


In the Wilds of the Congo with Three Boy Scouts !
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The BURNING JUNGLE!
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Mofolongo Waits !

o

D

o

0
HE drone of the drums came
incessantly.
The sun was setting over the
forests of the Congo, in a bed
of erimson and purple. Already, in the
deep forest the shadows were dense.
But the wide fields of Indian corn that
surrounded the city of the Lukuli were
still bathed in light.
In the fields no one was to be seen.
The Lukuli were gathered in the great
square of the city, where a fire burned
before the huts of the chief Mofolongo.
The square swarmed with black
humanity, their numbers in-

Beyond that patch of jungle was open
country, till the circle of the great forest
closed the view.

Mofolongo could not see the house of
the witch-doctor, for the thick jungle
hid it from sight. None of the Lukuli
were permitted to look on the hidden
den, where Mluki-Mluki, like an old
wolf, dwelt amid bones and blood.

Mofolongo’s face expressed his im-
patience

Night was at hand, and with the fall
of night the great feast was to begin.
Carcases of goats and sheep were cook-
ing at many fires, but these were for
the common people. For Mofolongo and
the chiefs there was choicer meat—at
the thought of which a white man would
have sickened. But the Lukuli were a
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By Charles Hamilton.

“0 Chako!”
The brawny, black soldicr advanced.
O Mofolongo, my ears hear you{” ho

said.
“Mluki-Mluki, the Wise One, docs

not come,” said Mofolongo. “It is not
fitting that a chief should wait, even for
a wise man who talks with ghosts and
devils. It is now many hours since the
white man was dolivered to Mluki-Mluki
to bo tortured and slain. But the Wise
One stil) lingers in his houso in the
jungle.”

“It is true, O Mofolongo,” answered
Chako, “and long ero this time the
Mzungu must be dead.”

“Yot the Wise One does not come,”
said Mofolongo. ¢ My eyes do not sec
him, neither do my ecars hedr his foot-
steps.”

His eyes glinted.

Any man but Miuki-Mluki who had
kopt the great chief waiting would have

been ordered to death under

.

creasing every moment by
crowds pouring in from the
long streets. @
In his ebony chair of state ¢
sat the chief Mofolongo, &
magnificent in leopard skins * §
and golden necklaces. d
Round him were gathered §
lesser chiefs of the Lukuli,
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the spcars of the soldiers, or
under the small knives of the
gkinners.

ot Alhaki-Mloki. the Wise
One, was almost as terrible as
tue viser nunselt, for he was
the chief of the devil-doctors
—a talker with tho black
ghosts of the night—and if he

and in long ranks stood the
soldiers, spear and shield in hand.

The steady ranks of the soldiers kept
back the swarming crowd—hundreds and
hundreds of them—for all the city had
gathered for the great feast.

The chief’s drummers beat in-
cessantly on the drums, and the air
throbbed with tha unending drone.

From where he sat Mofolongo, the
chief, looked down a long street of
grass houses to the open fields, and
at a distance arross the fields he saw
the jungle that surrounded the house
of Mluki-Mluki, the witch-doctor.

cannibal people, for they held the belief
that the courage of an eaten enemy
passed into the hearts of the eaters. And
of all their enemes none was braver
than Grant Strong, the hunter of
Uganda. He had slain many of the
Lukuli before he had been made a
prisoner, and they respected him—and
their respect was to be shown in their
own terrible way.

More and more impatient grew the
countenance of Mofolongo. For Miuki.
Mluki was late. And the chief called at
last to Chako, the captain ‘of the guards.
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was angered he had but to
wave his hand and the rain would
fall no more on the fields of Indian corn,
the spears of the hunters would De
blunted, and the Lukuli river would dry
up in its sources. Or so, at least, tho
Lukuli believed. )

Even Mofolongo dared not send his
soldiers to slay the witch-doctor in hia
house, as often he had sent them to slay
those who had offended him.

But his anger was growing.

“The Wise One grows old, and he has
perhaps forgotten,” said Mofolongo,
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“for indeed he is
the old are foolish.
Chako listened with a troubled face.

He feared the anger of Mofolongo,
which was liable to turn on anyone near
at hand if its just object could not be
rcached, But still more he feared the
terrible powers of the Wise One., And
he had no doubt that the hidden ghosts
that served Mluki-Mluki, cairried to his
ears the reckless words of the chief.

“Take you a drummer, Chako, and go
to the jungle that hides the house of
Mluki-Mluki,” said Moiolongo, *“and
you will te!ll him that I, Mefolongo, wait,
and that all the pcople of the Lukuli
wait, and that it is not fitting that so
mighty a chief as J should wait. And
you will tell him, Chako, that the anger
of Mofolongo is terrible, even to a wise
man who talks with ghosts and devils.”

And Chako took one of the chief’s
drummers and waiked down the long
street to the fields; but ho wemt with
a troubled face, litke a man whe takes
his life in his band.

And the eyes of Mofolongo, and of all
the swarming Lukuli, followed him as
he walked out of the city into the maize
fields that were red in the sunset.

Their eyes followed him by the narrow
field-paths, till he recached the edge of
the circle of jungle that hid the house of
ths witch-doctor.

And there, where a narrow, winding
bush-path led through the jungle to the
hidden house, they saw him halt; and
the drummer beat on his drum, and a
a gesture from Mofolongo all other
drums were silent, so the tap of Chako's
drummer reached all cars in the city.

And they watched for Mluki-Mluki to
appear from the jungle path to talk
with Chako.

Yery, very old, and

But they watched in vain, for Mluki-
Mluki did not appear.
Ol S <[
The Answer of the Drum!
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YN STRONG set his lipa.
He was watching from the
jungle before the house of Mluki.
Mluki.

Bobolobo, the Kikuyu, lay in cover by
his side, watching. And they saw Chako
and’ the drummer lcave the city of the
Lukuli, and advance by the field paths,

“Q Bwana,” murmured Boho, ‘“the
Lukuli grow impatient, and Mofolongo
has sent a soldier to see with his eyes
and hear with his ears.”

Lyn nodded.

“Get back to the house,” he said.

He hurried by the winding bush-path
to the clearing in the centre of the
jungle, where the huts stood.

In the hut of Mluki-Mluki Grant
Strong sat, with Pip Parker and Fatty
Page. Mpoko, the bushman, squatted
at the door.

They waited longingly for the fall of
night.

As yet no man in the city of the
Lukuli dreamed that Mluki-Mluki and
his torturers had been slain, and that
Grant Strong was a free man, among
those who had trekked from far Uganda
to save him.

But not till darkness covered the face
of tho earth could the hunter and the
scouts venture to leave their cover,

Grant Strong rose quickly to his feet
as his son came hurrying into the clear-
ing before the huts.

“What is it, Lyn ?” he asked quietly,
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“A soldier and a drummer are
coming from the city!” answered Lyn.
“It must be a message for Mluki-
Mluki.”

Grant Strong nodded.

“They espected to see ihe brute
before this}” he said. “The fcast was
fixed for nightfall. Mofolongo is grow-
ing impatient.”

Pip and Fatty picked up their rifles.
If the final tussle was coming, the Popo-
laki Scouts were ready. And Bebolobo
slipped his shield on his arm . and
grasped his fighting-spears,

Well they knew that in seeking Grant
Strong in the wild land of the Lukuli
they bad walked with death dogging
their footsteps. And if the finish had
come, they were not afraid.

“If the brutes would have waited
another half-hogr I said Pip. “But 1
rather thought it was too much luck to
expect.”

“We'll make some of them hop, any-
how t” said Fatty Page.

Grant Strong made a gesture.

“We may have time yet,” he said.
“They dare not enter the jungle—they
fear too much the spells of the witch-
doctor. Not unless they learn that he
is killed, and that I have friends here
who have saved me. Listen!”

From the direction of the city the
throbbing of drums died away. In the
silenco that followed, the tapping of
Chako’s drummer was elearly heard.

The scouts listened tensely.

Chako was giving the signal that he
was there, awaiting word with the
witch-doctor, as was the custom.

If Mluki-Mluki did not go to meet
him—

What would happen then?

If the witch-doctor did not appear,
and did not answer, surely the sus-
picions of the Lukuli would be roused?

Tap, tap, tap, tap! came from the
drum. i

Grant Strong gritted his teeth.

“That is not merely a signal—it is a
message ! he said. “They are tapping
out 2 message to Mluki-Mluki. If there
is no answer—"

Lyn drew a dcep breath.

Itywas yet half an hour to dark, and
flight was impossible. Hundreds of eyes
would have been upon them at once.

Yet if no answer was given to the
drummer, the Lukuli could not fail to
divine that somethini had happened to
the witch-doctor in his hidden house;
that the prisoner, though delivered
bound into his hands, had  somehow
turned the tables on him. )

Fortune had favoured the Popolaki
Patrol since they had set out from far
Uganda to save Grant Strong. But it
scemed that fortune was failing them
at last.

Then in the dead silence that lay on
the group before the witch-doctor’s hut,
the low chuckle of Mpoko was heard.

All glanced at the little bushman.

He had picked up a drum from the
hut. And his little black face grinned
at the Scouts.

“YWhat are you about to do, O
Mpoko ?” asked Grant Strong.

“This filthy bushman he sabbey, sar{”
answered Mpoko. “He sabbey drum
talk, sabbey plenty Lukuli drum talk.”

“My hat1” breathed Pip.

“Q Bwana,” said Bobo, “have I not
said many times that the Small One
has the cunning of many serpents?”

“Speak witi the drum, O Small
One!” said Grant Strong; and Mpoko
tapped out an answer on the skin of the
witch-doctor’s drum. .

The tapping across the jungle ceased

as Chako listened to the drum-taps from
the witch-doctor’s house.

Lyn and his comrades stood silent.
They knew that all depended now on
the message that Mpoko was tapping
out on the witch-doctor’s drum. Tap,
tap, tap! becat the stick in the litle
bushman’s hand; slow taps and swift
taps, telling their own tale to the eurs
that listened beyond the jungle.

Mpoko ceased.

The Scouts listened with strajned
attention,
From the distance, where Chako

stood, camo swift tap-tapping in reply.
Then there was silence.

Mpoko chuckled softly.

. “What bave you said, O Sinall One,
in the drum-talk of the Lukuli ?” asked
Grant Strong at last.

“This dirty bushman he talk same
Mluki-Mluki!” grinned Mpoko. *This
bushman ho clever old johnny. Yes,
sar! Mo say—" <“Mpoko’s English
failed him, and he went on in Swaheli:
“I have talked, O DBwana, with the
tongue of Mluki-Mluki, and T have said
to tne messenger of Mofolongo that I
bave had speech with the ghosts that
give me counsel, and that the ghosts
command that the feast shall not tako
place until the moon rises, lest a curse
fall upon the Lukuli, by the great
power of the white man’s magic.”

"My only hat!” ejaculated Fatty
Page. “Mean to say you could tap all
that out on a drum ?” :

“Easy-easy, sar!” said the bushman.

Grant Strong smiled grimly.

It was such a message as Mluki-
Mluki might have given; it was not
likely to rouse the suspicions of
Mofolongo. It was common enough for
a feast or a ceremony to be postponed
when the omens were not favourable.

“You think it will satisfy them,
father 7” asked Lyn. v

“I think so,” answered the hunter.

He spoke to Bobo, who clambered into
a tall tree close by the witch-doctor’s
hut, whence he could spy across the
jungle to the city.

. In a few minutes Bobo came slither-
ing down with a grinning face. ’

“0 Bwana M’Kubwa, the soldier and
the drummer walk back to the city !” he
said. “They carry the message to
Mofolongo.”

The sun sank deeper behind the forests
of the Congo. Dark shadows rolled
from the east.

From the city came no sound; the
drums were silent. Evidently the sup-
posed message from the Wise One had
satisfied the Lukuli and their chief.

Darkness at last fell; a velvety black-
ness that lay like a pall on the forest
and the plain and the crowded city.

And in the darkness the hidden ones
at the witch-doctor’s house stirred. It
was but an hour ere the moon rose; and
by moonrise they hoped to be far away.

By the winding path they left the
jungle and entered the fields that lay
between it and the forest. In daylight,
or by moonlight, they must have heen
seen from the city; but in the thick
darkness they flitted silent and unseen.

The great forest received them at last,
and with deep relief they plunged into
the darkness of the trees,

When the moon rose and glimmered
down on the city of the Lukuli, the
safari were far away, treading a game-
path through the forest, their faces set
towards the east. And no man among
the Lukuli knew of their going.
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HE face of Mofolongo, chief of
the Lukuli, was wrinkled with
anger. The glinting of his eyes
spread terror round him; and

the lesser chiefs exchanged uneasy
glances, and the soldiers were troubled.
For the moon was high, and poured
down a stream of silver radiance on the
city, and still Mluki-Mluki, the witch-
doctor, did not come; and still the feast
was delayed. ) .
Mluki-Mluki was powerful and wise
and dreaded; but Mofolongo, after all,
was the greats
chief of the tribe,
and even with the
dreaded devil-doc-

tor there was a
limit to his
patience. At last

he called Chako to
him again, and the
captain of the
guards came with a
fearfu! and trou-
bled face. For there
was death in the
savage eyes of
Mofolongo, and it
was clear that ere
ong his rage would
find some victim.

“0 Chako, tell
me again what mes-
sage Mluki-Mluki
gavp by the voice
of his drum,” said
the chief.

“0 Mofolongo,
the Wise One said
that he had talked
with the ghosts, and
that there must be
no feast till tho
moon rose, lest a
curse fall upon the
nation of the
Lukuli!” answered
Chako.

“Behold the
moon high in the
sky, Chako, and
stili  Mluki - Mluki
does not come.”

(8]

“TIt is true,
Mofolongo.”

“Take once more
a drummer, Chako,
and go to Mluki-Mluki,” said the chief,
“and tell him that there are other wise
men in this land; and that my anger is
great and terrible, und that it is in my
mind to make Kimbe Kimbe the chief of
the witch-doctors in his place; and that
if he does not come to me now I will
send Kimbe-Kimbe to dwell in his
house, and with him many young men
with spears to slay Mluki-Mluki and his
torturers."

Chako trembled.

“0 Mofolongo, I will go to Mluki-
Miuki and speak these fearful words,”
he said. “He will slay me. But who
am I that I should not die if it be the
will of Mofolongo?”

“You say well, soldier,”” answered the
chief. .

And again Chako took a drummer
and went out to the jungle that hid the
house of the witch-doctor, and all eyes
followed bim in the bright moonlight.

In the brightness ¢f the moon the
earth was almost as light as by day, and
hundreds of eyes were on Chako when
he halted on the edge of the jungle, and
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Every Tuesday.

all ears listcned to the tap of the
drummer’s drum.

But this time there came no answer
from the house cf the witch-doctor.

The drum tapped and tapped, but only
its own echo replied; and at last the
tapping ceased.

Mofolongo, listening, ground his teeth
with rage. This was, so far as he could
sce, audacious defiance on the part of
tha witch-doctor, and designed to make
him look a small man in the eyes of
his people.

He glanced round at the grim and
troubled faces of his soldiers. It was
in his mind that if he ordered them to
go with their spears and slay the ju-ju
man in his house they would fear to
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obey, though disobedience was death.

11 other orders they would obey, even
to the slaying of kith and kin, but the
Wise One they dared not touch. And
he knew that 1f Mluki-Mluki was to die,
it was his own hand that must strike the
blow.

He called to a slave, who brought him
his war shield and the fighting-spear
with which he had slain the chief of
the Biribi in battle,

Without a word, but with his face
working with rage, Mofolongo took
shield and spear, and strode down the
long ‘street.

All eyes followed him, and a murmur
ran through the crowdad Lukuli, like
the wind in the forest.

“l\g’ofolongo goes to slay the Wise

ne

And the Lukuli waited with beating
hearts for the result.

Mofolongo reached the spot where
Chako stood with the drummer. Chako
eyed him in fear.

“Q Mofolongo, the Wise One answers
not!” he faltered.

voice thick with fury.

‘and peerin
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“0 soldicr, the Wize Onc grows old
and he has lost his scuscs,”’ answered
the chief. “It is fitting that a man so
old should dic and go to the ghosts whoe
are his friends. Iollow me, soldicr.”

Chako fell on his knees,

“Q Mofolongo, my life is in your
hand,” he said. “But against the Wise
One, the talker with ghosts and devils,
I dare not raisc my spear.”

The savage eycs of the chief glittered
at him. His grasp was convulsive on
his spear. All his savage, ferocious
nature longed for a victim to his rage.

“Is the chief ¢f the Lukuli grown so
small in the eyes of his people that bis
orders are not cbeyed ?” he asked, his
“Is the talker

;‘ 7, / 974 ;
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- In the oo0ol of the evoning they started out, and were soon treading the game-path through
the forest—homeward bound.

with ghosts a greater man than
Mofolongo 77

And he struck fiercoly with his spear,
and Chako rolled a decad man at his

feet,

Turning from the body, the chief
strode up the narrow, winding path
through the jungle. And as he disap-
peared from tho eves of tho Lukuli they
murmured to one another:

“Mofolongo has slain Chalko, the cap-
tain of his guards. But the Wise One
will surely slay Mofolongo, oven that
mighty chief; for he talks with ghosts
and dervils, and his magio is tervible.”

Mofolonzo strode up the path to the
witch-doctor’s house; but his heart, in
spite of his fury,2was heavy in his breast.

For, like the rest of the Lukuli, he
feared the magic of the devil-doctor;
and the shadows of the jungle were
haunted, to his eyes, by strange shapes
eyes of ghostly creatures,
the unearthly helpers of Mluki-Mluki.

IHe camo at last into the clearing
before the witch-doctor’s huts, where the
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