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BOY SCOUTS AGAINST SLAVE

DEALERS IN WILDEST AFRICA!

THE POPOLAKI
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But if Dobo had forgotten he
leyal to the n-r-m.'fdsd'u:{ I-’OI:::
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The Call in the Forest !
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B 3 the Kikuys guo-beares,
safily,
“Bu th-;;::eu tbiq:g.::;
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vived the memary
Tax PorvLik.--No 588

Here'

haa alty, and day Bobo Wd
moli’ud'm.:-ﬂi. lord and 'F:-'
or & man
Sw.: a sound l-l-ll::‘to.’;i.-
from the ‘ou-t. the Kikuyw,
ocosed on the imtant to be &
and becwme st ouce e wary warrior.
“Bimbe I murmured Botmlobg.
But the moxt moment he shook his
"“.?’..‘:3‘5.,”"' et Mgl
white-and. rom
the lobea of his sars ok
It wan not & Jiom,

At that drowsy bou. of tropleal heat
and bremtbless otilloew, the lions lay
Ry v Malled brand 1 e

» sbroad in t
smmbring ailates of tho forest,

It was tho [niut sound thal cazoe from
the far distanee, & faint monning sound e
that rowo and (el h

L]

8 a Story of the Congo!
And—-
Five Feariess Bey

Scouts
Giant Native Chief

sometisves dinking sway inta

-And t last he whispared ™ Bwapa!®
2 whi
and woke the white lord

(Copyrizhe In the United Statep of America.)



the leader wd

thick ihlllll.

e .h..?dh-:id ot g g e '1:., ha
.mwr lay, beedlem of
uhn mud to it. bo followed hia
igh the foreet
——
(=]
Binck lvery!
0
IRAFI BEN &\ID the share-
Z trader of the Bahr-ol.Cazells,
smiled 'rm]r a3 boe looked
” nn the at
14
I uno;un hdcl.h flaros sun beet
- lnﬂoq baked sarth, and

q-th fue,bhckullwmu! spades,
that was turned up towards the pitiless
visage of the Ars

Four lnln were driven imio the
warih, and to the stakies the wrists and
kl-ol’tbcbheh man wore socurely

th
ted i Dog of Im"md?ﬁnln Den

Snd. “]1 leave you bare io dis.
will not die soon.
The bound though of the pygmy

bushman neo,m::hmd: undermtood the

Arakic,

His black eyes gloamed up at the
slave-trader,

But his glance taroed from Zired to

sloag,

the Dhick

rotn u.. calabash dripped
Hooey, too, was umearsd on
bushman

foce of the
n, Bou Hamid!™ snapped
is done!™ wald Bou

21"5 DBon Baid.
Mendi, W
Ho poured the lut al the hoocy u
an aatthy mound, lintle duum
from tha prigonor stirred the oarth
with the tip of f.u undnl.
From a crack came swarming the in-
habitsnts of the moand, for it was an
anthill of 1l|o terrible soldier.ents.
ryemy's eyes dilated ex ho saw

h

Lowstds tho 'ho'lplun bisch  sreiched
botween
A cn:‘gl ‘nnmrl‘od the Hpe of Zirati

l! tching tha sosne,
ll:li ot ':rr:r‘lr.!:u of ths Arab
lllte-ludet

Haluing in the glade was » Jong lina
ol Jblacke—iwenty men or mors, of
various iribes of the barin,

r wyre led, and &
long, thick mupe f them
one o anoibe:

3

NEW SERIES BTARTS TO-DAT!

green of tbctmp&uilm lod the
“%
curse In At and & slmashing of
lborh’; dmuut.};e string ol m:ah
after him; and Bau Hamid brought u
o

tho foar With & cursé of B
the whip ready for aoy wrelch who

Zinlbonhtdmonbun corth s

with Lis colloction of “ blwk aro:!i

bought from various chiefs mtlle
lmf- the  Belgian side of

Bcuni tribes wers represented in
that less crew of ::sﬂm but the
min who Isy wirric botwenty the

ek was the ouly bushosss,
On the uru: at a litthe distance, lay
oot stir—that of an
Anb in turimn lnd burpoose,  There
was & sproading biot of crimson on hia
torn burnguse. As bo lsy the bali of
& knife could bo seen stiching oot sbove

the folds of stained liven.
There hed been threw Arabe in the
. bwt anly two of them would go

A blow of a stick had bees Iollowed by
the anuiching of & knife, and the bush.

bushmar's rolling ar’-
. DAarrow

them = tlwy disappesved
pull in the (oreat,
0 m lah nhoe—t!wn u.ro !or
lm dlﬂ nunr

T\a ﬁm o( Ihe nal'm oo ﬂ-clutﬁ
hlu. A sharp and bitict p-u:. like that
of plocers, warned him thet the first
of ths soldise-ants had found the prey
the slave-tzader had Joft.
The bite wss followed by another and

snother,
ml::oio wrlthed in his hondt. and his
Iace swoatod great drope. Over

his beipless limby the ants crawlaed,
biting_at ﬂrnindmem than i scores,
then in hundreds, And ere loq' they
would b crawling in theusanda

man's swift vengeance, A sow From the bwus s lipa came a
Mpoko the bushman was siretohed out Jong, wailing hmth?ﬁm

for punishmont. of main l.hn“{ul l'nuod Irou

Mpoke was doomed to the toriurme him.

woll koown in Ocnl.nl Africa—of llc sy in swluﬁu hul,

being torn and devourrd plecetneal by sub 'bluingl down him,

the soldier-ants, gram-ropes bic his Iﬁnh cmolgu and In

bushrman, wmall an he was in way parched with thirm.

statute—scarcaly ovey four

stroug muscular, his limbe !*o
mameca of knotted museles, Ap the ants
hboﬂn to eﬂ:il‘ along l!: Lrai) ul:.l boney

* exe strength oo ropos
that held him.

But ho was bound with oruel care.
and tho stakes were driven deep into
. He conld searcely otir.

His o;u tumod wildly oo the trail
the erecping ante. Then
bo crusl visage

to the unts.
sholnd bhis white teeth

man,” he sad, kin,
Bwaheli, *leave me to du 1]
But I have slain Achmet,”
“Kafir dog!™ repeatsd Zirafl
nnd bo mrmd away sad gave the the

[}
e b, bis white liven gar.
mebts glimmering sgaingt the deom

things he did oot beed.

He beadod l.bo jnws of the soldier
agte—the tiny but terrible crealures thag
i & night may pick white tho bores of

[ ]

Hours, rorhlpc. terture would
last, but in there would be
nothing left of the Conge boshman save
the sh!m gliMin. the san,

Cry afior from lu: [}
im?fmd lﬂy into uﬁn

4% ho lay slmost swooning, and then
ugain (he sbarp pain roused him and
he eried lnin. nd his wailing oabood
oaril n{l through the forest.

then suddenly ceme 3 wound of
brary erashing, aod he kpaw that soms.
Ofl'l: d:“ approsching the

:L'b&:wr 1t waa Eimbn. &:o "ﬂ'll; or
hlhman.'ritll.n.rd.lo .n‘:ht;'
DEWODMSE pul. him oud of his pain.
* Oood hoaves ™
Tr: Pormix—No. f98.



§ If you haven't got a pen and ink—borrow ene to sgn——

shouted Lyn

Lyn was al:oad
ants {rom the

E, dnhql:pe& u:d 'htll tho

EPEAT, ron,glt

ﬁ ropus that luuml Mpoko
Tha bushman rolled [rea

: a
The Patrol Takes a Hand !
o
YN'S late

“
Pip Barker of the Popo-
L  Patral. mads that recaatk,
The wun was eefti

Ilh.llthmelnmnbrn&hc cool-
ermmbenellbol’ i Patrol

lmn thy trail. Not a owan of the
party hed discovered the of the
nmn-Sater, sater goats and

ato ihe

because he was m e
membar, as  Suspocted
comrades of :ul:ing slavators i.:l,o Il:.:
mosguite boots. oo
bonhwoulc_l w0 him ihm::o llll.:nh »t

ntnh

n. mouth full

oted tor nothing Im the
Pooolahl Bomrol -Alar o dby ta (be
bush, Cocil- 8tacpoole looked a3 Dt
and olean us whea ba had broken camp
that morning.

Fatty wag Mf

I be hau mot ound l.ha tpout of
Simba, bo had found guinea-fowl, and
ke bad brought in plunt., for supper,
By t}u t:.nl:l-uuBlu.‘]’!cnn: elogantly

[1 cookod, 4

g e o~ e
ooy

m
"Lnslahl ; “ I"l"lmtuno
our ty ehui'. hl-l
ﬂo"’ muche ! If h'tloumis:mlu.

TS e

’E

's bt ™ remarked
b nu nll n:lu with thas Kikuya nﬂnl:
with him."

log. Ha had como in bungry, like the
rut,bnthowninmh to st
wasched Fltt., Page wilh an air
“ f?mhefew ttiog it all, Patty?
w [ [}
h.Oll msul:: . red ;’
“Oh, tome saxwe
with & grunt. “I oam sell you uu':%
“In

“Wc owgnt 1o bave hmrg'; cook-

aleng,”
ﬁ:lnlmlm is vils. And the
illtuﬂluﬂlinllm-umhn oo,

“;obo desnndans of the jeliy
old H.nu." be said. “ Bobo's u pubke
Iu‘;:;r. | hadn’s

oodded and sst down on a }

“Rowpt Lyp Stroog 1 said Biwe
le, with a faint tracy of
P itls .Iooird at the

yawnod.

*Pitg in, you lollowa,” said Fatty
Page. “1 kocp talli Vs oo pood
m;i:r for Birong, won't want us
7] t. Fect ia, 1 couldo’s wait.
el‘;-ny in h:mdnn'l; : S

on're  geners
boan,' reowrked &l@poolo. “ Well,
you'll be scofic’ tha lot if we don'i
dllJl iz fers gool”
Lot and lota (~ said Fatly, *Hsip
e ek ctta the thore vatyes “While
our (17 LA w|
thy sup sank lower behind m

The oooking fire that Fauy bad
lighted. betwesn thres stooen in tha
native mgnoer, dsoced aud Sickered
ltumﬁl the gloom of thl K

Blu:rullm acd shadows moved
and | among the thick Lrunks
and beavy branches wnd the mames of

iy e
e fo et E T
talked. every now apnd then their
m the lul":gt. and tgltm

. snd what da-

and
lollﬂ.im ocarne & dwearf
e shambiod slong slowly.
2 ot et Wi v
L T4 .
“] hed 10 slacken dows for Mpoko

Following b'm came
Bebolohe

llon.n llltd!, walk ™
"Who the merry dooos is Mpoko ™
“Here ha 1"
bashman shambled [nwo the Hght
stared

and the souts

in & dingy lin.
cl hu l'.lll‘l black limhs showsd
ly the mumnblu wounds lelt

I,old hnhnh m;nl" “;:ihn.hat
re on oA u
Birong :gp pBu&

"Yel.[‘,;-‘nd it seams thas you've missed
bim Los, and found an ynwashed ush.

mﬁo . &.ﬂmﬂ. Eoghieh,”

l.q!h thes bushmen sre
touthy » killsd an Arsh to-day, for
beatiog kime ™

i hat 1™ gjscuisted Stacpocle
"?':l'?;:,hhu h:|l|: in es a prisopet i

L,‘lhmkh‘k head.

*No fear; the mpn ba kifled wan one
of Ziral bew Said's gaog of save
truders Irom wp
ﬁ:-'hou was & chorm of wurprise from

"zinn bere. In l!muln letritoey 1

“Yonr lmnd bulmu. has besn.

-rh tell '

I' m: ald bean,” said
l b EI nu'.liwlly. “'You mast
n(

td
thing, :nB uﬁ 3

1 ue-h
hat. this chop iam's ﬁd’" g

iog.”
Lym lasugbed.
" You're full of good uhu. !'.ug
“I'H talk whilh I
baven's gt & lot of time to vruh.
*What's on " ssked i:'ir .ll'
you've found the spoot ly
man-saler, and we call hl.ln-
bis deg=——

he
w.



*The map-sater can wai
Y¥o're going to follow
nlbenﬂnd thay ia, if you fellows r w

game,”
“0Oh crumbat® smid Faity.
*1 fancy we're game for n;r:lll

Patrol never backs out1”
*“Hear, bear!™ chorused the scouts.

mn—l bll l.lucl.n than
tru:tm; out & Kuke who's been siealing
ne; or hunting a wild pig who's
been rooting up =
tracking = man-sating lion.
ulbnr mwore dangorous

ut whatl—"™ asked Pip.
"z.rnﬂ.. ny I make out lrmu the bosh.
beeo buying slaves from the
side,” axplained
war mostly, ukan

hting. Ha's

npotth to lE:Il in tho Bahr-ol-G

m them; nnd
¥

l'nu' the oature o‘l’ tlu bu
l]a r—hunt.ll Itommh?hod
ana .
knile I.lld dul it into mnl the Arnbe.”
* Mors power hia

ul‘dﬂd Z{nﬁ lal‘; hini. tied o for the
ier-ants,” wen know
trick—{t’s w::::mmemngl: slong

—the Registration Form on Page 11.

*And ﬂm found bim?*

e o P
& ants, 80

slow down coming in; that's made

mo lato.”

m:é::,hwen tollowing Zin&!" niad

laki gleawn in his wu. ﬂe mck«i up I:Il
riflo sod examined it u he spoko, Bao
pocle was » dandy; and bs bBad sonw

There wos & vallay of nl»u from the und-urowlh, and one &1 the glave
dealers hell sorsaming.

£ mmae, i e ug, el
member o opo pal
bo was thy beckbons, and the
qu told them that be
s with an entimy more

dangerous than the bessts of the forest.

“That's the big iden,” asid L

. “We're guing to st free t
whola gang of siaves, and if Zirefi gives
trouble, we'ro o lim =

lsmon. You followe are 1:151

= What-bot* chuckiod Facty Puge. (130

The soouts lost po time in preparing
lor the ma-mh
|.'l| ToM :o his l'mt. hn dlrk,
¢
‘mnla dwar! was the sonallest of all;
shoﬂnr even than Pip. He locked H
wrange, wild Agure io ihe ln!i;ht.
“0 Master, Mpoko come!
Lyo shook his bead
“You #0D here and rest, M,
said kindly. “Camp here and wait #it
we cOme . Te-morrew we'i]l start
m f;,-r your home and yoitr tribe. Now
p »

The bushman hesitated, looked from
faoe 1o fece: spd then made a l'
obedicoce, Mo curled up by tho

ko.” he §

5

the scuty started, ant was wleep
alnost before ther lurn gut of sight.
Behind the scouts, they trod i
single fits, the ﬁrah;llt Bickered ahcl
and diod away inwp darkpess.
Tobolobo ook the head of the little
column pow, L on through the
floom without & paupe, snd the scouts.

llowed in nhnu. They hed had a
long day; th.y bad and
th: were {1
was Do hause in tlnm il ¢t
reached Lthe Inroff ﬁhdo where Zira
ben Said had lel't poko tied up for
tho soldior-ants. From that n

track of the slave-trader snd ving
of blacks led twu northward ; and thp
-suu?l ot op«hh Patrol

oaaily, even in the
ghom of night.
8]
A Lesson for Zirafi ! &
DAWH waa breaking I the African
Ziral bep Bajl Jooked owt of
his teot with & seowling brow.
The blacks, awakenod by the whip,
and the guttural cursing in Arabic from
id, wero squatiod, with dull
the native cakes that
lu oply fare, with wuohu lnf:
ETRAS-TODe i
llnln loge:beﬂut Bou Hamid bad
freed Lheir bands for [ceding, and bo
waitod itopatiently for them to Bnish,
Liral sowled at . and scowled
surrounding forsst. It was to
avoid other dangors that he was taking
& short out scroes Brilish tarritory; but
bo was 7ot casy in bis mind an ground
where the Britsh
The slave-tradec ltuud “and mﬁn
his breath, as a fgnre stopped
Lreey lllll waiked lou‘.rlb the camp
Bou Hamid, cessing to curse the
mustting bLlacks, stared at the mow.
vomsr, and moted sxiftly towards the
ua aguipst which be hed jesned his

Lyn ook no heed of him. Hp walked
oo diretily towards the slavetrader.

“Balaam, Effendi! said Zirafi be.
tweea i tooth. i

Lyn did not retuen the ting. He
Jooked sleadily in the dark, hitier face
of tho Arab,

* You're Z:n.ll ben Bald ¥ ho ashed.

“1 am Ziraf®

“'rllls: slaretyndor from the Baheol-

Zirefl ahrogged his Lroad shoulders,

“1 ruppose Jﬁhww you're beeaking
en?n Inw in Alriea nld

forest B mAn i3 & law 10

hunlcllf!” said Z.lnﬁ *Go your wny in
peacr, bay, or I may bo uau.pud to sell
a rluto pro among the Tousrege.”

would find me rather
a Iu.nd!ul 1 ﬂm if you got mo o far1™
smig Lyn with »

n. “You .slave
trading dog, let ﬂu a:um fooee
mipute. 1'm not here—
thore are four rifls Iwklng at you
from the bush.*

ZmS slared round dim. ' Ho could
of the four riflos; the

l’efollll l.fnml wore deep in cover.
Effend(,” suid ZizaB softly. “Tou
lie in the \n,- of the Feringhees. I
Eflendi, that youn will not lire
to tefl the pofm-:’nh.ril whero 10 (ook

0.

Zirall
wﬂemldeaﬂ to Bou Hamid, wha
had ball.rafsed ﬂ'. rifle. spd was warte

hﬁ'h:n}{n 'olrc pod ta & lovel
I B
{; nf & g¢ 10,
tll of
& Tl:.l Pmd’:n.-\t‘o. 583,
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‘;L‘l}nt'. oot teating Groylrivts veey
s
w’*mu my amwer!” mid Wingate

"""m.,.

“Blessod i 1 ndentud Wingase 1*
said Bob Cherry, »s be walked away
:ﬂ‘a his chane. "‘Bc‘.nm Lreating us

“The treativioesms L o8 ileeriSeslly
wall 1" smid Hnum.ll.mut Blln Biogh.
“Thero will an glection, after sll,
h-mcrlullr How are my
pnls Eoing to vota ¥
wyone, 1 suppoes,” said Harry
v rather
Loder had »

Bame Jere mid Nuul. after
"Wo] ilthinkl lhllldl,-lnl.nﬁ

volo { Harvy,
"Ploun T, nld soout.”
Uodoubtedly Clerald Loder bad
yod his cards welll Even the

gotten Lheir fong-
sanding frud with bim, and did oot
Cl-l": ta make any exertion to kocp hun
o

{riends keen. Rl
was uon'i:‘: ;::m, und dwg

“THE POPOLAKI PATROL!"

(Cumnud fram page B
the Dkl ol T Hownrd gaves toor B
v Hamid gurvs o fesr-
(ul ell, »std l“Pl-lﬂ over, “nla. wtill
f-m.-a. alling to the mnnd.

huﬁ' testh wyre drawn back in &
snart, snd his eyes Burned upder bis
Ynittod brows. ~ His bhepd grasped
convulsivaly ot his scimitar. Lyn was
s woapon, Hs stood and
y st Lhe save-trider, whils

Hmid tnll:-l and groaned wi

™ bullet lhron;h l?otlr F t‘“l::::

% »

and Fip I’uhr !ud "gm w
*Arg you pm. rel,”

askred Lyn

that
b Y er g e U o
.k "By ﬁhiun!" hiseed ZauF!. "Ydll
n .
II'U ‘b‘ m’zl m “Inh

" Yw s ng mh.l'
woundral,” ::‘ﬂravd .'I’..;-n “Be‘mi!"'u
ths bush. The
!our woute lo}loted hlm inl.o viaw,
* Disarme Dobo I*

that rasca
Zirafl ban Fald shaking with

rage, sj bhe Kikuyn jerked lwt; his

tate, lnmmn; that be
Tota lor qucr of tbe
al‘l (;mt’risru

Bl i G e L o
ing w0, Tof r
I.IIEIInmd be played in tho First
Eleren under tho new capiainey,

In the Third Form. George Tublr was
Loder's cnthusisstio hecker. - As Lhe

ressnt time Loder's siudy way s Iand

mnt ml.b milk ior his

i’a;. :' ‘l‘ubl:' of
boy Iu ) m’tﬂ. ially in

s have short

the Third Form. Tubb of 1{!“"
ndged Lodet as bo found bim—and ho
ound him very kind and agrecablo ut
mennt. Mort of the Third were Ilkol.’l
io follow ihoir captsin’s Jead, nnd Jack
Wingals was pow able to ¢cxprem in
'pcdeﬂ. salety his intcntion of backin 5

ing to

which Twbb had
g ey b
1]
Captain of Greyfriars !
NI B.LYﬁog:u fallowr—"
~ Roll nul. you_ know ! mid
’_mu, ter. “Eloclion's at
B:lme the clection!™ sald Johapy
] AL -lu-d bis machine ont
of the odnesday sfter-
“Rally roomd " i
Bonter ~ﬁ'

bere, 1
may be shie t0 in st the cele-
hﬂh i I.ad-'r‘:'::d: ::m

ry best. Pollow
Rl ot ol o, 1
* Fatbead

l:i:m’ the thrlu- tnlor* nhcdd thelr
[ ] WAY, X J
Bunhr.f ¥ u. g Williem George

Many faliows woro heading for the
locture-ball, now, w slection
was 1o take placa, But the crewd was
not neatly wo tufercud as mighi Iwu
been sxpected on the ocession of
captain’s alection.  Every (elfow wbo
M- to mmle the right had a vote;
Inlt !:od many who did nat
:nd.l like Gur‘o Win.

hall with

E.H'ﬁrinu wen, lanior uul Junior, big

mnulu. his jewolled dagger. and his
pistal .

l-g. pointed lo tha slaves.
t them loose, Ziraf1™ bo aaid,

ifth fet th
thtl-ndecvrumh

Look out for The Boys With The Five-Mile Smiles Next Week !

At threw behch ‘the Bixth
almos to & man, and most
but » grest macy juniors bad
turn up.

Wi th

aPoult .
Mr. Prout and

to ronduct the
Wingata coms in with them, and was
teccived in wilance. Hiz relusl to taio
any heod of the "pelitinn * had lelt
many Ureyirinrs follows [ealing sore
and no secret of it

The two Form masiers to
count. amid a bus suppragiad
TOICeE. .

Thers wan silenes when the result was

Q. oz, oo bundred-and-twd
rotae.*

et Leatl e Sisth Form. |
dectared ; captain o Gn::

e mamrolellnﬂn:!

fect’s face Winmed with t2h

Captaln of Greviraint

{(Next weel's ot
greatl  Don't mis

"12( wfriars {s
TE R
SKIPPERIM TLEAE

and ll::uhdlor mMETCY.
80 oflen and 30 wervifomly on
the victima of his greed wae now falling

to Zirull's own wnd pot il Bt

e tbe thruaicaing speas of the siroles fad faliem did Lyn girve the
E:hu:u. an Baid. moved smnoug Kikayn the sign to
the sleres, and freod them from the Zirn8 lay writhing like & Mndg
Erisrrops. The blacks, amazed, not make, his eyes glaring op st Lys wi
it g Iherhl:e%. ooking widly & Fe ok S S
TN 1] Bg , ¢ ber
Tousd them. Lon Berng called 1o thom, thia[* bo b ™
and wavad his hand o forost, and "0 gragd! o Bva hu ;
the blacks understood the gesture. For awine,” asawercd lfrn. “it is for you to
some momants they tatod, eyeing remecber that if T Gnd on Erilish
Ziraf with {ear; and with & territory again, I will uﬁlm to the
sudden scamper, they broks for the commimioncr, who will hang you on

" Now _scize that scoundee! 1" said Lyn.

He twrned to the
' We're through
"Toat it.”

'mE'l lntnl-

b’hgl. Zirah, 4.'«:!1!:a unul Joab i -

scouts, wis Sun pooutsy marched, u they

atwd Boboh:'mkod ‘th wh% that disappeared into the forest, tho groans

bad been dropped Bavw Hamid. of Hamid, sod the yelling cursen
Tha &l arm of rose snd foll, of ZireB bao Sald followsd the akl

snd avery time it fell & sounding blow Patrol.

FARE On !lu Arth slaveirsder. Blow

nlhr blmr whh all the force of the (The chnhl'i an ars ¢n tha rall
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In the African Forest!
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HE Popolaki Patrol of Boy

Scouts were in high feather.
They sat round the camp-fire
in the clearing, in the heart of
the Mbiri Forest, cutmg a late break-
{ast,

Generally, when they were on safari,
*he Popolaki scouts broke their fast at
dawn, and were on the trail before the
sun was over the tree-tops. On this
especial morning they had good reason
lor being late.

The night had bLeen spent in trailing
Zirafi ken Said, the Arab slave-trader,
and the sun was high in the hecavens
when the scouts got back to their camp.

There had been little rest for them in
the night. But they were not thinking
of resting during the day--not till the
hcat of the tropic noon made repose
imperative,

They had left Masumpwe four days
ago to track down the tnan-cating lion
that terrorised the district. They had
not found “ Simba ” vet. And they were
not going back to Masumpwe till they
had put “paid ” to Simba ! So far, they
had not been lucky.

Still. they were in hLigk feather. If
they bad not found Simba, the lion, they
had found Zirafi, defeated him, and
released the slaves he had been march-
ing northward to the Bahr-el-Gazelle.
And that was an exploit of which Lyn
Strong and his comrades might well be
proud. i ’

Lyn’s tanned face was bright and
cheery. e sat on a log, ﬁnisiing his
breakfast, with a bunch of juicy plan-
tains, Fatty Page was still busy with
the guinea-fowl stew, left over from
supper. Fatty helicved in putting away
a solid meal before going on the march.
Pip Parker and Smut. the silent Dutch-
man, were ecating dhurra cakes and
bananas. Stacpoole, the dandy of the
patrol, was dealing delicately with a
mango. He was a little distressed at the
juice getting on his slim fingers, and he
wiped them very carcfully with a
cambric handkerchief.

Bobolobo, the Kiknyn gun-bhearer, was
cleaning Lyn’s rifle. On a blanket, at
a little distance. lay ’

Boy Scoets in the Congo Wilds !

The SLAYING of
“SIMBA!”

By Charles Hamilton.

by torture, and Mpoko was thinking of
it as he lay watching the handsome,
tanned face of the patrol leader.

Lyn Strong rose from the log and
stretched himself.

“Time we got a move on!” he
remarked.

“Give a fellow a chance,
Page, with his mouth full.

’ said Fatty

“You don't

fellows begin ragging! Chuck it, Fatt‘y!
We can’t roll you along when we start,
you know. Ready, Boho?”’

‘“Na’am, Bwana!” answered Bobo-
lobo. “Yes, lord {”

‘“ What are you goin’ to do with the
jolly old bushman, Lyn?” drawled
Stacpoole. “Take him home and kecp
him for a beauty show?”’

The cscouts

Mpoko, the bush. [J<<o=< 2 <0 chuckled.
mana, s;ho had ?t;]on B X ‘il\\'el{(, I suppose
save rom e v e . ' tre r home,”
vengeance of Zirafi, & Man-Eatlng Lion Manhandled by & gﬁid Ly,{.o “'ﬁ]e
Bobo glanced y - 1 ® rest .of Zirafi's
sometimes at the & . Plgmy . & prisoners were jelly
bushman, with dis ¢ glad to show their
approval and dis Qe oD B B Pre BB P BB oo P <o <D<~ [} heels. 1 supposo

favour in his glance.

The proud Kikuyu, tall and strong, had
a lofty contempt for the dwarf race of
the bushmen. Mpoko was as hefty as
a gorilla, but he was scarcely four feet
high—smaller than the smallest of the
scouts.

But Mpoko was not heeding the
Kikuyu.

His eyes, as he lay, were fixed on
Lyn.

Mpoko was not handsome. He was,
in fact, extremely ugly. The pygmy
bushmen of Central Africa are not a
beautiful race. But there was a soft
expression on Mpoko’s face that made it
almost pleasant to look upon. Fierce-
ness or sullenness was his habitual ex-
pression. But there was no trace of
either now. Mpoko’s black skin showed
many signs where the soldier-ants had
bitten him, aiid the bushman, fierce and
sullen as he might be, was not ungrate-
ful. Lyn bad saved him from death

Tre PoruLin.—No. 589

want to start on a trail hungry, old
bean.”’

“You don’t want to load more than
you can carry, old scout,” answered
Lyn. “We’re hunting Simba; but if
Simba caught sight of you, Fatty, I
believe he would start hunting us.
You'd tempt him.”

*“ And you’d last him about a month,
Fatty, and keep him out of mischief !”’
chuckled Pip Parker.

Fatty grunted.

“Well, there’s something of me,”” he
remarked. “You wouldn’t last a
mosquito five minutes, Pip!”

Pip sniffed.

“Well, I'm not as broad as I'm long,”’
he said.

“You wouldn't be very bread if yon
were I’ retorted Fatty. “Abtout a yerd.”’

“Lock here, you fat duffer—~—"

Pip was rather tcuchy about his
inches.

“QOrder!”

said Lyn. “Don’t you

{Cepyrigit in the United States of America.)

this chap belongs to
some tribe in the Upper Congo.”

He crossed over to where the bush-
man was lying.

Mpoko rose to his feet.

“We're breaking camp now, Mpoxo,”’
said Lyn. .

Boy as he was, he towered over the
little busbman. But, strong as he was,
he would have been an infant in the
bushman’s muscular hands.

Mpoko’s dark eyes looked up at him.

“Me, Mpoko, with Bwana!”’ he said.

“Eh., what?’ The Bwana stared at
him. “Don’t you want to get home ?

Mpoko shook his heagd.

Lyn looked perplexed. He had had
little to do with bushmen, but he had
heard the hunters talk of that strange
race. Implacable and relentless in
revenge for an injury, but with & long
memory for s kind or friendly action,

“Me mtumwa—slave—~with Bwana!”
said Mpoko. “Me serve Mrungu—
white man—long time before. Me cook '
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“Cook ?” repeated Lyn. 1 am
already served by the Kiknyu, and it
is not written that I should have two
servants. Let there bo peace, and you
shall have food and a knife and seek
your home by the Congo.”

Mpoko shook his fuzzy head.

He did not speak again, and the
scouts prepared for the trail. A bag of
food and a long Kikuyu knife were
bestowed on the bushman, and he said
no word. His eyes followed Lyn when
the scouts took the trail and disappeared
into the forest.

‘The leader of the Popolaki Patrol
glanced back and saw . the little,
muscular figure still standing there,
motionless, gazing.

Hc waved his hand; but the bushman
made no sign. He stood like a statue,
gazing after the scouts, and in a few
moments more he was lost to sight.

-——
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The Man-eater !
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{3 IMBA”
Bobo breathed the word.
Noon had come; the fierce

noon-tide of equatorial Africa,
when man and beast and bird sink into
vest and silence,

It was like an oven the Mbiri
forest.

Great trees, a hundred feet high,
locked their branches high above.
Lesser trees, growing among the giants,
interlaced their foliage below the upper
canopy. It was like a roof of green
far above the heads of the scouts, shut-
ting off tho blaze of the vertical sun,
but not its heat. Only here and there a
bright ray came gleaming through some
interstico in the foliage; but the heat
shimmered everywhere. "And with the
aching heat was the dimness of a
cathedral.

Lyn Strong was looking for a place
for the noontide camnp, where the Popo-
laki Patrol would rest till the fiercest

in
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heat was over. Ior
hours the scouts
had been hunting
for the spoor of the
man - cater, but
hunting in vain,
And then suddenly,
softly, Dobo, the
gun-bearer,
breathed the word.

SN

d// The scouts were
TRy~ fatigned, ready  to

[ / . tumble over with
' N7 the heat and cxer-
‘% /f/ + tion of trailing
f'/é}/r’ through a jungly
/470 forest. Bur at that

whisper from DBobo.
they forgot heat
and fatigue, and
cach man of the
patrol straightened
up. with glinting
eves, aud grasped
his rifle.

“The lion?”
peated Pip.

“Na'am! Sim-
ba!" said the
Kikuyu.

In the drowsy
forest therc was no
sound, save the
buzzing of countless inscets that whirled
in the filtering rays from above.

Lyn looked round him swiftly, and
then doubtfully at the Kikuyu.

“You're sure, Bobo?” .

“My eyes sec, DBwana!” said the
Kikuyu, and with his spear, he pointed
to a mark in the carth.

Lyn dropped on his
examnined it.

Keen scout as he was, he would have
missed it; but Bobolobo had the cyes of
an eagle for the faintest sign.

Lyw’s eyes flashed. .

“Look out, you fellows!” he said.
“It’s Simba’s sign—he's trodden here,
and not long ago.”

“The Terrible One goes to sleep,”
said Bobo. “Bwana, he lies in the
brush, and his ecyes are closed.”

T'he scouts drew together, their rifles
ready, their eyes on the alert. It was
the sign of a lion that Bobo had found,
and they hoped that it was the sign of
the man-cater they were hunting.  Dut
in the thick brush was not a favourable
spot for finding him. ‘The terrible beast
might have been within ten paces of
them, unscen and unheard. It was
creepy to feel that perhaps they were
within reach of his spring; and that,
at any mowment, a sinuous body might
ci:nne hurtling through the air towards
them.

“Follow the track, Bobo,” said Lyn;
and the Kikuyu led the way.

That the lion had passed the spot, not
lorng since, was certain. Again and
again sign of his tread was picked up.
That he had lain down to sleep in some
shady spot was equally certain; but he
was not likely to remain asleep while
enemies approached.

Bobo :topped suddenly, his sinewy
arm, with his spear in his hand,
stretched out before him.

Through the brush there was a
glimpse of something yellowish that
stirred.

“Simba !” whispered Bobo.

There came a deep, menacing growl,
that thrilled the hearts of the scouts
of Masumpwe.

The lion, disturbed from his midday
sleep, was up and watching, within six
or seven feet of the Kikuyu’s spear-
head.

Bang !

The sudden roar of Stacpoole’s rifle
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came with an effect of thunder in the
stillness of the tropical forest.

A fearful rour answered it, and fol-
{gwing the roar came the spring of the
ion.

“You ass!” panted Lyn.

Stacpoole, anxious to bag the lion,
had fired too soon. A volley might have
stretched the great beast on the earth;
but Stnci(zoole‘s bullet had grazed his
huge neck, irritating without injuring
him. The scouts leaped away into the
brush, as the great body was launched
through the air, and the lion came down
on the spot where they had been
gathered. roaring and tearing up the
earth with his great claws.

They had a full sight of him now—a
huge beast with a tawny mane, nearly
ten fcet long frotn muzzle to tail. It
was the man-cater!

The scouts scrambled quickly out of
reach through the tangled brush.
Bobolobo, who had no time to jump
clear, swung himself into a branch over-
head with the activity of a monkey.

Roar after roar pealed from the lion,
awakening every echo of the forest.

“Shoot [’ shouted Lyn.

Dut at the first crack of a rifle, the
lion leaped away again, and vanished
into the brush.

Crashing of the brushwood was heard,
as the great animal fled.

Bobolobo dropped from the trees.

“After him!” exclaimed Stacpoole.
Ho was running forward; but Lyn
caught him by the arm.

“ Hold on, you duffer !”

“Do you want to let him get clear?”
exclaimed Stacpoole impatiently.

“Ilold on, I tell you! And hold your
fire next time till I pgive the word,”
said Lyn graffly. “We might have
had him then—you spoiled it by blazing
away in a2 hurry—"

“Oh rot!” muttered Stacpoole.

“Rot or not, keep back, and follow
sour leader!” snapped Lyn.

Stacpoole compressed his lips; but
he obeyed.  There had always been a
latent hostility between Stacpoole and
the patrol-leader of the Popolaki
scouts. Stacpoole could never quite
forget that he was tlie nephew of the
Commissioner; and that Lyn was the
son of a hunter. The Commissioner was
a great gun; and Grant Strong, the
hunter, a nobody. That had nothing
to do with scouting; but the dandy of
Popolaki never seecmed quite to realise
that.

“Get on, Bobo !” muttered Lyn.

The Kikuyu led the pursuit, the
scouts trailing after him. Ahead of
them, the crashing of the brush, as the
lion leaped away in flight, reached their
ears, and guided them. The heat was
overpowering; the scouts streaming
with perspiration, but they hardly
noticed it. Now that they were at
close quarters with Simba, they were
not thinking of rest.

Jut the crashing died away in the
distance.

The lion was in full flight, and he
threaded his way through the jungle
at amazing speed. With all their efforts,
the scouts had no chance of keeping
pace with him.

But they kept on doggedly.

There was silence round them now;
and they slacked their pace, and pro-
ceceded with caution. For the silence
might mcan that the lion was far off;
or it might mean that he had stopped
and was crouching under some bush
ready for them to come up.

Bobo stopped at last, on.the high
bank of a dry ravine. Here the trees
fell away, and the ground was clearer,

TaE PopuLar.—No. 589.
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and the sun came uninterrupted from
above, in a blaze of burning heat. Bobo
pointed with his spear down the steep
side of the ravine.

“0O Bwana, Simba has leaped into the
fumbi,” he said, ‘‘and on the stones my
eyes see nothing.”

“Keep on!” said Lyn.

The scouts descended the stony slope
of the watercourse. It was completely
dricd up; not a vestige of water
remaining among the stones and dried
mud. And on the stones and the baked
carth, there was no sign to be picked
up of Simba.

“We've lost him!” grunted Pip.

“All your fault, Stacpoole,
duffer!” said Fatty Page.

“Rot!” snapped Stacpoole. .

“No good crying over spilt miik,”
said Lyn cheerily. “We'll camp in tho
fumbi for a rest; and then separate
and hunt for the brute’s spoor. We're
bound to find him before dark.”

On the shady side of the fumbi the

scouts camped, glad to stretch their
tired limbs on ‘the earth. ‘While the
other fellows were resting, Fatty Pago
travelled slowly and ~ methodically
through a big bunch of bananas.
. Bobo stood watching, his eyes fixed
on the brush that clothed the upper
edge of the fumbi, warily and sus-
lictously. Lgyn called to him at last.

“\What do your eyes see, O Bobo ?”

“My eyes see nothing, Bwana; but
my ears hear!” answered the Kikuyu.
*“ He-that-treads-softly moves in the
jungle.”

Lyn jumped up.

“Not the lion?”

“8iyo, Bwana! No, lord!” said the
gun-bearer. “But my ears hear,”

Lyn listened intently. There was no
breath of wind stirring; but from the
brush on the edge of the ravine came a

you

faint rustling.

“Lo! Kumbe!” e¢jaculated the
Kikuyu suddenly, pointing with his
3\0:1}';’ “Look, lord! It is the Small
ne !

F'rom the brush a little black faco
suddenly looked out, and two flashing,
keen eyes scanned the depths of the
fumbi. Lyn uttered an exclamation.
It was ihe face of Mpoko, the bush-
man,

It vanished the next moment, and the
rustle was heard no more.

*“My bhat,” exclaimed Lyn, “that
giddy bushman has been following us
through the forest!”

Pip Parker chuckled.

“He’s taken a fanecy to you, Lyn.
You're not going to get shut of that
beautiful one!”

“More likely lookin’ for somethin’
to steal,” said Stacpoole. “These bush-

men  are bigger thieves than tho
Kikuyu, which 1s sayin’ a lot.”
“Oh, rubbish!” =said Pip. “I

believe he’s quite a decent little chap.”

Pip had taken rather a liking to
Mpoko; for the exccllent reason that
the bushman was much smaller than
himself. When Pip had stood beside
Mpoko, he had fcﬂ: quite tall, which
made him feel good.

“Well, he’s gone now,” said Lyn.

- i}
At Close Quarters!
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T was still hot, but the blazo of

I noontide had passed when the

patrol took up the trail again.

Pip Parker and Smut went up
the ravine, and Fatti Pago and Stac-
pool went down. yn Strong and

THe Popurar.—No, 589.

Bobolobo clambered up the stony farther
side, to hunt for sign farther afield.
In which direction the man-cater had

. gone they could not tell; but all the

scouts wero hoping to strike his spoor
before long. And within half an hour
Lyn and Boho fell in with a forest
path, where the tracks of many animals
wero to be seen.

Among the tracks was the spoor of a
lion, though whether it was that of the
man-cater of Masumpwe they had to
guess,  That well-trodden path evi-
dently led to a drinking-place, and it
was likely enough that the man-eater,
after his noonday nap, was heading for
water.

Bobo's keen eyes searched the trodden
track suspiciously,

“0O Bwana, black men have trodden
here,” he said.

“Native hunters,” said Lyn.

“Na'am, Bwana. But the tracks are
old, onetwo-three-days,” said the
Kikuyu. ;

The scout and the gun-bearer pressed
on through the forest. . The track
wound onward among the thick trees
and brush, shut in on cither side by an
almost 'impenetrable green wall,

Llianas, thick as a man’s arm, hung
from the branches above, and Bobo's
long Kikuyu knife slashed a way
through them. The animals that used
the path were accustomed to creeping
under them. All kinds of tracks were
to be picked up—the lion’s, the hyena's,
the antelope’s, and others. The path
was well-worn, and had probably
existed for ages.

A shining gleam came through the
trees ahead. It was the shining cf
water in the sun. They were drawin
near to-the drinking-place of the wils
beasts that had trodden the track.

There was a sudden cry
Boboloha.

The Kikuyu, spear in hand, was
treading the track about six paces in
advance of the BWwana, who followed
with his rifle at the ready.

Suddenly the carth opened under the
Kikuyu's feet, and Bobo vanished from
Lyn’s sight, in the midst of a smashing
and_crashing.

“Dobo !” gasped Lyn.

He started forward, and stopped on

from
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the edge of the pit into which the
Kikuyu had tumbled.

The pit was about four feet wide, and
had been dug deep in the centre of the
path. The opening had been cunningly
covered with twigs and dead leaves—so
cunningly that even the piercing eye of
the Kikuyu bad not detected it.

It was a game-pit of a native hunter.

Lyn stared down into it, his faco
white.

“Bobo !” Le panted.

The dusky face of the Kikuvu looked
up. To Lyn’s immense relief he looked
unhurt.

Lyn had feared that it might be a
lion-pit, in which sharp-pointed stakes
would have been planted at the bottom,
to pierce the lion as he fell.

If that had been the case, nothing
could have saved the Kikuyu from
being impaled.

But it was only a game-pit; and Lyn
panted with relief as he saw that Bobo
was unharmed, save for the fall.

“You’re not hurt, Bobo 7"

“Bwana, it is nothing ! answered
Bobo, from below, but his dusky faco
was full of distress. “Lo, Bwana, yonr
servant is a great fool! X, a hunter of
the Kikuyu, to fall into a pit like a
foolish Mzungu that knows not the
forest! DBwana, it is fitting that you
should leave so foolish a one to die.”

“Fathead !” was Lyn’s reply. ’

Bobo grinned. That reply showed
him that his lord was not angry with
him for his clumsiness. )

“0O Bwana, I am ashamed !” he said.
“The black men would laugh if this was
told at Masumpwe !

“Never mind about that now,” said
Lyn. ‘“We've got to get you out of
that hole, Bobe.” :

He looked round him in perplexity.
Bobo, as he stood in the deep pit, was
far out of his reach—his head was six
feet below the top. The sides were per-
pendicular, and offered no hold for a
monkey. .

“How the thump am I going to get
sou out, Bobo?” growled Lyn.

“If the Bwana will make a rope of

llianas, and lower it to this foolish
one—"

“Good !

Lyn drew his hunting-knife, and

turned away from the pit.

There were plenty of thick llianas
closo at hand, and Lyn slashed then
down to make a rope.

He stood his rifle against a tree while
he was cutting the llianas. For the
moment he had forgotten Simba; and
he had no expectation of falling in with
the lion till he reached the drinking-
place, which was still at some little
distance ahead.

Lyn stuck his knife back in his belt,
and plaited the thick creepers together
with swift, active fingers.

The rope was soon finished, and ke
carried it to the edge of the gaume-pit.

He was about to lower it, when tho
faintest of faint sounds behind him
made him suddenly spin round, his
heart leaping.

Faint as the sound was, he knew the
soft pad of a wild beast’s foct.

“Qh!” gasped Lyn.

A decp, blood-curdling growl sounded
horribly in his ears. .

In the jungle path, within a dozen
feet of him, stood the man-eater.

The huge lion, padding along to the
drinking-place, had come sud enly in
sight of the hunter. .

He stopped, crouching, and fixed his
shining yellowish eyes on the almost
petrified Lyn.

“Good heavens!” breathed Lyn,

His teeth came hard together.
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The lion, for the moment, was motion-
less. He lay crouched, his burning eyes
fixed on the boy. .

Lyn stood still, on the edge of the pit.

e was unarmed; his rifle was stand-
ing where he had left it, against the
trunk of a baobab; a dozen feet awey.
Only his knife remained to him—of
little more use than a toothpick
against so fearful an enemy at close
quarters. .

He was caught napping. The idea
had been in his mind that the lion had
gone on to the drinking-place. But
evidently the hunters had been ahead of
their quarry. Simba had been sleeping
through the hot hours, in some lair in
the brush, and the hunters had passed
him unknowing. Now he had wakcned,
and was going along the path to tho
water. And Lyn, on the edge of the
pit, stood directly in his path—un-
armed.

The scout breathed hard and deep.

Not for a second did he lose his head
or his nerve. DBut in that fearful
moment, he knew how unlikely it was
that he would ever sce Masumpwe
again, or grect his father when Grant
Strong returned from safari.

He stood with his eyes on the lion’s,
waiting for the spring. He knew that
the spring would come instantly if he
made a movement to reach his rifle.
Hi: hand was on his knife; all his
nerves tensely strung.

There was a groan from the Kikuyu at
the bottom of the pit. He had heard
the grow! of the man-eater, and he
konew the danger in which his lord was
standing.

“0O Bwana'” came the Kikuyu's
voice. “O Bwana-wangu! Why do you
not fire at him-who-speaks-with-the-
terrible-voice 2

“My rifle’s out of reach!” muttered
Lyn, over his shoulder.

“QOle wangn! Ole wangu!” groaned

the Kikuyu.

“Give me your spear, Bobol!”
breathed Lyn, still watching the lion,
his back to the pit, and not daring to
turn his head. “Your spear, Bobol!
Chapu! chapu!l Quick!”

The Kikuyu reached up the spear;
Lyn, groping behind him with one hand,
grasped it.

He drew it up, grasped the shaft, the
keen point towards the crouching lion.
It was a better weapon than the knife;
but little enough likely to stop the leap
of the man-eater.

The crouching b.ute was lashing his
sides with his tail now, his eyes burning
fiercer and fiercer. A few hours since,
the lion had fled from the scouts; but
he showed no sign of féar now. Savage
ferocity burned in his eyes, and his tail
lashed and lashed.

To Lyn, watching him, the seconds
seemed centuries. At any instant the
spring might come; and if he stirred, he
knew that it would come at once.

Grasping the Kikuyu’s spear, he
stood and waited, still, tense, his eyes
fixed on the man-eater’s.

A dceper growl; and a shiver
through the long. cat-like body.
pext momernt the lion leaped.

Lyn sprang aside with the swiftness of
lightning. He barely escaped the slash
of the mighty paws, as the lion came
down on the very verge of the pit. He
turned, and thrust with the spear, and
the keen blade sank deep under the
lion's shoulder.  With all his strength
Lyn drove the broad-bladed spear; and
with a terrific roar, the lion spun round
on him, and the spear was wrenched
from his hand. He plunged madly irto
the brush, with the maddened lion roar-

ing and clawing at his very heels,

ran
The

The liocn was almost upon Lyn, when a emall black figure dropped suddenly
from a tres clean on the beast's back,

O
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Saved from the Lion!

(5] a

YN knew that it was death!
~ He knew it, as he scrambled
madly through the tearing brush,
with the lion clawing after him.
A elash of a paw barely missed him,
tearing a strip from his shirt, and the
blood ran down his arm. He dodged
round the trunk of a baobab, and for
a moment was clear. e lcaped into
the forest path again, and ran for his
rifle. It was the only chance; but he
knew that it was no chance—that he
would be torn down before he could
reach the rifle.

The lon, with the spear still sticking
in his side, streaming with blood and
maddened with pain, snapped and
clawed after him, A second more—

Something lcaped from the brush;
Lyn had a fleeting impression of a
monkey falling from a branch. But
the tiny figure that leaped was not that
of a monkey. A long Kikuyu knife
flashed in the sun that filtered through
the foliage. Lyn, untouched by the
terrible claws behind, reached the rifle,
grasped it, and turned.

He gave a cry.

“Mpoko 1”

It was Mpoko the bushman that had
leaped on the lion, and driven the two-
foot knife deep into the tawny throat.

The man-cater, spluttering and
choking with blood, turncd on this new
enemy.

Bang!

The rifle was at Lyn’s shoulder in a
flash, The bullet crashed on the tawny
body, barcly in time to save the bush-
man,

Mpoko leaped out of reach of the
lashing claws.

The lion sprang, fell short, and rolled
on his side. The bullet had torn
through the fierce heart.

long and terrible shudder ran
through the sinuous body, and the lion
lay still. Simba was slein. The man-
eater of Masumpwe was dead. Lyn
shivered as he looked at the terrible
beast, terrible, even in death. He could
scarcely believe that the danger had
passed, that the lion was dead, and that
he was living.

“Mpoko!"" he stammered. “Mpoko!
You little trump, you've saved my life.”

Mpoko grinned.

“How did you come here, Mpoko "

“Me follow Bwana!” said the bush-
man, with a grin that showed a large
set of flashing white teeth; and then,
in Swahili: “O Bwana, is it not written
that Mpoko should serve you?”

“Bwana, wangu I” came the Kikuyu's
voice from the pit.

“ All serene now, Bobo!” called back
Lyn. “Simba is dead, and Mpoko has
killed him.”

He picked up the rope of llinnas and
lowered it into the game-pit. Bobolobo
came clambering out.

The Kikuyu looked at the dead lion
with awe in his look. Then Lis eyes
turned on the litile bushman,
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6 The Editor's

Mpoko faced him with sullen defiance
in his black face. His grasp closed on
the long knife, that streamed with the
blood of Simba.

“Mpoko saved my life, Bobo!” said
Lyn quietly. “Simba would have had
me in another moment, when Mpoko
jumped on him from the bush.”

But there was no hostility in the
Kikuyu’s look now. He stepped towards
Mpoko, and as he approached him he
spat twice, which, among the Kikuyu
tribes, is & sign of the deepest respect
and esteem.

And Mpoko, understanding, dropped
the knife.

“0 Small One!” said Bobholobo, in a
trembling voice.

“Q Kikuyu !” said Mpoko.

And Bobolobo spat again, and the
bushman, not to be outgone in polite-
ness, spat also.

“0 Small One, you have saved the
Bwana from Simba, while this foolish
ono lay in the pit, like a trapped
hyena !’ said Bobo. “Q Slayer of
Simba, Bobolobo is your brother !”’

“0O gplendid and handsome Kikuyu,
your words sing like the birds of the
forest in the cars of Mpoko!” said the
bushman,

And they spat again and clasped
hands,

Lyn chuckled.

And the Kikuyu and the bushman, on
the friendliest terms now, set to work
ckinning the lon.

177

“My only hat!"” drawled Stacpoole,

always pleased to hear from

as Lyn came into camp in the fumbi.
‘“You've picked up that beauty spot
again.”’

Mpoko and Bobolobo followed Lyn
into camp. Bobolobo was carrying the
skin of the man-eater.

“Great pip!” yelled Fatty DPage.
“You've got the lion!”

“Ach! Good!’ said Smut.

“We've all had rotten luck !’ said
Pip Parker. ‘““And yow've bagged the
jolly old lion while we were rooting
around, getting bitten by mosquitoes.
Some fellows have all the luck.”

“He jolly nearly bagged me,” said
Trn, “and would have done it quite if
Mpoko hadn’t butted in. The bush-
man saved my life.”

“ Good old bushman ! said Pip. “He
isn’t lavely to look at, but from now
on he’s a man and a brother !”’ )

“What are you. goin’ to do with
him?” drawled  Stacpoole. * Kecpin’
him for that beauty show, as I sug-
gested 7"’

“Qh, cheese it!” said Lyn. “I'm not
turning him down after he’s saved my
life. He’s going back to Masumpwe
with me. We'll find room for him some-
how at home. I dare say he can help
in the shamba; and he says he can
cook.”’

“Me cook!’ said Mpoko, grinning,
with a flash of tceth. *‘Me plenty filthy
good cook !’

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“My hat! I hope his cookin’s better

‘ scouts’ mouths water.

his pals!

than his English, if he’s goin’ to cook
for this patrol I yawned Stacpoole.

“Me cook for Mzungu, long time
before,” said Mpoko. *Mazungu say me
splendid dirty filthy cook {”

The scouts yelled. Mpoko grinned
widely, showing every tooth in his head,
evidently pleased st having caused so
much merriment, though ﬁe was une
aware of its cause.

“Well, let's sec him cook,’’ said Fatty
Page, becoming scrious as be touched
on a serious subject. ‘‘I've brought in
plenty for supper——"' -

And Mpoko sct to work, and the scent
that rose from the cooking-pot made the
And when the
supper was eaten they realised thut
AMpoko was a valuable addition to the
patrol.

‘When the Popolaki Patrol trailed
homeward, the following morning,
carrying the man-eater's skin as

“evidence of their successful trek, Mpoko

trailed behind with DBobolobo, =and
they talked to one another politely in
that politest of all languages, Swahili.
Lyn caught a fragment of their.-talk.

“Q handsowme and splendid Kikuyu !’

“0 Small One, with the courage of
.many lions—""

And the Bwana chuckled,

THE END.

(Don’t miss the Popolaki Patrol in the
ALL-THRILLS Complete Yarn next
wcek!)

———

il MORE “ TRIP-UPS » THIS WEEK!

this

HOME-MADE X-RAYS.—Here’s a
jolly good stunt in the way of optical
illusions. Get two strips of card, each
about two inches long by one and a
half wide. Cut in tho exact centre of
each & cirgglar hole rather less than a
half-inch i diameter. Get a picce of
chicken’s feather—part of the finest
part of a feather pipe-cleaner will do
well—and place it between the two
card strips so that the feather blocks
the hole completely. Paste the two
oards neatly together, trim off any bits
of feather that stick out, and you can

start X.raying
‘l {olks like billy.ho.

By WILLY WANGLE, {
the Schoolboy Wisard

Young William, the Wangling Wizard, waves his wand to great effect

week.

this gadget to reveal any evidence of
brain in the thick skull of that gnat-
witted fellow who riles you so with
his silly ways !

tation presently it
ono. Borrow nins Nine Matches
two. It's ten to

Yook through the
feather-blocked
hole at your hand,
with plenty of
strong light on the
job, and you’ll gee
every blessed bone.
You wen’t really,
but you'll easily
be able to kid
other fellows, not
" in the know, that
what they see is
real bones and not
due to the feather.

hours

an optical illusion
1 don’t guarantee

R
—\

A home-made X-~ray that provides

ANOTHER MATCH TRICK-

you keep up with

my clever match

matches, and ask make ten,

a pal to make ten of ‘em—without
one he'll give it
up. Then you show

You'll have a repu- 9
TEN
tricke! Try this 3 oUemi M
breaking one into

him,

CATCH !—lheard
of a feilow the
other day who was
on a ship getting
ready for a foreign
trip. They weore
taking stores
aboard, and the
mate of the ship was fed to the teeth.
A boat pulled up slongside, and the

of fun.

. boat started on the job,

NN

yelled to the disgruntled
d got a load of vegetables

fellow in it
mate that he
for him.
“All right!" grunted the mate.
* Pitch 'em up. ‘There ain't room for
yeu aboard.”
Without a word the bloke in the

“ Cateh ! eaid he. * Here's the
first 1 And it caught the mate a
stinger in the eye. It was a dried
pea! The fellow had got a hundred.
weight of ’ocm to pitch up—one et &
time !

B

TRY YOUR WIT.—As I said to Bill
Bloggins tke other day, when he went
for a bun as if he’d been living on
flies’ legs for the last nine years:
“ Oh, I see you are empty!” Now,
can you write that sentence in seven
single letters ! Oh, well, hers you
are—O I CU R M T. That’s anothor
one up to ycurs truly !

—

PAT AS YOU LIKE!—This

is another little story concerning fruit
that I heard oy
about last
week.
farmer caught
& kid scroung-
ing in one of
hisapple trees.
“Hi! Wodger
doin’ up
there ¢ ” he
bawled. Well,
it was &8
fool question,
anyway, and
the answer
came pat.
* Just fell out .
of an aeroplane!” wvelled the kid,
as he slid down the tree's t'other side
and nipped briskly home.

the farmasr.

e Pt

)
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"AT GRIPS WITH
A GORILLA! _

QUR CONGO BOY BCOUTS IN
BREATHLESS ADVENTURE!

B e

e g rnyoa: =1 ool T}

TORW™
S Lyn Btrong slwuicd out the

word.

lltumclunthum.ll!::

feader of the
Beouts, was angry; ecldom indoed thak
such & Dols abarp commend was
benrd in hit voice.
stared round In sarprise,
.nd III [ 1 fiuah came into his ks,
W on ihe march through
the dmky dl.-ptlu ol the Mbiri Porest,
folloving & narrow track among the
'uul trecs  bung  with  immeoss

it *.',".“:..".;“ﬂ “’“".ln..“’“"'ﬁ
AR -
cama Lhe nﬁm&blnm fle; and
ll.:elw o!l'-l' in:pdlnent
T 8.
The 8.:::0.:0:1 on their “omoward
maich, witer m salari of fva durs in
.ihe Central African forost. safari
Lad Iaun - t sncoess; the man-eati
lion killed. the akin o
"Bimh " wes being taken T

moved slowly along 1he ficest

track, for tha

tropical boat was Ottt .

jatotec. and mgarTo i

ar:aralll of g

sti a0y

. thick trees anad
underwoods.

Mon.
keys clambered on
the hhnh?i: 1hat
ovyernung p.ti.

pocring dowm w

Illdlt
puckered lictle !leu from the
Haarpoole hag liized bis rlle to ske
s pot-shot at & monke
ht;_nch hrp:ldotbotr T
ate cAme NCE
any :ave':. l'runl of diuppmnl' hul.

o!ul.'e.
swinging on a

H t]
ks mmm"’:' el

l l Eﬂ
:.hmmngln&mm

i on the tn 1

was gger

nmilhnm

Lut be :l-lu-d in llw!r
and stered ut his

“What the thuur——r:‘rc lnr
Lyn grasped tho of his rifle
nnd,lf::a.mod it down. The columm came

* Stop that, Blaq:ml.l" soapped Lyn,
“Youre too fond of Makpg away 'll;h
that riflet”

“I luprn 1 ron take s potahot ad a
Well. you m't 1™ said * What

to ill.the tthe begga
!orﬂm;m : fone (™ PRk ¥

(Comyright in the UnBed Siater of Amricn)

Hunted Through the Forest
by a Maddened Gorilla ! ¥ %R o cook-

folis

ANOTHER

a's  {ace
was st aod anrage.
“V'm " to

ha waid conlly.
“You're not!™
asid Lyo.
“What the dooce
busioems i it of

yourst*
wole's  voice
-rn rising. It was

sheer hits
e e

taken mim at tlw
harmiess litthe calo-

was dill swinging on the b h ia l.ho
lolmirely way of the colobus monke
Ho was blinking at the Scouts with mi
intercst, cvidenily quitc unaware of bis

dun r
. 8 Tuot 1™ maid
h\:ﬁor ol.t in : id p.I.IJT

L1} “‘Mi
on

'*l!ml'l
had

Clumeﬂ.o
“Yon ohnn it -
urged

Fﬁ PII;.“ "l;nl

Mpoke bhud
toa, with
i .. he w0
(%] nﬁflm logted o
i silence at the
of Bowu i lhe narrow patk
nn “repeated Lyun,

“I'm gedtin on sl 1™ drevled
Burpou]e “I'm goin’ to take & shot at
that monk 1™

L{n »t his hpl.

{ you can’s lo

Buclea. it will be 1aken l.\ur from
Fou hnid.m

Bt ea blazed,
'”I?\‘ ‘m:: to take 17" bha yneered.

a m
1 ntn. uniom ‘“'m.:: Jour w

nﬂ“éo el *h' Sacpools,” ex
cdaimed Fip l’l.rht u;lpntlmly * stop
phying ll-e : r

Star id not heod him, 1lis eyme
wuc X on L;-n Birong with avgry

“Do you think I'm a Kikuyn, like

onr coafoundod Rt
Roarer: (o take onders from
sou ' ho said

‘mu

shooting !
mr'll ashamed of wour.

"l'm goin®. to  pleass

st ﬁ od
lootl: lll'. bl:r of

trusted with & rifle, 4

mysall

sliout
that!™
Ba

dra

fathead——"
At this monweh
the colabuwm
monker. s if tired
inwpecting these
Hrange visitors 10
his haunts, awung
h Il swsy into
tha underwoods,

In apn ipstant
iy
up wj

fon
was so swift that
bad oo time
to catch the barre!
again  and deflect
The bullek
erashed away
through the jungle
Thore was net »
chanee i a hah-
dred of hitting 1o
vani
it was out of
brarado that
pocle had ﬁnd,
But {oliowlng the

rou

shot 1here cumé s‘

tonx, wild -shtin}

ing mmkﬂj'. )
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—Aad Lyn Sets Qut to Find Him.

large stones from the lake shore, to del
makes the pimplo ﬁrwhce of the nalivas,
and buil among them tho
From the cosking pot slung over the e
fire ralne an sppriiing socht Lhat made the
Futiy's maoalh water,
Br the lake shore, tircled by walch.
the Epouts wat down Lo supper, sod,
they abe, nu.qy an soxious glance
was casl towards the dense blackness be cu
yond the Gres. Onco or twice, a hyenn
m soulBog out of the jungle,” with
o;rn mnulhllu in the Brelighe,
snd skulked away again,
the Beouts. It was of tho gorilla they
wale thml.lnl. ol the terrible beast more
dange the livn or the rhino-
em:u-. I"‘“‘.’h‘ the dnhul ehiephany
'I'!mo wan like :r m -Inp thl
night in
Jateod,

o —1-q -3 =dp-T]
& The Attack in the Night !
ettt |
acpoolo ya
Eatty Page, who hind sopped pot

1
wisely but too well, was slready
doring, though e Lad no intcnlien of

O
‘M turnin® inl™
awned a3 ho spoke.

y, indoed, intended 4o
lnt‘i‘i awake all might, bub though the
wpirit was willing, sho Hesh was woak.
Lom, who badtha rosponsibiiity &
who t | mt w
tho lives of his comppgder on ,
shoclders. was most atert of alL J\ot lor

slocping. l-a‘

& peyond did meon to closs bis eves.
And Pip Parker and Bmut were, for
the preseat st keast, wakeful aod watch- o
ful too.

Stacpools did not look slicepy. As »
matter of Isot. f: wae on hiv mind that
bt had brought this doudly and unnoces.
smry peril o thy patzal. For the gorills
of the Afrfaan [orest, terrible "brute as
bo is, muly demands to bo lat alooc, and
will seidomn or pavcr maks an atiack
save in revenge for an injury or in sell-

But, enr and exzsporated

by l.hl hllm' of hin pwate, the gorila

-fro ,was a mWore d.u.mnm sod ruthless
than the man-eating lion whom nig

bhad trailed &
it wap not

Lyn was uumntau tho peril,

Thrills and Perils—Next Week !

ki[le.dd. But
Bracpoole’s way to t 8
fault. Ho chose to take tho vmm:.hal

3

“Yes, shut old bean,” said Dip.
"1au Ve phyod'?pilu ]ut and there's no
gatun!' oub you jaw sl

"'.h"' remarked Smut, with & nod.

Siacpoole fluskod angrily.

llut be torned away wilhoat another
word, with 3 contempluous smile on hiy

“T“m "" ¥ou !"htw said Lsm g0 He maved to & distanos from the
re m "‘;‘;hl e since 0ot fefiows, and rolled out his blanket.
Siloncy vound the camp by the
ncuupod. u.nlm on for midnight lay sl iy o Mg
bhis  feot ﬂg
and moved round the

circle of fires.
Nine or ten im

broks
as he

Cry altar
irom Blac
it e  anormous
hairy arms ol the
gorilla ervsk him.

1 laney that monk's fut audeep

aga.
“ ot !" lnd Ly

shrugged his shoulders. H
waa mhin.k n.ght of tho matter, as mwl':

now,

lar: sntere ol
rogulere intesy m
the  half-ciecle that
shut in the camp
Ilmlmll é bhe Ianke
yYery now
and 4 or

Mpoke would

Kulcnilh Lhe ficen mlll
ndlu of  brush-
Nol for l

ﬂ.lm al!wed ln du
d!:wn. But
ihey woro ud b o)
plenishing the Gres.
the Kikuyu and the
lunbiman dosed, with-
in the ring of famen.
fyn  glanced at
Btujole, ar he
pmseed him, The
dendy of the Popo-
lakl Patrol war

o0 lnu
bhnl‘.ﬂ. his head
lowed un hls tllet.

calmly. A
fllunu' m' starlight
ell on hia face, and
showed it, handsomo
3 : atd Mm!ul but

with dight smaeer
oo the \nu-ml llpt m in slumbe:.
l.n did not believe thet Siacpoole wat
sinoers in mhn' light of tho danger,
bnl ﬂrulu e war decping pro

of peri] poal or nnml

I'I-n l‘um s look and
and camg back to the rpot where |a|9
“Fatiy. Pugs wan o atlien Sy und
ally Page was Bgw, A

sooring.  Hut there was no aoed to
a-ﬂ:en him. Pip Parker and Bout est
with their riflos serom their koo, their

cycs open. P'ip was nodding a little,
Elt Dutchman wes 8y wakelul aa
Fl.
Lyad 1o a scal oo & .
[ M R e e
1 10W
n&:mnnl ﬁm.
tho cam vast lorost
inrmd » wa.ll of Iu:hm-. Bo far,
there had been no sign of the ilhi.

'!‘hn faming cirele of ﬁn to lu:
ooping  him  from a I.IT
ump. It wos rare for any wild bean
to venluro Lo pags ihe ﬂl‘u. and L

to itzitate Lis patrol-leader a1 anything begsa to hhen that the gorills was
cive. Hs know that sl the patrol con- waiting for
demancd bis sction, both for its thought- The hours weati)

and for the treohle it

e distiked the position It

h-dphwdhtmm. He »as  n

for & querrol, il only to give the other

feilows soquceh eln to thiok about.
*Wall, I think you're' a lot of ne

asees 1" ha said J.ﬁhbonlelj." thinl

“You can think what you Like, Mac.
poole,™ mmrrulgled Lyn, “bot shut wp
and go to bed.

Teas eﬂlolty
snd

passed
1o Lyn, and he longet Jor morning. It
, after all, s it the night was
to pass withéuy slarmy.
Then suddonly, bresking tbe silopse
with & shattering offcot, cames a wild
scream ip the uloan.

ped u

']ﬁ;:t fcaciul err eamo ltﬁln within (b

camp, closp by tho |ake shore, at o 1Hile

distanco from tho gircle of Ares. It came
Tee Porvian—No. 605



mmwmw bl lain

It was sorvany of

Brllh. acd, to Lyn's intexes ralief,
. 'lurnodd. 0; his new em-mgl.. ﬂ;dh!-h
upe olaw torn st Biscpocls, Rothin
could have saved his fife. &uﬂnbgu:

ol the rille in his face diversed the

Tt second throsti
sl the aps with #;bobb:.':l‘pio u:g-‘
bing at with » .'Ih:n’. hafe.

Pip and Peity wers rushing vp, rills
in hndp i Pou.“ M'uahp' b
with [ury. But the numbe
woupds rocejrad,
suddenly away towapds
jets whistling after him
be shipped. Thees was in
shallow margin of the sziws, 4ad
goriila was gome.

o
Dottty prgagnagrageee- ]
Taking the Chasce !

aQ

54 % TACEOD! 're burs 1™
S ‘Lin E:'n'm Buacpocle 10
biw feut. 3
heavily on  his nll:;klrmn

] [ 15+
bhand

riblo uwtkeul.nf in the grasp of the
ills. was atill strong upon "him. But
was ushurt, savo for » few bruises

where the terriblo arma had gr

him,
% lénr&. old chap? exciaumed Lyn.
2 SR
Biacpoalc was white ad chaik. and his
breath cume in g ki 2

DR
* LHow the thump did the Bruls guot
into 1" exclaimed Pip. ™ He vover

P Brtw—— .
dﬂm!. the silant one. polnted to the

:eﬁill'l it,” mid Faliy Page. “The
brete waded along the leks; it's sbaliow
clma' Ib)'“lhe thore. Thoss hrules ars
cunniny, ‘
“:Y: sg;ou.ld bﬂjt h&t with n;;nr

’m .m’l. 1) FLy Pi' - '"
rathor an aw, oid bean '™ CE
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" My hat? Iﬂ'll‘dlﬁ:ldhllu

ghant sgig,

a -

‘Thwe horror of that ter--

faleily,
T e L =Ten the
an—the world's urrh diog !

. ma saved my life!l™

He sh
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' be called qut. “If b

one of oy slopo——-"
rod I

“Botry, old oani
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round, and waited, with s

s, following releatiesly on.
ay -bokind, be knew. Thst 1ha
. Jd take sdventage of the
he jungle to ervep clows
eolumn and make w sdden

the Sronts was nl.j.m
Maopoote had m up
the stlark cemo
% thonld fail.
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danger, Frots pom oo, 'm ivrain’ gvor
s new beaf. Next time you eaich me
wive ma the snd of
Hlearn in babava!v
PN give gou @y Bat instead (¥ be
give n
wnid, xod held out bis band. ;
The Popolski Parral roeumed their
Aeiing s ﬂh\r’t 'p‘.l:c'l"uh M
setung sun ™ asmpwy,
M:ﬂ“ s !:%m |;wi|- joug i
TR &vn. i
“THE f.ﬂ'Sl"lﬂb'ﬂ'TBRﬂ: : t::
itk mexl weed's renring taly [/
rq-ﬂu Patrol.)

your boot, amd
fronx |
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The Sole Sarviror!
O
YN SBTRONG dimbed

to the rool of the
bands, wnd shaded bis

oyas with his band ns
be looked mway o tho wreel.

or thriew 1n the ,
clambered on that ;:"mﬂ
troen the  beithant ey
iapt sun-
shine of Ugenda, towerds
the mysterious heart of

Al

Berond ibe crowded wattle

buts of the native town of

g s UL | o PR
rown plain;

shaden of the vast Mbiri Fores,

Aond beyoud the forsst, oakaown
Alrica stretching away inio the wam
udaxpiored regions of too Congo.

Lyn's boyish face was elouded, be
wi [ ) the

stoad rather procariomsly oo
the alanting roof. ly the [amiliar
sceng that met his eyes avery day et

naw,
Not 3 ugn of & dusty safen comi
mm long white rosd thtl ran tg:
Popalak: River.

k] wenks—had
since Uramt Serong, hunler

] lﬁd‘uidb:'
bad gooe on salari in the Conga coustry.
Io & month should bave seturned

bug twios tha bad psssed
eyl bad mmad

L TN

Thers was the sbatbe to b oultivated
and kept ip order,
thore i
and vegetablestobe
taken & the man
ket si Masympwa

Uur Cooge Boy Scouts Featured Im Perilous Adventures!

THE
LOST HUNTERS!

WAL ARLiOUs DOW,
oomw buck froeo the hunt-
ipAp-sater in the Mhbiri

ditaster had dapprond to the sefari, and
that hiy {nther vanighed for aver in
the unhnown party of the Cango country.
* Bwapa I
Lyn jooked down,
Bobolobu, the Kikuyy, wis wesding b
shamba

Bobo bad disoarded Lhe geous 4
of monhoy-tkios thas be wg‘l: om ul::;:

bis odiiedd snd by Spears o
mtacked in thadhb':g i-lo wl‘b"!ho

B -ul Lord,
f.'niu was '&n wane )I‘fuhu, lh“

ml.unirth. “the
: in dha foresty
of the Greaat River, énd it Ia Atting that
tha Bwars and "=t

Three Boys Brave the Terrible Congo
Jungle !

By CHARLES HAMILTON.

Lyn smiled Intmly.
Every d.?lh gutrbesrer gave him

Hi

slow by the river,

T
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Frown the silencs ot tha lo:eu came
[ i{uﬂ,

the Bry, snd

w"'{"" the dark

path & horseman dashed u
muho!l:.htlmsh-ﬁn.uddnw

"PI ™ exelaimed as the doctor’s
lﬂldl':ﬂku“d ton.

Agother borycrman came ihudding u
lrwl::i the darkness. Fatty Page .'I“-llll'.!‘l

off
= II ™ he
= Yo sy TonT" exiliaet Bin
*Wa'd fdund you but for
liu .li‘ ui' l.h fire.”

"Wa’m coming.,” explalned P'r.b
*'vo asked ur governor, aml Fatty's
his, thoy think s up to us,
lpllopadmu to tpll the lellows; but
Suqtoelal away, sod &Imla wanted
coflos and com't
‘_Bw were m-inu—nn' L we,
ou bet 1™ mid 7..“!.
"B'ni-—"’ wid L I:lh.u!z
v 0b, ot it outl" said Pip. “Think
we're going to let you foot arcund
the ecanpibsly -00 your own?! Not

likely I*

Fatty Tage “"fn sn_ sppreciative
oFes 0Q
el muid.

- 1]
rame.
I"ut

uuﬂ' e .
"Zil WO L. It wes
]lmpnkg.; when you pnincd up I.lllio

[aok haee, you fellows——" said Lyn

da lnd ights had pamsed
llus“ fo . llft Masumpwo

| knnr
loft Inhhd to
i':l. weknows, %m;ﬂ':uﬁ ':u

tho nntim

!hw.bonlﬂ cotasions the
hldﬂvddthwrriﬁdhmulu

Hpnkomlha guida pow. llpoh
astive of the
was & ™ mi:?mtry

River.

¥y the little ealeri marched
u.brlxsdo'] or-lekl, unglo.

row path, shet In on side by
rank walls of elephant BAITOW
e trebed

Mrriads of insects and
bummod in the beat. But tho Popolaki
BSrowis wers bardened to mosquitons,

Lya had gone sboad to pick out &
camp for . iy the
safari tramped on behind.

Fatiy

man,”
‘Thini 01" unkod Fatey,

"Betonill You're Jout nearly u bon

l.lm o
P:p cbudled Pip war xmsf) and
thin, which was ruther & sore point with
him: but it made K oasier.
Fatty way thoe bert customsor st his
hq had

gravoly. father’s storo in Masimbiwe,

“Tha bories mn Bnd their way more woight 10 carry than wes comfort-
bome,” said Pip. “ hdtorldoh,lblumnhrl.
catoh you up, you | “Like me o rell gou sbony, old

He took his pack from his pony, bean?!™ ssked Pip.
¢niened him rouad, , with = amert E-ui
rnack, wnt him galloping off back P? umpod.
mhiij nbgle 1mﬂ|. Fatty Pape ou chusap! ¥What are you up to?*

s example.

" That seitles i lnuul Pip cheerfully, Sﬂtﬂl" wld Falﬂ affabily. *1
* What 1 took you for & mosqoite,

“We'm into lurful denger® Pip Parker cams to & halk, and laid
said l-yn. “lnSon f;ought down his rifle. Flo gare bis plomp
hlﬁmml" mndonahudwrh.

“How » P "I " wﬂl siop m?*  “Whets will you havo " be de

inned Fi N j» punch mnd
!5'?, m n‘: know that. the il ,..‘:. ‘;L" Shap: mustn't It helow

"Vlull l I'i.lhll man st hare his Whe's goiny to l‘"lit below the beh,
uny. I nap * ha said. *I'm fnll; an ™

;adtohm:w.a!mm.
s better.™

"llw hng s that grub going to be,
AL A
14 ¥ C all rcady, saar.”
m'md, bushman

“Wellmmtmchmrlt you

That was too much lfor Pip. He de-
monsirated st onco that he could hit
abore tho belt by Inndiag a small but
oxtreinely bard fst on Putly Page's

And lho Popolaki Beouts sat down plump ehi

roundl the camp-Bre to supper.

(u]

In the Jungle!
o 5 > 0
oP1~ said i‘m'h IIIID-

ing his
- ’l{n l LT intnuo in the
; 5 :xamﬁ wid Pip.
jum,
™ 1:‘! Porcran—=No, 501,

HAe grasped the dimi’nutfu
they orushed into the slephant
The tail sdalhy swaysd and
parted under thele weight, and they
rolied in the jungle baslde the

At that moment thers was a shrill,
startied yall. Tha two Scouts, mllilg
{nto the gram. hLad erashed on & fgure

i

that was crouching lblr.—lho Ggure of u

-eloth, with &
ck hand.

natire In &
:pnr :I.utched

4o

of
}tnloiu;uhyontbnaehdﬂu Grost |

the slan-lrad.er !

rush sent out lo watch I' said llpoko.

How wouid you recegalse the feft side of o plam pudﬁu —

“Hes iy
irefl is here

cromieI*  muttored
"Wh-.l rotiec luck {o run into thad
gang! ZiraB bham'
}hmbd
orest
“He my Zirsh know we ".l'i‘
o
oot out mapy won, ood give order o

ki
& . “it in Btiing that

Elo Zirnf ben &fd. i

Plﬂ- .

-

hmmtmmmmf;'



—1It is the side which is not eaten! n

chanco, With n sudden spring, with In Arabic, and they mede & move
loaped fo towards Lyn.
‘The rifle lcaped ta Ly

llod tri i
ruflan rolled

ifitnom of lightning, be
E.::.E;t and q:nn‘ uway inte the

Swilt us b was, Bobs was as awilt

Like n fssh of light his spear fow f
air

through the air. was & oboki
:ry. a‘nl:! the Digka fell forward on ;ﬁ
v

the £7am sod Talloned,
i SpeAr on gram

| the distancs, Jer shead in the
ju::-lno.munndducnddn

rillg.
2 I bresthed Pip.
shot abead, Tuoning liks » deer.

The slave-detler i hds & Bign Al the Nopling Slarted. Lash, lash, lnek |
With wet . snd beating hearts the :

othors m.:-m,m ﬂl‘:“lnd
with & wirip of linen,
o of & ksb

Zirafi's Vengeance |
()

5y ISMILLAH! We most agwing
B Foringhoo !™

Zirah bn Baid, the Arsb

ko. I:l:'gmn ) f;ed . fic

£ is ri
q?.n mhmd:d:'ﬂond ahnpot llor

va ¢ t -,
m mubugu-tros W’:;'thn

his wen with him—es beown
Taced rufBans, hstl  Arab wnd il

D was on bis fet in & swinkline.
tifle in haod  He stared blankly at the
r. O all the cosmim be

lackod for in the boart of Afrua. Zirmf
was the leagt axpected. He had wup

poscd that the slacetrader was far

auwsy in the Bahrcl-Gaxclle by that
timt. 1t was weeks vinoe they had et
in the Mbirji Forest. when the Popolaki
Patro! bad reloased the string of ajaren
swod givan Zirafi twenty blows of the

é.inﬁzltppodwtuodumbhm

ok,
The nexi iostant he was in the grasp
of tho rest, and borne to the ground,

m'hlgtom

He strugglod Rercaly.
But his strugzios were
three braway ruffians pin

kizs wrisis bound togotber

of the most sav
forms of punishment known to the oot

Zienfh watched, with the of
e an

16 the man with the
clln:;;nd tho blaws bogan to falt,

The Arab made a futious
and tho blows fell faiter,

He made o ai

?imnlf. a loog cry ol pain broke

" Bashed in the sunli
ey in
and Iu:I driven deep imsto u.mh'b:lm
the ruffisn who held the cane.

The cans ross and il en Lyn Sirong's bars sales,

snd el m  drenching the
gras with his %

* Biswmillsh ' uaf Zind.

Like = riger, 1_!0 pbo swung round

With a E;Td':' ory the man roeled
bl

tha at the others. His r, drj redd,
¥or daya I bave 3
kuown that you were in this country—
wy spim have watched
1 waiched you come,
shd had I intended that you shou
ou would have falion to
you have bes
. and for that
slowly, o
under the

was driven  into 1 throat the
et e o i) e
pan w ear,
siriving w'mmu&‘o spoar with the
et eresoudt a long barrelied pistal
n lomg-
from bis girdle, his savage fnce work-

ing with fury. Bnot (rom the jungle
;{b. into 'zln clearing luuul 1
mubvugu-ires. came Fatty Pa and
;iiﬁl and eluuh':eh!nd tbgﬁ ok

gave ope wild giance,
turned, and Bed into the bosh,

Patty I'.g:.md Pip Bred after him
towether; the dlavetrader was
'.il'rnd{ ;:“c:'nr. and runningm:ﬁr bis

», rage apswered shots,
ard Firsfl ben Said was gome.

Fatiy and Pin ran i0 Lyn. Bobalobo
had slready scctanted for b soeme;
the slaver dropped on the carth, under
the Kikpwu's spear, snd twice agein
Bohalobo drove tho broad blade home.,
Micka pasmsing him, vanithed into the
bwh in pursuit of Zirefl

“Ten. ald man " panted Ful;.y.

"0h. T.wp, old chan1” wid Pip, wilh
& break in his roicn.

Jo a fow arconds Lim wan released
from his bonds Tis sat up, his back
{Continurd om pnge 2

Tex Forvran—No. 59L
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E-_,-u-— T e O S, B
‘- THE DEATH THORNS :
r\ ,- (Continued rom page 22.)
Lredpe 4grir et 2-5-gms &l
expedt. 1 inerely Iiﬁu’l fhie “thing “op

wil |..!r||rf~r] e - At but <l pemembered
afterwarids thnt” it \‘u.:.lr unasehily faewvy.
Al you. look m tlicre snewhere the -
“hottom 1 fﬂm,_r. you 'H hml that tdot.”
Drake pllmgml lits Bsond i and ria-

LU yound, -

ot k" he .lir.| IILI onieally, mul
dragged  dnto Jight n ulirly
hideous idol, apparently made of dirty
brass, but |r~;113 of solid gn{n Leanti
fully, modelled, even to the spakes
Iw il:ll}g remingl li]r' boase-~und. the base

lad @ false covering, .
Drake pulled iy off with some diffi-
waley, and poured ont pretiy well o big

capinl of lm&l, dull-locking, soapis-
lemg stotics, 1
Y Diamonds ' said  Ferrers.  Locke,

Ll:mﬂug at rlwm *And beauties at
tirat, © Pot "em back and vhp the thing
Nt vonr ot pecker. !u\ v Mrs,
IuIIun.i proper(y. and, ine Sdlentally,
Ihu w what (Grapgor is going 1ol
'tur

N hP:l\‘\' sivp wits heard on e stairs,
and _a |Il‘i|lf‘t‘lllll:ll, in_a beavy drippiing
cape, came in, bullséve in Juind.

" What's all this?" he’ kaid, wilaxi
\\.||tl||g outside  pnpttended and h"}l b
going here. Lello!  Aud o wan
ctelied oub and roped.” . :

He took w stop back and drow hist
trunchioon ns he cnught @ight of the
rivolvor on the Reor. -

“Doii't be n fool
Locke angrily.  “AMan. il-vou wane pro
motion and all 1|“- T of e
there. “Fhat man is Grangoer,-who. mlr
his confoderite, who is now dend. pair-
elored Mre.  Gilberl  and  hi~  brother.-
We've jost Geneked Bim down here,

snopped Fepreed

SE I vou dont boliove n.o—lm M
i+ Locke, Ferrers Locke—rping: up the
Yard and they'll scon tell you, Alean:

while, vou'd better send oy a--t‘-h&hn_,
sind gx-l this man  away sl safely
locked up ! . !
i wopry, sir bhabte—i" s
“Cut it ot ! said Ledke, “T'mi dog
tired and want to go home. - Thew's
iy dddresd, . Soetme in the moniing.

Come ﬂn Baxter, drive us llﬂllli‘ vl
we'll dig vout out n hit of -IIFIII‘ aid
SO t!n!sg to smoke and diink.

. - - . . . )

nekt morning, aml
had lneakfast wis sent
ithorities to give his ovis
denee, the vicher by a five-pound note,

duy o two later Locke called on
Ars, Charles Gilbert st Iowpstead and
afleved luy the fdal gnd 15 contonts,
bt st abwolurely  vefused 1o touch
either,

SPhew wonld simply havent me” she
said puthetically. T am well off as it
i, and T eoulde’t bear them near me,
Please take them from me ag a debt of
eratirade, _

\.l"l 1;_‘-'\""‘

Larkir
wlteer by b
oll to the

iy Wp

. sl S
vy life and these of
your fricwds. Yoo foumd wn husband s
minvdorers, | am swre didi’t knew
the \ulm “of the thine, and was cerely,

wis
I:l.Lljlg it loute ns u wrio to show some

hie

of . his f\ll]:(-“'- o 2

H8o i it ,|.'m‘,|\-l'\ keep o 1= ;mr]
tis ‘»\, avrotehed Cdinmog ton! T foel
Beona by this ] fny vonr dehd”

-
FJ" f‘("'l"'“i-"‘-' + =tarpiet of a
jﬂnlmopful Rept Jit-=iig, Jeast. e keps
andd Aurned tlw dinmonds. into

TG

1ol
=i,

BN

{bastlhe v rotiring f.n.}j”-‘ni oot
CEHE

THE: POPULAR-—EVERY ~TUESDAY.

TPt e e [

£ " THE LOST HUNTERS!

«-{_( amtinned from Wﬁ"! TS &

.
i

Wi

e s e

. g ‘.IQ(‘ I-illlh Sired

!t‘-'lh-rl
m:mr;-uod '!0 *nir!o al

[LI8

n

iz ganxions tomrades,

$All serenc he g:..-»;.‘ml. !'Ym{
Lllnus coiric  in  tine Uliey “werd
riving me the bastinado-—my h,.ll' g £

vt He shiséved with pain, — A
dogen Dlows Dad™fullen on_the soles of
liis f-u. aud alroady thee werd “swell.
g, < Byt gan ! 1 1 mﬁ't Ll;.u.
sconind rel funh .lgn:n—"

Mpoko-came baock from the busli, ml!:

-n.ng-- disappointment  in bis, face
radt hiad eseaped, iy .
“We'lve got to-get onl !'.'t_]\];I-_\ﬂ.'

“Zirall mny have o crowd with:hin,

He would: not be' slave-raiding in: this
conntry '\llhmlr a strong foree. oo
got to heat it Ife made an oﬁ‘ rt to

rise, : but sank baek again. with . af gasy
of pain.. He could not stand. on” his
swollen feot, .

SO Bwann ™ said Pobelalo,  #9 “ill

ciarpy my lord on my back. a< Liearriid
bim when e was a miloto m l’ll.mg'l
v I..ll gripned.

so it then, Bobo! he said. 1‘ L
= llm javaiy Kikuyn hifted oot i
Laek. ns if .the stordy Scout—lind atill
beenn a lﬂTﬂ m llll'r[1"'ll—‘1. llll‘-k!. akbiild.
The "safari ;-luu[{nd across e shollow

cveck, und fntorthes dark shoslescgf Hhe
forest beyond : aml, os #llr\ \'n'lll‘. %ht‘\
listoned - for  the  fon i€,
which they knew conly M hie mgg i
COMINE.
THE ExD.
rrr-,r to  the  opbial

. i Sog TR ,w,_ R
Wi uu.'\ OF THE CONCOT e

weeki.
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The Pepalaki Patrol Come Up Aminst —

The SLAVE HUNTERS e CONGGV

Y i remd.

a

In Dire Peril |

C
& IMYA !"™ whispored Boholobo.
K lu moments af strews Dobo
forgot his English.
Dut if Bobololo's eom-
penions had vot voderstood e Swahell
word for siltuwoo, they would have

understood the gesturo of hia lifted
band and the tenso look op his lmnrll
face in the dimnem,

: bushman
L load, fooked back with ghintin

4.

2 oa e swollen, bandaged

Night lay on the Cemteal African

Bright |l.un were htod‘ht.h shy. bt o
waree 8 glaam peneira o
mames of foliage to the earth be 1:'

Almost st a 30ail's paes the tired
salari trad on Imdlng way Amoh
thn ginnt tmaku snd branches, drl.pﬁl
with ﬁg-mn that hung like ropes

But DBobo whispered " Kimya 1
they llupped in thelr Wachs

-/} From tho silence of the forsst the

Kikuyu's keen care bod cuught a
that was pot the ol & lien in
the brake or the tl'ud of &
Mpoka, the who wea in the
ayes
3 :nl'.o tho gloom, Pip Parker and Fatly
graaped their pilfles,
f‘g‘lnt is it, ‘Boho"' nlmpend Iyn
Strong.
“ Mwarabu 1 breathed Bobo.
B e
Y L hreat
i grittied  bis

Lyo was rarried
so the

shounbders

Kikoyse. His fest
were swollen from
tho hutl u

inistered by th
idr-:.I:n lll.vﬂrldh’ﬂ‘-:
oould not

» l.l!illhh.
e Put ma down, Bobal® he whis
pered.
B-nmr. silently, the Kik Jowerpd
Lyo to the o8 He eoul w stand

lest, but he

wst with his rifle in b grip, his eyos
gloaming over it

He would havg been glad to soe Lhe
oril, ywanhy face of Zarafi ben :t

slavagrader, before the mussle of
E::naa. Put he made no soupd. [f
Zirah way in the [ormt he was not
alose, Thero were only five in the

safan—H

An hoo
swarm wrsgs Amb sinvebonters
from the Bahr-ol-Garelle,

For long weary houts the safari had
pushed on, under cover of pight, boping
10 gt e‘lur of Zirafi's pursurt,

T4 was to sock his lom father, in the his

Congo couniry, that Lyn was yrokki
=0 far l'rom his hm in Uyganda;: an
ho -ou 4 gladlf ve avoided trouble
his wy A ho would have

hhﬂmn tﬂ. r on 2i Baid.

In silence a ulneu they waited
apd listemed. A mareh in the hot
day, lollawed by a long march in the
pight, had tired the little safari They
wrre glad to rest.

Fromm tho cane-brako csms & soft
rustle.

Nothing could bo scen but faiutly-
ireing . Bt thﬂ!u i was
that irod m tho jungly § "
teendin by ‘the blltrd safari.

The t acouls scarcely breathcd

Thes, a3 if 1o resolve all doubts, there
l‘tll‘:‘.‘ s muttering of voicts from the
night.

There wore two men in the.darkoes,

I!y wore :peuhul in Arabic—the
Arabic of the Sudan,

The wouts couldd nol distioguish (he
words, but could nnka out the Jan.
guage, and ¢t kncw beyond douht
'um the spoakera weso kwa o! AT

Thu muttnmui

From the darknes ol lhe “bush came

& white glimmer. Jt was the glimmer
of an Arab’s burnouse e came
through the thickets into the space

wnder  the irees where tho nl’ui
t‘l‘btu:nl:d

The man sig clear of the bush.
and another followed bim.

Tl esey of Lhe safari wors Bxcd ot
1he two disn rmlbohl-ckm
under tha big But they mwade po

It wn avidcat thas (ho Arabe had wot

wore two of &nﬁl
merﬂ wote who were
hunting through the forest for & trace
of the mecaping safari. 'I'luv oo
cloesa mﬂ:out koowing it
s hand closed hard on his
lpeus!un—n bard that his brown
I:nurl:le- showed white. The black paw
of Mpoke was ejosed oa the handle of

CHtr -ttt = TGt Smeprarg [ ]
It Takes More Than a
Bunch of Slave-Hunters

To Get the Better of Lya Strong!

0

bush-knife—the two-lvpt hnife
Kikuyy “'fd & aword,
of

wlueh

'-hn! mmed s eoptury long, Thos f
oto of the J\ul;. u I:e peerod brom
start exclamation.

af the alill
T the great

Thc word bad barely d from
his lips whon Bobul?bz mr:r‘:'id with &
movement swift as the of Bimbe.
Following the .J;Munms wrclama-

ﬁg\lm in the

5 t:onenmo-gurlm; groan—ay the

broad.bladed ¢ of the Eikurn was
driven lh

ﬂu aw.l-uud I.he
hreast socond

atartod bu-k nud lupcd away [ote tha
bush=—gnd after him, with the spoed of
a deor, Jenped Mpoko, the nife in
lnnd. huhp drawn back ib & snurl,
“Oh, my lun"

bmgﬁd Pi'n
The Kikuyu

rimulnd nilw ldl.odnul clt
Tecond theoogh m&d

ure that Iud falien -I Boholnbol feet.
fw slsve-bunter did pot avir.
Bobo wiped his spasr on » broad leal
*Q DBwane, this son of 8 [ld.cl uill
pever Carry bows Lo Z:un! L said.
with » sgft chuckle. “It wae written
Tars Poruan—2XNo. %62

his whito twotl

Wepyright i the United States o Americs)



4

L@nt#hh Mwarsbu sbould dis and not
Yo
Lyn did not

the juogle. as the second
with the little
his track,

in

baabunan like & lﬁ.:

The POPULAR

limba, and sared rather dismally

a1 the dome of brasches ud_loliut..'
"GCood wheese!® ba mid *"“Hm

bow'rs we gpetting up, old besa? You

can't alimb with your gammy tootsies.”
“ Plety flthy Jaaps I® said Mpoko.
“That's eo,™ mid Faity Page. “Wa

tan &unu.m vp, Lyn. I wpposs we've v

ot

* No doubt aboat that,” anywered
“Ziral will be combing the forest for
os, and wo've got Do chanee if thak
crowd get at us; they'll ba a dosea to

oms. Weo've w stoer claar of the
Poge bopelully. o il
H:: taasly. “I'd raiher pat & bullet through
‘The sound of the Bight and the pur Zirehi1* growled Pip.
ouit had died away;: the silence of the “Bame here; but I don't care two-
vast Congo forest lay round the safarl. ponce for " ay wa get
If the Mlho?w u::rod i was r:o- through (o the Lokuli country. Ii's may
bably the end of the saiarl. The whole father I'mi thinking of,* raid Lyn,
troop of sleve-huntiers could oot be far  “Right, oid chap! 1 hate hidi
rom & ing slave-irader: bat we"

away. Lyo's heart beat painfully as he 1
isened,  Hiy {ather : i

cyes ¢ Tour kuife.”
poka, grinning and
al‘:tuunc looth in his bead,
l'll:‘r" Kikusn kpifs.
I

0 Boana,” said Bobo) grinni
- On-url‘:o-n mlile-maw
wndor the knify I gave the One t*

e et el i . oW

* s 0. *
had a elowe &anu, boi we i
thosa vowl Zirafi's two
of his spins, ai any rets. We've pot &
gt ;!

And Bobo lifted the chief of ibe Popo-
laki Scouts lu hia hn.'tn‘; shoulders
wf"’-‘fm"ﬂ‘&d d::'

] ra-
Cango lo{ut. ¥

avary
op

thass! :

“ Big filiby tres,” mid Mpoko. *This
it lenty hide k igh.”
sy SRR T K

%-:t of Sait during the deylichi®
- Tz rmuz-No. EB& .

compani more
0 8mall One,” mid Doboloba, *let

find snotber chance of Bacouzis
with Zira8 Jator on. It's & goi* mid
O Bwans, (s it your will 1o climb the
Lrea ™ aaked Pobo.
*You; get & move on”
Bobo lai¢ down his shirld and his

§
¥
£

Wilh active Sugers the Hitls boshman
‘Til%d "ﬂto ““[III- I:d m
e improv rope [rom
'Bnhp l'n'ten-d it under Lyv's wrmo-
1
g ey b
s on
I:orin:'l.ul braoch.
The two natives pullsd st ihe liaos

]

warmly

“ You ldo, old fat bean, lLike a
grampuy |*

= Look you litHe & tgre—"

ralk
bear you ragging. ya's the waord )™
Pip t‘huminpi!; and closed hin
U o Rt
Y3 . )
dea! with & bunch

i . From the higher branches
'm‘:itl‘,; ey ‘::wbhm& maoakers i and blinked at 1he slesp-
rather b . The beanch whery g safarl, and wuitled yway apain
the two natives sat siraddled was t'ns wonis slopt o -
feot [rom the nd, L ————
nu?l?ﬂ at the ol the rope a3 they o
P L (e
(Dot the twisied lianss were : At Close Quarters ! o
thers was oo danger of & hreak.
B otes e Palrel ender of the (TP Y gum, it's bob1” besathed Fatty
Bobo grasped him and lifted hipy he loog, bot houn in the
ﬁabru%ndhlpdhinmvldo:: o biding-piace In the grest tree
”& mtrunkoflh.;ml tres was move o 00 waferd 'I'“w 'm"m= and
ih-l-! s lhn lt.!: in &umlun . Ab t-mlst h“.“m & if they were
roem e or rea
bfanchnhﬂo’wthuﬂu.:: irec- ll!hoonﬁnod'h Mb’_?‘
tioms, mingling with the branches of the aresperi, ts were mlo,
surroundiog trees, Wiare !h'y joined Dut Ihey were bok s combori
the trunk s kind of natnral Kaw that they bhad rested, o wers
floor, whare there wei pléenty of room mwm:m;m t was
o Bnd refuge. impossible to leave the hiding.place till
Bobo laid Lyn down thers, oloss to ihe Iall of might.
ibe trunk. Meanwhils, Pip and Futty _Nothing bad bern seen or heard ol
wera ciambering up the tronk. the Areha; they wyry far saway-
LTa & few mioates -ty folaed their Bab at any bura of the fores siskca, the
Bobo remained with them. Apoke m“ﬂm resotned their rowte.
slid dows the liana rope and procesded bad to wait for the [ail of durk-
to stir up_gram and borbage whers the bes; but it was weary wailing,
ufu_r:ﬂh’i. trodden, lllm'}blll' ti: hrﬂ;u ﬂ"?ﬂlﬁ ot 1 mormored ?ﬁdﬁ:
possitle ird - . nutu:ﬂcrm B
Tbnhodmandupl;:in. P hh:!mplmh uj.pg;hnt
The linns ma WA l&nllﬁ up ahd tweniy fies wa b did oo
stowed in 3 ow of great trunk " You'

i



f;"u.u y] nl,h more than twenty stode

"Wd!. never woighed more than
uunnu!" reloricd Fatly.

- I
-r. m fearfully lm:;r]t”

s only saten aboui
ﬂlm bundred p hinl. nid Fip.

“He must be famiched I
well, bat &
muwch-

* Plantaios & Il va
follow waas Ioo'E * .liﬂ'w.
ing “I'm nol grousing.
ga, oid man Bt § shall be jolly glad
clear of these nned

:

-
!
£
13
5

“Ths Arab wenl headteny te the !m-l:_;: ::rd‘o:‘.th?'slucu of Lha soute.

”a i but jt sbowed that the sbemy
cecs will fn e fo

nuu will in roul,

‘Thers %as pothing for it bak to walt
for night: wnd the Boouts waited with
what p.htm I-i.mld.

'}'ba long bot day derew to ila elom

'l'ho cackling of the parrots, the chat-
ng of the mhyl. wieted. Tb'

unhrht of the

darkness. With :ilhl.hll came 3 bmlll

of cooloew.
L;l_n stirred at lugt,
poim ime ta mou"'!u said.
the below came =
rustling: bus it rn obly »
= greenish g ;l:uerqd or
m #ro bhe um

R whi mowhled on the

With Alpoke in 3.‘1".';&““' bt

B i )

wAy thmlh forest a2 5 hpngwlﬂ

hkc s oot In tho dark. the safari
the mmh.

: "h'- good o bo o I
bow ! murmured Pip, i:-' mu:'u‘::d

M poko
glently back.
pun-llll !.'fd

Every Tuesday.

along with his rifle on his aboulder.
*8iLill [oeling hungry, Fatiyi®
"™ sasd ﬁ'll

" Fami {
could tackle & Un of

“Think
ocorned
Inlld eagerly.
rmrl You bet. old man!”

Fauy I
I’ﬂ; I dlJn"s brint

“Yeu
“Thea I'm
anid Pip aff

from Masumpws

“'h:
-ﬂ.m{_.w whispared Bobolobo: ...d
Fauy Page, with » greai el'ﬂﬂ. ™
frnined from telling Pip what bhe
thought of him.

Io silence !alnd l'l]:o?' the wsafari
tramped on. }Oﬂlﬂ ' 3
through the U‘lc‘;‘llﬂi foreet, o Dot

red Bobo
did not know; but the l:itt're bu-hmnn f

nover pawsed,

s ‘&b"‘}:ﬁ:‘m b i the

Blrm on Im shoulders: and Pip aad
Fatiy trailed bekind. The way lay oow

I:u'mmw game-path that
l-lud suddenl udlbppg
d-l{"hiﬂ
hummldboun.

“A Bro!” mottersd Lym
*Pig £l h in forest, Bwana™
Lyn st round him. v

The forest waa shrouded in darkness;
but now Bis cyos detected a lleherm(
"luu that ume al moments & the

shldmu.

foresl somewhere at hand;
u.nditouldonlyhlnnp-h
;‘l‘h .;ulal" mutbered Pip.

i ages wuppresscd & & It
was h?l lhe‘;lnnpr that tyou bim;
but the suoare moal to which be was
bnl:.m; forward secmed further off then
eTE

The miari wan lollowing & prrrow

path, shut in on sitber aide
tuhro capa-brake, Tho path
lm!-’d::. innum;?hlc foct
leopweds, byenas, mth- nitoale,
It ®is hasdly siore than & foot Wide,
and the canes shut it in Iaka walls;
mnbh only to & slashing bush:

“ Keep on 1™ guid W'
nal turm.o: I::rk i '.0“;': help ilt..
We'vo oo o low. Kewp opn—and
quist 1™

5

Mpekeo erept on Biloeatly the
safari crept E‘M b?‘.m'

Naw the dntknm was broken \:{
more and moro damcing Bickers, the
carne liky arrows in the gloom.

The bright of the Bre el‘nﬁ
the oyes of wouts at last. U
game-path uded at s great clearing in
the lorest: and in the midst of the clear-

aoe,
“My hat!™ breathed Pip.
Lyn stared at tha Arab cump.

Im & memant the bushivan had his Fomg knlls
your s Lo lail bash i Y snapped Lyn, Bt

rm'p slavo-hunters werg
abnut Blty yurds distsnk Late ae
[ was, had not yut turned in

h lete.ral recumbent
rod mld the

1rafl, mmlau befon tent, wax
rastipg savage glanced lowards
encircling forme, and the l‘h!hr of his
#yce showed in the Erelig

S

b ¥ dirort in in

:If tha saln “E‘p smergo i:l(o the E;ﬂ

enring was n T
huniers, and mmur-tu{hd

Bat it waa bitter to turm beck, and
Jose long bours windi thrw.tl: tho
k orest l:o avoid the slave-huntors’ camp.
“0 Bwapa!™ whispercd Bobalobo,

" 8peak!” ataid Lyo.
B & Jo i
i

n‘:l then, Bwane, vmr steal by =
silently s the juckal™ .

Mpohc nodded his dasky hoad.

" That's the {dea!® rald Pip. “We
abon!d Jowe bours going round them,

Taz Portian.—No, 52
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2 Three Boy Scouts in the Comge Jungle—

C- ettt

Sebe Z In The Land 5. Cannibals !

"H.wt:;‘-!.mm - ,,? | : #
The ‘wmboo mome : b &

) acton o broad shoulders of
Zirafi bon Baid,

“Hays!” repested Bobo, which,
ng ke, “Got & move

I

The Iy mow Tava-stiwwn
£ r\w-
ruys of the son of Cowiral Alrice o

_§F

i

1

H

o

i

‘l:]l
1tslksE i 5

f
1
¢
:
§
;

Bronts bad n glimptr of a Klittering axe Mpohn's slave,
spear-peint, or a glimowring whise and you cum carry
Wrhes, among the Masm of lava thet his  cooking - poss
Wrwwed the Swrmiag plain. Shnt.up snd
They ware wsll aware thet tho slave. Marchl
woee following the track of the  The salsrd wwung
sifazi at » safe digtpnce, I?ﬁls. u:'.::‘di;l:
That puzsait, however, mat-
tered littlo lo thess. 0 loog as the STORE the  grest
-hg;l:ll was in their "“Fl.:ty' Page pod
irafi hoow, apd his men koew, thet prow with n
i they o within sbot 1he  “Pya hot |* he mormured * “Fou of g nl Matip; gnd
shoikh's would paggbe forfeit. And -w{fb,: mi..'ou, old he .::'.r": ::k .'.“'i'-‘a . :hi-h tre
= 'ﬂi"ﬂ::;gﬁ;-:'_hzmo;-“m o Fouater - Pip. * by soalleat of the Popalaki Heouts caally
plose quarters, !l ltb’[r!::: :‘i’nm' Mlh' "E-uh!' ejacuinied Bobe sdileedy.
Simew dawn og this blsdng day the g_ulmm. and sipping lemon squash, “ Balold 1*
Booots acvom the Jva- Faity?™ His qym were ou Lyn.
strawn plun, ; .yn, marching

ws Theselter o § Cannibals to the Right of Them, ¢ s s 5o
a2 of, nd ey Canmibals to the Left of Them, e om ot d
hr‘&mnm o CANNIBALS ALL ROUND THEM! m:&'m
B P i M T back rowards his
e e,

Argb ibwikh, *Oh, dow’s!™ grosmed Fatsy. “What——" began Pi
for Zigplk, That Jdali iafon positi !hdidm-ﬁb&iﬂthw'
£ mlull-;;h 2 -‘trﬂvlﬂliu‘l:'mm‘ :g tion.

vy ax ingnli o hir Dride and dignicy.

Tiraf had hahued, ?wint - Fremn bayond the regzed «dge of tiee
dtrcun of ourses in sloquent Arabic " Blow the sym!” mid Faily. “BEow lars mam eane & deop, sehoing roar,
But tho stream wan  ipde by the dust| Blow ol Africal™ | )  Simba 1" shoutxd ;

Boho's bamboo, which ke & ~Blow the wholy jolly old universe, f  “Oh, my Batt A liowl"
pistol ahog . serom the sdioublers of the you like ™ sedd Pi . “1told  “Look eut 1™ shoaied Lvn.
Fou Tin ‘g bemnt on this  Tha Seouts grasped thowr rifles,

Zitafl Wwampod om with cooking-pots safan, Fatty, You've got too much  A¢ the mdk moment the liew legped
eintreri wwight 1o carry, into view. The gvent brum had bocn
mem““h bm > & glere al “Yn»‘ ;: ndas  our hntd'i-ﬂ::'hr '“'"":2‘.:‘21.'.'.1"

Eit’® with & - e ng 8w a )

1reel :: M" o mﬂhm Pip- -E::%:h “%;mn

pllcs My B ol e ; 3 e

"am | 2 slave off wo- t them of the lop glored st the safari-a ‘huge
3 o —XNeo, 3% = :lmh. gauvt end bunery.



—Fight Hundreds of Perils !

® feattar 1™ yollod Ton.
The lica m dropped Dot & dm.i
away, waa ngL again,
o Toup ﬂlwmrd:fm

socin.
hﬂ’ lion the safari msant food.
. Soouts Jeaped sway in diffesent

directions. In an instani the saleri wiy
ttored.

down, had
leap 11 timse. Lyn and B ml“!’.
Pofo A0d Mpoka snd Zitad had lesped
0 ¥arious ditoctions. grou
flang B in b

A despchostad roar pealed froms the
dissppointad brute, o z

Ho crouched oo the earth, glaring
with burping cyes st the
scattered hi among lhe rocks, ori-
deatly in bt upon which to.turn his
spacial attention. 3

Lyn, at & ewore of yards distance,
clampad his rifle to bis shoulder, and
took 4

The :ﬂ of the tife was followed
by s fearfol roar from Bimbe. Thers
1};: a spurt of blood from the xaunt
ribs,

The lion tm:rd on l.j.?. i and

AR LAmH IO 1
Fatey. i hoth Lallste srack the o
s :

H:ll:i"m down sho.t in Hiuhua,h
i, by by Mgy
e glared round with eyes of fBre at
his snotnies.

Cracke.ock-ack came from the three
riflos, amd the lioo's roar praled far and
wide, He made s wild nah towards
Faity. and the fal Bcout serambled over
» ridge of lave to got out of hia way—
bis fock alipped, and he rollec oo hie
aide, panting.

A moment more and the lon would
hava hoen wpon him. Rut Hobalobo
e e NAae diova ey
apeer:
into Bimba's throei.

The roar waa chaoged o s choling

\

rgle; and tha grest brwle fell wpon
E sids. _ Mpokn leaped in and drove
ll;:lnllzw‘ Kikugu knife Into the heaving
Fatty Pago scrsmbled up, xasping.
“Oh, crikey!™ he spluttered. =11
1 wan & goBett H
Terrible Ooe of
slais ! snid Bobelobo.

Fatty shivered as be looked at the
Freat chircess, cut now with

b stared rownd aoziowsly the
to think of Zirel
"Beansl” he ojaculated.  “That
dirde Arab be lib for ron ™
HiirasR 1" exrimimed Lym.
“Bolted I said Pip,
iwrambled to the swmmit of a
n?, and stared round him, his
rifla ready.
But Zienfl was gooe.
The sheikh had taken advantage ol

the rtruggle with the lion to make his

ricapo.

In_which directioa he had gone Lyn

ca—back to is

men, who were tracking the safari.

Dut {he acattered rocks and lave ridges

gave him ampls cover, and by wes loat
1o

sight.
Lvn ast his weoth. :
Had e sholkh been in_view
g.-'u!d ke oo bim without
tation. PBot ZimA ws only tno
well menre of that; and he was erouch-
::}luwnlthe rocks ae he Sed to rejoin
is men.

“His mét sre behind us—we're

to got on! It's quick march mow, ,',.::

fellows: il they come

opa:‘rh . wo're done for. Deat it1"
And tye saluri hurried on, onder the

tho broiling sun, tawards the distant I'ne

of hills, leaving Rimba wherg ho had

fallow: and as they marched they

E:::d l}-obo':-l:‘m yelpe of the byenas

crept oo T disputad
and snarled arer their pn;.nd

a
The Fight in the Pass!
m B D

YN BTROXG
hlku;i on &
T ﬂd"
sud  looked
back. The hills
were Cloder BOWw]

[
stony hills only that
one AP wan v{dhh,
& narmw faure left
br some sodent
convilsion of
Natare, J¢ waa all
new country to the
Uginds  Boeguts;
but Mpoko, a

4 Zirah lesson he won't

oo w In thia sun.

bapd, The report -
slowly from the dis
tancy, The Arabs were getting within
rifle range.
* Forward " mid Lyn.

reuers were guining ground,

The

'Lgn‘:.:lno' “‘l.:l“ as ba pu.ghed'on

th tho salar. was lienping, foe
s foot had not y&t whelly recovered

from the of & dexe
bafore. was nbly to march hie
comrades ; they were going st a

but
it E ety
4 .
’.;.Thn,‘n geining !™ said Pip quietly.
LT, "en beat them to the Bills”
he said, “and thea. T fanay, we'll tegch

et In &
hurey. It was rotten luck retting
away from us, but—u"

"{b‘s mved us, oo far,” ssld Pip.
e e e oAy
i flme ast t

- “:l becsuse Zirafi's life w’:'n
fn our But we'll beat them
"E n limpad on.

(TRt vo dost that the Arsn
1l .
7 S Tar Poeviiz—No. 58



The POPULAR

"~ 2% BT
: 33 9385 T3R04Y : 111
- ._... mmam g5t rm% mm u.mm mw.u.m
I gue B BN S .,u,m ‘ 35 mm mﬁm mmmum iy
u mbwa wwmm !. Mlm .mmn.wum hmwwm WWMU wm.m.ww hmw.m.m_mw.mﬂ mﬂ.w“ 3 .W m .mMWm M.m:wm mmw
3 - hh“.m.w.ﬂ M.m . M.Mh .m HP.M.M.M M = m H WWWA w m M.n.m m
m& veddnd 133 u m.mm.mm‘pmmﬁm 45t m...mma £ m.mmm m.um 2 .m 2 m mdmu £is
m m?mm E o bgeiaagdatyl 1 st wm"..,m : mm TN mummmmm
M G 1] m.wﬁm i ERIRLS e MR e
Fegds T o S hﬁw. it D L ..MM ¥ h.uu.m.m
A g m« Wmm.m.mm A «O .mth .um.. .m.u .mm... .m..m...m 4 ,w...m i ..n..m w.mwm m mmu M.uymlﬂ
mmm.__.mwmpn E3aN3 e SpozsdrTy .wm u..mm m 25 .mmM g 3=3 nmm m m.w uw:mwm ‘mm
= as a ¥ 4 !Hmi = Ll = WWMMMM-
R e T B .ﬁ mmm BT wf i i W.Mhhmm,,
e i il 0t )
&1 faaidy 3 FTROT sh3sitysl 3 Mapdas 5t thalld] fEied S5 it
h MmM mwm.m m__.wwwmm mm mmem .wmwwwmww_wmwm mmwmm._mm_m %mm.wwwmwmwm
Ly et THATE R LEE R P F bty ) “dtiensadst 2Ep 34 %3
£ I i, P L LR BRI o b
ir mmmm mm:mmmw.ﬂmm“m_mumwﬂwf =3 gl :.&m.m : B ;i
3 828 $88935"e 334y1s Em 38255 3R 5o B35s
gtk 3 233 43 mﬁum : Pyt i m: i Mmmm Yiosudg
R AR B R 2agtdpt] i 15 Bindye
il hi i .wwﬁmm el ﬁw% i mwmﬁ
: : .m.....du lL_O-_.uM__u .mth m.un.t.m.nm!n- m M . 25
s g ik Aty 1t ittary | m, ik mmE-.Em
ag’® S8:5x75 ol m_.lnnh Z LN ..d.m........u < 3=
ryiliye £8 N wmumww.wmwmu mm«m,hma m.mmwmmmwmmm.mmx w iefe “.Hm%mm £11
mm,..: mm.m.mmm_m...: = Byrgvegssielyl, ; THA TR
aie prmmmw 2352dgg 128 o 3 L TH B AP L
| s
L B e H L



Every Tuesday, )

" Lukuli, Brana t" be sald. L{: lowerod his glasess, his face afar, and it was not to be thonght of.
“That is the town of Melolongo?® som * The Boouta n::sod tbanno!!u .-
ssked Lyn *Lat's bave a pesp, old bean,” said warmly mg they could in
“Dig town of auel Mololongo,” sald Pip Parker. and wking watch by turns,
~ Big, 8lthy toxp, mar.” handed the glames to Pip, whe _ Dut was no alarm in the ni
o stoadily st the distant xpot. surveyed the Lukuli town curiowly, Zira and hir crew evidently were 0o
‘I've town of Mololongo was o far off mod pamoed the glasess on to Fatty. with, sod they had no further pumsuit
fot oven the shapes of the howses and Fatly stared at Lo dhtant town and to feer from the slsve-huotets, And
shrvets 10 be out  Bur, allowing lme his hesd. 2 at Lukuli their oomniog was unkoown.
for tho distanee, it was a large town.  “Looks & big propoeition, old mapn,” ltuunﬂtoﬂ:‘y for Lyo to sleop. He

14 was likel e i ™ e resmariked. was rthinking 1he mworrow, and tbe
Mlliblro:i m.l:n;dro'dn:-.m “b'; " Lyn wmiled B imposible task before him.  Buat be
thousands, ro, in the :lnofl: but, It was madnow; ho knew that it was slept st lsnt.

hifs father waa risonar—awsiting the
doy o wcrifos, | meiee

‘s heart beat faster at the thought.
As the nno:‘imhhmhiag of the
haatvi pod his mind Grast

Tl a0 bovn, slad ta ha Lxilers of
shoris, Orsh Birens Walk he m
wards the oanmlibat

3
H

tg save bim from tho black ¢hicl at the belsl twilight wrapped the With dawn the Boowls were active
w wild land of Lukuli in shedow. agrip.  Fatiy Page’s {ace was sombre
“We camp bece,” #aid Lyn. g o e rﬂl!’a& ‘b:l. it

. inking, like pari
torrible taak? Ha hldh!fl.t N‘rhg.“h.ﬁdnmf:m bofore tho salert rian diet
i feld-gtaseee. and fxed Ly foiher, 1o save hum or to die with WAde Fitty sad and strious. and he

ot town of Mofolongo. him, It was heaty 08 his miod that "4 thioking of the fieshpots of Kgypt.
he the  “Now, you lellows,” said whon

him to breaklast ‘was grer. “we part berat"

~ y Pip grianed.

for a0 “Think sgais old bean” he svge

B wia a s i uli—in sight of doath— :

—or eather, a collection of buls joined Lyb was determined that bis comrades tof.:“m the feshpots of Egyps
fogother. That was ervidonily tbe sbould go no farther. ~Fathead (* be said. I folly well
house of the chief Mololonge, occupy-  The Scouts campod by the stream Lo oo bad i Ot
ing the cootro of the centrul :quare. the valley. There was oo sigu of io- | whar e 10 your
And in one of the hats of tbe chisla habilants anywhore 8¢ hand—s wide, .00 -
watte palace Grant Serong was o oninhabited tract bad 1o be eromed 10 _ 07 © ﬂlddl-rnq"lﬂir,
prisooer. reach the #rmt rillages of the Lukuli, Im'? !:.':‘ "i,“f uly t? Ko on;

Liny, midgelike in the diztance, Lym Buﬁ the Boouta did not vantuge to light b & J'.‘;""'- t:“ & 000 Ofb.l'ﬂf'
mede out moving formm Lo stypet— & fira 80 Dear to the EIIIIB{II country. B0 '“'ua:'."“m M—il tl;' tg
ting figures in the maioe Belda tha sur. Alpoko wis unabile to st up his cocking: f"ﬁﬂ“h veo thao [ thought w
rounded the town. The [siter wors pota  Thers wers benanas aad o %, 'L o0 the ibals,

working in the fieldy: for the Pisniains sod mesgoss in the valley ; . "I“" canst
Contra A[ﬁun pative, like the WrEEY to be had for the ﬂfhd‘rfﬂ& znd Tiohe kl‘lﬂ.‘pulu" .hﬂl s’ &
sll the world over, disdaing tnbour, and brought armiuls of fruit into the eamp. s the TS
l’::.u swch mrrile things to his women- u’!.\'ni-only e wuhti‘oi but lorﬁ!nrnitb “Hannl” said Pip.
Boouts Modmed £ re, jor

1 Here and thers, l:muu‘ tha a::'h of the lg:mi I:‘-.t of :.d.’ m\:’u {c:lund :.‘A‘yr}l'mb-z of theen 1™ gaid Fatty.
nding corn, wera patobes of un- s firp o0 N
caared Tungle, T EY e el iyt Bave besa sen fram Tws TForvuan,—No. 643
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THE POPOLAKI PATROL ON THE EDGE OF THE GREATEST ADVENTURE 3

of their adventuroms carver!

—foapin

Tulls .rl,n carer, {:.re!ul
not to their pre-
sotioe koown to the

swung himal
from the \res &t la and rejoined bis

. The CUNNING + BUSHMAN!

will
o

» uld L:'a litrl.l.l:vthll.li‘lml
0.

* Me Gndum Bn.u H lhwhm ha
, sar. Me come back tall Bwans !
}\.:hk'ullm this bubman—3tpoke sabby
“My hat!™ said Pip. *It's & good
ides, Lyn! I Mpoko thinks he eould
%0 among thom safely——"
¢ plen I;nfolmo.n;l.uk 1L said
ln.lznnn confidently, “Me irade
mtr with Lukuli long time before.”

*It's the big ides,” said Faity P

o g AR, o Tt I
. . rour o s R Prisoo, =
Mpoko's Mission ! Hp and Faity gave him quastioning f— '
Y\ T h’ 0 “Idw. re vp against it now, old bean 1 ’;'{:; be's aill alive” be wid
L]

n-n "‘.ﬂ “We're :.oof (og: S0 on"' asked Faity, “ ,‘,"l. v, oid dup. uid Fauy,
lut ] - We'ro ﬁoﬁ to look at lho you
mﬂthhﬂlﬂ 'I'dulhtolhwﬂmolt‘«, he know,

The tevn lay in e th. s uid “Wa must wait hers for pight loa;o. towh wo dull know wb.m w0
river, surroundsd by felds of Indun And theh—="
corn, and czcept on the side where the' Ho broke off. "Tlnt'l 20,” ussented Lyn. * But-—if
river Bowed, clrcled by the dense  “0 Bwaps," said Bobolobo, ®wo have they mupocted for a toment that be bad
Centrel African forest. come to die with the Bwata M'Eubwa, [} e—

“wide shaded by trses, the and this Right we shall be with the - hy shpuld they7* seid Pip. *They
loog liows of w houres, the chiel's don't know wo'ro hero—{hey dp' "t kpow
hats in the oabital squate, ‘were ticar -"nme. & chance—after dark,” mut- thers's & white tan 'lnthin two hundred
to the t's oyes, in the milas.  Little Tich says be's

d e chiel's bats "’d'dmi'i':’ e oy loes
L] i’ - [ 1

lounge :b:n; of 4ft. Bushman Outwits s ;‘:: oy

R [ wa na 's words are
score of b Thousands win,

with sbield” asa  Bghting. an loba’ O e Bl O
*PIn the streats, and in the RooN i Lk and s

maize ﬁeldq, I! oogld dis '1 “u m A ¥ :l

coro  innd ou_ shall go, Mpoke
=natires by the bund tereg Lyn, "My futhor must be in eoe gajd L ." dli v
His face was dark snd grim as he of the buta guwrded Mololongo's of my ’ii:'.the:ul wii mfr”mm mi

soldisrs.  You fell wait {
His eyes lingsred oa the collection of I:ore.udifm ok oo You'l

do not coma back you'll

in tbo cenire o} the Alricas iown, re'm!hinltobodono.and
that formed the paluce of the Chisl you must clear of st oocw. There's a
Mofolongo, chanee—-="'

In one of those huts his father was

He broke off again, T knew bBow
chance

a prisoper, unles— But dm%ho lm!e was of finding Grant
theught from his mind t porhaps Btrong aad belping him to escaps in a
Grant Strong had aslready fallsn & town populated lik# a beehive. Dut ln

victim to the savage cannibals of the had como thers Lo take the chabes, such
a8 it was

Al tho oot of the grest tree stood by *Lord,” said

ev—Pip Parker and Fatty Pago, gnoed st the Yitle bushunan.
Boho the Ki I:lm and Mpoko hmh *Speak, Hpo:ol" he said.
“Lord, this dirty bushmas eabhy thiy
'l'hm Boy Bcouty of Tganda, and tho rhace.” mid Mpoko. *One time belore

you have we will awai!
Fou hno tdl tbe sun is gope.™
A moment more sod the little buadi-
man disappeared intb the foreat.
Lyn comprosed hia llpn.

It went againw the grain Lo allow the
devoted l!poko to ulto the risk of acout-
ing smong the Lukuli. But if he came
back with pows it ml;ht mean ull the
differency betweon failure snd sucorss.

"He'll ol thm h all righy, olid

o's M ahlrp

- &‘mﬁ: s R
m oge out ©

i 'JP PorvLin.—No. 64,
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with syea, O

Great 1" said

Mpoko, tho

i the

- .:%.nu die is o o

groat that 8 thotssnd T strongest

swoldiars sould acy utry,?tl awsy in

wren days|”

e LS e et
‘l

0 -One-of-tho Farest. . Why 36

ask

“¥ivre dayy journcy frotn thiy city,”
said Mpoko, “The way il the
forest of the black ghosts, and by the
wators of the Creat River.”

olohigo ool

*Ou the stoond dagy thers Is sacrifice
snd feast in this city,” heo said; “oa the
third ds, O.Suu{l' One. my soldiers
shall march inte the covntry of the
Piribi, snd 1 will march with my
soldiers, ud‘;w whall be the
And it we find the jvory in the valley
whers ibe slephanta die yoa shall reccivo

#0 much 88 three vwn ATty on their
backs. And if wo do pot find js you
shall die slowly tha hands
of the gkinner.”

“Taot it be 30, O Rhlofolongo, the
Grent and Torrible One (¥ said Mpoko,

Mofolonga turnod to Kalugu, his chief
sounsellor.

“Ealugu, Ict the Bmall One be givan
s bot, and let food and drink be given
him, and let him lire salely in_the
stndow of the chiels palace 1™ be aaid.

“( Mololongo, my ¢ars hear you "
w Kalapu, .

Aed Mpolo rote to hin foet and
Backed out of the royal prosence, and
the soldicrs took him awar, and be way
given » hut snd food and drink. And
s1 he went, his eves lingered for a
second o0 ihe white tnen starisg at him
Vut onty for a second, with ne sign of

Every Tuesday,

As Oraat

r tion or interest. And Mpoko sat
izl hut in the shadow of the thief's
Bllm. snd ate and dravk. And Grant

trong throw himsed wosrily on his
bed of reed mate. And on the edge of
the fofost, with ansious heatts, Lyn snd
Lis somrados waited and wa

O
Mpoko's Warning,
0

POKO had eaten and drunk his
il of tiw food placed
before him the alaves of
Mofolon

tho thiel. They

ave bim palm oi , and yams, and
5» flemh d_mm s native drink
that was like the pjobo of Lastern
Alrice, and roamted cakes of maim.
Mpoko ato with a good appetite, though
innn:!lljy. while hia face was lmi.ilng and
rateful, he mocked the Lukuli, After
e had Bnished his moal bo sat in the
doorway of the hut thet had been given
him by the chwfhu;d
the

¢ order of
fooked out inte the great aquare
i Heing s g Bl Bty
ng {rom it lika e of n 1
Apd his litfe black fago was calm and
contented. E

Muony of the idl the city who
had watched his intare ith the groat
chliclww?'qld }m&o tome ;Ic» l.'l:lhut “f'
ia i, and orpeciaily Irar O
the walley of jvory., Dut the soldiers
drove them baok wih their broad-
blsdod speart,

It was Mololongo's order that po man

Btrong atepped Inis the Aperfurs that formaed the dunn; af hila
prison, twe browd-bisdesd spanrs wers &

-1y | T,
f the oity should . to the buslyna
?ub h:'l'rwuidft: ol the vajley n'}

Ivary, tho acerot that was for Mofolongo
slone.

While the slaves sorved bim with food
and drink Chako, the captsin of the
Bl-‘::f rcminedc:;:ilkh bim, and wi o+
t weto gohe o stepped ont
tho hut. ut whon Mpoko sat in the
doorway locking out at tha town in the
sinking sun, Chako wpoke to him, loan-
ing ot his long wpear.

“O 8msll One.” mald Chako, ereing
the bushinaa curdously, "is it & true
g}a"th;n your lips bave told to the -

8

11 iz a truo tale, soldier ! answercd
Mpoko.

. "“And vour cyes have soen tho irory
in the giue where tho elcphants die?
el the wehdier Incredulously.

“ My o have scon it.”

“For il you deceive Mololongs your
death will be terrible,” said Chako.
“The wrath of Mofolooga i rdaves fear.
#g!.l_l.ua the Sarcences of Bimba or of

1nt.

“Why shoold I coms to Mofolongo
with a lle?"” said Mpoho com y.
“1f there is no jvory how am I sorved
by telling the Te"igll- Ono u tale that
ia not truet”

“You speak well,” said Chako; and
hio withadrow and loft the bushman to st
on the mat and watch the busy lifo
of the town. Dut whon ho pamod Doac
agmih the hushman ealled to bhim, and
the soldier stopped.

YO soldier,™ said SIpoko, “tho (ireat

Tng Pormaf—No, 554,



"Ithr.m widier, for tho bumbmen
uro poor, wao do oot dwell | M

n great
cities bko the Lakuli. And will thers
bo one-that-dies at the leasting of Mole-

loaga 1™ :
“I'here will be & Miungu that dies™
mwwo:amin. “A 'hl}f:m who in
s prisoner in the chisfs buts, cven close
this Ho umtoh.to'::ia country

him
Nuki-Maki, And
dI:uh u;:l hen b is
Haven - e is
will make the feast of Mofoloogo aod
bis chief warriors.™

o] hava heard of Mluki-Mioki, and
his naine in terrible,” said the buhmun,
“He is the lord of all the ghosts and
davils, and the winda blow and the nin
cornes when ho gives the order.”

*You speak trus, bushmen.® "

* And if it is permitied m wou
sco the honse of Hluki-lﬂginin the
j“al:i: said the bushman.

Laughed.

“Theve |s 00 man, nob evon & soldier
Jike myeell, who dare go nesr the houe
of Mluki-Mtuki,” be seewersd. “T¢ b
not pormittod, bushman; it would
death ™

Iuki
dead hiy meat

mwotdnlhnhauni,:nnnom-
of the Lukuli soldiern
of the imprisonod white
st hand they bors
s moaning that made Grant Strong start
from his bed of reeds and listen with

cars hesr,” o * Where Me go lalkum to litd
the bouss of Stluki-Mloki, O bave and n,: tollum Bwana M'Kabwa oo lib
Chalio pointed with his spear. M cr“
;lw m".':dn"-':b dd"and:ut . FQH.; pibsy id Mo dirty for PBwana Lyn
srge pa eared jun ' i "
T mﬂ“ﬂ&{i‘khﬁﬂ! i,mpemtnbm Yoo hear me you sing ouk
N Imase dropical groweh, And Hpo:ﬁ, Baving sung that remark-
tross laced together by liscss and Bews ghl. song, fell into s and wadted.
\1:0. Chako and the soldiers laughed.
Thero Jios the lf."“" of Muuki- Ry & faw mioutes later they started
Afluki,” said Chako. *There dwollsthe ony stared a4 the prisaner's hut, foe
\Wise Ono with his alaves, snd thore be Grany Sirong’s deep voice was raised in
talhs with ghosts who carry out his minging.
’gt’dﬂﬂ. Bﬂil‘hdﬂwtﬂt‘ﬁuluﬂ mow”u'.h'.
m.‘tmmmmumm “0 Meangu” be said, mf . "do
1o all the Iands of the Grost River.” e Dacauia you baus the sing:
mid ¢ - speak o . g“.hm
wisclom and tho efrible fower of Minki: 18 Sf the JUUPeRY o ent Strveg, °1
Miuki. It is said that be speaks all g % (ot the Lukuli know that & brave
the tongues that aro known to meo. man doas oot fear death.®

‘{le speaks mapy tooguss,™ said
-,
“J\bolh.tmeuolthe-hihm
of tha Mruogu!™ ssked Mpoke
Tax Porvuin~No. 5M. P

wall, O Mmngu" ald

*You
i wend back to hia

k
Chako: and be
m&!.
And tha bunter sang, in Englich:

The Editor's always pleased to hear from his pals!
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Tonk and with his €

ba !ﬁlﬁ.'don “t.lie :i‘d . Lukul.>
“Naver n =

ey AT B B by

It f&h s:i" ) returmed i, it
an o in »
brought of “zu'l

the
Popolaki _Botuts—ba  would
whether Crant Sirong yat lived, il

Mook

i % ::.amhun:io hl:p over the dim

oresk, nt glimmered dewn

o the litthe ﬂ.llﬁ.. Thers was & vustle
{Continued on pags 11.)
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o | ballo, hallo! Hera's Toder!™ too, that the silly &id wan
Bob Cherzy, ' Lat Loder i ool {un'-u
& aquint st ik, It will interest pocry for iL”

g
:
=
i
£
2

Wingate minor podded, and weot ou Loder™ Loder cnught his hreath.
is way, with & white face and » beavy “Oood oews for youw Loderl™ “Ii he dared to make any acosation
He had little bope, bat he was ssclaimed Vearnco-Smith, * VYoo won't sgainst me——"
10 learn that ihe capiain of the Remore be mocking wp scbool matehos next  “Hs has not meotionosd sou,” said
had judged well, pod that, after sll, be term.” Wingate icily. “Ho bas taken s Dog-
bad done wisely when be had done the ' Ha, ka, hat* ging, aod the matter's ended. Any-
right thing. Loder did not bheed the mockery of : t sey? 1 aball bo sisd
\he Oreytriars fellows. f g G B S Ded
— ot l"”"‘:‘tm ;ml - -=Y tast of you, if you've done!
o = e irmip B away, 1t was SN IOURL.
A Back Nomber! el Sullerdy bl bl aufoiss G Tl AT udpene:
Oea gy maalees The H l"‘mﬂe‘ Iuml be held over Wingate wss goms. Jack
naw election Wingate's socret was » sacret 0o lobger.

rrolied into Lodec’s mady with cendidate. 1t followed .
. lupltinm mkdﬂc hu' g was ﬁd.“ﬂwh.h bad consunted. ﬁ.dn O‘h‘:h“&nhml’ora m‘ﬂrﬂ. if the
hhumbir."ﬁh":um w.ﬁt’“ﬁ"“thl E-!hndo-o!ovmlorhinine:ho

J Hiroled inka Lodec's medy “wih uj-ﬂlﬂd greieir by o e g lh-. wis nothing to preveni Wingate
his old

streiched in inguie’s stndy in
stto betwaen bis 1 He removed the new clection ordersd by the Head
eipuﬂohutilynrhhdu ;%'ﬂh}umh“ open.  Avd name kpew betier than Loder how
apd then Teplaced it, 8o be saw that  Wingate wnd Gwyune the Bixth 8l Oreyivian would roll up 10 re
the newoomar was Walker, wers in the room, talking chesrily, c0rd thesr volas for “ald Wingate.
“Hyard the news, They stared round st Lodas, Tha wis up}
Yes; thera's going i0 be a pow eap- o oyfriare He was W00 earaged to n'f'.'-‘ 1 "
lah-of-umn-num.“qud alhl‘mmmu‘n and be did pot "HI“..M me be nwmttered
« “Thare's & neties o0 the b Geyam. . wlr. You and yowr preciow
beard i “Flallo! What's the trouble, Lodert® DrOUNI—you've dons mel?
sprasy to ot ith ite. You'va doos yourself ¥ mid Win.

Loder g
*It's impossbls! ‘The Head told me "h‘:uwm:dzu.t:‘mhn next #sto with cool contempt. “Cet out of
' )

oot
b e (JoIng etraight 1o o hlnk it very likely.”
sthipg _*I rather think its a cort.” said
domn't know' gsaid  Wingate. mﬂldlhl&uh. with & grin. =1
lewady i f

He wae savagely asido tha Sk, wach Rianh
WM““,“‘“M’W‘“&m"WM' thd mummmnﬂﬂ;aim‘,il:.hmdm
*Dear man) Hs down't peem to Jike !.“ﬁ'". u"""'"".-s i thas &’m Iﬁu"'ﬂlh’” owo
{t1° mursured Walher. “Ratber 8 00 un-rlcnﬁ-dl" il And in shot 0.
drop, aiter ail his jolly old air and o'y L O to have § .- dmpm
graons, tidin’ the high horse over bin 'ﬁ:.ld‘rtlmm y have #u seoond the mew term
old friends. 1 s who will vole ““lb.m,t“ nt:: h‘?n:dutb lected
for the ‘wr' Whph ., tytant, sovn bemme & ‘hil' d’ the
“Then he's sacked from Creyirianst™ t
W-M to disa —no,” said R TND.

had gathared ’ . “Dr. Locke hea
..3 allowsnce for the fast thst he "hmmr in the soup! Set next weak'y
shoved confmecd of his icking alery of the Qrepirian
jolly good molive. And be's satisfed, Clwswf}

> o0-ovo-eaill

“My (sther lives [* muttered Lyn, A  Every heart {n the safarl was lighter
ni;h{:uukm“ his heert, “Wo M""}h i'lﬂ?nl'nnldbomr!;? but
. m&:oﬁmil.ri:iulﬁllaud.nui'“ﬁt";:lihmﬂmh
i Sointey s, and Bobo gtasped Sroviies. . Té-algnt P Ouce my Jather's froe, sod with
A lintle fgure smerped inla the Ry, |
sliuner of light. father is taken to sthe hones
tob-doctoe
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a--tny [ethet
ier round sbout,™ said Mpoko, 1 the forest for yet one day, snd on and the Bwans M Kubws.
“ygi'ﬁ'“m' Bwata hats e S MR MIGE) nad olay bie, e o = Sn.

bt o (“THE DEATE HOUSEI" ia the title

Mpoko told his tzle sucrinctly,. The “Good egg I chuckled Pip, of hext week's vouring fdkof-tiﬁ!(lm
th Bt Bobo tistened with  "And aflarwaerde——" said Faity, the Popolaki . Don't miss it
n;t“ smuh:n.“d m “Tha futare’s om the know J the ¥ Tax —No. S04 }
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The Congo Boy Scouts in the Thick of Perils! [

Do tpet =3~
MOFOLONGO. the ohlel, was

country, buked sader the
Ah mﬁnm ol the afternoog 1
Lumlwthhﬁulipwploh

THE Death House!

CHARLES -~
HAMILTON,

.lo
sought for him, bat the S8mall Dnes of
the foreet are , apd it fa their
tuskom o pam fromm och $0 branch
tntlnmmrdth-manlo?-,mdlha
leave no trsce thai & man's eyes oy
sco.” sbamered Chaho,

E

ighty One, the soldiers bave

: k| had fled Mololongo set his thick i
mm‘"‘“““-mmm.n j " Allthorrod:lhi'-.ﬁ(‘m'?
Bonadunmodhutﬁ:i'g [ T L S MW W M S S L A S tale of heaje ﬂbl'npﬁ“
—bramny _apoarmen, Cannite! King Saye r— ho had i . that
shield od S § SKill the White Man!? the. peotls of Takull should
stood Mofo- Popalail Scewts Sey fm lepk haek frum-the Wede

fico had been plsocd his broast,
Dut Mol s winith was not
directed wws the hunter.

trombling Y s b !
Chako bad oftent faced U i

the o" o? tha Biribl, th:::nl

the white Belginna, withoat fear. But
thiul counienance of Mol

“NO, you don’t!”

in the
Ho smilad grimly.

udqltb-ﬂ-rntchkl
with & e of the
" whets ivory Ia

given & hut in the
royal
now, M in the

e dti they had ma

olongo’s wrath fell u kin
Ttk walked abtond |

ry
fool * said Mol

d me tho tale

dwar{ had sny motive for leaving the

city, whete be had oomm of bis owm

o (oo basaestes wea puse—be bad
ow n

stolen awdy in ibe dlrm

he

nlght: and Molciongo wes ws puzlcd
Am ADErY.

He stood silent for some moments—a

siloncs thet was {raught with tarroe to

tho soldiers wailing for hise to speak.
He waa capable of ordering ibs inatant
execation orllhettdobod.;-ol’.undl
rhohndhmouduli durlng the night
—never jower than flty men. And the
mya M_'*ol’hnﬂﬂtoldlhﬂ
death wes in bis thoaghts,

Dut when be spoke it waa net to coll
for the alaver of the tortnters,  Bome
senm of justics, perbape, cxinted io the

hepast the potcotate of the
Congo. {ml n...":'.'.'.f' thought of IHOL'I'
"8end for Miuki-Migkit® be com-
mandod. . ]
Tox Porvian—No, 585
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would bave brought bhim eruhin;
h the leafy roof.
Thers was lﬂel:loe. followed b:
lavgh: then canw & YOItk Spb m' in
the Lukuli tongue, which was sufficicatly
Jiks Bwabeli for ll‘;li.lh- salari lo under-

hd 1 those t
: ‘b‘u Ino'l'odnnrl.(tb,

To!oho lud been senl to
the bushman who had flad from the
the koen hunte:

with branche sad leaves for & place
of hiding.”
The hunter patmed.
“0 bhunter of M
Hﬁh. wpeaking at Just, in
gue, “il was  written

naid
Bwlbﬂll

shﬁuld find for & toan uw,r eauu
the :lrn ofln g the acent of »
j . it the w%il} of Tolobo, ibe

untsf, ba cannot cacape.”
Tofobo chuckled.
“You speak woll O Dughpan ™ ho

said. " And bow, with wy great alnll
and cunging, 1 hare 1 you, for
T am a great and cunning huoter, alwo

I am bel

. lor il

by the powerful gheat that the hunte

Every Tuesday.

Mluki-Mluki L@ sont to walk £n nr
footatcpa, Let By wyes see you, O Smpll
One lbll flons aod ﬁﬂ-n. for you cannot
tacape e now.’

Mpoko roached up and pulled sside
- p-ortlou of the leafy screen over bis

l'l
mto the pit. and
tooked down and saw the buslypan with
hi.n:’:ﬂnﬂ trivmphagtly
o9 Bt On":i.m-ia: “lake hold o
e, e v ke lika s
throw down

lor

?:_,
:r-.é,.
Ei

swiftly, And ll
1 -ill drive my rpesr
that you omnnot

to coma to mn,
pedeaiots ':e".f-‘

shaft oY
take hold

Mpoko grasped the spesrsdalt, snd
with' Taloba's balp from abote bo
cambered out of the pil,
“ 1t is well, O Bushoaan,” mid 'l'oiohu.
r ma
1«51\331}2-;:‘:3:]1 hw& -
w. your bhands with # rope
greas, also I will Jead you with & rope
lo the city, e, like &
cwokey in the trem For tllll you will
Bea 1 koow well, knowing thet Yoo hare
-qtudlﬂol’nlom and thal hix wreth

“in all things 1 obey you, 0 Tofobo,'”
sajd buh:::n. ’;uy tear of you
i u:j' cuu.'

A;'d he held out his hands for the
or

And Tofolo. the huntor, as be wound
ihe grum cord round the bwshman's
wrists, beitd ugd paw mthmg of Babo-
lobo, pever dreaming othcry
I:‘;:J“ﬁ"'&" i f“::‘;.a""‘ ot

ad ouspingly © t

r's back was (o the pik

wrath is
Row I-

:“‘- ,  and ."
momeot—for did not
hngoenu:
tho supken pit,
chower Lo 0
And ax Taolobo,
the gram oord on &
tho sipewy wrm of the Kahm was
lifted & the spear whizsed ¢
tboﬂ.l;.r. &% uperring & 8 hlln from

" Bmall Jog——"" the Lukn!i hunter
was seriog, fn & of mockery,
ubp'n sharp speat atruck him asd

And Bobalobe
rd
L

Bwan

ny
and Dent hlv head te
Uindan,

through his brawny
sid he fell without
-nothu word or wund, snd
dird with his eyes sariog
wildly st the grmoing fece
ol the buskman.

dmimbms— it =gt T
ThHuuofﬁeI"tcLDod-;L
YN shivored, as if be had Ielt o
chlll,intbcmdﬂolﬂumin:

looked at
e .mlﬁf-"hp'ﬁ o ?'P *

War in the Alrican H waa
marciloms; Lile ht ots Wil foe
another,

The lives of the whola safani bad
bung oo the spaar of Hobolobo; and
Bobo kad oot {ailed them.

The thres Bocuts remained im ihe
wmben pit, hearibg the rustling
ay Bobo drageed slain huoter awsy
ioto the thickets.

At & distanos from the hidiog-place
Tofobo, the chisl’s huoter, was lol't.
whees, Inter, the jackals founmd him.

Nobo returned o Lhe lndtq-phu.
The briel twilight was
darkpesms, In tho gatheritg ;loom l.lu

Txx ForgLae—No, b,
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Every Tuesday

“B i depends now om e
The Death Housel] (Brmises, dowede e

that old Fend gave the a
shenild bate & thousand spusrown o ws
at the tap of & drum.”

#

“0 Bwana.” whispered Bobokobo, “1
The rough eh'.h.x = beoshed bear the scund of ag thet #irs e bis
thess om mthar i thay wers slesp”
careli]l not to make t‘n slightost rustle over I broathed Fatty,
that migin have keon cars ing leopards
80 house !ﬂmnua-n- beside
Mtuki T

stirring i the slillorm
; omd the redtls of dead
bonos bd thas it waa the witeh-
Y thromgh the  ibick
n
that fell imsa tho
abd huta hn wade out &
hot shrivalled form
1 kidoous peint and
of i. the Wiso One.
mm-‘n-' had
:ltaul w—-{"d‘npd'
ata . oaught his ayts o8
this war they gieamsd like car-
the vickim . swiftly, be

21

$1

coamd, »y stood
hoad, and listeged, 1n
Wiso One smapired foar: yut iin his owm
Jwart most have been constant dresd,
for bo kpow that many hated him ne
much as they joarad Jum.

Ouly a thin screwn of tall slatke
hing from the
made nc

&
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The Popolaki Patrol face the Cannibal hordes !

SAVED By His SON'!
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The Voice in the Night!
0 <<
IGH over the Congo
forests the round

moon sailed, gleam-

ing like a bowl of
silver from fleecy clouds.

In the glimmering white
light the city of the Lukuli
lay in silence and slumber.
Like a ribbon of silver the
river gleamed back the
moonbeams. Far and wide
round the city, as far as the
dark circling forest, the
fields of Indian corn were
almost as light as by day.

But in the mass of jungle
amid the fields half-way be-
tween the city and the
forest, where MIluki-Mluki,
the witch-doctor, dwelt in
his hidden house, all was
dark and shadowy.

Giant trees, topped with
masses of thick foliage,
laced with tangles of vine
and creeper, shut out the
moonlight, and among the
trees the tall elephant grass
grew to a great height.

In the clearing in the
centre of that circle of un-
tamed jungle stood the
house of the witch-doctor,
and before its door the
sténe of sacrifice, where
victims bled under the
knife of Mluki-Mluki.

Scarce & hundred yards
from the wattled house, but
hidden deep in the thick-
ness of the jungle, Lyn .
Strong and his companions waited for
dawn,

Under cover of night they had stolen
from the forest to the jungle that sur-
rounded the house of death; and in all
the teeming city there was no man that
knew of their coming—mo man but
Grant Strong, the prisoner of the Chief
Mofolongo, who was to die on the
MOrrow. . X

Lyn Strong lay sleeping, and by his
side Fatty Page and Pip Parker, the
two members of the Popolaki Patrol,
who had marched with him to the Congo
country from far Uganda.

But their native com-
panions, Bobo and Mpoko,
sat wakeful.

Brave as a lion was Bobo-
lobo, the Kikuyu gun-bearer,
and as brave was Mpoko,
the tiny bushman. The lion
and the leopard, the rhino- ¢
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BY CHARLES HAMILTON.

listen, with beating hearts. And once
or twice from the darkness had come a
moaning sound, which they knew to be
the voices of the ghosts that talked with
Mluki-Mluki, the Wise One.

The three white Scouts did not fear
the ghosts and devils that held converse
with Mluki-Mluki. But from of old
Bobo knew that the Mzungu—the white
man—did not understand these matters.
Lyn Strong, the Bwana, and his father,
the Bwana M'Kubwa, did not believe
that when the storm roared in the forest
and the tall trees crashed it was because
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eyes met Mpoko's, and the bushmau
shivered, too.

The wind was growing fresh, and the
tall elephant-grass rustled, the branches
stirred, the lcaves whispered. And as
the wind freshened so the moaning of
ghosts from the darkness grew, and
strange low shricks and howls echoed
in the jungle.

And a sudden sharp cry brought Bobo
bounding to his feet grasping his fight-
ing-spear—though well he knew that a
spear was uscless against the ghosts that
wandered in the dark hours.

Lyn Strong started and
awoke.

% He sat up, peering at the
¥ Kikuyu in the decp gloom
¢ under the trees.
% “Bobo! What do your
¢ cars hear?” he asked quickly.
© “Is it the footsteps of the
¢ Lukuli?”
1  “The Lukuli sleep in their

ceros and the crocodile they Oe<
did not fear, or the spears

of the Lukuli; but they feared the spells
of the witch-doctor, and sleep would not
visit their eyes so near the house of
Mluki-Mluki.

While the three Scouts slept the two
natives waked and watched, and their
eyes roved constantly into the shadows.

In whispering voices they talked to
one another at intervals in the Swaheli
tongue to keep up their courage. But
the rustle of the night wind in the
jungle, the stirring of a monkey in the
‘bick branches caused them to start and
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ghosts were walking abroad and shak-
ing the earth in their fury. But Bobo
knew it, as all the Kikuyu knew.

So Bobo was not surprised by the
calmness with which the Scouts of the
Popolaki Patrol slept amid such terrors
and supernatural perils as surrounded
the house of the witch-doctor. But his
own eyelids did not close during the
dark hours, neither did those of Mpoko,
the bushman.

And when the moaning sound came
from the bush Bobo shivered, and his

houses in the city, Bwana,”
answered Bobo. ¢ But in the darkness
I hear the voices of the ghosts—the
black and terrible ones who talk to the
witch-doctor.”

Lyn started :nd leapt to his fect. He
was far from sharing the superstitions
of the natives, but a strange and eerie
sound sent a shivering thrill through his
veins,

“What was that?” he ejaculated.

“JIt is the ghost that talks to Mluki-
Mluki,”” stammered Bobo; “and

‘Tue PoruLir.—No. 596.
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greatly fcar that the evil one is telling
Mluki-Mluki that we are hidden in the
jungle about his house.”

Gammon I” murmured Pip.

But he rose to his feet; and Fatty
rose also. ‘The Scouts listened for a
repetition of the strange sound. So
loud and sharp had been the cry that
it must have been audible in the city of
the Lukuli, so close at hand; and wake-
ful Lukuli that heard it were doubtless
trembling at the voice of the black and
terrible ghosts.

“What the thump can it be?” mut-
tered Pip. * That was no human voice,
Lyn; and no animal ever uttered a cry
like that.”

‘ Some
said Lyn.
of tricks
niggers.”

Again, on the fresh wind, came the
cry, rising from a low moan to a shrill
shriek, that rang and echoed.

Bobolobo stood trembling; and the
bushman, on the ground, crouched in
fear, For both doubted now whether
the eye of Ngai could reach so far into
the Congo country.

. Lyn Strong moved away in the direc-
tion of the sound. Bobo’s brown hand
caught his arm,

“ wana, it is death to seek the
black ones!” he breathed. “The ghosts
that talk in the night are very terrible!”

“Follow me!”’ answered Lyn.

He plunged into the thick jungle. Pip

trick of the witch-doctor!”
“Those scoundrels are full
to play on the fears of the

and Fatty followed him, and the two
natives, with slow and hesitating
steps, followed on. But at every

step they feared to feel the chill, icy
breath of the black ghosts, that brought
death,

Sharper sounded the cry again, and
closer at hand. It was rcpeated from
the branches of a tree over Lyn’s head.
He stopped and looked up. Like a black
roof the foliage was thick over him.
From the mass of blackness came the
ery—strange, wild, rising and falling on
the wind that breathed through the
branches. And something that swung
from & branch caught his eye—a
gourd that was supended on a grass
cord.

““Give me your spear, Bobo.”

“Q Bwana, a spear is useless against
the black ghosts,” said Bobo, as he
handed the weapon to the Bwana.

“Look with your eyes, O foolish one,”
said Lyn; and he reached up, and, with
the cutting edge of the spear, slashed
through the cord that held the gourd
suspended.

The cry was rising again; but as the
cord was cut, and the gourd fell to the
carth, it suddenly ceased.

Lyn picked up the gourd,

In a glimmer of moonlight, from an
opening of the foliage, he looked at it,
and showed it to his companions. It
was a hollow gourd, curiously shaped
and carved, and placed to the ear it
gave out @ murmuring sound like a sea-
shell. Lyn laughed softly.

“0O {foolish Kikuyu,” ljr:e said, “and
you, O foolish bushman, look with
your eyes, and see the cunning trickery
of Mluki-Mluki, who is no wise man, but
e liar and a cheat! For it is the wind
that makes the sound in this hollow
gourd as it swings from the tree, and
not the voice of a ghost or a devil.”

“My hat! What a game!” chuckled
Pip. “And when the Lukuli hear it,
they fancy that the ghosts are talking
to the Wise One.”

“(Q Bwana, my ears do not hear you!”
answered Bobo, which was the Kikuyu’s
way of expressing doubt.

“iIisten with your ears, then, O
obstinate one, and tell me if you hear

Tue PorvrLar.—No. 596.

the voice of the ghosts, now that I have
cut down the gourd.”

And for several minutes the whole
safari listened; but there came no cry
again from the black and terrible ones
of the night.

“And now I will replace the gourd,
lest Mluki-Mluki look with his eyes and
sce that hands have touched it,” said
Lyn; “and then you shall listen again,
O unbelieving Kikuyu.’”’

And Lyn clambered into the tree, and
tied the gourd once more on the hang-
ing cord. He descended and joined his
comrades, and they stood and watched
the hollow gourd swinging in the wind.
And as a gust of sharp wind came, the
wailing cry sounded once more, and
even the Kikuyu and the bushman could
not doubt that it came from the gourd.

“What do you hear with your ears
now, Bobo?” asked Lyn.

And the Kikuyu grinned sheepishly.

“My ears hear the wind in a hollow
gourd, O Bwana,” he answered; “and
1 have no more fear of Mluki-Mluki,
who is a liar and a cheat. For he has
fashioned this gourd to make the Lukuli
believe that he talks with ghosts end
devils; and lo, it is but the wind in a
hollow gourd!”

And Mpoko gave a scornful chuckle.

“This filthy bushman, he no care two-
pence-twopence for that old johnny,” he
said. “This dirty old bushman, he
sabby plenty that old johnny he make-
believe.”

“0 Bwana, the Lukuli are fools, and
the cunning of Mluki-Mluki has closed
their eyes to the truth,’” said Bobo. “I,
Bobolobo, laugh at tho voice that the
Lukuli believe the voice of the ghosts.”

And the safari returned to their
blankets, and this time the Kikuyu and
the bushman laid down to sleep, and
the wailing voice rang end echoed
through the jungle unheeded.

[} <> i}
The Day of Death !
] O

AY dawned on the Congo
D country, and wakened the teer-
ing life in the great forests
stretching from the Lukuli
River to the mighty waters of the
Congo. And in the new day there was
bustle and excitement in the city of
Mofolongo, chicf of the Lukuli.

For it was the day of sacrifice, and
that day Grant Strong, the captive
white man, was to die under the tortures
of Mluki-Mluki, and to be caten by
Mofolongo and his chiefs, that his great
courage might pass into their hearts,
and make them more terrible in war.

The hunter of Uganda wakened with
the dawn, in his hut in the shadow of
Mofolongo’s palace.

Many of the soldiers looked in on him,
to see his face, and to judge whether
the courage of the white man had failed
him, now that the day of death had
come.

But in the lean, bronzed face of the
white man they saw no sign of fear.

For long weeks Grant Strong had
been a prisoner in the shadow of
death; but Mofolongo and his soldiers
had never seen his courage falter., But
many brave men had faltered, when
the mark of death was placed on them,
and they knew that they were to be
taken to the fatal house of Mluki-Mluki.

Chako, the captain of the guards,
stood in the doorway of the prisoner’s
hut, while the slaves brought in break-
fast for the hunter.

And Chako smiled with approval as

he saw Grant Strong eat with a gocd
appetite and an unmoved face,

When the meal was over, and the
slaves were gone, Chako spoke to the
prisoner, and he spoke with respect.

“Q Mzungu,” he said, *“it is koown
to you that the day of sacrifice has
come ?”

“It is known to me,” answered Grant
Strong iuditferently. .

here was no  indifference in his
heart, but the pride of race held bim
ercct and calm under the eyes of the
black men.

“And does not your blood turn to
water at the thought of Mluki-Mluki
and his terrible torturesi” asked the
soldier.

Q) soldier, the blood of a white man .
of Ungereza does not turn to water 1n
the presence of death.”

Chako nodded. He had heard of
Ungereza, the little island across the
great waters, whence came the conquer-
ing race who feared neither man nor
ghost, and whose footsteps could not be
turned back by the most terrible perils.

The white man stood in the decorway
of the hut, and looked out into the
sunshine. i

In the sunny hours of the morning
the people of tho city were gathering
in great crowds.

From every lcng street that led into
the central square they came in swarms,
and the square buzzed like a bechive.

All eyes were turned on the prison
hut; and when the white man was seen
in the doorway, all eyes fixed on the
tall, erect figure in ragged khaki, and
the bronzed, unmoved face. And there
was a deep murmur among the Lukulj,
like the sound of the wind in the forest.

With steady eyes Grant Strong looked
out on the swarm.

Not a trace of emotion was to be seen
in his steady face; his eyes seemed in-
different. But he was thinking—of his
home on the banks of the Popolaki
river in far Uganda; of the shady
streets of Masumpwe that he would
never tread again; and of his son, who
had come so far to save him, and who
could not save him. He rcmembered
the words of Mpoko, who had come as a
spy into the city of Mofolongo; and his
gaze lifted from the swarming crowd
and passed to the forest that circled the
city beyond the maize-fields.

He had been glad and proud to hear
that his son hasl come into the country,
of the Lukuli, to attempt to save him.
Yet what could the boy have hoped to
do amid the countless swarms of black
fighting-men?

He was proud of his son, but he was
glad, with a deep gladness, that Lyn
had not attempted to enter the city to
seek for him. For the boy could only
have come to his death; and his last
hours were biiter enough without that.

He wondered, as he stood, whether
Lyn’s eyes were walching from the
forest; and he feared that the boy
would see the procession when it started
for the house of Mluki-Mluki. He
dreaded some desperate attempt that
would be death to Lyn—a useless death
that could not help him. And he felt
an impatience for the scene to be over,
for when it was over the boy would
leave the country of the Lukuli, and Lis
life would be safe. .

He made a stride forward, and two
gyoad-bladed spears crossed in front of

im.

“0 Mzungu,” said a soldier,
you impatient for death?”

“Is death so pleasant that one should
await it with joy?” answered Strong.
“Soldier, where 1s that son of a jackal,
the coward Mofolongo, who hides from

“are



my eyes because he fears to look on a
brave man, being himself a coward
whose blood is like water?”

The soldiers trembled at the words.

“0O Man,” said one of the guards,
*spcak not these terrible words in so
loud a voice, or Mofolongo will hear
with his ears.”

“Lot him hear with Lis ears,” an-
sweared Strong. ‘Let him hear words
of scorn, that are fitting for the ears
of a slave lika Mofolongo !”

He spoke with a loud, clear voice, and
many of the gathered Lukuli heard him,

before the eyes of the white man. And
Grant Strong looked on it, and laughcd
contemptuously.

But the chief did not strike.

“O Mofolongo,” said the white man
tauntingly, “behold you lift the spear,
but your courage fails, and you dare
not strike! Go from before my eyes,
O Mofolongo, and run with the jackals
in the forest, for they are fitting com-
panions for so feeble a coward !”

“0 Man,” said Mofolongo, in
choking voice, “it is well known to the

5

*'O people of the Lukuli,” he said.
“Your cars hear the words of this false
white man. But it is well known to you
that ¥, Mofolongo, am terrible in war.
Is it not well known to you?”

“It is well known, O Mofolongo!”
came a terrified chorus. “To all the
Eeople of Lukuli it is indeed well

now.”

“Where is the chief Latukali, who
was a great chief among the Biribi?”
demanded Mofolongo.

“Ho is with the ghosts, and his city
ties in ashes!” answered the chorus.

“Where is the king of the Kiwa
country ?”’ continued Mofolongo.

“He is with tho ghosts and his city
lies in ashes!” chanted the throng.

“Where are the white Belgian people,
wno built the fort in the land where
the Lukuli waters join to the Great
River?”

“They are with the ghosts, and the
fort lies in ashes!”

“Where aro the Frenchesi, who came
to the Great River with many men and
many guns?”

“They aro with the ghosts, O Mofo-
longo, and their guns are dead under
the waters of the Great River!”

Mofolongo turned, with a swagger,
towards the white man. .

“Your ears hear, O {alse-speaking
Mzungu !” he said. “O Cunning One,

Fopes were passed round Qrant Strong, binding him to the saorifice stone, his face upturned to the glare of the Atrican sun.,

and trembled, and looked on one
another with terrified Jooks,

The hunter’s voice reached the hut of
the great chief, and Mofolongo stepped
forth, magnificent in leopard-skins and
golden necklaces.

At the sight of the chief there was
deadly silence. His face was contortud
with rage.

He strode towards the hut of the

prisoner, and stood facing Grant
Strong, who eyed him calmly. In his
hand was a stabbing-spear, and his

brawny grasp was almost convulsive
upon it.

“0 Man,” said Mofolongo, his
voice trembling with fury, “what words
are these that my ears hear?”

“They are words that the Lukuli do
not dare to speak!” answered the white
man. “But I, being & man of Ungereza,
in which country there are no cowards,
speak them to your teeth, O Mofolongo !
And I do not fear the spear you hold in
your hand, for it is well known to me
that you dare not strike with it, for
your hand is weak and your arm is
feeble, being the hand and arm of a
great coward !”

The chief of the Lukuli shook with
rage. The hand that held the spear
was lifted, and the bright blade gleamed

Lukuli, who are my people, also to the
Biribi, who are my encmies, that
Mofolongo is no coward, but a great
and terrible chief in war! And well I
know that you tempt me to strike you
dead with my spear, that you may
escape the tortures of Mluki-Mluki.
For you are aware, O false white man
with a lying tongue, that on the stone
of sacrifice you will lie under the knife
of Miuki-Mluki, from noon tili the hour
when the sun goes to sleep in the
country of the Frenchesi. But I, Mofo-
longo, am no fool, O false white man,
and by my hand you shall not escape
the death by torture!”

And the chief, grinding his teeth,
lowered the spear.

The hunter laughed aloud.

“0 people of the Lukuli,” he called
out, in a voice that rang across the
crowded square. “look with your eyes
on this man Mofolongo, who is no chief
and warrior, but a jackal that walks in
leopard-skins like a chief, with the
heart of a coward.”

A spasm of rage contracted the face
of Mofolongo, and again the stab-
bing-spear was half raised. But he
lowered it again, and turned to the awe-
stricken crowd.

your ears have heard the testimony of
the Lukuli?”

“My cars havo heard the howling of
jackals!” answered the white man
contemptuously.

Mofolongo turned from him, lest in
his anger he should drive the spear to
the white man’s heart, and thus save
him from the torture. For well he
knew that quick death was the greatest
boon that could fall te the lot of the
destined victim of the witch-doctor.

Grant Strong shrugged his shoulders.
And then to him came Chako and
several of the guards, and they bound
his arms behind him with grass rope.

“Do you bind me because the Lukuli
fear one man without weapons in his
hands, soldier?” asked Strong.

“Mzungu, your arms are bound with
cords, because it is ccmmon for one that
is to dio to rush on the spears, and so
scek to escape the torture,” answered
Chako, “and that is not the will cf
Mofolongo.”

And Grant Strong stood with bound
arms; while, from the distance, the
drone of a drum announced that Mluki-
Mluki was prepared to receive the
victim. And then the white man was
led forth, walking with erect head
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between two tall soldiers; and in his
heart he prayed that his son's eyes were
not looking from the distant forest.

0 m}
In the Hands of the Torturers!
0 <> [m]

DRI_JMS beat with a deafenjng din

in the city of the Lukuli. All
the chief’'s drummers were
present and they beat inces-

santly; and the din rolled far from the
city, over the waters of the river, as far
as the mighty Congo that rolled its
broad flood beyond tho forest. And
mingled with the droning of the drums
sounded the shouts and yells of the
Lukuli, swarming round the procession,
all eager to catch a glimpse of the man
that was doomed to die.

At the head of the procession walked
Mofolongo, magnificent in leopard-skins,
shield on arm and spear in hand; and
with him walked the lesser chiefs. Then
came the soldiers of the guard, and in
their midst the prisoner with bound
arms. And behind marched many
soldiers; and round, in swarming
crowds, the Lukuli, men and women
and children,

And there were many murmurs of ap-
proval from those who watched the tall,
white man, marching with a steady
stride to look oun death.

The Lukuli were a fighting people,
and they admired courage. They were
accustomed to howl with derision when
a doomed man showed signs of fear, to
mock at him if b2 begged for mercy;
but as they looked at Grant Strong
they said to one another:

“Kumbe ! This Mzungu has the heart
of Simba the lion, and he knows not
fear. The ears of Mluki-Mluki will not
hear him cry under the knife.”

From the long street the procession
entered the wide path across the maize
fields, towards the jungle-hidden house
of the witch-doctor.

With beating of drums, with shout-
ing and yelling, the swarm of black men
marched, and in the midst of the horde
walked the white man, his head crect,
his bronzed face expressionless.

And so they came to the jungle that
hid the house of the ju-ju man, and on
the edge of the jungle, where the
narrow path wound away towards the
hidden house, stood Mluki-Mluki and
his slaves, ready to receive the man who
was doomed.

The witch-doctor, his wizened face
streaked with yellow paint, his neck-
laces of human bones rattling and click-
ing, grinned like a savage gnome at
the white man. The ranks of the
soldiers opened out, and Grant Strong
was pushed forward towards the witch-
doctor, and the four slaves of Mluki-
Mluki received him from the soldiers.

*O Wise One,” said Mofolongo, “your
eyes see the Mzungu who is delivered
into your hands for the torture.”

“My eyes see him, O Mofolongo,”
answered the witch-doctor.

“Let him not die swiftly, O Wise
One 1” said the chicf, his eyes gleaming
at the hunter. “It is the custom that
the victim shall die slowly, even from
the hour of noon till the sun goes down
to the country of the Frenchesi. And
if he shall die even more slowly, it
will be well done.”

“The tortures of Mluki-Mluki are
terrible,” said the witch-doctor, “and
yet many hours shall pass before the
Mzungu is with the ghosts. And he
thall not die until Usiku, the Night,
covers all with his black mantle.”
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“It is well said, O Wise One,”
answered Mofolongo, “for he has
spoken words that have roused my
anger, and it is not my will that he
should die easily.” ;

And he stepped back, and the prisoner
was led into the jungle path by the
slaves of the witch-doctor.

With a rattling of bones, Mluki-Mluki
followed, and they disappeared from
the gaze of the crowd.

Then Mofolongo and his soldiers
marched back into the city, and the
crowds dispersed, to rest in the heat of
the day~not to gather again till night-
fall, when there would be great feast-
ing, and the slain Mzungu would be
caten by the great chief and the lesser
chiefs.

By the winding jungle path the slaves
led Grant Strong, two of them grasping
his bound arms, one walking before and
one behind. And after them followed
the witch-doctor, his painted face grin-
ning with the glee of anticipated
cruelty.

They reached the clearing in the
centre of the jungle, where the huts
stood, and where the lava rock lay, that
was used as a stone to sacrifice.

Grant Strong gazed at it, and in the
stains that darkened its surface he read
its terrible history. And in spite of his
courage and his iron nerve a shudder
ran through his sinewy limbs.

From the witch-doctor came a hideous
cackle.

“0 white man,” he said, ‘your
blood turns to water and your knces
are weak at the sight of the stone of
death 1”

Strong glanced at him contemptu-
ously.

“ O foul and mischievous monkey,” he
answered, “I have looked on death
many times, and I do not fear it. But
the sight of you fills my heart with a
great sickness, for youw are foul to look
upon.”

Mluki-Mluki showed his toothless
gums, grinning in his rage, He snarled
an order to the four powerful blacks
who served him, and they grasped the
white man and stretched him on the
stone of sacrifice.

Ropes were passed over him, binding
him there, his face upturned to the
glare of the African sun.

The four slaves, savage wretches with
cruel eyes, trained to help the ju-ju man
in the exercise of his cruelties, stood
back, looking on with anticipation. And
Mluki-Mluki, taking a large knife from
one of his assistants, stepped to the
stone of sacrifice and looked down with
scintillating eyes at the man stretched
there.

And then, from the jungle that sur-
rounded the clearing, there was a
whizzing sound, and a spear flew with
the swiftness of light and struck the
witch-doctor full in the breast. And
with ono choking groan Mluki-Mluki
fell, and died by the-side of the stone
of sacrifice,

O
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LYN had been watching.

m)
Saved !
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From the moment that the
procession left the city the eyes
of Lyn Strong and his comrades

had been upon it, from the cover of the
thick jungle that surrounded the house
of the devil-doctor.

And when his eyes fell upon his
father, walking erect and calm in the
midst of swarming enemies, Lyn’s heart
beat almost to suffocation.

Next Week !

Pip grasped his arm as ke made a
movement.
“Steady om, old man}” whispered

Pip.

Lyn nodded.

“0O Bwana, the time it not yet,”
breathed Bobolobo. ¢ One sound now
will bring death to all of us, and the
Bwana M’Kubwa will perish alse.”

“Wait, old man!” muttered Fatty
Page.

It was a tense moment. Within a
score of yards of the hidden safari the
Lukuli swarmed in hundreds, and had
the savages dreamed that they were
there countless numbers would have
overwhelmed them instantly.

Lyn set his tecth hard.

From the thickness of the jungle he
watched, his heart throbbing, but with-
out sound or motion, and he saw his
father handed over to the slaves of the
witch-doctor and taken into the narrow
jungle path.

And then he saw the soldiers and the
people march back to the city, and he
breathed more freely. :

In the house of Mluki-Mluki were
only the witch-doctor and his four
slaves—and with them the scouts could
deal. Yect it was ncedful to use the
greatest caution, for a shout or a ring-
ing shot would have alarmed the Lukuli
and told them that enemies- were in
their land.

Lyn Strong breathed hard and dcep.

“Come I” he said.

And the safari cmerged from cover
and followed the winding path through
the jungle, out of sight of Mluki-Mluki
and his slaves on the winding way
ahead.

And so they came to the clearing
before the house of the witch-doctor,
and saw Grant Strong stretched on the
stone of sacrifice and the slaves standing
and Miuki-Mluki with the knife cof
torture in his claw,

Lyn grasped his rifle convulsively.

Bobo touched his arm.

“Kimya!” he breathed. ¢ Silence,
O Bwana, for the sound of the rifle will
tell the Lukuli that wo are here! But
the spear of Bobolobo is silent, and
yet it carries death.”

“You are right, Bobo!” breathed
Lyn. “8lay me that demon with your
spear, and you others, when Miuki-
Mluki falls, rush on the slaves and kill
them before they can give the alarm !

“You bet!1” breathed Pip; and Fatty
Page nodded.

Mpoko bared his long Kikuyu knife
and grinned, with a flash of white teeth.

Bobolobo lifted his spear and aimed
with care, and like a flash of light it
flew, and its broad blade was buried
deep in the breast of the devil-doctor.

As Mluki-Mluki crumpled down beside
the stone of sacrifice the four slaves
stared at him in the stupor of surprise.
Mluki-Mluki, the Wise One, the talker
with ghosts and devils, lay dead before
their eyes, slain by a spear—yet in
all the land of the Lukuli there was no
man who dared to lift his hand against
the Wise and Terrible One. And as
they stared stupified at the crumpled
figure by the lava rock, there came a
sudden rush, and the enemy were upon
them.

The spear of Bobolobo, the knife of
Mpoko, struck swiftly, and two crashing
rifle-butts struck at the same moment.
There was no time for the torturers to
shout an alarm or to tap the signal
on & drum—the attack was too swift
and sudden for that, and the torturers
were as silent as Mluki-Mluki their
master,

Lyn leaped towards the lava rock,

((Father lll

(Continued on pege 21)



—of startlers, starring the ome and only, W.G.B.!

Lodge; or perhaps Bunter's currency
notes had dono tho trick, At all events,
it was clear that the Owl of the Remove
ra:itc be provided with the fat of the

£.3 .

Mr. “lhuilu.m reapprared and

waved the two footmen out of exisience,
us it were, and stationed himself to look
after Bunter and supply his wants.
But for his professional gravity and
seli-control, hﬂ. Walsingham might
bave displayed some surprise at the
stowage capacity of the Uwl of Grey-
friars.

For hull an hour Bunter was too bus
to talk. Then his cfforts slackene
down a little.

“T think I shall take this place, Wal.
singham,"” he remarked.

“1 trust so, sir.”
comfortable,” suid
uld entertzin a

“It locks fairly
Bunter. *“A fellow could

many as sixty guests, sir,” said Mr,
Walsingham.

“Well, I think I may say that I shall
take the place,” said Bunter. “l'm
satisfied with it, Walsingham,"”

“1'm glad to hear you say so, sir.”

“OF course, my father will settle busi-
ness details with Mr, Pilkins,’” said
Bunter carelessly. * There will be docu-
ments to sign and all that,”

“Yes, sir; that is customary.”

“1 shall kecp you on, Walsingham.
I shall probably require more servauts
than you've got at prosent. In that
case, you will engage them. 1 shall
give you a free hand.”

“Very good, sir."”

“I shall expect you to run the show—
1 mean, manage the house—attend to
the tradespeople and all that,” said
Bonter. “1 cannot worried with
accounts. Sln?l{ let me know what's
to be paid, and I'll pay it. That saves
trouble.””

“It does, sir, undoubtedly.”

Bunter yawned. and rose. .

“I'd better be getting off,” he raid.
“I bave to get back to Greyfriars for
call-over, you know.™

“‘You belong 1w Greyfriars School,
“r " .

“Yes—Bunter—William George Bun-
ter of Greviriars,” snid the Owl of the
Remove. *“That’s my name."

“Thank you, Mr. Bunter.”

Bunter groped for Lord Maulevercr's
purse.

“You're a eivil fellow, Walsinghum.
1 think we shall get om together.
There's a fiver for vou.”

“Thank you, sir.”’

“Not at allI” said Bunter graciously.

“Shall I send a footman to fetch the
car, sir?"”

“0Oh, no; I'll walk down to it!” said
Bun‘l.?t. i

* Very ic‘ml. sir.”

Bunter did not want Mr. Walsingham
to axchnn&l'e remarks with Mr. Pilkins.
To Mr. alsingham he was William
George Bunter; to Mr. Pilkins he was
Lord Maulosorer, Communication
between the two for the moment was
not to be desired.

Bunter got a move on rather slowly,
for he wns a little weighed down by
the g:e?cdinsly good tea he had dis-
posed of.

Mr. Walsingham backed out before
him as if Bunter had been a prince of
the blood at least. In the great hall
the footmen were drawn nh and
Bunter passed between their ran

Bautler and footnen saw the fat junior
off with great respect. Bunter jammed
Lord Mauleverer's hand=ome topper on
his head and strutted away down the
drive.

When his fat back was turned Mr.
Walsinghnm o far forgot the gravity
of a butler's character as to wink at the
footmen.
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That, fortunately, Bunter did not see.
He rolled away, and arrived at last
at the lodgo-gontes, whero the car was
waiting, with Mr, Pilkins sitting in it

Bunter stepped into the car.

The lodge-kceper opened the gates,
with a hun ¢ye on Bunter, and was
rewarded with a pound note.

Then the car rolled out.

Mr. Pilkins eyed his client rather

¥y.

“It's all right,”” said Bunter. *“The
lace won't do for Sir Reginald's
riend ; but it will suit me down to the
ground.”

* Very good, my lord 1"

And Mr, Pilkins beadied,

Bunter wrinkicd his fat brows in
thought. ;

Thus far he had gone, but going
further presented  ditticuities.  The
question was—could he “stufi™ Ar.
ilkins to the extent of inducing the
gentleman to let him the bhouse? With
the help of Mauly's clothes and Mauly's
watch and Mauly's money, he had so fur
“stuffed " AMe. Pilkins and Mr., Wal-
singham successfully, aided by his ewn
natural propensity for swank and hum-
bug and lying.  But he realised that
there were rocks whead when it came
down to actunl business. He could only
hepe that the impression he had already
made on Mr. Pilkine would enable him
10 carry the matter through with a high
hand. So far, this lind boen his lucky

day.

x.nd Bunter's luck was not yet at an
end, though its next turn was to be quite
a surprising onc—how surprising mnot
even the wily Owl of the L}
gueszed in hiz wildest spasm of specula.
tion.

THE END.

(Bunter fa determined to take Harry
Whartan & Co. to “ Bunicr Court™ for
the holidays. Fow does he oo the trick?
See nexrt weel!)

SAVED

His knife was in his hand, and he
slashed through the cords that bound
Grant Strong to tho stone of sacrifice.

Grant Strong stared at his son like
a man in a dream. =
: ‘;kLyn.'i‘ Je said—and his voice was a

{11 W Il.lee.l.

o !'gdrh!r 1 '

Grant Strong drew himself from the
rock. His face, vnmoved under the
eyes of the Lukuli, cxpressionless in the
presence of death, was working with
emotion.

“Lyn!” he breathed. *“You—here!™
He grasped the boy's hand in silence.
It was some moments before he could
speak ngain, “Lynl! The bushman
told me you had come—but I never
dreamed —""

“0O Bwana M'Kubwa,” said Bobolobo,
“my eyecs see you, and my heart sings
like the waters of the Popolaki river
in the reeds,” g
*“ Heaven bless you, Lyn!” said the
hunter. ** And youw, too, my brave and
faithful Bobo! O Small One, my eyes
see you, and I know well that you have
done much to bring this about.”

Mpoko grinned.

“This ﬁqlh bushman he clever dirty
old johnny!” he said complacently.

Grant Strong smiled, and he shook
hands with Pip and Fatty.

“T won't try to thank you, lads,” he
said. *I would never have allowed you
to come; bu are here, and you
have saved me from a fearful death.”

Continued from page
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out, sir,” said Pip.

“No fear!” said Fatty emphatieally,

“ And the magic of the Wise One has
not saved him from the spear of o
Kikuyw,” said Bobo, spurning the car-
caso of Mluki-Mluki with his foot, “for
indoed it is true that the eye of Ngai
has watched us from the summit of the
great mountain that lics towards the
rising sun. and by the will of Ngai the
power oi the Wise One has broken like
a reed.”

“These words -are the words of truth,
0 brave Kikuyun,” said Mpoko.
“And the power of Mofolongo shall

and the torturers away into the jungle,
the safari sat in the nfmde of Lt
of Mluki-Miuki; and the father and son
had much to say to one an r while
they waited for the burning hours of the
day to pasa,

And in the adjacent city the Lukuli
prepared for the feast; and Mofolo
standing before his buts, listoned with
hiz oars for tho eries of the white man
under the torture. But the ears of
Mofolongo heard nothing.

THE EXD.

{The Popolaki Scouts and their com-

nionz are not yet out of the wood—not

y any means. All around them their
enemics keep close wateh, and to show
themselves would mean instant death.
How, then, do they get away from the
city of the cannibals? Sce next week's
long story, entitled : “ THE BURNING
JUNGLE ™)

not  harm us,
Bwana M'Kubwa,” -~
said  the Kikayu, J@ DOWN YO

L CHAPS.

“for we will hide in
the house of Mluki-
Mluki until Usikue,
the Night, covers all
the earth with dark-
ness, and then we
will steal away into
forost, and we

live and not die.”

“It is well said?

ONLY Q

O brave Boho!y
answered Grant
Strong.

And when Bobo
and Mpoke had
dragged the bodics
of the witch-doctor

out a bike when
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The BURNING JUNGLE!
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Mofolongo Waits !
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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

<>

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,

o

Blazing Red Jungle Fire
Saves White Explorers

From Black Savages!
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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.

[ D>

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,
TeE PoruLAR.~No, 597,
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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!
0 <> <> S>> ]

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

2,
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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

L)

L

”

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

S

“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 ;
v
N/
AN A\
- 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

Tee Porurar.—No. 597.
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E limamaring i thmmolgaht.

[0}
Htlhuwumv‘wlimmﬂnhd
the stone of scrifies, snd of All
Miluki and his torturers be saw nothing.
He before she huts snd called

3
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and stinging the

the wlarl.
They Incad it with bont beads, t
g breath, and tramped steudily on
with weary limba and aching syes.
Fuity Dage inowsant

sirexms of prempiration from his piump
face. Even the cheery litthe Pip wua

ailent. Orant  Sirong’s iron limbe
I to foc] po fstigue; and the
tiny bushman

. For

aide.
his

it. Brery minste now—>"

“We oau stick it, sir,” mid Pi
Fatiy Poge guapod lp-modlnﬂ';:
“The Popolaki Patral never backs
out,” be mumblcd fsintly.

8 ed g

F—
3

bl'ﬂlhma-plu.' mid
"We are wesry. and we
au bungry. Mpoko, light the cooking:

re.

"B‘:h.' ays grow wide wilk wonder,
bul be sl onu.l. hl;l:budwl

in the jung

lighted cooking-Bre—and the
mmoko of it rolled over the jungle—s
surs guide to the eyee of the Lukuli.
ferce wind from the hills cavght
it und blew it in & straight line beak
towards the faces of the pursvers.

But the Scouts were glad 10 ress their
sching lhn and tou;; apd d;ini.
They sal llppﬂl waler [rom
their and ate the roasied taing
that M| served ont.
and the food
ety to thein

For ball an bour the halt lasted. and
by that timo they could hear the Lukuli
in the jungle beh them, calling 0
one mlb:: l:.nthu pod snd d"‘:‘fl
mmong slephant gram
tharny bushes £

Qrant Strong rose to his [ret,

“ Murch I* ha said.

Wea bot refreahed. ths safari
nnd:g Grant 8trong signed to Bobo
to lead the way, and aiter the giaot
m*“’ﬁ,‘;{' and Px;nd Fatty trailod
oo, o was ut to tread out
the embers of the eoeki but the
hunter's hand restrained

* Lenve it Imrni:r," be suad.

.

naw life angd

Mpoko stared bisokly, for i was
second nature with tho bushman 1o iread
out every spark 'y juntlo fire shnuld
fellow, Bot he be ia head end
cboyed, and st & sigu from the hunter
followed the safarf,

P
And the rost the

{
¢
i
H

wis Bo hopo.
aaid Grant Stroag «
: Bwans,” said Bobo, “1
it is your will that wa shoald de
the spoare of the Lukuli.™
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one. and umi}
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ready
firhting-men of Mofolongo
perishing.

that -lhh.u ey id m;t A,
cobki e odongo. - Forw "
Aadulln misri twung on, male pow
fmlhopumilﬂmm.
L ]

nearer to hame and at

(¥ext week's slory of the Popelaki
Fatred is entitled ; *COXGO FOEI ™)
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Charles Hamilton.

The Stolen Tusk !
o u

‘KORO'KQROU, bunter,
on the uuhold of his hnl, lu.l
bln-.k isce sai and unconscions,
his eyes Thoto was a
t bruise under his thick hair, where
m'uu of a spoar had struck, knock-
Him emoleas. He lny l.ll.‘. whare

of Mcm:g: ti::l ml’u :f '\":og koto,
I [ 1] £ Y
r:u.u:da'lh I:nr B c:o:rld T An’

tho Popclnlu # ! ““ o

under
Mm forest

Thrills ! Thrills I Thyills !

the groen canopy of
_li{: Btmi.a: up and took potice. .
Boy 0 of Maiumpwe were cause: but he was pot disposed bo close B-nnda d!:thorcd befors & but, and {u
resting in the d boat. I:uuutou.. them the woman
Fatty Page wes fast asleep. Page apd yawned. ”mmmeoou
Btacpoole was polishiag his ml- a ;riqmul row!® be re sy entored the Bund-
Pip Parker was talking, which was ono mrkul What's it a Lynt* village: as th-y cuw up l-o
of his Isvourite owu o "Mk me sncther,” said Lyn. =Byt throng l-ho of
talked to Bamut think wo'd betior Took into it. Wa're natires waa lnrnad Io thouanlt:l
silent m——:‘hdo H‘pllﬂd otily with & jaw and order in this districe.™ womsn oontinusd |
¥ gra an v r was inex:
A Rl =
D LIy, WAl 2 man ol i
e ot the wonts §  10e Popolaki Patrol 5 Tt T 3
of slarm from the adjascent i i i Iopolaki Aa
willags, bot be gava them oo Risk Their Lives ??3 * said Lym, lpnk
The i in the native tongue,
swond this women, agd for
what reason doeg she, out
e ting W sgrosd . D Bt e i
-t wreamy camae pealing s aro!™ Tip, with & grine. ™ wans,” amw t dman,
from the distance. “Let's go and sce.™ b woman is Masipda, the wife of
up.” said the trol *Lat's ! said mk_ wBut if N‘kom koro, ths hunter, and sbho erice
Joader of the ki Beouts. ¥ somo  colouead is adininjs. because a thiel has ltruck down her
Four eafs bear, " tarin’ cotrection “m 2 ,mmmh,“ hushnd and takea from his hut a tusk
“Na'm. Bwana m-erod the whip. 1 don't knew whother it'a the of F %
aars the cryiog of dw P'at Scout 4o inlcrveno in fumily MJ i it knows," asked Lyn, “who

a woman. It s

beating har with & whip of rhinocerce
bide.," ssid Bobs. “Or perhaps »
crocodile bas taken ooe of her small

cnes. Lat the Bwans close his can to
this seroaming.”’

Lym voes to his feet

It was probable enough that
screaming of & native woman bad hﬁh

" W.'ll no. soybow,” said Fgn

Arnd lhn Papnhlu Pateod qulitul their
camp and started fow Daganda
village on the edge of the lorut

As llnr nlmrmched the tillage u:;

e & gread crowd

is the thisf?™
“ 1t is well known, Bwana,” ubiwersd
the¢ bosdman, “for the llunf is Kin-
tambeo, all o7ee saw bim. ™
I.yn's oyt gleamed
It was to scarch for EKinlambuo, ﬂw
ouicast Baganda. that the Beouls
takon the tusl. Kintambo was nmﬂ
beofts in ulwmpll'lh and
irer,

(w in lh Udud’ Siwies o Ameviea.)

WHO'S WHO ON THE SOUVENIR * GROUP” PHOTO OPPOS!TE!

Leoft bo right, back row:

5. McCabe, A, Harwood, T. Wall, P. Harnibroek, E. A'Becksit, C. Grimmett, W. Oldfield,

Left to vight, bottom rowz D, Budm W. Ponsford, V. Richardson, W. Woodfull, C. Walker, A. Jackson, A. Fairfax:
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ite
him, their rifica under their
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Bwana.” agawered
cre is & fre fg the

tho le.t

animaly, ‘evidemy iad lo Irm-r. nnd

hy the water was & likely spot 10 etoone

for s camp.

'“Ancl that the Km was aﬂ.umth.
&4 Wi s0On D or 3006

Beouts could aee tln dancing reflections

{-rtl.l' 1nto the radies of light from
A bt bu.llt of branches and louu
sgod thers, back

gianta, Tt was
-dn&elwunu be thrown up in
an boor, and waa oﬁdcntly of recent
ovostruction. Beloro il, the Bre burned
:hwmlmthoopmm[bfthc
L1

Ne m was 10 be secn; whoever bul
a.mrl was iu the interioe
the hut and out of sight.

and

searched it through through.

P"Waﬂ got him I murmured ?al'.u
“If it's bim 1" said Pip.

L A o tha Agurs o Lhe Nakuyu. Babe 1 bt panied, Thers was ne
o simatt sumbled o 'mvw.:monl rt:-n vt native

“Look|" wid Lya
A;thﬂm.:h&?wdnl_thh

auumhl ol’m“dhltiu:m&:stuko!
rewond 1o in

He was .nil'n.m of alight but wiry
build, ¢ad in cotton shirt wnd shorts,

with a moi-rur in |'n| belt.
L] tonelwd Kikuyu's arm. -
with au: ares, * be
utd "h that Hmn‘u with whom

you foupht in the hiush
The Kikuyu's syes nn fashing fire,
snd his grasp was cogruluive on his

"0 Dwana, that is tha Mnnﬂ whom

of a re amid the of the trees I foung crouching Like & hrene by the
.thur ﬂﬂn ready, the Popo- » &nd whe siruck mo down with bis

Ioki Patcol pushod ttls gun,” he enswored.

Ton mlhududulbebmlra! * Good ™ said Lyn.

s little stream. thet murmured softly He signed to the palrol, aad the
under the dark trecs At & little dis- Scoata advaoosd the The
tanos lmm the path—well out of 1he ite man who was buildiog firs
come to drink bad sot glanced towards them, and was

'.L beasty um mi

lua comrades o tl.’n to halt,
they weanned the beiom

not &;ﬂh:ﬂu ol their

ax  they advanced, The Grow

r prescnce. br
became awarg of it luclth;is

dropped from hia haad-,, und he grasped
the revalver in hin be

Lyn's voica rang ont llltrpl:'.

& that gun alone, er you're a
de{_g.ml - lared him I

nan & at savdjpel

acrom the !nf His wiill tg‘ pe&
the revolver, bali-drawn.. But siflen
of the Beouta were looking at him, sad
WeEpon.

hnmdadlnot vouture to dfa- wuh.od
aw. I it,
He slood tl mu hands, his
RArrow ayes glinting, Kis thin lipe drawn
in & snerl from testh di red
by be Bonutl heard his quick.
hard breathing a3 they adrvanced.
"W}:“. M IW_‘“'&:!::' do aal
o are FOu %
e : his

your paw sway from the re
volv -ruul L:p:qmu,’ "ll.lnq you
koow what wo we want, my man.” -
“You're got mo baset” ]
Th&wuoyd'hnmﬂ His
Ianguags and his nasal volte theen
the; be was ab Amarican. 4 white

"We're the ﬂ Soouts

umpwe,” Ly "“And wo
cumne out from Masumpiwe to hunt for
a Baganda thie! mamed Kintambo.
And wo were Bred on in b _.li
and you are the man who

again.” weid the trader,
ooolly. "In WITS  DOTET MeT YOUP
outfit hefore.

u;rnllw with I‘h false tn_;:nm- ex-

scite you in the budh, ot my
T ".:..;':';.., ki

"= Bj s meki .
et Tty drd 03

“U'ra perer soon bim

fore, Wh; the thonder do you rockon
I'd want to Bire oot you '™

"\‘\'ho (1, ] iouf"

of biss
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Rascally Trader K.0.'d by British Boy Scout ! 7

TUSK!

The FORTUNE

By CHARLES HAMILTON.

D
The Tusk of NKoroKore !

Q
L «B.-WANGU!" murmured
Nioro'hoto, the Bagands
buntar.
Ho sst om & stooo by tln
3 illa “mw uihu':d;-wmnd 1
i and fro.
'n:‘n was a Mg bwuise under the
buntee's { hair. But it was ool
that ipjury thet treubled him, It wm
tha 1 yol ek

st by his do-ar and
wards the vast foreet
the village, and rocked himsrlf, and

raed.
nf-"ot..w t Woo Is me?

wOman
“l'.l is 'I'ell know!
the

betwoen

Great Mountsio, that Kintembo is »
vory torrible man, and if I follow him
;mmmuhmm-\howﬂlh

by the sight of & safsri that emerged

Iripthﬂodndhhﬂu-j-mﬂ from your house by Kintembo, the thisf,
on s oAy by the Ptk ta Phe S i sk e coms ik (he et o}
his eyes with bis band. and stared st “I4 is 0 Bwana!™ aaid the
the pewcomars.

“Milmrw we the

Five white man, of, rather, boys, camue should
u tusk agein, would you km it, for tuaks

mta his al;hl—tho Beout paarol of

* said the hunter, .!snnn'
Krl':xl “for Kintamba w.
ghting-man in all thc

lribnnl’lho Ehnndn.

Boba grinmed 5

"I is trwe, O man1” be ukl. “Ia

thmm‘? irom the grest Nysnaa
ta t+a Pi atar thete 3» nd man so
beare terrible as 1. Bobolobe™

" Bleossod is he that bloweth his own
m{:ﬂ“ murmured Pip; and  the

gantio Kik wi::d Hite s with ey l:.ll;lh Mow tuak  “And it is to hear that Kin-

"'E"‘ oreT i tod iy bard, (b v tken b5tk il Eignbe: {amio o sl o i KA
wyre baunu.l bipd hi* Bwaos,” answersd llh Iluntor “for on * Bul ‘the tuk—"'

thiv tusk thore are strange markings, Lyn Strong groped in his wallet, and

“‘;Lumh 'I; sald hh: lmnt.or ddmh'o:“.:.n clephant’s tusk

hnt:i-:!:: a:&mlhc!' Lty ,llu held .ft‘.oul. o the

bring tha

Kow whts ey this meanTr
mr. w ma mean ™
Masinda locked frem

A Great Treasure of Ivory

xanda.
“h(hdlhtulk.ﬂmﬂl!"
ho asked.

Ths Inllhl' clutchad

SFI e the tusk” Be mid,
"'[or l knnlr itbyih;tnuc
murimnOBuM. which toll & scerct

"'Tlh nl"uidl.an.andhhlndd
tbe tusk to the Bagand

was & multorul curse lrun

Huiml. the Amerioan
wolfish eyes lw the" yollor

the & 1ies hidden im the jungle—and l.mStronth'
“Perhaps they back the key to its whereabonts |
the tusk thet was by
e msid, "for
sertorday  the oams “ts the cut mlhlimfobythehndofm
s Ty e b i o 2 i oL
ow ™ you, o t sottlen !“n 5]
uidﬂ:.lth-onld[low’l:nﬂlle(in rhr. b
the forest. And i L:
“ Peace, womap ™™ ssid the bunter. ghunterl“ be said. "Wo lollov«l
Hp sdvancod (0 mect the Bcoats u Kintsmbo jn the lorest, and wo found
Ilollulnreuﬂntusktolll

they reached the vilT and a crowd
of the Bagunds inhabitapis gathercd —the white man whom you ses mtbA:‘:

arcund. now, and whost habds are bound
The safarl same to & halt; and Kintambo was slain in Ggbt with my
Strong, patroll of the Beouts, gun-bearer. Bobolobo: and the Mrnmgu
beckonad to N'koro'koro to 1. 3 & prisoner, to bs taken to H.llulnpt.
'Il(': In.rnl.u hl Ilopf l.y and given vp $0 iho wkite man's
mll. % IIN.‘. in ustice.”"
Swahell, “yesterday o Gk e ' ,"Tru| Bobolebo is s brare amd

tu;l: ag it way traned
“Shut up, you ™™ :d.wh l'm Pan:l
h the w arow
st e
t ¢ worth a fortups.”™
m‘l“rul comcerns Ouly the owner”
R i R g ot marked
“1 = there's & we ma
m"l‘ll: Porvian—No. 59,



on it—and that nigger will pever ged

the heocht of itl"” Hachett, “[

solt you that tusk & the clus t0 u

trepsurg that would maka us all .
* Cheows it ! said Lyn.

Aiting such words
to the Bwana! Lord, lt mwo slay
insolent 2

A Tale of Treasure ! &
le“r lay daik on the African

they
man, who -

Scveral dzzs sgo the patrel hed lali
Magumpwe to hunt for Kintamho, the
osutoast roblwr, Kmitembo had fellen in
combat with the Kikuys; bt bir cop-
T patsol mped for 150 might 1n the

patrol eam or night
forest, lor .w.mf day's s :“,h’
the Popolaki river

bolore ibom ere
could bo reached, whete lay the tewn
af Masampee.
Hackett the cheery {7

roundd him-,:i‘ﬁ lowering hrows.

The loss of tho yollow tnlk.l with it
sitange mas L.d evidintly besny &
beary hlow to greody trader. Thaz

ite

oot have bess ob account of

them
:h. tusk, sven if i:tt:r'&

“There's u chaooa yet 1™ said Hnckeit,
: s Bt
-] l' -

“x “It you knew the rrd:uo!
ot ok

It would make no diference 1o us,”
mid L!n. with & curl of the lip. "Lio
¥on think we are

“I's worth & fortene § you think
that nl[ﬁm will he able to ves RI"
snaried Hackett. “He dars rob mo in
sourch of the ivory

“The ivory?” ropeated Lyn

“lvory eaough 10 moake & rich man of
ﬂ;l” guy bere!” aid Mackett.
2
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* A ROUGH.HOUSE IN PLUG HAT!"

like yourseli1™ o
Bo

16 i e et iy id bk
uite in i
T vours s o Hicket
un whers its volue cognem in.'
The trader bositated,
It was obvious that bhe did
to raveal tha

ccmalory,
lios as w Bcag in »
* t AL ]
with all uu[tl oarry, and beat it

: t they was eut up by =
iribe of cabnibsle. and ncarly svety
man killed and caten. Owe porter got
away womnded *

Ho paused, crameoed tobiceo im his
mouth, snd chewnd. e spamed TH-
lugtant 1o tell u

into .
“In thas the ot I* yawwed Btacpooks

at last
“Nope " Hackott,
And, ma vp his mind 1o it, the

tader :
" Nhoro'korg, like 1 sald, wan gun-
boarver; bul be had lllllen ck, and was
laft bebind in & ostive village, »o he
never maw ts' cemetery. Hao
Wit } place where he'd

k

-y

"Yes, rather!” mid Fauy Page
“But if the mao won't il ite—"

* What's marter with getting [}
off b " demanded Hackeit,

Lyn laughedd,

L¥n
"fm!" ha answeyed. “1II the Lk
and its sccret are of any valuo, they

Next week's Texas Tale——

doa't o us, but éo the Bagends
hl;,htu.to-rﬂh

.;‘al'l gone 1” said Lyn, lowariog his
11
:% my bat t* exclaimed Pip.
*' 80 has the Yunk ™
%ﬂw round.
o prisoner’s place wos empty.

The tzader bad seised his
sifantion of the uts

13

Toe Late!

o7 et A T
t
F SR
some other Lime."” .
“1 waa Dot ibinking of that™ said

thinking of N karo'korel
That villain is determined o got hold
of ibe mow kas

“look bere, you
t worth = niﬁht warch
patrad; but 'l go back
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ahriller, i
1t was & sound of wailiog, and it came

£

trom the direstion of the rillage. He
ivnched Pobo on the srm.
“What is that sound, Bobol™ Ie
ashed,
the wailiag of a woman ™

E.
i
&

f

Li;:ub:dn doubt of it
A ey et i wsere:
In the dearing, when Uy cmergwd
fram the dark % of the
stars fell bei , and ingy ware
cloar to theit
The Bagands ., whiah at thst
bour sheuld ba lunged in
ahmrmdrm‘.nﬂ&.nwnn
sound ol many voices. Above the buu
of voicre toee ihe wailing ol Masinda,
the wile of N'korc'Soro.
K'li" I:urﬂedh:nto tbe_ﬁ'm tho
i following him. . no
doobe bow thut Tthe trader had bosn
there. He had lost po time alier swap-
m!mlhgsmu’mr He bad,
ne time to Jose, for shis was
his lamt chanee of gbtaining
oflh-{;!h'tnﬁhdmhowuhuted
out of

i

]
7 L
5 g

Iis tosth came hard .
was ho doubt now that
been there.

n

*By the M wbo this marsi
mmg«l 'lrith‘m:ﬁnwm :il.ll ‘ s
upon hiy fimbe,” amwered Uw
Ak,

which the B
brought back ta N'kero'koro. Aod the
hunier took his Er todrive him awhy,
and othars took their spears to belp. But

Maupgy, who n‘ a vety terrible
P

rom ban
nd slew him with it}"
tocth.

i giE

e
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Tell alt yoar ~als, and look
ool yoarself for this Great
Western Haral

i L]

when the light comes the yuum men witl
follow him with mpear and ebield, aod
viay him in the forcst oven ey he had
eleln the hunter. Ay dawn of day thero
will be ‘mb-[ny Bagauds lollowing the
[ -] A

Lyn drew a deep bresth,

His sospicion bad been well-founded.
The sempod 1zader bad headed divect
for tha bowso of N'koro'koro, sad bo had

adrcoturer.

0 N'iﬂho." safd y
shall be hunted lrke t
tho forest, and he ob
1o

e jaties ey el el g tres

#Jt is good, O Bwans,” said the head-

m oy :;Jn:% the spoor
the m"’:fo"ﬁ: Bed.” he said,
g,r eyen stll Gind it, Brrans,” sald

From et mme w {aint tewch of
light in the sky. Day was at hand

Z

- B

fey
o

-4
Erer

H

§

R
i
i

“ Ha bas pawsed this way 1" sxclaioped

bureying to the Eik
I{“N"a;{ ;fna.ll" uﬁ% Yoo,
lord! Ht is hero that be has lalt ihe
path, and goos forest whare

4%

55%

silg J

gi

1
?ﬁ.
ik
H

"]

the traoces were few faint, and ibo

fugitive had doabled and M[fd amongk

the giant trees, the thorny bushes, the

leo-m to bafs & tracker who
tinss Bobo [ailed ta (ind a eace

oyt oo e g o

H a
rd'?:d up sign again, and the pursucns

Tax Poepran—No. 5.
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In the dense lmpiel.l.!mo‘lhg heat

A myriads insacts
btizacd a::;‘ ﬂtt.lla:‘! But the Beout and
thu Kikuyu kept on siendily, “lirilllk‘k'

The wey was asoe now, on t
slope of » hill clothed in thick forest and
dificult bow, The

Junglo
The way was more
on ihe M:" sl

forest was tlunn_ing

Howing,
hurried on in & now direction,
Lra {ollowed
As they advaned tha murmuring
sound of lalling waler became clear to

thair ears. .

Lyn did not need to ask the Kikuyu
why be beaded in that direction, with |
ign to guide him.  For the fugitive
have been in peed of water,
ere was little dooit b bad

it.
s tha Beout and the

waiep

as it |

Gladly Lyn plunged his bnml? face
inio the cool water and drank deeply.
Yhen ba refifiod his watercan, snd l-zi
Eikuyu fo his example.

a lvw momcents were lost.
Then tho EKikuyz was searching the
moeky banks of the Jittle fores torreat
for sign.

In sovcral plaves by 1bo water were
signe of the Ea of wild animaly that
had come to drink. And as last, amid
the trail of paws, the Kikuyu pointed
out the heel-mar| s boot.

“One whoes foct are corered haa
trodden here. O Bwana 1™ he mid.

E‘i{n Md'g.o od oot foug »

s was_hera—a .
be said. ~ But——* o
with eager eyes. Bud
ihere ‘was 0o sign to be found. Save for
thut beol-mark, and snother =hich
picked wp closer to the watar,
there was bo trece of the fugitive.
The oyes of the Boout sod the Eikuyu

Both knew whai the trader mast have
doos; he had the nerrow
tavine, treading in the low, falliog
stream. But wi r he had gooe u
or dawn stream, thero was no way £

ng.
us esth take ove way, Bobo,”
said Lyn. *Yoa o down water,

and | will go up.

“Ne'sps, Bwapa! Dut lot lord
watch with bis syes, and listen with his
oars, for the Mrungu has o nds

wpear, and he is & very wicked man (*
said the Kikuyu,

L{n mmiled,
"] will take eare,” he snid, *and do
Tra Poryuaa.—~No. 9.

A% 2 hegmard
ad g with Dead

you slso take care, end if you fnd
the trader, take him if you cam and
sln he resjste ™

him {1
nd lhliy parted, the Kikuyn descend-
ing the ravine, and Lyn awending, and
in & few moments they were Jast 1o each
other’s sight. :

ravine was stoep, the thin siream
of water falling from rock to rock like
a mriea of rough stops, wom
whire the water Bowed. Ljyn Stroog
awended slowly, his rifle ready, bis oy
wcll sbout him. At any t. he koaw,
the cunning trader might bave clam-
bered out ravine of side

Or in wmch s parilom

Ly climbed o0 ughm
waichful as  lcopard,
e g il T v
(1 n
shelter of & Bowering bush !o:"ﬂu sesp
ak, e bizs head and iiwencd.
His sunken oyes burned s ho heard

4
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the sousd of the tramplng boots on the
tochs and stones in the :uh.inc water.

He rota to bis acd graiped the

m ‘;hn‘ljullmide hins, #nd peered

Bagand in his
grosp. Hackett waited ?«'E;'.u

nearsr.
.Ha down—but only by s
singly foe. And 3 throst of

would cellave him of that
Iy him with the Arearms he
ackett's lije wore drawn back fram
bis tobacoo-stained testh in o

for
tedch of a deadly thrust

But he 2id not count co the
nesm of the Beool  Lyn drew
but the alight swaying of the
Hackets lifted bis arm o aim
wis apough to warn bim. He
and laapt to the furthar aide of
ravine.

Don't Forget, Chaps! The Rio Kid next week!

spear ghamed out in
o thrust fell shors hy =

!
n fired ioto the bush, not 80 much
lul;.in bope of hitling the yoan ba could
warn Kikuyy that
found.
the rifle rolled gway
thousand echoas through (he

the spear came whir.
Lyn barely caughe it with his

aside, barsly fn
beoad blade Imm tracafizin
alid by b

the shpllow water. The rough
the trider were bia throat,
The Scout fou rately,

wis at & tecrib

disadrantege.
snd thore wes Do

watcy in the sar

h-ﬂ:rd [aco that lll?ddwll:::fl::
] grip oo throat, which be

v,mlg'atmn 10 tesr away, was forcing

e e\l

in ia u

again and :::in u..m lnrc& bim

Wiu._cmy ounce of bis strength and

determinstion, Lyn Btrong fought I

::I lllt;. miﬂ idﬁin!_ﬁla ul::f

burned with ruthless teiumph

h'll'hen was & splashing in the torreut
o,

B in the duptnt; Barcorem of the
struggle, noitber hoeded it. Doth Lyn
snd his swrage enemy wore stratnin
eveTY DerTs, aveTY muscle, ic 1he foarfy
m.uh—ch o8 lo kill, aod the olher

e

And peithar koew that s Bewcomer
was clambaring dewparstely op the stesp
rarving till the ﬂn.r:d of the Kihﬁ

over tham, broad-blad
Bashed in Lhy m.

“ 0 Bwana, this Kikayu waa in time I*
L1 mr

L MASINDA 1™ said Lyn Btrong.
He before the houss
of N'kort'koto in the Bagsnda

villlr. In bis hand was the
yollow fush with the strange niarkings,

(Continucd on page 27.]
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beck iuto a eorner, Locke
r’-ai 'Y lhb?v wrench in bhis baod.
vogent] was opin
F . and lwo mon eutered the
bulldlll‘

For an [nMact thoir dark forms werc
ul!mened agoiost the dull glar of the
sky. Oue intruder was big a 1y,
ibo other seory short and shight.

The paie du:-d tha door behind them,
Then au  clectric 1orch  flashed out,
ti:'chm lnams cxploring the ceatre of

l.o«:lu.e, waiting in the shadow, re-
wained in derkoes.
Afier an insant the two burglars ad-
wan towards the fake wchine
" Lotke and Druke had construcied. The
drtoedive ilnmcdmly alipped from his
hiding-place, and, goicg to the woor,
|.1nl tllmr
= Now, -'hlt are you
LoraT* ba ulmndcd. suddonly ullchu:g
on tha olectrio light.
The two men u'\mf round quickly.
locke found himsell face to feco with
Gaut and & pualt Jspances, whose owl-
liky eyes wera shrouded in & pair of
llorn nmed spectacies.

Btopying

pyyiyis
The Jap w o-ut & revolver, &
spurt of from the barrel,

and the e!wtne bulb splictered io »
thousand lragments, throwing the place
into darkness

‘I'hon the torch Bashed in Locke's face,
andt apother bullet whistled through his
bair, crashing into the »all behingd.

'l‘h;uuw lictle sound, I.'nnlwu
ited with sifencer.  But the rod
Aash Iu.-tuj'ul its positiou.

Bwookh |

'l‘he't“y d:;-em-h ll'l'lllg down on l&hdu

Pt gun b
ovath lnllmud soenvihing Iu.rd went
tinkling to the concrets Boor.

“nl: a sugiden 1:“." Locke landed
l!m know way the
le whi) s d“ man cllw:: ::3
fumbled in kntar, tryi
the detactive. e

Tha Jap had lost both rovolver and
torch, and it wes zot wntil the slow-
wittod Gant struck 3 meteh that he
wheelwright fonnd oot which of the
two was hin confederste.

Then be swung Inmu.-l{ upon Locko
Irom behind, the sleuth 1o
let g Dut Locke j rkod himaclf froe,
swuerg roand, and lenl. Gaot recling
backwards with a terrifio uppercut,

The detoctive grabbed the J,
sﬁa. and ut that n}::laut with :".i'.',..."'
relurned t:'tln works, l:unt in l.l the

doar,
= Jark, b him ™
B Quick, ; [ gasped
But the Jap, mlh the agility of a
» lh"-'!d ol L8 ].:k.'t

Then snd Gans s combined
rush for the door, bowled Dnl:u orer
like¢ & ninepin, and ranished over the
wall bedore Ferrers Locks could make

s further d'nrl. to stop them,

" Well, we're got somothing. anyway.
Jack,” said the deteclive, ™ ; gl.{l
out this sand czamine lho .hpl

jocket.™
Ho called the mp‘lt watchman 2od sel
s guard over tho sbed, and iz ten
minutos they wers in the sma!l house
whers they lodged in their guise as

There Manning swaited them.

"I've mewa for wow, Mr Locke,”
Manning announced. elactrio
printing outfit was sold » l“ days
to » Dr. Kamurs, & Japanese, and was
dolivered to an addresy given by the

atesl Chilvers' socrer.

custonwer. 1 know the sireet, uuln.lo
tluwn—just the sort of mﬂ:n would
expect s bunch of ug in.”
“UGood!" said the delmctive. “This
Eamurs will bo &
Government, of course. And Hales and
wleo Gant heve Leen bribed to kelp bim
Wo'll raid the
gcl tho men to-
gether. zm very minch afraid we
l-h'lll llnd the bmll Bowo—*

- 2 - - - [ ] =

The dolcctive was a itrue prophet.
Wihen the address was raided I:ry l!le
palicn, Bo obo was I:ind l.ﬂl.
pmmuu. The alectric m
h(-c m:.: cndem-“thlt it I:g!

n uscd lar tha puross of photogra
ing bluc prints, bus that was all. Lata
at night, or, rather, in tho moall hours
of the morning, Ferrers Locks and Jeck
Drako betook thetnselves to an botel Lo
sleep, quity tired out.

There Lord Witham, who had re-
wtived & wewage, visiled them the ncxt
morning, scoofopatied by Chilvers.
Only Jack Dnlm _was in whon they
srrived, tho ive having gope out
u-vaduu-ly after breskfast.

Well the geng are on ihe rum, it
wonr,” the peer said, " Bot 'm afraid
they’ve got sway with the invention.
after all.”

“ava they ™ & quict roice called,

Ferrees Locke stood in tho doorway,
twg bundles under his srm.  Breshing
the string, ho ondid paper wrap-
pings, cxpoeiog the comtents 1o view.
Thera was & jule of drawings done oo
tracing-paper; & similar stack of bloe
prints, and in timee paper threo hright
crymaly—the

With & cry of joy, Chilsers caught u
the plans. Escept lar the one‘ H
which Locke bad already recovered,
the wholo of the drawings werg infact,

“T tound a key amd & sofe deposit
soucher m KEnmura's jecket ™

T | weuttoth'lulhtllu
morning abd helptd myself 1o these.™

p!mumnulun

“welt, I l.huh that ends the cuse, ™.

Me, Locke” Witham said, whew
be had ou'utnl.ul.ul the great detee-
tive on hix schievemeant, =1 shall tako
ne [ucther steps agninst these crooks,

for s would mean publicity--end

that's a wo don'I: -mmull this

torbing bas Eully tried out.”
Locke

" But thn is wtill ome thing tluu
puszling ua. Chilvors retnarked.
tho dewes did they got wind of the in-
vemtion in the Grst pleen?™
Locke stroked his chn tbou;htlull;,
thon draw & photograph from hu

" Do you know that men?” ha asked,
Chilvers inspected the parirsit and
noddod.

“] shared & romn with him lttvnk-
end house party & few woehs ngo,” be
expinined. "I'Lro wars & Jod of us, and

alied Varpen ¢ T rosuber. dehow
c [t r
But whet about him ™

“Well, he ha n to bo Gilbert
Hale,” re “And es I kpow
that vou talk in your sleep, Mr, Chil

st+—for wmuttering away while
b wmtnin up rom nd::n
—I think we may safe

talked about hu'bum om lbc
aocasion Jou. mentloned.

*It's & bad hal) ally for thoso
wha' hive: sccrola 'mnu’}h.'
tive added dryly. T wore you 1

M2 hoald give it op!”

THE END.

wpy of the Japances | (j-p=gm-

27

“THE FORTUNE TUSK!"
Continucd fram page 0.} i
g PG A== [ ]
and Masinds saw il. a9 she looked From
flﬁhll" \hrokuro “hax be-m
wain y tlm spear of » L:Luxu, and,

bay brought back to
tl:c tuak th:: way takem :lmmm

hunter, _
And he bold out the yeliow tusk.
“0 Dwana ! said Mesinds. “These
Fﬂ wards! ¥For my beart is beaxy
koro’koro, though it is truo that
very aoftcn be beat mo with thu wh-i.oi
rhincecros hide. Alwo did 1 ur'b-o'
many times to eel) 1ho sk,
mntlnunhmm,udwouldmhu—
with his vare®
"“Now the turs yours, [nmdl.
a.lld ;ol.l nay uall il 10 thﬁa: vou will

“0 Fl-lml. to whom shall 1 sell the
fusk, for the traders aro thivves, n?

Ihr{.tlll say thax it is yollow, and
Mainda “Alo

3 Aottt amd = el wfm T e g g
f

waorth," said
wifl they say that it is of small vaive
bocewsa of L markings upon it, which

-:-.vnultobootmmuiwmhm
2 Knrohrq. who was a very obstinate
nan

“It in true,” sald Lym

Ho had boped 1o comtfort the widow
o’*nkmkm by the return of the

" But the Dwana, being s M:.ungn of
Uugeroza, is ond of great honowr,’
contivucd  Masinda, " And perhaps he
-nﬂhqthutmk.ndglwljmpnu.-

l o _mailed,

Masinde.” ho waid. “the u]ue of
lhhuukmthotnd-uwhdun
hondred sifver rupeos.”

* Lot the Bwana ;l'lte me one lmndm]

.1l ba rontent,”.
qnd Mannds, “for well I know that
irsder would not givo e ba'li

“k is lrne " said Lyn, " But—-",
Ho pa . #f you dem'c
thai l should buy thiv ck, I will give
you, bot oné modred, bat two lru.mr
rapoes for it~
‘0 Bwana, thess words sre sweeter

to wy ears than the singing of the birds
it tho wpring-time "' wrd Masinda

And Lyn paid over the two hundred
rupecw and lefi the ande  rillage
with the yelloaw fink in his wallet

- L] a - -

lyn and the Kliuyu rejoived the
patrol at the camp. and the next day
they were home ut Masumpwe.

The yellow tusk, with its strange:
markings, I'or llhdl two lives had been

. Wk

Many tune- Lyn handled it,
traced tho strango uurhuﬂ that wure

and

od on the wondered
3 ?hﬁ'&e,g "miuumb.wmm

the future, read iheir
lnd vhl.-lhor. in truth ¢ had
lmtntell And often, as be looked
st tho tusk, his thougbts dwelt ou &
treasurc-hunt in the wild land of (ke
Congo.

THE END.

{The Rio Bid, Boy Gullaw, refurns fo
the PoruoLin arri week in & rosring
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