Delgians
wonld take tho trouble to send you there. Now, what can
you tell me about the papers? Have you seen them ?¥

The Spaniard shaok Eis head.

“No; merely a glance, and I understood little of them,
as they are written in English, and I speak English, but
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do not read it. And Gally and Rodriguez cxplain nothing
to me."”

“That was sensible of them, I guess.
know, then®”

“I know where they are making for, senor.”

The American's grey cyes gleamed.

“1 guess that's O.K.1* he said, “If you know that, you
know the region the maps cover. It was on the Congo!

. “8i, senor. They were making for Ubangi, and they
intended to follow that river and land at N'lola, and then
strike north on land.”

The American gave & long, low whistle.

. "MY hat! If that's the truth, you're worth your weight
in gold to me, Yanex. We shall strikt the Ubangi river
in a couple of days, and I might have run on right up the
Congu, and missed the scoundrels, 1 knew that the rubber
lond lay up the Congo past Stanley Pool, and somewhere
near the Ubangi regions, but 1 guess I didn't know it was
up the Ubangi, Kelly kept taat dark from me, at least.
Are you telling me the truth, Yanex1”

“By all the saints, senor.”

“Look hera!” said Henry K. Hudson. “You are in my
hands now. If you have told me the truth, you shall have
vour liberty and o hundred dollars. If you have lied,
Yanex, and I miss them, I swear I will give you to the
ju-ju men on the Congo to make a human sacrifica of—
savvy i”

The Spaniard shuddered.

“T havo told you tho truth, senor.”

“I guess you have, Yanex; but if you've deceived me,
better think it over, and yaup out the facts, or the ju-ju
niggers will have a white man to torture—if you call your-
solf a white man,”

And Henry K. Hudson lighted another cigar, and strolled
away.

The wounded man fixed an earnest look upon Tom Merry.

“T have told the truth, senorito,” he said.

“I'm sure you have,” said Tom Merry; “and you won't
be sorry for it. You've done right. ~And, as for thoso
scoundrels who left you to die, they do not deserve any-
thing at your hands, excepting this.”

The Spaniard’s eyes gleamed.

“You are right, senorito. Give me a drink.”

Henry K. Hudson came to see the Spaniard again
soveral times. He began to take care of the wounded man,
and ho extracted the bullet from his wound, After that
Yanex improved very much, though it was clear that many
?ayts would elapse beforc he was able to stand upon his
eet.

Henrly K. Hudson put the launch at full SpIc]ed ahead
now. If the adventurers were making for the Ubangi, ss
he believed now, they might cut acress country, or ﬁ:!!nw
one of the numerous subsidiary streams of the Congo. He
had had the luck to happen on them once; it was not in
reason to expect the same luck a second time. But the
information Yanex had given him made his task more
easy. He had to get shead of the adventurers, which was
easy in the steam lsunch, and lay for them, as he expressed
it, on the banks of the Ubangi, near N'lolo, where they
intended to land.

Mr. Hudson knew the Ubangi as well as any white man
knew it, and he had been to N’lolo as an ivory trader.

The American was very gleeful now. It was olear that
he anticipated success; and he was quite willing to give
Tom Merry & Co. their share of the_credit.

“T guess it was good business eaving that scallywag,”
he remarked. “Things like that twork out es paying ven-
tures at times. Those galoots who deserted him reckon
that he's gone under; they won’t even dream of this. It
will be a little surprise party for them at N’lolo on the
Ubangi—someo !

And he grinned.

“You kids have done it!" he said. “If I pull off this
riffle, 1 shall let Sir Richard know that you kids did half,
at least. You saved my life, and you got me this informa-
tion by beinidsnft-heudnd. goft-hearted, green-horns——"

“Weally, Mr. Hudson: )

“But the greenhorn comes ont ahead of the old hand
sometimes, and that's what you've done,” said Mr. Hudson.
“1 will give {ou all the eredit. And I guess we shall ring
in a cold deal on Roﬂriguez now.”

And Mr. Hudson rubbed his brown hands together, and
chuckled with satisfaction.

CHAPTER 13.
Gussy and the Tiger!
L] HE Ubangi,” said Mr. Hudson.
The steam launch throbbed on vp that little-
known river in the heart of the Dark Continent.
The juniors gazed in_awe and interest at thm
darkly wooded banks, trodden seldom by whito man’s feet—
by few, if any, save those of Belgian officers. :

Put what do you
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“Well, wp can call ourselves explorers now, at any
rate,” Figgins remarked. ‘' Precious few white men have
been_where we are now.”

“Yaas, wathah |

“And_an eycglass has never been scen on this hyer river
before, I guess.” said Mr. Hudson, with a chuclkle.

Arthur Augustuz sniffed angrily. He was growing
cxasperated with Mr, Hudson’s incessant little jokes at
his eyeglass, his clegant manners and customs, and his
supposed softness in every way., The swell of 8t. Jim’s
was really roughing it ns well as anybody, but the Ameiican
persisted in regarding him as a soft “dude,” as he called
it in the American language.

He really had no reason to hold that opinion, unless it
was because of tho care D’Arcy lavished upon the remains
of his silk hat. The swell of St. Jim’s had only one topper
with him, and he had a belief that some occasion might
arise when it would bo necessary to wear one, and so le

“i\
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A quiver ran through the leopard’s body as it crouched ready to spring at Mr. Hudson.
With no thought of his own danger, he na{z

Augustus acted,

was guarding that topper like the apple of his eye. As
explained to his chums, his hatters had no branch
establishment on the upper waters of the Congo.

But D’Arcy was getting “fed-up * with Mr. Hudson’s
jokes. He persisted in adorning his face with the alye«
glass out of British independence. Ho was longing for
some_opportunity of putting the Yankee in his place, and
his chums had severa‘1 times restrained him with difficulty
from an open “row * with the coast agent. Though if
Arthur Augustus had lost his aristocratic temper and
slanged the American as hard as he could, in all prob-
ability Mr. Hudson would have taken it as a joke, and
roared with laughter over the fury of the swell of 8t. Jim's.

D'Arcy turned his back upon Mr. Hudson—a proceeding
which only brought a further chuckle from that gentleman.

The juniors were all grinning; even M'pong, who was on
deck just then, grinnedg. Arthur Augustus frowned at the
black man.

The sun was setting, and the juniors sat down round the
deck to their evening me Mr. Hudson was watching the
river ahead. The %auqch wound on through sandbanks,
churning under overhanging branches of gigantic trees. The
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swell of St Jim's lay on the deck, the back of his head
resting upon his hands, and gazed dreamily up through the
foliage overhead as the launch drifted on.

The sandbanks were thickening ahead, and Mr. Hudson
gave the order to slacken speed. The launch was crawling
through the water now.

Suddenly the swell of St. Jim's gave a start.

He sat up on deck, and then jumped to his feet, jamming
the munocﬁa more tightly into his eye, and scanning the
thick tree over the steamer.

“Bai Jove !” he ejaculated.

“What’s the matter, Gussy ?”

“Gweat Scott—look out !”

From the thick branches over the steamer a sinuous form
dropped like & cat upon the deck. A cat it was—but a huge
cat with spotted skin, and great, greenish-yellow eyes that
glared with hunger and ferocity,

It was a leopard!

T

But on the instant Arthur
ed an axe and dashed forward to attack the animal !

The animal was the first the juniors had seen at close
quarters, thought they had caught distant glimpses of several
in the forest from the passing launch.

They stood spellbound. .

The leopard was in savage mood, evidently hungry. It
had dropped upon the deck close behind Mr, Hudson, and
he had not seen the animal; his eyes were upon the difficult
passage ahead. At the exelamation of D'Arey he turned
and saw the animal within six or seven paces of him. He
sprang back, and a long quiver ran through the lecopard’s
sinuocus body as it crouched to spring.

“Bai Jove!” :

Arthur Augustus D'Arcy gave one quick lack round, seized
an axe, and dashed forward, with no thought to his own
danger. Just as the leopard wasa rising to the spring, the
axe descended with all the strength the sturdy junior's
arms in the blow.

Crash |

The leopard screamed wildly with pain, and fell short in _
his’ leap, rolling on the deck with clawing feet.

“Great snakes|” ejaculated Mr., Hudson.
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For onde tha cvol American was unperved; hie hard
brown face had turned a ghastly colour, and he stared
blankly at the struggling leopard.

D’Arcy rushed ppon the leopard again, axe in hand. Then
Mr, Hudson recovered himself,

d “g?and back I"” he shouted. *“If he claws you, you're

e“ »

He grnsiad his rifle, and threw it to his shoulder.

D'Arcy halted,

The leopard, hard hit as he was, was by no means dis-
wbled, and he was turning upon D'Arcy with gnashing teeth
ond glaring eyeballs.

Crack, crack!

Two bullets crashed into the yellow head, and the leopard
zolled over again. This time he did not rise.

The American, cool as ice now, advanced upon the
atrugglmg, writhing animal, pouring in bullets at close
quarters from his magazine rifle.

The terrible creature shuddered and shivered, and the
wild glare died out of its eyes.

It was dead.

Mr; Hudson tossed the rifle aside. He looked at the
slain léofard, and he looked at Arthur Augustus D'Arcy.
The swell of St, Jim's dropped the axe.

.‘Tl()};i:l Merry found his voice.

“Great Scott! What a naxrow escape, Mr, Hudeon !”

“1 guesa it was.”

“Oh, Gussy!” said Blake. “How could you?”

“ Weally, Blake—"

“Fancy Gussy coming out as & giddy hero!” grinned
Fxg%ms.

“Weally, Figgins—"'

* (Gussy, the leopard slayer—Gussy, the mighty hunter!”
chuckled Kerr. “Oh, Gussy! What will they say at St,
Jinrs when we toll them?"

“Won't they have pictures of him in the school rag,”
grinned Monty Lowther.. “Won't they have a thrillin
description of him in ‘ Tom Merry’s Weekly *1* 3

“Yes, rather |”

“Why didn't I have my cameras here!” exclaimed
Manners. “Gussy, old man, stand with your foot on the
body and the axe in your hand, will you—head well back,
cyes forward—attitude like Ajax defying his laundress, and
I'll take a photograph.”

“I wefuse fo do &D?ﬂ’lil‘l’ of the sort, you uttah ass!”
exclaimed the swell of Bi. Jim’s indignantly. “And ]
wegard &ou as a lot of sillay asses!”

“Oh, Gussy 1” exclaimed Tom Merry, slapping him on the
back. “It’s only fun! We're proud of you! You're a
giddy hero! You’ve saved Mr. Hudson’s life—perhaps some
of our lives as well. We couldn’t have shot the brute as Mr.
Hmlison did. Gussy, old man, you're a hero! Gimme your
fist 1”

“0Oh, weally, Tom Mewwy—" .

Henry K. Hudson came towards the swell of B¢, Jim's, a
very peculiar expression upon his brown face. He seemed
more taken a by Arthur Augustus’ action than by the
terrible danger he had passed through.

‘_‘\X:Il you give me your paw, young 'uni” he asked

uietly.

% Arthur Au D'Arcy jammed his monocle into his eye,
and surveyed the American with n great deal of dignity.

“Pway excuse me!” he said. “Undah the cires, I pwefer
not to shake hands with you, sir. You have tweated mo
with the gwossest diswespect evah since our first meetin’,
and I cannot wegard you as a fwiend. I should pwefer not
to shake hands with you!”

“1 guess I apologise,” he said.

“0Oh, weallyl Undah those cires—"

Mr. Hudson grinned a little,

“T reckon that yellow beast would have had me down in &
second more, I should have been clawed to ribbons,”
said Mr. Hudson. “I guess he would have clawed some of
you after he'd clawed me, too. You saved my life, and you
showed pluck, young 'un, which many an old hunter in these
forests would be proud to have. There ain't many galoots,

1 guess, who'd get within armslength of a lecpard willingly.

I talia back all I’ve said about your eyeglass. Gimme your
paw!”

“As one gentleman to anothah, sir, I accept your apolo-
gles," said Arthur Augustus D’Arcy, in o very stately way.
%1 shall be pleased to shake hands with you.”

And he did!

OHAPTER 14.
. The Last Fight!

HICK forest, with & break amid the masses of green
where & clump of huts appeared, and among the
huts, negro women and children batking in the sua.

The steam-launch throbbed to s standstill. = The
gxplorers had .reached their destination; this was N'lola,
'5e GEM ¥.—~No. 1,388,

Augustus D’Arcy, in a murmur to his chums.
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.A -oanoe eame pulling out from the shore.
. Henf]? K. Hudson waved his hand at the big black man
in it. The man had a necklace of bopes round neck,
the juniors shuddered as they looked at them. Yanex, who
was now sitting in a deckchair, though still very weak from
his wound, turned deadly pale at the sight of the man.

“ What's the matter7” asked Tom Merry. : .

% Ju-jul” whispered the Spaniard. "A ju-ju priest!
Tht}g’_ are the bones of murdered men he wears round his
nw '!)

Tom Merry shuddered. B

Mr, Hudson looked down at the man in the canoce, and
entered into talk -with him, in a barbarous dislect of
which the juniors did mot comprehend a word. The ju-ju
man grinned and nodded, end finally paddled away,
evidently in a mood of satisfaction, )

Mr. Hudson lighted a cigar, evidently very well satisfied,

0.

“] guess we shall have them when they arrive,” he said.

“How so, sir!” Tom Merry asked. i

“I’'ve made a bargain with B'poma. He's a thief of 8

riest, and can do as he likes with the kihg and the people

ere. He's agreed to have the whole tribe on the watch

for Gally and Rodriguez, and if they come to this bank
for thirty miles up or down, they ean’t get through. It's
all O.K. now, I guess, even if we miss them.”

“Good | But what is he going to do it for?”

“Pay, my son, pay! I'm going to send him some traps
from the coast. I've ‘done the same before,” said Mr.
Hudson. “A ju-ju man has to keep up his reputation, you
see, or_he might be ju-jued himself any time, and a rival
take his place. This chap has the power of performing
miracles, and he is going strong.”

“Miracles” ejaculated Tom Merry.

“] guess so. He can produce sudden light in complete
darkness without flin} or steel or matches, and it strikes
the niggers as wonderful.” .

“Well, it is wonderful, if he can do it!” said Figgins.

“X reckon it's mot so astonishing when you lkmow he's got
a dollar electric lamp hidden in his rags,” said Henry K.
Hudson.

" oh [" . .

“Eleotricity is as much known to these benighted niggers
as aeroplanes or artificial teeth,” said Mr. Hudson. “He's
got them right to heel with his giddy miracles.”

“IWhat a rotten swindler I” X

“Well, yes, but I guess there ars swindlers in other
countries, too. People like beu:ﬁ taken in, I guess. This
scallywag wants to Ee set up with torches; and I guess I'm
going to do it if he hands over them two rascals.”

“Bai Jove! I don't half like this,” said Arthur
i “X should
wefuse to have any dealings at all with that disgustin’
black wottah!” .

But Mr. Hudson evidently thought differently. _

Probably he.did not trust his ju-ju fricnd sufficiently to

o ashore; at-all events, tha expi'c:ers did not leave the
aut(:ioh'st all, but as they had ample supplies, they did not
need to. J i

Several days passed quietly within sight of N'lols. The
natives brought fruit in canoes to sell, but there was no
sign of hostilities. Henry K, Hudson was evidently well
known there. The explorers waited for the coming of
Gally and rigues. |

As the days passed the juniors began to doubt.

The two adventurers, making their way through the wild
African forest, had e thousand dangers to encounter. It
was only too probable that they would perish by the-way.
Would they ever arrive as far on their journey at N'lolo?

But Mr. Hudson did not seem to doubt.

He spent his days stretched under an awning, smoking
innumerable cigars and yawning. He sppeared content to
wait.

It was on the fourth day that the monotony was broken.
Tom Merry had awakened at the gleam of dawn, and he
stood strefohing himself and looking out over the river,
when he caught sight of s cance paddling up the river
against_the current.

The juniors paid little attention to it at first, for canoes
were common enough on the river mear N'lolo, But as he
glanced &t it & second time he started.

There were two men paddling it, both white men.

“My hat!” exclaimed Tom_ Merry. .

He dashed towards Henry K. Hudson, who was sleepihg
on the deck, and shook him by the shoulder. The American
opened his eyes and yawned.

“Hallo, sonny 1"

*They're here {”

(3 Whﬂt [Ll .

“They're coming!” .

“Waal, carry me home to diel”

(Continued on page 22.)
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Henry K. Hudson iumgcd up and grasped his rifle, He
Tan to the side and looked over the gleaming river.

Then his eyes blazed.

“I've got 'em now{” he muttered. 5

The launch was almost hidden by the drooping branches
of a great tree. The American had planned fhat. The
cance paddled on, and the juniors, who were all watehing
now, saw the ear-ringed 8 aniard point with his paddle
towards the village of N'lolo. The eance did not pull in
towards the benk, so it was pretty clear that the two adven-
turers did not deem it safe to land at the village, but
intended to paddle on to the deserted bank beyond.

Henry K. Hudson grinned.

The worn look of the adventurers showed that they had
not had an easy time in the African forests, Gally had a
bandage round his head. They were worn and haggard,
but there was determination in their bronzed faces.

Henry K. Hudson muttered a word to Tom Moerry,

‘' Bilence [

He levelled his rifle,

“You—you are not going to shoot?” muttered Tom
Merry.

“Not a word [

The canoe was coming within easier range. In a few
minutes it would pass within thirty feet of the launch.
Then the American could pick off the two adventurers like
partridges if he chose.

“ Hold on!” g

Mr. Hudson’s voice rang suddenly across the river,

The two men started convulsively and gazed round, They
did not see the launch for a minute. Then they saw ity
and the American with levelled rifle.

“ Hudson ! muttered Gally, between his teeth.

“Caramba I”

“Hands up!” said Mr. Hudson, ¢ Mind, you'll get it
in the neck if you touch a weapon, Ah, would you!”

Gally made s wild plunge for his rifle. Ile caught it up
and flung it to his shoulder.

Crack |

Mr. Hudson kept his word. He fired before Gally could
press the trigger.

Gally gave a terrible cry and rolled over in the canoe,
Rodriguez clenched his hand, with a wild glare towards
the steamer, and then leaped iunto the water. The water
closed over his head, but he came up again a dozen yards
away, towards the farther banlk.

Crack, crack!

Bullets splashed into the water round him. But he swam

on, and disappeared among the tropical vegetation across
the river. In the cence Gally lay still.

The juniors shivered.

The launch drew out of the shadow of the great tree and
glided beside the rocking canos, Mr., Hudson waved the
juniors back and desconded into the little craft,

Tom Merry & Co. looked at one another with pale faces.
It had been a fight to the death. If Gally hed succeeded
{n ﬁrﬁng, Mr, Hudson would have fallen dead upon the
aunch.

The juniors did not look into the ecanoo. Mr. Hudson
was there for five minutes. Ho came on deck again with
a bundle of papers in his hand,

“The papers, sir?” Tom Merry asked eagerly.

“1 gucss s0.”

“Gally had them?” :

“Yes. Rodriguez has got away, but I guess ho can’t
do any harm. I've got the papers,” said Mr. Hudson,
“Rodriguez has seen them, but he'll never find the place
without the maps. It's all O.K.” i i

“And—and Gally?” asked Tom Merry, in a faltering
voige.

“Totter ask no questions,” said Mr. Hudson briefly. “Ib
was his life or mine,”

The juniors shivered. They knew what that meant; they
knew that there was a dead man in the canoe that went
{j);:king and gliding away upon the shining current of the

hangl.

"I‘he%;r said nothing. There was nothing to say. But a
longing was growing up within them to be away from that
l-unﬁ of savage deeds, and k in a country where law
and order reigned. Perhaps Mr. Hudson
thoughts.

“We've won this hyer game, I reckon,” hoe remarked.
“T've got the papers. You boys will have to go back to
school, I guess—hey?”

“Yaas, wathah!” )

“It’s a better place for you than the Congo, I reckon,”
said Mr. Hudson, with a smile. *“I shan’t stop to sa
good-bye to my ju-ju friend, Down the Conga is our way.”

And the steam-launch throbbed away on the eurrent.

ivined their

THE EXD,

(Whatever you do, chums, don't miss the further thrill-
ing adventurcs of Tom Merry & Co. in the African jungle,
and the tional ¢ of their taking a Cango
Cannibal back fto St Jim’s! See *TOM MERRY'S
CANNIBAL [ ¥"—in next week’s groand number.)

—

Pen Pals

(Continued from page 13)
T

Robert Burgess, 28, Langsitle Place, Langside, Glasgow, wanta
pen pals; sge 16.19; England, Australia, America, South
Africa ; ericket, football, sculling, old numbers of ** Nelson Lee.”

Micky Braham, 44, Bidmouth Road, Brondesbury Park,
‘London, N.W.2, wants pen pals; age 12-15; films, books,

swimming.

Jolly P. Bhroff, Rastid Building, 50, New Charni Road,
Bombay, wanta correapondenta,

C. D. Johnston, Larpent, Victoria, Australia, wants corre.

ondents ; exchange match brands.

Keith Schroder, Mitohell Street, Kyneton, Victoria, Australia,
wants co ndents ; age 17-20; newspapers, world affairs,
public speaking.

Miss Maureen Flanagan, 04, Simpson Street, E. Melbourne,
Victoria, Austiralia, wants girl correspondents  outside of
Lngland and Australis ; musio, drawing, reading, pets, stamps.

Sig. H, E. Bmith, H. Q. Section, “ § " Field Battery, R.A.,
Jgt:o.t;lﬂpore, Central Provinces, Indla, wants pen pals; age

Miss Patricia Flanagan, 94, Bimpson Street, E. Melbourne,
Victoria, Australia, wents girl correspondents in England,
Newfoundland end Cansda; age 9-10; pets, films, card
collecting,.

Bob Haslem, 55, 8t. John Street, Windsor, 8.1, Vietoria,
Australia, wanta to hear from stamp collectors.

William Harold Lister, 138, Clark Road, Durban, Natal,
Souih Africa, wents correspondents; age 15-16: any subject
and stampas.

Leonard Lasky, 51, Theobalds Road, Londoen, W.C.1, wants
to correspond with a Jewish reader.

Miss Molly Williams, Cartref, 9, Dean Street, Brighton, wants
girl correspondents ; nge 12-14.

Philip Tierney, 18, Tasburgh Street, Grimsby, Lines, wants
2 correspondent interested in the companion papers and
** 8choolboys' Own Library."”
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Miss Joan Buck, 92, Clarence Road, Ricesrton, Christchurch,
Canterbury, New Zealand, wants a girl correspondent in South
Africa; age 11-12.

Miss Kathleen Daly, 14, Princess Street, Riccarton, Canter-
li:;ry, New Zealand, wants a girl correspondent in India ; age

-13.

Keith Swailes, 33, Nelson Crescent, Napier, Now Zealand,
wants to hear from stamp collectora ; age 12-14.

Migs Judy Clare, 91, Graham Road, Dalston, London, E.B,
wants & girl correspondent in Canada, U.8.A., Australia, or
E&lmth Africa ; age 12.14; sports, especially swimming, art,

ms.

B. Cooke, €8, Doveridge Road, Hall Green, Birmlngham,
wants pen pala; age 14-16; Canada, Australia, U.B.A.;
cyeling, sports, engineering.

Patrick Cross, 87, Cornwall Street, Masterton, New Zealand,
wants to hear from a London reader.

Ted Wahlstrom, c¢fo Hospital, Porirua, New Zealand, wants
pen pals: age 28.

E. Coupland, 52, Kipling Street, Bermondsey, London, 8.E.1,
wants a pen pal in America ; age 17-18,

Robert Burgess, 28, Langside FPlace, Glasgow, wants pen
pals; age 16-20; cricket, football, sculling, and old * Nelson
Lees " ; Australia, America, England, South Africa.

Miss 1. J. Making, Lower Quinton, near Stratford-on-Avon,
Warwickshire, wants girl correspondents in Scotland, Ireland
and the Lake District ; age 156-17.

James Way, 1089, Cannon Street, E. Hamilton, Ontario,
Canada, wants a pen pal who will exchange English photos for
Canadian ones; age 13-15.

Basil A, S8mith, Barnards Cottage, Friday Bridge, Wishech,
Cambs, wants pen pals.

Edward Stickings, 44, Yewfield Road, Willesden, London,
N.W.10, wants & pen pal in Australia; age 10-14; stamps,
,&rdenin% cyclin , films, cigarette cards.

Misgs aris E%ing, 10, Clarendon Gardens, Maida Vale,
London, W.9, wants a girl correspondent in the British Isles ;
nge 13-14: thestrieals, Glirl Guides, writing stories.

Alan Beech, 21, Carlton Road, Barr Hill, Pendleton, Salford 6,
Lanes, wants to hear from stamp collectors; age 12-15;
Goid Coast, Papua, Australia.

Eric Williams, Bronllwyn, Caradoo Road, Aberystwith,
Cardigan, wants to hear from Scouts in the Empire.
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BIG THRILLS AND BIG SURPRISES IN THIS COMPLETE ST. FRANK’S YARN !

HI' m
nl
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. NEN TALONS

By EDWY SEARLES BROOKS

"The Tenth Vietim!

8 the 1ising bell clanged out in the Ancient House
at 8t. Frank's, Tommy Watson turned over grumpily
in bed, and then sat up, yawning

“Burrrrrrr | he shivered. *It's cold |”

He looked at the other beds in the little dormitory he
shared with Nipper and Sir Montie Tregellis-West. The
latter was sitting up and stretching himself, but Nipper was
conspicucus by his absence.

Mornin’, dear old boy!” said Sir Montio cheerfully.
“Trightful bure, this cln.shcd risin’ belll It's bad enough
to get out of bed when you've forced, but Nipper apparently
got up for the sheer love of it. Energctic chap, Nipper.”

Watson yawned again.

“Ho was talking last night of polishing up his ball
control,” he said, “I expect lLie’s gone out to the footer
field to do some practising on his own. There’s

“Don’t get imagining things, Tommy boy,” murmured
Montie. "I dare say he has gone to the West House
to see Pitt, or somebody.”

While talking, they wandered into the lobby, their faces
grave. They found Vivian Travers standing by himself,
and there was a letter in Travers' hand.

“Been Nipper!” asked Tommy and Montic, in one voice.

“No; c{)“e shan't see him yet, either,” replied Travers
evenly. “At least, if I'm right about this letier, we shan't.
It looks ugly to me.”

They saw that the envelope had a black lining. Travers
had withdrawn a second en\relopc and this bore the words:
“Open this when you are alone.” The outer envelope was
addressed in block capitals, and there was no stamp on it,
proving that it had not come tluouglz the post.

“J found this in the rack just now,” said Travers—" and

a minute later you tell me you eau't find

the Helmford match the day after to- -IOITOW, Nipper. It looks a bit queer. You had better

and Nlpper reckons hcs out of form.” THE go and collect the others. Thcy might as wecll
“But it's rainin said Montie, as ho bn resent \\hen I open this.” .

lanced out of the window. “He must bo keen SCAR AB orou alarmed now, Montie and

if he’s practising in the wet.” Tomm}r urr-ed off and rounded up  six

They finished dressing, and went downstairs,

There were only a few fellows about. They
stood for some moments in the Ancient House
doorway, looking out on the wet, depressing
Triangle. Then they went into the eloak-room to get their
overcoats.

“Bogad |¥ ejaculated Sir Montie suddenly.

“What's up ?”

“Nipper can’t be on Little Bide,”
ing to the floor. “His fcotet boots are here.
and cap are here, too.”

“He must be in the study,” said Tommy Watson.

They went to Study C, in the Remove passage, but it was
empty. 'Then they asked one or two fellows if they had seen
Nipper that morning. Nobody knew anything about him.

“Funny I said Tommy, frowning “ What on earth made
Nlpper get up so early? He hasn’t gone out, and he
doesn’t seem to be in the House— Oh, my only sainted
gunt! I wonder—"

He looked at Tregellis-West in alarm.

“Yes, old boy; I'm wonderin’, too,” said Montie quietly.

“But—but if he had had the ‘eall’ during the night, he
would have been back long before now,” said Tommy
Watson, in a low voico. ‘Unless— But that’s unthink-
able! Nipper’s the one chap of the *marked ten’ who
eouldn’t possibly fail.”

replied Montie, point-
His avercoat

OF DREAD!

Removites—Handforth, Church, and MecClure,
and Archie Glenthomc Reggic Pitt, and Jack
Grey. They found Travers in his study. The
nine juniors were all agog.

“Now, don’t get excited,” said Travers, with his usual
serenity. “This letter may have nothing to do with our
old pal, Taaz. It may he a silly practical joke, But as
Nipper is officially the ‘final victim,” end as he seems to
have vanished, it rather looks like a case of two and two
making four. Anyhow, here goes.’

He withdrew the inner envelope, taking no notice of the
advice that he should read the contents when he was alone.
He slit the flap, withdrew & sheet of notepaper, and took
o quick glance at it.

“Yes, 1t's the chopper all right,” he said grimly.
to this|”

They crowded round, anxious and breathless, secking to

* Listen

look at that sinister missive. But Vivian Travers, as icily
cool as ever, waved them back.
“Don’t rush,” he said. “T'll read it out: ° You wera

the first offender to answer the Call of Tnaz, and therefore
this letter is addressed to you. The tenth boy has answered,
and it is the will of Taaz that his test shall be applied in
the presence of his nine friends. You will pass the word to
the others, and obey orders. The nine shall be in the deep
depression in Bellton Wood, known -as Death Gully, at
Toe Geu Lisrary.—No. 1,398.
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midnight of this d.;]v,' Let no boy fail. If one word of this
is passed beyond the nine, if schoolmastera or police are
informed, you will never sce your friend again. Obey. It
is the sacred ordor of Taaz.”"”

Travers ceased speaking, and looked up at the circle of
anxious faces. :

*‘Is that all?” asked Montio tensely.

“Just that.”

“No signaturo 1"

“Nothing more at all.” . _

“By George! They inust have grabbed Nipper during the
night1” said Handiorth, who was always g at secing
the obvious. “They basged him while we wero asleep—but
Lnstoahq ol”dealins with him at once, out of hand, they've

ept him,

‘gho others all burst into excited talk. One and all, these
nine Removites had answered the dread “call ” of Tagaz.
They knew what it meant!

Vividly, they remembered the cause of it all ; they remem-
bered taking a liteboat out to a wrecked steumer during
a gale. In the ssloon they had found a curious set of
Tibetan priests—worshippers of Taaz, the Vulture God.
And because Handforth had torn the veil from the face
of Raa-ok the high priest, all the boys had been doomed
to death—for death was the reward of all unbelicvers who
gazed on the face of Raa-ok.

But the high priest knowing that they had come on an
errand of mercy, had spared them. Thoy had been bidden
to return to their school, and had been warned that one and
all would be “called ” to undergo an ordeal of courage;
if they succeeded, Taaz would be satisfied. Tho boys had
had no option but to obey, and after that the priests had
mystaﬂouslz disappeared. Yet, from time to time, the
Removites had been obliged to obey the summons—and this
summons had come, mostly. in 2 mysterious way. The priests
of Taaz, by some method of will concentration known only
to themselves, had “called * their victims. The past weeks
had been full of anxicty and worry and thrills. Now it
was nearly all over, and the climax was at hand. Nipper,
the last of the ten. was in the hands of the grim yellow
men. And for him, it scemed. thero was to be a change in
the usual proceduro. The other nine offenders—who had
already undergone desperate trials—were to be present at
Nipper's ordeal.

“Well, there's one thing sbout it,” eaid Travers coolly.
“We know just where we stand. No need for us to make
any frantic efforts to find Nipper, At midnight to-night we
shall join him in Death Gully.” i

““ A dashed awful place, what?” commented Archio Glen-
thorno.  “I mean to say. how frightfully suggestive!
Couldn’t they have chosen a happior spot for this bally
performance?” . . . :

“They'ro wily birds, these priests,” said Reggie Pltﬁ
half admiringly. “I've only been in Death Gully once, an
I can't think of a better place for a secret mecting. It's
been called Death Gully for donkey's years—and it's ri%i;
in the thickest part of iton Wood, away from all paths.
It's a deop hollow amid the trees, and you don't know
anything about it until vou stumble into it. Thero's dense
undergwwth on every side.”

“I beliove o few tramps and poachers have fallen into
it—to their deaths—over & period of some score of years,”
said Travers. *That's why it's called Death Gully. T don't
even know how to get to it. But we shdll have to find
our way there at midmgha These yellow pals of ours
have got to be obeyed,” he added. looking round steadily.
“We've all been through the mill, and we know there’s no
bluff about Ras-ok and his myrmidons. It's protty clear
that the priests mesan to make this final ordeal a regular
corker, And wo're to be the nudience. We can do nothing
until midnight.” !

“I1 belicve you're right,” said Handforth reluctantly.
“But, by George, it's going to be an anxious time—waiting
until to-night. Let's have a look at that letter again.”

Travers was about to hand it over when he arrested his

and.

“For the love of Samson!” he ejaculated, staring

The sheet of notepaper was absolutely blank! Iven the
words on the inner envelope had vanished The boys tried
all the usual tests for invisible ink but there was no result.

“Cunning beggars!” said Travers at Ienith. “Now I
can understand why the envelopes have black linings. When
the light got to the writing, it diseppeared after a time.
The priests of Tanr are taking no chances.”

“If vou sk me, they're mad,” said Watson blunfly.

llHow 50 »

“Well, there'll be & hue-and-cry soon, and when to-night
comes, and Nipper i. still missmlt. the Beaks will get
worried,” replied Watson. reasonably enough. "Thot‘e'llgbe
search parties sent out. How can wo go to Dellton Wood
in seoret§”

ne Geyn Lmeary.—No. 1,398

THE GEM LIBRARY

Nobody could answer the question. And further dis-
cussion was interrupted by the clanging of the bell for
bronkfast. As they orowded out into the passoge they med
Mr. Alington Wilkes, their Housemaster.

“I was coming to see you, Watson,” said Old Wilkey,
who was looking rather annoyed. “Do cither you or
gn_'egolhs-?‘}'eu know anything about this errand

ipper’s

1—I don’t know what you mean, sir,” said Watson,
trying to remain ungoncerned.

“Didn’t N;&par tell you that he was goingk:ﬂ early this
morning 7" asked Mr. Wilkes. “Don’t you know anything
about this note?”

He showed them a brief lotter, unquestionably written
by Nipper, which merely said that Nipper had been obliged
to rush off to don. He hoped that Mr, Wilkes would
not mind He would be back on Thursday and explain.
11.1‘5 letter, 1t appears, had been found in the school box.

He didn’t say anything to us, sir,” saxd Watson truth.
fulIy‘. “As s matter of fact, wo were wondering where he
was,

“Oh, well, I dare say he will have a good ocnough explana-
tion,” grumbled Old %illgay. 4 Porhaf‘m his gu:ﬁ-dianl,) Mr.
Nelson Lee. telephoned him unknown to us.”

The Housemaster went his way, and the Removites looked
at“olne a:;otléer. W )

“1 say!” burst out Watson. “Then everything’s all right |
Ntygqr‘s gone to London—* " £

“Nipper is in the hands of tho priests of Taaz," inter-
rupted Travers. “Can’t you see the cunning of this move?
Tho blighters forced Nipper to write that note—and it’s an
answer to your little problem, Watson. 'There'll be no
scarch parties. Old Wilkey is satisfied that Nipper went off
of his own secord.”

“Begad 1” said Sir Montie. “Easy enough for the yellow
beggars to drop that note in the letter-box during tho night,
Naturally. Mr. Wilkes thinks Nipper left it.”

“{;,l?itlal we kmg d|ﬂ’ell;ently,”t§la| ! Ki;iﬁn Trri\'c'ra cooll;:i
ell, we can do nothiug until nightfall; so let's go an
have a jolly good breakfast!” “ . £

. In the depths of Zinestero Castle, that grim old buildin
in tho heart of Bollton Wood, which had been erccted b!
a Spanish nobleman, and which was now cmpty mi
deserted, thore were many dark and noisome cells, I'or the
castle, demolished in Spain, had been re-erected in Sussex in
its original form—with dungeons and everything.

In one of these cells, or dungeons, Nipper sat in com-
plete darkness. He had blankets for warmth, and there was
& comfortable little camp bedstead for him to lie upon.
But there was no escape. The thick oak door was locked
and bolted on the outside. There was no window.

Nipper remembered nothing, although he was now very
alert, with all his wits about him. He did not oven know
for certein just where he was, but ho had a protty shrewd
idea. He had gone to bed in his own dormitory, and he
had awskened 1 this blackness, He knew, after onl
o minute's thought, that the sinister priests of Taaz h
“willed ” him away from St. Frank's.

Nippor wondered why his captors were delaying. Ho had
been awake for hours, and the luminous dinly og his watch
told him that the time was ten o'clock Outside, then, it
was full day; the boys of 8t. Frank’s were at lcssons. He
wondered what his chums were doing, what they were
thinking.

But, most of all, he wondered why he was being held a
prisoner. In every other case, the “victims” had been
dealt with summarily, and had then beon allowed to return.
Why this alteration of proceduro?

He suddenly sat forward on the bed, for ho fancied he
liad heard shuffling sounds. The next moment the heavy
bolts on the door were thrust back, the door opened, and
two robed yellow-faced men come in. one of them carrying
food and drink. The other was Yeza, the chief of the
attendant pricsts. He was carrying & quaint lamp, which
gave a flickering yellow light.

“Fat. my son!” zaid Yeza briefly,

“Why are you lwop:ni me here?” asked Nipper steadily.
“What's the game? Why don't you—>

It 1s not for you. infidel youth, to ask questions,” inter-
rupted Yeza. “The will of Tasz must be obeyed.”

e signed to his companion, and without another word
they turned and went out, locking and bolting the deoor
behind them.

—_—

In Death Gully!

IDNIGHT!
_In the dopths of Bolilon Wood the blackness was
!l!:& m:thmg spl:;:l. - II:inw“ adcold. t?l“.c{ hgight‘;
with a strong wind e and moanin 0
the leafless branches of the treg. = ¥ -
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Nine scheolboys, keaping very close together, had loft the
woodland path, and were plunging into the dense mass of
undergrowth. A minute after leaving the path they were
swallowed up completely, for Bellton Wood hereahouts was
almost impenetrable.

The juniors had had no diffieulty in breaking bounds and
retting away from the school. Remaining wakeful after
ights-out, they had risen and dressed at elcven-thirt-ly.

eeting by appointment in the lane, they had quiek
reached the wood. Now they were mearing the end of their
strange journey. IKEvery heart was beating rapidly. For
there was something sinister in this midnight mission, and
the very blackness of the wood added to the sense of drama
and mystery. TFor Nipper's sake, they were obeying their
instructions to the letter,

Reggie Pitt, who was leading, forcing his way through
the undergrowth, suddenly halted with a sharp exclamation.
Quite near him a yellow light had come into being, and he
saw a robed figure standing motionless and impassive.
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As a plece of twig fell from a tres, It struck Nipper in the eys.
and on the Instant, the horrible bestle on his chest rose up to strike |
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As a spot in which to indulge in heathen rites it could
not have been bettered,

A thick rope had been fastened te a tree which stoed
on the very lip of the abyss; one by one the boys were
commanded to slide down. At the base they found them-
selves gazing upon a strenge and awe-inspiring scene.

The robed priests were standing, at short intervals apart,
in a semicirele. Immediately facing the nine boys was a
great carved chair, with the image of Taaz, the Vulture
God, perched on its back. In the chair sat the wizened,
veiled figure of Raa-ok. The priests ranged on either side
of him held flaming torches aloft, amd the ruddy, eerie
light, with black shadows beyond, lent the entire scene
4 sinister glamour.

In front of the great chair there was a clear space, the
ground rocky and smooth; and here, bound hand and foot,
lay Nipper. He gave his schoolfellows a calm nod and a
confident smile. That smile of his reassured them. As yet
he had come to no harm.

aay T_——‘T 1".""“‘ .F !
A
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Ive a spasmodic Jerk,

The sharp pain ¢aused him to
orror—for death was

It was a moment of stark

in the hestle’s fangey

“Tt 1s well I said the voice of Yeza. “You have obeyed,
then. There are nine here?”

“Yes, there are nine,” said Pith speaking with some
difficulty.

“No others }”

“Not o soul.”

“1t is well,” said Yeza again. * Follow,”

He turned, and the juniors, now breathing hard with
suppressed emotion, obeyed the order. And for some time
they plunged on through the blackest depths of the wood
without a word being spoken.

‘They went in single file, Yeza leading the way with hig
flickering lamp. And so at lanFth they came to the sheer,
treacherous edge of Death Gully, shaped lika a bowl, in
the heart of the wood. The sheer sides of the abyss
oxtended right round the gully, with dense trees growing
to the very edge. Thus, an unwary walker, penetrating the
wood, eould very easily plunge down to tha gully’s bottom,
which was composed mainly of rocky ground, strewn with
boulders.

On every side of the gully, for half a mile in every dirce-

ion, the wood was absolutely thick, without a path or

rack. Lights in the bottom of Death Gully could not
penetrate a dozen yards beyond the sheer cliffs of the bowl.

“Begad! Frightfully glad to sec you're all serene, old
boy I"” ealled Sir Montie. *“This 18 a beastly sort of
business—"

“Silence, unbeliever!” broke in Yeza sternly. “It is nob
for you to raise your voice in the presence of Raa-ok tha
Magnificent [

He made a sign. Several of the yellow men came forward,
and the schoolboys were ranged in a single line, with their
backs to the rocky cliff. The priests bared their wicked-
looking daggers,

“Let no_infidel boy seek to interfere, or death will be
his reward,” said Yeza impressively, “Let there be
silenee.”

A low chanting came from the other priests, but this
presently died away. The only sound came from the moan-
ing wind in the trees overhead. 'Then the thin, piping
voice of Raa-ck, that wizened man whose nze could nob
be guessed, rose weirdly into the air,

“And so. my children, we are together again, exactly as
we were together at our first meeting.” said Raa-ok. “Many
days have passed since then, and nine of yoy have faithfully
answered the call of Taaz. Some acquitted themselves
well; others failed, and were deserving of death. But they
escaped death, and their lives are their own. Taaz is

ever merciful.”
Tue Geu Lriry—No. 1,398,
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He paused, and two of the priests moved torward and
raised Nipper to hiz feet.

“There remains the tenth,” continued Raa-ok, in that
same unnatural voice. “If he pleases the omnipotent Taaz,
he shall have his life also; and henceforth you will be free
to go your own way Let this last boy, then, prove that he
is worthy Commence!”

Instantly the bonds were removed from Nipper's wrists
and ankles. His upper clothing was taken from him, even
to his shirt and undervest. He stood there, bare to the
waist. He was calm and fearless.

The onlookers now saw that four stakes, some distance
apart, had been driven into the rocky ground. Nipper was
laid flat on his back and spreadeagled. is wrists and
ankles were tied to the stakes, so that he could not rise.
Not a word was spoken as the priests proceeded with their
worli. And the nine boys who watched dared scarcely
breathe. Even Handforth whispered no word. There was
something tense and dramatic in this scene.

It was puzzling, too. One priest had now come forward,
and from a curious vessel he was pouringl a sticky, greenish
liquid on to Nipper's chest, until a small pool was formed.

A short, flat pieco of wooll—a section of a box lid—was
placed against his side, one end resting on the ground, so
that it formed a sloping bridge. The priest made s little
trail of the sticky juice—from the pool on Nipper's chest,
down the “plank,” and then along the rocky ground for
a distance of nine or ten feet. At this spot stood a quaintly
carved casket. The trail was no thicker than a string, but
it glistened in the ruddy light

It was Yeza who moved forward and quickly slid back
a section of the casket, so that a door was opened. For
some momerts nothing happened. The priests stood like
statues, and the nine boys watched with staring, fascinated
eyes,

“0Oh!” came a sudden gulp from Tommy Watson.

Something had moved within the casket: it emerged
into the light, revealing itself as a bectle-like insect of
incredible size. It was moving slowly along that string-
like trail, and its horny back glimmered greenly. It was
obvious that the creature was consuming the sticky juice—
and moving on and on towards the plank, which, in turn,
led directly upwards to Nipper's bared chest. .

“No, no!” panted Siv Montie. “Can’t we do something?
The fiends—the devils!” .

“Let thera be silence!” said Veza slowly. “Only wiih
silence can the boy retain his life.”

The nine watched with ever-increasing horror. They wera
dumbfounded, stricken. They remembered their own
ordeals, and, alarming as they had been, this preseni
business was infinitely more terrible .

“Ay son, your life depends upon the quality of your
courage,” came the piping voice of Raa-ok “What you
see is the sacred scaraEaaus of the temple of Taaz, For many
centuries this species has been bred by my priests. There
is no other beetle in the world so large—or so dangorous. The
sacred scarab of Taaz lives only on the juicoe of tho Tibetan
root, klaabi."

Nipper, who knew exacily what was going to happen,
hiad his gaze fixed on the slowly approaching beetle. He
knew that the scarab had been held sacred by the ancient
¥gyptians, and it was reasonable enough that this Tibetan
sect, perhaps as ancient as the Egyptians thiemsclves, also
held the scarab in sacred awe
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But to Nipper this grisly insect was a monster beetle
that would soon be crawling on his chest.

“It 13 for you, my son, to remain motionless,” continued
Raa-ok impressively. “The sacred scarab has had no food
for seven daya; it will follow tho trail of klaabi juice until
it reaches the pool on your chest. Make no movement, and
it will consume the juice, but it will do you mno injury.
But let me warn you.”

The thin voice changed its note and became more of &
whisper.

“Move as much as an eyelid, quiver a single muscle, and
the giant scarab will attack, One bite will mean certain
death. Your courage, then, must be of the strongest, and
it rests with you whether you live or die.”

Every one of the St. I'rank’s boys had heard the high
priest’s words. They were sick with apprehension. Hand-
forth, indeed, raised his voice in protest. But again he
was warned that any disturbance might cause the sacred
scarab to attack the helpless Nipper, Dead silence nlone
could keep Nipper alive.

And so a tense and rigid silence fell on that barbario
scene—a silence broken only by the sighing and whistling of
the wind. The boys stood with their backs to the cliff,
bent forward, half crouching, staring intently. The priests
seemed utterly unmoved.

And the monster scarab moved along the trail nesrer
and nearer, consuming the root juice o3 ib progressed.
Already it was on the “bridge,” creeping upwards towards
the bare body of the yellow men’s vietim.

The Ambush?

IPPER felt as though his blood had turned to water
as the great scarab’s front legs came off the
“bridge ” and rested on his bare skin. But b

. great self-control he prevented the slightest soun
leaving his lips, and not a muscle of his body quivered.
He remained perfectly still.

The beetle on his chest looked utterly monstrous, vile, and
terrifying. It moved on, and he could feel its claw-like
feet sinking into his skin; he could see its hideous jaws
at work, as its mouth sucked up the root juice of the klaabi
plant which was its food.

But_after that first moment o complete calmness cama
over Nipper. His courage had never been in doubt—
although this ordeal was a severe enough test of tho finest
courage. Ho was certain that while he remained motionless
there would be no danger. Therefore, Nipper faced his
ordeal confidently, coolly. That he was horrified goes with-
out saying, for it was en agonising experienco. Every
moment was fraught with peril.

As the scarab moved, Nipper felt his flesh ereep; but
he had made up his mind that he would obey orders to
the leiter, And presently he grew more accustomed to that
intolerable tickling sensation. He just waited. Ile even
closed his eyes, and his expression was almest placid.

And his nine schoolfellows gained confidence, too.
Nipper’s courage reassured them. But the tension was not
relaxed, and it would not be relaxed until that awful
scarab swas back in its casket. The boys watched with bated
breath, their scalps bingling, their flesh creeping.

Already half the pool of klaabi juice bad gone. Then
suddenly something unforeseen happened.

A tiny piece of twig fell from above. It fell, as luck
would have it, fully upon Nipper's left eye. And only a
second before ho had opened his eyes again. 'The sharp
pain of it was so sudden that he gasped aloud, and gave
a spasmodic jerlk.

On the instant the great scarab rose up, and the light
Shuie on its greenish, shimmering body. It was about to
strike!

It was a moment of stark horror. Then—

Crack !

Tho scarab, ss though hit by an invisible club, went
rocketing off Nipper’s chest, to fall with a dull thud on tho
rocky ground, where it lay on its back, its great legs
moving helplessly. Nipper was amazed, for he was the first
to recognise that sound ss the unmistakable report of an
automatic pistol! Ho knew, too, that the bullet must have
come parallel with the ground, or he himself would have
been struck. And the man who had fired the gun was a
dead shot, or he would never have taken such a chance.

The pricsts were confused; they scemed stunned, indeed,
by that sudden and unexpected intorruption.

“ Look {* shouted Church, pointing.

An amazing thing was happening.

Two grassy banks, one on cither side of the gully, seemed
to be bursting open as tlough s minor carthquake was
tnking place, and they were exuding human beings|

Men, five on either side, leapt out into the open, and
each man carried a2 gun. Bright beams of light suddenly
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blazed—for the men, who had apparently come from the
bowels of the earth, were carrying powerful torches, too.

“Mr. Lee!” voared Handforth, in wild excitement.

It was true enough. One batch of men was led by Nelson
Lee, the famous detective; and the other batch of men was
ted by Chief Detective-Inspector Lennard, of Scotland Yard.

They spread out fanwise, closing in rapidly on the stupe-
fied Orientals,

“"Throw up your hands!” came the sharp, decisive voice
gf Il\:‘eIson Lee. “If you altempt any trickery, we shall

re

“Infidels—infidels!” piped Raa-ok, in a shrill,
seream.  “Kill them! Kill them!”

But Yeza and his attendant priests were still momenterily
helpless from the shock of this dramatic surprise. Before
they could even grab for their murderous knives, the
efficient Scotland Yard men went round like lightning.
Handcuffs clicked briskly over yellow wrists.

Ouly when it was too late did some of the priests attempt
resistance. There were some scuffles, a fow shouts, but it
was all over so rapidly that the 3t. Frank’s boys blipked
and gaped. '

In less than one short minute the entire tables had been
turned. The priests of Taaz, instead of being masters of
the situation, were handcufied prisoners! There wa. no
dangér from Raa-ok, for he was a helpless cripple. For
many, many years he had sat in that great carved chair,
and his hands and forearms were mummified.

rising
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no evidence that those yellow aliens were practising mischief
which is punishable by law,” replied Nelson Lee. “It was
Necessary to catch them red-handed, and 1 do not doubt
that the evidence which Inspector Lennard can place before
the Home Office will be all-sufficient.*

“You'ra right there, Lee,” said the chief inspector, nod-
ding. *“When you first came to the Yard to-day and spun
vour yarm, I thought you were off your nut. And so did
the Commissioner, But he let you have your way, and
when I take this yarn to him he'll know that you were
right—as usual.”

“Well, I think it was worth the trouble,” agreed Nelson
Lee. “There’s not a doubt that these Tibetens are a menace
to the peace of the land.”

“Iiven now I can't get it,” said Nipper helplessly. * How
in the mame of goodness did you hide yourselves in this
gully, guv'nor? How did you know that I should be brought
here §”

“It beats me, too,” put in Handforth. “We kept the
secret. We had a letter this morning, and we were
warned—"

“Just & minute,” said Vivian Travers coolly.
brazen culprit.”

“What !”

“Fact!” said Travers contentedly. “I didn’t say anvthing
to you other fellows, because I thought you might object.
But I saw no reason why I should take notice of that
warning. ' It's about time these beastly heathens were

“I'm the
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“Come on !” panted Watson suddenly.

He and Tregellis-West leapt forward, and before they
reached Nipper their pocket-knives were out. Triumph-
antly they slashed through their chum’s bonds, and then they
helped him to his feet.

“Thank goodness, you're safe!” gasped Watson, half
choking.

“Well, I'm blessed !”* said Nipper.
be more jumpy than I am!”

“Well, the fact is, old boy, we were lockin® on, you
know,” said Sir Montie. “A frightful ordeal for us—it
was, really.”

“I rather thought I was the one who was roing through
the ordeal,” said Nipper. *“Phew! Thank goodness its
over! DBut I'm jiggered if I can understand where the
guv'nor came from. Ti's the first time I knew he was o
magician.”

Everybody was f.n]king at once. Nipper strode forward
and grabbed Nelson Lec’s arm.

“ Al right, young 'un?” asked the detective.

“Right -as rain, sir.”

“Hope I didn’t scare you with that shot—but T wasn .
taking any chances,” said Nelson Lee, “That beetlo migh'
have bitten you, but I doubt it.”

“Where were youl”

“You saw what happened, didn’t you 7" replied Lee, witl
a laugh. “I was watching everything ; 'my head was com
pletely concealed in the half-dried ferns of that grassy
bank.”

“But—but if you and the inspector and the others were
there all ihe time, sir, why didn’t you act sooner?” burst
out Handforth, somewhat indignantly. 5 Wl,l’y did you
allow Nipper to go through that awful ordeal?

“Because, until Nipper actually went through it, we had

“You chaps scem to

brought to book; they've tried to kill two or three of us,
and they've made our lives hectie for weeks past. Waell,
just after breakfast, I happened to see in the paper that
Mr. Lee had returned to London last night after a month
or two abroad. I rang him up and asked his advice. That's
all. He thought I was kidding at first, but when I assured
him I wasn't, he pressed me for all the details, and then
lie told me to go ahead, but to say mothing to the others.”

“But how did you get here so quietly 7 asked Nipper.

“We've been here for many heurs—and I can give you
my word we got the cramp,” replied Nelsen Loe. * After
getting Travers' message, went straight to Seotland
Yard. Inspector Lennard promised to co-operate with me,
and we came down here with cight men. We dared not wait
until nightfall, for we had an idea that the priests would be
prepared for any surprise attack. But there was very little
chance that they would come into this gully by davlight.
That meant that we had several hours to prepare. We pene-
trated the wood, got here, and excavated burrows in the
#rassy banks, We brought somne planking with us, on which
we arranged the turf. The banks looked quite normal—
but, actually, they were like trapdeors.”

“And you were concealed in there al the vyme—watch-
mg!” said Handforth admiringly. “By George! 'rhat's
what I call the real goods! You're a corker, sir !

“We thought it necessary to be actually on the spot,”
sxplained Nelson Iee, “We had to be in a position to
btain definite evidence of unlawful activities.”

“It is wrong!” came the piping voice of Raa-ok. “Wa
f l'ibet are peaceful men; weo respect your great country.
We came to England to protest against the Bying of acro=
planes over our lands.”

Tne Gey Lsripy.—No. 1,308,
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“That is a matter for the Govornment,” suid Nelson Lie.
“By persecuting these schioolboys you have broken the law.”

“There has Leen no porsecution,” insisted Raa-ok. “The
infidel hoys have merely obeyed the laws of the temple of
Taaz. What you have seen this night was a test of one boy's
conrago. The grost scaral, which you have killed—and may
domons possess you for that act!—was harmless. It would
not have bitten the boy even liad he moved. But this made
no difference to the test of courage, for e was made lo
believe that it could kill him.”

“T am sorry, my friend, but that dees not change (he
position,” said -Nelson Lee sternly, “These hoys need no
longer fear your vengeance, and thus they are free to speak,
There is no doubt in my mind that you have more than
once attemptoed deliberate murder.”

“That's true, sir!” burst ont IMwnlforth, “They tried
{o kill me once. They tied me in a cave on Surf Island, and
when the tide came in I was nearly drowned. It was
Churehy and Mae who saved me.”

“Your laws, infidel boy, are not our laws," hroke in
Raa-ok. *“You offended Tuaz, and death was to have been
vour penalty.”

Nelson Lee turned to Inspector Lennavd.

*“You soe, their mentality is different from ours,” he said,
with a shrug. “1t is quite impossible to reason with them.
Ihey think thoy have ﬂmu\ no wiong.”

“They ought to be shoved in
Watson fiercely,

The priests of Taaz, having been marshalled out of Deaily
Gully, were taken out of Bellton Wood and plueed in several
police cars which were in readiness, Thev were not plaeed
in the eriminal dock: for the case was so excoptional thut
the Mome Office—ns Nelson Lee hud expeeted—intervened.

The next day Ras-ok and Lis attendant priests of the
Tanz Temple were escorted by detectives 1o the London
docks. Here they wera placed on a ship bonnd for the
Fast—and, in & word, they were doported as undesirables,

Thus they went back to Tibet, and St. Frank's knew them
no more.

The menace was over, and Nipper aml his  fellow-
Removites breathed freely omee again, and life at the old
school was good to them.

prison '™ said Tommy

THE END.
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BE BIG! Helght, Thysiqus or Genoral
my twio FRE

variotios, 100 Titlos of Countries, 24, postage. requesting appro-
\'n]l.—I.lBIIUR_‘.?? & TOWNSEND, Ltd. (U.J.8.), Liverpool.
E ilinstreated books, onclosing 24, stamp,—

P. CARNE, RHIWBINA, CARDIFF, B.W.

Aro tre thalr
Health should write for
STﬁMMERING Binttering.,  New, '’ nr ':Iljlw, Cortain _Cur
5 Booklet free, privaicly, ~—BPECIALIST,

Dopt. A.P.. 28, Dean Road, LONDON, N 2
elo,—~Parocls, 2/6, 506, Ventriloquist's

MAGIG Tnlcxs Instrument,  Invisible, Tmitate Birds,

Pricetd, eacl, 4forl/-.—T,W.Harrizon, 259, Pentonville Rd., London, N.1.

HAVE YOU A RED NOSE?
gend o stamp and you will learn how to ril yourself* of such o
tercible affliction free of charge.

Addrens in confidenee: T, J, TEMPLE, Specialist, “Palace Houss,"
128, Shafteoshury Avenue, I.Q)LI?D « W.1. (Ext. B0 years,)

Readers of “The Gem ™ who Aro troublod about
{

i ' LEADIN
'SPROTAL m‘rmnuoron\? PRICE of1/3, POSTFit
o PULL AILLYUSTRATED LIST OF 100 JOKES

SEND | All applications for Advertisement Space in this publication shoul¢
CINCLUDED "WITH EVERY ORDER. 1/3 be addressed to the Advertisement Manager, Tha GEM,
B, J. HUNTER, 304, EDGWARE ROAD, wW.2. I ONLY The Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4.

Pi‘lrﬂ‘ul In Great Britaln and ;u.mmuﬁ cnr{ Wednesday by the Proprictora, Tho Amalgamated Press
floctway House, Farringdon Bireet

London, E.C.4. Advertisemont offiees: The
Tost. Bubseription” rates: Inland and Abroad, 118

per annumm
dordon & Gotoh, Ltd,, and for South Africa

Contrul News Agency

Lid.—Saturday, Decomber 151, 1934,

Lid., The Flectwny House, Farringdon Bireet,
London, E.C.4, n.-gl'.mn-a] for transmisslon by Oanadian Magazive
Bulo ,wﬂnu for Australia nod Xl'l\:'l'!ullnnl.l:

for six montha, CEaIN,



