























‘“ Lveryone's safe, m’ lad,”” boomed old
Ben. ‘‘ Though th’ brutes made hay o’ our
camp, an’ I’m afraid your hoss has gone
for keeps.”

““My horse gone!”
dismay.

Old Ben nodded.

‘1 fear so, my lad.”” he rumbled. ‘‘ My
grey beast has come back, but there ain’t
a sign o’ yours anywhere. I thought I heard
you bawlin’ at somebody, Dick,”” he went
on, but stopped abruptly, then shouted in
surprise : “ Great guns! What’s happened to
you, m’ lad? You sure look as though you’d
been in a gosh awful serap !’

““ You bet I have, uncle,”’” Dick replied,
with a grim smile.

‘“ Who with? Did you run against any
of those Masai blackguards that Gomez
warned us against, my lad? Did you beat
off a bunch of Masai single-handed 9’

Dick shook his head.

Since thinking to have recognised his
hefty assailant to be the Dago’s head man,
the lad had been racking his brains. And
suddenly he thought he had solved the
problem which had baffled him ; but he asked
his uncle a strange question to make sure.

‘“ What sent that mad mob of elephants
down on us, uncle?’ he cried. “ D’you
think they’d have come for us if the fire
hadn’t started?”’

“I’'m sure they wouldn’t have come, my
lad,”” was the surprised reply. ““ Of course,
th’ big rogue might ha’ stirred ’em up and
made ’em fightin’ mad if he’d been there,
but he wasn’t. No, th’ fire stampeded th’
brutes on us.”’

‘“ And what started the fire?”’ cried Dick.

““ Blowed if I now, m’ lad!”’ old Ben
exclaimed irritably. “ Mebbe some wander-
in’ natives started it by accident. Oh, by
gosh! Mebbe Masai blackguards did it a-
purpose, to blot us out!’’

““ You’re wrong, uncle!’’ cried Dick. ‘I
bet ’twas Gomez!”’

‘“ Gomez! That Portuguese feller we
rescued I”’

‘‘ Yes, Gomez!”’ Diok nodded grimly. ‘I
reckon he wants us out of the way for some

yelled Dick, in

rummy reason, uncle. What’s more, I'm
almost certain that Gobo—jyour gun-boy—
is in with the bounder !”’

THE THIRD CHAPTER
The Bullet Speaks True !
HERE was a moment’s dead silence. Old
Ben stared blankly at his dishevelled
nephew, wondering if the lad had been hurt
in the awful stampede, and his brain been
affected. Then he burst out:

‘“ What in thunder makes you think
Gomez is hangin’ about, an’ tryin’ to fix
us, Dick? As for Gobo, I’ve just seen th’
fellow at our camping-ground, tryin’ to
clear up th’ mess and round up th’ porters.”

‘“ Because he hooked ofi when I spotted
him, uncle!”’ cried Dick. ‘“ But the other
beggars came for me. The biggest was a
hefty black scoundrel, and I’m sure I recog-
nised as the Dago’s boss ‘ boy.” I recog-
nised a scar across one cheek. I tried to
hang on to him, but he was as strong as
an ox, and made a bolt when he heard you
shouting.”’

Dick described the scrap, relating how
he had seen the natives creeping towards the
wrecked camp, and how at first he had
thought they were out for plunder.

““ But I heard one rotter laughing because
he reckoned the elephants had scuppered us
both,” the lad ended angrily. “So it’s plain
the herd was driven down in hopes that it
would smash us. And the rotter I heard
laughing was Gobo!”’

Old Ben uttered a gasp of anger, then
he swung round and beckoned Dick to follow
him.

‘“ If you’re right, my lad,”” he barked,
“T’ll give Gobo a thunderin’ good hiding
and sack him instanter.”

Hastily, both forced their way back to
their camping ground through the dim,
spiked thorn-bush. Soon they heard voices,
then emerged to see the porters amongst the
wreckage of broken cases, dismally trying
to pick up the pieces. And they saw the
red-fezzed Gobo in the midst, snarling, and
growling to the fellows to hustle. .

‘“ Oh, yes, you do um plenty fine work
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now, Gobo,” Dick yelled, leaping forward.
¢ But what for you skulk along bush with
um Porteygoose’s fellers?’’

Round spun Gobo, and Dick fancied he
saw & look of alarm and surprise on the
scowling gun-boy’s face. Doubtless, he told
himself, Gobo thought the other natives had
settled him in the bush.

But Gobo’s face became a blank mask in a
second.

¢ Me go along bush, master 9’ he croaked.
¢ Me no understand. No see Porteygoose’s
men. Me run from elephants along with um
porters; bring um back here, then live for
work one-time.”’

Dick glared at the gun-boy, wondering if
he could possibly have made a mistake.

““ You see, my lad?’ broke in old Ben.
‘“ Gobo denies your charges. Can you swear
you saw him?1”’ ~

“Jt was too dark to be dead certain,
uncle,”’” Dick growled in perplexity. ‘‘ But
I’m almost certain! I reckon Gobho spotted
Gomez hanging on our tracks while we were
still trailing the big rogue, and he guessed
the Dago was up to some monkey tricks.

By the silvery light the
trailing of the monster
. rogue elecphant was re-
sumed. The porters brought
up the rear, with the re-
mains of the stores crame
med into broken boxes.
(See Chapter 3.)

It would be easy for him to slip off while
we slept, and tell the bounder just where we
had camped. And I’'m plumb sure I recog-
nised the Dago’s boss ¢ boy.” ”’

‘“ But you can’t swear to Gobo, my lad,”
old Ben persisted. *‘ So you can’t accuse
him on chance. As for th’ ruffians who
attacked you, they may ha’ been Masai,
after all. Plenty o’ Masai ha’ got scars on
their faces, an’ Gomez warned us against
th’ beggars.

‘“ Anyway, Dick,” he ended decisively,
“ why should Gomez want to blot us? Th’
fellow can’t have any grudge against us.
Why, we saved him an’ his outfit from th’
lions I’

Dick couldn’t answer that question.
Although he racked his brains, he could
think of no reason why the Portuguese
should want to get rid of them. Without
a motive, the charge against Gomez seemed
indeed thin.

Nevertheless, Dick secretly felt certain
that Gomez was up against them, that he
knew of the presence of the elephants, and
had sent his men to start a bush fire to
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windward of the herd. He told himself that
Gobo was in the Dago’s pay, had sold in-
formation of the exact locality of the camp,
and had brought the fellow’s men round
after the stampede to make sure that him-
self and his uncle had been crushed to death.

But Dick could prove nothing, so he
resolved to hold his tongue at present.

‘“ But you’d best watch Gobo, uncle,”” he
declared. ¢‘ I’ve got a hunch he means to
play us a trick the first chance he gets.”

‘1 guess you made a mistake owin’ to
th’ darkness, my lad,”” rumbled old Ben.
‘“ Gomez can’t have anythin’ against us
either. It looks to me as though you were
attacked by Masai—scouts o’  Chief
Wembi’s—so th’ sooner we bag that big
rogue and clear out o’ this country th’
better.”

Dick was all for pushing ahead again on
the monster rogue’s trail, so the wreckage
of the camp was cleared up as fast as pos-
sible. With some of the porters, Dick made
a frantic search for his horse, but the ter-
rified beast had plainly gone for good.

Old Ben, meanwhile, scouted round for
the rogue’s tracks, and soon picked them up.
Then hurried back to his nephew.

““It’s just as I told you, nevvy,”” he
boomed. ‘“ Th’ big rogue never went near
th’ herd—must ha’ been miles from here
when they stampeded on us.

‘“ Rogue elephants seldom mix with herds,
as I told you before; and the one we’re after
is sure a surly, vicious old brute, sloggin’
off on his own. But he must be a whopper I’’

‘ Then let’s get on, uncle I’ Dick whooped
eagerly.

The big African moon had risen, hanging
low in the blue-black sky, like a Japanese
lantern; by the silvery light the trailing
of the monster rogue elephant was resumed.

In front rode old Ben, his light rifle ready
across his saddle, Dick walking at his uncle’s
side, gripping his heavy double-barrelled
Express. Close behind the hunters slouched
Gobo, carrying old Ben’s heavier weapon,
his black face absolutely expressionless.
The porters brought up the rear with the
remains of the stores crammed into broken
boxes.

There was even greater need for haste
now, for some of the party’s food had been
ruined in the stampede. Also old Ben
feared that Masai might be on their tracks;
but Dick told himself that Gomez was the
only enemy. He was sure that Gobo was a
traitor, and cast several glances back at the
gun-boy. i

The rest of the night passed uneventfully,
however. The tracks of the huge rogue
elephant were quite easy to see by moon-
light, and the party trailed on at a smart
pace.

Towards dawn they found themselves
nearing mountainous country. The bush
gave place to belts of thick jungle, with
broad grass-covered glades in between.
Trampled grass and broken trees told of the
rogue’s passage, and suddenly old Ben
pulled up with a warning hiss.

‘I reckon we’re gettin’ close to th’ brute
now, Dick,’”’ he whispered. ‘ These tracks
look quite fresh to me, so keep your eyes
and ears skinned, my lad. Th’ brute might
be waitin’ for us!”’

Old Ben twisted in his saddle, took his
heavy elephant gun from Gobo, chucked
over his light rifle, and motioned to the
porters to keep well back.

Stealthily the hunters went on again, and
young Dick thrilled in every nerve. They
were close on the monster’s heels. Gomez,
Gobo, and possible Masai raiding parties
were temporarily forgotten.

In a few minutes the eastern sky grew
grey, then pink. Then the African sun shot
above the tree-tops like a ball of fire, reveal-
ing patches of dense jungle all round.

““ T shouldn’t be surprised if th’ brute’s
skulkin’ in yonder patch,” old Ben breathed
softly. ‘“ Rogues are mighty cunnin’ 2%

A wild scream of pain cut old Ben short.
It rang out from behind a clump of trees on
the hunters’ right, wild and hair-raising.

‘“ Great guns!’’ roared old Ben. ‘‘Th’
brute must be circlin’ round, an’ has col-
lared a native. ‘“Come on, Dick !”

Away galloped the old hunter, Dick
pounding alongside as hard as he could, with
Gobo panting in the rear. Louder grew
the wild screams, sounding as though the
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rogue elephant had caught some native and
was tusking him to death. ?

Horrified, Dick tore on, rounded the belt
of trees almost together with his uncle; then
came on a sight that made him shout.

For the two hunters saw no elephant at
all! Instead, they saw half a dozen miserable
natives, tied together with ropes round their
necks, being flogged along by two fierce-
looking savages.

And behind the roped natives strode a
swarthy little man in white man’s clothing,
beating the prisoners on with his rifle-butt.
It was the screams of the prisoners that had
drawn Dick and his uncle that had also

drowned the sounds of the hunters’
approach.
At the latters’ shouts, however, the

‘“ white ’ man spun round, revealing a
yellow, hawk-like face.

“Gomez !” howled Dick.

“ Gomez it is! You were right, my lad
boomed old Ben. ‘‘ And the scoundrel’s a
slave-driver! He’s hooked those poor
wretches out o’ some kraal.”

Gomez, the Portuguese, it indeed was, and
he let fly a yell of fury.

The cat was out of the bag with a ven-
geance. Plainly Gomez was a slave-hunter,
raiding kraals, selling his captives to wan-
dering Arabs—hence his keen desire to
remove Dick and old Ben from his path.

““ Aha! You ’ave come!” he screamed.

Even as he yelled the swarthy Dago
whipped up his rifle, aimed swiftly at Dick.
and pulled the trigger. But Dick ducked,
the bullet whistling past his head. Dick
took a pot-shot at the Dago’s legs, missed
by an inch, then charged on, together with
his uncle.

Immediately the two spearmen fled, and
Dick saw the rescued prisoners turn on the
Dago with fierce yells. But Gomez evaded
them, took to his heels and ran like a hare.

‘“ Great guns! He’s running up th’
rogue’s trailI”’ shouted old Ben. ‘‘If th’
brute’s in there, he’ll Stop |
you fool, Gomez! I guess there’s a rogue
elephant in those trees!”

But Gomez tore on, not listening to a

1’

Stop,

word. Old Ben thundered in pursuit, deter-
mined to catch the scoundrel if possible,
and Dick pounded along in the rear.

Hrrmph! Hrrmph! The shrill trumpet-
ing of a furious elephant sounded from the
trees, followed by a mighty crashing; then
Dick saw the jungle burst apart, saw a
giant slate-grey monster come charging
out. Then it sighted the Dago, and
thundered down on him.

Dick heard Gomez shriek, saw him twist
aside, bolting for his life like a hunted
rabbit. He saw the monster charge down
relentlessly, tusks gleaming, his great feet
making thunder on the earth. Then——

A last yell burst from Gomez’s lips. But
before uncle or nephew could fire, the rogue
wag on its victim. Dick saw the trunk
sweep down, saw it wrap round the Dago
like a steel cable, then saw the wretch swung
slkyward, arms and legs kicking helplessly.

Crash ! Gomez was hurled far, struck the
ground with a thud, and then lay motion-
less.”

Old Ben reined in, whipping up his heavy
rifle. Dick, still running on, got his own
ready. That very instant the rogue
swerved, sighted new victims, and began a
fresh charge.

““ Plug the brute, uncle!”” roared Dick,
breathlessly.

And Dick saw his uncle raise his weapon,
saw the great beast thundering down, but—
heard no report!

Something seemed wrong with old Ben’s
rifle, and the horrified Dick saw his uncle
was helpless |

For a second old Ben’s grey horse seemed
spellbound with fear, then whipped round,
to come galloping back towards Dick, with
old Ben helpless on its back 1

It was a perve-racking sight, for the
screaming monster was gaining on the old
hunter at every stride. .

““ Qut o’ th’ way, Dick !’ bawled old Ben.
““I’m done! Climb a tree!”’

But Dick stood his ground, teeth clenched,
eyes flashing | He saw horse and rider whirl
up abreast of him, saw the terrible monster
within a fow yards of the horse’s heels.
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Boom! A dull thud told of the hit. It
was a blow delivered by a modern Express
cordite rifle, and the monster was checked,
stricken through his lungs.

Boom! Again thundered Dick’s rifle, the
shock of recoil causing the lad to stagger.

But the bullet sped true. With a dull
crash the elephant stumbled to his knees,
rolled over, then lay motionless. Dick’s
second bullet
was in his
brain, and he
was stone-dead
before he hit the
ground.

“Got  him
yelled Dick.
“Got the rogue,
uncle! By gosh,
look at  his
tusks

The rogue’s
tusks were enor-
mous, and old
Ben swung to
the ground and
came  running
to grip his
nephew’s hand
and thump him
on the back.

“Tine, Dick!
If you hadn’t
stood your
ground I'd ha’
been a goner,
my lad!l An’ you’ve bagged th’ biggest
elephant in Africa—in the world!”

“ But what happened to your
uncle?”’ Dick cried.

Old Ben broke his heavy weapon open,
revealing an empty breech !

““ Look there! No cartridges, my lad!”’
he roared. ‘‘ Gobo took ’em out before he
gave me the gun, for I know I loaded it.
You must ha’ been right about Gobo all
along, as you were about Gomez. He was a
rotten traitor, and wanted me to be done in.

‘“ And, of course, the reason for Gomez
wantin’ to get rid of us is plain. Being a
slave-raider, he feared we’d queer his games,

(

[

”

then saw the wretch swing
arms and legs Kicking
(See Chapter 3.)

gun,
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Dick saw the trunk sweep down and
wrap round the Dago like a steel cable,

and his yarns about Chief Wembi and
Masai scouts were all lies. You were right
all along, my lad, and I wish I’d believed
you. It nearly cost me my life that I

didn’t 1’

But not until the two hunters had gone
back and found Gobo’s body did they find
proof of Gobo’s treachery.
trickling

A number of

Portuguese from the

coing

skywards,
helplessly.

wretch’s pockets told that he must indeed
have been bribed by the Dago, who had
accidentally shot him !

“To give away our campin’-ground,
Dick,”” snorted old Ben. ‘‘ And to hocus
my gun. Of course, Gomez sent th’ herd
down on us, too!

‘“ No matter! Africa’s well rid of a
slave-raidin’ Dago, and you’ve bagged th’
biggest rogue that ever walked I’

Then they rounded up the porters, hacked
out the mighty tusks, and started back for
Nairobi with enough elephant meat to see
them through, thanks to Dick’s pluck and
smart shooting.
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Ir was a summer evening ;
Old Gosling’s work was done.
Glum and morose, he walked the Close,
‘Watching our schoolboy fun.
Then he perceived that he was beckoned
By Master Nugent, of the Second.

* Oh, Gosling, look what I have found | ”
Exclaimed the little fellow.

And Gosling took a pensive look
At something hard and yellow.

** 'Tis some poor fellow’s tooth,”” said he,

* Who fought in that great victory.

I find them often in the Close,
For there’s many hereabout ;

An’ when I sweep in snowdrifts deep,
My broomstick turns ’em out.

For many an ivory tusk,” said he,

“ Was lost in that great victory.”

““ Now tell me what 'twas all about | ”
The eager fag, he cries ;

And there he stands, with outstretched hands
,And wonder-waiting eyes.

“'Now tell me all about this war,

And what they fought each other for!”

“'Twas the Removites,” Gosling said,
‘“ Who put the Fifth to rout;

But why they fought, an’ fiercely wrought,
I could not well make out.

** But everybody said,” quoth he,

* It was a famous victory !

“ 1 watched the battle from my lodge ;
The Fifth were soon in trouble,

For eyes were blacked an’ heads were cracked,
An’ noses swollen double !

But things like that, you know, must be

At every famous victory.

* They say it was a shockin’ sight
After the Fifth’s surrender,

An’ Doctor Locke had such a shock
He birched each chief offender.
A painful sequel, you'll agree,
To that most famous victory

|
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