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By FRANK

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Waiting to See the King !

s TS a long, long way to Greyfriars [
I Bob  Cherry sang that line
rather dolorously.

The hot African sun  Dblazed
down on forest and swamp. It blazed
on the grass huts of the Congo native
village, and on the sunburnt faces of
Harry Wharton & Co.

In the manio¢ fields outside the thorn
wall of the village women were at work,
while their black menfolk lounged in the
shade. Five juniors of the Greyfriars
Remove—far enough from the old school
now—emergad frtom one of the grass
huts into the baking heat oulside.

The time could be counted in days, yet
it seemed to the juniors a long time since
they had been lost on the Congo. They
were beginning to wonder whether they
would ever sez a white man again, let
alone the while man’s country.

A dozen black men glanced at the
juniors indilferently. The fiye were
under the protection of the king. That

was all thal saved them from attack and
from the cooking-pot. And the king of
the Congo blacks was King Bunter, the
(Greyfriars ventriloquist, whose weird
gift of ventriloquism had stood him in
such stead.

Harry Wharton glanced gtross at a

Myge grass hut in the middle of the’

village. Outside it a number of black
lIIPTI' ll.l'[['le(l “'it,}l H]JB&LI’S. were on gllﬂ]'if.
Within, though it was past eleven in the
morning, Billy Bunter was sleeping.
Within, also, was the greal wooden god,
Koko, whose voice kept the blacks in
awe—the voice being supplied by the
fat ventriloquist. Wharton's look was
impatient,

“The fat bounder isn't up yet!” he
said.

*“ Betier wake him up ! said Bob.

“The betterfulness is  terrific,”  re-
marked Hurree 5 1. “IE we are
going to-day there is no time to lose.”

“Let's go in and kick him out!”
grunted Johnny Bull,

Wharton shook his lead.

It was exasperaling l‘rmllg]l; but ﬂi”_\-‘
Bunter, the Owl of the Remove, was a
great man in these days.

His success with the blacks had turned
his obtuse head, and he was—in his own
aslimation, at least—a genuine king, to
be treated as such with the greatest
respect.

It was not likely that his old Form-
fellows of Greyfriars would take Billy
Bunter's kingship very seriously. But it
was taken very seriously indeed by the
blacks, and was a fact that could not be
disregarded.

“Let's have him out by his fat ecars!”
suggested Frank Nugent. “We can't
hang about all day waiting for Bunter.”

RICHARDS.

“Well, T'll speak to him,” said Harry.

Wharton crossed ovar to the royal hul.

Since his amazing elevation to regal
rank, Billy Bunter had been mors
Bunterish, so to speak, than ever.

The rising-bell at Greyfriars was a
thing of the past. King Bunter never
turned out before eleven, sometimes
later. And then an enormous feed was
the first important business in the royal
day.

Wharton approached the mat {hal
hung over the entrance to the hut.
Mpoca, the Congo-anan, rose from his
haunches, and interposed his spear, the
broad blade almost touching the junior’s
chest.

“No pass!" he said tersely.

Mpoca was captain of the royal guard.
King Bunter was bent on doing things
in style, even if he was only king of a
(C'entral African tribe.

“I must speak to Bunter,” said Harry
Wharton, halting.

Mpoea shook his head.

“No can speak till king wake!" he
said,

“Isn't the fat rotter awake yel?”

“No sabbey.”

" Look here, call him.
te him." said Harry
patiently.

Mpoca shook his stolid head again.

“No can!" he replied.
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Wharton compressed his lips.  His
chums came over and joined him; but
Mpoca and his black spearmen did not
budge. They had their orders from the
fat king, and they intended to carry out

eir orders.

Disobedienca to the king’s commands
meant that “ju-ju” would be put upon
them, They would get diseases in their
joints, blindness in their eyes, plague in
their huts, death amoug Lheir eattle, and
no rain for their crops of Indian corn.
At all events they believed so, for they
had .been told =o by the voice of Koko
himself, the great wooden god that was
the object of their worship.

The Famous Five of Greyfriars had to
wait.

They had to wait, chafing with im-

patience, the convenience of Dilly
Bunter. That was the unkindest cut
of all. At Greyfriars, Billy Bunter was

the least imporiant of mortals; bul n
that village on the Upper Congo Billy
Bunter was the only memnbes of the
Greyfriars party that mattered at all
Bunter, for the first time in his life, was
1!
Anotlier half-hour passed, the Famous
Five stirring and chafing and grousing,
while the black spearmien sat on their
haunches and chewed planiaing, and
jabbered in their own tongie. hen
frcnn the interior of the roval hut came
the sound of a deep, prolonged yawn—a
royal yawn—the vawn of an awakening
monarch.

Then a fat voice called:

** Mpoca !

Mpoca entered the hul at once.

He had to reevive the instructions of
King Bunter, and he was some time
receiving them. [le emerged at last, and
called out orders, and a dozen blacks
hurried to obey them.

“Can we go in now!" demanded
Wharton,

“No can

“Look here—"

o

"Kinﬁ lib for eat,” said Mpoca. *"No
can go.

“T'll give him a heail," said Bob
Cherry. And he lifted his powerful

voice and shouled :

“ Bunter!”

No answer.

“ Hallo, halle, hallo!
Bob Cherry.

A paerisﬁ voice answered at last.

“1 eay, you fellows, clear off !”

“Bunter, you fat ass—"

" Gn n“,ny !|’

“We want to see you !”

‘I haven't had breakfast yet.”

“You fat slacker !

“ Mpoca !" shouted Bunter, within the
grass hut.

“Me here!”

*Send those rascals away!"”

““My only hat!" ejaculated Nugent.

Mpoca grinned.

“You lib for march,” he said. *“No
1alk to king when king no want {lalk.
You lib for go back!”

Harry Wharton & Co. had their rifles
under their arms. Fer the moment they
were strongly inclined to force their way
into the hut. But the black spearmen
meant business. The conflict would have
heen a lerrible one, and there were un-
numbered blacks at hand, With diffi-
culty the juniors controlled their wrath,
and mo\.'ud away.

“How long are we going to stand that
fat fool’s cheek?” said Johmnny Bull,
breathing hard.

YWhaiton shrugged his shoulders.

“Until we get out of this,” he said,
“there’s no help for it. Bunter holds
the trump card.”

“I'll smash him when we get back to

Bunter " roared

The *“ Magnet ** has them.,

Greyfriars " growled Johnny Bull. “I—
I'll burst him "

And the juniors waited, loafing angrily
in the burning sun, while a succession of
Llucks carried dish after dish into the
royal hut for the royal breakfast, which
was a very extensive one.

Tt was an hour later that Mpoeca, grin-
ning all over his black face, brought word
te the juniors that they would be allowed
to see the king. And, with {eelings that
could hardly be expressed in  words,
ITarry Wharton & Co. followed the black
nan to the royal hut.

L d
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THE SECOND CHAPTER.
His Majesty !

ING BUNTER reclined on the
K royal couch of leopard-skin, at his
case. e had slept extensively,
and he had eaten still more exten-
sively, and he was happy. Perhaps he
had eaten a little too extensively, for
there was a slight feeling of discomfort
in the roval inside. But, sprawling on
the leopard-skin, with his crown of
gorgeous plumes round his bullet head,
King Bunter felt satisfied with himself
and things generally, At long lasi,
William George Buuter waa receiving his
due—long overdue.

Always Billy Bunter had felt himself a
remarkable fellow—a fellow very much
out of the common. At Greyfriars he
had never quite ovnderstood why the
fellows did not make him captain of the
Remove. He was born to command—but
nobody seemed to realise it.

Now he had come into his own, as it
were!  Ilis subjects were only savage
blacks, and he ruled them through their
superstition by making their wooden idol

LIVERPOOL
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spenk. But he was a king. His word
was life or death to his subjects. His
“Ju-pu " was too powerful to be resisted.
Certainly he had not issued any death-
sentences yet; his head was not quite
turned to that extent. But the rhino-
ceroe-hide whip had been busy, punishing
any black man who failed {o treat the
king with due submission. Possibly it
was only a matter of time before Bunter
would .develop into the pennine African
monarch, and heads would begin to fall.

He sat up on the leopard-skin couch,
and eyed the juniors through his big
spectacles loftily.

Bunter flattered himself that he had
an eye like Mars, to threaten and com-
mand. Certainly the blacks trembled at
his frown—believing him to be the chosen
one of the great Koko. But his com-
manding eye had no effect whatever on

Read next week’s thriller !

the Famous Five. To them he was only
Billy Bunter, the Owl of Greyfriare—
merely that, and nothing more!

*“1 say, you fellows, have I kept you
wailing ¥’ yawned Bunter.

“You have!"” snapped Wharton.

“Yes, I thought so,"” assented Bunter,
with a nod. * Dash it all, you can't get
a rr'r,)yal interview whenever you ask for
il

“You fat duffer!”

“Oh, really, Wharton—"

“l want to speak to ¥yeca scriously,
Bunter,” said 1larry Wharton. * You'd
betier send the nigger away.”

Bunter reflected tor a moment or two,
and then he signed to Mpoca to leave tho
hut.

“At present yon can order theeo
niggers to do what you like,” said
Wharton. * Order them to get canoes and
take us back to the viver. Once we get
clear, we can find the launch and Captain
Corkian, and have a chance of getting
back to Greylriars. Have some sense,
Bunter.  Let us go while the going's
ood.”

“T'm thinking of it,” said Bunter.

“Yesterday, after they killed that
Spaniard, Casco, you were keen to get
away,” said Harry. “Your turn may
come next—and ours! We've a chanco
to get clear now, but it mayn't last.”

Bunter grinned with fat complaceuncy.

Ile had apparently recovered from hia
flight, and he was not quite disposed to
quit the ease and comfort of the royal
hut to take the perilous chances of the
forest and the river,

“I'm thinking of it,” he repeated.
“But I'm not ready yet. Cuan’t think of
travelling in this heat.”

“It’s as hot as this every day till the
season changes. That’s all vot,” said Bob
Cherry.

“Make an effort, and get a move on,
Bunter,” urged Frank Nugent. *‘Don't
yoi want to ece Greyfriars ugain your-
self?”

*“No hurry,” grinned Bunter. “I'm
king here—a bit different from what 1
was abl Greyfriars—a fag in the Lower
Fourth. You fellows never treated me
with  proper respect at Greyfriars.
You've got nothing to grumble at. I'm
protecting you."

The Famous Five looked at him as if
they could eat him.

1t was true enough.

But for Bunter's influence their lives
would not have been worth a minute’s
purchase in the cannibal village.
Bunter's authority, derived from the talk-
inyg idol, was all that stood between them
and the eooking-pots. But it was a

bitter pill for the Famous Five to
swallow,

“You're under my protection, you
know,” said Bunter patronisingly.

“Rely on me. I'll see you through. 1
haven't even had you W?Iil}})('(] for your
cheek, though very likely we shall come
to that. Later on, I shall be prepared
to go, and then 1 shall want you. Until
then, you're to hung on here at my
orders—you'll come when T send for you.
Sea?”
Wharton breathed hard,

“All this time,” he =aid, *Captain

Corkran will be secarching for us. 1le
wiil think us dead.”

“ Blow Captain Corkran !"

“ Bunter—"

“That’'s  enough!” King Bunter

waved his hands. *““The interview's over,
['m going to have a nap now.”

b \%’a want to start to-day!” roared
Johnny Bull.

“Rats I

Next week’s tale will take some beating, you bet !
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“And we want you to come with us,
Bunter,” urged Wharton.

Bunter chuckled.

“Of course, you do,” he assented.
“Lot of chance you'd have of getting
through without me to look after you!

“You fat idiot—""

Get out!”

“'That's enough !
“Look here, Bunter—
King Bunter leaned his head back on

the leopard-skin and closed his eyes.
The jumiors glared at him.

“You fat, cheeky rotter!” gasped
Johnny Bull

Snore !

“DBunler!" exclaimed Wharton,

Snore !

“ Bunter [ yelled Bob Cherry.
Snore !

It was too much for Pob's patience.
[{e rushed to the dozing monarch,
grasped him by his fut shoulders, and
dragged him off the couch.

There was a roar, as Bunter's fal roya!
person smote the ground.

* Yarooooh !

“Now, vou fat fool—

* Yooooop !

“Look here, Bunter—

Billy Bunter struggled up.  Ilis little
round eyes gleamed with fury behind his
spectacles,

“Mpoca!" he roared.

Mpoca thrust his black face ronnd the
hanging grass-mat in the doorway. Iis
spear was in his hand.

“ King call 7" he said.

“Tuarn those rotters out !
turn out white trash !”

““Me sabbey.”

Mpoca raised his spear.

“You lib for track!” he said.

Harrfy Wharton & Co. quitted the
hut. 1t was useless to enter into a san-
guinary conflict with the black subjeets of
King Bunter, though their patience was
very near the limit,

' gasped Dob.

You lib for
said King Bunter,

P —

THE THIRD CHAPTER.

An Unexpected Meeting !
RACK!
Harry Wharton started.
It was a couple of days since
the interview with King Bunter
in the royal hut. Since then the chums
of Greyfriars had not spoken to the fat
junior. They had only seen him, even,
from a distunce when he was carried
about in the royal palanguin on the
shoulders of his faithful subjects,

King Bunter was not ready to *track "'
vel, and the Famous Five had to await
the royal convenience,

Wharton had gone out of the village
for a stroll in the surrounding forest, his
rifle under his arm.  He had thrown
himself down to rest under a baobab-
tree, when that ringing crack of a rif'e-
shot came to his ears through the fmost.

It was not the “bang” of a trede-
gun, such as the natives used, imported
for them by unscrupulous white traders.
It was the rving of a rifle, and it seemed
to Wharton to tell of the proximity of a
white man.

He jumped hastily to his feet,

The sight of a white man’'s face would
have buven welcome to him, after long
weeks among the Congo blacks.

Crack!

The report rang out again, and
Wharton started in the direction of the
sound.

Loud and sharp and clear there rang
through the tropical forest the scream
of a wounded animal. Harry Wharton
paused involuntarily, He knew that it
was the yell of a Lon.

Real Photos.
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smote the ground, *‘Yaroop !

trash out ! *

Bob Cherry rushed at the dozing monarch, grasped him by his fat shoulders,
and dragged him off the couch. There was a roar as Bunter’s royal person
Mpoca,”” he yelled,

““turn this white
(See Chapter 2.)

More than once the Greyfriars juniors,
in their wanderings on the Congo, had
seen the king of beasts at a distance, but
they had not encountered the terrible
animal yet at close quarters.

But Whartlon’s halt was only momen-
tary.

Il a white man was in peril in the
tangled forest Wharton was ready to go
to his aid. He hastily examined his
rifle as he pushed on through the brake.

A deep, savage roar awoke the echoes
of the forest.

Wharton, pushing through a belt of
tamarinds, came suddenly on the scene,

Under the branches of a great tree a
lion stalked to and tro, his eyes glaring
upward, his great mane bristling with
rage. A stream of blood from a wound
in the animal's heaving flank spattered
the grass with erimson,

Wharton glanced up.

Two mon were clinging to a bhranch
overhead, a dozon feet above the stalking
lion. One of them was a white man,
the other a black Krooman. Wharton
canght his breath as he recognised them.

“Captain Corkran,” he breathod, “and
Pickle Jar!™”

The white man was Kit Corkran, the
oxplorer, with whom the Greyfriars
mniors had voyaged to the Congo. anid
1is companion was Pickle Jar, the Kroo
man. Wharton's face was bright as he
recognised them,

Two rifles lay in the grass. Corkran
and the Krooboy had dropped therr
weapons in their hurried clinb to escape
the rush of the lion. Harry could guess
that they had come suddenly on  the
huge beast in the forest, and had had
only time for a shot apiece, which had

wounded and enraged the lion without
disabling him.

Keeping  in the
tamarinds, Harry his
rifle and took aim.

The lion eeased to stalk and roar, and
crouched in the grass, his bloodshot eyes
fixed menacingly on  the two figures
rliu_L:i:lg to the branch overhead.

A quiver ran through the huge crouch-
ing form,

The lion was about to spring up al
the branch when Harry Wharton pulled
trigger.

Crack !

The lion sprang as the bullet struck
hitn, 'T'he great sinuons form rose in the
air, and fell short in the leap, and camo
crashing back to earth again.

Like a muddened cat the lion rolled on
the ground, tearing up the earth with
huge cluws, and yelling and screaming.

Wharton fired again, with deadly aim,
and the bullet crashed into the writhing
bady.

With & tervible effort the lion reached
its feet, and stood unsteadily, glaring
round in search of the new enemy.

Wharton fired a third time, and tho
great animal pitched over. The great
claws still thrashed and tore the earth,
but the lion did not rise again. At least
two of the bullets were in vital places,
and the hours of the king of beasts were
numbered.

Captain Corkran dropped from tha
branch and sprang to his rifle, a dozen
paces from the writhing animal. Hoe
picked up the magazine-rifle, and turne
the muzzle on the struggling lion,

A stream of bullets siruck the animal,

cover  among
Wharton lifted

Fat Bill Bunter loses his kingdom—and just saves his life !
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and its struggies ceased at last, and the
huge form lay still.

“Him dead, mass' captain,” grinned
the Krooman.

And Pickle Jar dropped from the
branch

Captain Corkran looked round. He
had never dreamed of receiving help in
his extremity in the depths of the
African forest. Harry Wharton ran out
of the tamarinds.

The captain looked at him, not recog-
nising him for the moment. Wharton
was greatly changed [rom the Greyfriars
Lunior who had left England—{rom the

andsome lad in white duck who had
come up the Congo on the steam-launch.
His clothes were in rags; his boots in

tatters; his face burnt brown by the
tropical sun.
But al the second

glnnm Corkran

knew him, and he uttered a shout.

What is it thal attracts readers all over the world ?

the launch against orders, and brought
your dangers upon yourself; but I have
blamed mysolf for bringing you to the
Congo at all. Yet my plan was good.
Bunter's ventriloquism was useful, as 1
had calculated; and if he had had sense
rnough to obey orders all would have
been well.”

“Bunter's ventriloguism has
more useful since,” said Harry.
saved all our lives.”

“Where is he?”

“In a black village a couple of miles
from here. He is king of the blacks
now.”

“ What !” gasped the captain.

“Little fat Bunter king!” ejaculated
Pickle Jar.

“And all-powerful,” said Wharton,
with a smile. “And he's doing his best
to live up to the part of a jolly old

been
“It has

Why, the ¢ Magnet ! **

said Harry anxiously. " Being made king
of the niggers has turned his silly
ead.

The captain’s jaw set grimly.

“I dare say I shall know how to deal
with him,” he said. “Lead the way,
my boy! Follow us, Pickle Jar.”

“Where is the launchi” asked Harry,

“Moored on the Congo, only a couple
of miles away,” said &)rkran. “Ever
since | lost you I have been searching
up and down the river. I had some
vague news from blacks of white boys
having been seen in this region, and
that is why T am here, though I should
never have lived to find you, I think, if
vou had not chanced along in time to
help with the lion, But I .am very
anxious to see King Bunter, by gad!”

Harry Wharton led the way through
the forest, back to the native village.
His face was bright now.

ETWEEN English and Seottish
football there are many points of
difference, and one of the most
important of these is that in

Scotland the clubs do not appear to he
on such a fine level of equality as they
are in England. Anyway, the story af
football in Scotland is largely one of a
monopoly of the honours hy two or three
of the famous Glasgow teams, and fore-
most among these, so far as the records
show, is the Celtic eleven.

This present season is the thirty second
since’ the formation of the Bcottish
League, and the important part which
the Celtic club has played in that com-
P.et,lt.lnn.cnn he realised pretty fully when
t is stated that in fifteen of the com-
pleted seasons the Celtic side has walked
off with the championship. This, of
course, is & record of consistency which is
not shared hy any other club in the
British Isles, for even (Glasgow Rangers,
wonderful side though they have had for
many years past, ore still a long way
behind their neighbours in the number of
times they have won the honours of the
League ‘campaign.

Further to illustrate the consistency of

SR S I R A M e e e e e e o o o
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FOOTBALLERS IN
THE LIMELIGHT!

CELTIC F.C.

THE WONDERFUL STORY OF THE CELTIC

CLUB—FIFTEEN TIMES CHAMPIONS
OF THE SCOTTISH LEAGUE.

addition to winning the championship
fifteen times, they have finished in the
second place on ten other occasions, and
three times have occupled the third
position when the final League table has
been made up. This means that out of
31 seasons the Celtic have only three
times failed to gain one of the top three
places in the Scottish League.

In one amazing spell, hetween 1904 and
1010, this Celtic side won the champion-
ship six times in snccession, and at a

later  period also won it four times
running. Indeed, oot since 1904 has any
other club than the Celtic or Glasgow

Rangers been able to walk off with the
champlonsuip.

As in the League, so in the Scottish
Cup competition have Celtic played a
most prominent part, winning the trophy
nine times in all, while they have also
got as far as the Final Tie on four other
oceasions. Ohbviously, then, it is not
going too far to suggest that for many
years past Celtic have been the most
notable team in Scotland, and though it
is not often that they play games at all
with the leading elubs in England, it can

the sort of team which the best English
clubs would -have had considerable diffi-
culty in beating

Right through their years of financial
prosperity and playing success the Celtic
have been represented by men considered
good enough to play for their country,
and at the present moment, even if their
team is not quite so strong as it has Leen
at different times i the past, they still
have some extremely good men.

Shaw, the veteran goalkeeper, has
"held the fort " for Scotland more than
once, and for the mateh apainst England
last seasom the “Celts " provided two of
the  three  half-backs—Gilehrist  and
Cringan. Gallagher and Cassidy are other
players quite up to the hest standard,
and incidentally playing the typlcally
Celtic game, which is essentially scientifie
and delightful to watch. They do not
win their matchea by mere hustle and
bustle.  Theirs is the game which is
played “on the earpet ™ hy men who are
muzters of the art of ball-control. At
Celtie Park they have a fine ground, and
in Mr. William Maley a secretary-
manaver who is known to foothallers all

B R R R A A R R R D A P

the Celtic, it may be added that in | be suggested that they have all along had | over the country.

“Wharton, by gad!”

“Litile me, captain!” said Harry, with
a laugh,

Captain Corkran gripped his hand. His
single eye gleamed with relief and satis-
faction.

“Bafe and sound!” he exclaimed.
“Safe and sound, my boy! I've found
you at last! And the athers—""

“Safe and sound, too,” said Harry.

“Thank_ IHeaven!”

Pickle Jar approached the Greyfriare
junior and rubbed his black forehead on

Vharton's feet.

“Me glad!” he said simply. “Ole
Pickle Jar nebber hope see Mass' Harry
again. Me berry glad!”

“And I'm jolly glad to see you, old
trumip,” said Harry.

“It's a weight off my mind,” eaid Cap-
tain Corkran, in a low voice. “ You lefy

Kaiser, We've had lo promise him not
to go without his leave, or we should
be kept prisoners. And he gives orders
to the whole tribe.”

“Good gad!” exclaimed the captain.

In a few words Wharton related what
had happened since the day the juniors
had quilted the steam-launch to rescue
Bunter, after his reckless trip ashore in
the caplain’s absence.

Corkran listened quielly, without inter-
ruption.

“Thank goodness Bunter came lo the
Congo with us, after all,” he said, “1
must see him. I will come to the village
with you, Harry. Bunter will be useful
yvel. Once we have found the buried

avory we will start for the coast, and

King  Bunter "—he laughed—* King
Bunter will see us through.” :
“You may find him a bit obstinate,”

The coming of Captain Corkran meant
—ut least, he llupe(} so—the end of the
snjourn in the Congo village, and the
first step on the way back to Greyfriars.
And Harry Wharton & Co. would have
given all the ivory in Central Africa to
tread once more the quadrangle at the
old school.

ALLO, hullo, 'hnllol"
absolutely terrific!"

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
A Royal Reception !
"3
H "Hurrah |"
“The jolly old captainl™
“The hurrahfulness  is
Captain Corkran smiled at that (‘beerly
reeting. Bob Cherry and Johnny Bull,
Nugent and Hurree Singh  were

Homeward hound to Greyfriars School | Won’t there be ‘‘ some *’ brass band waiting for them |
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lighted by the sight of his tanned face
and his single live eye.

Corkran walked into the negro village
with Harry Wharton, followed by
Pickle Jar, as coolly as if he wero walk-
ing down a street in an English town.
Not & quiver of o muscle betrayed the
fact that he knew thal he carried his life
in his hand,

Mpoca, the head-man, came forward,
eyeing the captain with surly suspicious-
ness. Corkran gave him a cool nod,

"You remember me, Mpoca?"

*“Me knew little white man with glass
eye,” said Mpoca. “You come here in
time of King Mbanga.”

“I hear you have a new king now.”

“Why you come!” inquired Mpoca.
“To see the new king.”

N can."”

“You will tell the king that T am

here, and that 1 demand to see him at

oncel” rapped out the captain. ** Sharp!”

Mpoca grumbled under his breath, but
went away to the royal hut, to

King DBunter with the new

he
acquaint
arrival.

King Bunter had lunched copiously,
and was enjoying a nap when his Prime
Minister entered. Iis deep and resonant
snore resounded through the grass hut.

Mpoca hesitated, hardly venturing to
dwaken the great man, lest such a
liberty should draw down upon him the
vengeance of the great wooden god
Koko. But the snore ceased suddenly,
and Bunter sat up.

“What do you want?” he demanded
crossly. Bunter mnever liked being
awakened from a nap after a big feed.
“You silly black idiot, how dare you
come butting in here and waking me up
with your clumsy hoofs?”

Mpoca trembled. The great man was
angry. The black man dropped on his
knees, and touched the ground with his
forehead.

“You black dummy!" went on his
majesty crossly.
ask Koko to send the plague, or the
white ants, to eat you up!"

“Merey!" gasped Mpoca.

“Go and eat coke! Get out!”

“ Little white man with glass eye come

to see great kinf;l" gasped Mpoca.
“King eay we lib for chop him?”
“A white man!"” snapped Bunter.

“Why didn't you say so before, you
black image?”

He rubbed his eyes, and replaced his
spectacles on his fat little nose.

“ Little white man with a glass eye!”
he murmured. “I suppose that's old

Corkran, Dblow him! Send him in,
Mpoca!l”

* Mpoca 'bey.”

“"You'd belter!” snarled Bunter,

The head-man hurried out of the hut,
and returned in a few minutes with
Captain Corkran.

The captain found King Bunter sitling
in state to receive him.

Bunter sat on bhis wooden throne,
covered with a leopard-skin, and with his
cirelet of brilliant plumes on his podgy
brow, His aspect was startling, if not
majestic,

Corkran smiled grimly.

*“So you've had a rise in the world
since we last met, young 'un,” he said.

Bunter frowned at him.

On the stenmer from England and on
the launch on the Congo Bunter had
lived in fear of the grim litile man,
whose single eye could daunt him with
a glance. But Bunter was monarch of all
he surveyed the mnative village, and he
intended to make Corkran understand
as much, He did not rise to meet the

They’ve found the

“I've & good mind to]

explorer, and did not extend his hand.
He frowned majestically.

“Is that how you
betters?” he demanded.

“What?" roared the captain.

“Don't shout at me!” said Bunter dis-
dainfully. “1 don't allow any check,
and if you put on side here, you'll find
yourself chopped before you can wink

speak Lo your

your eye! I'm king here!"” .
“By gad!” said the captain, staring
al him.

Billy Bunter, invested with authority,
was quite a new Bunter, and he sur-
prised the explorer, The fat junior
nodded at him.

“ Just put that in your pipe and smoke
it!" he said. “I've got hundreds of sub.-
jecls ready to carry out my orders! Une
word from me, and you'd be cooked angd
eaten jolly sharpl  Just understand
that! You're a bit old and tough to
chop, but they'd be jolly glad to try
their teeth on you! And they will, if I
give the word!"

“By gad!” said the caplain again, It
seemed to be all that he could say.

“You were master on the launch!”

rinned Bunter. “Well, I'm master

erel I'm going to be obeyed, or I'll
know the reason why! Now, my sub-
jects have to enter my presence on their
hands and knees. Down with youl”

“What!" gasped the captain.

“Down on your knees!” exclaimed
Bunter autocratically,

Captain Corkran stared at him blankly,
and then he burst into a laugh.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Blessed if T see anything to cackle
at!” ﬁna}l;ped Bunter. “You'd better
toe the line, if you don't want to be
cooked and eaten! I'm nol standing any
cheek "

“Come, come, my boy!" said the cap-
tain good-humouredly. “Your head
seems to have turned; but don’t play the

HARRY WHARTON
TO THE RESCUE'!

fool! It's time for you to clear out of
this, and I'm going to take you away!
If you give me any nonsense, [ wshall
have to lick you, as I did on the
steamer !”

Billy Bunter rose to his feet.
glittered behind his spectacles,
“Mpoca!” he thundered,

“Me here.”

“Take this white man away and shut
him up in a hut. Keep him guarded till
I send for him.”

“What " stuttered the caplain.

He grasped his revalver, as Mpoca and
the black spearmen closed round him.
A dozen spears threatened him on all
sides, and the captain released the butt
of the revolver.

“Lib  for
anxiously,

“No!" gasped Bunter.

His eves

chop® asked Mpoca

“You lib for

make dem while man prizoner. You
sabbey "

“Me  sabbey!" said  DMpoca, dis-
appointed.

Ho scowled at Corkran.

“You come!" he snarled.

Corkran breathed hard and deep. Ho
had bearded native kings in their lairs
many times, and he had always suc-
ceeded  with  them, by Dbribes or
threats, or sheer force of character. But
Bunter was a native king of a very
different kind. The fat junior had been
wounded in his vanity; and for the
present, at least, he was implacable,

Dusky hands grasped the captain by
the arms, and led him out of the royal
hut. Harry Wharton & Co. came Ill}’} in
alarm, but the spear-points drove them
back.

“You lib for die!”
shouted Mpoca.

]_rat-k, or

you

he breathed.

Two men were clinging to a branch overhead, a dozen feet above the stalking
lion on the ground. One of them was a white man, the other a black Krooman.
Wharton caught his breath as he recognised them.
‘“ And Pickle Jar !

¢ Captain Corkran !
(See Chapter 3.)

great treasure, boys, and now they’re going back !
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time.””
Lash, lash, lash !

** Nkelo,”” rapped out Bunter, ** you take whip and lib for whip Mpoca one-

The attendant laid down the palm-leaf fan and picked up the whip.

King Bunter looked on as Nkolo lashed at the old warrior,
(Yee Chapter 7.)

give  orders
Y Are we

“Captain Corkran, vyou
herel” called out Wharton,
to chip in or not:”

“No!” said Corlran.  “Keep your
distance, my boys; dou't =lart a fight
hero if it can bho helped. 1 shall come
through all right.”

“But you are a prisoner.”
Bob Cherry,

Corkran shrugged his thoulders,

“Yes—al present.”

“By Bunter's orders ™

exclained

“You.”

“The fat fool!” vxclainwed Bob wyath
fully.

Thera was a stuldon terrified howl
from Pickle Jar, as a couplo of the
blacks seized on hin.

“Let that wan alwe!™ <honted the
captamn,

Mpoca grined.

“Him only Wack maw,” he said.

“Him lib for conking pet. Yon ne talk
~you prisoner,”

Fhe captain was dragzed away by a
vocen brawny blacks, Pickle Jar, strug-
ping in tho prasp of the savages, yelled
with terror,

“Wo're nol having thi=!"
Cherry. “Lino up for a
finish 1"

“Hold on!" gasped Hariy,

e sprang towards the wai dear of
Banter's hut, and deagged it aside,

“ Bunter ! he shouted.

“Oh, et out, Wharlon '™

nted Bols
it 1o ithe

said Bunder

provishly. ** No goad pulting in a woirl
fur Corkran. He's cheeked n d
“They'ro going 1o n v Pichle

Jar ™ panted Whirton,
them—-"
M Besher

“You can stop

Pichiv Jar!  Tle's only a

dashed nigger!” said Bunter. * Do leave
off worrying a chap!”
“Bunter, you can save hin——
“Look here, Wharton—"
“Save him, or woe shall Legin shoot-
ing " shouted [Harry. " You hkuow what
that means, you fal fool!”
Bunter grunted, and came to the door

of the hut, Pickle Jar was being
dragged away. vainly resisting.
“Stop that!” growled Bunter, “Hi!

Mpoca! You lib far let dem bilack man
go. or Koko speak., You subiley!”

“Him only black man!™ growlel
Mpoca.

“Yon black Dblighter, obey my
orders!” rvoared King Buauter, “ By

Jove, I'll give you a tip about arguing
with me!"

Tho fut junior rushed from tho lhut,
and kicked at Mpoca with all his force,
Tho kick canght Mpoca on lis loin-
cloth, and rollel him over headlong.
Thers was & jalibering chuckle from the
blacks as ho went rolling.

“XNow you lib for “hey, coe-tinne ™
shouted Buntee wrathfully.

Mpora erawled to Lis fect. Picre was
anevil ghivter e hus eves, but he
obeyed,

Ho :poke to the blacks i their own

longue, and Pickla Jar was  released.
The terviticdd  Krooman  juiied  the
Juniors, whe elosed round i, There
wero savage looks and growls fvom the

Llacks, as tho juniors marched Pickle
Jar away to their hnts and it leoked as
it the authority of King Bunter was on
the wane, Iwep as was the fear of the
blacks for the lile “ju-ju™ man wheo
was in the conlidence of their god Koko.
hig interferenco with theiv manners and
customs was irying their paticnee hard,

It was possible that if King Bunter put
a stop to cannibalism in the village the
blacks might resist, at long last, even
tha power of the god Koko. The
Central African black is an accommo-
dating individual in theological matters;
if his god does not satisfy him, he will
change it for another god—and a goil
whoso  high-priest put an  end to
man-eating was not likely lo remain
popular,

There were mullerings and grumblings
amonz  the blacks; but Billy Bunter,
returning lo his interrupted nap, did not
hear them. Had he hesrd them, and
nnderstood the native tongue, it is
probable that King Punter would nct
havo slept so soundly that hot after-
noon.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
His Majesty Makes Up His Mind !

APTAIN CORKERAN sat in the
littlo grass hut, and chewed on
an empty pipe. His grim, bhrown
faco was grimmer than ever,

For threo days he had been a prisoner,
disarmed, confined to tho hut, and
walched by savage-eyed blacks.

Ho was fed, and that was all; such
were tho orders of King Bunter.

From the low doorway of the hut, he
sometimes saw King Bunter carvied in
stato in his palanquin; but the fat junior
never condescended to come near the
prison hut.

Ho was teaching Corkran a lesson:
and Corkran, as a matter of fact, was
learning the lesson.

Kit Corkran had carried his life in his
hand for (wenly years or more in
Darkest Afriea; and in that time he had
learned to deal with all sorts and con-
ditions of men, black and white. Billy
Bunter was a new experienco to him;
and the ecaptain had undoubtedly made
a mistake in his dealing with the con-
ceited Owl of the Remove. In Cork-
ran’s eyes, as in those of Harry Wharton
& C'o., Bunter was only a fat, conceited
schoolboy, to be licked if he did not
behavo himself. But King Bunter was
somelhing more than that; fat and
obtuso as he was, he had the power of
lifa and d.ath in his hands. A word
from him, if ho chose to utter it, meant
savago death for all the whites in the
village: indeed, it was only Dunter's
!m\\‘u-r that stood between them and the
rungry  cannibals,  But for fear of
Bunter and Koko, the wooden god. the
captain and the juniors would have been
overwhelmed by numbers long ago,
massacred, and cooked, and devoured.

In such cireumstances, the captain cer-
tainly had not exercised his usual tact in
dealing  with this very wunusual and
peculiar monarch.

Ho realised his mistake, and waited
with gritn patience for King Bunter to
coma round,

Dunter was in no hurry.

Ho was quite satisfied, for the present
at. least, with his kingly life in the black
villagge:  and  undoubtedly ho  enjoyed
I-'|<|i:='_‘ it over l|||,- Rcmmn f-'llot\'s‘ who
had held him in such slight account at
Gireyiriars,

It pleased his fatwous mind to be
horne past them in his royal palanniin
an black men's shoulders, surraundad hy
liia '_"ll:ll‘li‘

When ha passed the (o, on such
oveasions he favoured thew with lohy
and patronising Llinks,

But he honoured the (-:lplu‘;n with a
visit at last, The palanguin was sct

What will Harry Wharton do with his nigger 2 A puzzler for him 1
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down before the prison hut; and ihe
guards prostrated themselves as King
Bunter alighted and volled into the
hut,

Tho fab junior grinned al! his prisoner,

“Gottiug fed up with this?" he asked.

“ Just litle I agreed the captain.

“Do you wish you'd been a bit more
civil?" grinned Bunter.

“Quite.”

“Well, that's good enough,” =aid
Bunter, molliied. *1 don’t want to be
hard on an old pal. You understand
that I am master here.”

The captain shrugzged his shoulders.

“It is scarcely possiblo to doubt it, in
the circumstances,” h» answered.

Billy Bunter gave a fat chuckle,

“I thought I'd bring you to heel,” ha
remarked. I mean to have my way,
vou know. No check for me. I'm king
here, and my orders are going to be
obeyed.”

Captain Corkran eyed him curiously
wilh his single eye.

“Do you undcraluml any of the native
language Bunter?” he asked.

“No Fc ir—jabbering  ro said
Bunter. ‘1 speak to them in the Coast
English; 1 can speak that. 8o does
Koko, the giddy old idol!”

“T hardly think it would worlk if these
blacks were not of tho lowest order of
intelligence,”  remarked the (a|]11.1.m‘
* liut it cerlainly has worked well, so
far.”

“And

g1

it's going on!" said Bunter
boastfully.  “1 suppose you came here
to get me away. Well, I'm not going.
“But tlw others—"
“They'ro staying, too, as long as I
said Bunter ccolly. “I may

chaose,” !
later on. Anyhow, I'm

want them

master.”
“You

moved.

are!” said the caplain, un-
“But African kings are some-
times short-lived. 1 have heard a good
deal of talk among the blacks while I've
been a prisoner here. Do you know
that when an African idol does not give
satisfaction, sometimes they will burn
it. and gel a ju-ju man to provide them
with another?”

“Rot!" said Bunter nuneasily,
“They're Jolly frightened of ]‘\0110
When he speaks they all Mop down in
a blue funk.’

“Quite so. But since yon have con-
trolled Koko, there has been no
cannibalism  here, exeent on  the oc-
casion when they killed Casco.”

Bunter shuddered.

“I couldn’t helo that,” he mumbled.
“1t's not my fault if the black beasts
cat one another. 1 won't let them ecal
you,

“You may not be able to ston them,”
said the eaptain. “Tve heard a good
denl of their talk. A god that does not
allow cannibalisin is not a god they will
obey for ever, some clever ju-ju
man shonld come along, and denounce
your Koko as a false god, I think Koko
wonld speak in vain—the blacks are
veady o turn on him if they found a
leader hold v!l-'l'.l[.,']l lo d\'f_\' him."”

“What rot!” grunted Bunter, but his
fat face was very serions now. The
tlightest hint of danger to his fat skin
was enongh to take the swank out of
Williamm George Bunter.

“IF you eould understand their talk,

Noi W ould think lli”ll'li‘lli“\'. said the
caplain  composedly. “1 have known
Central Africa for twenly years, Bun-

ter, and T warn you thal this will not
last. At preseni, the going is good,
amwl you would be wise to go.”

“1 dare say 1 could salisfy the beasls

by letting them chon Pickle Jar,” mut

tered Dunter. “After all. he's only a
dashed nizger, and he cheeked me on
the lavne h too.”

“And vour schoolleliows to follow 77
asked the captain.

Bunter squirmed.

“Of course, I couldn’t have that,”
he said, “They're checky rolters, and
don't show me proper respeet. Tl Im

nol going to let the niggers chop then.
“You may not be ahle {o prevent it
soon. [ have heard the negroes talk
ing. Mpoca has sent for a ju-ju fetish-
man to come from another trib> up
the Ubanghi River, to put Koko's power
to the test, Tf that ju-ju man is able
to turn the tables on you, vou will he

chopped  yourself,”  sanl  the captain
coolly. **And the ju-ju imen are cun-
ning ra- 14]\
Bunter's fat knees knocked logether.
“I—-1 don't kmow that I specially

want to hang on here,” he mumbled.
“Of conrse, T want o gel back to Grey-
friars some day. I'm not afraid of any
ju-ju man: they had one here when 1
came, and I made short work of him,
But—-lml I'tn not keen on living among
niggers all my life. Now, look here,
Caplain Corkran. You understand that
I'm master here.”

“Quite,”

“You came to Africa after a treasure
of buried ivory,” said Bunter, blinking
at the explorer. *Thut was the game,
when you brought me along to help you
with my ventriloguism among the
niggers.”

7

He writes the staff! 9

“That 15 correct.”

“Well, I'm willitiz to help vou,” said
Bunter, *on the underesiar ||1|r|-' that ||||
chief of the party. 17

Iun_-n hely ws, and
vory and pgoel nwav n
let vou [m\u half of it

“We have ulropd

ke
\'.(““
the launeh. T'l

oors

¥ m.ui.'- onr arranges

ments,” satd 1] caninin, him
ceriously,  “1 puy all the

the expedition, amd if the

# certain portion s set

divided among my lf:l]r]l'll'.lﬂl‘l“—\ﬂll

among the resi.

Bunter's fal lin curled.

“That’s uol yood enough,” he raid.
“T take half—that's Fair, as vou can't
touch it without me. Yes or no?™

The eaplain nodded,

“Yes," he answoered.

“ You had a chart, seratched on (he
islx]{ of a littls 1vory 1dol,” said Bunler.

“You' ve gol it now o't

“Va

" '\ou can find the place?”

“1 think so. I have already traced
it, and it is less than ten miles from
this willage, un the river.”

Bunter's eyes glistened  behind  his
spectacles.

“What is il worth?" he asked.

“That caunot be said. until it is
found; but from what is written on the

chart, T think perhaps ten thousand
pounds.”

Bunter gasped.

“Oh, crikey! Why, that's a forlune.”

“A fortune, if it is found," said the
captain, “ At the present moment, you

Various Stages in the Lives of Greyfriars Celebrities.
No. 4.—JOHNNY BULL.
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have the power to order the blacks to
help us. That power may come to an
erd any day.”

“We'll start to-morrow,”
hastily.

“Daone "

“Mind, you hand over to me half the
ivory as soon as it's found.”

“1 hand over to you half the ivory
when found!" repeated the captain.

“Good enough!”

King Bunter left the hut, and gave
orders for the captain to be released.
Again there were dark and evil looks
amang the blacks, but they obeyed.
And Captain Corkran, still cool and un-
perturbed, walked over to the Greyfriars
juniors’ hut, and joined Harry Whar-
ton & Co. and Pickle Jar, much to their
relief and satisfaction.

gaid Bunter

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
King Bunter’s Expedition !

OM! Pom! Pom! Pom! .
P The tomioms were beating in
the African village.

The droning beat of the Jrums
echoed far fwom the village, throurh
the dimn tropical forest, and over swamp
and lagoon and river.

Harry Wharton & Co. looked out cof
their hut into the burning heat of the
day, wondering what was toward. The
dull, incessant beating of the tomtoms
warned them that something was * on,”
and they feared that it was anether
cannibalistic orgy.

The blacks were gathering round the
king’'s hut,

Forth from the hut came King Bun-
ter, with lofty, regal etep, draped in his
leopard-skin, with his brilliant cirelet
on his podgy head. After him came
Mpoca and half a dozen brawny blacks,
bearing in their arms the hideous
wooden ido!, Koko.

There was a murmur from the blacks,
and they prostrated themselves at the
sight of the idol.

“Mpoca and ten warriors come with
me, and 1 lead you to find much ivory!”
said Bunter.

There was a buzz of surprise from the
blacks who understood.  Mpoca, who
wcted as King Bunter's interpreter, re-
peated the words in the native tongue.

There were looks of satisfaction on
the black faces. Ivory was of great
value to the blacks, to be exchanged for
cotton goods, or trade guns, or cart-
ridges, or for the bundles of hrass rods
which are the currency on the banks of
the Congo.

Mpoca, with a grinning black face of
salisfaction, proceeded to pick out ten

G
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men to accompany him on the expedi-)
tion.  That number were needed as
bearers.  Provisions for the journey
had to be carried, and other necessaries.
Captain Corkran was guide to the party,
and Harry Wharton & Co., of course,
were to march with it.

A good many hours were occupied in
preparations before the expedition was
ready to take the track.

Billy Bunter mounted into his royal
palanquin; he had no intention of per-
forming the journey on foot like the
rest.

Four powerful negroes were bearers
of the palanquin, and another was posted

DON'T MISS
NEXT WEEK’S
FREE PHOTO!

to walk at the side with a palin-leaf fan,
to fan the flies and mosquitoes away
from his majesty,

King Bunter had seen very carefully
to the provisions; that was an import-
ant point that was not likely to escape
his attention.

If the king had been a little more
observant, he might have discerned a
glimmer of evil mischief in the eyes of
Mpoea, but he was too busy with his

preparations to notice the wizened,
cunning old black man.
Everything was going well, to all

appearance, and Bunter's only regret
was that he had to leave behind Koko,
the wooden idol.

Koko was tco heavy and bulky to be
transported a great distance over rough
country, and when he was left behind,
the terror he had for the blacks would
be left behind also, 1f Dunier had
known more of the eurious workings of
the black man's mind, he might have
guessed that old Mpoea intended
treachery as soon as the party were out
of sight of the wooden god’s grecn-glass
eyes, and out of sound of hiz command-
ing voice. But Bunter had learned little
during his sojourn among the savages
exvepting an extensive knowledge of the
foodstuffs oblainable.

Bunter was sorry to look his last upon
the hideous idol, which had been the
source of his power, DBut he had the
comfort, at least, of taking Koko's voice
along with him, for what that was worth.

In the cool of the carly evening the
party set out from the black village,
and followed a beaten track through the
forest.

Half a dozen warriors with Mpoca

marched ahecad, with their spears in

rattling good school and adventure tale is a fine treat!

hand, Corkran with them. Followin
them came Harry Wharton & Co., with
their rifles over their shoulders, and
Pickle Jar, the Krooman.

Then came King Bunter in his palan-
quin, borne on black shoulders, fanned
by his faithful attendant.

Four black warriors brought up Lhe
rear,

In that order the expedilion marched
on, following the track through the
forest, and the negro village was left
far behind.

The moon came up over the forest,
and silver light glimmered down through
the branches, and the march was pro-
longed till a late hour, to take advan-
tage of the might coolness.

It was close upon midnight when the
word was given to halt, and the party
camped in a deep glade by a trickling
forest stream.

King Bunter was already fast asleep
in his palanquin, but he woke up at the
halt, ready for supper.

A great fire was lighted, for cooking
and fbr scaring away the wild beasts,
whnse eyes gleamed at the campers
from the shadows of the thickets. Round
the camp were heard the howling of the
jackals, the hideous yell of the hyena,
and the deep resomant roar of a wan-
dering lion. But the savage animal
did not venture near the blaze of the
camp-fire.

Billy Bunter sat in the valanquin to
eat his supper, and he did full justice to
an ample meal. He was served as re-
spectfully as ever, but there were odd
looks among the blacks, and Mpoca and
his black comrades were incessantly
whispering. Captain Carkran quietly
hinted to the Greyfriare juniors to keep
with him, and to keep their rifles handy.
He was too old an African campaigner
not to sec the signs of treachery in the
blacks.

Billy Bunler saw nothing. He was
quite satisfied with himself, and not
particularly elated at having got safely
out of the cannibal village. To return
to England rich was certainly a happy
prospect; but kingship was something,
and he was saying good-bye to his
royalty. As he leaned back on his
cushions in the palanquin, King Dunter
was wondering whether he wonld, after
all, proceed with this expedition, or
whether he would turn back on  the
morrow, A suspicion was growing up
in his fat mind that Captain Corkran
had pulled his leg to get him away
from his black kingdom, and that sus-
picion  made Bunter wrathy. Once
away from the blacks, he would be no-
thing hut a fat schoolboy, liable to be
cuffed for his impudence—a very painful
change for a monarch.

These thoughts were passing in
Punter’s obtuse brain when Mpoca came
up to the open side of the palanquin.
The expression on Mpoca’s face was sa
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Captain Corkran stared at Bunter blankly, and then he burst into a laugh.
‘* You'd better toe the line and get down on your knees, if you don’t want to be cooked and eaten.
I'm not standing any cheek from you!"

snapped Billy Bunter.

“ Blessed if I see anything to cackle at ! **

(See Chapler 4.)

—

strange that even the shortsighted Owl
of the Remove noticed it, and was
vaguely alarmed,

“Koko far away now!" said Mpoca,

emg him, and with his black hand
anlng with the handle of a knife in
is girdle.

Bunter's heart jumped.

“What do you mean'" le gasped.

“Little chief with glass eyes here with-
out Koko,” said Mpoca, *Koko no
can sec!” He waved a black hand to-
wards Captain Corkran and the juniors,
“Black man lib for chop! King no
stop black man, or king chop, teco.
Koko no cnn see!”

Bunter breathed hard.

His regret at parting with the hideous

idol had been well-founded. Now that
the blacks were sale out of ::Féiht of the
green-glass eyes, they had lost their

fear of the wooden god who supported
Bunter. The green-glass eyes could not
far in the forest,
“White man lib for chop?
Mpoeca with a grin.
“No!” gasped Bunter,
“You lib for chop, den?™
black man.
And he drew his knife.

it

asked

said the

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Koko to the Rescue !
ILLY BUNTER sat and quaked.
B There was a sudden jabbering
from the blacks, and they gath-
ered close by Mpoca.  Threat
ening looks were cast at the white mem-
bers of the party, who were at a little

distance, on their  goard.  Captain
Corkran and the juniors were cool
enough.  There were seven of them,

including Pickle Jar, armed with fire-
arms., There were ten warriors in the
black party, and nine or ten bearers.
The odds were still great, but the situa-
tion had changed very much since the
black wvillage, with its swarms of can
nibals, had been left many miles behind.

With  theiv  superior  weapons  the

whites would probably have been
victorious now in the fray. But it was
certain that lives would be lost on both
sides, and even victory for the survivors
of the white party was not certain.
Much still depended on DBunter; and
Billy Bunter sat quaking, terrified out
of his fat wits by the sight of the drawn
knife in Mpoca's black hand.

Short and sharp, Captain Corkran's
voice rang out:
“Mpoca! You stop!
Mpoca grinned.
‘“Koko no can
Koko far away.
“You will lwar Koko speak.”

‘“No believe !’

Billy Bunter pulled himself together
with an effort as he listened. He under-
stond that the ceptain, though spesking
to Mpoca, was giving him a hint, Tt
was time for Koko to epeak again, and
thongh the wooden god was miles away,
fortunately his voice was still with the
Grexfriars ventrilogquist.

The moment was eritieal, and fortu-
nately Bunter pulled himsell together
in time, lle gave a jerky little cough.

Suddenly, from the shadowy trees
near the camp, there came a wild wail-
ing-—the howl of the wooden god Koko,

The blacks started almost convulsively

Koko watch!™”

see ! he answered.

“ "

as Lthey heard il. Mpoca stared round
him with wild eyes,

Then the deep voice of Koko was
heard.

* Koko hl-l'c'. Koko watch!  Koko

see black man!

Mpoca, with a groan of terror, dropped
on his knees. The blacks followed his
example,

Their evez turned in fixed lerror on
the durk shades of the forest beyond the
rading of the camp-fire. They fully ex
pected Lo se the wooden god appear in
sight.

Koko did not appear,
voiee was heard again,

“Mpoea bad man!  Mpoca Uink kill
litile white king. Mpoca hih for chop!”

Mpoca gave a howl of fear

Billy Bunter's eves glittered behind his
spectacles, e had  had a  tereible

Tl Bis deep

fright, but he was master of the situation

gain,

The blacks were jabbering with terror
as they prostrated themselves. Bunter
rose lo his feot,

“You hear Koko speak!" he ex-
claimed. **Mpoca must die!”

“Mercy " howled Mpoca.

“You lib for chop!" said DBunter
savagely.

“Bunter!"” ealled out Harry Wharlon.

The hlark man had intended treachery
and death to the white party—death and
a cannibal orgy. But there was a limit
for a white man,

Bunter blinked round angrily at the

Juniors,
“You shut up, Wharton!" he snapped.
“Bunter, you fat rotter—"

“Let Mpoca be whnpped,” said the
captain,

“You whip Mpoca—no  chop!
roaned the terrified black man, grovel-
ing on his faco before the fat junior.
Bunter relented.

“ Nkolo,” he rapped out to his attend-
ant, “vou take whip, and Lib for whip
Mpoca one-time!"

Nkola laid down the palin leaf fan. and
picked up the heavy whip of rhinoceros-
hide. Mpoca did not rise, or attempt lo
offer resistance. The voice of Koko had
completely subdued the blacks, and at a
word from King Bunler the cannibals
would heve torn their head-man Lo pieces
and  cooked him over the camp-ire.
Mpoca was getting off cheaply: and he
lay and grovelled and howled, while
Nkolo laid on the rhinoceros hide whip,
with lashes that rang and echoed through
the forest.

Lash, lash, lash!

Mpoca's howls rang londer than the
lashing  of the heavy whip. unter
looked on through hix big spectacles—
king Bunter once again, am! as royal
and |ofty as ever,

“That will do,” he said at last,

Nko!o laid down the whip.

“Go!” commanded Bunter.

M;‘mra crawled away, groaning.

Billy Bunter grinned at the Grexfriars
juniors, The lately on the very

e

blacks,
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verge of rebellion and murder, were com-
pletely subdued. The authority of King
Bunter was unquestioned again—Uill
some new change should work in the
obtuse recesses of the black men’s minds.

“I fancy I can keep my snhjects in
order,” said Bunter. " You fellows can
turn in now. It's all right.”

And Bunter turned in himself, in the
palanquin, and his deep snore was soon
reard.

In spite of Bunter's assurance, how-
ever, the juniors took turns o keep
awake and watch through the remainder
of the night.

But there was no movement on the
part of the blacks, They devoured their
supper of hall-cooked meat, and slept and
snored ; and in the morning they turned
out for the march, still the obedient
subjects of King Bunter.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
At Last!

i UNTER!?
“Do  you mean your
Majesty ? asked Bunter coldly.

Captain  Corkran controlled
his feelings with difficulty.

It was the evening of the following
day, and a halt had been called in the
march, though not yet for camping. A
long rest had heen taken at nudday, in
the tropical heat, and in the ccol of the
evening the expedition was pushing on.
Hitherto they had followed beaten
tracks, bui now it was necessary to push
on through a thick forest, where it was
impossible for the palanguin {o be
carried,

Since Mpoca's intended rebellion had
keen nipped in the bud the blacks had
been as submissive as ever to the Grey
friars ventriloquist. Only Mpoca's eyes
gleamed evilly at hum sometimes; hul
Mpoca's hatred was held in check hy
fear. The marks of the rhinoceros-hide
whip were very visible on Mpoca's hare
black skin, and he lived in fear of being
deomed to *chop " hy King Bunter. Yet
at any moment, as the experienced cap-
tain knew, a change might come. The
mind of the black man was infantile, nnd
the most inadeguate cause might lead to
the most terrible effects, where the un-
tutored savage was concerned,

But Bunier, having got over his [right,
was King Bunter more than ever. The
fat junior, however, no longer regrefied
having taking leave of his kingdom.  Te
was realising at last the uneertain tenure
of his power, and in Central Africa,
more than anywhere else, it was true
that : “Uneasy lies the head that wears a
crown.” Once during the march the
moon had been hidden by clonds, and
Mpoca had requested King Duuter to
usk Koko for more light for the march.,
King Bunler had been quite unable to
grant that request, and his haughty
refusal caused a great deal of excited jab-
hering among the blacks.  Mpocea was
heginning to realise, in the dull depths
of hiz savage mind, that Dunter’s god
conld do nothing but talk and threaten,
which  was startling  and  terrifying
cnough to an African savage while it was
novel.  But when the voice of Koko
gproaw stale by custom, it was likely to
lose its terrors.

An African fetish-man would have secn
that Mpoca was dangerous, and would
have disposed of him fast enough by put
ting * ju-ju " on him, nrobably by poison
in his food, or by ordering him to be
“chopped.”  But King Bunler had noet
quite arrived at that point.

Don’t throw this copy away—lend it to

But Bunter, though conscious that his
power might go any day, and though he
was beginning to be anxious to get away,
was still King Bunter, and as full of
swank as ever. He blinked loftily at
Captain Corkran through his big spec-
tacles,

“1f you've anything to say, say it and
shut up!” he said.

The captain breathed hard.

~“We've got to push on through the
jungle now,” he said. **The palanquin
must be left behind,”

“Impossible I said Bunter decidedly,

“There’s nothing else to be done.”

“Do you think I'nt going to walk like
you fellows?” asked Bunter disdainfully.
“Catch me!”

“Look here, Buntsr—' hegan Bob
Cherry.

*“You shut up, Cherry!”

“My hat! I'll—>

“Hold your tongue at once !”

Captain Corkran gave Bob a warning
look, and Bob Cherry suppressed his
feelings.

“Pickle Jar can carry you on his
shoulders, if your Majesty prefers not to
walk,"” said Corkran.

Bunter considered that.

“Now you're tlalking,” he said.
“That's all right. Come here, Pickle
Jar, you black rotter! Kneel down!”

The Krooman obeyed.

Bunter mounted on his shoulders. e
was & good weight—in fact, a terrifie
weight.  But the Krooman was strong
and brawny, and he made little even of
Billy Bunter's nvoirdupois.

“Mind you don't let me drop!” said
Bunter warningly. “And don't knock
my head against the boughs, you black
idiot ! You mind what you're at, or it's
tha whip for you—hard "

The party proceeded, Bunter borne in
state by the Krooman. Captain Cork-
ran moro than once consulted the chart
that was roughly engraved on the litile
ivory idel. Rough as the chart was, il
was a certain guide to the experienced
explorer, and he was very close to the
destinution now.

Through the thick jungle the expedi-
tion pressed on. Under the glimmering
moon, they advanced farther and farther
through the cane-brake. The jungle was
left. hehind at, lagt, and I}lcy came oul
on a green plain that glimmered in the
moonlight. There the captain consulted
the chart again, and gave directions. The
march was resumed across the plain till
(Clarkran gave the ward to halt.

Harry Wharton & Co. gazed about
them curiouily in the brilliant light of
the African moon,

They had halled on the bank of a
strenm that ran lowards the great (‘ongo.
Mast of the water had dried up in the
heat, and only a thin stream ran at the
boltom of great banks of dricd mud.
at hand were the remains of a
native village, burnt ont in some savage
raid of hostile (ribesmen.

Among the rmins of huts lay whitenod
hones and skulls, all that was left to
show that a human population had dwelt
thera.

*1s s
Wharton.

“This is the place,”
“IWe're at our journey's end now.
camp here.”

“That's for me ta sav'" remarked
Billy Bunter. *“Don't take it on your
sell to give orders here, Corkran.”

“My mistake!" said Corkran, with-
out moving a muscle,  *Will it please
you to give orders to camp?”’

“That's betler!” said Bunter
a nod.

the place, sir?”  atked

said the captain

W

with

your pall

And he gave orders,
~The camp was pitched, and the fire
lighted in the midst of the ruins of the
destroyed  village. The  Greyfriars
unjors were feeling excited now, They

new that the captain’s chart showed' a
“cache ™ of buried ivory, and it was
exciting to know that the treasure was
near at hand,

“And we're getting away with the
giddy treasure to-morrow,”” remarked
Bob Cherry, as he ate his supper. "I
can't say I shall be sorry to get home-
ward bound again.”

“Jolly glad!” said Nugent.

“That is, if we get away!” said Boh.
“Somebody discovered that ivory once
and drew the chart on the little idol.
That’s the man that the Spaniard, Casco,
killed in Boma—but Corkran pgot the

chart. Casco has been chopped by the
niggers, coming after it again, I
wonder——"

Bob Cherry did nol finish that re-
fAection.

Many lives had already been lost in
the search for the huried ivory, and
Bob and his comrades could not help
wondering whether their own lives were
to be added to the number,

But it was useless to think of that, and
they ate their supper and turned in, to
the accompaniment of the deep snore of
King Bunter,

—

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
The Fall of King Bunter !
KTN(: BUNTER did not turn onk

till ten o'clock in the morning.
Then a very ample breakfast
oceupied him for ancother hour.

The juniors chafed with impatience:
but Captain Corkran waited with stolid
impassivity. King Bunter was still
master of the sitnation, rnd so long as
he held the whip-hand, the Owl of the
Remove had to be given his head, so
to speak. A change was coming; but
it had nol yet come,

When Bunter had finished his sub-
stantini  breakfast he condescended to
listen to the eaptain, waving his nalive
attendants out of hearing.

“So we're on the spat ?"" he asked.

“Richt on the spet.”

“Where's the ivory 77

" According to the chart, it is buried
here, in the village, under the hut that
belonged to the king.”

“Which one ?” asked Bunter, blinking
round.

“We shall find it by searching.” said
the eaptain, “But before the ivory is
dug up, we had betler get rid of the
blacks. A dozen Kokos would not con-
trol them if they saw us carrving off the
ivory nnder their noses.”

Bunter grinned,

“That wouldn't do!™ he assenied.
“OFf convze, T can serd them back to the
village if T like.”

Kizg Dunter reflected.  ITe realised
that as soon as his hlack subjects were
gone, his kingly authority would he
gone also.  1Tnstable as his kingship was,
hae wrs reluctant to part with it,

But there reallv was no help for it
Now that the buried ivory was to he
recovered, the blacks had to go. Cer-
tainly they would never have permitied
the whites to earry it off without a fight.
The voire of Koko would have thundered
in vain if the anthority of King Bunler
had heen  streteched  to  that  extent,
Indeed, it was by n roeckless promise of
“much ivory * that Bunter had hrought

(Continwed on page 17.)

They’ve finished their adventures in Africa, but more thrilling times are waiting for them 1
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By Peter Todd.

still away in the Congo. For a

whole week we have had no

news of them, and the disquiet-
ing rumonr is gomg round the school that
they have lost their whereabouts, and are
therefore not in a position to communi-
cate with us.

Cerlainly something serious must have
happened, or a message would have come
through by now. However, Wharton
and his pals have an uncanny knack of
getling out of tight corners, and I fully
expect to get news of them during the
next few days.

Captain Corkran, who is in charge of
the party of adventurers, may be relied
upon not, to lose hia head in a erisis.

I was discussing the matter with Tom
Brown, one of my sub-editors, and
Browny pul forward a startling theory.
He says it iz more than likely that Billy
Buuter, like the fat chump he is, has
allowed himself to be kidnapped by
natives, and that the other members of
the party are now busily engaged in
tracking down the kiduappers. This is
just a surmise, but I, for one, think that
Browny may be right. Bunter is just
the sort of fellow to go and run his head
into a noose.

Next week, 1 have no doubt, we shall
have news «of the wanderers, and their
next despatches will probably tell of won-
derful adventures. Me{m\\hﬂf_', we must
carry on with the good work, and keep
the flag of the GREYFRIARS TIERALD gaily
flying.

Although this is vot a special number,
il contains many contributions of mare : X
than ordinary ini:.‘re:t. How do you like You know Harry Wharton & Co., the Famous Five of Greyfriars
the “ Anceslors " series? Next week our School, don't you ? They will be back again next week, you fellows.
article deals with the earliest ancestor of
Bolsover major. Nt 5 9 5 e ¢ e e 5 e 4 4 5t P 5§ 5 § ¢ 5 e 3§ 8 1 £

I azked Dick Penfold to write a short
5k{:l:h. in I\'I”rat-?n(.ci?c-.:litr?g“r\:.-i(t‘h'1 !};ii]_y ODE TO A PAIR OF TROUSERS! !
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HARRV WHARTON & CO. are

has responded nobly to my request, and
the amusing adventures —or, rather, mis-

adventures—of Willinm Greorge Bunter Where are all those perfect creases You're "a thing of slreds and patches,”
will make interesting !'"H'hn_[-’.' It must You displaved not long ago? As old Shakespeare used to say;
e rememboered, however, that this sketeh Now, you're stained with oils and greases, L'll ohitain a box of matches,
15 largely a work of imagination, snd the 3 And _\'rn; |2rl_}up with 1';;r‘er:u|l! woe, ; ;\!;uli Ii:.:mtl- you rﬁhl. :!l\ {)‘!
i et et smrgtlifia ik ek ] ey ‘ou are bulging, you are haggy, will burn you in the cloisters
"I"“-]I"I"- ]r_ '!r] seribes anust not be taken You are .'m_\tllin'_‘:l hut fine £ (Thiose who know of my design
as literal Lruths 2 As you shroud my legs so scraggy, Will, I'in sure, be mum as nysters),
IETER TODD. Bags o mine! Bays o' mine!

STOP PRESS. —A cable just received You have rollid in muddy ditehes, Fare thee well —and il {or ever,
from Lagos stules that ITarry Wharlon Yon have wallowed in the mire; Then for ever, fare thee well!
& Co.. Willy Bunter, and Cuptain Cork- \'r;l‘l':ni r;‘ll-:l"-l:kvd no !ﬂlhll ;,,u!' :d.rl_iln_'!u_-.-'_ 'J'.'.L{Irl'l-ll trous _\uudwill ;JP!\iI‘I'
g e S Al s o AR A ut vink you should retire. See more service, sad to tell
‘..m 'I‘“ [Irl 'E'“i W I,\[-l'_ ‘1_“‘[ o.l'_l“)ﬂ ”_1_{ .“ ““_). You are looking worn and jaded— Look) The smoke ascends to heaven
JaHls rom Alrci—wilh treasure 1 insist t YOU resign; In & curling, twirling line:
Cheers, you fellows The wdventurers You are tattered, torn, amd faded, Bang goes onc-pound-threc-and-seven,
are relorning in trivmph ! Bags o mine! Bigs o mine!

That’s right, you chappies, have a'jolly good roar ! Laughing’s good for you!
Supplement i.] Tue Macyer Lisranr.—No. T73.
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ANGESTORS!

By
PETER TODD.
The First of the |

Bolsovers !

lilus : by FRANK NUGENT.

*“Certainly ! Among other
things, he was a great foothalfer.”

“Didn't  koow they played
footer in those days,” I said.

“Then your knowledge of
history 1a  painfully  limited,
Toddy!” said Bolsover scorn-

fully. “Did you mnever read of
the great match between Kent

HEN 1 asked Bolsover major who
his  earliest aneestor was, le
promptly replied: “Samson."

1

have mno doubt that the

origingl Bolsover was a pretty hefty hrute,
but 1 was jolly certain it wasn't Samson.

“Enough of leg-pulling!” I said sternly.
“Tell me, without any further bunkum, who
rou are descended from.”

“Simon the Stromg,” was the reply.

“Who was he—an Aneient Briton?”

Bolsover nodded.

“He was the biggest giant in the land,”
he ks:\id‘ “Stood about nine feet o his
EOCKHE.

“But they didn't wear socks in those
days!” 1 proteated.
“Ass!  That was merely a figure of

fpe

“But what a size this ancestor of yours
must have heen!™ 1 sald.

“Yes, rather! He was twice your height,
Toddy, and broad in the beam, like Billy
Bunter. You never saw such a  hefty
specimen. He econld pick a man up and
toss him over his shoulder with the greatest
of ease.”

“Where did he live?”

“On the coast of Kent—mnot
here."

“"Was he alive when Julius Cesar invaded
Britain?"

“Yes"

“Didn't he offer any resistance?”

"My dear chap,” said Bolsover, “he simply
pulverised the Homan fleet! He waded into
the sea and met them Rra they were attempt-
ing to land, He hit out right and left, and
the giddy Romans went down like skittles!
Why, he even gave Casar himself a black
rye! But the history hooks, for some reason
or other, don't record the fact.”

“"But the Romans landed all
epite of Simon the Strong."

“Of course. The odds were about ten
thousand to one. You could hardly expect
old Simon to lick a whole army of Romaus
oft hia own bat. But le laid out over five
hundred of the heasts!"

“And what happened to him thent™”

Boleover maior groped for his haundker-
ehief.

“Exeuse me while T soh!" he muttered. "1
siall e all right in a minute.”

“What are you sobbing ahbout?"

"My ancestor's fate!" spluttered Holsover.
“White he was eloshing into. the Romans
hie happened to get out of his depth. And
be couldn't swim a stroke!"

“Then he was drowned 7

‘Drowued!” echoed Bolsover dramatically,

There was a painful silence while Boisover
diahihed  at  the tears whirn chased oue
another down his cheeks, At last the hully
«f the Nemove mastered his grief, and he
terned to me with shining eyves.

“My anceator was a fine fellow!" he ex-
vlaimad.  “There hasn't been a1 man Lo ccm-
pare with him, either before or singm”

“Tell me =ome more of his exploits,” 1
urged.

far from

right, In

and Sussexi"”
‘Never!™
“Well, it was played in
the year dot, or somewhere
about that period. The ball
consisted of a buge boulder, which the

players eould either push or kick, as they
chose. The length of the fleld of play was
tive miles.”

“My hat!™ :

“The referee used to buzz all over the
place in his chariot to see fair play. Dut
my ancestor didn't believe in referees. [Ile
considered them a jolly pulsance. o he got
rid of this one.”

“How7" 1 asked hreathlessly.

“Put him to sleep with a
hetween the eyes” suid Bolsover,
idea of my

hefty blow
with a

grin. “To give you a faint idea o
ancestor's strength, even ove of his lightest
No man could

taps proved a death-blow.
stand up to him for 2 moment.”

“What happened after the ref was put
out of action?”

“The players got on with the gume.
Sussex had a good team out. and after an
hour’s play--the match lasted a whole day,
hy the way—they rolled the mighty boulder
into the Kent goal, which was a village.
My ancestor, who was skipper of the Kent
team, didn't like this a bit

“* By my halidom," he said,
forwards are too dangerous for my

‘ these Sussex
liking!

Verily, I must give some of them n dose
of the same medicine 1 gave Lo the
referee!’

“Shortly afterwards there was a fierce

scrimmage to gain possession of the houlder.
Half a dozen Kent players got hold of it,
but the Sussex forwards came alopg aond
knocked them off it as if they were fiies on
a jampot, Then the Sussex men went
merrily away, with the intention of getting
another goal. But my ancestor wasn't having
that at any price. He came rushing up
with his giant stride, and he laid about him
right lustily with his fists. At the end of
five minntes there wasn't a Sussex forward
alive to tell the tale!™

“But that was foul play!” I said, aghast.

Bolsover laughed.

“What mattered?” he said. “The referee
wasn't in a position to interfere. 1le had
heen put to sleep, and it was highly im-
prabable that he would ever wake up and
place  the facts before the Foothall
Association.”

“What was the result of the game?”

“Kent won hy twelve goals to oue. Anmdd
my ancestor—Dbless him!—scored ten coals
for hia side. Simon the Strong was a team
in himself. If he were alive to-day. amd took
the fleld against Aston Villa or the Spurs,
he'd simply pwtverise them!"

“1 don't belicve a word you've told me!”
1 said.

“Then you'd hetter study your
hooks,” was HBolsover’s comment.
hear ont what [ say.”

I =pent the whole evening wading through
my history hooks. Dut, neediess to state,
I found notling whatever couwcerniog Simon
the Strong!

(Next Week : " Sir Jovial Jolly, the
First of the Chervys! ")

history
"They'll

GREYFRIARS HERALD.

GREYFRIARS
SPORTING TOPICS!

By H. VERNON-SMITH.
| {Sporting Editar.)

One of my correspondents has come
forward with the suggestion that we
should play seven-a-side footer matches at
Greyfriars. He thinks they would prove
immensely popular.  “ You could have
one goalkeeper, one back, two half-backs,
and three forwards,” he writes, ‘“‘and
some plorious games would result. Lel
me know in your Sporta Column if vou
intend to adopt the idea.”

- - »

There is nothing new in the aquestion
of seven-a-side footer maiches. We learn
from Bob Cherry that such a match took
phlice in the Congo. Personally, 1 am
nol in love with the idea. With only seven
players in a team, a tremendous amount
of running about is entailed. Football
ceases to become a game, and is more
hke hard work. Even with a full side of
eleven players, football is a very
strenuous affair. But a team of only seven
would soon run themselves to a standstill,
Of course, ane could shorten the duration
of the game, and play, say, twenty
minutes ench way. But, even so, 1 con-
sider that the present eleven-a-side
method of playing foolball cannot be
improved.

* -

The weakened Remove Eleven—weak-
ened, of course, by the absence of the
Famous Five in the Congo—came a
terrible cropper on Wednesday against
Rockwood, on the latter’s ground.
Jimmy Silver & Clo. were in tiptop form,
and they took command of the game
from the outset. Goals were plentiful.
The Remove managed to score a couple
—one in each half; but against tLiq
Hookwaoad notched five! It was a rather
gloomy party of footballers that made its
way back to Greyfriars,

* - *

On Saturday we soothed our lacerated
feclings by meeting and beating the
Upper Fourth. Temple & Co. hoped to
pulverise our scratch team, and they
took things fairly ecasily, which was a
fatal mistake. Monty Newland scored
two grand goals for the Remave, and 1
had t?le pleasure of netting a third, The
Upper Fourth could only reply once, o
they retired well beaten.

* * E 3

Twam asked o state thatl, in the absence

of Frank Nugent, trexsurer of the
Remove Football Club, subscriptions

should be handed in to Péter Todd. We
hope there will be no defaulters, for
money is urgently needed to purchase
new club gear. AL preseni we possess
five footballs, three of which have been
kicked ouf of shape. We are also in
need of new jersevs and (lag-posts.
Rally round, Removites, amld pay up and
look pleasant !

€ - “

There is no foolball fixture for next
Wednesday afternoon, so 2 eross-conntry
run has been arranged. It apen to
every athlete in the Remove, and a keen
strugele should resuli.

Harry Wharton will be back again in his old Editorial chair next week !

Tue Eaaxer Liprary.—No, 773,
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i)~ BUNTER ON THE CONGO! S /f

A Humorous Sketch 'In Verse.

By DICK PENFOLD (The Greyfriars Bard).

CHARACTERS IN THIS SHETCH. GODBLY-WOBBLY ¢

BiLy BUsTER .. .. .. The fwl of the Rewove. Me ehop your head off with un axe |
GOBULY-WOBBLY .. .. .. A Native Head-lhunter. No one will find you in yonr tracks
CAPTAIN CORKRAN .o .. The Famous Adventurer. ;;:;,T:," F.],],-Mtll,;:_,',':,'w,:{;-m].‘3,:.{:;'r,l::.n {m'
HARRY WHARTON ' :

0n UHERRY

FRANK NUGENT 5 e .. The Famous Five.

{GORBLY-WOBDLY advances upon BILLY
DBUNTER, who backs away tn terror)

Jonxxy BuLnn
HURREE SINGH

BUNTER :
leil-ii."p off, you sna.rlh;u. mz_value lt:r-,mt 1
. " . i . Il struggle for my life, at least!
(“CENE.—The leart of a jungle. BioLy BUNTER is wanderivg about ¥
ialone, apparently lost.) (Enter  CAPTAIN CORKRAN and the
Fasous FIvE.)

BUNTER @
Oh, help ! I've been and lost my way ! ("APTAIN CORKRAN !
Ilulnu;.nrl‘ t?:rl;, (.vﬁ;:t;ulb :‘]:»14;?: !bm K We're just in time, my boys, Lo save
I feel fed-up, and far from home ! Young Bunter from a lonely greve,
The tigers snarl, the lons rear, 'l shoot that savage through the heads
o U Doy aitd o | Wmaazo: Too late, dear sir, the brute has fied |
That would protect me in the Congo! BUNTER © T say, you fellows, I'm #o u}ilali .
‘Think what a fearful fright Fvehad!
(Enter GOUBLY-WOBDLY, a painfed Yoan enly just arrived in time
suvage, brandishing o spiked club.) To stop a grim and ghastly crime !
i . CHERRY : How did you get to this wild spot ?
BUNTER (in terror) : NUGENT : Y ou lost your way, Bill, did you not ?
Oh, crumhsa ! T don’t know what to do! BUNTER * . P o
% H : < UNTER : Vor miles and miles T've wandered round.
Most fearzome monster, who are you ¥ 1 searched, but yon could not be found.
GODELY-WORBLY CAPTATS CORKRAN @ "Pwas wrong to venture out alone,
thite hov. they o - W N Amd go exploring on your owo
‘r'rh!.‘ {l.r‘:.“ﬂﬁ:.':‘&;{'-lé E;s};‘tu'}:ﬂ‘kru‘}’}l‘;?h You might have met a dreadful fate
e = 2 ¥ BUNTER : I'm still alive, at any rate |
FUNTFR : Inderd, your clul is most atrocions, BULL: No doubt you're feeling peckish, Billy ?
And you are lmk:{\g 11:]105!. Ieracnt;uls [d ” BUNTER : I've had no grub for ages, silly 1
What do you want with me, my Iriend ? E ) A .
eyl i AR CHERRY : Then we will kill the fatted ealf,
T hvetiEan A S TRl And have a stunning feed—not half i
GoBBLY-WOBBIY ;- Me want your head to take away BUNTEE : I say, you chaps, if 1'd boen killed,
To a native village on a tray. Greyfriars with sorrow would be filed !
Fellows would weep, anil sob, and groau.
PUNTER : Oh, run away and guzale cocoa | ; ? '
Don't dare to touch my handsome boko ! My tragic fate they would bemoan.
NUGENT © 1'm not so sure of that, old chappe !
GOBBLY-WOBBLY :  Be careful, white boy. : To not n,c;l!!‘. 1 think they'd all be very happy !
Me chop your napper right clean o BUNTER : They rouldn’t live without their Bunter!
BUXTER : Help ! Wharton | Nugent ! Cherrv | Dull' WHARTON © Of course they could, my portly grunter]
Preserve me from this painted fool | CAPTAIN CORRRAN © Well, boye, T think we'll be returning,

. . s y e dinner burning.
GOBBLY-WOBBIY ;  Ah! Your companions can’t deliver! Or else we'll find the din ng
They have gone sailing up the river [ DBURTER : Now 1've recovered from my fright

ve 18 appetite |
DUXTER & You brute ! 1 vow that no head-hunter I've got a glorlous app
Shall have the head of Billy Bunter! HURREE =I%GH : Then let. us share the treatfulness
o (4 roastful Joints of meatfulness !

CAPTAIN ("ORKRAN :
1If Gobbly-Wobbly comea again,
He'll get a bullet through his brain !
JUNTER :
He's iniles away by now, I think,
So let us gaily eat amd drink!

GonyLY-WOBHLY &

Me give you one terrific blow—
Cne hefty swipe, and down you go!

BUKTER :
Now, look here, Gobbly, please beaerious,
And less ferocions and lmperious.
If you chop off a Bunter's head,
Your days will all be filled with dread.
My pals woull seek revenge, you knew,
At gor woulldl be the next to go!
To kil o brainy chap like me
Would be a dire calamity.
Think how humanity would suffer
For the mad action of a duffer !
I vou should dare to take my life
You'tl plunge the whole world into strifi]
Pause, Gobbly-Wobhly! Stay yvour hand!
That's zovnd advice, you understand !

CHERRY :
T heard a splash from yonder brook,
T faney if we come amd look,
We'll see a sight 1o make us smile—
Gobbly inside a crocodile |

CAPTAIN CORKEAN @
Yos, he has been devoured, that’s plain,
He'll never worry 1us again,
(Grood riddanee to him, friends o mine !
Now, like the crocodile, we'll dine !

CURTAIN,

_ The fellow who laughs longest and best is he who reads the jolly old * Herald !’ !
Supplement i) Tue Maayer Lisrany.-No. 773,
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WHAT DO YOU THINK? That's it! What do you think about Sport and Hobbies and
anything else ? Put your Think-cap on Right Now and Pen out a Dinky ¢ Speech !

AL
Ne
Grand

MoneyPrizes

i r oA
SPEECHES,

chiel _had seem her during a stay at | can ]'-I.ly

It's like cats fighting on the
Margate. TIle had fallen in love with Iris, | roof.”

A DISQRACEF UL SCENE!
HE proceedings at the last weekly
I meeting of the Greyfriars Parlin-
ment  were  regrettably marred
by n lamentable fracas. As a
result of this distres-ing happening, Ar.

Haorare Coker
month.

Mr. Peter Todd took the chair as
usnal, and was about to state the even:
ing's programme when Mr. Coker rose.

Mr. Coker: "1 intend to ocenpy the
attention of the House this evening with
something jolly important.”

The Deputy-3peaker; “You connot do
that without the nssent of the Houre'

way  suspended for a

r. Coker: "1 don't eare
about the consent of the Mouse!
T hnve to say
That's
chump!
by you!"

I'here was great uproar.
Speaker vacated the chair. Technically
the sitting was suspended, hut  Mr,
Coker took a flyiog leap into Mr. Todd's
place, waved a pointer over his head,
and shouted * Rule, Britannia!™

Mr. Peter Todd wus seen to tap his
forehead significantly. There reemed
grave doubts as to Mr. Coker's mental
condition.  Bul, anvway, members were
too much amused Lo proceed to extremes.

AMr. Coker; "Now, then, T won't
it back. T have great news.
a hook about the Congo!™

l,urul Mauleverer:
ness!"

Mr. Coker: “1'll make you eat

"

twopenee
What
concerna  the Congo,
enough, Toddy, you howling
I am oot going to be hossed

The Deputy-

lipen
I've written

“Dashed rotten lusi-

your
words !

Loril Manleverer:
I've had my tea!”

Mr. Coker: “Go and chop chipa! My
hook shows you what the Conro s like
1t e

“Thanks awl'ly,

ribes how a lovely girl with a

dimple-

Mr. Tom Dutton:
aunt down at Lavender Hill,
pimple, a large red one, and she wore it
on the end of her nose. It spoiled the
ering ahout the
s like ler cheek to

“1 remember my cld
She hiad a

= cheek.
Eave u pimple at all!?
Mr. Coker: “T said dimple!™
Mr. Tom Dutton: “ Yes, I heard you say
pimple. 1 don't care about people with
pimples, especially when they are as bay
as liens' ego
Mr. Coker {
“This lady’s fr
Mr. Du
or Dublin?"
Ir. Coker:
lovely as the rosy morn——'
Mr. Dutton: “What, with that phaple
on her nose?”
Mr. Coker
hadu't  got n
danghter of
Mr. Dotton
know ; one of those ¢
in Hyde Park. My aunt s
Mr. Coker: “ Planter, not ra
thiv lovely girl Jris was
Puzay-wuzzies frow the

hering his annoyance)
ame was lris,

| she come from Cork

* ik

T spid Tris! She

Wik as

(with “Bhe
piinple. v
A wenlthy planter.”
(with kK interest): i

s who vo W

some  heat):

wias 1l

n

and he carried her off on the Hushands’
Boat one dewy summer evening when
nobody wos looking. 11 T had not heard
of the dastardly plot, and followed the
scoundrel with a Hotehkiss gun—"

Mr. Bulstrode: “Is the House to under-
stand that Coker Kissed the lady?"

Mr. Coker: “Nothing of the kind! Tf
you would only listen! There's heaps
more to come. My yarn will make every-
body sit up and take notice. 1t is simply
stupendons, | may say the story is true
in a sense, for a third cousin of mine
knew a man who had a brother who was
a steward on an African line."

Mr. Dutton: “1 suppose the African
llon ate the steward. It iz a =ad
business. And did Miss Iris become Mrs.
Fuzzy -wuzzy 1"

“Mr. Coker: “Don't 1 tell you I was
there? You had hetter pay attention.”

Mr. Peter Todd fadvancing townrds the
chair): “You ean let it o at that, We've
heard quite ¢nough shout your story.
The House wants to get to business.”

Mr. Coker: “KReep off! 1 eay, you
chaps, you are dying to hear my stery,
aren’t you?"

Lord Mauleverer:
lo, begad !

At this stage there was a cortnin liveli
EE} Coker  declined to  vacate the

“We shall die if we

tker's chair. He was scized hy the
and dragged to the floor, )t was
1 that  Ceeil  leginald  Temple,

.ti,um_ln he bl warmly
hithertn, now

¥ inactivity.,  Mr. CoYer was
wrasped by the nrms and understandings.
and marehed out of the room howling.

Mr. Peter Todd then resummed his place.

“1 am sure the House
lay of trucu-
wee on the part of Mr. Coker.
to read n
K. G,

Mr. Peter Todd:

ets (his unsecmly i

I propose
Beader
Road,
I oppose the
hetter than
! A child of five or six never has
a vielin given to it, ner is it allowed to
umuse itsell with the pinno, huat children
ann have penctl and paper, and proc
art, i.0., sketehing, from the ear]
Peter Todd Lroke of
he continned, “that Reader
sexton is couvinced thut the art of the
Lelineator is easier all ronnd—that it is
wmdier to 1 up. nyboly ean start
Musice olfers many ditfivaltics.  That is the
point.  The argument i that a eripple
it in the country mipght snon get fed
up with a fhddle, but he would never tire
of sketehing. My theory is that it wonld
aueh depend on the eripple, hnt Reader
sexton hus his ideaz, and he I3 entitled
ti them. 1 think the Hou=e will welcome
hia cheery Little tribute to the art of
ving * (Hear, hear!)
Mr. Hop Hi: uchee likee music.
n China we all drawee pictnres,
Mr. J » Carpe: “I don't think much
ol tlee An wnele of mine thinke )

apeceh from
Elthruda
* May

music =

& SEXTOX, 3.
im, S.E.13:
. purison  that
painting?

Mr. Fisher Tarleton Fish: "My idea i3
that Reader Sexton is a dreamer, just
that. We have no use¢ for dreamers in
Xoo Yark., I happened to see a bit more
of the speech. Seemed to me Reader
Sevton bhas got a notion of a cripple in
a bath-chair out in the country with a
drawing-board on his knee. Well, that's
a fancy picture. Those who like it can
have it. 1 prefer to draw deductions—
that’s the way to make money.”

Mr. 5. Bunter: “Lso’t it about time we
adjourned for supper?”

Mr. Peter Todd: 1 am afraid T shall
have to disappoint Mr. S, Bunter. There
is much business before the House. 1t is
a pleasure to hring to your notice a
speech on amateur theatricals, sent by
MISS MARGARET ADAMS, 27, Bll
Road, Armadale, West Lothiau, Scotland.
Reader Margaret Adams says: *T think
one of the most interesting things to
witness is that of seeing a few amateurs
stage aud perform in a really elever
manner some good story, elther a
Shakespearean play, or a bright, amuzing
comedy. In some cases, fortunately for
the actors, the necessary props are lent.
I admire the promoter who can coach and
act himself. At a recent performance [
was astonished by the excellent rhythm
of the whole play—no jars, no walits,
Many good plays are marred by actors
wixing  too  dramatic—overdoing por-
trayal. Muoeh depends on the promoter.
He should avoid anythimg: too steep for
his company, It is the short play which
uppeals.” ™

Mr. Wibley: “Hear, licar!"

Mr. & Bunter: “What ahout supper?

No notice was ta of the query.

Mr. Richard Nug : “Jolly fline play
to he made out of this Congo stunt with
oll Billy Bunter chevying the
lions !

Mr. William Fry:

“Mow iz it Ruuter
has not appeared oo the lilmsy”
Mr. Peter Todd: “He will ™
Mr. Wikley said bhe wpprecinled Geasder
Margaret Ada n
Mr. Percy Ripps:
May i assisted by
itrodueed—say, a
Mr. Peter Todid

P
“1 eonsider that a
some  clever stunt
conjuring trick.”

I move the adjonrn
ment, und in doing so 1 feel bound to
refer to the painful seone which di=-
credited the opening of the meeting.”

\ir. Regeie Coker (who reentered the
House at this stay W that my
iztinguished bro any incon
venence he cansed? We Just come
from a very sad interview with him. He
says he meant well, and that all he
wished
He also sg

wis to enliven the proceedings.
s his dmner disagrecd with
him todday as the dumplings =erved up
with  the hoiled heefl  were  stodey.”
(Laughter.)

Mr. Peter Todd: “The
dealt with at the next sitting—not the
dumplings, which struck me as good
hut Mr. Coker's extravagant behivionr.
Hven dumplmgs are vo real excuse.”

matter shall be

Gther readers have won grand money prizes for * Speeches.”

Why not you, eh ?

imwmm
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ON THE 1IVORY TRAIL!
(Continued from page 12.)

Mpoca and his men on the expedition in
the first place, That promise he had no
intention of keeping; indeed, he had
already forgotten it, Bunter had been
a king long enough to learn stalecraft,
and to mmitate the Punic faith of most
governments,

But he realised that the blacks were
greedy for the ivory, and that it was
necessary for him to walk very warily.

“We've got to have this plain,” he
said at last. “I'm taking half the ivory,
you know."”

“That is so.”

“You fat roiter!” burst out Baob
Cherry furiously. " The ivory belongs to
Captain Corkran.”

*Oh, really, Cherry

“Every member of the party takes a
percentage, according to what the cap-
tain promised us when we started,” said
Harry Wharton.  “You must stick to
that, Bunter."”

“Mind your own business.”

“Bunter,” urged Nugent, ‘'you've
gol the upper hand for a time, but you
can't be a swindler. Think a bit!”

Bunter blinked at Nugent through his
speetacles,

“Do you want the whip, Nugent?”

“You fat fool!”

“1'1 jolly well have you chopped, il
you're not ¢ivil!” roared Bunter. *I'm
«till master here, yon cheeky rotter!™

Captain Corkran held up his hand.

“Bunter claims half the ivory,” he
said. “ He made the claim before we lefl
the village. That claim stands.”

“Tt's a swindle!" said Johnny Bull
hotly. *“Bunter has no right to take
advanlage—"

“You shut up, Dull!" said Bunter.
“Shut up at once! Do you hear?”

“By Jove, T'll—="

“Cheese it, Johnny, ofd man,’
nired Wharton, *the captain
best.”

“PBut that fat swindling rotter——

“ Cheese it, old chap. Leave it to the
captain.”

Johuny Bull gave a loud snort, bul he
“cheesed it as requested.  Billy Bunter
blinked round at the juniors.

“T say, you fellows, I've had enough
jaw,” he said. “I'm the head of this
party, and Dve seen you through. 1
take half the ivory. That's my whack.
T've a jolly good mind to bag the lot,
and T jolly well will if T have any more
cheek. So yon can put that in your pipe
and smoke it, What's to prevent me
gelting my niggers to dig it up and take
it back to my village? You'd befter
mind your p's and q's.”

The Famous Five did not answer that.
They were content to leave the malter in
Captain Corkran’s hands.

“The first step is for the Dlacks to go,”
said the captain, T leave that to yon,
Bunter.”

“That's all right.”

The juniors left the royal presence.
and Bunter ealled lo Nkolo,

Nkaolo bLeat on the nalive dvum, eall-
ing Mpoea and the blacks to the pre-
sonee of the king. The Congo-men came
up eagerly. They were expecting {o
hear of tha ivory now.

“Koko speak ™ said Bunter,

Mpoea looked round.

“Where Woko?” he asked.

“Never mind  where HKoko 517
snapped Bunter. Do you want sonu

"

mur
knows

more of the whip, you checky black
rotier 1"

Mpoca did not answer, though his
eyes gleamed evilly.

The wail of the wooden god was heard,
and the blacks prostrated themselves,
Then Koko spoke.

“Black man lib for village. Lib for
back here in three days, with many black
men to carry away ivory.”

The deep voice of the god, coming
from apparently nowhere, did not fail
of its effect. The blacks listened in awe.
Only Mpoca's eyes rolled restlessly. He
was sUill in fear of the unseen god, but
his fear was diminishing. And a
suspicion was in his mind that King
Bunter was playing tricks, and that the
promised ivory was very likely to vanish

LIVERPOOL
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during the three days' absence of the
black men.
“Black men lib for go al one-time!”

l.‘ﬂl]!inlll"ﬂ the l]l:’i_'-]) voice of Koko.
“King Bunier wait.”
The blacks rose to their feet when

there was silence. With the exception
of Mpoca they had no thought of dis-
qbedience, though there was discontent
in their faces.

And Mpoca did not openly disobey.

o placed himself at the head of the

parly of blacks, and they marched
away, and vanished iuto the jungle.
Glal enough  wera  the Greylriars

juniors to sce them go.

Bunter watclied them with mixed feel-
ings.

1Ta was pleased enouch to be success-
ful, and {o get rid of the savages so
easily now that thev were no longer
wanted. Dot it was a blow to him to
lose his kingly authority.

“Now for the ivory ! he said. “I—1
say, Uerkran "
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“Do you mean Captain Corkran??
asked the tanned explerer, his brown
face growing grim.

DBunter started a little.

“Ye-a-s—exaclly. Captain
I—" he stammerad.

HWell:”

“'Now the niggers are gone, 1'm nct
going to have any cheek, you know,”
said Bunter, his voice faltering a little,
however; “and you're sticking to the
agreement—halfl the ivory to me?”

“T never break my word,” said Cork-
ran coldly.

“Good I
. The evplorer moved away, and the
Jumors and Pickle Jar followed him.

“1 say, you flellowe——"" called out
King Bunter.

No ane answered.

“1 don't want any check!” roared
Bunter, half-regretting now that he had
dismissed his s@bjects. “Come back at
once, you, Hoh Cherry! Do you hear?
I've got some orders {o give vou.”

Bob Clerry turned back.

“I'm coming,” he answered.

“Bob——"" exclaimed Wharton.

“Shan't he a minule, old lop!
got to attend to King Bunter.”

Billy Bunter grinned with satisfaction
as Dob Cherry came back. But the grin
died off his face the rext moment.

Bob Cherry grasped him by the
collar, and King Bunter went to ihe
ground with a bump,

“Yooop!” he roared.

“Borrv to have to lay hands on yout

Corkran,

I've

Majesty,” grinned Dob.  “But even
rovalty has to learn mauners, you
knaw,”

“Ha. ha, ha!”

“Yarooop! Leggo!™

Instead of letting go, Bob Cherry

rolled the fat junior over. Then his
hand rose and fell in a series of loud
spanks.

Spank. spank. snank, spank!

“Yarooh! Helo! Rescue! Firal
Murder! Oh erumbs!” roared Dunter.

“Ha. ha, hal”

Spank, spank. spank, spank!

" Yow-nw-ow-ow-wooonop ! "’

“Therel” gasped Bob. “TF yom
hadn't madn my paw ache. T'd giva you
some mere, you cheeky fat slug!  But
that will do to po on with.”

“Yow-ow-wow-wow ! roared Bunter,

Bob Cherry follhwed his comrades,
leaving Billy Tlanter still rearing. It
was n~t very reral to sit and roar; but
Kine Bunter roared with all the force of
his fat lungs, His briel kingship was over
at last. Kinz Bunrter, like Lucifer, Son
of the Morning, had fallen from his high
estate, and greot was the fall thereof !

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Treasure Trove !

T ILL the leat of the trepical noon
oo them to shelter in  the
shada of the irecs. Harr
Wharton & Co. searched II:|'n’|sg?}

the ruin d village for the “cacke” of

ivory.  The chart engraved on the ivory
itol had brousht them to the spot, hut
the oply indication of the ecarhe was that

t lay wmle the old hut ef the native

k'ng. Donbtless at one tiwe that but

had been distivguishable fom thke re f,

ameng  the ruins; poturally gt wonld

have been a lar-er building, prebably
with numerous additional spartmenis for
the many wives of an African menarch.

But the hand of tima had fallen heavily

upon the ruined village since  then, and

most of the ruins wern shapeless masses,

Frank Richards has proved himself the finest writer in the world !
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overgrown with Inxuriant weeds and [ exclaimed Hurree Jamset Ram Singh,
creepers and thickels. So the search | mopping his dusky brow. Even the
was long and arduo.s, and when the sun | Nabob of Bhanipur was linding the
of noon blazed down, and drove the | weather warm enough for him.
explorers to shelter, the discovery had “T think I have traced out the roval
not yet been made. hut,” said the captain. *“ It must have
Billy Dunter did not join in tho quest. | heen larcer than the others, and here
He was content to sit in the shade of [ vou can see that the building has been

a tree and snooze. Ha bad lLad ove| partly of wood, while the others were
lesson; but he had not got oul of his [ mostly of grass and rushes. This hut is
royal habits yet. the only one that has left distinct traces,

Bunter joined up for lunch, however, | Thoso charred fragments are what is left
and distinguished himself in that line, at | of the walls. T think we shall find the
least. cache somewhere at hand here.”

When the heat of the day was over, “(ood ogg!”

ﬁ:l;‘ta]ilr_[iI%'-m;ttrnnli-::ut(n:':_ﬂ‘jfl;;:lssuhj*‘ll.”;‘(':l::_' The juniors set to work with renowed

: : : energy.

Bunter laying his fat person down in the | ©5 BY )
ghade for another snoo:e Hatchets had been brought from the
The search went on eagerly. negro village; the digging implements

It was not unattended by peril, for | which the captain had provided were still
more than once poisonous serpents were | o0 the launch, far away on the Congo.
startied out of the brake, and knocked on | But many hands make light work, and
the head. The juniors, eager as they | the ground was soon hacked up in a
were, took care to watch for snakes. dozen directions,

The sun was sinking in a blaze ol Nugent gave a sudden cry, as some-
purplo and gold, when Captain Corkran| thing white vrolled from under his
stopped at last, and called the juniors to| hatchet.

It was a skull,

im.
“For ir!” exclaimed Bob - "
Found the place, sir " ‘ “Good heavens!" exclaimed Frank,

c‘:flrrfl"ink 50." his face becoming suddenly pale.
“Hurrah!" Ha stepped back from the spot. DBut

“The hurrahfulness is  terific ! 1 the captain came over to him quickly,
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with a look of satisfaction on his tanned
face.
“Good !" he exclaimed.

“We seem to have landed on the
native cemetery,” said Dob Cherry.
“Detter try farther on,”

““Not at all. I fancy Nugent has
found the precise spot,” said Captain
Corkran.  *“It would be like a native
king of the Congo to kill the slave em-
ployed to dig the hole for burying his
treasure, He would throw the body in
and cover it with earth. Life is cheap
in these regions."”

“What an awful beast, if that's the
case " muttered Nugent,

“Worse than King Bunter!™ re-
marked Bob Cherry, with a faint grin.

Captain Corkran bent to his task, and
with untiring arm hacked away the dry,
stamped earth. The juniors helped him
eagerly,

The skeleton was turned out of the
cavity, and then the explorers dug
deeper, It was hard and weary work
with their clumsy implements, but the
hard, dry earth flew under their hefty
blows. The perspiration ran down their
faces in streams as they laboured. The
sun vanished, and the moon rose over
the African forests, to an accompani-
ment of hyena screams, and the roar-
ing of lions. Unheeding, the explorers
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worked on, till Captain Corkran,
shovelling aside the broken earth with
his hands, held up suddenly a fragment
of ox-hide.

The hide was old and roiten, but it
had evidently been used to wrap some-
thing miore precious,

“We've found it !"” said Corkran.

And a moment later he held up a huge
elephant’s tusk.

*“Hurrah !"

The shouts of the juniors echoed over
the ruined village. Billy Bunter started
out of a prolonged nap.

“1 say, you fellows——"" he caled oul.

“We've found it!"” roared Bob
Cherry.
“0Oh, good! I say, I'm hungry !”

“Go and eat coke !

The juniors shovelled and scraped at
the earth, and tusk after tusk was
dragged up.  Billy Bunter rolled along
to watch them, and stood blinking at the
scene, his round eyes glistening behind
his spectacles. The Owl of the Remave
forgot even supper as he watched the
pile of ivory steadily growing.

“1 say, you fellows, that’s worth a lot
of money!” he gasped. “I say, we're
in Juck, you kmow. Half that lot's
mine; don't you forget it!"

““Shut up, you fat toad !

*“Oh, really, Wharton—"

The juniors laboured on. But Captain
Corkran, standing beside the excavation,
keld bis rifle in his hands, and his single
eye was watching the thickets at u little
distance. With a sudden movement he
threw up the rifle and fired.

Crack !

The report of the rifte was answered by
a terrible yell from the brake. The
juniors sprang to their rifles. In their
eagerness they had forgotten danger ; but
Corkran had not forgotten, Ilis tireless
eya had watched all through the search,
and he had not been caught napping.

“What—what's that?” gasped Dob
Cherry, as he seized his rifle.

The captain smiled grimly.

From the thicket a staggering form
emerged, to fall in a heap tlose by the
ruined hut. A spear had dropped to }hu
ground a few paces away; the captain’s
bullet had struck at the moment that the
speur was hurled, and it had fallen short,

“*Mpoca " shouted Wharton,

“Oh crumbs!" gasped Dunter.

Mpoca it was!  BEvidently the black
man had not returned to the village; he
had hung about the spot, watching, and
had seen the discovery of the ivory, And
the whizzing spear he had intended for
Captain Corkran, and only the explorer’s
watchfulness had saved his life,

Mpoca half raised himself from the
ground, his eyes rolling wildly. He was
clutching at the knife in his girdle, but he
lacked the strength to disengage it, Ile
sank back to the earth, and as he did so
he uttered a loud, piercing erxy—evidently
a signal ery. With his last breath, the
eavage black man was calling his com-
rades to the massacre.

A cry answered from the distance.

“We're in for it!"” eaid the ecaptain
cgolly.  "“Never mind the ivory now.
Take cover, and be ready lo shoot.”

And the juniors, grasping their rifles,
finger on trigger, waited, with beating
hearts, for the attack that was now
certain 1o come.

M
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‘“ We've found the treasure ! '* shouted Captain Corkran. And he held up a

huge elephant’s tusk. “* Hurrah !**
the ruined village.

tusk was dragged up.

The shouts of the juniors echoed over
They shevelled and scraped at the earth, and tusk alter

(See Chapter 10.)

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Last Fight!

POCA lay still in the moonlight,
his savage heart stilled for ever.
But the juniors hardly glanced
at him. They had no Smught

to give the savage when their own lives

were trembling in the balance. Billy

Bunter was quivering like a fat jelly.

His black subjects, after all, had not gone

to the villagg as he had commanded—his

power was broken. They had marched at
his order, but they had lingered near the
spot, determined that the ivory should
not fall into the hands of the white men.

Mpoca, evidently, had been scouting near

at hand when he had attempted to spear

Corkran, and had lost his life in the

attempt.

* Hallo,
come !

* Look out !

From the thickets and ecane-brake a
dozen shadowy figures flitted in the bright
moonlight, spear in hand, utlering savage
yells. There were a dozen blacks; the
vest, probably, had gone on to the village
in obedience to Bunter's order. Dut a
dozen hrawny savages, rushing to the
altack, were heavy odids against seven—
irresistible odds af once they had got
within stabbing distance.

But the Greyfriars party did not faller,
The blacks eame racing on, brandishing
their spears, openly exposed to fire in the
moonlight; and the rifles were ready,
only waiting for the captain’s word.

“Fire I shouted Corkran,

ITe fired as he spoke, and the leading
cannibal rolled over, and lay still.  Pickle
Jar fired at the same moment, and a

hallo, hallo! Iere they

black man fell.  The Famous Five, a
second later, poured in a volley.

Wild vells answered the fire,

Six of the cannibals were on the
ground, and one, wounded, was flecing
back into the brake.

Five of them siill came on, terribly
close now, when the captain's vifle rang
again, and the nearest of them tumbled
over with a yell. The remnant of the
band halted, daunted by the levelled riftes
and the eyes that gleamed behind them.

Captain Corkran made a gesture with
his rifle.

“Throw down your spears, or lib for
die!" he shouted,

For a moment the blacks hesitated, and
then the spears were flung to the ground.

The blacks wera daunted, and from
savago ferocily to total submission wae
only a step for the savage mind. A
minute before, the blacks had been
running on yelling; now the surviving
four stood in a dismayed group, jabber-
ing for mercy.

“ Spare their lives if they give in, siv !
pasped Wharton,

“They'll mive in fast enough now!”
said the ecaptain grimly. He advanced
towards the four negroes, holding up hie
brown hand, and the black men bowed
their heads 1n submission,

“You lib for serye me, or you die!”
said the captain.

And Nkolo, who was nne of the sur-
vivors, bowed his woolly head.

“Lib for serve!” he answered.

“Take some of their rags, and hind
their hands,” eaid Corkran, and the
juniors obeyed.

The four blacks were ticd hand and
foot, amd left on the ground. Without

Next week’s yarn of the Greyfriars Chums is absolutely tophole, hoys 1
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heeding them further, Cuptain Corkran
d rred his attention to the ivory. Une
of che fallen negroes crawled to his feet,
and limped away into the brake, un-
heeded.  But the rest lay still.

The juniors turned their faces away
from the sight, Tusk by tusk, the ivory
was carried awuy to the spot where the
camp had been made, and where the
camp-fire was siill  burning  brightly.
There 1t was stacked—an imposing heap.

“Now for supper!” said the captain.
“We shall get a brief rest to-night. We
niarch at dawn.”

“ And the prisoners?”

“They march with us. They will carry
ihe ivory to the launch,” said the captain
coolly., * After that, they can go to the
dickens.  But for Hm present they will be
useful as bearers.”

T'he prisoners were brought into the
camp still bound. They had taken their
reverse of fortune with African stolidity.

“Where's Bunter?”  exclaimed Bob
Cherry suddenly.

The juniors had quite forgotten Bunter,
Tt supper natwrally brought back Billy
Buulvr Lo tlw-lr minds.

* Bunter I roared Johnny Bull,

“The fat fool Lid himself when the
niggers charged,” said the captain, with
w carl of the lip. *“He had better be
found.™

Tlie juniors hurriedly searched for
Bunter. It was possible that the faf
junior had fled from the place in hus
panic, and in that case it was not likely
that they would ever =ee him again.
They shouted his name as they searched,
in great anxiety.

“1 say, you fellcms—
ing voice.

** Hallo, hallo, hallo!

“Him lib for hide,”
Jar. “Fat Bunter
coward !"

Billy Bunter erawled oul of a thorny
thicket. In his terror he had not hecded
the thorns; but he heeded them now.
e was scratohed in a score of places, and
Lis clothes were in latters,

“YVou fat duffer!” exclaimed Ilarry
Whuvton, in great reliefl. “T was afraul
you had bolted inlo the forest!”

“w, ow, ow!”

“What's the matter now 7"

“Ow!  T'm  scratched !
Bunter,

“You're jolly lucky it's no worse [

“ Teaat ™

“Come on, fatty, if you want any
supper,” said Bob Cherry, taking the Owl
nf lnn Remo\'e by the car,

‘Yarooogh !
Y Me kie L. fat Bunter,” said Pickle Jur.

“Him kick me when me cavey him. Now
e kick fat BDunter !

“One pood turn deserves
grinned Johnny Bull.

*1la, ha, ha!”

“Here, keep that black beast off 17
velled Bunter, in alarm,

Harry Wharton, laughing, vestrianed
Pickle Jar from giving the fallen tonarch
n Doland for an Oliver. The fat junior
wits taken back to the camp, where, for
a time, he forgot his troubles and his
fallenn greatness in doing justice to his
supper, Onee mare filled up to the chin,
King Dunter recovered something of his
voyal importance.

“You should have left it o e he

sald Ilarry.

"

came o gasp-

Here e is!"
grinned  Pickle
no fight. Him

groaned

another,”™

aipl. 1 eould have stopped those black
bweusts by springing  Koko's voice on
thene Just like you fellows to play the
wont ™

“ Why, von fat honnder, you hid your-
sell at onea ! exeluimed Bob Cherry in-
digrantly, “ You were too joily funky

Here the conguering heroes come !
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to turn on any \onlnloqm-m even 1f it

had been any rrnrJ.I I
“Oh, really, Cherry
“1 l]ur:l:_\' think even the woice of

Koko would have siopped them when

they  were coming on,” seid Captain

Corkeon.  *‘hiere was nothing for il

but to shoot. DBut if vou want to try the

king businéss agein, Bunler, you're at

liberty to relurn to the H“-l”’(\ amd T'l

give you one of the prisoners for a

gnide.”

Bunter shivered,

e mis-ed his royal greatness, but the
bare idea of going back alone amons the
cannibals made Lim shudder,  And he
realised, too, thal the voice of Koko had
lost its power, as was evidenced by the
attack of Mpora's gang on the Grev-
friars party. 1f Mpoea's attack had been
a success, cerlainly King Bunter would
have followed the rest of the party to the
cooking-pols.  Bunter's kingship was
worn out; and it was now, i point of
fact, a chicken that would not fight.

Billy Bunter made no answer to the
captain’s offer. It was clear that he was
not thinking of aceepting it.

The camp-fire was banked high, and
the explorers turned in for the remainder
of the night, keeping watch in turns.
During the night the howls of the wild
animals of the forest sounded nearer Lo
the camp, and al quite a short distance
the sparling and quarrelling  of the
hyenas and jackals could he heard
devouring the hla(-lxs who had fallen in
the conflict. When the sun rose again
only a few scatiered bones mmaincg
show where the cannibals had fallen.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Not for Bunter !
CAT‘TAIN CORKRAN made his

preparations for departure as

soon as the sun showed over the

forest.  Bo  far fortune had
favoured the ivory-seckers; but the spot
was haunted by deadly perils. At any
woment cannibal fues mizht appear from
the jungle, and the whole party were
anxious to get back to the river and
tu the safely of the steam-launch.

According to the arrangement the un-
scrnpulons Owl of the Remove had ex-
torted from the captain, tho ivory was
divided  into two equal slacks., One
stack belonged to Ihlly Bunter, and the
ful junior surveyed it with deep satis
faction—bheedless of the looks of eon-
tempt from the Greyfriars felicwe,

Junter could stand a great
contermpt Tor the suke of a
valuable ivory.

The four Llack prisoners were released
to act as bearers. Pickle Jar, in charge
of the rhinoceroshinde whip, ook them
in hand, Buot the Llacks did not think
of resistance. They were disarmed, anid
the rifles were rvewdy if they resisted;
and the heavy whip in the band of the
Krooman cuforced ol edience,

2kin sacks had Leen broughit from
the village for the canveyance of the
ivory, and one of the stacks was soon
packed up for the shoulders of the
bewrers.  Billy Bunter eyed  that pro-
eomling with a eurions expression an his
fat face.

"1-I say,
suddenly,

“What !

*1--1 mean,

deal of
sturk of

Corkrau——" lie exclaimed

Captain Corkran,™ said
Buonler hastily, ** 1 sav, how am I going
Lo gel my ivory away?”

The captain smiled grimly,

For a geod cll-round thriller read nexi week’s talz of sclico! and adventure !

“Clacry it!” hie answered.
“You know T ecan't!” yelled Bunter,

“I am yuite aware of that,” assented
the captain, with a nod. “You are an
unserupulous  yonng  raseal,  DBunter!

of me when you
I have kept my
ivory. Deal with

You took advantage
had the upper hand.
word. There i= your
it as vou think hest!”

“Look here, those niggers are poing
ta rarry it for me!" howled Bunter.

Corkran shook his head.

“My bearers will not earry a single
tusk Tor you'!” he answered curtly.

“Ila, ha, ha!” ru;u‘(-ll Bob Cherry, in
eroal delight,  * You’re cauzhl, you fat
fami! Fuirly done brown!”

The juniors chuckled, They realised

now that this difficulty, which Bunter
had not foreseen, had been in  the
captuin’s mind all aleng. The un-

scrnpulons eompact was to be kept. But
the vory was ot of much use to Dully
Buonter f it was left where it lay; and
cerlainly the Owl of the Remove could
not have carried off even a small part
of it.

Dunter’s fat face was a study for some
mummlts

“1=T say, you fellows, you'll carry it
fm me, won't you?" he gasped at last.
“No jolly fear!" chuckled Nugent.

“The no-fearfulness is lerri{ic,
eitvomc:[ swindling Bunter!’

“Look here, old chaps——"

“You'd better do the right thing, {
fat rascal!” said llarry Wharton, *'
ivory belongs to Captain Corkran,
it back to its owner."”

“1 won't!" yelled Bunter.

“Then leave it there.”

“1—1 say, Pickle Jar, you carry it for
me.

“No carry for fat Bunter!” answered
the Krooman, with a grin.

“You black  scoundrel!”
Bunter.

The next moment he roared again, as
the rhinoceros-hide whip curle round
his podgy legs. The Krooman laid it on
with a grinning face, once more impress-
m" upon King Bunter's fat mind the

“t that his kingship was a thing of the
[Jd-‘f

“¥Yaroooh!" roared Bunler, hopping
dl’\l duncing  to  escape  the  whip.

Sioppil, you black villain!  Yoooop!”

"]l , L, hat”

1 hu}'. yon  fellows,  stop
glrieked Bunter. " Yaroooh!™

“That will do, Pickla Jar,”
caplain, langhing.

my

F b

t"ﬂ

roared

him!"

said the
“ Now we are ready,
If vou arve rnnlinp’. Bunter, follow on !

A T fnmiru_. Cyelled |i| nler. “ Do
you think I'm going 1o =iy m the middle
of Alrica on my own

“Buil yourself, my boy," said the
captain, 1 should not tink of dictating
Lo o royal ]n r-mu-m.'

“1la, ha,

“I've gnt in'} get that ivory alenz some-
hew ! how [ud Buauter, in Llllll l‘ullHi:‘rl]l-
tion, 1 ean’t stay here with it! What's
the vood of it to me, if 1 Lave to leave
it |_\'iljg here?”

“hat s your husiness 1

YLook  here!™  excluimed  Dunter
desperately, “If you don’t carry it for
me 1°11 -.Llll Koko again! 1 warn you!
Those nigrers will back me np if Koko
tells them e, and 1 can do it!”

ST think Ilnt," said the caplain,

“Youll jolly  well  see!”  Towled
Bunter.  “T'Il maks them chuck your
ivory away and carry mine! Tll——"'

ST link not. Becauss if the voice of
Koko is heard without my express arder,
I shall tell Pickle Jar to thrash you with
lits whip!”

“Wha-n-at?

gasped Bunter,

Give them all a big cheer !
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“ Now vou know whe |l to expect ! said
the captain grimly.  “Yonr ventrilo-
quism may be useful yel: in that case, 1
shall give the onler. But if you play
tricks without my co: nm:lu(l look out for
the consequences!”

The expression on Billy Dunter’s face
made the Greyiriars juniors’ chuckle,
He blinked at the captain and blinked at
the black bearers,

What effert the veice of the wraden
gorl might have had on the blacks at that
stage the juniors hardly keew; but it
was certain that Billy Bunter would not
try the effect of his ventriloguism now.
A thrashing with the rhinoceros-hide
whip was what he deserved, but not
what he wanted. King Dunter was dead
and done with, thal was clear even to
Bunter's obtuse brain, Like Cwsar «of
old, he had fallen, and none was so pong
as to do him reverence,

“0Oh dear!” mumbled Bunter ai last
Y 1—1 say, you know——"

* March ! said the eapiain lersely.

“T—1 say, I'll give up half the stuff, if
vou'll let the niggers cary the rest!”
gaspod Bunter,

Captain Corliran locked at him

“ Listen lo me!" he said, *You've dis-
obeyed arders, and you've acted like a
young rascal. 1 brought you to the
Congo to help me with your ventrilo:
quism, promising yvou a certain reward.
You turned on me, and exacted rasrally
terms when you had the power. Now,
you choosze, I will return to the nri,l_!inre'l
agreement. I give you once minule to
decide.  Otherwise, we march, and yon
can take with you exactly as 1auch of
the ivory as you can carry “through miles
of forest and jungle—hundreds of miles,
for certainly 1 shall not give any of it a
I‘Jni_hq.l.g(! on my launch when we reach
i

“0Oh dear!”

groaned Bunter,

“Good old Bunter!” chortled DBob
Cherry.  “Does it occur to you that
you've rather overrcached  yourself,

you fat rascal?”
Bunter groaned deeply,
ran ].{Idll('{‘(' ut hi=s walch.
“Time's up!” he snid,
Bunter gave a howl.
“Hold on! T asgree!”
“You hand back the giddy ivory?”
asked Bob Cherry,

*Yes!" groaned Buntfer.

Captain Cork-
“AMarch!™

old T

is the best policy,

e I Beb.,

SToresly

*You num.]tl remember the esiecniml
proverh, my  excellent  and
Bumer,” sand Hurrvee Singh.
is the eracked pitcher tha goos 1ot
aned saves a stiteh in Line
ha, ha!”

Dunter did not heed the proverl.
am ol bagging hall the caj ]
had been th--ni\n-| With
his unserapalons cunning, he had over

“Ur---sl_\_'
=L

tn the well,
" Ha,

reachod  lnmself. If at that moment
Billy Boater had bean <till King Dunter,
it s probable that Caplain Corkran

would have been destined for h-- ook
ing-pota. But King DBunter was now
Billy Duenter again, in terror of Pickle
Jar's whip, never again to see himself
eront and commanding,  'The 1vory was
packed in the skin sacks, and ade led 10
the buvden of the ]19\1|nr‘~ all the juntors
laking their share of the load.  And then
the niarch started, Billy Bunter Tinping
aleng in the rear with o sorrowful coun-
tenancs,

It was nobt till the pariy halted for a
meal that Bunier recovered some of his
spitits. Then, as he devoured a dinner
large enough for live or six, the smiles
returned lo his fat face, and he realiseid
that life was worth living, after all,

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Homeward Bound !

“ JHE Congo!”
“And the faunch!”
“ Hurrah !

It was the river al last, after
weary days of tramping in the tropical
forest.

How Captain Corkran found his way
in the trackless foresls was a myslery to
the juniors, but the explorer was never
at a loss. And it was in the cool of a
day a week after the discovery ol the
ivory that the weary party tramped out
on the bank of the Congo at last, and
sighted the steam-launch moored out
beyond the sandbanks.

Half a dozm of the black crew ecame
wading through the sand and mud, to
take the parly on their shoullers and
carry them on board. Une by one {ha
juniors and the sacks of vory were

lli--iuu:uul'.
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tonveyerd to the launch and landod
the deck,

Then the Llack bearers were dismisacd,
cach with a big tusk as a reward for b
labour, and they disappeared into  the
forest lmllmllmlly enough.

Caplain ( nlkum was the last (o come
i !nnl:|, and his tanned face was full o
satisfaction as he stepped on the dock,

“Now lih for bhig water,” saud ie

Jar, grivning with satisfaction,  * Now
lib frr white man's couniry nnder big
wiler,”

By which the Krooman nuwan e sea

and the white wan's country ]!-"\l!'lfl the
e,

The lires were soon started.
long the steam-lanneh moved oo
the river, and glided swiftly avay
the current,

aml ere
t nfo
'IO\\ i

Tt was when the stenmer
hundred miles from Lagos that Wh
ns he sanntered on the deck, <
by a black fireman, e <t
man blankly.

“Pickle Jar!™ he ejaculatod,

The Krooman grinned,

“Ma fireman,” he said. “Me work
stoke,  Me gib tusk to odoer tiveman,
and him stay in Lagos, and me take
place. Sabbey?”

“‘\ly only Il.xf. 1" said Wharlen DLlankly.

‘Me good freman,” suid Pickle Jur.
“Last ship me boatswain; bt no care,
so long as lib for go with Mass' Harry.”

And the Ercomian grinned, awl i

peares :d inlo his own quarters, sl grin-
ning. There was a chuekle f:nnn 2ol
Cherr

“Youwre landed with the giddy Dlaclk
diamond now, Harry!” he chuckled.
“He's sticking to yon, I say, what are
you going to do w ith him at Greyfriars?

“Great Scoll ! said Whartan,

And that was all he could say. Picklo
Jar was booked for the voyage {o Eng-

land, and what was to happen to him
after that was a problemy that Iarry
Wharton could not even altempt to
solve.

THE END.

(Next weel’s extea Tong camplele clucy
i elioat Hurry Wharetow s Coo, ot Grey-
friars, entitled * The Bloel Men at

Gregfrines!” Dy Frand IRichords.)
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¢ TIGER” FERRERS LOCKE -THAT'S WHAT THEY CALL HIM!
Let lim get his iron hands on a ** case '’ and he won't let up!
you through and through!

man the crooks fear!

Billy Bunter’s fat—and so is the *‘ Magnet "—full of good things!

He's known all over the whole world as the

The story below will theill

A Gripping, Long, Complete Adventure Tale, introducing Ferrers Locke, the Amazing Detective, and

Jack Drake, his young Boy Assistant.

If you don’t know the ‘‘Tiger,”’ read about him below |

By OWEN CONQUEST.

THE
FIRST CHAPTER.
Ferrers Locke Takes

a Hand !
“ 8T I' ANGE
affair!” said
Ferrers Locke.
The Baker
| street detective laid down
his  moerning  paper  amd

proceeded to fill his pipe.

Jack Drake looked up from
Muil."”

“Just what 1 was going to say, sir, he
remarked. I fancy you've been reading the
same casc.'

“The robbery at Mr. Goldworth's oflice ———

“That's it. sir.

“ A very strange case,” said Ferrers Locke,

e blew out a little stream of smoke, and
his brow was wrinkled in thought. Druke
locked at him curiously.

“The man mnst have been ofl his rocker,
sir!" Drake remarked.

Locke smiled.

“How do you make that out, my boy?”

"Well, look at it,” said Drake. " Arnoll
was confidential secretary to Mr. Goll-
worth, the City merchant, He has been in
liis service fifteen years, was trusted with the
key of the safe, is a married man with a
good salary, and three children to think of
Yet all of a sudden he commits a barefuced
robbery that's bound to be found ount. 1T
he hasn't gone off his rocker, I can't account
for it! He simply asked to be caught.”

Locke nodded.

“But the money Las not been recovered,
Drake.” he said. “A thousand pounds was
taken from the safe. If Arnold had com-
mitted the robbery at a time of mental
aberration, he would scarcely have concealed
the plunder so carefully.”

“Dut he fairly asked to he cuught.”

“That is queer enough,” assented Ferrers
Locke. "“He did pot act like n man in his
right scnses. Let us go over the details of
the case. Arnold had gone out to lunch
with a customer ol the firm—a duly some
times assigned to bhim.  He returned after
funch, and the clerks in the olffice noticed
that his manper was a little strange. One
of them thought he had been drinking,
though that was not his habit. He went

NEXT
MONDAY !

Tue Macyer Lisrary.—No. T73.
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"'THE BLACK MAN AT GREYFRIARS!™

directly into the inper office, which was
vicant theo--Mr, Goldworth had been called
away on the telephone. He unlocked the
safe, without even taking the trouble to
close the intervening door, so that a junior
clerk actually saw him open the safe and
remove a bundle of banknootes and some
securities. He thrust these into the pocket
of his coat, relogked the safe, and walked
vut, with the eyes of all the office upon him,
and without speaking a word.”

“Like a man in a trance, one of the wit.
nesses says,” remarked Drake.

“ Exactly—a very good description. Two
hours later he returued to the office, making
no reference to what had bappened.  Mr.

Goldworth called him into the inner office
angrily. It transpired that the telephonc
call which had taken the merchant away was
from Arnold, calling him to a stockbroker’s
oflice on imporlant business. Arriving there,
Mr, Goldworth found that the stockbroker
Lnew nothing of the matter, and was sur-
prised to see him-—Arnold had wot been near
the place. The telephone call was a trick

to pet the merchant out of the way while
“lie barefaced rohbery took place.”
“ Plain enough, sir,” sald Drake. " And the

man dewied having telephoned, and denied
having opeped the safe and removed the
money. No wonder he has heen found guilty
and sent to chokey.”

“T am not satisfie

“With his seotence?”

“1f he is guilty, he deserved the sen-
tence,” paid Locke. “The judge dealt with
him fairly lepiently on account of his previons
good record. e would have been dealt with
still more leniently if he would have restored
the plunder, But the o'winns inference wis
that he had hidden it it a safe place, to re
cover when he comes oul of prison.”

“The police have searched his home with-
out result,” said Drake. *DBut, of course,
he wouldn't have put it there.”

“1 am nob satisfied,” repeated Locke.
thousand pounds i3 a considerable sum. Dot
Arnold's salary was five hundred, and he
had certain commissions in addition. Wonld
a man in his seoses throw that up for a
thousand pounds down—without mentioning
the discroce and the two years of prison?”

“Then he was nobt in his senses,” sald
Drake. “Off his rocker, sir!”

“The disappearance of the money is azainst
that. 1 think, my boy, that there is more in

WATCH
Y

sajd Ferrers Locke.

A

this cmse than mects the eye,” sald Ferrers
Locke. " But for the fact that we wero
absent from England at the time, 1 should
certainly have intervened before the matter
cnme to t inl. am thinking of his wife and
children.” His face clonded. “In some casea
the innocent must sulfer with the guilty.
But if he is not guilty—""

The Baker Street detective paused.

Drake looked puzzied.

“He did not plead insanity, sir,” ho
answered, “He didn't plead anything—except
a barefaced denial.”

“That iz sn ™

“He ce rl:luI) took the money frem the
safe. sir.

*Yes, that mucli is certain.”

“Then I don't see how there can be any
doubt of his guilt, Mr. Locke?" said Drake
iu perplexity.

“It is a very strange ense, my boy,” said
Terrers Locke, rising. “ [ think it is my duty
to look into it.  Arnold's conduct is so un-
accountable thad I fancy there fs something
behind it. Tf there anything to be done
for him, his family have a right to be e
from such a stigma, We can afford oceasion-
ally, my boy, to take up a case without the
consideration of a fee—which, of course, will
not be forthcoming in  this case.” Locke
glanced at the clock. *Call the ear, Drake.
and put on your hat. We shall be in geod
time to cateh Mr. Goldworth at his office.

" Certainly, sir.”

Jack Drake was feeling very perplexed as
he sat by Ferrers Locke's side, and the car
threaded its way throngh busy City strects.

Unless the man Arpnold had suffered from
a tempoerary lapse of sanity, followed by losa
of memory, Jack Drake did pot see what
was to be said for him. And Locke did not
seem to think that that was the case. In
the dock the man had denied point-blank the
actions that were proved by balf a dozen
witnesses. He had declared that so far from
heing able to restore the stolen money, he
had mot even taken it, If he was in his
senses there was nothing to be said for him,

Yet evidently there was some misgiving
in Ferrers Locke's keen mind—some doubt as
to whether j ¢ had been done,

But the Baker Street detective did not

IT'S GOING TO MAKE A BIG HITI

speak, and Drake was left to wonder.

OUT FOR THIS RIPPER NEXT WEEK!
il
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THE SECOND
CHAPTER.
Searching for a
Clus !

R. GOLDWOI /‘H

received Ferrers

Locke and his

hoy assistant in

his inner office politely

epough. The old mer-

thant was looking troubled and thoughtful,

which was natural enongh after the trial of

the previous. day. He raised his eyebrows

n.i iiitf.tle when Locke stated the object of his
visit.

“1 am afraid there is nothing that you can
do, Mr. Locke,” he said. *The case is, of
course, ended now—Arnold has gowe to
prison. I am sorry—more sorry than T ecan
say—for his wife and children. The man
himself merits no pity—he has repaid years
of confidence with the bhasest Iingratitude
and dishonesty."

“You are sure of that?”

“The facts speak for themselves,” said
the merchant dryly. "He tricked me into
leaving my private office, entered during my
absence, and robbed me. He refused even
to restore the plunder.”

“You are sure that it was his voice on
the telcphone that called you away?"

“ Absolutely sure!"

“Has he ever deceived you before

“Never! 1 should pot have tro- 4 him
so implicitly if he had. 1 hurrie; to the
stockbroker's office that way without a sus-
picion. He was not there--lhad not been
there. It was a trick! During my absence
he robhed the safe—he was seen to do so,
and vet he had the impudence to deny it!"
Mr. Geldworth spoke hotly. “ A thorough
seoundrel, sir!” .

“Yet he had given no sign of dishonesty
during fifteen years.”

“That is true.”

“It did not tramspire that he was a man
with any secret expenses—that he was a
waster of any sort—"

“No; he appears to have led a perfectly
respectahle life in his qulet suburban
home. X
“Then his fall is really remarkable, is it

P

ot
“ Undoubtedly go. But there Is no doubt
ahout It.”

*He was not given to drinking?"

“Not to my knowledge.”

“The clerks noted that he was peculiar
in his manner that day—"

“That is so. 1 think probally he had
nerved himself with drink on that occasion,
to carry out his scheme” said Mr. Gold-
worth, "That wouldl account, also, for his
reckless carelessness.”

“Perhaps! The robbery took place In the
afternoon.  You noted nothing odd about
him in the morning?”

“ Nothing."

Mr. Goldworth
impatience.

“You do not mean to tell me that you
have any doubts of his guilt, Mr. Locke?”
he asked.

“Not of his actions—-but of
tions," said Locke.

“1 do not quite fallow.”

“Pray excuse me for wasting your time—
I know you are a busy man, Mr. Goldworth.
But you are anxious that justice should be
done.”

“(ertainly; but justice has been done,”
sald the merchant dryly.

“Mr. Arnold lunched that day, I under-
stand, with a customer of the firm?" said

showed some signs of

his inten-

e,

“Yes; he had often done so. You are no
doubt aware that a great deal of business
is done that way.”

“Quite so. May I ask the name of the
customer with whom he lunched?”

Mr. Goldworth raised his eyebrows.

“Really, Mr. Locke—"

1 think that perhaps the gentleman may
he able to let in some light upon Arnold's
condition at the time,” explained Ferrers
Locke. “If, for example, he was suffering
from some mental aberration—"

“1 do not thiok so for one moment.”

“But the possibility exists. You know my

reputation, Mr. Goldsworth,” sald the
Baker Street detective quietly. “T am not
likely to take up your time idly. I am not

wholly =atisfied that justice has been done,

and T should like to look into the affair.

You have no ohjectiony”

“None at all,  The enstemer was Mr.
Serge Oranofl.”

“A Russian?”

“Yes,"

“And his address?"

“He has an office in Lady Lane,” said Mr.
Goldworth.  “I have not seen him lately.
The business he brought to us looked

promising enough at frst, but on reflection,
I decided that the security was not goul
engugh, s0 the matter fell through, T have
nol seen him sinee.”

Flie merchant glanced at his watch; a
very plain hint, Ferrers Locke had finished
with him, and he rose and took Ilis leave.

His fuce was very thoughtful us he sat
in the car again, Jack Drake was silent.
The car glided through the narrow streets
slawly, and entered Lady Lane, a thorough-
fare within a stone's throw of the Slock
Exchange. Ferrers Locke alighted, and
spoke a few words to a constuble on duty
in the street. Then he-signed to Drake to
fullow him ioto a large building, in and out
of which a crowd was incessantly passing
and repassing.,  Among the name-plates in
the wide hall was one hearing the name
“ 8. Oranoff, Fifth Floor."

There was no lift in the building, and
Ferrers Locke and his pupil mounted the
staircase to the fifth feor.

Thers were four or five offices on that
floor, and on the door of one of them was
the name * Serge Oranoff.”

Locke pressed the bell,

The door was opened by a <hort, fat,
dark-skinned man, with a pointed black
beard, and large, dark eyes that glittered
under bushy brows, The big, wlmost pro-
truding eves, with a strange magnetism in
their  glimmering  depths, attracted Jack
Drake’s attention at once. Instinctively, he
felt. a sense of repugoance towards the
Russian.

“Mr. Oranoff?" asked Locke,

“You have business with me?" asked the
Russian, in perfect English,

“Yes. My name is Locke—Ferrers Locke.”

“Not the celehrated Ferrers Locke!"

The detective smiled,

“Ferrers Locke, of Baker Street, at all
events,” he answered. “You seem to have
heard of me, Mr. Oranoff.”

“Who has not?" said Oranoff, with a bow
and a smile. " Pray step in, Mr. Locke, 1
have heard much of you, and am delighted
to make your acquaintance.”

He stood aside for his visitors to enter.
His manner was so kind and gracious that
Drake repented of his  first  instinctive
repugnance towards the man., The Russian
gave Drake a little smile thut was very
agreeable, and asked his visitors to be

seated. e pushed across a boy of black
cheroots.
“No douht you have heard or read of

the Arnold trial?” asked Locke.

The Russian started a little.

“The Arnold trial!™ he repeated, *Tet
me see— yes, certainly. Is that the matter
you have come to speak to me about?”

“Precisely!"

The Russian lighted a cheroot. He was

take u glance below! 23

still smiling; bhut to Jack Drake it had
seemed that, for a moment, a hunted look
had come into his luminous, magoétic eyes.

THE
THIRD CHAPTER.
The Spider and the

Fly !

ERGE ORAKOFF
S blew out wn thick
stream  of  smoke,

If Ferrers Lockes
words had given him a
mly shock, he had recovered
from it in a second. His manuer was
gracious politeness it=ell.

“The Arnold trial!” he repeated, " Ves,
yes, It was lipished yesterday. 1 was
rather interested in that atfair, Mr. Locke.”

“f3 that so?" )

“As it happens, T Iunched with the man
the very day he committed the rohbery,”
explained the Russian, with an air of great
frankness. “ Little did 1 dream, when, we
were chatting export business over the
lunch-table, that he had it in his mind to
ral his employer—a Mr. Goldworth, a very
worthy man, [ believe.”

Ho paused, and emitted another pungent
clomd of smoke.

“But I do not quite see why you have
called on me about it, Mr. Locke. You are
not engaged upon the case?”

“In a way—yes."

“Is it not concluded, now that the man
has gone to prison?”

“Tt is possible that an Injustice has heen
done,” Locke explained. “I am taking the
matter up, on that possibility, chiefly on
aceount of his wife and children,”

*Dear friends of yours, doubtlessi”

“Not at all: I have pever seen them."”

“Peste! You are a philanthropist, then,
my dear sir!" exclaimed Oranoff, staring at
tha Raker Street detective.

“Why not?" said Ferrers Locke, unmoved.
“ After sending so many men to prison, Mr,
Oranoff, why should I not exert myself to
get ong man out of it. Prisons were made
for the guilty, not the Innocent.”

“No  donht. But I think this. poor
Arnold's guilt is pretty clear, Was he not
seen to open the safe and take the money?”

“Thut appears to be proved.”

The Russian laughed.

“Poes that leave any doubt on the sub-
ject, then?” lhia inquired.

“1 have a theory that perhaps the man
wis not himself at the time,” the Baker
Street detective explained.

“Mow so?"

"1 he had been drinking-——"
“Certainly he drank a pglass of wine a#$
Inne',” said the Russian. “I recall it. oOf
ennrse, he may have drunk more after leav-
int me. [ cannot say.”

e was soher when he left you?”

“0h, quite,”

“You noticed nothing ahout
hinted of mental trouble—of a
intellect ¥

him  that
lapse of

“0On the contrary, he seemed to me to be

THE MOST SENSATIONAL
DETECTIVE TALE EVER
WRITTEN

The world’s most won-
derful gem from the far-
off land of India disappears.
By an invisible hand the
stone 1s snatched away.
Who 1s behind this theft ?
Who is the all-powerful and
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invisible chief of the daring
crooks ?

And WHO IS THE
MYSTERIOUS MR. FANG?

Who is Mr. Li Fang? Ferrers Locke gets a real puzzler next week !
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remarkably clear-headed and businesslike,”
answered Ordnoff, “We had a conversation
on the shhject of export business to Russia,
und he assuredly had the whole thing at his
finger-tips.” Me eyed Locke narrowly. "If
that is your theory, my deur Mr. Locke, 1
fear that it will oot hold water.”

“Yet I cannot bellevg that the man was in
his right senses when he committed this
reekless ribbery,” said the Baker Street de-
tective. “You can let in ng light on that
subject, Mr. Oranoff¢"”

“I fear oot.”

The Russian knoocked the ash from this
cheroot.

“But you interest me extremely, my dear
Mr. Locke,” he said. "1 have read much of
your exploits, and have always wished to
meet you. If I could be of any assistance
to you in this ecase, 1 should be only too
happy. At the present moment I have an
appointment to keep with a broker in the

City, and I can spare no further time. But
I am otherwise wholly at your service. You
have set me thlnking, Mr. Locke. 1 will tell

you what I will dp. 1 will, when my business
is over, think very carefully upon the inci-
dents of that lunch with Mr. Armold, and
endeavour to recall any detail that may have
escaped me, and that may possibly be of
use to you,"

“You are too good.”

“Not at all. It 1T eould help you effect
the releasv of o man unjustly condemned to
prison, I need not say how delighted, |
should be. To-day, unfortunately, I am
pressed with business. But I live at Hamp-
stead—it is ot a great distapee from Baker
Street—perhaps you would run down this
evening, and bave a little chat with me over
a cigar?" suggested Mr. Oranoff, *“Theu I
will tell you anything that 1 have been ahle
to recall to mind.”

Ferrera Locke rose.

“I thank you, Mr. Oranofl.,” he said.
accept your offer with pleasure.”

“Then 1 zhall expect you, say, at eight.”
pald Oranoff.  “The address is 101, Holly
Way, Hampsatead,”

Locke made a note of it.

“Thank you again,” he gaid. "I will not
fail, Now I will waste no more of your time.”

“Not at all, not at sll. But in the City,
you know, business—"

“Quite so. Good-morning, Mr. Oranoff "

“(iood-morning, my dear sir!
politely

"y

The Russian shook hands and
cordially with the Baker Street detective.
Drake followed his chief from the office.

They descended the stairs and returned to
the car.

“Daker Street!™ said Locke briefly to the
chauffeur.  And the car threaded its way
westward.

Ferrers Locke looked at his boy assistant
with a smile.

“What do you think of Mr. Oranoff?* he
asked.

“He seems a very agreeable man, sir,” an-
swered Drake.  “He seems keen enough to
help you help poor Arnold. if it is possible.”

“Did anything else strike you?”

“Only that he forgot to include me in the
Invitation for this evening,” said Drake,
laimnhing‘ “You will not Lhave iy company,
air.”

“Quite s0," sald Ferrers Locke. “If it is
a case of the spider and the fly over ngain,
the fly will have to walk inte the parlour
upaccompanjed.”

Jack Drake looked startled.

“Mr. Locke! You don't suspect—*

“1 suspect a good many thiugs, my boy,"”
answered Ferrers Locke diryly.

“You will not go alone, sir?”

*Certainly.”

“ But—but if the man shoulidl mean mischief
~malone in his house?"

“You will know where 1 am, Drake. It
is not a case of knife or pistol to fear,” said
Ferrera Locke. " Mr. Oranoff struck me as a
man who is likely to take particular care of
his neck, worlliless as it may be. But most
certainly Mr. Oranoff desires to see me alone.
And I am going to aretify him. I the
theory I have formed is correct, he will not
find me s0 easy to deal with as poor Amald,”

The car stopped at the house in Baker
Street, and Ferrers Locke said no more.

But that evening, when the detective Ioft
his house to walk to the Hampstead Twbe,
Jack Dreke followed him with his glanee,
with deep misgivings. Was Ferrers Locke
going into danger? If the Russian meant
mlschief, what was his intention? Any harm

that came to the detective would be traced
surcly home to him—Locke's” whereabouts
were known. It was impossible that he could

mean harm.  Yet Drake was uneasy, and he
did not think of going to hed at his usual
hour.

Be slick about it! Go and order next week’s bumper issue right now!

friend! Rubt you shall wake—oh, you shall
wake! Wake up, my dear friend!”

His eyes still fixed on Locke's, the Russian
proceeded to make strange, slow passes with
1 long, white hands.

ke's eyes were fixed on him,
y opened wider, but their gaze was

THE FOURTH
CHAPTER.
“The 8Spell of the

Hypnotist |

._u|s||i

fixe s—helpl A strange stillness held the
Baker Street detective.

Oranoff dropped his hands, DBut his eyes
still blazed Into those of Ferrers Locke.

“3peak!” he commanded.

The detective's voice came—dry and husky.

lum_n_n
)

I<
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-

m A “ ELCOME, my
- dear Mr
y Locke!™

Herge Oran-

off’s manner was cordiality
itself.
The house in Holly Way was a small one,
hut it was very cosy and eomfortable. A
muanservant, evidently a Russian like his
master, showed Ferrers Locke into a little
smokiog-room. A bright fire burned there,
and the curtains were drawn. Serge Oranoff,
in a flowery dressing-gown and gay slippers,
rose to greet his visitor The door closed
behind the departing manservanot.

“Seat yourself, my dear fellow. It is
chilly, is it mot? Your climate .is a little
cold at this time of tha year.,” The Russian
laughed., *“Nothing like my pative climate,
however. Draw up to the fire. The English
comfort—le confort Anglais—it is pleasant,
isn't it

Locke smiled, and sat down.

The Russian stretehed himself in his easy-
chair agzain, his flowery dressing-gown draned
round pim. Ferrers Locke accepted a cigar.
He snipped off the end, and remaved the gold
band slowly, with & smile on his face, He
savered suddenly.

“You are cold?” sail Oranoff,

“1t is nothing—the draught from the win

low—-"
"Peste!  Dut the

window I3 shut.,” szaid
Oranoff, in surprisc.  “ At all events, if i
is open, I shall close it. I do not like tly
English custom of open windows.”

He stepped to the dark crimson curtains a
the window and pulled them naside.

As his back turped, Ferrers Locke slipped
the cigar into his pocket, and another weed
wal in his hand s it emerged from the
ocket.

He was lighting the clgar as the Nussian
looked round. It was a Havana, like the
other, but it was oot the same cigar.

“The window is shut, you see,” said Oranolf,
with a smile.

And he let the curtains fall back
their place,

He returned to his chair. and hegan to
chat  pleasantly. Two eigars  gradually
burned through, and often Oranoff's luminous,
large c¢yes turned on the eigar between
Ferreras Locke's lips,

“You like your smoke?” he asked

“Tt is excellent,” sald Ferrers Locke. He
threw the stump of the cigar into the fire:
it was almost finished.

“1 have heen thinking of the poor Arnold,
and of his lunel with me that fatal day,
Mr. Locke, tryving to reenll some detail that
might be of use to you.”

“And you have succeeded 7"

“Alas! No." The Russian smiled,  “The
only detail that 1 have not mentioned is
that Arnold nodded off to sleep for a few
minutes after the lunch—after smoking a
cigar.”

Ferrers Locke did not answer. He leaned
forward in hie chair, and his eyes hall-closed.
He came to hims=el] with a sudden start

“By gad!” he exclaimed, "I—I, excnse me,
Mr. Oranoff. 1s it possible that | was nod-
dinz off 7"

The Russian’s large, I'.minons eyes seemedl
to grow larger, more luminons. There wus

into

an s»imost infernal light in their straoge,
glowing depths.

“My dear. dear friend.” said Oranoff,
“you are certainly very sleepy. RBut I shall
restore you to  wakefulness—even as T
restored the dear, poor Arnold. Look at
me!™

He bent townrds the deteetive, his glow
ing, luminous orbs fastened imperiously on
Ldtke's half-closed eves.

It was ns if a magoetic force procceded
from the big luminous eyes, and bent the
other man to his will.

Locke stared at him.

“You are sleepy—yes,"” murmured Serge
Oranoff. *“Oh, yes, you are sleepy, my poor

" What am I to say?”

“You will speak as I tell you!"

“I will speak as you tell me,” said Ferrers
Locke dully.

“That is good!” Oranofl laughed. “Now,
my goodl friend, my celebrated detective, the
terror of evil-doers, it is not I who will give
you information, but you who will give it to

me. You underatand "

“1 understund,” repeated Ferrers Locke,
mechanically,

“You came to my office today with

suspicion in your mind?"
Locke seemed to make an effort,
“8peak!” snapped the hypnotlst,
“Yes,"
“What did you suspeet?"
“That Arnold had acted under influence.”
“What kind of influence?"
“¥-pootism.”

“i  ought e0,” amiled the Russian. “Oh,

that good! It was a famous idea to ask
you to my poor house for a friendly chat,
my exc 'ent Locke. Had you heard that

Serge Oronofl was a hypnotist #
N

“Then why come to me?"

"Because you lunched with Arnold imme-
dintely before the robbery.”

“1 waa the first whom you wanted tn see;
hut It T had been drawn blank, you would
hnv: sought farther?"

"“Yes.”

“Quite 80," amiled the Ruossian. "My
anr dear friend, 1 read as much of your
‘houghts when you ecame into my office,

And after secing me, it came into your mind
that 1 was, l;u-rhngnm the hiypnotist that had
so cruelly influenced the poor, dear Arnold?*
“Yes
“How good of you to answer so frankly,”
erinned Oranoft. “1t is true that you eannot

help it. You notleed, perhaps, the power
of my eyes?”

h"tﬁv”

"And you acecpted my Invitation this
evening to eome here, hoping to learn

whether T was truly a hypnotist with great
powers?"

“Yes," sald the Daker Street deteetive
dully,
“Ab! You have learned what you came te

learn, have you not, my dear Ferrers Locke
"

“Tatortunately, the diseavery will be of
no use to you, my dear fellow, for you are

completely in my power mow. You under
stand ¥
“1 am In your power,” murmured toe
detective. “Teave e in peace! Let me
sleep !

The Russian langhed. There was a mock.
ing fiend in his glittering eyes, fixed on the
tired-looking face of the detective.

" You shall sleep, my poor [riend,” he said.
“You shall eleep soundly. But not yet - not
for a little while. You are too dangerons to
leave awnke, my friend. 1 should have dealt
with you to-day, but the boy was with you;

it was Loo dangerous to seek to Kkill twa
hirds with one stone, eh? Oh, 1 am
cantious!  The hoy perhaps later—it he

shoulid give any trouble, But vou first, my
fricnd—you first! The terrible Ferrers Locke,
the terror of criminals, the rothless tracker
of wrong-doers, is in the hands of one more
powerful than himaelf at last, Yes, my dear
Locke, your suspicion was correct; the poor
Arnold smoked my cigar, and the drug threw
him helplessly into my power, as it has
thrown you, and hypnotism did the rest—as
it will do the rest for you, mon ami!
Under my influence, not knowing what he
did, he went to the telephone and gave his
mnster a false message, then he went to the
office, opened the safe, and returned to me
with a thousand pounds. Oh, it was easy;
and it was not the first time the trick lins
worked, my [friend, and it will not be the
last !
He langhed.
He rose and touched a bell.

The amazing tale of ‘ The Rajah’s Catseye !’’ next week |

Tag Magxer Lirary.—No. T73.



Monday is your lucky day! That's when the ‘ Magnet’ appears!

The manservant entered the room.

“Ivan, bring the gentleman's hat and
coat,”
The man grioned and turned back, He

came in a conple of minutes later with the
detective's hat and eoat.

“Rise!™ said OQranoff.

Locke rose to his feet.

“Now we part!” said
“Listen to my instructions.
to Hampstead Tube Station.”

“Yes "

“You will take your tickel and go on the
platform,”

“Yes.”

*You will spring upon the line just as the
train is coming mn.”

Serge Oranoff.
You will walk

“Yes."
“You will abey ¥
“1 will obey,” said the Baker Strect

detective dully.

“There will he a sad care of suicide re
ported in to-morrow’s papers. K is very sad,
is_it not, Ivan?”

Ivan chuckled.

He took Locke’s arm and led him from the
room,

“Good-night, my dear Loehe! sidd the
Russian, pausing in the deorway.  Good
pight! Go—go to your death, my poor dear
fellow 1"

Ferrers Locke walked with a eteady step

to the gate, and passed cut iuto the street.

THE FIFTH
CHAPTER.
A Surprise for Serge
Orancfi !

ACK DRAKE
to his feet.
*0Oh, sir!

sprang

You
are huck ot last.”
: Ferrcrs  Locke quietly
. - cotered the consulting-
room, He glanced at the boy aud nodded
and smiled.
am - back, Drake. lave you been

ousy

:'\ 8," said Drake, with a deep breath,

I am sorry, my boy. But | am glad you
Inve not gone to bed. You would like to
be in at the death?"

Drake's face brightencd.
rather, sig!"
come!"
put on his hat and coat and fol-
lewed Ferrers Locke to the street. Wootton
was wait! 5 in the car outside, ready.

“Nolly Way, Hampstead, and stop at the
corner of the street,” said Ferrers Locke
tersely.

The car buzzed away.

“Then you have discovered—"

“All that I wished to discover, my boy."
The car glided on. 1t stopped ab last at
the corper of Holly Way, and Locke and
Drake stepped out. There was a thick dark
heard on the detective’s face now, and Drake
looked at it. Locke smiled.

“1 am goiog to give our friend a slight
surprise,” he said. *Come!"

Ifa walked briskly up the street with
Drake, and stopped at the garden gate of
the Russian's house. A dark fgure loomed
up from the shadow of 2 lime-tree.

“Riley!"

“Oh, it's you, Locke! You've grown a
beard ™ grinned the Inspector.

“Quite so. We're all ready now.”

“Then we'll close in on our birds.”
TImspector Riley opened the gate. The two
eonstables appeared from the shadows and
followed him up the path with Locke and
Drake. There was a heavy, resounding knock
at the door.

It was opened by the manservant. He
biill._;k.‘d out of the ball at the uniformed

police.

“What——" he bhegan.

"We are here to sce Mr. Oranofl,” sald the
luspector brusquely. “Take us to him at
ouce."”

The surprised face of the Russlan looked
out of the doorway of the smoking-room.

* Enter!"” he called out. "Pray step iIn,
by ?uil means! You bave some business with
meot"

“Yea, Mr. Oranof.”

“Kindly come in—you are very welcome!l”

The Russian’s manoer was cordial polite-
ness itself. Ingpector Riley strode into the
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PUTTING THE FLUENCE ON LOCKE! The Russian fixed his luminous
eyes on Ferrers Locke’s and then proceeded to make strange, slow passes with
his long white hands.

(vee Hupries -I.]

smoke-room with the £wo coostubles at his
heels. Drake followed them in, but Locke
lingered in  the deorway The Russian
glanced at Drake and nodded and smiled.

“And your business, my dear inspector?”
asked Oranoll suavely.

“Mr. Ferrers Locke was here this eveniog,
I understand,” said Mr. Riley.

“Perfectly.”

“Sn we were informed,” said the Inspector.

“1 trust that nothing has happened to Mr.,
Locke on his homeward journey,” said the
Russian, with polite interest.

Mis mauner was one of grave concern.

*“Nothiog,” said the inspector.

Oranolf started; he could not lhelp it
For an instant fires hlazed in his startled
cyes. He recovered himself in a moment,
however,

“Mr Locke has reached home safely?” he
asked.

“I believe sn,”
of no accident.”

“How good! You muite alarmed me for
a moment,” said Serge Oranoft, his eyes
regarding intently the Scotland Yard in-
spector's impassive face. “Then why bave
you called, my dear sir?"

“To arrest you, Mr. Oranoff!”

*Sicl"

“0On the charge of robbing Mr. Goldworth
of the sum of one thoasand pounds, hy menns
of a man whom you forced to act under the
influence of hypootism,” said the Inspector
grimly.

The Russian laughed.

“And who has told you this cock-and-bull
story?" he inquired.

“Ferrers Locke.”

“Dear me' said Oranoff. “Did the good,
excellent Locke actually spin you this sur.
prising yaro before he came here to visit
me?”

“No—after.”

“ After!” The Russian almost staggered,
“After! You lie! I—I mean—"

e broke off, panting

Ferrers Locke stepped into the room. The
Russian’s glance fell on him carclessly hnt
as Locke, with a sweep of the hand, removed

said Riley. "I have heard

the faisze beard the rascal staggered back
with a ery. His eyes almost started from
his head as he recognised the man whom he
bad believed cut to pieces on the Tube
railway.

“You!" he articulated.

“1!" smiled Ferrers Locke. *“You sgcoun-
drel! You sent me to my death—as you
believed! Bat 1 did not smoke the cigar,
Serge Oranoff—the drug did not work, you
scoundrel, and so | was able to resist your
hypnotic influence.” He langhed grimly. "I
hiave been through bypuotic seances before,
Mr. Oranoff. and tested my resisting powers.
It was n little comedy I was playing for your
henefit, my friecnd— Ah, would you?"

He sprang forward as the Russian
snatched a revolver from his pocket. The
rascal went backwards in Ferrers Locke’s
grasp, and crashed on the floor, and Jack
Drake spatehed at the revolver and secured
it.

A moment more and the handeuffs snapped
on Serge Oranofl’s wrists. The manservant

had already been secured by the police
without: hoth the rascals were in safe
hands.

Serge Oranoff staggercd to his feet, hand-
cutfed, a helpless prisoner. His eyes blazed
at Ferrers Locke; rage choked his ntterance.

“¥ou have your hirds, inspector,” said the
Baker Street detective quietly. *1 fancy
yon will find the plunder in the house—and
probably other things that do not helong to
this sconndrel.”

It was half an hour later that Ferrers
Locke left with his boy assistant. They had
seon the discovery of Mr Goldworth's notes
and securities, and other securities of which
the police took possession for inquiry. Thers
wag a keen smile on Ferrers Locke's face as
he stepped into the ear and gave the
chauffenr the word “Home"—a smile of
satisfuction at the successiul close of the
Case of the Hypnotist.

THE

END.

(Don't misg next week's thrillicg story of
Perrers Locke, the famous detectice, 1’3
grand !)

Do you know Jack ? Jack who ? Jack Drake, of course { He’s here again next week !

Tue Macser Lisraky.—No. T73.
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Here’s Another Batch
Glance Below
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YOUR EDITOR GETS THE REAL GOOD STUFF EVERY TIME!
of School and Adventure Tales for Next Week’s Bumper Issue.

Farringdon Street,
always pleased to
THIS WEEK'S PHOTO—AND OTHERS.
HIS week's photo is certainly a

very fine one, and [ know it will

please all my readers, for Celtic
Football Club iz very promioent.
It will doubtless appeal even mare
strongly to many thousunds of my readers
“across the Border.,” 1 ask these readers
to be good enough to tell all their friends

of the splendid free plioto which is given]

away with this week's “ Magnet ™ Library.
And 1 might here and wow t¢ll you all
that this photo is not to be the only one
showing a famous Scotch team.

NEXT WEEK'S MAGNIFICENT FREE
REAL PHOTO is of LIVERPOOL FOOT-
BALL TEAM—a photograph which was
taken with their Lancashire Culll proudly
displayed in front of them. All readers
will be looking forward to a photo of this
famous team, for they are doing wonders
on the fleld this year—and will continue
to do wonders, for they are ooe of the
finest “lot " of fogtballers in the country.

Talking about foothall photos, all my
new readers will be intereated to learn
that our famous companion papers, the
“Boya' Friend,” the “Gem " Library, and
the “Popular,” are all presenting their
readers with FREE REAL PHOTOS.

_Thowe in the " Boys' Friend " are par-
ticularly interesting, for they nare quite
different from- the others. These photo-
graphs—there are two given away free
every week—are coloured by  hand.
Readers who eollect all the photographs
given in the companlon papers wilt there-
fora have a very unique colleckion, for
they will not only possess the “Magnet '
Library teams, but they will possess
coloured photographs of many famous
foothallers gshown in those teams.

Perhaps the “Gem " Library offers you
the most unique of all the Free Real
Photos. Expense hus not been spared in
getting together a collection of photos
of famous footballers in action on the
fleld of play, and these are presented
WITH THFE PLAYER'S AUTOGRAFPH
plainly written on every photo.

Thercfore, I want all my Teaders to
obtain  copies of the " DBoys' Friend,”
which is mow on sale, and the “Gem "
Library, which will be out on Wednesday.
To-morrow  (Tuesday) will see the
“Popular " on sale, and in it will be
found A FREE REAL PHOTO OF A
FAMOUS SPORTSMAN. This group of
papera provides every conceivable class
of story you boys want, and you have no
need to look any further for papers to suit
you. The Companion Papers cover all the
ground and sppeal to all boys and girls—
:nd they have great traditions to live up
0.

There is one point [ want you to dis-
tinctly understand. Some of you may
have missed a few of the wonderful free
real photos which have already been
glven away with the Companion Papers,
But there is plenty of time for you all
to obtain a fine and big collection of THE

Address your letters to:
MAGNET LIBRARY, The Fleetway Hause,

TEsRqEesarainy dnd

The Editor,

THE

London, E.C.4. 1 am
hear from my chums.

COMPANION PAPERS FREE REAL
PHOTOS, for THERE ARE PLENTY
MORE TO COME.

Do not, therefore, think that because
you have missed one or two you cannob
get a good collection together. That will
be the biggest mistake you ever made in
your lives—for THE BEST OF THE COL-
LECTION HAS YET TO CQME.

SPECIAL NOTE!
NOW is the time to get
vour copy of the famous

“HOLISAY ANNUAL”

If you leave it anry later you
may get left!........ .. Editor.

NEXT WEEK'S STORIES.

Not the least interesting, by any means,
of next week's stories will be a thrilling
account of Ferrers Locke's latest case.
1t is ealled:

““THE RAJAH'S CATSEYE,"
By Owen Conguest,

and we learn bow an Iudian rajah loses
a very valuahle jewel which resemhles a
cat's eye. Ferrers Locke and Jack Drake
ore engaged to find the jewel, and they
accept the case. However, they are
hardly prepared for the exceedingly
deadly intentions of the thieves, for they
have to undergo ferrible  experiences
hefore they cao finally restore the miss-
ing jewel to its owner.

I want  ydu all to make certain of
reading this story. For healthy excite-
ment and thrill it will be found hard
to beat. The detectives have to face
death in many fearful forms In the course
of their work, but they face it fearlessly.

Incidentally, it will perhaps be interest-
ing to my readers if I explain to them
how Ferrera Locke came to be known as
"Tiger " Ferrers Locke.

In the course of his investigations into
a case, Ferrers Locke had to proeeed to
Indian territory, where he found his
“man " safely guarded by no less than
four ferocious tigesa. 1t was a case
of having to get Jrast the tigers or giving
up the case—annd Ferrers Locke declded
upon the former course. He slew two of
the tigera by rifle-fire from a distance,
but the third and fourth tigers were kept
out of sight—but not out of hearing.

There was one thing to be done, io
Ferrers Locke's considered opinion. He
went back to his headquarters, sought
bows and arrows, and fired laming arrows
into the wooden building in which the
criminal had hidden himself. By this he
succeeded in setting light to the dry
wood, and in a few moments the tigers,
scared by the fire, dashed through a
broken-down portion of the barricade and
escaped,
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Then Ferrers Locke ealmly walted until
his man was driven out by the flames and

smoke, and them captured him. After
that, to check native fears, he sought for
and slew the two tigers. It was the
natives who gave him the name " Tiger"
Ferrers Locke, and the name bas stuck to
him ever since.

It was reading the account of “The
Rajah’s Catseye,” which made me think
that this information would interest you,
for there agaln we are dealing with an
Indian of high position

* THE BLACK MAN AT GREYFRIARS "!
By Frank Richards,

That s the title of our next, extra
long, complete story of Harry Wharton
& Co. The juniors get bhack to the
school, and receive a very warm welcome
from their old choms. But, to their
amazement, Pickle Jar, the Krooman,
follows them and demands to see “Maps’
Harry.”

Harry Wharton sces him, of course—but
80 do several others. Pickle Jar comes
from the land where lives are cheap—and
he wants to kill Loder, Skinner, and a
few others. In fact, there are quite
exciting times at Greyfriars when the
black man gets there.

Harry Wharton has no end of trouble
with his black champion. Pickle Jar is
quite innocently the cause of n scare in
more than one part of the school, and

the great question arises—what is to be
done with Plckle Jar? .
On no account must you miss this

wonderful and thrilling story.

THE SUPPLEMENT.
Special Homecoming Number.

Surely the dinkiest supplement ever
published i3 ecoming your way next
Monday. Dilly Bunter, ex-King of the

Congo, comes home with Harry Wharton
& Co., and the editorial staff of the
“(reyfriars Herald " are revnited. They
put their nappers together, and the result
ia a real screhmingly funny issue of the
“Herald.”

If you miss this, you're missing the
real treat of the season. Billy has Iots
to say, and he wants to do o lot more.
But in spite of the constant interruptions
of ex-King Bill, the juniors work out their
own ideas, and produce a gpecial number
worthy of the prominent position it
oceupies in the “Magnet " Library.

(et the news round, you fellows—spread
the merry inkling that Harry Wharton &
Co. are back from-the Congo—full of gyp
and prr, choking with ideas, and burst-
ing with energy!

They'll need to be encrgetic, mark you!
There's some thrilling stuff in front of
them, and thrills, you may know, are all
the hetter faced when yon are top-hole fit.

Your €ditor.

Dr hima line right a
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Now, chaps, bhe pally with your Editor !
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BOYS! ENG]NEER]Nl?

feg MECCANO ™,

The rcason why you can build such wonderfui models as this Hydraulic Crane with Meccano is that every
part is a real engineering piece—each perfectly designed and accurately made. You never come to the end
of Meccano fun. All the models work just like the real thing, and the youngest boy can begin to huild
the moment he gets his Outfit home.

FULL INSTRUCTIONS. A big illustrated Book of Instructions goes with each Outht,

making everything perfectly clear.

Wan

Grand £250 Competition

va:ﬁlzlc This C_nmn_ditionvbrilla;lacld‘;rnﬁnnor}unillieli g New Pa'ts Added
i :::rl:;:li'::lrl‘.:;l.no‘ll",::;(.v:}our"cienfe: fz::nozn::'! Splend!'d New ModEIs

FREE TO BOYS,
This is a new and splendidly illustrated
hook telling of all the good things which
come from Meccanoland. No boy should
be without a copy.

How to get a free copy.

L Just send along the names and addresses
of three of your chums, together with your
own. Put No. 35 after your name
for reference.

MECCANO RADIO
Crystal Receiving Set : MECCANO LIMITED :

: The Mececano Radio Crystal Receiving Set has been lhOVOI-IﬂI‘I!'

; Ie-teg am: hue;acelived wit; great ‘!eﬁ"“;.‘ ul:‘nclenl. !!_lllll;r. -

! ete.,broadcastedin London, Paris,and New York. Itissuitable :

. for receiving telephonic or telegraphic messages on a wave BINNS ROAD L
: length of approximately 450 metres. This is the latest

! Meccano triumph | Any boy can construet it. Full instruc- :

tions will be sent post free on receipt of 3d. E LIVERPOOL.

THE GAME For THE BOYS heree /g
COMING WINTER &iire,eone €&

allplayandwhich

gyccrss = | Momthly,

you have been i

- iz all vou pay for a superbly made Mead
looking for. Gramovhone with massive, highly pol-
Simpletounder- ished solid oak cabinet; gidantic richly
stand, it isa suc< coloured hor; extra large silent run-

FROM FACTORY—HAND TO cession of thrills ning motor, unnsoally toud rubber

and adventures insulated Souml Reproducer; bril-

MANAG ING_D IR ECTO R in:?““: t;};?‘e lhl';‘tt. liantly nickelled seamless tapered

tone arm and all other up-to-date
THE GREAT NEW GAME

improvements, Sent pachked free

amd carriade pait with 26 Tuncs
T r

and 400 Silver Steel Needles on
10 DAYE' FREE TRIAL.
Fully warranted. Money refunded
it dissarisfied. Exquisitely de-
signivi Portable Homtess, Tahlo
Grands and Drawing Room Caobinet
Malels at 40+ below shap prices.
Write TO-DAY for the biggest and
most  beautifully illustrated gramo-
phone eatalogne in the workdh,

A

Company (Dept. G108 ),
Balsall-Heath,
ngham,

#2365 : : _
£250 PRIZE COMPETITION FILMS 7/6 per 1,000 ft. 100-ft. SAMPLE

3 . i FILM, 1/6. Stamp for List. -NAYLOR,
With every game there is wonderful opportunity for 71, STANLEY RD., STRATFORD, E. 15.
you to earn blg prizes i a sim le competitlon

. - . SETS.—-Tha Simpleat, Best, and Cheapest Scts apd
or which prizes are being awarded as follows : WIRELESS 750710 the Westnmer. Tlistrated Cadalogue Free,—
First prize £100; Seccond prize £25; Third prize £10, Désk B, DEAN TRADING CO., I, Drayton Avene, Wort.Fpllan, W-13.

and 100 valuable consolation gifts.
SOMEONE Must Win These Prizes—WHY NOT YOU? ‘ U I I H l s OU I
HOW TO ENTER—READ THIS CAREFULLY. bt PEN COUPON. Valis S

gend 7 of these ¢coupons wilh only 2/9 direet to the Fleet Pen Co.,

Go to the nearest Toy or Sports Shop and bu
h’ 119, Flaet Street, London. E.C.4 o will recolve by return a Splendia

* Success,”” With each game you will find fu

. = . E e British Made 14-ct. Gold Nibhed Fleet Fountain Pen, value 10/6 (Fine,
1ns‘lrucl|r:nss. If you ha\«'Ge anyEdl culty in n];jammg, ”:’d‘;m'f“ Bread Nibh. If only 1 coupon is sent, the price is Efg, t“f belng

» allowed faor each extra coupen up to 6 (Pocket Clip, . atisfaction
write ta ** Success,” 54, Great Eastern Street, London, Bimranteed of cash returned  Special New Offer—Your own name in gilt
E.C. 2, enclosing postal order for the size you require. letters on either pen for 1)- extra.

Lever.Self-Filling Model, with Safety Cap, 2/- extra.
Tre Macxer Lisrany.—No. 773,
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YES, GET IT, IT'8 FREE and post free. Pain’s New Tllnstrated Calaloguecontaining HUNDREDS

AND HUNDREDS of the Biggest of Big Bargains in Watches; Jewellery, O ]ucksF Alarm and
.ﬂrilnm. Leather' amd- ¥Faney Goods, Musical Instruments, lu(‘lu:!im: Accordeons and -Gramophones, Cutlery,
Xmas Cards, Toys, and Novelties, Ete., Ete. ' Below will ba found typical examples of that bargain valus which
brings us THOUBANDS UPOR THOUSANDS OF REMARKABLE TESTIMONIALS ANNUALLY., Don't ask for Catalogus
if ordering goods, ona is sent free with every order. Remittances should be made payable to PAIN'S, HABTINGS.
Remember we take all risks, and guarantee salisfaction or return money. in_full.

Bargains

Satisfaction
or
Money Bock

Bargain BI5

. HAUCY BAM
Bargain Bil, E Nigger e 2
PUNCH .AND Head ° with o Bi 3
JUDY BHOW. pin for ‘im- i | . 1;1';5‘;1171!2:‘ 4 l}ulrngl

Stage size 11§
by?ims.,anﬂ
eight attrac.
tive “fignres

ins.  Real Lrather

tireyor Brown, Ssuap

d llnh_hf.r 4 fastenings, 4 open.

1bing, “ 24 1 3 \. ings, 1/@. With 1

ind, long, png 1 fastening, 1/-. Either

_Ball for ton: post“iree. - GET FREE
CAT.

= =l cealing in rgain

_eluding Puu;iu Judy, Jooy Tooy. pocket. When Ball is  pressed, gé;ﬁ?ﬁ"%ég‘r

Baby, Beadle, Bogey.man, also  Bambo rolls eyes, puts ont tongue LAMP. Gives 5,000 m,m-. of brilliant

book of m:u]‘ for & mnl-,u, l 3. post  and sqneals rnnl.sac.ADos( 2d.  GET electric llght. 4} by 2§ Ins. - Polished
) .

- *GET FREL CA nickel-plated ends. 1,9, post 3d. GET
FREE CAT.

Bargain B9. BOENT BQUIRT
BUTTONEOLE. Natural sized
flower  attached to rubber
tubing 15 ins. long, with ball
at end. On  pressing ball,
spray of scept or other liguid
is ejected. 1/1 post freo. GET
FREE CAT.

. Bargain B9 CIGAR-
Bargain BEi. . The i
TBEAT ALL" AQ. FIFE- CASE.  Looks
= CORDEON. Organ
tona, 10 keya, 3-fold
Baigsin L.5. MONSTER bellows, 10
. ’ ‘BETT_ il ploces
Bargain b:r L HE FLYENG oftoodrubbertype.capital froe:
MAN., . Strong Clocks ands 8,11 Ietleru flgures, lf[m].!'l 17 /- poat [ree.
work Engine, Tender, Car- GET FREE CAT.

Tikerealsilver. Nickel. per¥gitBel- BAPES g, roain B17. Good POCRET
B0O

plated, gllt  insid
Dll‘T\II‘E (lr !

s head on front. piih donblecdzed o) closed.  Detachablo

“ nickel.plated, vel. NoteBookand Pencil. /3

GET yprlined presenta. CrocodileCalf.s/s. Either

tion caso. A/e post Postfree. GET FREE CAT.

z E. Morocen grained,
frawe, 3 ins. long, real Leather. Slae 6by 33

riage. -  Made of - metal t by . free. Extra blades,
enam@l&d 1n vorrect colours. 1/11 o Hrm]lrr 13 balf-dozen post
Set of rails 6] ins. in circum- si¥es ‘Zd and ml., post £d. free. GET FREE CAT.

ferenge. Train runs round the GET FREE CAT.
rail Bun@ih of Train, 11ins. = -

2,11, Witk 2 Carclages, 43,
post on-either 9. GET FREE
CAT

Bargain B:). Real

; Oak? Bell ALARM,

o ’ f4ms. high, 30-hour

Turgain B8 . HORMNLESS brassworks. Suit.

GRAMOPHONE. 13t by 13t by  abla fur any room,

iy it ot 9ins. Oak-polished Cabinet. %\“nttn Mﬁtnu’nﬁf&
o Doiie A vert,  Medal.  y,ppain BEZ6. Gent's Keyless  All _latest vemnents, L

" Pargain Bl Fitted WRITING eIa:rl‘:c[s. ?‘ti:d:flllrl-r-{'tlwf‘“y: WATCH. Full size. Cuarauteed 39/6 c::,_(lrm.g(-] '.'. wa;finiti:: ﬁl:[n::n:h;ua:?:

Enﬂi. 10} by £ ins. (.‘rumglilo like I:nm b ‘:-l-:l;]llq‘l”; reliable, srrnnglyl_l?mlu.l nlarsl .]l{‘tjl:'l!p?'ﬁwtzl‘tphjr-nlnr' JSimilar ot free. GET

SR LInrat b ""“"‘"“"‘3 kR nickel case, wears like real silver rn Grawm , il i i

tionery and Pen. 1’ post '3 post '6:“ GET FREE ailn;rough.lo.-'- post treawith free GET FREE CAT. CAT.

Blriﬂm B 53. GSN'.I' B GIFT
BOX JEWELLERY.

6d. GET FREE cA “hain® and o as l.lx“rll'-l"l]
r\n‘a“l‘x"ij .'lan]lll Fri‘ll?:"ltllllll‘:;l B/ P S BARGA INS
GET FREE C_A'l‘

Bargam BZ7. MOTOR CAB,8 hy { Lo o
ifs., made of metal, enamelled in Bargain B78. Heal Silver = i
ours 1/3, post 6. An BICYOLE BROOCH, 1j ins. Bargain Bll. THE GIGANTIC

_ q original 2'6 Motor_at half price. long. Rparkles ljke dia. gox OF PAINTS, 7 by 3 ins ain B70. » Leathe rllrh
Rargain Bs. Qent's. Leather Fab-price- Motor Lorry - 173, post monds, @'« post frec. GET New gilt hox, 14 pans paints, CAEB BPOONS AND SUGAR
BRUEBH CASE, usaalsize. Cun. 6d. GET EREE CAT. FREE CAT. & tubes woist colours & brush. TONGS, 7) Rial

“ taining” two Ebonite Brushes 1 4, post 3d. GET FREE CAT. Nickel-Sil ons &
and Comb. B/11 post free }'hrmun B, Tongs. Usuzl size &/

1 size 4/11
GET FREE CAT. GET FREE CAT

H:'.':&If Bl post 6d.

** wONDERFHONE"
5 by Tj ins.

to handle 9 Bargaun ol
ins.long,1/3 MOUTH OR 3
poat 1d. @ET Nickel Cov 1% reeds, 1 8 post
FREE CAT. %0 4Brceds, 111 post 3d.  Am.
azing value. GET FREE CAT,

sed Doll 111

/ ? Presents House,
Bargain Bil. YABLE FOOTB DERE.' - ’
argain B21. TBALL. 3 ithe
For & n]ln_vm-s or less, complete in post n“:,;éﬁ‘é;}i!' urt Bargain B79. FIELD & OPERA
box, size 10§ by 5} ins, with Goais, qu i GLAF!SBd P:(M iJl eq! k
Goal keepera, Ball and ¢ Tubes, o B b nne ata elescopic
also iuslrucl]uua: 1/3, post §d. = {Eﬂ‘ﬂbhlhed Adjnstment. Inneatcase, 2/9
GET FREE CAT.

1889). post 3d. GET FREE CAT.

Iy malh ||n
brerakable
body. Opens
& closes eyes,
/3 13 in.
Joinied Doll,
2/.10in. Dres.

W *11-in-1"Tool
Het, vontain.
ing 11 useful
Tools, all of

\ which @t in-
o
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