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lelE CONGO CANNIBAL WHO COOKED HIS BREAKFAST IN THE HEAD'S CARDEN!—

CHAPIER 1.
A Fight With a Lion!

" Al Jove, it's warm " L.
Arthur Augustus D’Arey, the swell of 8t. Jim's,
made that remark. He did not address anybody

been
were

have
who

might

in particular—the remark
fellows

intended for any one of the eight
seated round him,

Tom Merry & Co. had been through many adventures
lately. Their journey up the Congo into wildest Africa
had been fraught with peril. But they had never hesi-

tated in following the trail of GCallyr and the two
Spaniards, who had stolen important dociments entrusted
to Tom Merry by Sir Richard Staudizl, a St. Jim's
governor, to deliver to Captain Cranc on board the
Opossum, at Southampton. s

Tom Merry had been accompanied by eight com-

panions, but he was captured by the three crooks and a
false packet substituted for the one the junior had to
deliver. In it was a letter. forged by Gally in the hand-
writing of Sir Richard, instructing Captain Crane to take
the juniors to West Alrica, and to hand the sealed packet
to Henry Hudson, his coast agent.

Not until the packet had been opened by Hudson had
the trick been discovered. It had contained an old news-
paper instead of the plans which disclosed a new rubber
territory in which Sir Richard Standish was interested.
Hudson had chased after Gally & Co.,, and Tom Merry
and the juniors had followed, and the plans had eventu-
ally been recovered, thanks to Tom Merry & Co.

The juniors of St. Jin's were now returning to sehool.
But in an evil hour they had jumped at the idea of
reaching - the coast overland, instead of taking FHenry
Hudson’s steamer down the Congo to the sea. As a
matter of fact, they were not specially eager to get back
to 8t. Jim’s. They were having a rather good time in
West Africa, and the wild life of the coast appealed to
their love of adventure.
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It was thrilling to the juniors to travel through the
African forest with native carriers, and with M’'pong, the
black man whose life Tom Merry had saved, for a
guide. They also had the company of two Belgian oflicers
who were going the same way, and who were glad eénough
to borrow some of the native, carriérs for whose services
Tom Merry was paying.

Tom Merry & Co. had camped in a glade close by a
ripplinF stream, which ran down to the Congo. Night
was falling npon the African forest; but the heat of the
day seemed hardly to abate. There was reason for the
remark made by Arthur Augustus D'Arcy. It was warm!
His aristocratic visage was burnt brown by the sun, and
the other fellows at Bt. Jim's would not have recognised
the easy and graceful Arthur Augustus in the travel-
stained, sun%rowned,_ perspiring boy who was sitting on
a fallen log and fenning himself with a plantain-leaf.

“It's vewy warm,” said D'Arcy once mere.

“In fact, hot I”” said Jack Blake.

“Ygaas, wathah!” )

“We are in thie torrid zone,” said Monty Lowther, the
humorist of the Shell Form at 8t. Jim's. “Don’t you
think it 'orrid 7

“Think it ’ewwid?? said D'Arcy.
howwid, Lowthah, deah bo? 4

“Ass! That was a punl!”’

“Bai Jovel It's weally too thick, Lowthah, to make
wotten puns in this awfully hot weathah!” said Arthur
Aungustus reproachfully, “1 wegard it as cwuelty to
animals| Pway wing off, deah boy!"

“The torrid zone,:’ said Lowther deliberately, “has its

zona drawbacks——"

“Its own drawbacks!” groaned Manners. . “Oh dear!
The heat is affecting the poor fellow’s brain!”

“Rats!” said Dighy. “It's perfectly well known that
heat does not affect a vacuum ?

“Look here—” began Lowther warmly.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“You utter ass—"

“Well, it’s warm, anyway,” said Tom Alerry pacifically.

without per strictly Forbidden.)
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“Too warm to jaw! I wonder what they're doing at St.
Jim’s now

“Prep!” gaid Monty Lowther,

“Well, there's no prep of an evening in Africa, that’s
one comfort,” snid Manners, yawning. “Not that I shall
be sorry to get back to Bt. Jim's. I've used nearly all
my films, and I'm rather anxious to get home to develop
them.”

Tom Merry sat up suddenly,

“Hark ! hat's that 1"

“What's what "

The juniors, starlled by Tom Merry’s tone, listened
intently.

Round them was the deep, dense African forest; over-
head sailed the full, round moon, reflected in the stream
by the side of which the juniors had camped.

Faintly, from the deep woods, came a strange, distant
sound—a sound the 8t. Jim’s fellows had learned to know
during their sojourn in the Congo.

“My hat!” muttered Jack Blake. “It's a lion!”

Tom Merry jumped up and ran for his rifle. Arthur
Augustus did the same. The swell of 8t Jim's was very
anxious to take a lion skin home with him, D’Arcy’s
ambition was to shoot big game. Bub he had not had
an opportunity yet.

“Keep elose " said Tom Merry, “If he comes here

“He's coming,” said Digby.

The roar of the lion was nearer now. It was evident
that the beast had been attracted by the camp-fire, and
was coming towards the spot. A thrill ran througil the
juniors. A lion at close quarters would be an experi-
ence for them—but wupon
the whole it was &n cx-
Egrie{lcu they would rather

"

without.
“My hat!” murmured
Digby. “I'd rather ho

doing my prep in Study Nc
6, in the old School House,
when I eome to think of it!"

“Baine here,’’ agreed Blako. .

“Bai Jovel I wegard it as a stwoke of luek! Thinlk
how wippin' it will be to have a lion skin wug in the
study, deah boys!”

“The lion isn’t coming hore to provide us with a rug,
but himself with a supper!” said Monty Lowther.

“Better wake up the PBelgians,” suid Tom Merry, and
he ran towards a tent pitched close to the stream.

The two Belgian officers were asleep in the tent. Tom
Merry put his head in at the opening, and called to the
two men,

“Wake up! A lion !’

“Ma foil"

The two officers came out with a bound. They were
dapper, dark-skinned little men, not much taller than the
juniors, in frayed and stained uniforms. They earried
revolvers; but, to judge by their looks as they bounded
out of the tent, their deadly weapons were not likely to
be of much use to them, or much harm to the lion.

“Mon dien! It is really a lion!” muttered one of them.

“Parbleu I said the other.

“Better stand together, gentlemen,” Tom Merry sug-
gosted, “then we can give xiim a volley if lic comes out

']

)

of the trees—

“Ma foi! Yes; but—"
“ But—parblen—"

b"Bai ovel What does parblen mean, Lowthah, deah
oy 77

'}"It means that they're in a blue funk!” grinned
Lowther,

“Ha, ha, ha!”

A deep-throated, resounding roar woke every echo of the
forest; there was a crash in the underwoods, and a magnifi-
cent African lion bounded into view in the glade.

“Bai Jove!l Fire, deah boys!"

D’Arcy threw up his rifle and pulled the frigger; there
was & click, but no other result. The swell of St. Jim's had
forgotten to load it |

Stand back I’ shouted Tom Merry.

Exciting enough are the experiences Tom Merry & Co,

have had on the Congo, but even greater thrills

await them on their journey home through the

African jungle—and on their return to St. Jim's
with a Congo cannibal !

By
MARTIN
GLIFFORD

Another terrible roar. The lion, standing clear in the
moonlight, was lashing its ribs with its tail. There was &
howl of terror from the native carriers, and they streamed
off into the forest at top specd. )

Tom Merry turned to speak to the two Belgians; he was
just’ in fime to seo them vanish with the natives. The
f’umors of 8t. Jim's remained ulone in the glade, with the
wige benst, his eves flaming fury, advancing upon them.

Tom Merry had turned pale, but his nerves were calm,
His rifle came up to his shoulder and he faced the huge
animal with steady cyes.

Ilis eye, unfaltering, glanced along the level barrel.

Crack !

T'om Merry's rifle was a magazine, and he continued firing
without & pause. By this time the other juniors had their
firearms ready. They were a-twitier with wild excitement,
but they fired steadily enough.

Crack, crack, erack !

The lion was crouching for a spring.

Several bullets struck him as he crouched, and he roared
again; but he sprang, and there was a wild ~ry from Blake
as ho was hurled to the ground under the heavy beast.

“Oh, help!”

The lion, desperately wounded, waking the forest with his
roaring, lay with a paw across the fallen junior. DBlake,
almost fainting with horror, lay still. Had he moved he
would have been torn to pieces on the instant.

D’Arcy loaded his rifle and he was raising it.

“Stop!" muttered Tom Merry hoarsely.
may hit Blake!”

“Bai Jove !”

“8top! You

“We—we must do some-
thing " murmured Lowther.
“For goodness’ sake——"

“Fire I” muttered Blake
in a strangled voice. “ Never
mind me! Fire!”

Tom Merry seized an axe
and dashed forward. The lion
turned upon him—as he
meant it should—the great
jaws opened as Tom Merry struck with all the force of his
arms.

There was a terrible roar from the lion as the axe crashed
upon the huge head. The great beast, trailing blood ns he
moved, charged at Tom Merry. Blake crawied away, and
Tom Merry sprang behind & tree.  Had the lion been
unwounded the junior would have beon struck down instantly
by the lgren.t claws, but as it was the Jion moved slowly and
painfully.

Crack, crack, crack!

The juniors were firing together now; & shower of bullets
struck the sinuous body, and the lion staggered and then
rolled over upon its side.

“Bai Jove | Anothal volley and he's done for, deah boys!”

Crack, crack, cruck !

“Bai Jove! He's wunnin'!”

“ Lot him run!” muttered Lowther.

Tle lion had regained his feet, and was retreating into the
bushes. From the crashing underwoods came his faint
roaring.

Tam Merry ran to Bluke,

" Blake, old man—""

Blake leaned against a {ree panting for breath; his face
was white as chalk and Lis Lreath came in quick, painful

asps,

“Oh,"” ho muttered, it was hoerible I

“Are you hurk "

“No; only a bump or two, Lut—"

Blake broke off. The horror of what he had been through
could not bo expressed in words. His lips were dry, his
throat scemed parched. He was safe now, but it scemed to
him that he could still sec the red jaws of the lion gaping
over him, r

Faintly from the jungle sounded the more distant roaring
of the wounded lion. The king of beasts had evidently had
cnough and did not wish to prolong the conflict.

The juniors waited and listened for some time; but thas
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lion did not return, and his roari'gg died away at last.
Glad enough were the juniors to be rid of him.

“Thank goodness he’s gone I’ said Monty Lowther at last.

“But our carriers are gone, too,” said Tom L{’erry in
dismay, “and those two blessed Belgian officers—

Monty Lowther chuckled.

“They're a good distance by now,” he remarked, “and 1
rather fancy they won't comne back again, either.”

“Then we haven't & guide.” . .

“M’pong here,” said a quiet voice. “Me guide Massa
Merry. hg'poug no lib for run away.”

Tom Merry turned round. : 5

M'pong, the big black who accompanied the junmiors v
the Congo, was standing by his side; he had not run wi
the rest.

4 Gmd}l” hexola.himedMTom Merry.

ne with the others, M’pong.” :
En“M'pcm.g lib for atickpto %ﬁma Merry,” said the black
man. ‘“Massa Merry sabe M’pong from crocodile, and
M’Pong' neber leabe Massa Merry.”

“Good old M’pong " said Blake. .

Tom Merry smiled. M’pong, the Congo cannibal, had
formed a deep attachment for him during their adventurous
journey together. In the first place, M’pong and two Congo
blacks had attempted to rob the juniors. They had been
defeated, and Tom Merry, returning good for evil, had
saved M’pong from the jaws of the crocodile. Bince then
M’pong had been his slave. He could never do enough for
Tom Merry, and more than once he had announced his in-
tentions of never leavinzg him. Tom Merry took that to
mean that the black man wanted to serve him until he
returned to the coast. But M’pong meant more than that,
83 the hero of the Shell was to discover. .

The night passed. Neither the native carriers nor the
Belgian officers returned; they might have lost their way
in tlie forest, or they might not have cared to return after
their ignominious flight. Morning flushed up in the east,
and then Tom Merry & Co. held a council.

“It’s no good waiting for them,” said Tom Merry; “they
don’t mean to come back. After all, we're not far from the
coast, and we can do without the carriers. We shall havo
to leavo here all the things we can't carry—and march.”

“Yaas, wathah !

And that was decided upon; and in tho ecool of the carly
morning Tom Merry & Co. set out.

CHAP{ER 2.
My Hat!
WITH M'pong in the lead, the juniors tramped on

“I thought you wers

over the forest tracks while the sun rose higher
in the heavens.

In the heat of the day it was impossible to travel,
and the journeys were made in two stages—early morning
and late afterncon.

As the sun rose higher the heat became more oppressive,
but more troublesome than the heat were the swarms of
mosquitoes.

The juniors slapped at them continually and killed them
in dozens; but next moment their number seemed to be
doubled again.

“Wouldn't I like a nice whiff of the good December wind
at liome !” sighed Blake, when the juniors halted for a rest
in the heat. ““Just to put one’s head under clean, ice-cold
water—*'

“0h, don’t talk of it!” said Tom Merry.
at the water-hottle and shut up!”

“Ugh! That water's warm!”

“Pway don’t gwumble, Blake, desh boy! Bai Jovel
How these mosquitoes torment a chap! I weally don’t know
how I can stand this, yon know! w ™

“Ha, ha. ha!” roared Kerr. “Don’t grumbla ?

“Weally, Kerr, I was not gwumblin’; I was passin’ a
wemark—"

“Hag, ha, ha ”

M'pong, the black man, rose to his feet.
were peering into the forest.
glance.

“ Another lion?” he asked breathlessly.

MI\‘fong shook his head.

“Me tink gorilla,” he said.

“Bai Jove 1" exclaimed Arthur Augustus D'Arcy, reaching
for his rifle

“Don’t fire unless it attacks us!”

“ Weally, Tom Mewwy—"

“The beast would tear you to pieces if you hurt him, and
they’re harder to kill than many other animals,” said Tom
%‘;erry. “He mayn't interfere with us if we don’t touch

im.”

“Take a swig

Hiz keen eyes
Tom Merry followed his

“Lib for run|” exclaimed M'pong.

Suddenly out of a forest glade came a huge strangely
hnman form—a gigantic gorilla, loping along, with a huge
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club grasped in one of the forepaws. The juniors gazed a4
him 1n alarm. It was an enemy more terrible than the
lion of the previous night.

“Lib for run!” shouted M’pong.
shoot! Lib for run”

And the juniors scattered as the huge animal came loping
along into the camp.

The gorilla stared after them, but did not offer to pursue.
The juniors promptly placed trees between them and their
dangerous visitor.

“Lib for run!” gasped M'pong.

. But as the juniors ran no farther he stoned too, croueh-
ntfls'f behind a bush and watching the gorilla with eyes full
of fear.

So long as the beast did not attack them the juniors were
content to leave it alone. It was only too probable that in
the event of & fight one or two of their number would fall
victims to the rage of the terrible beast.

The ﬁorrlla plunged into the tent, and reappeared, drag-
ging all sorts of articles after him. He tore out bedding
and blankets and hammocks and cooking utensils and
scattered them up and down the clearing.

“My hat!” gasped Blake suddenly., “Look! He’s found
Gussy’s topper |

“Bai Jove I”

'I_‘he Euril]a had pounced upon Arthur Augustus’ silk hat,
which he had dragged out with the other things. He picked
it up and turned 1t over, examining it with great interest.
The swell of St. Jim’s uttered an exclamation of dismay,
Ever since the juniors had come out to Africa D’Arcy had
looked after that top hat very carefully. He dacla.rec{ that
he might have oceasion to need it.

“The howwid beast will wuin it!”?

“Never mind [*

“You uttah ass! It’s the only toppah T've got in
Afwicah |” shrieked D’Arcy. “I'm going to save it|”

Tom Merry and Blake grasped him together as he would
have rushed from behind the tree.

“No, you don’t!” said Tom Merry grimly.

*Welease me, —ou uttah ass! The howwid beast will ruin
my toppah !”

i Ilet him [’,

“Weally, Blake——"

“My only chapeau!™ exclaimed Monty Lowther. “He's
trying it on |*

“ Anyone would think he had secen Gussy doing it and
was doing the same ! pasped Manners,

“Ha, ha, hal”

The juniors watched the gorilla. The huge animal, after
turning the sillc hat over in his hands several times, had
placed it on his head.

The gorilla did not take the same size in hats, evidentily,
as the swell of 8t. Jim's, for he did not get the topper to
fit to his satisfaction.

Hoe tried it on the right way, and then turned it round
and tried it on backwards, and then put it on upside down;
but he did not seem satisfied.

“My word! You might take him for Gussy’s big brother
trying on a new topper!” murmured Monty Lowther,

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Weally, Lowthah, you ass—"

Arthur Augustus I’Arcy wrenched himself loose from the
juniors and grasped his rifle. Before Tom Merry could stop
hig hekﬁung up tne rifle to his shoulder and fired.

rack |

The topper, struck by the_bullet, spun round and fell off
the gorilla’s head, Before D’Arcy could fire again he was
})inionep’t by the juniors, and the rifle was wrenched away
rom him, ;

“You uttah ass I said Tom Merry angrily, “If you had
wounded him it might have been the death of one of us!”

“Weally, you know——"

The gorilla seemed amazed at the fall of the hat. He
gazed at it in surprise, and then felt over the top of his
head with one hand. Then he backed away from the hat
as if he thought that it was something alive which had
moved of its own volition. He backed away as far as the
belt of thickets, and then made a sudden dive for the wood
and disﬁ)peared from view among the trees.

Tom Merry drew a breath of relief,

“He's gone !”

“Bai Jovel And my toppah’s all wight, aftah all 1"

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy rushed forward and rescued his
topper. There was a bullet-hole right through it fore and
aft, as Blake put it; but D’Arcy was only too glad that
matters were no worse. He polished it with a handkerchief.

“Thank goodness it's not weally injahed, deah boys!” he
exclaimed. %I might have been left to go home to St.
Jim’s without & toppah &t all, you know 1*

And the juniors solemnly agreed that that would have
been awful!

“@Gorilla no hurt if no
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CHAPTER 3.
The Cobra!

i URRAH 1
It was a couple of days later, and the juniors
were at the end of a tiring afterncon’s march

when Tom Merry suddenly burst into that shout.

Tom Merry was a little abead, and the other fellows, in
Indian file, were tramping on under their packs, tired and
dusty from the march. M'pong was a little behind Tom
Merry. Tom Merry suddenly halted, cheered with joy, and
waved his hand to the others to come up.

“Bai Jove! What's the mattah, deah boy?" ejaculated
Arthur Augustus.

‘Come and see.”

“Some jolly good fruit?” asked I'atty Wynn cagerly.
“Ha, ha, ha ”

The juniors ran on cagerly and joined Tom Merry in the
opening of the forest whero he stood. Then they saw what
lie had seen—a gentle slope downwards, and beyond it a
sheet of shining blue. And they burst into a shout together :

“The sea !

It was like seeing an old friend again. Bright and blue,
the broad Atlantic rolled there, still many miles away, but
rolling blue and welcoming in the glow of the sunset. That
same wide blue sea washed the shores of their native
country. It was like a glimpse of home again

“ll{lppmgI" said Blake., “ Wouldn’t I like a bathe in it
now L

“And a shark to nip you by the leg,” grinned Monty
Lowther,

11 Ugh ]J,

“Bai Jove! Let’s wun like anythin’, and weach it beforo
dark 1” suggested D’Arcy.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I fnil to see any cause for wonde langhter, Tom
Mewwy 1"

“Well, you see, it's te}n miles away at least, and it will
be dark in two minutes,” said Tom Merry. *“It gets dark
very quickly here. You ought to have noticed that, after
the time yon have spent in the Congo—to say nothing of
the fact that you get the information in the Second Form
book at Bt. Jim's.

“Weally, Tom Mewwy—

“Wae shall have to hurry to get to the place M'pong told
us about for camping.”

“Yes; buck up!” said Blake,

The juniors marched on.

They had been on rather short commeons the last day or
two, owing to the flight of the native carriers which had
compelled them to abandon a considerable part of their
baggage. They were all keen to reach the sea, and get on
the deck of the ship again.

They were thinking a great deal of Bt. Jim's mnow.
D'Arcy said that he even preferred Herries’bulldog to the
mosquitoes in tho African swamps, and D'Arcy must have
folt homesick indeed when he thought that he could put up
with Towser,

The sun dipped below the wide sea, and shadows crept
over tho waters—a darkness blotted out the forest and tho
ghore. Like a veil suddenly descending, night came down
upon the African coast.

But M'pong was a {rusty guide. He led the juniors on
without a pause in the darkness, and they halted at last in a
clearing, where, amid cinmps of wild rhododendrons,
several wooden buildings stood. They were in a ruinous
state, and had evidently long been abandoned. The place
had probably been some post of the Belgian soldiers, in the
early days of the Belgian Congo.

The juniors camped.

They ate their evening meal, blessed the mosquitoes, and
turned in, in their blankets, The night was warm, and
they slept in the open air with perfect comfort, taking
turns to watch. M'pong did most of the watching; the
Congo black man secmed tircless.

Morning dawned upen the African forest.

Tom Merry opened Lis eves in the early sunlight. But
he was not the first awake. M’pong was building a fire to
cook the breakfast, and he turned a cheerful grin upon the
hero of the Shell.

“Me lib for cook, Massa Tom,” he said.

“Right-ho, M’pong! Hallo, there’s the sea!”

Tom Merry ran upon a knoll, and looked towards the sea.
Out upon the wide waters he thought he could discern a
vessel riding at anchor. It was possibly the steamer that
had brought the juniors to Africa and was waiting to convey
them back to England.

Tom DMerry glanced down towards the encampment.
Most of the juniors were awake now, yawning or rubbing

———— >

The Juniors fired frantically as the great lion orouched for a spring. Several bullets struck him, but next moment the
beast launched itself through the air, and thers was n:'vlllt{lcryllrom Jack Blake as he was huried to the ground by
a lion
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their eyes. Arthur Augustus D'Arcy was stil] asleep out-
side the wooden building.

Tom Merry's glance was suddenly arrested as it fell upon
D’Arcy, There was a mass of brushwood near the swell of
8t, Jim's, and in the midst of it Tomn Merry’s eyes had
suddenly caught a curious gleam.

ran down towards the camp.

“Hallo!” said Mantf Lowther. *“Been looking at the
sca? T suppose it’s still there? Why, what—"" He broke
off as he caught sight of the anxious look in Tom Merry’s
face. “What’s the matter, Tom?”

“Quiet I” muttered Tom Merry.

He pointed towards Arthur Augustus,

The junior lay asleep, and from the brushwood a snake
had crawled. The reptile was coiling close to the swell of
8t. Jinv's, and if D'Arey had moved he must have noticed it.

Lowther turned pale with horror,

“QOh I’ muttered Blake, reaching for a rifle,

“PDon't shoot, Blake "

‘I’But LE]

“Quiet! It may crawl away!”

The juniors stood with tense, drawn faces.

The horrible reptile was so close to D’Arey that a shob
would not have saved the swell of St. Jim’s if the snake had
chosen to strike And it was extremely unlikely that a
single shot would kill the fearful creature. The juniors
watched, fascinated with horror, and praying that D'Arcy
would not awake.

TFor a single movement on his part might attract the
reptile, and provoke it into striking. And the juniors knew
that that would be death! i .

Tom Merry felt a light touch on his arm. He turned his
head and saw M’pong. The Congo black held a bowl of
milk in his hand.

“Lib for gib him milk, Massn Tom,” muttered M'pong.
;S::iake like milk—he lezbe Massa D'Arcy—cut off him

ead.”

Tom Merry's eyes flashed with hope. He remembered
now having heard that snakes weroc fond of milk. He took
the gourd from M'’pong's hand.

“Me lib for gib him milk,” murmured M'pong. “Massa
Tom keep back!"

Tom Merry shook his head,

You have your axe ready, M'pong!”

“Yes, sah|*

Tom Merry held the bowl of milk in his hand, and
crept towards the cobra.

At that moment D’Arcy awole. .

“Oh I muttered Blake, gripping his rifle. *“It's all up!”

But it was not all up. For Arthur Augustus D’Arcy saw
the reptile, and with wonderful presenco of mind he kept
perfectly still, affecting to be still asleep.

Tom Merry crept nearer. And as the bowl of milk was
brought closer the head swayed towards it. The juniors
watched in fascinated horror.

The reptile coiled away from D'Arcy, and approached
the bowl of milk. Tom Merry breathed deeply with relief.
He was in terrible danger himself now, for the hand that
held the bowl was wiﬁlin easy striking distance of the
snake. But the reptile was thinking only of the milk.

Tom Merry drew the bowl gently back. The reptila
writhed after it. Inch by inch the hero of the Shell drew
the horrible creature from D'Arcy.

“Now lib for run, Massa Tom!
behind.

Tom Merry set the bowl down, drew his hand away from
it, and backed away from the reptile.

There was a whiz in the air, a sudden glitter of stesl in
the sun, and a wild hiss from the snake. M'pong’s axe had
hurtled forward swith a deadly aim, and the keen edge of
the blade struck the snake full inm the nec

With wild, fierce hissing, the wounded reptile writhed
and thrashed the ground with its coils, darting out its
forked tongue in wild fury., The juniors crowded back.
M'pong darted forward and recovered his axe.

“Look out, M'pong!” gasped Tom Merry.

“All right, sah”

M'pong was looking out. With the heavy axe he dealt
the snake a sccond blow on the back of the neck, and a
severed head rolled in the herbage. 8till the sinuous body
writhed, the principle of life still strong within it, though
conscious life was gone.

“Bai Jove!” Arthur Augustus D'Arcy’s voice was
shaking. “Bai Jove! That was a nawwow escape! Tom
Mewwy, old man, you saved my life!”

.."“The sooner we get out of these forests the better I shall
Eke ltrI” Tom Merry muttered. “I've had enough of the

ongo I .

Tae Gem Liprsry.—No. 1,308.

came o murmur from

THE GEM LIBRARY

And Arthur Augustus, turning his eyeglass upon the
gnale, nodded and said with fervour:
“*Yaas, wathah!|”

—

CHAPTER 4
M’pong’s. Farewell
“ WONDER—" said Manners.
I “8a do I,” said Fatty Wynn.

“Yaas; and I was just wonderin'-—

“You seem to be in a wondering state altogether,”
said Monty Lowther. “I wonder whether you are wonder-
ing on the same subjest?™

*Ha, ha, ha "

The juniors of 8t. Jim's were in & chcerful mood. They
were at last safe on the deck of the Opossum, lying at
anchor on the blue waters. Half a mile away was the
sandy shore of Afriea, with a white-walled town sweltering
there in the blazing heat. Behind it was the foresi—the
dark, mysterious forest of Africa, through which the juniers
h}alzd tramped for many scorching days before they reached
the sea.

Tom Merry, ever thoughtiful, had dispatched a cablegram
in the town, informing the Head that they were safe and
sound, and were returning home. :

The juniors now sprawled lazily in deckchairs, They had
a ri{hi‘. to slack, after what they had been through. M’pong,
tho black man, was sitting on the bare deck, his black skin
glistening 1n the sun. There was a very thoughtful expres-
sion upon M'pong's face. A native boat was rocking beside
the steamer.

*T .wonder—"* went on Manners.

“Yaas, wathah!”

“Manners first,” said Monty Lowiher.
you wondering about, Manners?”

“Whether there are any facilitics on this steamer for
developmng films,” said the amateur photographer of B&.
Jim’s. “I suppose Captain Crane would be bound to have
at least a dark-room.”

“Ha, ha, hal™

“ Look here—"

“He might,” said Tom Merry, langhing, **if he were a
camera-maniae, otherwise, I'm afraid you'll have to wait
till we get to St. Jim's, old sen!*

“Fatty Wynn's turn now,” said Figgins. “What were
you wondering about, Fatty?”

*‘Not rotten old films!” grunted the fat Fourth Former.
“I was wondering what kind of grub we're going to get
on this voyage, and whether it's %etter than the stulf we
had to put up with on shore |

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Gussy’s turn!” exclaimed Blake.
wondering about, Gussy 1

“I was wondewin' whethah the captain could lend me an
iron to iron my silk hat,” said Arthur Augustus D’Arcy.
1 suppose the skipper of a decent steamer like this wouldn’t
be likely to sail without at least one silk hat. And, in that
case, it would want ironing sometimes. And in that case
he—"

“That topper does seem to be losing itz gloss,” assented
Lowther. “But you could get one of the deck-hands to
tar it over for youl”

“Weally, Lowthah—"*

“QOr the cook would give it a coating of grease, if you
take it down into the galley, and that would protect the
nap, you know.”

‘You uttah ass!”

“Hallo! Here's the skipper1” exclaimed Tom Merry.

Captain Crane came on board. He nodded to the juniors,
and went into the chart-room.

The juniors had made their peace with the skipper, for
they had defied his orders in going into danger up the
Congo after Gally & Co. But Captain Crane was so relieved
on their safe return that he had readily forgiven them. For
he had meanwhile cabled Bir Richard Standish and Dr.
Holmes all that had happened, and 1n reply Sir Richard
ha.fdlurgent-ly requested him to sce that the juniors returned
safely.

“We're going to sail,” Tom Merry remarked. *It's time
fq say good-bye to M’pong. I shall be sorry to part with
1im,

“Yaas, wathah| He's a decent chap, black as he is,”
said Arthur Aupustus. “I have a gweat wespect for
M'pong 1"

“Weo ought to give M'pong something to remember us
by,” said Kerr. *T suppose he'll forget us all in a weel;
but he ought to have something for what he’s done, He
made our acquaintance by trying to murder us; but that’s
cnly a little way they have in the Congo, and doesn't really
mean unfriendliness.”

“Ha, ha, ha!?

(Continued on page 8.)

“Now, what are

“What were you
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All boys love experiments, and here is the very book for you.
THE BOY'S BOOK OF POPULAR SCIENCE contains
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moving yarns that hold you spell-bound? Of course you
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coloured plate and, in addition, there are 96 pages of
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annual,
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“ As g matier of facl, I'm feeling rather rotten at parﬁnﬁ
with him,"” said Tom Merry. “But I supEose it’s mo goo
taking him to Lngland—we couldn’t think of it. There’s
nothing 2 do with him there.”

“Jf the climate didn’t kill him,” said Figgins, “we
couldn’t take him to St. Jim's.” .

“YWathah not| But I feel wathah wotten, too, leavin’
him! Howevah, I don’t suppose he will mind. Only I've
noticed hLe's been looking wathah sewious lately.”

“Let’s have a whip-round for him, anyway.”

“Good I”

Tom Merry rose from his chair and held out his hat
The juniors threw their coins into it. Arthur Augustus
1YArcy, who had had & big remittance from home waiting
for him on the Opossum, made the biggest contribution,
patting in a pound.

Tho whole sum amounted to five pounds, and as M’pong's
wages had already been seitled, it was a linndsomo enough
testimonial. Tom Merry put the money into a little canvas
Lag and crossed over to the Congo blacl.

M'pong looked up at him.

“The anchor will soon be up, M'pong,” said Tom Merry.

“¥Yeg, Mass' Tom1”

“It’s time to say good-bye.”

Y Good-bye, Mass® Tom?"”

“Yes, We're sailing for England, you know. You don’t
want to go to England, M'pong.”

A strangely pathetic look came over the black:face,

“Ae lib for follow Mass’ Tom.™

“To England 1™

“Yes, sahl”

“But it's cold in England, M'pong—jolly cold !”

“All right, sah1” .

“And there’s no forest, no swamps, no—no mosquitoes,”
said Tom Merry. “And von would have to wear clothes,
M'pong.” ; X i

“Ao woar clothes,” said the black. **MMe all right with
AMass' Tom.” .

Tom Moerry ran his fingers through his curly hair.

Al'pong was impossible for England, and England was
ilmpossible for M’pong. But the Congo blaelk man, who had
nover been off his own coust, had not a sufficiently enlight-
ened mind to imagine a country different from his own. He
only wanted to follow Tom Merry.

“Jass’ Tom no want M’pong,” said the black suddenly,

“Tt's not that, M’pong! I'm jolly sorry to part with
you,” said Tom Merry, “I shall miss you very much. So
shall we all.” i

“Den M'pong lib for come to England.”

Tom Merry shook lis head.

“I¢'s impossible, M’pong. You don’t understand, bub
you couldn’t live there. Besides, I could not put you any-
wheve, I go to echool, you know—I'm going back to school
a3 soon as I get to England.”

Al'pong evidently did not understand. School was a pew
ihing to the black mau; he had never Licard of one and
did not know what it meant.

“Mass' Tom has & house in England ¥

“1 have o home, M’'pong. But—but you don’t understand.
Look here, we've subscriged a little gift for you, old son.
Take it. And we're all very grateful to you for what you've
done to help us.”

“Yaas, wathah!” saia Arthur Auvgustus D'Arcy. “And
I should like to have the pwivilege of shakin' hands with
you.”

“Hear, hear!” said Monty Lowther.

AM’pong looked at the canvas bag in Tom Merry’s hand.
He caug‘l‘xt the chink of the money, aud drew back. Ho
waved the bag away with a gesture of the Land that was
almost stately.

“M’pong no take,” he said.

“But it’s for you, old man—"

“No take!”

“Well, as you like,” said Tom Merry, tossing the hag upon
a deckchair. * But we'd like to do something for you to
show that we like you, M’pong, and are grateful for your
sarviees.”

“Yaas, wathah! I would give the deah boy a silk hat,
nnly I have only one, and I weally could not part with that.
I have not tho slightest ideah what you are gwinnin’ at,
Lowthah.”

Tha captain looked down from the bridge.

“It’s timo for your native friend to go ashore,” he called
out. “Wae're sailing soon.”

“Very well, siv,”

The juniors gathered round M’pong. They shook hands
with him in turn. The black man went through it dully.
I’he expression upon his face was like that of a dog that had
ieen punished and does not know what it is punished for.
Tt went straight to the hearts of the juniors, and even
Monty Lowther was serious, Tom Merry shook hands with
M’pong the last.
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“Gcod-bge, M'pong I

“ Good bye, Masg’ Tom "

The black man dropped down into the native boat. The
cable clanked and the anchor came up, and the steamer
throbbed on the blue waters. The juniors crowded to the
side and watched the native boat as it rocked upon the
water, M’'pong standing u}) in it.

“Why doesn’t he paddle ashore?” muttered Manners.

“Poor old chap !” said Tom Merry, ‘“He feels it more
thﬁn n.]o,hnp would think. Blessed if I quite understand him,
either 1"

“Look at him I said Blake. “What is he going to do?”

The juniors watched the blaclk man, their looks growing
anxious.

M'pong had turned to the shore and made a gesture
towards the distant Congo. Then he looked at the sky,
bright in the blazing sun. It scemed as if he was taking
farewell of land and sca.

Tom Merry caught his breath. He hardly understood the
strange nature of the Congo savage.

What was M’pong going to do? He soon saw !

The black man cast a last look towards the steamer
gliding away from him and leaving a track of white foam
]:iehm . Then be made a sudden leap and disappeared iuto
the sea.

CHAPTER 5.
From the Jaws of the Shark!

OM MERRY uttered e hoarse cry.
He understood now |
M’pong, deserted, had thrown himself into the
sea—and he did not mean to come up again, The
black man had hurled himself to death, ;
“QOh, bai Jove!'' muttered D'Arcy, in a trembling voice.
“He's going to drown himsclf—"
“Poor old M'pong—" .
“Tom Merry!” shricked Lowthdr. What are
you going to do?™
But Tom Morry did not stop, and he did not answer. He
had thrown off his hat and ‘;acket and kicked off his shoes.
He leaped upon the rail and threw his hands together and
dived into the sca.
“Tom Merry 1"
“The sharks!” muttered Lowther, with a ghastly face.
Blake ran towards the bridge.
“Stop !" he shrieked. *Man overboard !”
But the captain had seen already, and his face was pa le,
too. His hand was on the bridge telegraph at once.

Tom Merry struck the sea like an arrow,avent deep under,
and came up to the surfaco again with vigorous sirokes, He
shook the water from his face and shaded his eyes with
one hand to look round for M'pong.

A black object rose on the waves close by him, He knew
that it was the negro, but there was no motion in the body;
it floated with the head under. With sick horror at hiis heart
Tom Merry swam for the floating blacl.

He reached M’pong and dragged his head up above the

water.

M’'pong moved. He had resigned himself to death, but
he was not dead. Ho stared at Tom Merry; he would
have pushed his rescuer away, but lie recogmised Lim and
stared blankly. i '

“M'pong !" exclaimed Tom Merry.
are alive ”

“(Go back, Mass’ Tom! You lib for dem ship 1"

“Not without ym:!,‘ M’'pong I

I

“Stop !

“Thank Heaven you

“M’'pong lib for die,” said the black simply, “M’pong
no live if not follow Mass’ Tom, Mass’ Tom no want
He lib for die!” :

Bi'smng now.
“M'pong, old man,” said Tom Merry, “you shall come
with me to England if you like. We'll manage it somehow.”

M’'pong’s eyes glistened.

“QOh, sah!”

“Bwim now.

“Yea, sah”

In an instant there was a change in M'pong. He struck
out stoutly, and swam on the curling waters,

There was a shout from the steamer, A boat was plumped
into the water, and four scamen were pulling for the
swimimers.

Tom Merry waved ono hand above the water, and then
swam again. DBut from the steamer came a wild and
thrilling cry.

“Look out! The shark!”

A thrill of fear ran through Tom Merry.

Ho knew that the coast was wlive with sharks, but he had
not thought of thot when he sprang into the sea to the
rescue of M‘pon% It would not have stopped him if he had
thought of it. But now—

o 'ﬁm shark ! Loolk out I

Tha two swimmers stared round them, and they saw a fin
glide over the waves within a dozen yards,

You shall come.”
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' Me lib for kill shark, Mass’ Tom ! " cried

M’pong in a voice of agony. * You lib for dem

hoat, quick, sharp ! *' There was a gleam of

white in the watsr. The shark was turning
over to attack its prey !

il
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M’pong’s hand went down to his girdle. It came up again
with a long knife in it, and his eyes were gleaming now
with fierce and savege resolve.

“You lib for dem boat, Mass’ Tom. Me kill him

“I won't leave iim alone, M’'pong.”

“Me all right | e lib for kill shark before, Mass' Tom !
You lib for dem boat 1* said the black, in a voice of agony.
“You lib—quick, sharp !” )

There was a gleam of white in the sun. The shark was
turning over to attack its prey, and the white belly gleamed
as he turned. There was a cry from the steamer—a cry of
despair and horror. The seamen in the boat looked over
their shoulders. They would be too late to save!

Tom Merry instinctively dived. He knew that that was
his only chance, and, fortunately, long prectice had made
him perfectly at home in the water. Down—deep down—
cleaving the water, with every nerve thrilling in the
momentary expectation of feeling the shearing jaws of the
thark, A lifetime of horror was cranimcd into those few
seconds.

I'rom the steamer the juniors of 8t. Jim's were watching
with straining eyes. They saw Tom Merry disappear, but
M’pong remained on the surface. The knife was gripped
between the negro’s shining teeth now, and his eyes gleamed
over it. He swam slowly, and the juniors knew that he
was secking to attract the attack of the shark, to leave Tom
Morry unassailed,

The white belly of the great fish gleamed as it rushed
like an arrow upon the black man,

The juniors groaned. M'pong was lost!

But ot the last moment, as it seemed, M'pong dived.
The shark passed over him. And then there was o sudden
streak of red in the blue water.

The shark turned over, the white disappeared, and the
huge fish thrashed the water in mad_contorticns.

“By all that's plucky!” selled Blake. “M'pong has
stabbed him.”

M'pong’s head came up into the blaze of sun, and he
looked round anxiously for Tomn Merry. Tom Merry had
stayed below the water as long as he could endure 1t, till
his lungs seemed to be bursting and his brain swimmning.

Then he shot up to the surface, and M’pong’s grasp was
upon him.

“Lib for Loat, sah!”

. M’pong dragged Tom Merry through the lashing, foam-
ing water. The death strqulea of the shark churned up
the blue into white, but its thrashing was growing feebler.

Hands reached out from the boat and dragged them in.
Tom Merry sank down exhausted, while the boat was
rowed to the ship. He was helped up the side of the
steameor, and tho juniors gathered round him and M’pong,
greatly relieved.

Tom Merry staggered to his feet.

He looked out over the sea. The struggles of the shark
had ceased. It was floating belly upwards, the white gleam-
ing in the sun, and in the throat showed the handle of
M'pong’s knife, buried there to the hilt.

Tom Merry turned to the black with outstretched hand.

“Give me your fist, M'pong!”

“Yeos, Mosa' Tom I

“You want to come to England? So yon shall, and we
won't part again, unless you want to!”

Tom Merry said it, and he meant il. The steamer
throbbed on over the blue waters, and M’pong, the black
man of the Congo, was a passenger on board, bound for
England and for St. Jim’s.

CHAPTER 6.
In the Bay of Biscay!

i Al Jove, we're goin’ to have wuff weathah!"
The St. Jim’s juniors bad been at sca some days,
and the Opossum was pearing the Bay of Biseay.
Arthur Augustus D'Arcy, standing on the deck
of tho steamer, with %is legs wide apart and his monocle
jammed into his eye, regarded the sky as he pronounced
that opinion,

Everybody else on board the vessel knew that there was
going to be rough weather before the obvious fact dawned
upon the swell of 8t. Jim's. But D'Arey made the au-
nouncement as if it were a wonderful discovery,
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“ Qo lion !” said Monty Lowther.

“Jt's a fact, Lowthah! I can tell the signs in the sky.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Weally, Lowthah—"

“You ought to set up as a weather prophet, Gussy,” said
Lowther. “There are not many fellows who could tell the
weather as you do. When tho sky's turning black, and the
sea’s rolling, and the wind going at top speed, it takes a
very deep %ellow to guess that we're going to have rough
weather [

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Arthur Augustus D'Arcy gave the grinning Lowther a
withering look. But it was lost on the humorous junior.
He had twned away to Fatty Wynn, The fat Fourth
Former of St. Jim’s was sitting in a deckehair, with his
face very pale. Fatty Wynn had eaten a remarkably solid
Lreakfast only an hour before, and the rolling of tha ship
was making him feel very strange inwardly.

“Qot it?"” asked Lowther sympathetically.

“Got what?” demanded Fatty Wynn snappishly.

“Mal-de-mer |*

“No, I haven't! I'm never seasick 1”

“Ha, ha, hal” roared Blake. “Don’t you remember
yourself the last time we went to sea, Fatty?”

“T haven't been siclk on this voyage so far,” growled
Fatty Wyun, “and I'm jolly well not going to begin uow !”

“We've had calin weather so far,” said Lowther. “But
when the blow comes on—"

“Oh, shut up !*

The sea was growing decidedly rougher. Monty Lowther
watched Fatty Wynn, with a grin, but all of a sndden his
grinning face became serious. His complexion turned a
sickly white, and then was changed into art shades of yellow
and green. He made a rush for the rail.

“lyy hat 1” cjuculated Viggins, * Lowther's the fivst to
o

“Serve him right!” groaned Ialty Wynn.
Lowther, you heast, does it scem so funny now?
ha: Groogh—ho—hoo [*

Fatty Wynn stopped laughing all of a sndden, IIe, too,
was in the grip of mal-de-mer, Then, one by one, as though
the complaint was catching, the other juniors joined Aonty
Lowther and Fatty Wynn.

M’pong had retreated helow and shut himself up in a
cabin, and groaned in solitude. But the juniors preferved
to remain on deck.

There they had the opon air, at least. Tom Merry was
the last to snccumb. But he did succwmb, and he joined
Monty Lowther at the rail.

Monty Lowther turned o ghastly fuce towards him,

“Owl Yon got it, toot”

“Yes, Ow 1”7

“Groogh 1™

“0Oh1”

“This—this is worse than the lions and the snakes
groaned Blake. “I'd change it for a cannibal any time 1"

“CGroogh 17

Tatty Wynn groaned with anguish. Bitterly did he regret
the heavy breakfast he had eaten,

“0Oh, I—I don’t think I can stand this!” he murmured
feebly, “T—1'd rather jump overbourd, I think [”

“Qw! Groogh!”

“Groogh I”

The sea was rununing high new, and the ship was rocking
and rolling. The cngines throbbed without cessation, and
the steamer plunged on through rolling seas. The endless
pulsation of tho engines, the odour of oil that camo from
them, added to the sickness of the juniors. They would
liave given worlds to ba able to jump on any shove, however
Lleak and inhespitable.

1But there was no shore 1o jump on.

Round them volled the wild sea—tho stormy wators of the
Jay of Biseay. Spain lhiad been left in the south, and tue
steamar was heading for home; but the deadly Bay had to
he erossed.

“J—I wish zomehody would—would dwop nie into the
sea P moaned Arthur Augustus D'Arev. “1 should vewy
niueh like to have a watewy gwave! Oh!1”

The steamer plonghed on. For hours the wind Dlew hard,
and the sea vollad and billowed rvound the ploughing
rteanier.

Tam Meery rase at last from his deckehair. ITis face was
very white, it the sickness was over. He had remembered
A'pong. T the juniors, who lied crossed the sea many
tmes, felt like this, what must the Congo black be feeling
like? Tom Merry went below to look for the black man.

A deep groan guided him to where tho Congo black lay,
Lis oyes glonming wildly out frem the shadows

“A'pong, how do you feel 7

“AMao lib for die, sah ! groansd M’pong.
England, Mass® Tom. Oh, me lib for die !
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Tom Merry smiled faintly. .

“It's not so bad as that, M'pong. Ii's only seasickness—
you'll get on your sea-legs in timo!”

Oh1” groaned the black man. “Me lib for die!”

And that was all that M’lpcm had to say. Ie seemed to
he fully convinced that his ustpi’mnr was near. Tom Merry
brought him water, but the black man pushed it away.

“Me lib for dic!” he repeated.

And long after the juniors had recovered, M’pong was
still moaning in the grip of the mal-de-mer.

Fatty Wynn signalled his remer by a raid upon the
dining salcon. He explained that tho real reason for his
sickness was that he had not laid a suffciently solid founda-
tion. And he proceeded to supply the deficiency at once—
with the result that an hour later he was again hanging
over the rail!

CHAPTER T.
Home Again!
6 OME again!” exclaimed Tom Merry.

The steamer glided into her berth in South-
ampton Dock. A crowd of people on shore waved
hands to the ship. Among them the juniors recog-

nised a form they knew well. It was Miss Priscilla Fawcett,
Tom Merry’s old governess. The kind old lady could hardly
wait till the gangway was put down before she ran on board

to greet Tom Merry.

Tho juniors smiled as Tom Merry was locked in the
embrace of his affectionate old governess.

“My darling boy! My dearest Tommy I”

“Well, here I am !” said Tom Merry, generously allowing
himself to be hugged and kissed without demur. .

“My dearest boy! Ilow are you in health, my darling 7

“ Ripping !

“PDesr me! Your ehecks aro very red

“That's the sun, dear!”

* And you're sure it’s not a malarial fever, my dear boy 7
asked Miss Priscilla anxiously

Tom Merry laughed.

“Tf it were malarial fover, I shouldn't be walking around
now,” he remarked, “I should be in my bunk. I'm in
splendid form.*

“And were you always careful to keep your fect dry
when you were in that dreadful Congo?” asked Miss
Faweott.

“Well, I did my best.”

“And were you always careful to have a nighteap?”

Tamn Merry stared,

““A what?” he demanded.

“A nighteap, my darling boy. Yon remember Mr.
Cuzzlerum, who lives at Huckleberry Heath. I have heard
him say that the only way he avoided fever when he was
on the West Coast was by never missing his nighteap.”

Tom AMerry grinned.

“T don’t think that kind of nighteap would siit me, dear,”
lie replied. “Look here, I'm in splendid form—and all I
want is o game of footer, You haven’t spoken to the other
chaps yet.”

Thus reminded, the kind old lady greeted the juniors of
St. Jim’s. Then Tom Merry brought M'pong forward.
Aiss Faweett stared at him in great wonder.

“A friend of mine,” said Tom Merry.

“My dear Tommy—"

“His name is M'pong,” said Tom. “He saved my life,
rlFal'—stucI: a shark that was going to make & breakfast
of me—"

“The dear, good, brave man!” said Miss Fawcett, eyein
M’pong somewhat rervously, however. *How brave ang
noble of him.”

3'pong grinned, showing all his white teeth.

“Pooes he speak English 7’ asked Miss Fawcett.

“Me lib for speak him!” said M’pong.

“Thank you so much for saving my dear boy's life !" said
Aiss Faweett, “D-b-but what is he going to do in England,
Tommy

“Blossed if I know!” said Tom. “I'm going to taoke
him to St. Jim’s. You see, he has a queer idea that he
doesn’t want to part with me.”

“T am quite able to understand that,” said Miss Fawcett,
with a fond glance at her favourite. ““But I think the
feeling docs the good man credit. But—but what is to
beeome of him?”

“0Oh, I dare say something will turn up

“ Dear me !”

The juniors went ashore with Miss Fawcett. They took
the train together as far as the nearest station to Huckle-
herry Heath, and there the kind old soul left them, per-
fectly happy now that she had scen her darling safe and in
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good health once more. The juniors remained in the express
as it rolled towards Wayland, the station for Bt. Jim's,

The juniors had crowded into one carriage, and M'’pong
was in 1t with them. M'pong was rigged out in a suit of
clothes belonging to a sailor on Boars the steamer. They
did not fit him, and the black was extremely uncomfortable
in them. He had made most of the voyage in the light and
airy loincloth and a necklace of beads. That costume, how-
ever, was not suitable for England, and especially in the
winter., The keen, cool air that the juniors were glad to
breathe seemed deadly to the native of the blazing Congo.

M'pong was glad of the eclothes for the protection they
afforded from the cold, but ho found them very irksome.
But the good fellow was very patient. He was prepared to
follow Mass' Tom even into an English winter. Further
than that hercism could not go.

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy turned his ecyeglass upon the
black man as he sat in the carriage The railway was very
wonderful to M'pong, and he listened in fear and trembling
to the rattling of the wheels,

“I wathah think that M'pong had bettah have some new
clothes before we take him to St, Jim's,” Arthur Augustus
remarked meditatively. “I wathah considah that a new
wigout would be the pwopah capah.”

Tom Merry nodded.

“It wouldn’t be a bad wheeze,” he remarked. “We
onght to make him look as nice as possible, to impress the
Head favourably.”

The juniors looked very grave. What the Head would
say when they brought the Congo black man to Bt. Jim's
they hardly dared to think.

But it certainly was a good idea to get him the best
clothes possible, and when the express stopped at Wayland
Junction and the juniors alighted, they walked out into
the town with M'pong in search of a ready-made clothier's.

They found one, and poured into the shop in a crowd.
They were followed to the shop door by o erowd of curious
urchins, DBlack men were not common in Wayland Town,
and the cheerful youths of the place regarded M’pong with
great interest.

Mr. Baggs, the clothier, came forward to meet the juniors
with great politencss. He knew the 8t. Jim's fellows, and
would have been very glad to supply them with a special
line in trousers at a reasonable price or Eton jackets, latest

cut.

“Glad to see you, young gentlemen !” said Mr. Baggs,
rubbin; his hands. “Dear me! How brown you look!”

“We've been to Afwicah | explained Arthur Aupustus.
“And we've bwought a fwiend home with us, Me. Baggs.
We want you to wig him out.”

“1 shall be most happy, Master D'Arcy. A fashionable
lounge suit, 1 suppose ¥

“Yaas,” said D'Arcy, a little dubiously.

“I have a splendid lino in lounge suits from t{hree
guinens.”

“I don’'t want to teach any man his own business,” said
Arthur Augustus, “but it's uttuhly impess to make a lounge
suit of clothes for three guineas.”

The eclothier coughed.

“] said from three guineas,” he remarked. “OFf course,
you would want something superior, sir. My lounge suits
at four guineas are a marvel—”

“Pway let us have somethin' decent, my deah sir.”

“My i’mlrlgu suit at six guineas is bound to give satisfac-
tion,” sald Mr. Baggs. “I will show it to you, Master
D'Arcy. Latest cut, sir”

Mr. Baggs laid out his splendid lounge suit upon the
counter. Arthur Auvgustus regarded it through his eye-
glass with great surprise.

"“Bai Jove! TIf that is the latest thing there have Leen
considerable changes,” he remarked.

The juniors grinned as they looked at the suit. It
was in the loudest possible check, and old-fashioned in
cut. Monty Lowther tapped it with his forefinger.

“Pawn to king’s fourth,” he remarked.

And the juniors chuckled Tt certainly seemed that
the game of chess could be plaved upon that lounge suit.

"“Better have something a bit quiat,” said Tom Merry,
laughing., *Something in & dark grey, Mr. Baggs.”

“Ahem! Certainly. Master Merry—certainly |”

Mr. Baggs brought out suit after suit, He was going
to charge six guineas for o three-guinea suit. and so he
could afford to take a little trouble.

A suit_was sclected at last, and Mr. Baggs obligingly
allowed M’'pong to change in his back room The Congo
black looked better in his new clothes, there was no doubt
about that, and he was rathor proud of them.

“And now there's the guestion of 2 hat,” said Monty
Lowther gravely.

“Bai Jove! Yaas! A silk toppah, 'of' course!”

(Continued on the next pape.)
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MAKE THE

AND WIN
JESTER HALF-A-
SMILE CROWN!!

Do you know a good joke? If so, send it to ** 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.

CHANGE.
Smith: “I say, old man, I'd like change for a ten-bob

Brown: “I'm a bit diffcrent.
a change I"

alf-a-crown has been awarded to A. Cohen, 32, Elcanor

Road, Waltham Cross, Herts.

I'd like a ten-bob note for

L3 * *
PIQ EACH END!
The boarding-house pest was annoyin
rudeness. Taking o picce of pork on
ke held it up, rudely asking:
“Ts this pig?”
1t all eggnds." came 8 sweet voice from the end of the
table, “to which end of the fork you are referring!”
Half-a-crown has been awarded to 8, Demet, 53, Benchill
Road, Northenden, Manchestor.

the guests by his
e end of his fork,

# * &
NOT 80 FUNNY!
Hoggins: “I'm not narrow-minded.
laugh at my own foolishness.”
Boggins: “ Your life must be one lon
Half-a-crown has been awarded to P,
Lane End, High Wycombe, Bucks.

I'm the first to

laugh "
‘horne, West Wood,

+*
CAUQHT.
Monty Lowther: “Look out, Gussy ! It's after you!”
D'Arcy: “What is, deah boy1”
Monty Lowther: “V W X Y Z1”
Half-a-crown has been awarded to Miss P. Smith, 36, Mill

Way, Mill Hill, London, N.W.T.

* * #

DRAUGHTS!

A young man entered a railway carriage and opened the
window. A sour faced man sitting in the corner promptly
shut it up again. Whercupon the young man reopened it.

“What's the game 7* asked the sour-faced one.

“Draughts | replied the young man. * Your move
Half-a-crown has been awarded to W. Cartwright, 28,

Greenock Road, Btreatham Vale, London, 8.W.16,

T * L]
FREE KICK!

“What shall T do?” asked the actor dramatically, as he
walked on the st-a;:e and almost fell over the heroine’s body.
“There has been foul play. What shall I do?”

“Give 'em o free kick, mister!” came a voice from the
gallery.

Half-a-erown has been awarded to P. Bradford, 17, Langham

Gardens, North Wembley, Middlesex

#* * *
BAM’S EXCUSEL

Employer: *Is that all the work you can do in an hour?”

Sam (8 new hand): “Well, sah, Ah dussay Ah could do
mfﬁei but, beliebe me, sah, Ah neber was one for showin’
0 £y

1

Half-a-crown has been awarded to R. Simpson, 40, Third
Avenue, Catheart, Glasgow.
#* - *
CONMPANION WANTED.

While on holiday a director of a zeo reevived the following
note from his assistant:
“Lyerything 15 all right excc]]:t that the chimpanzee is
}ﬁlmng for a companion. What shall I do until you return?”’
alf-a-crown has been awarded to A. Pitt, 84, Second Street,
Orange Grove, Johannesburg, South Afriea.
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“Ha, ha, hel”

“J sce no cause for mewwiment in that wemark, We
want our fwiend to make a good appeawance ot St
Jim's, I suppose.”

And Mr Bages was settled with, and the juniors
walked down the street to a hatter’s. They fitted M'pong
out with a new silk topper, and the black man regarded
himself in the glass with pride and something like awe.

“Come on, deah bo‘];s,” said Arthur Augustus. “We're
weady to go to St. Jim's now.

And the juniors quitted the shop. The crowd of
country youths had augmented, and there was a cheer for
M'pong as he came out in his new silk topper.

“Raise your hat and bow 1” whispered Monty Lowther.

Mpong obeyed, and the crowd lnughed and cheered
again. The black man walked proudly down to the
station with Tom Merry & Co.

The &t Jim’s party tumbled into the train, and they
were horne away to Rylecombe Station, where a rousing
weleome awaited them.

CHAPTER 8.
A Warm Welcome !
1 GULSS the train's coming,” said Jerreld Lumley-

I Lumley.

“Goad 1

There was & crowd of fellows on the platform
at the little station in Rylcombe, The Head had given
leave to a host of fellows to go down to the station to
meet the returning wanderers.

There was & whistle down the line, and the train from
Wayland came rolling in.

Tom Merry & Co. poured out of the carriage, to have
their hands shaken and their shoulders slapped by enthu-
siastic fellows.

“Hallo, Gussy, old ecock!” said
elder brother affectionately in the
which caused D’Arcy major to gasp painfully.
ale you, my son?”

“Weally, Wally—*"

“Faith, and it's glad to sce ye we are!” said Reilly,
slapping D’Arey on the back. ™ Bure, and we've missed
you_entoirely "

“Vaas; but pway don't be so wuff, Weilly, deah boy!”

“Ay hat!” exclaimed Kangaroo, the Cornstalk. “What
have you got there? Where did you pick that up?”

He referred to M’pong.

The black man was gazing round him in surprise and
awe at the crowd of boys.

“That's a friend of mine,” said D'Arey, with dignity.

“0Oh, my hat!”

“1 twust Kangawoo, that you will tweat our coloured
fwiend with pwopah wespect,” said Arthur Auvgustus.

“Ha, ha, La ™

“Look here, no rotting,” said Tom Merry. *“'M’pong
js a friend of ours, and he saved my life on tho coast.”

“Faith, and we'll love him for ever!” cxclaimed
Reilly, shaking hands with the black man. “How do you
do, my son?”

“How do you do. Pongo?”

The juniors greeted M'pong heartily enough. A broad
smile overspread the ebony countenance of the Congo
black man. The crowd of fellows formed up in a pro-
cession, with Tom Merry & Co. and DM’pong in the
middle, and marched out of the station.

They marched in o body down the village street, cheer-
ing and laughing, and the Rylcombe folk stared on in
wonder. Then down the lane to St. Jim's went the pro-
cossion in high good-humour.

“8t, Jim's,” said Tom Merry, as the
school and the old tower came into view.
St Jim's!”?

And the sunbuint heroes gave a cheer. It was splendid
to be hack again. Afterncon school was just over, and
the old gquad was thronged. Kildare of the Sixth camse
up and shook hands with Tom Merry, with a genial word
of grecting, and stared at the black man. M’'pong mada
guite a szensation.

“AMy heye!” said Taggles, the school porter. “Ay
heye! I'm glad to sea you back again, Master Merry—
werry glad! But who's that?”

“It's Tom Merry's unecle from
Lowther, with perfect gravity.

“My heye! But he's black, Master Lowther!”

“That’s only the sun; it’s awfully hot in India, you
know,” explamed Lowther. “We should have become
that colour if we had stayed in Africa much longer.
Don’t you see the resemblance in features between them?”

“My heye! Now you speak of i, I do!” zaid Taggles.

Tue Gru Liprany.—No, 1,399.

Wally, digging his
ribs, a proceeding
“How

zates of the
“Good old

India,” said Alonty

“Aaster Merry, I’'m sure it must be pleasant for you to
bring your uncle home with you—"

“What!” roared Tom Merry. .

“Vou're werry like your nephew, sir, if I may make so
bold,” said Taggles, taking off his hat to M'pong. “ Werry
like indeed, sir, if I may say so.”

“Me no savvy.”

“My heye! I say, Master Merry, your uncle—"

“You frabjous ass 1” soid Tom Merry *“My uncle! Who
told you he was my uncle §”

“Why, Master Lowther said—"

“You ass, Monty!” said Tom Merry, laughing. *“But
coma on, 1 can ses Dr. Holmes at his study window, and
he's seen M’pong. We shall Lave to explain him away
somehow !

“¥aas, wathgh!?

“And it won't be so jolly casy, either,” said Blake.

The juniors marched on to the School House. Figgins
& Co. were marched off by a crowd of School House fellows,
and Tom Merry amnd the others entered the School House.
M’pong was left in the midst of an admiring crowd in the
Tall, whila the returned juniors went in to see the Head.
Dr. Holmes grected the juniors very cordially.

“T am very glad to see you all homo again!” he ex-
claimed, shaking hands with Tom Merry. “But—but who is
that black man I saw with you in the quadrangle?”

Tom Merry coloured. As Blake had remarked, it was
not very easy to cxplain M'pong away,

“Te's a Congo chap, sir,” said Tom Merry hesitatingly.

“Dear me !

“Ho saved my life, sir!”

“ Ahem ¥

“ And—and he hecame attached to me, sir, and—and I
couldn’t leave him behind,” said Tom Merry awkwardly.
“8o—so I brought him home, sir.”

“Bless my soul”

“I—I thought something could be done with him, sir.
I've been teaching him things, and he’s completely given
up cannibalism, sir,” said Tom Merry diffidently.

Dr. Holmes jumped.

“He has given up what—what?” he eiaculated.

* Cannibalism, sir !”

“Is it possible, Merry, that you have brought home a
cannibal to St. Jim's?” gasped the Head.

“He—he isn't a cannibal now, sir,” stammered Tom
Merry. “And—and I'm sure there’s no danger, sir.”

Dr. Holmes sank into his chair, and stared blankly at
Tom Merry.

“Bless my soul!” lLe ejaculated.

CHAPTER 9.
M’pong Meets the Head !
OM MERRY & CO. stood silent.

They had expected the Head to be surpriscd, and
they did not know how he would take it, and they
waited for the verdict like eriminals before a judge.

The Head did not find his voice for a full minute.

Ho took off his glasses and wiped them, and put them
on again, and loocked at Tom Merry.

“Merry 1” he ejaculated at last,

“Ye-es, sir!”

“Js it possible that you have brought a cannibal home
to England with you?”

“Hg isn’t a cannibal now, sir,”

“But—but he has been one?”

“I—I'm afraid so, sir.”

“Merry, it is unheard of I Outrageous! What could you
possibly ‘mean by such a procceding? Whero is the man
to go?”

“T don’t know, sir.”

“Did you expeet mo to allow him to stay in the school?”

“I—I "don’t know, sir.”

“(Clome, Merry! I suppose you have some explanation
to give of this most remarkable action ?” said the Head,
somewhat tartly,

“Well, yes, sir.”

“1 am waiting to hear it,” said the Head. .

Tom Merry began to explain, He found himself telling
the story of M’_pongi‘)a faithful serviees on the Congo—of
hiz help in savin 'Arcy from the reptile; of his fight
with the shark off tho coast. His face flushed as he pro-
ceeded, and unconsciously he grew more eloquent. The
Head listened, his expression softening more and more.
Tom Merry broke off at last, with a catch in his voice.

“You see, sir, I=1 couldn’t leave him behind,” he said.

“J suppose you could not, in the circumstances,” said
the Head: “but now that ne is here, what is to become
of him*

“T don’t know, sir. I thought you might be able to
advize me, sir,”?

{Continued on page 14.)
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beside a high building when someone on
the tenth floor carclessly dropped a
hammer from the window. It whizzed
downwards, and landed with such a
fearful crack on the native’s head that,
at the least, one would have expected
him to be dazed. But the fellow looked
up for a moment, and then went on with
his work as though nothing had hap-
pened |

But, Lard as that native's skull is, it

b, cannot be so hard as that of a criminal

The Editor, The GEM, The Amalgamated Press, Ltd., Flectway House,
Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4.

ALLO, chums! Our great St.
I'rank’s story is now in full
swing, and I expect most of
you have already travelled to

Norfolk, so to speak, with Handforth
and his Christmas party, and read of
their strange welcome at Handforth
Towers and the eerie events that fol-
lowed. To say the least, it promises to
be a nervetingling Yuletide for the
5t. Frank’s chums—and it is1

Next week's issuo of the GEM is the
Grand Christmas Number, and it's a
thriller throughout. Ghosts are always
associated with the festive season, and
in the 8t. Frank’s serial and the long
St. Jim’s story phantoms play a big
part.

“THE SPECTRE OF ST. JIM'§!*»

It is an old legend at St. Jim’s that
when the first fall of snow comes, the
ghost of the White Monk walks. Nono
of the juniors, of course, believe for a
moment that anything of the sort will
ever happen. But it does happen, and
on the first fall of snow! A spectre,
dressed in the white robes and cowl of
an old monk, starts to haunt the quad-
rangle. Who is the ghost? It is proved
that no boy in the school is playing a
losx. Vet it is diffieult to account for
it otherwise. Tom Merry & Co. don’t
believe in the supernatural, but their
ghostly visitant gives them enough
scares to make them wonder whether
the th:nre a spectral presence in their
midst.

long yarn, which Martin Clifford tells in
his inimitable and fascinating style,

“HANDFORTH THE GHOST-HUNTER 1"

In next Wednesday's thrilling chapters
of our gripping serial, the St. Frank's
boys have a hectic time with a ghost,
too. In the night all sorts of weird
things happen, which put Handy so
much on edge that he takes his chum
McClure for a pghost, and promptly
“dots him one | That's characteristic
of the impetuous Handforth, but he's
determined to lay that ghost |

This instalment is packed with sur-
prises and breathless incidents, and,
with a ripping Yuletide issue of “Tom
Merry's Weekly ” and our other usual
features, completes a tip-top Christmas
Number of the GexM. There will bound
to be a big rush on it, so make sure you
are one of the first—or, safer still, order
it in advance.

HARD-HEADED !

A native in Durban is thanking his
lucky stars to-day that Lie was born with
a very hard head., African natives
usually have tough skulls, but you will
agree that this native has o particularly
hard one when you read what happened
to him. He was working on the ground

PEN PALS COUPON
8-12-34

who was about to be arrested in Sofia.
The desperste man, to evade justice,
tried to shoot himseclf. He fired several
bullets from a revelver at his head, but
all the bullets did was to ricochet off |

HAT-TRICK MICKEY.

Very few young professional foot-
ballers have made such a great start as
first-team players as Mickey Fenton did
for Middlesbrongh a short while ago
against Preston. Middlesbrough wera
two goals down, with only about half-
hour to go, and it looked like o home
defeat for them. Then someone had a
brain-wave, and put Fenton, who was
playing on the wing, at centre-forward.
Mickey soon showed his worth in this
position by notching a goal. But
Preston promptly put on another one.
Mickey, however, would not accept
defeat. Twice lLe ran through the
Preston defence and scored a goal each
time, thereby pulling the game out of
the fire and earning o draw for his
team. The crowd simply rose to him,
and in that short half-hour DMickey
became the idol of the Middlesbrongh
football fans,

THE CANIKE CROONER !

Dance-band crooners are not popular
with everybody, but there is a crooner
in Prague who fully deserves all the
popularity he is getting. TFor this
crooner is a wolfhound dog! He ecan
sing many favourite dance numbers in
thoe approved style of the crooner. But
his cleverness doesn't end therc; he can
also play the drum and the eymbals.
Good dog !

TAILPIECE.

Schoo!master: “What is
paper, Tommy 7

Tommy: “It iz something we hunt
nbout all over the place for while the
ink iz getting dry !”

blotting-

You will greatly cnjoy this exciting

THE EDITOR.

. &

A fred feature which brings togsther readers all over the world

for the purpose of exchanging topics of interest to each other.

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

Miss Peggy M. Whitehouse, Mon Abri, 20, Well Grove, Hove,
Edge, Lighteliffc, near Halifax, Yorks, wants girl correspondents;
age 13-15; riding, swimming, cricket, tennis, books, films;
Ircland, France, Egypt, China, ete.

Alfred Hill, 15, Butler Road, Dagenham, Essex, wants o pen
pal in Germany, Franee, or China ; age 15-16 ; stamps, Scouts,
cigarotte cards,

Billie Lloyd, Albemarle Hotel, Marine Parade, Brighton,
wants correspondents; age 13-15; British Empire, South
Americe, France, Germany, and the Near and Far East,

T. Meking, Lower Quinton, near Stratford-on-Avon, Warwiek=
shire, wants pen pals.

J. Weathorley, 6, 8t. Ma
wanta correspondents in the
sports, autographs, souvenirs.

Blake Dempster, Scottburgh, Natal, South Africa, wants a

'a Crescent, Hayes, Middlesex,
mpire and China ; age 12-14;

en pal interested in stamps; India, China, Jopan, Spain,
Bgypt, South Ameriea.

Arthur Saxby, 81, Regont Street, Yeoville, Johannesburg,
Transvaal, South Afriea, wants correspondents; age 16-17;
sports, films, photography.

Miss Joan Yih, 119, Warwick Stroet, Liverpoo! B, wants a
girl pen friend ; age 14-15; overseas preferred ; literature and
Bports.

PSoymour Faiga, 17, Alexandra Btreet, Berea, Johannesburg,
Transvaal, South Africa, wants a correspondent in Australia or
England ; meeccano; age 12-16.

Robert Melndos, 180, Albertbridge Road, Belfast, Ireland,
wants pen pals; age 14-18; stumps, books, football, ericket ;
Australin, Egypt, India.

George Hind, 94, Dorchester Avenuo, Palmers Green, near
Hedge Lane, London, N.13, wants a pen pal in Australin,
Conada, or U.8.A.; age 15-16; aeroplanes, swimming, dance
bands, stamps, football, saxophones.

N. R. Prasad, e/o Kishan Prasad & Co., Ltd,, 207, Kalbadevi
Road, Bombay 2, India, wants correspondents in Germany,
Italy, China, Japan, Malta, Russia ; keen on sports; age 16-19,

Misa @, Silvertown, 55, Filey Avenue, London, N.16, wants a
girl correspondent in Canada, Australia, and Ireland ; films and
dance bands; age 15-18.

(Continued an page 27.) . s
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“Abem " gaid the Head,

This was really o brilliant stroke on
the part of Tom Merry, as it placed the
responsibility on the shoulders of Dr.
Holmes, instead of upon hLis own.

“Yaas, wathah, sir!’ said Arthur
Avgustus. “We should all be vewy
Ele?scd ta be guided by your advice,
BAT.

“ Aliem "

“I'm sure that we couldn't ask any-
thing bettee, sir,” said Blake,
“Ahem! I will consider,
man in here, Merry, and let me see him.’

“ Certainly, sir!”

Tom Merry opened the door of the
gtudy and called to M’pong. The black
man was surrounded by a curvious crowd,
He turned immediately at Tom Merry's
voice and puslied his way through the
crowd,

“Come in heve, The Head
wishes to =see you.”

“Yes, Mass' Tom ™

M'pong entercd the ITead’s study. Dr.
Holmes rose, and regarded him through
his spectacles with great interest. Tom
Merry whispered to the black man.
“This is the Head—the great chief—
ou savvy ! Great ju-ju—you lib for obey

im. Him great chief here.”

Bring the

Al'pong.

“Yes, Mass’ Tom."
The big black advanced towards Dr.
Holmes, fell upoen his knees before him,

and touched the floor with his forehead.
Dr. Holmes regarded him with astonish-
ment.

“Dear me!” he exclaimed, “What 1s
he doingi”

“That’s his Congu wuy of paying lis
respects, sir,” said AMonly Lowther.

“ Bless my soul {*

“Ay hat!” murmured Manners. “1f
I had my camera I—"

“Lib for get up, M'pong,” said Tom
AMerry.

M’'pong rose to his {eet.

* Merry tells me that you say ed his life,
and'that you wished to come to England
with him, M'pong,” said the Head, a
little flurried.

“¥Yes, sah.”

“Do you
England 7

M'pong shivered.

“Yes, suh.”

“Do vou wish to relurn to your native
country "

M'pong looked puzzled. The precise
Enghish of the Head of 5t. Jim's was a
little beyond his attainments in  the
lang;’mgm Tom Merry translated,

“You lib for Congo, M'pongi®”

M'pong shook his head vigorously.

“No, sah. Me no want to leabe Mass'
Tom. Me lib for die with Mass' Tom.”

The doctor stroked his chin thought-
fully. Ile couldn’t help being touched
by the simple attachment of the black
man. DBut he could not think that the
man from the Congo was a suitable
inmate for the old school,

“I suppose he had beticr remain here
for the present, Merry,” said the Head,

not find it very cold n

“while we consider what can be done
with him. It is a very awkward state
of affairs. 1 hope Lis temper can be
relied npon.”

“I—1 lLope so, siv.”

“1 suppose he has no deadly weapons
about Lim?" said Dr. llolies, a little
nervouslv,

Tom Merry snulod.

“Oh, none. sir!”
Tue Geym Lispany —No. 1,399,

promptly sat on.
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Monty Lowther
Calling

Hallo, everybody !
waa bombarded by strikers. *‘ Shooling the
works ! “ Does that plant belong to tho
Arbutus family ?* inquired the professor.
“ No, sir,” answered the gardeper, ** to the
borough council!” I am told Wayland
Ramblers have just signed on a Scots goal-
keeper, because they think he will bo more
“ gaving.”" And then there was the poacher
who explained that he only carried a gun
hecause he was afraid of rabbits. A * fur-
fotched * story | A Wayland house has been
burgled eix times in six weeks. A" repeating
rifle 1" Quick =story: *“And why wasn't

our examination paper as good as the top

oy's 1" demanded Curly Gibson's pater,
vigiting St. Jim's. * Weil, you seo, pater,
he comes of clever people!’ said Curly.
“'Why is it that railway porters are always
so sympathetic 1" asks Skimpole. Perhaps
becauss they aro always shouldering other

ople’a “ burdens.” Oh yes, and it was eld
gfdmm;r who thuught. a Ihrerir uﬁmPuny was
a meeting of retired Indian colonels | Talking
of Indians, Buck Finn says North American
Indians are the most secreotive le on
carth. Red men tell no tales. Crooke com-
plaina thet during last vae tho cawing of
numberlesa birds woke him up early every
morning. Too many rooks ﬁjm ed ihe sloth |
** Ts throwing the hammer diflicult 1 " inquires
Digby. Just hit your thumb with it first—
you'll find you'll throw it quite a long way !
Several juniors have been breaking bounds in
order to disport themselves on the now Way-
land skating rink. An ‘* ice * state of affairs !
Hot from the Third Form Room : ** What
comea after ‘0O'1" asked Mr. Belby.
“Yeah 1" replied Wally D’Arcy. Yeah—
and after that, a licking, Talking of licking,
Blake says ho dislikes sticking stampa on
letters. Bend posteards, old chap | Figgins
knows a man whao said “ 8h-h-h!™ at a
football match as the erowd yelled, and was
Nobody realised that the
man stuttered, and was only trgin{i to say
“ Shoot ! " Skimpole tells me he has just
bought somo new books on psychology, with
metal covers. We fear they have *‘ dry rot "
inside, however ! Buck Finn tunes in to tell
me tirat in America a erooner gets five hundred
pounds a weelk, Hi.de-hi- *dough'! *Boxers
often love fighting,” says Blake, Yes, we'vo
seen them simply hugging each other with
delight | Break away, there! The ** Wayland
Courier " reports that a local bad character
has been charged at the Old Boiley. In hot
water at last! * Does a hen sit or set 1"
demands * Chick Fan.” Doesn't matter, old
chap—the thing is, docs she lay or lie? Joe
Frayne says bho wants to be a watch manu-
facturer. He is so good at making faces!
Then there was the country yokel visiting the
theatro, who, nsked if he would like a stall,
ga'd no, ho wanted a seat with cushions on it,
like other people | Chin, chin, chapal

i

I hear o U8, factory

| GIANTS AT GRIPS IN

ST. FRANK'S FLYING!
Wally D'Arcy at the Microphone

You don't need to be a detective to |
that this is going to be a " needle " mak
St. Jim’s and Et.l?li‘mnk‘a are level at the he
of the Eastwood Flgﬁue. and this gm
played on the St. 's ground, may ®

ive one or the other a definite advan
There’s o keen wind blowing across the
A record crowd is present, o good sprinkk
of St. Jim’s supporters among them. Ew
St. Jim's voice cheers lustily as Tom Me
makes his appearance on the pavilion sta
followed by the rest of the junior olew
And here are St. Frank's, led on to the fi
by Nipper, and a tremendous cheer gre
them.

Nipper wins tho toss and takes wi
advantage the cross-wind will give. Pheg
St. Frank's are away, like the wind us
Jumping crackers, is this how they pl
football at St. Frank's 1 Call it spevdbd
it's more appropriate | Nipper flashes §
leather out to Tregellis-West on the wi
who soars past defenders and centres bang
Nipper's feet. Nipper, at high speed, ma
the ball on the volley and alams home a tem
shot that givea poor old Wynn no chance
all! Spinning right there in the net iai
Frank’s first goal. Hark at the shouting-
would shame a Cup-tie |

Merry & Co. are looking grim and de
mined.” But it needs more than steadinest
gtem the B8t. Frank's sixty-mile-an-be
attack. Nipper leads his line in mi%

never flagging, never at a losa, BW
pass to the wing sends Pitt away.
veers through the St. Jim's defenco lik
knife through cheese, and bangs ha
number two for St. Frank's!

St. Jim'’s aren't stunned—they're J
out paced. Up, you heroesl No, they ca
get going—S8t. Frank's are swarming rou
ihe goal. Fatty Wynn tips one over when
seems loat, Great stuff, Fatty ! Keep it
Watch that corner kick! ere it com
sailing in, ourving—oh, heck, what bad lud
it just beat Wynn and swept in under |
bar—aided by tlira wind | No good grumbi
St. Frank’s are value for a 3—0 lead if evy
team were. Hallo! B8t. Jim's are emasl
their way into the picture for a spell. Bh
forceful football drives 8t. Frank's on |
defensive, while Merry, Blake, and i
Lowther essay shots. Far-famed Edw
Oswald Handforth holds the fort, however,
cool and efficient manner. Now and og
he succumbs to a temptation * to play to!
allery,"” but he’s a great keeper | smash
rive from Gussy almost catches |
unawares, but Handforth just gathers
Now look—an overhead shot from Lowtl
completely deceives Handforth, drnpg
neatly into the net to give Bt. Jim's
hope. Good man, Lowther ]

E{aﬂu, it's going to be another. No,
isn't | Sorry—hope ran awa{? with |
Look out, Figgins! Watch Fi T
with lanfalaga to cateh Pitt, who's clear aw
Pitt pulls up miraculously on the very
and snaps a backward pass into the mid
Nipper, racing up, takes it in his strico |
rams it home even as Fatty Wynn shs
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Week Ending December 8th, 1934,

AME OF TWELVE GOALS
MRT AGAINST ST. JIM'S

St. Frank's ahead, 4-1,

weroically to save.
W half-time.
Facing a big deficit on your opponents’
ground ig no joke., Even Lowther looks
polomn as St. Jim's turn out for the second
half. But there’s o glint in Merry's eye
which I know appeara when his back is to the
wall! Wateh out, boya! B8t. Frank's set
tho pace in the first poricd. But they are not
&0 [ast now. St. Jim's scem poesessed with a
berco fire which will brook no opposition.
8ce, Gussy—my major, you know—tlies down
the wing, centres. Tom Merry leaps high to
the ball, flicks his head—and tho ball is in
the net! Boys, we've struck form | 4-2
pgainst St. Jim's now,
Speedier and speedier 8t. Jim's return to
lthe attack. Their usual game is slower,
skilful. Now everything is sacrificed for speed
—and for once, 8Bt. Frank's aro rushed off
their feet! Gussy goea through, sweeping
down on pgoal. No centring this time |
Watch old Gus steady and let fly like a giddy
mternational, That's o goal, that was!
Jandforth didn't even glimpse the balls
Boore, 4-3.
Il Now it's flerco going! Nipper, with a
typical burst, all but ndg» o goal—but Fatty
Wynn dives right nt hia feet and afterwarda
clears, Swaying to the other end, play is
round the St, Frank's goal. Handf!:rlh is
lost to sight in a melee. Suddenly Tom
Merry comes out with the pill, to pop it home
from close range, 4.4—level ging !
8t, Frank's aro fighting back hard now.
8t Jim's have for a moment lost pgrip, and
Nipper threads through to finish off with
i an unstoppable shot from twenty-five yards.
W 5-4 toSt. Frank'’s. Fatty Wynn saves three
times in succession—marvellous ﬁmlkeeping !
Now Merry breaks clear, dribbles like a wizard
down the centre, all alone, Nobody but
Handforth to stop him—Handforth rushes
out—Merry evades him with o swerve and
home & esmooth ground shot—35-5.
Five minutes to go!
= Bt. Frank's are not finished wet, however.
i Here come their forward line again in o last
| dowor-din effort to win. Travers receives
'the ball close in and—boomph !—it's in!
|Yatty Wynn was unsighted. St. Frank’s
kad 6.5, Two and a half minutes—is it
psgood eaover ! No! There'a Tom Merry,
beroie lender, away solo with the ball yet
sgain, and even as the referee puts the whistle
0 his lips, Merry discharges o cannon-ball
{rive. Bee Handforth dive, full length in a
grllant effort to save, but he's beaton—that
vas one of ‘Uom Merry’s very best, and it has
il bvelled the scores on the actual stroke of
il ime! Six goals all—what a match )

FULL RESULTS.

e P ot L - g —

fr. Fraxg's ,., © Sr.dm's .. .+ 0

Nipper (3), Lowther,

Pitt, Trogellis. Merry (4)

Weat, Travors D’Arcy
\ppoTsFoRD ., 1 BTt. JUupk's 0
CLAREMONT s B Bagsnor .. .. 1
HtgHoLisFE .. 3 Riven Houose .. 1

| RooxkwooD . 4@ REDCLYFFE 2
il pyrcomnE GREYFRIARS .. 4
M Qpam. Scomoon 4

| ST. JIM'S SPOTLIGHT

THESE NAMES MAKE NOISE

DANCING LIKE A DERVISH

in the Third Form Room, Wally D'Arey gavo
a remarkable exhibition before & crowd of
faga. The intricato steps he performed,
punctuated by wild leaps, drow forth gasps of
admiration. Jameson attompted to imitate
D'Arcy minor's weird evolutons, and very
soon many of the Third were whirling and
plruuattmﬁ. too. It was obvious, however,
that nobody could equal D’Arcy minor, until
he began to tire. Slowing down at last,
Wally D'Arcy fixed his comrades with an
indignant glare. To their absoluto astonish-
ment, ha aceused them of deliberately making
fun of him, when he was auffering agonina from
a licking just received rrom Mr. Selby ! Ho
explained that his wild leapa and hops were
not part of a Dervish dance, but merely a
means of letting off steam until the pain in
his palma cooled off | But did the rest of the
Third ** cooloff " ? Nol To Wally's chagrin,
they united to give him a bumping for trying
to lead them a ** high old dance."

“NO ADMITTANCE—DO NOT
DISTURB "

was the legend which decorated the door of
Study No. 10 in the Shell passage tho other
eveming. As it waa past tho hour for prop,
the notice led to much speculation. The notion
that the Terrible Three were doing extra
““toot ' was scouted, cepecially when Tom
Merry and Manners woro reported to havo
gone across to the New Houso to sce Figgina
nbout a footer fixturo. What, then, was the
mystery of Study No. 101 Gerald Crooke,
having no seruples, put his eye to the keyhole
and said he could see Monty Lowther poring
over an exercise. Lowthor's brow was
furrowed, and his usually cheery grin was
absent, His mouth set grimly, he drove his
pen over the paper, only to scratch it all out
ngain the next moment. This happened ngain
and again, until at last the watchers could
stand 1t no longer. Bursting open the door,
they demanded an explanation. Was Lowther
writing his comioc column 1 asked Kangaroo
humarously. Kangareo jumped as Lowther
replied in the affirmative, saying that he was
trying to invent an entirely new joke. * And
you've given it to me!" added Lowther,
grinning nhr:cri!i. ““ When does a Kangaroo
jump ? When he gees a funny * bounder.” "

CALIBAN'S PUZZLE CORNER

Can you arrange ecight matches to form
two equares and four trianglea ? (Solution

next week.)
| 2 Ll 4] [

Solution of

Last Week's E &
Puzzle £ T,
s | (2] [2
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“I will tell Taggles to prepare a room
or him,” said the Head. “I think, per-
1aps, & room over the garage will be ex-
llent for him—the rooms oceupied by
1y chauffeur are now vacant, as he is
n his holiday. Ml?ong can occupy them
or the present. a will feel more free
iere than in the House. You—vou may
o now, Merry.”

" Yes, sir; and thank you very much,
gir ! Como on, M'pong "

And the juniors quitted the study.
M'pong walked beside Tom Merry, The
old =chool seemed to impress M'pong very
much. He had seen nothing like St. Jim's
im Boma, the largest town he had ever
secnt  before leaving his native land.
Juniors a?pﬂnred round
stare at the black man.
crowd of the Third met them
passage.

“Uncle Tom, by Jove!” =aid Curly
Gibson, “Where's his giddy cabin ?”

“Ha, ha, hat®

“I wonder if his wool will come off 7"
remarked Levison of the Fourth.
= “Let him alone!” said Tom llerry.
= "Oh, rats!” said Levison.

And the cad of the Fourth, with n grin.
cought hold of Al'pong’s long thick wool
and jerked at it. M'pong uttered an ex-
clamation of pain and knocked Levison's
hand away.

“Don’t touch me, you black hound!”
said Levison. *“You'd better keep your
beastlv niggers out of school, Tom
Merry, I ean tell you. We don’t want
any dirty cannibals here. I—— OL!”

ovison broke off,

Al'pong, with a face convulsed with
fury, had seized him in a savage grasp.

Levison struggled; but he was as a
baby in the powerful grasp of the Congo
savago, M'pong swunlg him off his feet
and whirled him in the air. The floor
and the walls swam round before the
terrified eyes of Levison.

“Help !” he shricked. *"Oh, help!”

Al'pong swung the cad of the Iourth
high in the air and held him poiszed
over his head, evidently considering
which wall to hurl him against,

“You lib for die !"” he muttered betwecn
his teeth,

“Help 1”

Tom Merry sprang forward,

—

28
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all corners to
Wally and a
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“"M'poug 1 StopV
Tom Merry's voice rang out snarp and
clear.

M’'pong stopped. The voice of Tom
Ierry exercised a magical effcct unpon
him. He lowered the trembling Levi-
son to the floor and bowed his woolly
liead submissively to the hero of the
Shell.

“Ma lib for stop, Mass’ Tom !”

Lovison staggered away, and leaned
helplessly, exhausted, against the wall.
His face was white, his eyes slarting
from his head. He realised that he had
had a fearfully narrow escape from death
or terrible injury.

Tom Merry looked sternly at A'pong.

“M’porg! TIs this your good be-
h“ﬁ’i‘ﬂ" heo M'iﬂ{l.l

i ong sorry, sah

1t I}'mi: hndydnnn as you intended,
M'pong, do you know what would have
happened? You would have been taken
from here and put in prison for the rest
of your life.”

“Oh, Mass’ Tom!”

“And I should have got into trouble

e

for bringing you here,” said Tom
Merry.
":‘I-fﬂ sorry. Mass’ Tom 1 If Mass' Tom
say o, me lib for die” :
“Nothing of the sort,” said Tom
Merry. “gl?rut. if you let your temper

break out again you will have to lcave

th- ] t Hl
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“Yes, Massa Tom.”

The contrition on M’pong’s face was so great and so
genuine, that Tom Merry took compassion upon him, After
all, the wild, untutored savage was little to blame. He was
acting according fo his instincts and his training, and
Levicon had provoked his rage.

Tom Merry turned towavds the cad of the Fourth, .

“You've had a prety narrow escape, Levison,” he said.
“It wag your own fault—you ought to know beiter than lo
insult a man who has never offended you.”

Levison gritted his tecth.

“I'll complain to the Head,” he said. “I won't go about
in danger of my life.  The villain may break out into
cannibalisa at any moment,”

“Go and complain, then, and shuk up I said Blake,

Levison stamped away. He was beginning to recover his
nerve, but his tomper was bitter. The fright he had hadl
left Lim in a fury. It was not a pleasant experience, and
he meant to make Tom Merry and M'pong suffer for it if
he could. .

Tom Merry looked and felt considerably worried. M'pong
was sorry for his fault now, but there was no telling when
his wild temper might break out again, And there wero
other fellows as bad as Levison at 8t Jim’s. If any serious
accident should happen the blame would be Tom Merry's,
for bringing a savage to the school. Not that l'om Merry
was thinking much about where the blame would fall, but
he did not want anything of the sort to happen.

Kangaroo of the Shell clapped him on the shoulder.

“Come on, Tom Merry! We're holding a feed in the
gym in honour of your return,” said the Cornstallk, “ ¥You
sce, practically the whole of the Lower School is coming.
And the feed is something gorgeous, You should have
scen Fatty Wyno's face when he saw it

Tom Merey laughed,

“Good I” he said. “I'm hungry. You fellows peckizh?”

“YWhat-ho !” said Blake.

“Yaas, wathah! I feel decidedly peckisl, deali Loy.”

“Hungry, M'pong?”

“Ma lib for eat, Muass" Tom.”

“Come on, then!”

Tom Merry meant to keep the savage under Lis own eye,
Al'pong was now very quiet and contrite. But Tom Merry
felt a great deal as if he were taking a lion about with him.

The scene in the gym was most imposing.,

Tables had been laid, and clairs arranged, and the tables
wera loaded with good things. Chairs and forms had been
borrowed from all gnarters.  And there were seats for all.

The fced was a great suceess, especially from Fatty
Wynn’s point of view. The juniors enjoyed themselves—and
fed thewselves—to the full. As Tom Merry remarked, it
fully made up for all they Liad missed while in Africa.

When the feed finally finished, there was only one junior
who was still going strong, and, needless to say, that one
waz Fatty Wynn!

CHAPTER 10.
The Cannibal's Breakfast!

OM MERRY slept soundly that night in his old bed
in the Shell dormitory in the School House,
1. was a very comfortable bed, and it felt more
comfortable that night than it had ever felt before.
1t was good to be back at the old school—good to be
among his old friends again—good to lLave clean sheets,
instead of o rough blanket haunted by ants, to sleep in.
The Congo was very well for an adventure, but England
was the place to live in. Tom Merry thought so dreamily
and he fell asleep. The clang of the rising-bell in the morn-
ing was pleasant to the ears.

Clang—clang !

Tom Merry sat u[) in bed and yawned. The sun was
streaming in at the high windows of the dormitory; it was
a fine, cold winter’s morning. Tom Morry hurled his pillow
at Monty Lowther to awaken him, and Lowther started up.

“Ow! Ilalle!”

“Tine to get up——"

“You fathead !

“Hallo! Where’s Manners v aslked Tom Merry, as e
turned out of bed. “He's up fivst. Where hes he got to?”

Manty Towther chuckled.

“Oh, he's up early to develop his precious films,  He's
brought home yards of them from Africa. We shall have
the Dlessed study decorated with photographs of African
scenes, like a giddy wallpaper. Palm-trees with fruit—
palm-trees without fruit, niggers bathing—niggers who
never batlie, crocodiles basking in the sun, river scenes,
tlie Congo secn from the south—the south seen from the
Congo—and so on. We shall never hear the end of
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Manners’ phojographs. We were asses to let him take his
camera.”

Tom Merry laughed. .

The chums of the Shell went down, and Tom Merry tried
the study deor in the Shell passage. It was locked on the
inside, and an irritable veoice came through.

“Who's that? Go away!”

“What are you up to, Manners?”

“I'm developing my films. You can’t come in—I've gob
the frame over the window and the red lamp going.”

“Can we help you?” asked Lowther.

A snort was audible from the study,

“No, yon can't!”

“Any of them sueccessful ¥ asked Lowther through the
keyhole,

A -louder snort,

“¥Yeos, ass—all of them ! I never had a boetter set of nego-
tives, I only wish I had thought of snapping M'pong when
he was sticking the shark. I thought of it, afterwards.”

Tom Merry and Lowther laughed, and went downstairs.
It was useless to think of gelting into the study when
Manners was developing negatives therc. When the study
was turned into a dark room it was like Gibraltar—impos-
siblo to capture.

The chums of the Shell strolled out into the quad. I
was a fino fresh morning, and 1t was pleasant and
invigorating to the juniors after their expericnce of the
sickly breath of African swamps.

“0Oh, this is ripping ! said Tom Merry.

“Yes, rather! I wonder how Pongo is getting on?” he
remarked,

Lowther was referring to M’pong, not to Wally's dog
Pongo. Most of the Bi, Jim's fellows had already short-
ened M’pong to Pongo.

“Let’s go and see him,” said Tom Merry.

They made their way to the garages. The apartments
attached to the garages, formerly occupied by the chauffeur,
had been mssigned to M’pong, and the juniors had seen him
bestowed there the previous night before going to bed.. But
M'pong was not there now. In the bed-room the bedclothes
were in an untidy heap on the floor, showing that the black
had slept there instead of upon the bed. And M'pong was
gone,

*I wonder where he is,” Tom Merry said, rather uncasily.

“Let's look for him !

The chums looked round the garages, but M'pong was not
to be seen. They strolled up and down, round the kennels
and the ontbuildings, and looked round the chapel and the
gym. But the black man was not be seen. In the quad
they encountered the chums of the Iourth, who had just
come out for a saunter before breakfast.

“Secen anything of M’pong?” asked Tom Merry.

“No,” said Blake, “Isn’t he in his quarters ?”

“No. We've been locking for him. I hope he isn't in
any mischief,” gaid Tom Merry anxiously.

“Yaas, wathah!”

“Tll find him for you, if you like,” said Ierries,

“Eh? How can you Lnd him?*

* Towser——"

“Towsah !

“Yes,” said Herries, with emphasis, “Towser will find
Lhim, T'll fetech Towser, and if you show him something
Lielonging to Pongo, he'll track gim down_in next to no
time. You know what a wonderful dog Towser is on a
seoh

“ Ahera 1"

“Look here—"

“ Pway leave Towsah where he is, Hewwies, deah boy.
That dog has no wespect whatever for a fellow’s twousahs.”

“0Oh, rats!”

“1f you say wats to me, Hewwies—"

“More rats!"’

“Weally, Hewwies—"

The Terrible Three strolled away, leaving the Tourth
T'ormers to argue. T'hey looked into the Ilead's garden.
That was forbidden ground te the juniors, but there was
no telling whether the Congo black might not have invaded

1t.

Tom Merry fgu,ve a sudden start as he caught sight of a
thin column of smoke rising above a thicket of rhododen-
drons af the extreme end of the garden,

“Look there!” he multered.

Monty Lowther nodded, but did not reply. They hurried
down the garden. In a little clearing in the midst of the
rhododendron bushes, M’pong was squatted upon his
haunches beside a fire made of sticks ruthlessly dragged
from the trees about him. A fowl and a rabbit were cooimg
over the embers, and several cleanly picked bones showed
that the savage had already disposed of part of his repast.

The juniors stared at the black in blank dismay. It had
been fully explained to M’pong that he was to take his
meals indoors, at a table with knife and fork. But the
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nature of the savage was too strong for him. He had been
up at dawn, and he had prepared his own breakfrst in his
own way. Tom Merry wondered whera he had obtained
the rabbit from, till he saw the white, furry skin on the
round. It was one of the boy's tame rabbits that had
allen a victim to M’pong’s voracious appetite.

“ M oag ”

The black started up.

He stood before Tom Merry, and if colour had been able
te show in his black face, no doubt he would have blushed.

He knew that he had been doing wrong, and stood like a
schoolboy found out in a fault, penitent, but more troubled
at being found out than at having dene wrong.

“Mazs’ Tom I

M’pong’s new clothes were sadly stained with dust and
dirt and grease, DBut cleanliness is not a virtue of the
Congo savage. Tom Merry bad had great difficulty in
making him understand that it was a good idea to wash,
But as for washing every day, even his respect for Tom
Merry could not prevent M’pong from regarding that as
simply ludierous,

“¥on should not have done this, M'pong.”

“Me sorry, Mass' Tom,”

“You must not light fires here, M'pong. You must not
take your meals out of doors like a savage. You must do
as I toll you.”

“Yes, Muss' Tom.”

Tom Merry sighed. M'pong was ready with promises,
and he meant well, but a savage was not fo be turned into
a civilised man in a few days. M’pong followed Tom Merry
back to his quarters, and tilcm washed and dreszed himself,
and looked all the better for it. But it was only until the
next time, as Tom Merry knew.

CHAPTER 11.
Levison’s Scheme !

IERE was trouble that morning over M’pong’s little
escapade.
Moellish of the Tourth was the owner of the white
rabbit, and he made an uproar about it that was
quite out of proportion to the loss, Mellish bred white
rabbits to sell to the other fellows at a profit, and it was
not o case of losing a pet. Mellish had never had a pet.
But he had a grievance now, and he aired it. Levison and
Mellish never lost an opportunity of trying to score against
Tom Merry, and here was an opportunity. They made the
most of it.

The whole schicol eclioed with the fact that Mollish’s
white rabbit had been lkilled and eaten by tho Congo can-
nibal. Tom Merry offered to pay for it most liberally, but
Mellish refused at first with great dignity.

“It’s not the value of the animal,” he saidl, “but I was
fond of it. It was my pet, and I miss it. That's what I
feel so deeply.”

Then Tom Merry lost his temper.

“Don’t tell lies I* he exelaimed, with more dircctness than
politeness. “You weren't fond of it. Yow're nover fond of
anything.  You don't know what it is to be fond of
animals 1"

“Look here, Tom Merry——"

“Don’t tell lies on the subjeet,” said Tom.
you'll take for the rabbit, and shut up!”

“Look here——"

“Do you want the money, or not ?” snapped Tom Merry,

Mellish decided that he did. IIe named the price that
was three times the market value of any while rabbit, and
Tom Merry paid it.

Mellish was settled with, so far as the money went. But
he still complained, and trailed his wounded affection, as it
were, before the whole school in search of sympathy. And
85 all St. Jim's did not know Mellish so well as Tom
Merry did, he gained a certain amount of sympathy on the
subject.

But Mellish was not the only troublesome person. The
chicken that M'pong had cooked with the rabbit belonged
to Taggles, who kept chickens, M’pong had very vague
ideas on the subject of personal belongings. He generally
took what he wanted wherever he could get it, in the
natural manner of a savage.

Taggles came inquiring after his missing chicken with a
very grita look. Tom Merry settled with him more easily
than with Mellish. Taggles, having made a good profit on
the transaction, retired satisfied, and, in fact, rather hoping
that M’'pong would steal another of his chickens.

But more to be dreaded than Mellish or laggles was the
Head. When the Head saw that burnt patch in his garden,
und saw the tall branches whence M'pong had obtained his
firewood, he seemed to ba on the verge of an apoplectio fit.

Tom Merry was sent for. He came into the Head’s study

{Continued on the next page.)
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with a very solemn expression upon his face. He knew that
he was in for it. 0

“Merry, you know what that black savage has done {

“Ya-es, sir.”

*You understand, of course, that such oulrages are
intolerable 7 the Head exclaimed warmly.

“I'm awfully sorry, sir!”

“1 dare say you are!” the Head said somewhat tartly.
“Unfortunately your sorrow will not repair the damage
that man has done.”

“I—I suppose not, sir. But——"

“Tt must be clearly understood, Merry, that if any further
cutrage occurs here the man must be sent away from the
school.”

“Qh, sir[”?

“There is no alternative. I have had a complaint from
Levison that the black man attacked him savagely. Now he
has made fires in my garden, and stolen rabbits and
chickens to cook there. You must see that the thing is
impossible. At the next outrage he must go, and you had
better warn him of it.” )

“VGI{IWEH, sir”

Tom Merry quitted the Head's study with a heavy heart.
He realised that Bt, Jim's was not ihe lace for a
reformed cannibal. He wondered whether M’pong was

beginning to realise it, too. The sharpness of the weather
would probably have some effect in helping the Congo
savage fo understand that his native land was the proper
place for him. Many times already he had been seen
crouching over [ires, trying to keep warm, and trying in
vain.

Tom Merry went in to morning lessons, but during lessons
he was haunted by the fear that M’pong might be up to
something. Immiediately the Shell were dismissed &‘om
hurried off in search of the savage.

He found M’pong in his quarters this time, The Congo
black had piled up » great fire, and the room seemed to Tom
Merry like an oven. But it was evidently nof warm enough
for M'pong, for he was crouching over the fire with an
overcoat on, and the blanket from hiz bed wrapped round
him. He turned a pitiful glance upon Tom Merry as tho
Shell fellow entured.

“Cold, M'pong?” asked Tom Merry.

M"Fong’s teeth chattered.

“Yes, sah | Me lib for die with cold, Mass' Tom [”

“Poor old Pongo!”

" Always all the time lib for cold like dat, Mass’ Tom I
Mpong asked the question uneasily.

“Well, no,” said Tom. “We have warm suminers, though
not so warm as the Congo. But the winter is here
now, and we may have ice and snow soon.”

“What dem, Mass’ Tom 7"

. Tom_Merry explained what ice and snow werse. At the
idea of the cold being so great as to solidify water, M’'pong
shuddered visibly.

“Oh, Mass' Tom! I know you lib for tell troof.”

*Of course, M'pong.” )

“1t is drefful, Mass’ Tom [”

Tom Merry smiled ruefuliy.

“I warned you that you wouldn't like the country, my
poor old ehap,” he said.

“Me no savvy it like dis,” said the unfortunate cannibal,
“Why vou not lib for Congo, all de time?”

Tom Merry loughed.

“Wo wouldn't live on the Congo at any price,” he said.
“We liko this country, and we lilgc-t}m cold,””

M’'pong wondered. Evidently to him the blazing sun
and the fetid swamps were tFle paradise of the globe,
und a cold country a weary place for exiles. It all depended
sn the point of view, and M'pong’s view was very different
from Tom Merry's.

“Would you like to go home, Pongo?"

“Me no leabe Mass' Tom !”

But M'pong’s protest was evidently weaker.

“Alass’ Pom lib for Congo two time?” he asked:

Ton Merry shook his head.

“ Perhaps, M'pong, But it's not likely.”

“Congo better dan dis, Mass’ Tom I"

“Ha, ha, Lha!"

“ My debblish cold I

“I'm sorry, Pongo. Shove on some more coals and give
voursclf o good baking. I think I'll get out; I can’t
stand the heat, it's suffocating me.”

And Tom Merry quitted the room. He left M’pong
erouching over the fire, He drew a deep breath of keen,
cold air as he went into the quad, and felt relieved. The
sufferings of the Congo savage touched his heart, and he
could noy share the choking atmosphere of the heated room.
There was a call behind him, and he looked back to sce
AM'pong at the window, with = blanket round him,

“ Mass' Tom |¥
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«Hallo! Here's Uncle Tom in his cabin!” said Levison,
strolling up with Mellish, *Looks a picture, doesn't he?
“(lear off!” said Tom Merry angrily, “What is if

M‘poug?" .
“Mpo debblish cold, Mass Tom! Me lib for rum—get
warm 1"

“Vou must never touch that stuff,” said Tom Merry.
“Rum wouldn’t make you any warmer, old son. It wou Id
warm you for & time and then leave you colder, You can't
have it!”

“Yes, sah!” .

And M'pong drew sadly in and closed the window, and
crouched over the fire again. He was realising that it had
been a mistake to come to England. Tom Merry walked
a.wa)iiwith a clouded brow. .

If M’pong should at any time find intoxicants there would
be terrible mischief, he was sure of that. He could hardly
get any at the school, but if he went out it would be easy
enough. What would happen then? Tom Merry folt, that
the rosponsibility of looking after his cannibal was almost
too much for him, .

Lovison stood with his hands in his pockets watching Tom
Merry as ho walked away, a cynical smile upon his face.
My aunt I he murmured. “What a game!"”

Melfish looked at him. X

“What do you mean, Levison?” he asked.

Levison chuckled softly.

“There’s a way of getting our own back on Tom Merry—
.and on that black brute, too—to get him kicked out of St.
Jim’s, and perhaps Tom Merry, too, for bringing him
here.”

“How 7" asked Mellisn eagerly, a

“Suppose that black bruts wore given the rum he
wants—

Maellish started. .
~ “My hat! Levison! It may make a madman of him!
You den't know what he'd do—murder somebedy, perhaps!”

Levison shrugged his shoulders.

“Oh, he's not likely to do anything so bad as that;
I suspect that his savageness is partly humbug, snd put on
to ‘make the fellows afraid of him, you know. But I've no

‘doubt he’d liave o glorious time—smashing things uﬁ and all
then."”

that. They'd have to shift him out of the school

Mellish grinned.

“] suppose so, But if he—"

* Oh, iF he tried to do any real harm, there are enough
fellows here to down him, [ suppose,” said Levison care-
lessly. *What do you think of it for a lark?”

“Too jolly dangerous.”

“Then you can keep out of it!”’ sneered the cad of the
Tourth. e

“Thanks, I will!” said Mellish,

**Mum’'s the word, then !" .

“Right-ho! But I don’t want to know anything about it,”
said Mellish, and he walked away.

Levison remained alone, thinking out his scheme; and
cunning as he was, he did not realise how terrible the
consequences of his imscrupulous action might be,

CHAPTER 12.
M’pong Breaks Out!

HE next day was a half-holiday, and the Bt, Jim's
juniors were playing Rylcombe Grammar School,
on the latter's ground.

While Tom Merry & Co. were away was an ex-
cellent opportunity for Levison to carry out his scheme.
Tom Moerry was far from having any suspicion of it. Had
the idea crossed his mind, he would never have suspected
even Levison of such reckless wickedness. But the idea did
not cross his mind. He swas a little uneasy at leaving
M’pong alone for the afternoon, but that was all. He
did not think of Levison at all in connection with the
savage.

“ I suppose I shall have to go!” he remarked, when the
junior footballers were making their preparations to set
ouf.

“Yaas, wathah!” said Arthur Auvgustus. “Though, of
course, if you wished to stand out, Tom Merry, I should
be quite willing to captain the team.”

“he toam wouldn't!” grinned Monty Lowther.

“Weally, Lowthah——" .

“0Oh, you must come,” said Knngaroo decidedly. “The
Crammarians beat us hollow while you fellows were away
—and Gordon Gay & Co. arve in ripping form now, too.
You must come. We're going to give the Grammar School
socks this time, and you've got to help!*

“I suppose 50, said Tom Merry. “I feel rather uncasy
about M'pong, that’s all. TI'll go and sce him before we
start."”

Tom Merry found M’'pong in his room, shivering over the
fire. The savage spent very little time out of doors. Ho
looked pitifully at Tom Merry.
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“Would you like to come and watch a footer match,
Pongo ?” asked Tom Merry.

M'pong hesitated.

“Big fire dere?” he nsked.

“Ha, ha, ha| Noj; footer is played in the open air. You
stund and look on.”

M'pong shuddered. ;

“Me lib for stay indoors, Mass’ Tom.”

“Now, look here, Pongo, if I leave you here, will you

romise not to go out of doors until I come hack ?” asked
Tom Merry. “I shall come straight back when the match
is over, so I shall be back here at Ealf—nast four. I'm poing
to take my bike so as to get back directly. You won’t go
out of doors?”

“No, Mass' Tom.”

“Good enough! Good-bye, Pongo!”

“G-good-bye, Mass’ Tom |” shivered Pongo.

And Tom Merry went in the charabanc with the rest of
the toam and other juniors who were going to watch,

With a face of fury M’pong seized Levizon In a savage grip,

evidently considering which wall to hurl him against. ** You Iib for die !’ muttered tha negro.
* M’pong, stop !

forward.

Levison and Mellish stood in the gateway looking after the
departing motor-coach crammed with cheerful footballers.

" Well, they're gone,” said Mellish.

“Yes,” drawled Levison.

“What about your little scheme? Got the rum

“Whisky will do.”

“* Well, have you got the whisky?”

“I'm going to get a bottle out of Toggles’ lodge,” said
Levison cnf}lﬁy; “then if there ave inquivies it will be sup-
posed that M pong stole it. IIe’s stolen chickens and rabbits,
so he might steal a bottle of whisky.”

Mellish looked at him uncasily. He admired the cunnin
of his associate, but it made him a little bit afraid o
Levison.

“You'll jolly well end up in prison,” he said.

“I'hanks 1" yawned Levison,

He strolled away. Having ascertained that Taggles, tho
porter, was busy, Levison coolly entered the loadge and took
the bottle of whisky from the cupboard in the little parlour.
Taggles, tho porter, was supposed to be a tcetotaller, and
it was proba.bl?a that if he missed the bottle of whisky he
would say nothing about it.

Mellish saw Levison come out wilh the pocket pulging
under his jacket. Ile walked out of the gates. Ile did not
wish to have a hand in the plot, and he did not wish to be
on the scene when M’pong started his rampage.
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Taggles was busy pear the garages, and while he was
Levison did not venture o approach M'pong’s quarters; he
loitered about in odd corners; waiting. On the foothall field
the Fifth and Sixth were playing a Form match, and a
crowd had gathered round to watch the game. Excepting
{or Taggles, Levison ran little risk of being ohserved.

The school clock struck half-past three. Levison was
growing savage and impatient, 1f he did not get the husi-
ness over soon Tom Merry’s return would nip it in the bud,
If Tom Merry returned when M’pong had drunk the whisky
it did not matter,

Taggles was finished at last and he went off towards his
lodge, leaving Levison a clear field. The cad of the Fourth
hurried to M'pong’s door and knocked at it,

“Lib for come in I’ said the voice of the negro inside.

Levison opened the door,

M’pong was sitting by the fire, the blankets round him.

Ile scowled at the sight of Levison; he had not forgotten
his first encounter wit

the cad of the Fourth,

whirled him in the alr, and held him poised above his head,

Tom Merry sprang

“You lib for vamoose !" he said threateningly.

.evison smiled an agreeabla smile,

“It's all right, M’pong,” he said.
present from Tom Merry."

“Trom Mass’ Tom |

“Yes, Look!”

Levison drow tho bottla of whisky from under his jacket.
The black man’s eyes glistened at the sight of it, showing
that lie was no stranger to the potent fire-water.

“Bery good 1" lie said.  * You sure Mass' Tom sont it ?”

“Yes, of course. You see, he said you couldn’t have rum;
but this is whisky, and & will make you waruy” said
Lavison.

“Ale lib for drink him,” said M’pong.

Levison handed him the bottle and left the room quickly.

lle closed the door and stood for a momeni listoning

“T've brought you a

outside, TFrom within the room he heard the sound of
Eur ling and gurgling. A'pong was drinking from the
ottlo |

Levison clmickled softly and hurried away. If A'pong
drank the whole of a large bottle of whisky tho results
were likely to e sudden and surprising,

Levison couccaled himself in a loft at a little distance,
{rom the windew of whirh he could watch M’ pong's quarters.

Ten minutes passed,
Treg Gem Lieriny.—No. 1,399,
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Then a sound was heard from the savage's room; it was
the sound of a wild, (uncless chunt—low at first, and then
rising higher and louder,

No notes wera distinguishable; if there were any words
they were in & barbarous African dialeet which Levison did
not comprehend. The chant sounded like a succession of
consonants chanted without time or tune.

Levison grinned.

“He’s beginning " he murmured,

Crash [

Levison started. The glass of a pane in M'pong’s window
was smashed to atoms, and a bottle, broken by the shock,
came hurtling through, falling in picces along with the
fragments of glass outside,

Levison turned o little pale and caught his breath; for
a moment remorse and fear for his wicked action smote him.
The savage had hurled the empty whisky bottle through the
window. Ile had drunk all the powerful ligquor, and
evidently it had maddened him.

“My hat!” murmured Levison.

Crash, crash, crash!

The crashing of furmture, smashed up by heavy blows,
resounded from M'pong's quartors, ]Levlson caught a
glimpse of him through the broken window. M’pong
seemed like & madman. ITe had a leg from his table in his
hand, and, using it as a clab, he was smashing everything
in the room.

Crash, erash, crash |

“Good heavens ! muttered Levison, pale to the lips.
“What will happen next "

The crashing died away. Taggles, the porter, attracted
by the noise, was coming towards Llic spot. M'pong came
out of his door. He had his sillk hat on the back of his
woolly head, and his black face was flushed as much as it
could flush under its colour; he was showing his teeth, and
his eyes rolled wildly.

Taggles started back in alarm.

“My heye!” he ejaculated. *Ile’s mad!”

M’pong rnshed at him. Tho porter dodged him nimbly,
but not nimbly enough. M'pong grasped him and tossed
him into the garages. Taggles sat down there, almost
stupefied, and gasped for breath.

M'pong ran on.

He was maddened by the ligunor he Lad consumed and

was evidently no longer responsible for lis actions.

Under the influcnce of drink all tho ferocious nature of
the savage came out.

Levison remained in the loft trembling. Too late the
young rascal repented of what he had done. What was to
happen now? e hardly dared to think, but the vision of
the su\'a%e rushing by with gleaming tecth and rolling eyes
haunted him and would not leave him.

CHAPTER 13,
The Savage Runs Wild !

it OAL "
“ Hurrah [
Kildare of the 8Bixth had just put the ball into

. the Fifth Form net, and tlic crowd was cheering,
Kildare, as ho walled back to the centro of the field, sud-
denly stopped. He stared at a wild figure that was dashing
towards tho football field.

“Hallo!” he exclaimed. “What's the
Pongo ¥

Y Great Scotf!”

“My hat1”

" Look at him "
. Tho players forgot even the game. M'pong, with gleam-
ing teeth and bloodshot eyes, dashed upon the football field.

Kildare strode towards him sternly,

“M'pong | What's the matter with you?”

‘The black man glared at him.

“Me lib for drink|” he muttered.
You savvy?”

Kildave started.

“You've been drinking 1” he exclaimed.

The savage chuckled Lorribly.

“Me drink him—me warm now,”” he said,
white trashi! You lib for die!”
~“He's drunlk|” muttered Lefevre of the Fifth.
drunk | That's what I say! He's dangerous {”

“Look out, vou fellows! Ieep back!”

Y Give the brute a wide berth I exclaimed Rusliden.
Kildare advanced vpon the black man. Darrell of the
Sixth followed lLim, and then Monteith, the head prefeet of
ihe New House. The other fellows held bacl, Kildare
fixed his cyes stornly upon the black man.

*Ga back to your room " he said,

“No lib for dem house."”

“Go at once!”

T'ue (GeM Lispany.—No. 1,399
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“You lib for diel Gib me rum!”

And M'pong's eyes rolled horribly.

Kildare set his tecth. .

*“Stand by me, you fellows ! he exclaimed, “The brute’s
been drinking, and he’s dangerous. Ile will have to be
seeured.”

“Look out !” shouted Monteith.

The black man made a rush at Kildare.
captain of the school in his brawny hands. .

{ildare was an athletic fellow, but he scemed a child in
the hands of the powerful black.

He was swung off his feet into the air. Darrell and Mon-
teith rushed desperately at M’'pong. They grasped him,
and dragged him back {)eforc he could hurl Kildare to the
carth, as he evidently intended to do.

Baler and Rushden and Lefevre, and several more of tho
Loldest fellows piled on. M'pong struggled furiously with
numbers. Kildare wrenched himsclf loose, and lent his
aid. A crowd piled on the brawny black man, sceking to
secura him.

M'pong struggled to his foet, shaking the fellows off as
a stag might shake off the dogs, and bounded free.

“You lib for die I’ he shricked. *“You lib for die!”

“Runl” yelled Crooke of the Shell. And ho set the
example.

M’pong looked round wildly for a weapon. He tore up
one of the wooden seats outside the pavilion, and whirled
it over his head. Then the fellows ran—the Sixth as fast
as the Second. N

They crowded into the School Ilouse, leaving the black
man raging in the guad.

*8hut the door |” said Kildare huskily.

I'he door was jammed shut. )

Darrell shot the bolt upon it; and only just in time,
There was a terrific crash without as M'pong smote with
tho wooden garden seat.

Crash, crash, erash! 4

“Ay only Aunt Jane!” muttered Wally of the Third.
“There will be murder done! Don't tremble against me,
Crooke | You're shaking mel”

Crooke’s teeth were chattering. Ile staggered away to
hide himself in his study. But Crooke was not the only one
who was frightened. Tﬂo raging of the black savage in the
quadrangle was enough to shake anybody’s nerves.

Mr. Railton, the Housemaster of the Schoo! IHouse, came
striding out of his study with a frowning brow. He gazed
in astonishment at tho crowd of felows, some of them in
football garb, in the Hall.

“What's the matter?" he exclaimed.

“The cannibal, sir.”

“M'pong1” B

“Ves, sir! He's broken out!” gasped Monteilh.

Crash, crash! .

The door trembled under the erashing from without. Mr.
Railton stepped to the Hall window, and looked out into the
quad. M'pong had thrown down his weapon now, and was
gesticulating ﬁ'n,ntically on the steps of the School House
with rolling eyes.

The Houscmaster's lips set.

“The man has been drinking,"” he said.

“1t looks like it, sir,”

*“Do you know where he obtained it?"

“No, sir.”

“This must be inquired into,” said the Housemaster: “I
only trust that the man can be secured bofore he has done
damage. I will see.”

Kildaro caught at the IHousemaster’s slecve as Mr. Rail-
ton turned to the door.

“Don’t go out, sir!” exclaimed the captain of 8t. Jim's
anxiously, “The fellow is as strong as a horse, sir! He
picked me up as if I were a kitten.”

“Indeed he did, sir,” said Rushden.

“But he must be secured 1" said Mr. Railton.

“Hark1”

COrash, crash!

It was a sound of smashing windows. M’pong was raging
in the quad now, and had quitted the School House door.
Mr. Railton Hung the door open. The black man was hurl-
ing stones at the House windows, the rage of destruction
strong upon him, M’'pong was the wild savage of the
(Congo sgain now, with a vengoance. He glouted in a8
barbarous African dialect at every succeeding crash.

“What—what—what is the matter, Mr. Railton?" ex-
claimed Dr. Holmes, coming through the crowd of juniors.
“Is it that fearful negro?*’

“T'tm afraid so, sir. He is intoxicated.”

“Good heavens! [Foolish that I was fo allow him to
remain here,” said the Head anxziously., *“He will wreck
the place. He must be secured. Dear me, he is coming
towards us!”

The black man had just perceived that fhe School House

(Continued on page 22.)

He seized the
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door was open.  He tore s branch from e trec; and, waving
it above his head, charged back towards the House.

“Fasten the door | gasped the Head. “The man may
commit murder !”

Mr. Railton obeyed. The door was closed again, and
fastencd; and then there camo the crash of tlie negro’s club
upon the outside of it, making it tremble.

The Head simply gasped.

“YWhat an utterly unheard-of happening!” he murmured.
“The wretched man shall be sent away from the school
immediately. What deadly calamities may happen before
he is seeured. Oh dear!”

I think, sir, if some of the prefcets came out with
me——" suggested Mr. Railton.

“No, no! The danger is too great!
of youl”

Crash, crashl

“You lib for open door |” rearcd M'pong.
dic! You poor white trash!”

“Bless my soul I

There was the sound of the ringing of a bicyele-bell in the
guad. Mr. Railton started and turned pale. He sprang to
the window and looked out.

A eyclist had ridden in at the gates. It was Tom Merry
of the Shell.

“(lood heavens!” exclaimed Mr. Railton. “Ho will be
attacked—murdered! We must go to hLis aid, sir!”

Ho ran to the door,

He might kill seme

“You lLib for

CHAPTER 14.
The Cannibal Goes!

0 AERRY jumped off his machine in the quad. He
Lad caught sight of the black maun, raging at the
door of the School House, He did not know what
was the matter with him, but he could sce that le
was on the warpath,

Ho threw his bicyele against a tree, and ran fowards
M'pong, calling to him,

“.M’pong! I\I’i'long!”

The black man heard him call, and swung round. The
great club in his hands was raised to strike down the junior
as he approached.

His distorted face, his bloodshot eyes, his furious
gostures, and the smell of spirits that came from him,
showed Tom Merry what had happencd.

Tor a moment the junior's heart turned sick within him.

M’pong was intoxicated—mad! Would he listen to the
voice he was accustomed to obey? If not—

Tom Merry for a moment felt a shudder of horror run
through him. e read death in the furious face of the
savage.

But he did not hesitate; his courage did not fail. It was
he who had brought the savage to 8k Jim's, and he had
his duty to do.

He ran towards the negro.

“M'pong ! he shouted.

The negro glared at him.

“Put down that elub!” rapped out Tom Merry. *Yon
Lear me, M'pong? You lib for put down stick! Quick!”

Tor a moment there was hesitation in the savage face.
Tho fierce instincts of the savage struggled with the habit
of obedience, half broken In that moment, Tom Merry's
life trembled in the balance. IE he had shown a sign of fear
probably the savage instincts would have triumphed in
M’pong's breast. But he did not. There was no fear in his
face, no faltering in his voice. His hand vose command-
ingly, and his eyes flashed.

“¥ou lib for ober me, M’pong!”’

The elub crashed down on the steps. M’pong, half tamed,
stood with hands elenching and unclenching,

“©M’'pong, you lib for reom!”

Agaoin the negro hesitated. But Tom Derry's hand
pointed imperatively, and the black man slunk away. Once
he looked back, to meet a steady, stern gaze, and then he
went on, and disappeared into his quarters.

Tom Merry drew a deep breath,

Now that the strain was over ho felt almost sick.

The Schiool House door opened; the Head appeared.
There was deep emotion 1 Dr. Holmes' face,

“You have acted bravely, Merry,” he said. “I can
forgive you now for having brought that terrible savage
here. Ile must leave at once, oig course. DBut you have
probably prevented him from doing terrible harm by your
courage. Thank you, Merry.”

“T nm sorry this has happened, sir,” muttered Tom
Merry. “The poor fellow has got drink from somewhere,
sir. He is not responsible for what he does then. But I
suppose he will have to go. I'll go and stay with him now,
gir, till he is better.”

“Ho may hurt you P the ead exclaimed anxiously.

“He won't hurt me, sir.”
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Tom Merry joined M’'pong in his quarters. The fit of fury
was over now; the negro lay upon his bed sleeping heavily.

Tom Merry sat down quiotly by the bedside. Ho did not
mean to leave M’pong till he had fully recovered from the
effects of the liquor. _

Levison stole out of his hiding-place, trembling in every
limb. Fear of being found out as the cause of the negro’s
outbreak lay heavily upon his mind.

Tom Merry sat for some time by the bedside of the
sleeping savage. The other footballers returned from Ryl-
combe. They had beaten the Grammar School, and theg
returned in high spirvits. But they became grave enoug
when they saw the broken windows and learned what had
happened at St. Jim's during their absence. It was pretty
clear to all that M’pong must go.

Tho negro awoke at last, ;

He stirred and shifted and groaned and opened his wild
cyes. He stared at Tom Merry with a guilty look, and
nressed both hands to his woolly head,

“Dh, Mass' Tom, me lib for die in head!”

M’pong meant that his head was aching terribly. That
was not surprising under the circumstances.

He pressed his great black hands to his temples and
groaned. Then ho shivered. The cold struck him as he
awoke.

Tom Merry looked at him anxiously. He was very angry
with M’pong, but he pitied him, too. Ho could see that
tlie megro had caught a cold, which would probably turn
out to be a severe one,

“Tt's no good talking, M’pong,” said Tom Merry. “You
know what youwve dome. You promised not to leave this
place while I was gone——"'

“Me drunk!” pleaded M'pong.

“Where did you get the liguor?”

Tom Merry listened, with a black brow, while 3M’pon
explained. Ha mentafly determined that Levizon shoul
be sorry for what he had done.

M'pong was shivering and trembling now with the re-
action, and Tom Merry covered him up.

“Stay in bed, Pongo, old chap,” he said. *You've got a
cold, and you'll have to have a doctor, I'll be back soon,”

“Ves, sah! Yes, Mass' Tom!’ said poor M’pong sub-
missively.

And M'pong had a cold—with a vengeance. Ifor more
than a week he struggled with it—and with the English
climate. Rainy weather came on, and M'pong, from hia
sick room window, looked out upon glistening rain, and
listened to howling winds, He thought of the heat of the
Congo, and almost wept,

Tom Merry attended him assiduously. He told M’pong

how Levison had been punished for what he had done—
having been soundliy thrashed in the Fourth Form
dormitory, all the fellows lcndmg'hu. hand—but M’pong was

too sick to feel revengeful. All M'pong could feel was an
intense desire to get back to blazing suns and scorching
winds and hot, thick, fetid swamps. .

And when he was better he broached the subject himself
without waiting for Tom Merry to do so.

“Big chief tink me lib for Congo?” he asked.

Tom Merry nodded.

“Yes, M'pong; I'm afraid the Head docs think so.”

“Me tink so, too, Mass’ Tom.”

“Do you, M'pong?”

“Yes, gah! Me lib for die in England,” said M'pong
piteously. “Me no want leabe Mass’ Tom; but me debblish
cold! Me lib for Congo, or me die, Mass’ Tom.”

“T think you're right, old chap,” said Tom Merry, much
relieved, “1I shall be sorry to part with you, but you had
better go back to the Congo.” .

“ 7o no like leabe Mass Tom. Mass' Tom lib for Congo
some day,” said M'pong wistfully.- “Den see Mass’ Tom
again,”

Ig“Pcrhaps, M’pong. Anyway, I shall never forget you.
You've been a jolly good friend to us, when we needed omne,”
said Tom Merry, grasping the big black hand.

And when M'pong was well Tom Morry & Co. obtainea
leave to sees him off at Southampton, and M'pong went on
board a steamer for the West Coast, and the juniors waved
their hats in farewell as the vessel glided out.

Tt was taking M’pong back to the country where he wou 1d
be healthy and happy, and it was better so.

Tom M%rry voiced the sentiments of all when he said:

“He was o splendid fellow, with all his faults [”

And Arthur Augustus said emphatically:

“Yaas, wathah!”

Out in the blue the steamer disappeared from sight,
bearing away over the wide sea to the beloved swamps of
his native laid Tom Merry’s cannibal.

THE END.

(“THE SPECTRE OF ST. JIM’S!" Don’t miss this
great yarn of mystery and ghostly adventure. It appears
stext Wednesday in our wvipping Christimas number:
Order your GEM early:)



FIRST GRIPPING CHAPTERS OF OUR GREAT YULETIDE ST. FRANK'S YARN !

By EDWY SEARLES BROOKS

Edward Oswald Handforth impressed upon his Christmas party the fact that Handforth
Towers was the last word in ancestral mansions. But what a shock his guests got when
they arrived at a creepy old house, with a ghost awaiting them !

Handforih’s Christmas Party [
EDWARD OSWALD HANDFORTH leaned out of the

window as the train slowed down against the snow-
covered litile platform. He peered eagerly at the
ill-lighted lamps, and uttered a grunt of satisfaction.

“North Walsham!” he said triumphantly. “By George!
And about time !

He flung the door open, and as he leapt lightly on ta the
platform, his feet skidded from under him, and he turned a
back somersault.

“Jolly good, Ted !” said Willy Handforth, from the next
window.

"My only hat!” gasped Handforth, sitting up dazedly.

“It might have been better,” said Willy, as he jumped
down. “Still, for a first sttempt, it wasn't so dusty.”

*Any more, my lad, and I'll rub your face in the snow !”
said Edward Oswald, as he scrambled hastily to his feet.
“Huh! North Walsham! A fine welcome to give, 1 must
fay! Why can't they put gravel on the platform, or some-
thing? I might have skidded under the train !’

He locked round, regretfully observing the fact that some
of the Moor View girls had seen his undignified method of
alighting.

But they soon forgot the incident as the party alighted.
8t. Frank’s juniors were crowding out of several compart-
ments, helping Irens Manners & Co. with their baggage, and
gencrally making themselves useful.

In London, the merry holiday party had started off amid
sleet, fog, and mud. But here, near the Norfolk coast, what
a difference! BSnow everywhere, and it was still falling—
o cold, crisp, healthy feeling in the air—and a real
atmosphere of Christmas,

“Well, thank goodness we've arrived!” said Irene
Manners, as she stood on the platform, *Isn’t it glorious
here? Not a trace of mud—and snowing in just the way
it ought to!”

“Rather !” said Doris Berkeley. “And am I hungry? Five
hours without a bite of focd—"

“Well, Ted wanted to get some lunch-baskets,” said
Winnia Pitt, “We refused them, and we musin't
grumble—"

“But how were we to know that the train would be three
hours late?” interrupted Iremne, **The plan was to get to
Handforth Tewers in time for dinner, and it would have

.bcer; all right if we had arrived at seven o’clock. Dut it's
ten I

“Oh, well, it's only two or three miles to the Towers, and
then wo shall have a royal welcome,” said Ena Handforth.
“My uncle’s a sportsman, and I'm sure he’ll give us all a
wonderful time.”

*“ And the hungrier we are, the better,” said Doris, smiling.

There were over twenty in the party, and they all crowded
down the platform towards the exit, with Edward Oswald
Handforth in full control.

“Now, then, everyhody I” he sang out, with a fatherly air.
“I've got all the tickets, so follow me. Don’t forget your
bags and things, and get a move on 1”

“Ta.lkinf to me?” said Chubby Heath of the Third.

“I'm talking to everybody !” replied Handforth firmly.

“Rats!” said Chubby. “Juicy and I are Willy’s guests!”

This was rather a sore point with Handforth, and he
frowned. But it was hardly the time for arguing, especially
as he had reached the exit, and the collector was asking for
his tickets.

General Gregory Bartholomew Handforth, D.S.0,
Handy’s distinguished uncle, had told his brother's three
children that they could each bring their own friends to
Handforth Towers for the Christinas holidays. And they
had taken full advintage of this wholesale invitation.

Edward Oswald, always lavish, had brought eleven Re-
movites, making & round dozen of themn altogether; Ena was
accompanied hy five of her chums from the Moor View
School; and Willy, much to the regret of many Third
TFormers, had only selected his two personal chums, Chubby
Heath and Juicy Lemon

Still, the party was quite biz enough to ensure a jolly
Christmas, even 1if General Hendforth had no other guests—
which was most unlikely. For the general always maintained
a big establishment at Handforth Towers, and was famous
for his house parties.

LEdward Oswald and Ena had never been to Handforth
Towers at all, although Willy had paid a short visit once, &
year or two back, with his mother.

The Christmas invitation of Handforth’s uncle had been
unexpected—just one of the general’s impulses. And Willy,
at least, was enthusiastic.

“You'll absolutely love the Towers!” he had declared.
“Just the place for Christmas. Great panelled rooms—
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oake[ﬁ rafters—open fireplaces. A lovely place, T can tell

It suited Edward Oswald to take a crowd of Remove fellows
thero so that he could show them that the Handforth family
had its big country mensions, He had been in the best of
Jumours ever since the journey had started. ,

Not that it had been a journey to sweeten anybody's
temper. Fog and slush in London—jostling crowds at Liver-
pool Street—delays in getting out of the metropolis—and
then further delays all down the line. And the train, packed
almost to suffocation, nficr another tedious wait at Norwich,
had finally reached North Walshamn at two minutes past ten,
instead of in mid-evening.

Naturally, all plans wero upset, for the party was sup-
posed to rcach Handforth Towers for dinner. But who
cared? It was only a few nights to Christmas, end one
couldn’t cxpect anything else but delays at such a time.

The enow had put Handforth and his party into the best
of spirits. For this was the kind of Christmas weather
they had ho for, and which had seemed so remote in
muddy London. The surprise was a very welcome one.
North Walsham Station was already converted into a fairy-
land of whiteness, with lights gleaming on the snow, and
with myriads of flakes steadily falling.

With Handforth still leading, the St. Frank’s follows and
Moor View girls emerged into the station yard,

“Hang on here & bit,” said IHandforth briskly, “I'll
locate the cars.”

There were several big motor-cars waiting, and Handforth
reckoned that his uncle had sent at least three to coliect the
young guests—perhaps four. Nobody would mind a little
crowging. anyhow, And it was only a journey of about two
and a half miles,

“Handforth Towers?” asked Edward Oswald briskly, as
he ran up to the first car he saw and accosted the chaulfeur.
“We're all here—"

**Sorry, sir,” said the man, “I'm from Bacton.”

Two other cars that Handforth approached moved off
as he prepared to put his questions And when he looked
round he found that the remaining ones were already

filling with peoplo ) y
“Rummy !” he said, frowning. “What's the idea?”
Willy camo hurrying u!:.

“Haven't you located them yot?” he asked.

“No. but they must be here,” said Handforth grufily.
“Uncle Gregory wouldn’t be late—"

“Late|” echoed Willy. ™I expect the cars came here
at the right time, found the train was going to be hours
Jate, and went back again”

Handforth looked indignant.

“This is & nice go!” he said warmiy. “Just when I
wanted to show the chaps that the Handforths could do
things in style, too! Not a car here for us—and nothing
in sight 1”

“Wea'd better ask and sce if we can find
thing." said Willy.

By this time all the cars had gone, and most of the
foot-passengers, too The station yard and the booking
office were beginning to take on_a deserted appearance.
Thoe boys and girls were waiting just outside, curious, but
too polite to make any pointed inquiries. 2

“Shan’t be a tick!” said Hendforth, as he ran into
the booking office

Ho knocked against a porter

“QOh. 1 say. do you know anything about the cars from
Handforth Towers?” he asked breathlessly. “Have they
been here earlier or something "

“Haoven't seen a sign of them, sir,” replied the
“Thers ain't been any cars hore from
—not one all day, if it comes to that.”

“Well, it's quear!” saic Handiorth,
“Thauks !

He went out egain, and looked at the waiting group.

“There's a mistake, or something,” he said apologetic-
ally “There aren’t any cars here to take us to the
Towers.”

“That’s all right—we can walk,” said Nipper.

“YWalk 1" roared Handforth. “Do you think I'm going
to let my guests walk nearly three miles? It's a
mystery to moel I sent a wire this morning, and that
was on_top of a letter that I wrote two or three days
ago. Uncle Gregory gave the rignt orders, I'll bet a
quid. Somebody else must have blundered.”

“On, well, what ace we going to do?” asked Ena
practically. " It's no goed waiting here, is it? If the
cars are on the way, we might as well be walking, and
we shall meet them.”

“Dut we don't Lnow the way!” objected Handforth,
greatly worried. .

“I know the way!” put in Willy briskly. “I came
here a year or two ago Straight through the town,
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out any-

rier.
andforth Towers

turning aside.
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and then along the Mundesley road. Come on! We shall
get cold feet if we stand about here.” s

the whole rty, much to Handforth’s grief,
tttartucdl walking. his was not what ho had desired
at a

“Snow ™ Joke for Handy!

OBODY eaid snything, but it was gencrally felt
that something was rather wron, =
For, after all, when n gentleman invited a
large party to his country house for Christmas,
and when thay country house was nearly three miles from
tho station, it was only common courtesy to provide s
conveyance of some kind. - =
Handforth was mystified, ana while the boys and girls
started on their trudge in the best of spirits, Edward
Oswald himself was in an angry mood.
. “Don’t lock so peeved, Ted," said Willy, as he fell
into step beside his major, with Church and McClure on

the other side.

“1 am peoved!” growled Handforth. “And unless
Uncle Gregory can give a jolly good explanstion, I shall
tick him off for thisl hat docs he think we are—
tramps? Does ho expeot us to walk miles and miles—"

::It may be one of his jokes,” said Willy.

“Well, Uncle Greg is a bit of a sport, you know,"”
Willy reminded him. “A pretty boisterous edition of
tho ?nter if it comes to that y, if we stopped still
and listened, we should probably hear him talking to his
guests at the Towers| He's got a voice like yours, Ted—
onl{“mora so 1"

Never you mind about my voice,” said Handforth. “I'm
worried about this affair. It’s so—so rudel I mean,
inviting us down, and then mneglecting—— Hallol
What's this?”

.Hg:l aused in his stride as they were

"

assing o garage.
tell you what!” he went on. “We'll hire some

cars—

“Not likely!” interrupted Church firmly. “Don't be
such an ass, Hmdsl There's been a misunderstanding,
I expect, and nobody minds. These things do happen at
Christmas-time.”

“All the same, it's too bad—"

"Nonsense !” laughed McClure. “Let’s go on!”

Nobody would hear of putting his suggestion into
practice. The bulk of the luggage had been sent on days
ago, and there was nothing heavier to carry than a few
attache-cases and small parcels,

North Walsham was very quict, for most of the worthy
inhabitants were already in bed. Willy, who was the
possessor of an excellent memory, knew the way without
any necessity to make inquiries. And this was a fortu-
nato circumwstance  For, after the town had been left
bohind, they were not likely to meet any pedestrians.

They passed through the lower end of the market
s:'lruaro, and then turned down the short slope and bore
off sharply to the right, on the Mundesley road.

“Queer little old place, this,” said Irene, as she found
Handforth by her s'de. “1 hope Willy knows the way
properly.”

“If Uncle Gregory had sent the cars, Willf wouldn't
have needed to know the way!” said Handiorth, who
was still thoroughly upset. “This is a Dbit too thick,
lro?e! Ti ”doesn'l; matter 50 much about the chaps,
perhaps——

“Well, we girls aren’t grumbling,” smiled Irene.
“You needn't think we're afraid of a littlo oxercise. If
it cameo to that, I'll bet we could walk you fellows off
your feet " i

“That's not the point, Renie,” said Handforth. “You
ougl:}t.n't to have to walk at all. I simply can’t under-
stand——"

“Give it a rest, Ted!” pleaded Willy. “Don’t keep
chewing the rag, old man! We're walking, and if you
ask me, it's just one of uncle's games.”

“Then [ don’t think much of his senso of humour!”
retorted Handforth.

“My dear old son, it's just what Uncle Gregory would
do!” chuckled Willy. “You know what a beggar he is
for walking !"

IIIS ha rll

“Well, ho walks ten miles cvery day of his life, any-
how,” grinned Willy. “Whon I came down here that
time, 1 was n_carl{ without any feet by the time I left!
It would be just like him to make us walk three miles
through the snow1”

his seemed a very likely explanation of the little
mystery, and so the subject was dismissed. Indeed, if it
hadn’t for Handforth’s original fuss, nobody would

have thought an;:h.m' g at ell.  The trudge along the
quiet, snowy roads was rather fun.
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_The full moon wes obscured by clouds, but the diffused
light was sufficient te show them the road aend the
adges. And the countryside had & wonderful aspect,
with the enow clinging to every gate and évery tree and

twig.

“it seems to me that we're going to have a tremen-
dous lot of snow before we've done,” said Reggie Pitt,
who was escorting Doris Berkeley. “The wi‘ng’s rising,
too— Whoal ok out for this flurry!”

“It’s a regular storm1” laughed Doris.

“A fine night to be walking I said Handforth grofly.

“If you don’t dry up about walking, Ted, we'll drop
you inta one of these ditches!” said Willy, with exaspera-
tion. “Uncle probably failed to send the cara because of
the snow. You ought to know what it’s like, motoring on
enowy roads—— My hat! Blessed if I'm not bringing up
the subject myself 1”

“Forget it 1” advised Nipper. “We shall be thera soon.”

Before long they were entering the litile hamlet of Swaf-
field, where everything was silent and dark. There were
only a fow houses, and then the road bore sharply round to
the right, while a small lane ran on straight ahead.

r!

As the fronf door was opened a bent, wizencd old man, holding a guttering dl it

‘“ My goodness ! ' exclaimed Edward Oswald.
the old man in a creaky voice.

** la—is this Handforth Towers 7 '
The crespy old house was not a bit like the mansion Handforth's Chr
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But the young people were warm enough—the exercise
alone ensured this. And although the hour was late, there
was nothing to worry about. They would soon be sitting
down to a wonderful meal before a ecrackling log fire. It
whas something to look forward to—something to make them
put their best foot foremost.

“We don't go right into the village of Trunton,” said
Willy, “As far as I can remember, we turn off about half
a mile this side of it——"

“As far as you can remember?” interrupted Handforth.
“That sounds cheerful! It's my opinion that you're going
to lose us!”

“We're not interested in your opinions, Ted.”

“That's what you'll do, you young bounder!” went on
Handforth, with conviction. “You'll get yourself hopelessly
lost, and we shall prchn.b]i( have to trudge along these
roads all night! My only hat! Fancy having to rely on
my minor, you chaps!” - .

Edward Oswald looked upon it as a terrible indignity.
He was the big man of this party—and he had to play
second fiddle to Willy ! Having never been to the Towers

d in the gl of the hall.
“ Sure enou h,lyounn sir,’? said
stmas party had

axpeoted [

“This way " said Willy, as the crowd was automatically
keeping to the road. “Up ihis lane ”

“Rot 1 said his major. “Uncle Gregory wouldn’t live up
8 cart-track like that!”

“¥You fathead, this is the main road to Trunton!” said
w“tllyl- “It may be a bit narrow, but it’s a jolly good
road 1"

“Bure you're right, Willy I asked Church.

“Haven't I been here before?”

“You might have forgotten—*

“If you don’t believe me, you can look at that signpost !”
raid Willy. “Handforth Park is in Truntony, and the Towers
are in the park.”

Nobody disputed Willy's knowledge after that. And
they all walked up the lane, while the snow continued to
fall with greater density than ever, A fairly high wind was
sgrilnging up now, too, adding to the wintry nature of the
night,

Lhey came upon drifts, and in some places they wero
obliged to plunge almost knee-deep through the piled-up
BNOW.

The coast, of course, was only a mile or two away, tnis
part of Norfolk being cold and bleak throughout the
winter. e north-casterly wind was coming right off the
sea, carrying further loads of snoiv with it.

himself, ho was obliged to trust his minor to guide them
there safely. It was too thick for words,

However, Willy seemed to be doing fairly well, for, after
about another mile, he called a general halt. An ancient
gateway stood on their left, with high trees, stark and bare,
on either side,

““What's this?” asked Handforth.

“We've arrived,” said Willy, grinnine.
cntrance (o the park.”

“Good egg I

“We're here at last, then”

“Now for a good old feed |”

The boys and the girls eagerly pushed on and entered
the drive. Bul they were awure of a vagus feeling of sur-
prise.  Again, this was not quite what they had expected.
For that gateway had a forbidding aspeet, and the drive
itself was dark, cerie, and somehow mysterious.

A Cold Welcome !
SILENCE fell upon the boys and girls as they
walked up that drive
'There were bleak yuw-trecs on cither side, nnd

. forbidding and ghostly they looked. The inereasing

wind swas whistling through” the barren branches, and it
Trre Gru LiBRARY.—No. 1,399,
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made_the Pluce geem more creepy. ‘L'he drive was hardly
the kind of spot to be in at night, alone.

But there was a score here, and still they felt subdued.

And then, as they turned a bend, the yew-trees no longer
impeded their view. Handforth Towers stood within sight—
a gloomy, gabled structure, which was nof at all like the
picture which the guests had in their minds,

There were two sentinel towers standing out against the
background of sky, and the whole building looked more like
a prison than anything else. There were mullioned
windows, and most of the walls were overcrowded with
clinging ivy. But, most remarkable of all, only one dim
light was showing !

_ I cay, this is a bit queer, isn’t it?” murmured Willy
into his major’s ear as they drew nearer.

“Queer isn't the word!” replied Handforth, “Every-
thing’s been queer ever since we arrived at the station;
but this takes the cakel Only one miserable little light!
I _thought Uncle CGreenry was having a big party, in
addition to us.”

“That’s what I understood, too,” murmured Willy. “I
say, do you think he could have made a mistake? Perhaps
he isn’t expecting us until to-morrow #* ¢

“But I wired !” said Edward Oswald.

If the three Handforths were growing a little uneasy,
so were the other young people. But they said nothing.
After all, they were guests, and it was not for them to be
impolite.

“The place looks pretty awful, but you can never tell,”
whispered Reggie Pitt into Doris’ ear. “It’s past eleven,
too, and I expect the greater part of the household is in
bed. Let's hope for the best.”

“I'm jolly glad to be here, anyhow,” smiled Doris. “Oh
goodness! I'm tired 1 I dido't quite realise it until now.”

She was not the only one. They had all had a day of
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rushing about—up early, and then hurrying and sourrying
over the last details, followed by a tiresome journey and this
long walk. It was something to be thankful for, at least,
that they had arrived at their destination.

“TLook here, Willy,” said Handforth grimly, as a sudden
idea smote him. “I believe you've made a mistake. This
isn't Handforth Towers at afl. You've brought us to the
wrong place. By George, that's the explanation of it1”

Willy grunted.

“T'1] trouble you, Ted, to give me credit for being sanc !
he said coldly. “Do you think I could forget a house like
this? I recognised the towers in a flash. There’s not
another mansion of this type in the whole county. This is
Handforth Towers, and thank goodness we've arrived!
My hat, won't I eat some supper ! Just watch me 1*

By this time they had arrived in front of the great
porch. There was & wide gravel frontage, now covered in
freshly fallen snow. No footprints were visible—proving
that there had been nobody here for some time.

“QOh, well!” said Handforth, taking a deep breath.

He thumped vigorously upon the door, releasing some of
his pent-up exasperation, He was wild. These fellows had
come down here to see Handforth Towers, the wonderful
ancestral home of his uncle—and this was the spectacle they
were confronted with! It was totally opposed to what
Handforth had planned in his own mindv.

“They—they don't seem to hear |” murmured Irene, after

a wailt.

“Then they must be deaf, or dead!” eaid Pitt. “Sup-
posing wo all have a bang? They might be in bed. It's
nearly eleven.”

Soveral of them helped Handforth, and they made such
a noiso upon the great door that the old house rang with
the echoes.

“This is awful I” muttered Handforth miserably.

Then Irene gripped his arm.

“There's somebody coming!” she
“Splendid 1”

Lverybody listenced. Faint footfalls were heard on the
other side of the heavy door, and then came the sound of
great bolts being drawn back, followed by the rattle of a
heavy chain.

The juniors and the girls locked at one another, Hand-
forth gazed at Willy with a peculiar concentration, and
Willy scratched his head.

“Mare like a prison than anything else !” breathed Willy.

Then the door was pulled back, and a bent, wizened old
man stood there, holding a guttering candle while he peered
out into the crowded poreh.

“My goodness ” breathed Handforth, aghast.

“Ah, so here you are, then, at last!” said the old man,
in a creaky voice. “Ay, and about time, too! I thought ye
was never coming !1”

©Js—is this Handforth Towers?” demanded Handforth,
still sceptical .

“Sure enough, young sir I” replicd the ancient. “I take
it that you're gMa.ster KEdward 77

“Why, it's Rodd!” exclaimed Willy, pushing forward.
“Hallo, Rodd, old son! You know me, don’t you?”

The old man looked at Willy severely.

“Ay, an’ I ain't like to forget you, either, Master Willy I
he replied in an injured tone. “Many’s the dance ye led

““This is

me—" - ]
“Ahemt! That's all right 1" said Willy hastily.
Girls, this is Rodd—Uncle Gregory's
Walk in! There's

said, with relief.

Rodd, you chaps.
butler. Once scen, never forgotten!
welcome on the mat1”

“By George, then you were right!” said Handforth
blankly.

“ As usual [ grinned Willy calmly.

They ali crowded into the great hall—a vast, gloom
place, full of dense shadows, and unutterably chilly.  Rod
closed the door with a dull thud that sounded strangely
sinister—particularly as he shot the enormous bolts and
fixed the rattling chain.

«Just a minute, Rodd,” said Handforth, feeling tlL::t
it was up to him to assert himself, * We know we’ve come
to the right houso—that's one point settled. But what's
the idea? Where's Uncle Gregory? Why isn’'t he here
to welcome us?"

The old butler hesitated and looked uneasy.

“The master said that you were coming this evening,
Master Edward,” he replicd. “He gave me to understand
that over twenty of ye—" )

“Yes, T know; but where is Uncle Gregory?”

Again the old man hesitated.

“The master was called away,” he said, his wizened
faco taking on a stubborn look.” “He was called away
gudden-like, but he told me to let ye know that he'd be bacl
in good time for Christmas. ‘Tell the boys and girls, Rodd,
that I'll be with 'em for Christmas,’ he says. TEM.'E how it
is, Master Edward.”

Handforth stared,



EVERY WEDNESDAY

“But=but it's so strange |” he exclaimed. “Why should
Unclquregory be called away like this? And where did he
go to?” ;

The old butler became very dignified. -

“It's not my habit, young sir, to ask the master his
business ' he replied stiffly.” “If ye’ll all hang up your
overcoats, I'll escort ye into the dining-hall. Supper has
been waiting for two hours.”

“The train was late,” explained Willy. .

Then he_broke off, noticing a rather alarmed expression
on Irene Manners’ face. The other girls, too, appeared
to be uneasy. And Willy sgw that they were all looking
down the great, shadowed hall,

“My hat I” murmured Willy.

An old woman was standing down there—a bent old hag,
she seemed, and she held andther guttering candle. She
reminded the girls of some old witch, particularly in that
eerie atmosphere.

“Oh !” breathed Irene. “Who—who is she "

“You needn’t be scared,” grinned Willy, *That’s Mrs.
Rodd, the housekeeper. A perfectly harmless old lady, I
can assure you.” .

The butler introdueced his wife a moment later, requesting

he girls to place themselves in her care, so that they
could remove their outer clothing, and prepare for supper,
So the girls followed the old lady up the great staircase, and
vanished. The juniors, in the meantime, were shetidmg
their overcoats and gencrally making themselves at home.

But Handforth, standir’lF aside, gave Willy a hard look—
and Willy returned it with interest.

*“This is awful I” murmured Handforth.

“Hardly awful, old man, hut certainly a bit on the
strange side,” agreed Willy. “Did you like the way old
Rodd answered you about Uncle Greg?”

“No, I jolly well didn't!” replied Handforth darkly.
“It’s my opinion there’s something fishy about the whole
giddy business.”

" Now, Ted, don’t get any of your melodramatic ideaj,"
said Willy. “There’s not-hmq fishy about it. It's hardly
what we eoxpected, but there’s nothing wreng. The only
thing I can't understand is why Uncle Gregory should have
gone off unexpectedly. But he'll explain when he turns up,
so_why worryf”

But Edward Oswald Hendforth did worry—he worried
very much.

At the Hour of Midnight!

EGGIE PITT held out his hands to the blaze.

“By Jove, this is something like the real thing 1"

he said cheerily.

"It only shows you mustn’t judge toa hastily,”
smiled’ Nipper. *You'd better turn your back on the table,
Tommy—it’s dangerous to look that way. We mustn’t start
until the girls come down.”

"I hope they won’t be long,” Tommy Watson said
hungrily. “I'm starving.”

They were in the dining-room—a great oaken-raftered
apartment with panelled walls, None of the juniors had
troubled to wash or tidy themselves up. They were so
hungry that all they wanted to do was to sit down at
table. Besides, Rodd had not suggested any adjournment
to the bed-rooms, and Handforth, of course, had never given
the subject a thought.

A great log fire was blazing in the open grate, and the
long table was packed with good, homely food. Indeed,
the sight of that table had put everybody inko a good
humour. Unecle Gregory conld wait until to-morraow. hen
all was said -and done, he knew his duties as o host, at all
events,

In the centre of the table stood an old-fashioned can-
delabra with a dozen candles burning in it. It was provided
with a great shade, which cast the light down upon the
table. The rest of the great apartment was in deep shadow.

The wind was still rising, and it could be hear whining
round tha old mansion, and a shutter wounld occasionally

rattle. There was a feeling of mystery in the very atmo-
sphere. But, at the moment, the table was the great
attraction.

“Here we are!” said a cheery voice in the doorway.

The girls came in, looking bright and attractive agter a
quick tid -ufp. And, somehow, their presence dispelled =
great deal of the gloom of the place.

“Food " said Doris. *Oh, lead me to it["”

“Bravo, girls!” smiled Reggie Pitt. “This must be a
record.”

“When you're
hurry.” -

And go they all sat down at the great table, chatting and
laughing. The log fire crackled and roared, and the butler
busied himself with the wants of his charges. . Mrs. Rodd
hovered in the background, Sresiding over the groaning
sideboard. Hot coffee warmed up the guests won erfully,
and everybody voted the snpper to be fit for a king.

hungry,” said Mary Sﬁmmers, " you
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“Didn’t Uncle Gregory tell you anything else, Rodd?”
asked Handforth, when the keen edge had been removed
from his appetite, and when the others were fairly setiled
over the supper. ‘ When did he lgo awayi”

The old butler was trembling slightly,

“If ye'll do me a favour, Master Edward, I'd rather not
say anything about the master,” he replied, with a quick
glance at his wife, “The master told me to make mcat
home, an’ to look after you all well until he came k.
And that T'll do, young sir, to the best o’ my ability, as ye
may be sure.”

“Of course, Rodd, I know that,” said Handforth, nodding.
“But what of the other guests?"

“The other guests, Master Edward " .

“I thought uncle had invited lots of people,” said
Handforth.

*There ain't any arrived, young sir—exceptin’, of course,
your good selves,” replied the old butler, shaking his head,
‘ Maybe they'll come to-morrow,”

Handforth felt rather helpless,

“But what about the servants?” he asked, trying to decide
another point that had been worrying him. “I always
thought that uncle maintained a big staf at Handforth
Towers?”

“The missus and I are the only servants here,” said Rodd,
-with another quick glance at his wife. * But we'll look after
you, Master Edward, never fear.”

Handforth gave it up. After all, it was hardly the thing
to question the old butler like this, in front of everybody
clse. But, to Edward Oswald’s mind, the whole situation
scemed mysterious. The other fellows and the girls, how-
ever, were finding nothing to grumble about. They weren’t
so sensitive as Handforth, e was a fellow who had &
habit of forming all sorts of exaggerated ideas in advance.
And then he wounld be disappointed when he came face to
face with the real thing,

“What about Christmas decorations?” he demanded, by
way of changing the subject. “I don't see any about.”

“Tha master didn’t give any orders, sir,” replied Rodd.

Handforth had anticipated brilliant lights everywhere,
hosts of servants, and numerous sther sts. He had
expected the rooms to be festooned with holly and mistlétoe,
and endless carnival decorations of brilliant colouring.

And the reality was so gloomy—sa drab! No ‘dther
guests, and only an _butler and an'old witch of a
housekeeper ! To Handforth it was-& shock, and to the
others it was a mild surprise, and they were slightly
disappointed,
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For, aftor they had satisfied their appetites, they began
to feel that it would be impossible to have much fun in
this grim old house. Already they wero beginning to feel
the. atmosphere of mystery croeping into their bones.

“Ag it's so late, young sirs, I am suggesting that. you
should excuse the young ladies at ance, announeed: the
butler, when supper was over. “The master expressly
urged Mrs. Rodd to look after the young ladies, and get
them to bed well before midnight.” ,

“\Why before midnight?” asked Irenc curiously. .

“The. master Was very precise on the point, missy.
replied Rodd. “* Before midnight, Rodd,’ ho says. ‘' Make
cortain thatit's before midnight.'! The missus 18 waiting
now, young ladies.”

Trene turned to the others,
“wWell, 1 u'u{npoao we'd better go,” L
uncomfortable little laugh.  “Good-night, Ted !

nirm everybody ! ¥ )

1l the girls gheerily said good-night. But they were
looking just a littlo scared as they went out, escorted by
the strange old housckeeper. Rodd went out, too, leaving
the juniors entirely to themselves. X ; .

“Woll, I'm jiggered !” said Handforth in n thick voice.

“ Anything dm mattor 7" asked Pitt politely.

Handforth stared at the others. :

*“Vos, there is,” he replied. " Everything's tho matter!
I tell you, you chaps, ?'m jolly warried! Where's my
uncle? ~ And what was the idea of leaving these two ald
fossils to welcome us, and practically act as host and
hostess "

Tho juniors murmured their sympathy.

“It's mo good Jamtcmling," wont on Handforth, “ You're
just s surprised as I am—aren't you? Come on, speak

she said, with an
Good-

“Well. ves,” admitted Nipper. “But we didn’t want to
say anything—" ,

“Say it!" interrupted Edward Oswald. “I shan't mind.
We're all friends.”

Chey were all glad that Handforth had made it possible
for them to talk freely. .

4 Didn't you know about this, Willy?" asked Reggie Pitt,
tyrning to tha Third Former,

“HKnow about what "

“Well, about the peculiar gloom of the place—

“There wans nothing gloomy about Handforth Towers
whem 1 came before.” replied Willy. “There were hoaps
of servants, too; and brilliant lights everywhere, I'll admit
it seems jolly queer this time. But you mustn't take too
much motice of Ted—you mustn’t get any silly idens.”

“You can go and eat coke!” snapped his major.
“Where's uncle? That's what I want to know [

Ha peered round at the door, and turned back.

“ Another point,” he said, lowering his voice, “What
was the idea of iinsisting upon the girls going to bed before
|p1dmlght? Now, there's a rummy bit of business, if you
like !

“ip did seem—well, unusual,” admitted Nipper.

« Unusuad !” breathed Handforth.  “I didn’t like it!
What the dickens is there to be afraid of about midnight "

“It's the hour of ghostly things,” said Reggic Pitt
solemnly.

“Hero, chuck it!” said Church, with a glance over his
shoulder,

“Ves; we won't want to talk about ghosts,”
Nipper. “Of course, there's nothing in it, but
atmnsrhom of gloom—"

“What's that?" gasped De Valerie, swinging round,

“Only the window rattling,” said Hanﬁiorth. with n
start. “You ass! What's ihe idea of making mo jump?”

Ho broke off as the grandfather clock in the hall com-
menced booming out the hour.

“Midnight I breathed somcbody.

And. somchow, n complete silence fell.  The juniors
Froup{-d round the great log fire, instinctively beld their
sroaths, and listened to the strokes. And then, as the last
one tolled out, the fellows looked at one another.

smiled
in this

The Lady of the Tower!
6 HAT—what was that?” muttered
shakily :
Nobody replied.
“You {wurd something, didn’t you?" went on
}gandfon:tla. looking round. * “I say, didn’t you chaps hear
that—"
“Tf was only the wind, I suppose,” said Nipper.
“The wind!” muttered Handforth, “That wasn't the
wind!  It—it sounded like—like—— This
place is getting on my nerves!”

Hand{orth

ook here!

He rushed to the door, flung it open, and ran out into
the hall. Then he came to & sudden halt, and fell back.
The %t_her juniors had followed him, and they all held
their breath,

The hall was almost in darkness. A single candle burned
on- a little table on the far side, and its flickering light,
in a draught, was very unsteady. And there, half-way op
the stairs, was a figure—s shape! X

“YWho—who's that 1" asked Handforth, with a gulp.

The figure descended a fow stairs, ]

“It's only me, young sir,” said a wheezy voice,

“Mrs, Rodd!” said Handforth, with relief. “1 say, you
needn’t creep about like that!” he added, with a note of
indignation in his voice. “You gave me a urn for s
second. What was that scream we heard, Mrs. Rodd?

“Just as midnight was striking,” said lure, g

The old lady came down the remaining stairs, and 4n
the faint light the juniors could see that her wrinkled face
was uneasy. Her eyes were wide open, and atarmf.

“The Lidy of the Tower!" sho murmuted fearfully.

“What?” muttered Handforth.

“The Lady of the Tower!” said the old woman, as sho
pushed past. *“'Twas the Lady of the Tower!”

Sho went down the hall and vanished in the dense
shadows in the rear, A door closed, and the juniors stood
there, more uncasy than ever, A i

“Why can’'t we have more light?” said: Handforth
fiercely. - ;

Ho looked at the candle, which was now burning steadily.

“What's the good of a miserablo candle—"

He broke off, for, without any apparent reason, the candlo
abruptly went out. It had been burning with a steady
flame, proving that no draught was affecting it

“My only hat!” said Handforth shakily. )

“Let's get back into the dining-room,” said Church,
making a dash for the door. §

They all crowded in, glad to be back in the lighted room.
Here, at least, it was comparatively cheery, with the big
candelabra and the crackling fire. which sent the shadows
danecing ovor the oak rafters of tho ceiling.

““The Lady of the Tower!” said Handforth, in a queer
voice. “What did she mean?"

“Goodness knows!"” said Willy, trying to keep his voice
firm. *“Dash it! We're not superstitious, or—"

“\Where's Rodd?” interrupted Handforth, “Where the
dickens has Rpdd got to?  Isn't there a bell here, 'or
something 1"

Handforth went to the door again.

“Rodd!" he shouted, _“Rodd ! Whero are you?”

His voice cchoed cerily in the hall, but there was no

reply.
I‘Con_found it!” muttered Handforth. “I'll tell him
somoething when he comes !

He walked out into the hall and tried to feel his way
down to that door which the housekeeper had used—a door
obviously leading into tho domestic quarters. But befora
he got there something seemed to ‘touch his face. He
halted in his tracks, and his heart leapt.

“Who's that?” he muttered.

Ho took another step forward, and as he digd so thero
was a thud on the other side of the hall, and he had an
extraordinary sensation. of someone gripping his left ankle,

“Ol!" he breathed unsteadily.

And then a door opened only two yards away from him,
and Rodd appeared, carvying a candle. Handforth stared
down. at his feet, but ‘there was nothing there—nothing to
account for that ghostly grip. which lms affected him only
a second carlier. He took a deep breath, And Rodd,
with n creaky exclamation, stood staring at the wall,

“The picture !” he muttered.

Handforth turned round. and saw that a heavy
was lying on the oak floorboards, So this was the thud he
had heard. That picture had fallen down. But why?”

“What—what was that seream we heard at midnight?"
asked Handforth, pulling himself together with an_effort,
“Didn't_you hear it, Rodd? Your wife came downstairs,
and said something about the Lady of the Tower.”

“The Lady of the Tower!” shoufed Rodd huskily.

He threw up his hands, and turned on his heel, and fled.
Tandforth was again in the dark, and his ears were struck
yy that throbbing ery once more, ‘which seemed to come
from somewharo upstairs. It hung on the air, and died away
into & whispering wail.

icture

(A haunted house wwith uneanny things happening |
Read of the wild wight the St. Frank's boys spend of
Handforth Towers. Watch out for our Grand Christmuas
Number next week.)
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