I Greyfriars Advenlarrers
¥

Pirates—savages—dangers of the African junglel

Many are the perils the

chums of Greyfriars School have to face in their quest for Bob Cherry's father.
This vividly-written, complete story goes with a swing from start to finish,

THE FIRST CHAPTER
Bad News for Bob !
oB CHERRY came out of his study in the
Remove passage at Greyfriars,
whistling cheerily.

Bob Cherry’s whistle was loud, and it was
shrill, and it indicated that Bob was in
good spirits; but it could not be said to be
in tune. Voices raised in angry protest
could be heard from various studies as Bob
Cherry passed the doors.

“Stop that row |”

“Chuck it !”

“Cheese it, you shrieking ass!”

Whereat Bob Cherry grinned, and
whistled the more. When Bob was in high
spirits, he whistled; and he generally was
in high spirits. He had perfect health,
he was always fit, and he had a happy dis-
position. And just now he was looking
forward to the summer vacation, and a long
excursion with Harry Wharton and Nugent

and John Bull. No wonder he whistled;
but as he had no musical ear whatever, it
was not surprising that his tuneless shriek
elicited howls of complaint from other
fellows.

Harry Wharton opened the door of No. 1
Study, and looked out. He was one of Bob
Cherry’s best chums, but there are some
things that put too great a strain even upon
sincere friendship.

“Shut up, you ass!” he shouted.

“IIallo, hallo, hallo!” exclaimed Bob
Cherry, breaking off. “What’s the row?$”

“That whistle of yours, you ass!”

“What’s the matter with it 1"

“What do you mean by whistling the
Dead March in ¢ Saul,” anyway ?” Wharton
demanded.

. Bob Cherry gave a sort of snort.

“You chump!” he said. “That wasn’t
the Dead March in ‘ Saul.” It was ‘It
all depends on you.’ ”’
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“Can’t you get up ?”

“"Ow! No; I'm injured!”

“Then I'll help you.”

Bob Cherry proceeded to help Bunter in
a somewhat rough-and-ready manner. He
applied his boot to Bunter’s fat person with
vigour and emphasis.

Billy Bunter roared and leaped to lis
feet, showing surprising acility for a fellow
who was fatally injured.

"ﬂw, ow! Yarooch!”

Difi, bifr

Bunter rolled away down the passage, and
Bob Cherry pursued him for some distance,
still helping him.

The {at junior disappeared round a cor-
ner, and then Bob Cherry went to the letter-
rack for his letter.

There was a letter for him there, and as
he took it down, the marks of a dirty thumb
on the envelope showed that Billy Bunter
had indeed been handling it, doubtless with
the 1dea of discovering, 1f possible, what
was 1nside.  Bunter was atllicted with an

incurable desire to examire into other
fellows’ correspondence.
Bob Cherry gave a growl. Inquisitive-

ness and spying were faults that he could
never quite forgive; they were so opposed
to his own nature.

The letter was in his mother’s hand, and
Bob Cherry looked at it for a moment or two
before opening it.  Bob Cherry’s father had
lately left England to return to India, and

passage.
the fat junior, standing ready, however, to
dodge 1f necessary.

even hear,.
hand, quite still.
me

backed away.

Bolb Cherry turned his head.

“Oh, buzz off, you ass!”

“Is there a postal-order in it?"

“I don’t know, porpoise.”

Bunter grunted.

“Well, why don't you open it and seef”
he demanded. “What are you wasting time
for? Look here, Cherry, I'm expecting a
postal-order this evening and if you've got
a remittance there, you might advance me
something.”

“Oh, scat!”

Bob Cherry inserted a lead-pencil into the
envelope and split it open.  He drew out
the letter, which was a thick one, unusually
long for his mother to write. On the front
page, as he unfolded it, was a blotch, as if
something wet had dropped upon the page
and caused the ink to spread.

Bob Cherry started as he saw it.

“Mother’s been crying I” he muttered.

Was 1t bad news?

Billy Bunter came cautiously along the
Bob Cherry’s stillness encouraged

“1 say, Cherry!”
Bob Cherry did not answer; he did not
He stood, with the letter in his

“Cherry, old man, if you could lend

Bob made a gesture, and the fat junior
Then Bob read the letter.

Bob had no doubt that the letter contained
news of his sate arrival there, or else of his
having sent a message from some inter-
mediate port. Bob himself had last heard
from his father from Port Said.

Billy Bunter blinked round the corner of
the passage, To Billy Bunter, letters were
divided into two classes—those which con-
tained remittances, and those which did
not. Those which did not were of no im-
portance to anybody, in Billy Bunter’s
opinion; and those that did were of great
interest to Bunter, whomsoever they might
belong to. And Bunter knew that Major
Cherry sometimes sent his son substantial

tips.
“I—I say, Cherry!”

H.A,

His healthy, ruddy face became paler and
paler as he read, and a low sound as of pain
came from his lips.

“Oh, father! Oh, dad—dad!”

THE SECOND CHAPTER
Lost ]
ARRY WHarTON started as he came down
the stairs.

That sharp, agonised exclamation fell
suddenly upon his ears, and he looked round
and saw Bob Cherry with the letter in his
hand.

He ran towards Bob at once.

“Bob, what’s the matter? What is it 7"

Bob Cherry groaned.

That seemed to be, for the moment, the
only reply he could make.
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Harry Wharton, in alarm, grasped him
by the arm.

“Bob, what is1t? Bad news from home?”
“Yes,” groaned Bob.

“Your mother ?”

“The mater’s all right.”

Cherry would have as good a chance as any-
body. If he succeeded in getting ashore
23

“The shore of the Red Sea,” muttered Bob.
“Among black savages and dervishes—
devils who would murder him as soon as

“Thank goodness for that,” said Harry
Wharton. “But what’s the matter, then?”

“My father!”

“I understood that he was gone back to
India.”

“Wrecked!”” groaned Bob  Cherry.
“Wrecked in the Red Sea. The steamer
went down on a reef, and there’s only one
survivor—chap who swam for four hours
and was picked up. My pater’s gone!
Oh l.u

And then Bob fairly broke down.

“Poor old Bob!”

Harry led the junior quietly into a win-
dow recess, and made him sit down. Billy
Bunter blinked after them.

“I—I say, you fellows, wasn’t there a
postal-order in the letter 7”

Wharton made so furious a gesture that
Bunter jumped back in alarm and scuttled
away. Wharton sat down beside Bob, his
arm through Bob’s.

“Poor old chap!” he said. “It’s awful.
But is it certain, Bob? Do you know for
certain that your father’s gone down ?”

“Look at that!” said Bob.

He pointed out a tear-stained paragraph
in the letter:

“So far as 18 known, there was only one
survivor—a saillor who swam for four
hours before he was picked up. But your
father was a good swimmer, too, and I still
hope that he may have succeeded in getting
to the shore. Ile must be searched for, Bob,

and found, 1f he is still living, though yet
I do not know how.”

“He may be still living, then,” said Harry
Wharton. "My dear old Bob, you can’t
give up hope yet.”

Bob groaned.

“I remember he was a splendid swimmer,”

gaid Harry, “and if one man escaped by
swimming another may have. Major

look at him.”
Wharton nodded slowly.

He could not help thinking that Major
Cherry’s chances of escape were very shim,
but he wanted to comfort Bob.

“There’s a chance yet, Bob,” he said
steadily.  “And as your mater says, the
major will have to be looked for.”

“Yes, ves. DBut how "

“Somehow. I don’'t know.’

Bob Cherry’s face set firmly.

“I’'m going to look for him,” he said.

“You, Bob?”

“Yes. There’s nobody else to do it.  I'm
coing to do it. I shall have to do it. If
my father’s still alive, 1'm going to find
him."

“But you can’t get away!”

“I shall get away. I’ll make mother ask
the Head. I’'m going to the Red Sea to
search for my father,” said Bob deter-
minedly. “Why, old chap, he may be
wrecked there on the coast, waiting to be
found and taken ofi—waiting for somebody
to come and help him. Do you think I
could stick at Greyfriars while I thought
that?”

“But {

“I’m going—if I have to run away from
school! But that’s all right. I shall get
leave all serene. I wish you could come
with me, Harry !”

Harry Wharton’s eyes sparkled.

“By Jove, Bob! Look here! We were
planning a long excursion for the summer
vac., and it’s just on us now. Why
shouldn’t we have a run abroad instead of
the run at home we were planning—say a
run down to the Red Seal”

“Good I”

“My uncle would take me there if I asked
him, and our people couldn’t have any fear
of our going, with Colonel Wharton 1n
charge of us,” said Havrry. “I know he’d
do 1t, if T begged it of him—and he was a
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Harry Wharton led Bob Cherry into a window recess, and made him sit down. *‘ Poor old chap | ”’ he said.

‘“It’s awful | But do you Know for certain that your father’s been drowned 2

friend of vour father's too. They were in
India tocether.”

“Oh, IHarry!”

“We'll settle 1t. Nugent and Bull can
write to themr people, and Marky, too, and
we'll all go together.”

Bob Cherry grasped his chum’s hand.

“Oh, that would be splendid, Harry—
splendid !”

“We'll settle 1t, then.”

Bob Cherry rose to his feet.

“I—I think I'll go to my study for a bit,”
he said. "I feel quite rocky. I shall have to
go home to-day, to see mother. She will
want me. When can you see your uncle
and ask him?”

“I'll see him to-day, too !”

(Sce Chapter 2.)

“Jolly good !”

Bob Cherry moved away with slow steps.
All the brightness, all the cheery elasticity,
seetied to be gone from the lad.

The blow that had fallen upon him had
crushed him for the time.

In his study Bob Cherry sat in silence,
with his face in his hands, and the tears
trickling through his fingers—tears that
Bob’s eyes were unaccustomed to shed.

THE THIRD CHAPTER

The Colonel Says ‘¢ Yes.”
THE news of Bob Cherry’s misfortune won
him a great deal of sympathy among
the other fellows at Greyfriars. Bob was a
general favourite, as he deserved to be; his
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open, sunny nature made him liked by all. “I’ll fix that with my uncle,” said Harry.
And his father, too, was well known at “You needn’t mind the colonel &tandiflg
the old school. treat. He will do the same for all of us if

Most of the fellows tried to encourage Bob we go. And you’ve simmply got to come:
to look upon the brighter side of the affair. You’'re Bob’s best chum.”

It was quite possible that his father had got “I should like to immensely, of course,”
safely ashore, and might have been rescued said the Lancashire lad, with a sigh.
by now, or possibly was still waiting on the “Then you shall, if we do.” )

African coast to be taken ofi. “And I guess I'm coming, too,” said a

And Bob, after the first terrible shock voice at the door ; and Fisher T. I"ish, the
was over, made up his mind to hope for the American junior, looked in, with his cool
best, in accordance with his sunny, hopeful grin. “Excuse me, sirs. T guess 1 know
nature. what you’re planning, and what you want

The ide[], of searching for Bob Cher]‘y’s to hE]p }'Oll tlll‘Dllgll is a 1‘1111[1 about my Hi}'.i“'.
father under trnpic sUNS 3ppen]eﬂ very with a clear American brain to think Hlillgﬂ

strongly to the chums of the Remove Form. out for you some.”

They had been planning a caravan trip ”We'l]‘he olad, if vou can gel leave,” said
for the long vacation, but a voyage to the Harry Wharton, with a smile.
Red Sea in search of a shipwrecked man “Oh, yes, rather! We shall be serious
appealed to them much more strongly, if it enough; and we want FFish to cheer us up,
could only be managed. sald Nugent. “He will be able to show us

And Harry Wharton had little doubt of how everything ought not to be done, and
being able to persuade his uncle on the ”

subject. Colonel Wharton was devoted to “I guess I could give you some pointers,
l:is nephew, as fond as his father could my sons,” said Fisher T. IYish, in his airy
hhave been if his father had lived. way. “You bet! I guess I'm coming on

Bob went in to see the Head, and left this journey, and if the major’s found, I
Grevfriars within an hour after receiving guess I shall be the individual who will dig
the bad news. He was wanted at home now. him up.”

Harry Wharton talked the matter over " Rats I” _ §
in his study with Frank Nugent and John I guess you’ll see. | |
Bull and Mark Linley. “I'd better go and speak to the Head,

The three were keen enough upon the pro- said Harry Wharton. "It will be only begin-
pOSEd expedition, and they had no doubt DnIng the sumimer vac. a week or two 1n
that their people would agree if Colonel advance really, and I don't sce “'I}}" he

\Vh&rton was in Cllﬂrge Of the pnrt}f_ Shﬁuld lni:nd. I’ll ﬂE]‘: ]lilll, ﬂll}r'\‘fﬂ}'. l
“It will be ripping,” said Nugent enthusi- And Harry Wharton quitted the study,

astically. “Simply splendid! And we’ll leaving the other fellows eagerly discussing

jolly well find Major Cherry, and bring him the prospects of the journey.

home in triumph.” Harry Wharton was feeling a little doubt-
“What-ho!” said John Bull. ful as he tapped at the door of the Head’s
“But it will be an expensive journey,” study. But_ he was quite calm and cuo_] as

said Mark Linley hesitatingly. “I—I think he entered in response to the “Come 1n|

you had better leave me out, Wharton.” in the deep tones of Dr. Locke.
“Wouldn't you like to come?” - “If you please. sir, may I have leave to
“Yes, of course. I want to stand by old 8° home and see my uncle,” said Harry.
Bob. But—well, you know how poor my The Head raised his eyebroyws.
people are. It’s no good making any bones “TFor what reason, Wharton 7"
about the matter,” said the scholarship boy “You know about what’s happened to

frankly. “And so——" Bob? Bob Cherry, I mean.”
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“Yes; I was very sorry to hear it,” said
the Head gravely. *“I sincerely hope that
Major Cherry still lives.”

“He is going to be searched for, sir.”

“That is an excellent thing.”

“We—we were thinking of looking for
him, sir.”

Dr. Locke started, and stared
junior, as well he might.

“You, Wharton?”

“Yes, sir,” said Harry. “I, and DBob,
Nugent and Bull, sir, Linley and Fish. If
you would be kind enough to give us leave,
§1r, to wet away from Greyiriars before the
vac.,”

“You cannot be serious, Wharton. Lven
12 the vacation your people would not allow
mere boys to undertake such a journey.”

“I think my uncle would take us, sir.”

“Ah!  That would elter the case, of
course,” sald the IHead. “But have you
any reason to suppose that Colonel Wharton
would undertake this journey?”

“I want to ask him, sir.”

“And that is the reason why you wish to
g0 home to-day 1”

“Yes, sir.”

The Head wrinkled his brows thought-
fully.

“Very well, Wharton. You can at least
have leave to visit your uncle. If he should
consent to take you on this journey, I shall
discuss the matter with him.”

“Thank you very much, sir.”

And Wharton, ten minutes later, was
walking down to the gates of Greyiriars,
with Nugent and Linley and Bull and Fish
to see him ofi.

at the

“I kinder guess I ought to come with you,
Wharton,” Fisher T. Tish remarked as they
stood on the platform of the old station of
Friardale, waiting for the train to come
In.

Wharton stared at the American youth.

“What the dickens for?” he demanded.

“To persuade the old gentleman. I could
put 1t to him in a businesslike way, you
know,” explained Fisher T. Fish. “I guess
I could make him cotton to the idea that
he simply must come.”

Harry Wharton smiled.

“I think T can do all that's necessary,”
e said. * Hallo, here’s my train!”

The train came rolling In. Nugent
opened a carriage door for his chum.

“I guess I had better come,” said Fish.

“Rats!”

“I can talk to him like a Dutch uncle,
vou know. I can give him straight goods
on the subject, and make him savvy.”

“Bosh !”

“I'll talk to him 1n a businesslike way—
the way we do over there,” said IMisher T.
Iish.  “Over there ™ was the United States
in Iisher T. IFish's peculiar language. “I
can make him see 1t, you sce.  You may get
left.”

“Piflle I”

“Stand back there!” shouted the guard.

“Good-bye, ITarry!”

“Get off there, I'ish |”

Linley and Bull and Nugent made a
grasp at the American junior. But the
slim and elusive Yankee whipped into the
carriage after Wharton. The train was
moving. e grinned back at the astonished
juniors ou the platform.

“Jevver get left?” he inquired.

“You ass §

“You fathead

“You chump

“Lixplain to the doctor that I had to go
and take care of Wharton——"

But the rest of Iisher T. I"ish’s message
was lost in the distance as the train rushed
out of the station.

Harry Wharton leaned back in his seat
and stared at the Yankee schoolboy.

" Well, of all the cheek I"” he ejaculated.

[fisher T. I'ish grinned.

“I guess it’s all O.K.,” he remarked.
"Youj hear me talk to the old guy, and I’ll

“The what?”
“The old guy.”

“If you are referring to my uncle as an
old guy, you’ll get a prize thick ear to take
back to Greyfriars with you!” said Harry
Wharton wrathfully.

“No ofience,” said I'isher T. Fish., “I
guessil should have suid the old gentle-
man.
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“I guess you should, vou howling ass!”

“But you hear me put it to him, that’s
all,” said Fisher T. TI'ish confidently.
“You'll hear the guy—I mean, you’ll hear
him say ¢ Yes.””

“Rats!”
“l guess
“Br-r-r-r !”

The train rushed on. Tisher T. Fish put
his feet up on the seat opposite him 1n the
true American fashion, and chewed the end

of a pencil till the train ran into the station
at Wharton Magnus.

A quarter of an hour later the two juniors
descended from a hack at the gates of Whar-
ton Lodge. A tall, handsome gentleman
with a white moustache was standing by
the gate, talking to the lodgekeeper.

He swung round with an exclamation as
the two juniors approached him.

“Harry !”

“Uncle !”

Colonel Wharton was evidently pleased
to see Harry, and at the same time con-
siderably surprised.

“But what are you doing here, Harry?”
he asked. “Why are you away from Grey-
friars 1"

“I’ve come to ask you a big favour,
uncle.”

The colonel smiled.

“You know you can ask me anything in
reason, Harry,” he said, “and I know you
too well to think that you would ask me
anything out of reason.”

“I guess you’ll say yes, sir,” said I'isher
T. Fish. “I guess &

“I hope you will say yes, sir,” said Harry.

The colonel laughed.

“Yes,” he said.

3

THE FOURTH CHAPTER
Bunter is Not Wanted !

H.«Rmr WHARTON pressed his uncle’s hand.

“Thank you,” he said—"thank you so
much, unclel But it’s a big thing I'm
going to ask, and you’re at liberty to take

the ¢ yes’ back if you like, after I’ve told
you."
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“I guess the colonel won't do that,” said
Fisher T. Fish.

“It’s about Bob Cherry,” said Harry.

“Not in trouble, surely?” asked the
colonel.

“Yes, uncle. His father’s been wrecked
in the Red Sea, on the way to India, and,
so far as is known, only one chap survived
the wreck. But Bob’s mother hopes that
the major may have cot ashore somehow—
he was a splendid swimmer, you know—for
the sole known survivor was saved through
being able to swim four honrs in the water.”

The colonel’s brow clouded.

“Poor old Cherry! He was with me in
the Khyber!” he exclaimed. “I am very
sorry to hear this, Harry!”

“It’s rotten for poor old Bob,”” said
Harry. “He's awfully cut up by it. We

were thinking, uncle B

He paused.

“Yes. Harry ?”

“We kinder guess that the major may still
be flourishing out there somewhere on the
African coast,” Fisher T. Fish interjected.

- . . . - "
“We’re thinking of going to look for him.

fC )

Ahem !

“That’s it, uncle,” said Harry Wharton
eagerly. “You see, the major is very likely
still alive—wrecked on a coast among
savages and Arab dervishes. You were
going to take all of us on a caravan trip
for the summer vac. 1ill you take uson a
cruise instead 1”

“A cruise, Harry?” said the colonel, tug-
ging thoughtfully at his white moustache.

“Yes, uncle; a cruise to the Red Sea.”

"By Jove!”

“As for the expense, I shall have a lot
of money when I’'m twenty-one, you know,
and I should like to pay for it,” said Harry
difidently. “I know it will cost some
money.

The colonel shook his head.

“That would not do, Harry. Besides,
the money is not the point. If I could go,
I could find the money easily enough. What

does your headmaster say about it? I
suppose you asked him first?”

)




“Yes, uncle: and I think
he will give his permission
easily enough if he knows

that you will take us.”

The colonel nodded.

“Very well, Harry. I will
think it over, at all events.
A matter of this sort can-
not be settled 1in a few
minutes. I am sorry forv
the major, and I should be
clad to do anything I could
to help him if he is really
cast away on the shores of
the Red Sea.”

“What did T tell vou?”
exclaimed Iisher T'. IFish
triumphantly.  “Didn't [
tell you he would be an old
sport 1"

“Thanks for your good
opinion,’ said the colonel,
smiling.  “I hope I shall
always Dbe an old sport. Come into the
house now and have some dinner, and we
will talk it over.”

And over a cosy little dinner they dis-
cussed the matter. The more they discussed
1t, the more the colonel seemed to take to
the idea, and it was not long before he
decided to carry it out. Fisher T. IYish
erinned at Harry Wharton over the table,

“I reckon I told you I should work the
rifle,” lie said.

Harry stared.

“You !” he ejaculated.

“Yep !”

“It will be an excellent way of passing
the summer vacation, instructive as well as
amusing,” sald the colonel. *“But if any
cood 1s to be done, we shall have to start
immediately, and I shall come down to Grey-
friars and ask the Head’s consent for you
boyvs to accompany me.”

“Thank you so much, uncle !”

The colonel looked at his watch.

“I will come this evening,” he said. “I
can return with you. There will still be
time for me to catch the last train for
London, where I shall have to go to arrange
about chartering a steamer.”

tonished
platform.

T. Fish whipped into the # —:,7/
carriage after Wharton. The
train was moving.
leant out of the window and
g¢rinned back at the as-
juniors on the

‘““ Jevver  get
left 2 " (See Chapter 3.)
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Fish

Wharton’s eyes glistened.

Even IFigher T. IFish, convinced as he was
that nothing ever was done on this side of
the Atlantic as it might be done on the
other side, was impressed. The colonel cer-
tainly did not intend to allow the grass to

grow under his feet.
[~ ]

“I guess your uncle’s up to snuff, yep,”
Fisher T. Tish remarked as they walked
back to the station. “I guess he’s as hefty
as an Amurrican when it comes to making
things hum. What time does that train
go 1"

“Half-past seven.”

“Better hustle, then, or we’ll lose it.
Sorry to hurry you, sir, but we shall lose
the train if we don’t hustle.”

Colonel Wharton looked down at the slim
and far from athletic American with a
smile.

IFisher T. T'ish prided himself upon his
powers as a walker, but, as a matter of
fact, there were Third Form fags at Grey-
friars who could have walked away from
him.

“Very well; let us walk faster,” said
Colonel Wharton.

And he stepped out with his soldier’s
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stride. Harry grinned and quickened his
pace. [Iisher T. Fish laboured after them,
grunting. In about two minutes he dropped
hopelessly behind.

“I guess we’'ve got time enough now,” he
called out breathlessly.

Colonel Wharton and his nephew did not
appear to hear. They strode on at the same
rapid pace, and Fisher T. Fish broke into
a run to keep up.

“T guess it’s all right now I” he bawled.

But there was no reply, nor did they

slacken their pace.
Fisher T. Fish was kept on the run until
the little old station of Wharton Magnus

was reached.
He was gasping for breath as he came
:nto the station, and found the colonel and

Harry lounging 1n A leisurely way on the

platform.
«Hallo |” said Harry.

behind ¥ .
fish panted. | |
‘l:\i\faplejl J—I guess I was taking it
easily,” he jerked out.

€« hﬂ‘, h!].. !” X
"gfﬂ"courSE, I’m not tired; I’'m not out

: Hvasth. ’m all O.K.”
2 Pﬁbﬂ_blhe; ha |” roared Wharton.

: .ain came in, and they were soon
b gll;i;mlbnack to Greyfriars. Colonel
\’ghartoﬂ rang at the college gates when
1 reached the school, and Gosling, the
b hushed his growl as he saw the tall
I?Mtfwﬂc,ut’sin::le. As the three crossed the
hgmél . a fat figure rolled out of the
%l(gwoloH(;“Se: and the starligcht glimmered

: ’s bie spectacles.
upon Billy Bunter's big 8l

“Did we leave you

- Wharton! 1 only want to
Are you going on that

3}
e are, Bunty.

glguse w}:c]ﬂimed Billy Bunter. “I'll

{9 GOOd l" C
come Wwith 5'011',,
ess NnoOtL. 5
Sl ! TFish

« I‘Eﬂuy? . R PR T
“gﬁht gou jolly well won’t!” Harry

b
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Wharton exclaimed. “You’re trouble
enough here, Bunter. Buzz off!”

“Look here, Wharton,” said Billy Bun-
ter, taking hold of Harry’s sleeve, and
speaking 1in his most persuasive tones.
“Look here i

“Rats! Leggo!”

“It’s simply imperative for me to come.
You see, I shall be so useful. If there is
any cooking to be done

“Rats!”

“Or eating,”” grinned Tisher T. Fish.
“That’s where Bunter could lend valuable
assistance.”

“Oh, really, you know Look here,
Wharton, I simply must come. I don’t see
why I should stick to lessons while vou chaps
go off on blessed holidays. Look here
Oh !”

Wharton jerked his arm away from the
fat junior, and Fisher T. IFish gave him a
gentle bump. Billy Bunter sat down in
the Close and gasped, with a sound like
escaping ¢as.

“Ow! Yow!

“Ha, ha, hal”

Wharton and IFish went on into the
House. Billy Bunter sat and gasped, and
his dulcet tones floated in after the two
juniors.

" Beasts 1"

)

Beasts!”

THE FIFTH CHAPTER
The Wrong Nose !
TIIE next few days werge busy ones for the
chums of Grevfriars.

It had been decided that they should go,
and that the party should consist of six
juniors—Harry Wharton, DBob Cherry,
IF'rank Nugent, John Bull, Mark Linley,
and Fisher T. Fish.

Their Hindu chum, Hurree Singh, was
absent from Greyfriars, on a visit to his
native land.

The half-dozen juniors had
preparations to malke.

They were going on a voyage to a tropi-
cal clime, and into dangerous regions, and
they had to go prepared.

In the matter of clothing the colonel’s
experience stood him in good stead.
His advice was very valuable to the

)
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and they did some shopping in
obtaining the

minimum of

juniors,
London under his guidance,
maximum of value for the
expenditure.

There was the question of arms to be
considered, too, and there the colonel’s help
came in very useful. Harry Wharton was
n good shot, and knew a ereat deal about
cuns; but the others did not. But they
were greatly pleased with themselves when
they saw the case of rifles and revolvers
provided for them.

Nugent’s eyes sparkled as he looked at the
case.

“My hat!” he exclaimed. “This looks
really like business at last. I wonder if
we shall have to use these things?”
likely,” said Harry Wharton
quietly. “We're going to the African shore
of the Red Sea, and the natives there are
savage enough—some of them cannibals, I
believe. There are certainly cannibals
farther inland, in the Sudan.”

“By Jove l”

“We shall have to land, of course, to
search for the major, and we may have
fichting to do—perhaps every day,” said
Harry.

“Ripping!” said John Bull.

Harry Wharton laughed.

“We might get the worst of
suggested.

“Oh, rats!”

“Yep, rats,” said IFFisher T. Fish.
What do you think, Bob, old son?”

Bob Cherry started out of a reverie.

“Eh1” he said. “Why, I think I'll fight
all North Africa, if necessary, to find my
father|”

“Hear, hear!” said Mark Linley.

The colonel had chartered a steamer to
take the party to the Red Sea. It was a
preat day for the Greyfriars juniors when
they started.

Mrs. Cherry saw them off in the train for
London.

The major’s wife—or, perhaps, widow—
was very calm and quiet, but the red on
her eyelids showed of recent tears.

“Good-bye, ma’am !” said Harry Wharton
as he shook hands with Bob’s mother.

(
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“Good-bye! And never fear, we'll bring
Bob back all right.”
“And dad, too, mother,” whispered Bob.
God bless you, my boy,” whispered Mrs.
Cherry, “and grant, too, that you may find
your father. Good-bye, my dear boys!”

And the juniors waved their hats as the
train steamed out.

Bob Cherry sat in a corner and coughed.
Like many boys of really deep feeling, he
felt a curious shame about xhumng his
emotions. The train rushed on towards
London, and Bob Cherry coughed in his
corner and blinked.

“How the wind blows in!” he grunted,
rubbing his eyes. “Makes a fellow’s eyes
water,”

“Yes, doesn’t it 7"’ agreed Harry.

“I guess you'd better change with me,
and have your back to the engine, sonny,”
said Wisher T. Fish sympathetically.

“Never mind; I'm all right.”

And Bob Cherry plunged his face into a
newspaper, and appeared to be reading for
the next half-hour; but as he was holding
the paper upside down, it is highly improb-
able that he read any of it.

The colonel and his companions alighted
from the train in London, and they pro-
ceeded at once to the steamer,

It was a little craft, and did not look a
very handsome vessel; but it was fast and
well built.

The captain, a short, thick-set man, with
a red beard, called Captain Coke, was pre-
sented to the juniors, and he greeted them
in a deep voice that seemed to echo from
the depths of his huge heard.

The boys were shown to their quarters
on the steamer. They found them confined
enough as to space, but clean and comfort-
able.

“I guess we can manage here,” Fisher
T. Fish remarked. “Of course, perhaps
this isn’t exactly as we should do it over
there.”

“Oh, cheese 1t Fishy I”

"I ouess
“Shut up !” roared the juniors.

And the American grinned and shut up.
The six juniors occtlpled three state-rooms
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adjoining one another, each containing two
bunks. There was room for the cabin
trunks they had brought, and room for
them to move. And more than that, as
Frank Nugent remarked philosophically,
they really could not expect.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER
All Alike !

ERE we are—at sea !”

Harry Wharton uttered the excla-
mation as he came up on the deck of the
steamer. The Thames, with its busy ship-
ping, its thousands of masts and funnels,
had been left behind.

Away out of the great estuary of the
Thames the steamer was gliding, leaving
behind a black track of smoke against the
sunny sky.

The weather was beautiful, the sea softly
rippling and gleaming in the rays of the
summer sun.

Overhead the sky was blue, and skylarks
skimmed to and fro upon the broad expanse.
It was a cheerful and inspiriting sight.

It was a great change, too, for the juniors
of Greyfriars. Much as they loved the old
school, much as they loved the grey old
walls and ivied windows, they were glad
to be upon the blue sea, to be sailing for
new and strange lands.

“T guess this is all right,” Fisher T.
Fish remarked, leaning gracefully upon the
rail, with one foot stretched out behind him.

“I guess we shall enjoy this trip—some.”

“T guess 50, sald IFrank Nugent, with a
sinile.

“I hope you chaps ain’t seasick.”

“I’m not,” said Harry.

“I guess you’ll all knock under as soon
as we get to the Channel,” said IFisher T.
Fish, with a grin. “You’ll be crawling all
over the deck, I guess. Of course, I shall
not feel it a bit. I’m an old sailor.”

“Weren’t vou sick crossing from New
York?” asked Mark Linley,

The American youth did not appear to
hear the question.

“The old tub will begin to roll as soon
as we get into the Channel,” he said. “I

suppose we have to go through the
Channel 1”

(4

“Yes, rather—and then through the Bay
of Biscay,” said Harry.

Nugent gave a groan of comic apprehen-
sion.

“The Bay of Biscay! My hat! That
will give us a twist, unless we've got on our
sea-legs by that time.”

“I guess I shall be all O.K.”

I guess you will, if swank can do it,”

sa1d John Bull.

It was a sunny afternoon as the steamer
plunged into the chops of the Channel.
The weather was not at all rough, but the
sea was rolling very much past the chfis ot
Dover. TFrank Nugent sat on a seat on
the deck, and fell very silent. Bob Cherry
appeared to DbLe thinking something out
very deeply.

[Fisher T. Ifish looked at them and
grinned.

LT » ; ® "

[ guess I'm getting hungry,” he re-

marlked.

John Bull gave a start.

“Hungry!” he exclaimed.

“I guess so!”

“You ass! You won’t think of eating
anything now !”

“l cuess I'm an old sailor, and I can
cat when I like,” said Fisher T. I%ish
serenely. “You don’t think the forecastle
hands miss their meals going to sea, do
yoH?”

No; but G

“I guess I’ll have some tommy. Shall I
bring you some? The cook’s keeping open
house for us, you know, by the colonel’s
ovders.”

“None for me, thanks.”

“Shall I bring you somnething, Nugent?”

Nugent grunted.

“NO.”

“Not a little bit of fat pork, or
Oh!”

Nugent plunged forward to the rail, and
leaned over it in anguish. The mention
of fat pork had been the finishing touch.

“Oh! Groo!” groaned Nugent.

“Poor old chap!” said TFisher T. Tish
commiseratingly. “I say, Bob, shall I get
you some fat bacon, or some blanc-mange "
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Colonel Wharton and his nephew strode to the station at a rapid pace, and Fisher T. Fish laboured after them.
1 guess we've got time enough now,’” he called out breathlessly. But they did not appear to hear, nor did
they slacken their pace. (See Chapler 4.)

“Buzz off, you beast!” said Bob Cherry
faintly.

“Shall T get you some fried fish, or i

Bob Cherry made a feeble blow at the
American youth, who grinned and dodged,
and then Bob joined I'rank at the rail.

“I guess I'll go and get my own grub,
then,” said Fisher T. Fish. “Sure there’s
nothing I can do for you fellows$”

The fellows made no reply, and the
American junior swung below. He came
up a few minutes later with a can of hot
coffee in one hand and a shrimp sandwich in
the other. He grinned serenely at the
Greyfriars juniors, who were all feeling

inclined for anything but eating at that
moment.
“Have some of this coffee, Wharton?”
“No, thanks.”

“Have a bit of my shrimp sandwich,
Bull 7"

“No, hang you l”

Bull’s reply was a little less polite than
Harry Wharton’s. But the junior from
New York only grinned.

“I guess a shrimp sandwich is all 0.K.,”
he said. “Better have one; it will buck
you up. Take my tip.”

“Grool”

“What’s the matter with you, Bob?”
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“Gerrooh |”

“1 guess you chaps ought to have stayed
ashore. I say, Bull, you're looking rather
seedy. Have some bloater-paste to buck
you up.”

“Gruh!” gasped Johnny Bull, and he
rushed to the side.

The American grinned.

“How are you feeling, Linley?”
“I am all right,” he said.

“I guess you're an old sailor, eh %"

“1 spent a lot of time on the Mersey and
the Irish Sea once,” said the Lancashire lad
quietly. “I’m seasoned.”

“You all right, Wharton 1”

“Don’t talk to me.”

“Why not?”

“Groo "

“Poor chap |

“Gruh I”

“Have some grub 1"

“Oh, shut up1”

The steamer was rolling and pitching

now in the chops of the Channel, and Harry
Wharton joined his comrades at the rail.

Mark Linley was quite composed, and
he fetched glasses of water for his afflicted
chums, and ministered to them, while Fisher
T. Fish drank his cofiee and ate his shrimp
sandwich with an air of great serenity.

But, as a matter of fact, Fisher T. I'ish’s
serenity was being undermined.

He did not finish that shrimp sandwich.
About half-way through it he tossed what

was left over the rail into the sea, with a
careless sort of air.

Then he was observed to place the cup of
coffee on the deck, not more than half
consumed.

Mark Linley looked at him, and he could
not help grinning. A peculiar shade of
colour was creeping over the face of the
American junior.

“Feeling all right, Fishy?” asked Mark.

“Yep.”

“Not getting at all rocky 9"

“Nope.”

“I'm so glad.  Shall I fetch you anything
to eat?” asked Linley, with a grin.

I'1sher T. Fish made a sort of gulp.

"I guess I’ve had enough for the present,”

Have some coffee?”

be remarked. “Change of air affects my
appetite, you know. and I—I don’t feel
hungry now.”

Bob Cherry turned a colourless face from
the rail.

“Won’t you have some fat pork?” le
groaned.

“Oh, ring off I”

“Or a chunk of fat bacon with plenty of
grease?”

“Ow|”

John Bull was sitting down, in n state
of intense misery. But a ghostly grin stole
over his face as he saw the expression ol

FFisher T. Fish.
“He’s got it, too!” he gasped.

“Oh, good!”

“Rot!” said Fisher T. Fish, in a feebla
voice. “I haven’t got it. 1'm an old sailor,
I guess—some.”

“I’'m jolly glad you’ve got it,” said John
Bull, “and, to judge by the look of you,
yvou’ll have it worse than we do.”

“Nope.”

“Shrimp sandwiches aren’t good for sea-
sickness,” said John Bull, with fienidish ;:lee';
“You’ll be rolling on the deck 1n a minute.

“I guess Ow! Oh! Oooch!”
“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Yow !”

“Ha, ha Grooooch !”

John Bull's laugh ended in a curgling
groan, and he hurried to the side. 1 isher
T. Fish sat down on the bench and moaned.

It had been out of sheer bravado that
he had taken the coffeec and the shrimp sand-
wich. He was sorry for it now. His swank
had cost him dear. As a matter of fact,

he was far worse a sailor than any of tte
others.

Colonel Wharton came along the deck,
and he looked at the juniors with great
commiseration. The rolling of the steamer
made no difference to the tough old soldier.

“I’m sorry you’re feeling bad, my lads,”
he said.

“I guess I’'m all O0.K.,” groaned Fisher
T. Fish.

“You don’t feel it?”

“Nope.”
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“Then wvour looks
said the colonel drily.
“I guess Oh !”
“Wmt the matter?”
“Nothing, I guess.”
“Oh!” uuul"u] \II'TLI’lt
terrific, as old Inky

“QOh!

used to say!

”Nl}l!t!. 1—-—— Oll !”
I'isher T. Tish stopped short in  his
denial, and fairly laid down on the deck,

and was terribly sick.  And for the next
two or three hours Fisher T. Tish hardly
moved, and made no sound excepting to
enit a groan,

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER

Left !

BY the time the Hope was through the
' Channel the Greviriars juniors had
ot on their sea-legs, as a sailor would say,
and the terrible mal-de-mer no longer
assailed them. TFisher T. Fish was the last
to recover; and even when the steamer ran
past Ushant, the American junior was still
teeling considerably uncasy inside. The
other fellows were very much inclined to
chip him on the subject after the swank he
had started with, but he looked so vellow
and miserable that they had not the heart
to do so. All his swank was gone for the
present, which was a great comfort, thouch
it was pretty certain to return as soon as

the American junior felt recovered.
Ushant disappeared to port, and the
bows of the steamer plunged into the

troubled waters of the Bfw of Biscay.

The dreaded Bay was smiling to the view,
but long ere Cape Finisterre came into
sight, the sea was rolling under a gale, and
tho Hope rolled and plunged more ter ribly
than in the chops of the Channel.

Then came the second attack, and the

areyfriars juniors moaned and said things
about the Bay of Biscay which were not
complimentary.

But all things come to an end, and the
steamer ran on into calmer and sunnier
waters, and the mountains of Portugal
loomed up through sunshine and blue.

“This is ripping!” Frank Nugent re-
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are very deceptive,”

This 1s
Ow !

I'm jolly glad Fishy has got it too, though.”

marked one morning as he came on deck.
“Beats caravaning at home, ¢h?”

“I cuess so,” said Fisher T. Tish, "bul
it doesn’t beat coaching on the Hudson over
there, though.”

"Uh. blow over there !”
“1 gruess
“Iishy’s recovered,” said Mark Linley
with a grin. " We shall have swank with
out end now that he's got over the sick

Nness.

The American gave a smifl.

“I guess T wasn't really sick,” he re-
marked, with uncommon nerve. “I was

feeling a little seedy, that’s all, after that
gshrimp sandwich., My opinion is that the
shrimps were high.  I'm a jolly good sailor,
an 4

“Rats!”

“And I've practically never been sick

There was a shout of protest from the
juniors.

After the exhibition Fisher T. TMich had
made of himself 1n the Bay of Biscay, roll-
g on the deck or moaning in his bunk
for hours together, this was really a little
too cool.

“Shut up I”

“Checso it 1"

“Ring off' I”

“I guess " began I'isher T. Iish.

“Of all the cheek!” exclaimed Harry
Wharton indignantly. “When you're as
yellow as a guinea at the present moment,
and you’ve made more fuss than the lot of
us put together|”

"\?opel I 4

“Oh, bump him!” exclaimed Bob Cherry.

“Good egg I”

The juniors made a rush at Fisher T.
Fish. The American junior made a rush
in his turn for the companion-way, and
bolted down the stairs. There was a roar
from the direction of the cabin ladder and
the sound of a heavy bump.

“My hat!” roared FFrank Nugent.
ass! Who’s he knocked down 1"

A deep voice answered the question,
“You clumsy swab!l”

)
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“Captain Coke! The skipper, by Jove!”
crasped Wharton.

The juniors ran to look down after I'isher
T. Tfish.

Captain Coke was just picking himself
up at the bottom of the steps, and Fisher
T. Fish still lay gasping on the floor. The
expression upon the thickly-bearded face
of the skipper showed that he was very
angry.

“You silly swab!” he exclaimed. “You
clumsy lubber !”

“I guess i

“You tumbling lubber |”

“T guess I'm sorry!”

The skipper growled and tramped on
deck. Ifisher T. Fish rose to his feet, look-
ing considerably dazed,

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Fisher T. Fish looked up at the grin-
ning faces above.

“Ow!” he grunted. “Ow! T’m hurt!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Nugent. “Jevver
get left?”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

And Fisher T. Fish limped away without
replying.

The steamer rounded the coast of Por-
tugal, and stopped at the Spanish coast,
at Cadiz, for a few hours, and then ran on
swiftly through the Straits of Gibraltar.

As the steamer rushed on into the Medi-
terranean, the juniors had a glimpse of
Gibraltar, that wonderful fortress won by
British pluck, held by British fortitude,
and now the guardian of the entrance of the
Mediterranean Sea.

“There’s Gib.!” said Harry Wharton.
“I’d hike to land there, if we had time;
but we haven't!”

Bob Cherry nodded.

He, too, would have been glad to explore
the famous Rock, but he was anxious to

get to the scene of his father’s shipwreck
and commence the search for him.

All Bob Cherry’s thoughts now were of
his father, and somehow, as the steamer ran
on into Southern waters, Bol’s hopes of
finding his father alive rose and grew
stronger. In his mind’s eye he could see
his father on the rocky coast, in tattered
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attire, looking out to sea, waiting for the
vessel that was to rescue him.

“And we jolly well will save him,” said
Bob Clierry, pursuing his unspoken thought
aloud. “I'm not going back without ]1.11111.
or else without proof that 1t's all over !

“And we'll stick to vou, Bob,” said John
Bull. ‘

“I guess so! But vou leave it to me—1I 1l
find him,” said Fisher T. Fish. *“You rely
on the hoss-sense of a fellow from over
there.”

To which all the juniors replied with
remarkable unanimity :

“Rats !”

Colonel Wharion came on deck with a
cardboard target in his hand, and a sca-
man brought up half a dozen rifles. The

juniors gathered round the old soldier at
once.

“We're going to have some shooting prac-
tice, sir?” asked Bob.
The colonel nodded.

“That’s it, my lad. We may have to use
our firearms on the coast when we get there,
and you need practice. I hope, of course,
that there will be no fichting; but you can
never tell, and the best way to avold a
fight 1s to be ready for one.”

“Yes, rather, sir.”

Fisher T. Fish picked up one of the rifles.
The way he held it showed that he had
handled a gun before, but whether he could
use it to any purpose was another question.
The American junior had certainly told
the fellows that he was a dead shot, but
he had told them many other things that
they did not quite believe.

"I guess I could account for a good many
of the beggars with this cun,” Fisher 'T.
I'ish remarked, looking round for admira-

tion. “You should have seen the way I
shot buffaloes over there.”

“In New York ?” grinned John Bull.
“Yep—I mean nope. On the prairies,”
sald [ish vaguely. “I’'m a dead shot! 1

guess I could show you chaps something in
shooting |”

“Go it, then.”
Colonel Wharton laughed.
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“You shall begin,
then,” he said. "Tut
up the target, Han-

y
SON.

“Ay, ay, sir!

The deck was
cleared for a space for
the target shooting.
All the juniors Kknew

e

how to  load their
ritles, but with the
exception of  Harry
Wharton thevy were

liti]L‘ Hi\‘t'[l tO -.]mutin;_;
straight.,  Fisher 1.
Ii1sh put the rifle to
his  shoulder, and
clanced  along  the
barrel.

"It might be a good
1dea to put the sights
corvectly before fir-
ing,” the colonel sug-
;_':L‘:ett"tl i.]llitffl}'.

“I guess so0,” said
IFisher T. Tish, un-
abashed .

Bang |

“I guess that's a
bullseve.”

The  target was
large enough, and it
was at no great
range. DBut it did
not show a sign of
having been touched.
Ilven on the outermost

rim of 1t IYisher T. Fizh's bullet had made

no mark.

There was a chuckle from the juniors and
from the seamen looking on,
Fish’s bullet had whizzed away to sea, at
least a yard from the rim of the target.

“Ha. ha, ha!”

“T guess my hand’s out a little,” said
“You

IFisher T. Fish.
all.”
“Ha, ha, ha!
“Go 1t, Fishy "
Bang !

No mark on the target!

We’re watching you.”

Fisher T. Fish, cager to
¢scape the juniors, bolted
down the slairs, There was
a roar from the direction of
the cabin ladder and the
sound of a heavy bump.
“My hat |”" said Frank
Nugent, *‘ He's Knocked
down Captain Coke [ ”’
(See Chapter 7.)

Bang! Bang!
“Ha, ha, ha!”
“Say,” exclaimed
IFisher T. Ilish, “I
cuess these ain’t
blank cartridges
_ ' any mistake, are they?”
Y7 The colonel burst into a laugh.
“No, they are not blank,” he said.

“Then what’s the matter ?”

“The matter is that you cannot shoot, I
suppose.”

“I guess

“Oh, shut up, Fishy!” said Harry Whar-
ton. “You can’t shoot for tofire! Cheese
it, and take a back scat.”

“I guess 4

“Rats "

And Fisher T. TFish was gently pushed
aside, and the other juniors joined in the
rifle practice, and ere long the target was
spotted over with holes. Harry Wharton
succeeded in getting bullseyes twice in three

( 127 )

I"isher 7.

I

watch me. that’y



shots, and the rest succeeded in putting
their lead somewhere near the mark; but
Fisher T. Fish, try as he would, could not
hit the target at all.

He threw down his rifle at last.

“I guess I can’t get on to the hang of
these English rifles,” he said. “But you
should have seen me at shooting over there.”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“I guess I don’t see where the cackle
comes in.”

“But we do,” grinned Nugent. “Hear
us grin! Ha, ha, hal”

And the juniors grinned loudly.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER
Danger !

S UNNY skies and sunny seas |

The Hope steamed on through the calm
waters of the Mediterranean, between coasts
famed in song and story. On the right,
Africa, Morocco, Algeria, Tunis, Tripoli,
in quick succession. On the left, Sardinia
and Sicily, and then Greece and the Isles of
Greece and Crete. The succession of roman-
tic names was dazzling to the minds of the
Greyfriars juniors.

Bob Cherry looked away to port one
morning towards the distant mountains of
Greece and drew a deep breath,

“And that’s where old Homer actually
trotted round when he was alive!” he said.
“My hat! How I'd like to go therel”

And Mark Linley looked away towards
distant Greece with a longing eye. Mark,
the scholarship boy, the fellow who had
worked in a factory before he had won
his scholarship to Greyfriars, was the only
fellow there who read Homer as if the
Greek were English, and to him Greece
meant more than it meant to the others.

“We’ll go there some day, Bob,” he said.

“Yes. rather!”

“I guess we're going to stick to bizney
now, though,” said TIfisher T. I ish.
“Achilles and his giddy wrath cut no ice
with me, I can tell you. So don’t you begin
with ¢ Menin acide Thea,’ please, Marky.”

Mark Linley lauched.

“1 wasn’t going to,” he said.

“Good! We shall be at Port Said soon,”

said Fisher T. Fish. “I hope we shall get
a run ashore there. Teople say that it’s
the wickedest hole on the face of the earth.
Worth seeing, I guess.”

£ 3>

Rats |

Fisher T. Fish was disappointed. The
juniors were not allowed ashore at Port
Said, which was probably all the better
for them. The steamer glided on through
the Suez Canal, which the juniors viewed
with breathless interest, and then the waters
of the Red Sea were round her keel.

The Red Sea!

The mere name of it had a thousand
associations. The juniors thought of the
ages ago, when Pharaoh and has host werd
overwhelmed in the waters of that sea—
that sea upon which their eves now actually
rested.

“Here we arel” said Bob Cherry, in a low
voice.

“The Red Sea at last!”

“Yes,” said Colonel Wharton quietly;
L1 - - L}
and here is where our quest begins.

It was blazing with heat. Overhead, in
a sky of steely blue, the sun was like a
ball of fire, and the vertical rays came down
on the deck and blistered 1it.

The juniors were clad now in their thin-
nest garments, with broad, shady hats upon
their heads, and they panted with the heat
and the breathlessness.

“Warm, ain’t it?" said Fisher T. Iish, as
the steamer glided through glassy waters.

“My hat! Talk about furnaces!”

“I'm about done all over, I think,”
Nugent said faintly. “I can feel my skin
frizzling.”

Colonel Wharton was consulting with
Captain Coke now. IIe wanted to bring
the steamer to the exact spot, so near as
it was known, where the shipwreck had
taken place. The vessel taking Major
Cherry out to India had been driven upon
a reef in a sudden squall, and Captain Coke
was confident that he could find the spot,

from the information he had received from
the survivor of the wrecls.

“It’s in the loneliest part of a lonely
coast, sir,” he said. “I believe I know just
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where to look for it, but we shall have to
be careful of the steamer.”

“I leave it in your hands, captain.”

“Ay, ay, sirl”

Bob Cherry approached the colonel as he
came down from the bridge. Bob's face
wias very eager,

“Are we getting near now, sir?” he asked.

“Yes, my lad ”

Bob Cherry’s eyes glistened.

“Then we’re really going to begin the
search at last 17 he asked.

“Yes.  We shall be on the exact spot
where your father’s vessel was wrecked this
afternoon, according to our skipper ”

“0Oh, cood, sir!”

“And from there we shall steam directly
to the shore, and our search begins for the
major.” )

“Thaunk vou, sir!”

The steamer glided on through shining
waters.

At first, many sails and many funnels
had been in sight, but now the steamer was
drawing towards the African coast, out of
the track of ships.

Only a sail or two of an Arab dhow, going
to or from Massawah, broke the blue of the
seq.

The juniors were looking out eagerly.

A rocky, barren shore, with dark woods
inland, came up from the sea, and they
were looking upon Africa.

Here the waters were curling over many a
sunken reef, with long white lines of foam,
and the pace of the steamer dropped to
alimost a crawl.

There was a dead calm on the sea; the
water was glassy. Had the Hope heen a
gniling vessel she would have been becalmed,
motionless upon the motionless waters.

But the engines were throbbing, and the
stenmer crawled on through dangerous
channels, amid grim. bristhing reefs.

The juniors watched the sea breathlessly.

It needed only a little miscalculation on
the part of the navigator for the vessel to
run upon some sharp fang of rock, and to
o to the bottom—as always in the life of
a sailor, in the midst of life they were in
death.

HA

Wrecked on that desolate coast, 1n an
open boat under the blazing sun, their lot
would not be an enviable one.

But the juniors were not thinking of the
danger.

All their thoughts were in the quest, In
finding the spot where the major had been
wrecked, and then sveking him on the
nearest land.

It was with a thrill that the juniors saw
firearms served out to the scamen of the
steamer,

Piracy in the Red Sea—a very flourish-
ing concern not so very long ago—has been
stamped out by the British Navy. But 1n
odd corners of that lawless region, sailor-
men know that unarmed vessels sometimes
pay toll to savage Arabs, half traders and
half robbers, who infest the coast in their
swift dhows. It was necessary to be careful.

The juniors received their rifles with the
rest. Daily practice at the target on deck
during the voyage had made them all pro-
ficient, with the exception of Ifisher T. I7ish.
It seemed unlikely that the American junior
would ever be able to shoot straight, though
he was never tired of relating the exploits
he had performed “over there” with all
Kinds of firearms,

The juniors put on their bandoliers and
londed their rifles, and watched the sea.

John Bull had a pair of binoculars swung
over his shoulder, and he raised them
several times and scanned the water east-
ward.

“I guess you’re looking in the wrong
direction, Johnny,” enid Fisher 1. Fish.
“T'he wreck wag towards the African coast,
and you’re looking towards Arabia, sonny."”

“I wasn’t looking for the wreck, my son.”

“Then what the .

“I was looking at that vessel,” said John
Bull quietly. “It’s been following us for
more than an hour—ever since we slackened
down speed among the reefs, in fact.”

“My hat!” ,_

The juniors followed John Bull’s glance.
Eastward on the sea loomed up a large
Arab dhow, and in the blazing sunlight
they could see the dark faces and the white
garments of her crew. IFor a vessel of her
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size, the crew seemed very numerous, and
in the sun-blaze the juniors were certain
they caught a flash and glitter here and
there of bright steel.

“By Jove!” said Harry Wharton.,

“I believe the beggars mean mischief,”

said John Bull quietly. “If they don’t,
what are they following us for?”

“Not to help us, anyway.”

“No fear!”

“I’ll speak to my uncle.”

Harry Wharton
colonel, who was standing by the rail,
watching the curling sea ahead, and look-
ing away towards diin Africa. Harry
touched the old soldier on the arm.

“Uncle !”

The colonel glanced down at him.

“What is it, Harry?"

“Will you look at that craft?
she has been following us for an hour. I
didn’t notice it before.”

Colonel Wharton started.

“By Jove l”

He joined the captain hurriedly on the
bridge.

NINTH CHAPTER
Arab Pirates |

ARRY WHARTON & Co.
anxiously towards the dhow.
craft had been creeping on, on the track
of the steamer, like some wild animal
cautiously following its prey. But now its
speed was increasing, as if 1t were sure.

THE

Captain Coke knitted his grizzled brows

as he looked at the dhow. Colonel Whar-
ton read his expression aright.

“You think they mean
asked.

The skipper nodded.

“Ay, ay, sir.”

“But a steamer could soon show a clean

pair of heels to any sailing vessel, in case

of necessity,” the colonel remarked.

“Not in this case, sir,” said Captain Coke,
with a shake of the head.
scoundrels know this coast better than I do,

and they think they’ve got us into a trap.”

“A trap! In what way?”
“We're right among the reefs now, and

(

crossed over to the

Bull says

looked away
The

mischief 1 he

“You see, those

roing at a crawl. We can’t put on steam,
sir, without staving in our timhers on the
reefs, and they know it well.”

The colonel tugged at his grey moustache.

“Then we cannot run.”

“Impossible ”

“Then if they mean mischief

“They can attack us if they like,” said
the skipper quietly.

“And you think

“I think they will like.”

“By Jove |”

The colonel looked towards the Arab dhow
again, It was ranging up closer and closer
to the steamer.

The Arabs were crowding the deck now.
The glimmer of steel was to be plainly seen.

Firearms, probably, the brown rascals
had few or none; but they had knives or
scimitars in abundance. 1f they should get
to close quarters, they would be terribly
dangerous foes to tackle.

And that they meant mischief there could
be little doubt now. They were near
enough for the brown, malignant faces, the
drawn lips and shining teeth, to be clearly
seen.

They were going to attack!

The juniors could see it, too. Their
hearts beat faster as they grasped their
rifles.

Harry Wharton & Co. seemed likely to
have to fight for their lives, and to depend
for their safety upon nothing but their own
pluck and strength.

The colonel lowered his voice as he spoke
again. There was nothing like fear in the
heart of the old soldier; he was thinking
of the boys whom he had brought from
Greyfriars into this terrible peril.

“They are coming for us?” he muttered.

“Ay, ayl”

“And if they board us——"

Captain Coke smiled grimly.

“If they once get aboard, sir, they’ll get
the better of us by numbers. There are
two-score of them at least.”

“And if they beat us 4

“They will murder every mother’s son on
the ship, and then sink her after they’ve
taken away everything valuable. They

1
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won't leave any-
body alive to bring
down a  British
cruiser upon
them.”

“The hounds!”

Captain Coke
shrugged his
shoulders,

“These
were slavers and
pirntus t1ll our
cruisers  stopped
them,” he said.
“They’ve changed
their ways, but not
their natures.
They’re all ready to
break out again at
a moment’s notice.”

fellows

“I suppose so0.”

“But they won't
cet  aboard,” said
the captain grimly.
“We have fifteen
hands, including
the boys, and most
of them know how
to shoot. I’'ll hail
the scum vonder
through the mega-
phone, and warn
them ofi.”

“(Good !”

T he captain’s
hail rang over the
rapidly  lessening
space between the
two vessels.

"Almyl
there !”

A hﬂ}' .

There was

no reply
But the vessel crept on steadily, her side

lined with dark, savage faces and ¢littering
eyes, faces and eyes of men who looked like

Captain Coke sct his lips.

** Keep off, or we fire ]”’

and still the dhow came on.

from the

wild beasts about to spring.
Harry Wharton gritted his teeth.
“They’re coming for us,” he said tensely.

“I guess so0.”

(

dhow.
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Once more he bawled through the megaphone,
An Incomprehensible yell from the pirates answered
(See Chapter 9.)

. Load I"”

volce,

rang

out Colonel

Wharton’s

Again the captain hailed the dhow.

“Ahoy |

Keep off, or we shall shoot !”

A jabbering in strange tongues, a sound

of mocking, cruel laughter.

Savage faces

grinned from the dhow, and weapons were

openly displayed
)

now,

There

was 1o



further disguise about the Arabs. Slavers
in old times, traders and robbers as chance
ofiered, they were pirates now, prepared for
any savage and desperate work.

Captain Coke set his lips.

Once more he bawled through the m¢ za-
phone.

“Keep off, or we fire!”

A yell from the dhow answered.

The words were incomprehensible, but the
meaning was clear—the meaning was rob-
bery, murder! That was clear enough.

The dhow was not fifty yards distant now.
The Arabs were standing ready to spring
aboard the steamer; some of them had
placed their knives in their teeth, to leave
their hands free till they should be aboard.

Captain Coke glanced down along the
deck.

“Tire!” he said.

Crack! crack! crack!

A blaze of rifle-fire burst from the deck
of the steamer.

It crashed into the crowded Arabs on the
dhow like hail.

There was a fearful yell from the crowd
of brown-faced savages.

Men fell right and left, shrieking and
groaning.

Colonel Wharton’s eyes gleamed. To the
old soldier, the crack of a rifle was a sound
of music. Like an old war-horse, the snift
of battle was delightful to him.

“Fire!” he shouted. “Give it them well |”

Crack-ack-ack-ack |

The magazine rifles poured out a deadly
hail of lead.

It swept through and through the crowd
of savage Arabs, bowling them over like
ninepins.

Wounded men sprawled over the dhow,
shrieking and screaming, and louder yells
of rage broke from those who were not hit.

The juniors were firing with the rest.

Which of the shots went home and which
did not 1t was impossible to tell. Many
missed, and many found billets in savage
breasts. g

It was no time to think of squeamish

mercy. Life itself was at stake; it was life
they were fighting for.

Crack-ack-ack !

And still the dhow glided on.

Bump !

For a moment the vessels touched, and ere
they receded apart a brawny Arab leaped on
the deck of the steamer.

The vessels separated, and two or three

following Arabs dropped into the sea
between. The rifles still blazed away at the
dhow.

The single Arab stood on the steamer’s
deck, panting, a long, gleaming scimitar in
his hand. With savage face, he rushed
right at the juniors who were nearest to
him.

Crack! ‘

It was a revolver in Colonel Wharton's
hand that rang out.

The ruffian gave a convulsive leap, and
spun round, and crashed down upon the
deck.

He did not move again.

Harry Wharton drew a deep, deep
breath. The scimitar had been within threo
feet of himi when his uncle shot the ruflian
down.

Crack—crack—ecrack—crack !

The rifles were yet ringing out, but the
dhow was not coming on now. The pirates
had had enough of it, and they were sheer-
ing off,

Like a frightened animal, the Arab craft
fled before the wind, a savage yell ringing
back from her ferocious crew as she went.

From the British seamen and the Grey-
friars juniors a loud hurrah answered.
They had won!

“Hurrah! Hurrah!”

THE TENTH CHAPTER
A Clue at Last !
or.ONEL Wnarrtox stepped towards the
fallen Arab on the deck of the steamer.
He was the only man who had gained a
footing there, and he had fallen to the
colonel’s revolver. DBut the man was not

dead. As the colonel stopped beside him, the

dusky ruffian stirred, and his wild, dark

eyes opened.

Hate and rage blazed in them as they
rested upon the white man.

Colonel Wharton stooped and disarmed



the man. He caught up the scimitar and
tossed 1t over the rail into the sea. Then
he dragged a knife and a revelver from the
rufhan’s sash.

The Arab groaned.

The kniie the colonel tossed aside. but the
revoiver he retained 1n his hand It excited
his interest. It was not, properly speak-
ing, a revolver, but a repeating pistol of the
most modern manufacture, and certainly a
most surprising weapon to find in the posses-
sion of an Arab in the Red Sea.

“That has belonged to some ISuropean
quite lately, sir,” Captain Coke remarked.

Colonel Wharton nodded.

“Yes, I was thinkine o, Someone whom
this scoundrel has robbed, I suppose.”

The pirate groaned again,

“Make him tell you, sir,” said Bob Cherry
eagerly. “Do you mind letting me see the
[‘rihhﬂ clnsul}', sir ]

“Bv all means. But why?”

“It’s a Browning, isn’t it]”

“Yes.~

“My father had a pair of Browning pis-
tols with him,” said Bob Cherry. “I saw
Lim practising with them a lot of times last
vacation, sir.  They were exactly that
make, and 1t occurred to me just now i

He paused.

“My hat!” exclaimed Harry Wharton,
with great interest.  “Was there any mark
on your dad’s pistols, Bob1”

“Yes; his initials, cut in the stock.”

“We shall soon
Colonel Wharton.

He turned the butt of the pistol up to
view. A sharp cry escaped ifrom Bob
Cherry, and 1t was echoed from the rest.

There, 1n the butt, were the engraved
initials—"R. C.”

“Robert  Cherry!”
Wharton,

Bob’s eves blazed with excitement.

“It’s one of my father's pistols!” he ex-
claimed. “Then dad can’t have gone down,
or it would have gone down with him. That
villnin must have taken it from my father
while he was still livine.”

“Hurrah!” shouted John Bull.

“Quite right, I think,” said the colonel

{

sce as to that,” said

ejaculated

Harry
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slowlv. He did not add the thought that
came at once into his mind—the Arab pirate
was hardly likely to have robbed the major
without doing him further harm. He would
not discourage the boy. “We'll get the
truth from this scoundrel, anyway.”

“Can he speak Enghish, sir?”
“We shall see.”

The wounded pirate was glaring savagely
at the Englishmen. His face was covered
with blood from his wound, where the bullet
had ploughed along his skull and stunned
him. Ie was recovering fast now, but he
was unarmed, and at the mercy of the white
men.

“Do you speak English1” exclaimed the

colonel.

The man shook his head.

“I dare say he could if he liked, sir,” said
Captain Coke. “DBut it's no matter. 1
can talk his lingo, and I'll translate for the
swab, if you like.”

“Thank you, captain.”

Coke turned to the wounded Arab and
jabbered to him in a tongue incomprehen-
sible to tho juniors. The Arab shook his
head savagely.

The captain smiled grimly.

“He refuses to reply, sir,” he said, “but
we’ll soon alter that. llanson, run a noose
round the swab’s neck.”

- Ay, ay, sirl”

The juniors looked quickly at one another,
but they did not think of interfering.
They left Colonel Wharton to do that if he
chose, amd the bronzed colonel made no
movement.

The seaman ran the noose round the neck
of the Arab. The man’s dusky face went a
chalky white.

He jabbhered again in his own tongue.

“He’s coming round !” said Captain Coke
grimly.

He spoke again in Arabic.

Then a stream of rapid talk fell from the
lips of the Arab, the skipper of the steamer
listening with a grim face.

“What does he say 1" asked Colonel Whar-
ton, when there was a pause.

“He says he took the pistol from a white
man on the coast here a week ago.”

)



“Sharks!” he muttered.

"It}', ﬂy ln

“Good heavens !”

The juniors ran to the side, looking after
the Arab with white faces and straining
eyes. The trail of blood from the pirate’s
wound had perhaps attracted the sharks.
Five or six of them were playing round him
1n a few seconds.

He did not seem to see them.
right on, heading for the shore.

Colonel Wharton turned quickly to the
skipper.

“An Englishman ?7”

“Yes,” said Captain Coke, after interro-
cating the Arab again.

“And what became of the man {”

“He says the man was left on the coast.”

“Alive ?”

“So he says.”

“He does not know the man’s name?”

“No."

"It was my father!” Bob Cherry ex-
claimed joyfully. “It must have been my
tfather ! It is his pistol, and if it was taken
from a white man, that white man must

He swam

have been my father. IIe lid not go down
in the wreck.”

The colonel nodded.

“That seems to be pretty clear now,” he
said.  “ Whatever became of Major Cherry
afterwards, he did not go down in the
wreck.”

“Oh, he lives, sir—] am sure of it—and
we shall find him |”

The rope was unlaced from the Arab’s
neck. He staggered to his feet. In spite
of the stains of blood upon his face, he was
not much hurt.

“What are you going to do with him,
captain1” Colonel Wharton asked.

“Put him 1n 1rons, and give him up to
the authorities when we touch at some port,”
replied Captain Coke,

Whetlier the Arab understood English or
not, he cast a sudden startled glance upon
the skipper, and made a rush for the side.

“Seize him |” shouted Captain Coke.

Wharton made a clutch at the Arab, but
he eluded 1it, sprang to the rail, and leaped
over it into the sea.

Splash |

“He’s gone !”

“The madman !” said Captain Coke, with

an angrv shrug of the shoulders. “He’s
gone to his Jdeath!”
“What do you mean, captain? He may

swim to the dhow or to the shore.”

Captain Coke raised his brown hand to
point to the sea.

“Look there!”

A fin showed above the shining waters.
Another and another followed it. The
colonel’s face turned a shade paler.

{

“Is it too late to save him1 A boat

Captain Coke shook his head. _

“Too late! We could never reach him 1n
time.”

It was evidently too late. There was a
gleam of white on the sea as a shark turned
over td®seize his prey.

A sudden leap of the swimmer in the
water, a bubbling cry, and a stain of red on
the shining sea, and the Arab pirate dis-
appeared for ever.

The juniors turned back from the sea,
sick at heart.

The Arab sea-robber had deserved his
doom, no doubt; but it was a terrible one,
and it brought home to tlhiem the savage
realities of the wild., lawless regions they
were voyaging in.

“Heaven have mercy on him!” muttered
the colonel.

The steamer crawled on among the reefs.
In the distance the Arab dhow had faded
to a mere speck.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER
Darkest Africa !
"'][‘ms is the place!” said Captain Coke.
The juniors looked round them from
the deck of the steamer.

Low-lying reefs and rocks, with the sea
curling between ; a low shore, with hills ris-
ing farther inland, and thick forest—that
was the scene. In such a place had Bob
Cherry’s father been wrecked.

“Are you sure?” the colonel asked.

“As sure as can be, sir. From the
description, this is the place. Somewhere
within five miles of where we now are the
vessel went down.”
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“The shore 1s not two miles distant,” the
colonel remarked, with a glance towards the
African shore, now deepening into the dusk
ol evening.

“Ay, ay, sir!  The vessel must have been
driven far out of her course by the storm.
Probably the engines broke down.”

“And now £

“I should say that we should make for
the nearest land, for that’s certainly the
spot Major Cherry made for if he’s alive,
sir.”

“You are right.”

[
o
h\\\

‘““Do you mind letting me see the pistol closely, sir? *’ said Bob Cherry.
Wharton. *‘But why ? '’ *‘ My father had a pair of Browning pistols with him,’’ replied Bob. (See Chapter 10.)

‘““ By all means,”” said Colonel

The steamer glided on towards the
African shore.
It rose clearer to the view. The moon

was creeping above the heavy trees inland,
and the soft white light gleamed upon the
curling sea and the grim, grey rocks.

The sun had sunk out of sight now; save
for a rosy glow in the heavens, it was night.
The glow swiftly departed and all was black,
save where the moonlight fell.

The juniors stood silently watching the
dusky shore.

Was Major Cherry there?

( 135 )



It seemed certainly the case, from the clue
that had fallen into their hands, that he had
succeeded in landing a.‘er the wreck of his
vessel.

But what had happened to him since?

Had the Arab pirates spared him? Had
the black savages of the coast found him?

So near to the goal now, these uneasy
thoughts thronged in Bob Cherry’s mind.
And yet he was hopeful.

Nearer and nearer to the shore.

The steamer crawled now. And at last
she stopped in a little inlet among the high
rocks, which hid her alimost from sight.

The anchor was dropped.

Bob Cherry strained his eyes into the
dusk of the shore.

Was his father there?

That was the thought that was beating in
the brain of the Greyfriars junior—was his
father there?

He touched the colonel upon the sleeve,
and the old soldier looked down kindly
upon him.

“Can we go ashore at once, sir?” asked
Bob tremulously.

“Of what use in the dark, lad ?” said the
colonel. “We shall commence in the morn-
ing. There is nothing to be done to-night.”

“I—I suppose not. But »

“Better get a good night’s rest, and be
up with the sun, lad.”

“Yes, I shall be up with the sun,” said
Bob. “I—I don’t feel as if I could sleep
to-night, though. Could we fire guns, as a
signal to anybody who was on the shore,
sir ¥’

The colonel hesitated.

“There are plenty of savage niggers in
these parts, and they would hear the firing,
sir,” said Captain Coke. “It might bring
them round us. But, after all, we can’t
search for the major without giving away
our presence here. Suppose we blow the
steam syren at intervals through the night?
If the major is on the coast, he will hear
that, and he will know that it means a
white man’s steamer.”

“Good !” said the colonel.

A wild and wailing note sounded from
the steamer’s syren.

(
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It rang and echoed far along the deep,
tropical forest inland. _

At intervals of five minutes, the syrens
note rang and echoed over the lonely shore,
echoing far into the silent night.

‘Strange and eerie enough 1t sounded as
it echoed among the rocks. ]

But no reply came to the signal. NO
white man’s voice hailed the vessel from the
gloom of the rocky shore. _

Harry Wharton, watching over the rail
as the moon climbed higher, thought once
or twice that he saw a moving figure on
the shore, and called aloud. But there wus
no answer.

The men of the steamer were on the watch
in turns all nicht, with their rifles ready.
They were in dangerous quarters.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER
The Quest !
oB CHERRY was early on deck. '
He had his bandolier slung on and his
rifle under his arm, and a sandwich in his
hand. He was ready to start. But the
others were not quite ready.

Ere long, however, after a hasty break-
fast, the colonel and the Greyfriars juniors
were rowed ashore.

It was always possible that the defeated
dhow or some other lawless craft of the
same sort might happen upon the steamer
in the inlet, and it had been settled that
Captain Coke and his men should guard the
vessel while the colonel and the juniors
searched the coast for the missing man.

Bob Cherry jumped lightly from the boat
to the beach.,

He seemed to become a new boy as he felt
the sand of the African shore crumbling
under his boots.

At last he was treading the shore that
his father's feet had trod—perhaps on this
very spot Major Cherry had stood and
looked towards the sea, whence he had hoped
that succour would come!

The shore was blank and desolate, shingly
sand and great rocks, and the thick, heavy
belt of tropical forest inland.

“We shall strike southward along the
coast first, and cover twenty miles,” said
the colonel. “If we find no clue, we will

)



Even as the llon sprang towards the juniors, Colonel Wharton’s rifle rang out. Crack ! There was a flerce

roar from the lion, and he dropped short in his sgring. falling back with a heavy thud upon the burning sand.
(See Chapter 12,)

strike northward to-morrow in the same
way. If nothing is found, we can sail
farther down the coast in the Hope. But I
have some hope that Major Cherry may have
left a clue.”

“In what way, uncle?” Harry asked.

“A man wrecked here would naturally
try to reach one of the trading towns along
the coast,’”” said the colonel. “ But, in case
he was searched for, would he not naturally
think of leaving some indication of his in-
tentions near the spot where he had been
cast ashore, to guide rescuers?”

“True!”

“It is for something of the sort that we
must look.”

The idea caught on at once. It was very
probable; indeed, Bob Cherry declared at
once that it was the very thing his father
would have thought of.

(
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The juniors tramped along the shore,
with their rifles under their arms. With
the exception of Fisher T. Fish, they were
all pretty good shots, and the magazine-
rifles were deadly weapons in conflict. And
tho Greyfriars fellows had shown, in the
fight with the pirate dhow, that they could
be depended upon to remain steady and

firm in the time of danger.

The steamer disappeared from sight.
The party tramped on, with the hot sand
crumbling under their feet and the sun
rising higher and higher in the heavens and
pouring down rays of intense heat.

Harry Wharton wiped the flowing per-
spiration from his face.

“My hat, this 1s getting horrid !” he mur-
mured.

Nugent gasped.
“Like a giddy furnace, ain’t it ?”

)



“I've known hotter days than this, I
+uess, over there,” Fisher T. Fish remarked.
“You should have been in New York one
day when 5

“Oh, rats!”

“I guess I could tell you "
“Whoppers |” said Jolin Bull.
ofi! It’s too hot to swank!”

And Fisher T. Fish grinned and “rang

“Do ring

off.

Colonel Wharton was keeping his eyes well
about him as they tramped southward along
the rocky shore, and so were the juniors, for
that matter.

The colonel suddenly halted.

“Stop !” he said.

Bob Cherry looked at him eagerly.

“What is it, sir{”

“Danger !”

The colonel raised his rifle. IFrom the
belt of tropical forest, where 1t closely
approached the shore, a sinuous form had
crept.

The juniors thrilled as they saw the huge
body and limbs of a full-grown African
l1on.

The monster had seen them, 1t was
evident, from the covert of the wood.
Whether he was stalking them or not, they
could not yet tell.

“A lion!” John Bull muttered.
cetting thick !”

“1 guess >

“You are all loaded 7" asked the colonel.

“Yes, sir.”

“Good. If he attacks us, let me have the
first shot, with my heavy gun, and then
you pile in with the magazine-rifles as fast
as you can.”

“Very well, sir.”

Woof |

The voice of the lion came echoing along
the shore. The sinuous body crept on,
till the huge animal was directly in the path
the juniors had been following.

There the lion halted.
Woof !
“He means business,” said the colonel

quietly. “Stand ready, lads!”
“We’re ready, sir.”

Colonel Wharton dropped on one knee

“This is

and sighted his heavy rifle. The barrel
hore upon the lion, as he stood fifty yards
distant, lashing his tail.

The great beast was crouching now for
a spring, which would have carried him
very near to the juniors.

But even as he sprang, the colonel’s rifle
rang out.

Crack ! :

There was a fierce roar from the lion,
and he dropped short in his spring, falling
back with a heavy thud upon the burning
sand.

Roar and roar again!

Crack, crack, crack!

The lion staggered up as the bullets struck
his thick hide like hail on glass.

He rushed furiously towards the juniors.

“Scatter !” shouted the colonel.

And the juniors scattered fast enough.

There was a sharp cry from Bob Cherry
as he stumbled over a loose stone and went
with a heavy thud to the ground.

The lion made straight at him.
Harry Wharton turned back.

For a moment his face blanched white
as he saw the deadly peril of his chum, and
he stood as if rooted to the ground.

Then, with a hoarse exclamation, he
rushed to the rescue.

Crack, crack!

He fired twice as he ran on, both bullets
hitting the lion in the flank, but not stop-
ping his furious rush towards the fallen
junior.

The lion reached Bob Cherry just as
Harry dashed up. Wharton clubbed his
rifle, and brought down the butt with a
crash upon the jaws of the lion.

The animal gave a furious growl, and
turned upon him.

Crack, crack!

The colonel’s heavy rifle spoke again, and
the animal lurched heavily forward, and
fell almost at Harry’s feet.

There he lay, kicking and tearing up the
sand in the last struggle, while Harry
grasped Bob Cherry by the shoulder, and

dragged him quickly away from the reach
of the lashing claws.
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Bob staggered up breathlessly.

“Oh!” he muttered. “Oh! I thought he
had me!”

Wharton panted for breath.

“A miss is as good as a mile, Bob.”

“You saved me!l” said Bob.

Crack. crack, crack!

The lion expired under the shower of
bullets as the juniors gathered round him
and pumped out the lead from the magazine-
rifles.

Colonel Wharton drew a deep breath.

“That was a narrow shave,” he said.
“But all’s well that ends well! My heart
was in my mouth when the brute turned
upon you, Harry!”

Harry smiled.

“But you didn’t miss your aim, all the
same, uncle,” he said. “It was true as a
die.”

The dead body of the lion lay stretched
in the sun on the burning sand. And as
the juniors turned to go on their way,
jackals came creeping forth from the wood,
and birds of prey descended upon rustling
pinions to join in a horrid feast.

IFrom a distance the Greyiriars juniors
looked back.

The carcase of the lion was black with
birds, and round it a horde of jackals
snapped and snarled.

They shuddered, and did not look back
agaln.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER
Surrounded by Foes !
‘TRUREERA |”
It was Mark Linley who uttered the
exclamation.

The Lancashire lad had stopped upon a
rocky slope. He was a little ahead of the
others, and he turned and waved his hand
to them to come on.,

“He’s found
Harry Wharton.

Bob Cherry’s eyves gleamed.

“Quick " he said.

He dashed on at a run, the others at his
heels. The blazing sun was almost vertical
now, and the juniors had been looking for
a sheltered spot for the noonday halt.

Mark Linley waved his hand excitedly.

£

something "  exclaimed

“Buck up!” he shouted.

“You’ve found something 1"

o o

“Hurray!”

The juniors and the colonel joined Mark
Linley on top of the acclivity. Away to the
east the sea rolled in a flood of silver.
Overhead the tropical sun blazed down
mercilessly.

On top of the knoll was a mass of rock,
and on the rock, in glaring white letters,
a foot or more high, was an insceription.

The letters were put on with a kind of
chalk, apparently mixed with some sticky
substance to make 1t last the longer.

On the flat, perpendicular surface of the
big rock, almost as smooth as a wall, the
chalked inscription ran:

“MA—OR CHERR— WRECKED HERE.
TRYING TO REAC— MASSAWAH!
HELP I”

Three letters were missing, having been
somehow obliterated.

But the message could be read clearly.

“Major Cherry wrecked here. Trying to
reach Massawah | Help!”

It was plain enough.

Bob Cherry’s eyes danced.

“I knew he was alive!”’
“Hurrah "

And the juniors of the Greyfriars Remove
echoed his shout heartily.

“Hurrah! Hip, hip, hurrah!”

Colonel Wharton read the inscription
over again, his eyes sparkling with satisfac-
tion.

“You were quite right, uncle!” Harry
exclaimed. “The major did think of leav-
ing a clue behind, in case he was searched
for.”

Colonel Wharton nodded.
“Exactly, Harry! And we have found

he shouted.

it.

“I shouldn’t wonder if he left others.”

“But this is enough. Trying to reach
Massawah,” said the colonel, tugging at his
white moustache thoughtfully. “Massawah
18 1n the Italian African territory, and he
must have followed the coast southward to
reach 1t.”

( 139 )



“Then we know the direction in which
to strike?”

“Certainly. We are a hundred miles
north of Massawah now, or thereabouts.
The major would have to pass through some

dangerous country to reach Massawah,
but ” '

“Unarmed, alone, without food,” said
Bob Cherry heavily.

The colonel laid a
shoulder.

“Cheer up, my lad. ifpim' Cherry was &
man of resource. I alwayx knew him as
that, in India, when we were in the Khyber
together. If any man would survive an
adventure of this sort, it’s Major Cherry.”

Bob’s eyes sparkled.

“I'm glad you think so, sir.
dad was jolly tough, anyway.”

“1I guess we’ll find him,” said Fisher T.
Fish. “If there were a trail here, like we
get on a prairie, I could follow it blindfold ;
but i

“But as there isn’t, you can’t,” suggested
John Bull.

“Nope! But &

“We have done nearly twelve miles from
the steamer’s anchorage,” said the colonel.
“It would be best to bring the Hope farther

along the coast. If it were safe to leave
you lads here, I could return alone, and
bring the steamer on, and rejoin you here,
while you are resting. You cannot keep
on much farther without a good rest.”

“We should be all right, sir. But g

“And I,” said the colonel. “But I am
not so sure about you lads. Only you could
not do the twelve miles back again to-day,
and we want to save every minute of time
we can.’

“We could do it if necessary, sir.”
The colonel smiled.

“You could not do it to-day,” he said.
"You could do 1t starting again after sun-
down. But by that time I hope to have
the steamer here, and we can take up the

march in the right direction instead of back
to the steamer.”

“But you, sir !”
“T shall be all right.

hand wupon - his

I know the

But you lads—the
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question is, dare I leave you to yourselves
for the afternoon?” A
“We shall be all right, sir, too.

The colonel looked dubious.

So much time would be saved by his re-
turning alone and bringing the steamer on
that he would not have hesitated for a second
only for his anxiety for the safety of the
Greyviriars lads.

Yet if any danger threatened them, they
had shown only too well that they were brave
enough and steady enough to defend them-
selves.

“We could rig up a breastwork of rocks
round this knoll and camp here, under the
shadow of this big rock,” Mark Linley
suggested.

“Good ege, Marky.”

The colonel assented. _

“Yery good!” he exclaimed. “It 1s an
excellent idea. And, in case of danger, you
will defend yourselves, my lads.”

We shall be all O.K.
“I’11 look

“I guess so, rather.
here, sir,” said Fisher T. Fish.
after them.”

The colonel did not appear to derive much
comfort from this assurance.

- 1) .
“Oh, cheese it, you Dblessed Yank! sald
Bob Cherry unceremoniously. “We shall be
. o o e 7]
all right, sir. You can rely on us.

“Well, it’s the best thing to be done,”
said the colonel musingly. “Even an hour
may make a difierence of life or death to
Major Cherry, if he is in danger.”

“Quite so, sir.”

“I will help you make a camp, then, and
(hen I will leave you.”

It did not take the juniors long to pile up
a breastwork of rocks enclosing a space
for a camp, under the shadow of the big
rock where the chalked inscription blinked
at them in the sun.

Then the colonel bade them good-bye, and
tramped back along the sandy path the way
they had come.

The tall form disappeared along the rocky
coast.

In the blazing afternoon, the juniors lay
down to rest, the shadow of the big rock
sheltering them from the tropic sun.
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“My hat!” mur-
mured John Bull.
“It’s warm!”

“I  guess
known it
1M

I've
hotter

“Oh,

mild1”

“T wish we had
some blessed 1ced
lemonade,” gald
]51!11 (_‘ht‘l'l'}'. Wil’ll
n orunt. “Whaot
price Inger-pop
at  Mrs. Mnonble's
now, vou fellows!”

There was
ceneral howl.

“Shut up,
tantalising ass!

“Or 1ces
Uncle Clegos’.”

“Y¥ o w! Shut
up !”

“Ur a plunge in
the ]H‘rcl]." sa1id Bob
Cherry.

John Bull
piL‘lif}ﬂ up a stone.

“You uiter ass!
Any more of your
funny remarks,
and I'll drop this on your silly head.”

“Pax!” sa1d Bob Cherry.
to dodgee.” .

Harry Wharton sat up.

“What was that?” he ashed.

“Eh?" said Nugent lazily.
what? I didn’t see un}‘thin-g.”

draw 1t

o
-

il

}'H]]

L

at

“It's too warm

“What was

“I heard something, I think.”
“I didn’t!”

“You've been dreaming, Harry!” said
John Bull ; and he carelessly tossed the stone
he had picked up over the rocky breastwork
with which they had circled their camp.

There was a sound of the falling stone,
but not the clink of it falling to the ground.
It was a soft thud, and i1t was followed by
a most unexpected sound—a savage yell of
surprise and pain,

(

Colonel Wharton and the funlors
joined Mark Linley on the top of the
acclivity, and facing them was a mass
of rock. On the flat, perpendicular
surface of the rock, in glaring white
[etters, was an inscription : ** MA—OR
CHERR—WRECKED HERE. TRY.
ING TO REAC— MASSAWAH |

HELP | (See Chapter 13.)

“My hat!” ejaculated Wharton, 1n
astonishment and alarm. “What o
“Iallo, hallo, hallo! What g

“Look out !” yelled Mark Linley.

The juniors leaped to their feet, grasping
their rifles.

And then, with wildly beating hearts,
they saw what they had not seen while they
were lazily reposing in the shadow of the
rock—a crowd of black savages, with shields
on their arms and spears in their hands,
creeping stealthily up the acclivity towards
the camp. ‘*

The stone carelessly tossed out of the camp
by John Bull had fallen upon the head of
one of the blacks, eliciting a howl of pain
from him, and thus giving the alarm,
else——
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The juniors did not care to think what
would have happened had not the alarm
been given.

But they had little timne to think of that,
or anything else.

As the startled, white faces looked over
the barricade of rocks, a yell burst from the
savages. They saw that their advance was

discovered, and they threw concealment to
the winds.

With a ferocious yell, they rushed to the
attack, brandishing their spears.
“Fire!” shouted Harry Wharton.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER
A Narrow Escape |
“ TMRE !’
The word was followed by the sharp
crack of the rifles.
Crack-ack-ack |
Crack-crack!

Wild yells rose from the charging
gavages. Three of them, who had almost
reached the breastwork of piled rocks, stag-
gered back, and rolled down the declivity,
ghrieking madly.

Two of the others reeled away yelling,
and were trampled down by the surging
throng as they charged onward.

Right up to the rocky pile the blacks
came, with fiendish yells, their spears bran-
dished in the air.

Crack-crack-crack |

If the rifles had not been magazines, it
would have been all over with Harry Whar-
ton & Co.

They had no time to reload, if it had been
necessary.

But the steady fire from the rocky breast-
work daunted the savages.

They reeled back from it ; they yelled and
gesticulated, and broke and fled, many of
them carrying terrible wounds from the
rapid fire.

The firing ceased.

The juniors would not fire upon a retreat-
ing foe, and the terrible work sickened them
the moment their own danger was past.

Out on the hot rocks, in the blaze of the
sun, wounded wretches were crawling away.
Wharton set his lips hard.

“It was to save our own lives!” he
muttered.

“You bet!” said Fisher T. Fish tersely.
“It’s all O.K. They would have killed us
as soon as have looked at us.”

“Yes, rather!”

“But 1t’s horrible |”

Bob Cherry’s brows were darkly con-
tracted.

“My poor dad!” he muttered. “He must
Liave passed among these villnins. He must
have been among them for days, even 1f he
ever got through. Poor old dad!”

The thought that his father might have
fallen by the hands of the savages quite
banished any feeling of pity from DBob
Cherry’s breast.

What had become of the major if he had
fallen into the hands of these brutal, savage
barbarians? What had been his fatel
Death—perhaps by torture!

The juniors knew that it was only too
likely, and they shuddered at the thought.

The last wounded wretch had crawled
away, and the sound of the groaning was
silent. Still as death was the blaze of the
tropic afternoon, the rocks blistering under
the sun’s rays, only lizards venturing to
crawl abroad in the terrible heat.

Under the shadow of the rocks and their
broad hats, the juniors gasped for breath,
and prayed for sundown.

At the same time they kept a sharp look-
out for the savages.

Probably their reception had thoroughly
daunted the blacks, for they did not return.
From the little fort on the knoll the Union
Jack waved, stuck to a branch upright in a
heap of stones. When a breath of air came
from the sea it stirred the old flag on the
branch, and it fluttered proudly.

But there was little wind, and what there
was was hot as the breath of a furnace. The
juniors baked and gasped for air.

Slowly, slowly the flaming sun sank to rest
behind the wide, grim woods of the African
mainland.

The blazing heat passed away, and a
cooler air came from the sea to revive the
juniors. exhausted by the tropic blaze.
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Bob Cherry fanned himself with his
Panama hat,

“By Jove, that's better now!” he ex-
claimed. “Oh, my only hat—ifor just one
mouthful of ice-cream. Oh!”

“It’s getting cooler,” said IHarry Whar-
ton. “I1 shall be jolly ¢lad when it's night.

“So long as there is moonlight, we can
search the coast almost as well as in the day-
time,” the colonel remarked. “And I have
no doubt that Major Cherry covered some
distance, at least, in the direction he started
out in. I have arranged with Captain Coke
to follow us along the coast, keeping as near
to us as the nature of the shore will allow.

The colonel will be back here with the
sleamer before then.”

“I guess so. T can see the steamer now,”
sald [Figsher T. IFish.

The juniors sprang up, forgetting the
heat and their fatigue as the American
youth pointed out to sea.

In the red sunset the steamer came into
view, leaving a black trail of smoke along
the blue sky behind,

The syren sent forth a long, unmusical
hoot, and the juniors shouted and waved
their hats in reply.

The steamer dropped her anchor at some
distance from the rocky shore, and a boat
plumped into the water.

The juniors ran down to the beach to
meet 1t

John Bull took the Union Jack with him.
He waved it on the beach to the boat's crew
as they pulled in to the shore. Colonel
Wharton stood up in the boat.

“Welcome back, sir,” said John Bull.
“We've pulled through all right.”

The colonel looked quickly at the juniors.

“Have you been in any danger since I
left you?”

" We have been attacked by blacks, sir.”

“Ah! And you 4

“We beat them off, uncle,” said Harry.
“It was a fight, too. A good many of them
were hurt, but they didn’t get too close to
us. We're all right.”

“Thank Heaven!" said the colonel.

Bob Cherry hesitated.

“It’s cool travelling at night, and we’ve
had a good rest, as far as we re concerned,”
he remarked.

“I guess s0.”

The colonel smiled.

“1 see you are keen to get forward,” he
said. “Quite right, too. We will get on
for some distance, at all events.”

“Thank you, sir.”

Then, in case of being hard pressed, we can
alwavs retreat to the steamer.”

“Good 1dea, sir.”

And in a short time the party were on the
march again.

In the cool of the evening, marching was
a pleasure, and when the bright round moon
came up over the Red Sea 1t was almost as
licht as by day.

The juniors marched on, chatting cheer-
fully, their rifles on their shoulders, ready
tor instant use in casgo of alarm.

The tall, soldierly ficure of the colonel
strode on a little ahead. The colonel
scemed tireless. After the exertions of the
day, he seemoed prepared to march on for
ever 1f necessary.

High over the forests and the sandy shaore
the moon soared, sending down a flood of
silver light. IFrom the forest, in the still
hours, came strange cries of wild animals,
and the deep “woof-woof ” of the prowling
l1on.

The juniors kept a sharp look-out, but
they were not attacked. At last, well after
midnight, they halted for a rest. The
night, as often in equatorial regions, had
gone quite cold, in startling contrast to the
blazing heat of the day.

“We’ll have a camp-fire,” said the colonel.

“Good! I guess I can build a camp-fire,
slick,” said Fisher T. Iish.

“Gather fuel, my lads.”

The juniors gathered fuel on the edge of
the forest.

Fisher T. Fish stooped to pick up what
he took to be a withered branch, and he gave
a sudden cry as the supposed branch curled
round his arm and then round his legs,
and held him as in a bond of iron.

“Ow! Help! Yarooh! Great snakes!”
“What’s tho matter, I'ishy1” called out
Harry Wharton.
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“Ow! Help!’

The juniors ran up.

The American junior was in the coils of
a snake at least eight feet long, with a mus-
cular, sinuous body that was winding and
winding round him, enclosing his limbs in
a crushing grip.

“Help I” moaned Fish.

Harry Wharton rushed to the rescue 1n-
stantly. Whether the snake was poisonous
or not he did not know, and did not stop to
think.

He grasped the neck of the monster with
both hands, and by main force prevented the
tongue from striking in the direction of
I'isher T. I'ish.

“Quick |” gasped Harry.
quick !”

John Bull drew his knife, but Mark
Linley was first. The Lancashire lad’s hand
darted forward, the long knife in it. A
fierce, swift slash, and the head of the snake
rolled, still hissing, in the grass.

The coils wriggled and twisted convul-
sively round the limbs of the American
junior, the life still strong in them.

They rolled and twisted to the ground,
and [Misher T. Iish stood free, shaking in
every limb, and white as death.

“Oh, thunder!” he muttered. “I
reckoned I was a gone coon then! Geel”

“A miss 18 as good as a mile,” said Harry
comfortingly.

Colonel Wharton was running up. Too
late! The snake was dead. and the danger
was over. The veteran looked at the dead
monster with a serious face.

“You have had a narrow escape, Fish,”
he said. “If that snake had struck you,
you would have been dead in two minutes,
and nothing could have saved you. For
goodness’ sake be more careful, and keep a
sharper look-out.”

“I guessed the blessed thing was a branc!
and I was going to pick it up, sir,” said
Fisher T. Fish.

“That's the way they do things over
there,” murmured Frank Nugent.

And Fisher T. Fish found nothing to
reply for the moment,

“A knife—
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FIFTEENTH CHAPTER
On a Terrible Track !

THE camp-fire blazed out into the black-
ness of the night.

Round the fire the juniors lay sleeping,
with their feet towards the glowing embers.

Two of them kept watch at a time. There
was danger lurking in every shadow of the
wild African shore.

But there was no alarm, and at last the
sun flashed up over the sea and the rocks,
and the explorers rose for the new march.

Far out from the rocky coast they could
see the smoke of the steamer, picking her
way cautiously along to the southward.

After breakfast, the juniors set their faces
to the southward again, and marched on,
with eyes and ears well open.

On the lonely shore there was no trace
of inhabitants. Even the blacks who had
attacked them the previous day gave no sign
of their presence.

The way grew wilder and more hilly, and
the explorers were forced to leave the shore,
and the sea vanished from their view.

Harry Wharton glanced more than once
at the bronzed face of the colonel, wonder-
ing what his uncle thought of the prospects
of the search.

They were tramping over the
ground that Major Cherry must
covered in his efforts to reach the seaport
of Massawah, in the Ttulian African terri-
tory.

But many things might have happened
since then, and it seemed too much to hope
that an unarmed man, alone, had passed
through so many perils unscathed.

If the major had succeeded, they would
find him or hear of him at Massawah.

And they refused to give up hope.

It had evidently been in the major’s
mind that he might be searched for; per-
baps he had hoped that many others had
escaped from the wreck, and that there
would be a search party for the missing.
It was probable that he might leave some
further clue to his journey and the ex-
plorers kept a sharp look-out for it

The way ran through a dense wood now,
and sea and shore had disappeared. That
it was the route followed by the wrecked
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of a SAVAZC  As the startled, white faces of the juniors looked over the barricade of rocks, a shout burst
growling from the savages. With a ferocious yell, they rushed to the attack, brandishing their

and  snarl- spears.  ** Fire | '’ shouted Harry Wharton. (See Chapter 13.)

ing. Colonel

Wharton halted. he exclaimed. *“You others remain hero.
The juniors grasped their rifles at once. Come with me, Harry.”
“What is it, sir1” exclaimed John Bull. The juniors did as they were bidden.

“laons again?” Harry Wharton, wondering a little, fol-
The colonel shook his head. lowed his uncle into the thickets.
“No. Jackals, I think.” “What is it, uncle?” he asked breathlessly.
“They will not attack us?” . The colonel’s bronzed face was very grim.
“No; but " “Those brutgs are quarrelling over some
The colonel paused. carrion,” he said, in a low and tense voice.
“Go ahead and watch the path, Cherry,” “You fear A
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”

“It may be a dead antelope, but

“I understand.”

Wharton knew then why Bob Cherry had
been sent ahead. The thought had come
into the colonel’s mind that the prey of the
jackal might be a man—the man, perhzps,
whom they were seeking.

They burst through the thickets, and a
shout from the colonel startled the obscene
beasts away from their prey.

In a deep glade of the forest lay what the
jackals had been tearing—-a mass of bones,
picked almost clean.

Bones, gnawed clean and white, glistened
in the rays of the sun that fell in golden
sheen through the foliage overhead.

Wharton shuddered.

It was again one of the grim realities of
the African forest. To whom had those
picked bones belonged? The Greyiriars
junior dared not look, but the steady eye
of the old soldier missed nothing.

“What is it, uncle?” said Harry, in an
almost inaudible voice. “The bones of an
animal, or e

He could not finish.,

“Of a man,” said the colonel tersely.

“Then a man .

“A dead man!”

“Oh, heavens!”

“But not a white man,” said the colonel,
after a grim, searching look at the prey of
the jackals. “That skull never belonged to
a white man.”

Harry drew a deep, almost sobbing breath
of relief.

“Then—then it cannot be——"

“Major Cherry? No.”

“Thank Heaven!”

“But there has been trouble here, and not
so long ago,” said Colonel Wharton quistly.
“That man has not been dead long, or the
jackals would have finished their work.”

“I suppose s0.”

“He has not been shot, so far as I can
see, the colonel remarked, “but we know
that the major had lost his firearms—the
Arab thieves saw to that. This man had
been killed by a blow on the head.”

“Poor fellow |”

The colonel shrugged his shoulders.

“I don’t know that he deserves our pity.
He was killed in fight—perhaps in attack-
ing a castaway.”

“But then 3

“It is quite possible that we are on the
track now, Harry.”

“I hope so0, uncle.”

They returned to the forest path. The
juniors met them with eager. inquiring
glances.

“Keep on,” eaid the colonel.

“Is it a clue, sir 1" asked Bob Cherry.

“I am not sure.”

They marched on. From the forest came
snarling and vapping as the jackals re-
turned to their prey, and from a fresh
Girection came a repetition of the same
sounds. Colonel Wharton plunged into the
woed again.

Ile returned in a few minutes.

“ Another nigger,” he said.

“There has been fighting here, I suppose 1"
Bob Cherry said.

“Yes, and not long ago.”

“I wonder 5

Bob broke off, and marched on in silence.
It was useless to wonder; the explorers
could only search, and hope for the best.

Suddenly John Bull gave a start. He
held up his hand.

“Hark !”

IFrom the deep magnolias came a low
sound—the groan of a wounded man. The
explorers dragged the heavy leaves aside,
and looked down upon a negro lying on the
sward, with blood thick upon his bare chest.

He turned a wild and rolling eye upon
them.

The man was dying—that was clear. He
had received a terrible spear-thrust in his
broad, brawny chest.

He looked wildly at the explorers,
evidently expecting a blow.

The colonel bent over him.

“Can you ask him anything, sir?” asked
Bob Cherry.

“I am going to try. I can speak some
of the patter of the Red Sea coast.”

In strange, uncouth syllables, curious
enough to the ears of the juniors, the colonel
spoke to the dying savage.
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The man stared at him with glassy eyes,
and did not answer.

“He doesn’t understand,
Cherry. “He can tell us nothing.
“He understands. He wants water.”

Bob Cherry placed his water-bottle to the
lips of the savage. The man drank deeply
and greedily, and gasped for breath.

The colonel spoke again in the same un-
couth tongue, and the man answered him 1n
low, muttered words that were difficult to
hear.

Colonel Wharton had to bend low to catch
the words. The juniors listened with
breathless interest, but understanding not
a word.

Colonel Wharton rose erect at last,

“What does he sayl” exclaimed DBob
Cherry anxiously.

“There has been a fight here,” saud the
colonel slowly. “This man and his fellows
found a white man tramping in the forest

“A white man?”

“Yes. They attacked him——"

“Oh, my father!”

“We do not know that 1t was vour father,
Bob. They attacked him, and he resisted,
and 1t seems that he snatched a spear from
one of them and made a good ticht. He
killed two of the nmiggers and wounded this
one, and then he was captured.”

“Captured—not killed?”

“Yes.”

“And now I”

“They have taken him away with them.’

“Couldn’t the man cive you a description
of him—something we unt*ht be able to
recognise him by1” Bob Cherry exclaimed
eagerly.

“He can say no more.”

It was only too true. The savage was
sinking back upon the earth, and even ns
Bob Cherry spoke the glaze of death cama
over his \\IM CYCS.

The juniors turned away, with pale faces.

Sudden and violent death, the common-
place of the African forests, was still new
to them, fresh from the quiet Yorm-rooms
of Greyfriars.

A dead man lay at their feet, and from

" muttered Bob

the deep gloom of the forest the jackals were
already creeping towards their prey.

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER
Near |
Cut.ﬁSEL WnarioN turned from the dead
man, and gave the signal to advance.
In grim silence the explorers tramped on
thmr way.
“They went in this direction, sir?” Bob
Cherry aske:l.

“Southward—yes.”

There was a troubled look on Bob’s face.
A white man was in the hands of the African
savages, and his fate would be beyond ques-
tion unless he was rescued. Death, most
probably by torture, perhaps to be followe
by some horrible cannibal repast.

It was the duty of the explorers to do their
best to rescue him; and perhaps, too, the
white man was the man they sought.

But if not, they were losing time—time
of which every minute was precious—for the
sake of a stranger.

“We must find Lim,” said the colonel.

Bob bowed his head.

“Yes. Whether i1t’s my father or not,
we must save hin if we can, sir,”

“That’s right "

The explorers were all agreed upon that
point. It was the plain course of duty,
even 1f the man were not the man they
sought, even if they were losing time neces-
sary to the safety of the major,

They kept their eyes and ears well on
the alert as they advanced. At any moment
they might come upon some desperate gang
of savages.

Bob Cherry paused suddenly on the forest
path. Something lying among the thick
creepers there had caught his eyes.

He stopped and picked it up, with a sharp
exclamation.

The colonel swung round.

“What 1s it, Bob?”

“Look, sirl”

Bob held up a tobacco-pouch. It was
empty; but it still smelled of the tobacco
it had contained,

Upon the silver clasp were two initials.

i R.- C-IJ

“Robert Cherry!” said the colonel.
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Bob nodded, with tears blinding his eyes.

“It was my father’s,” he said. " He never
left it anywhere; he always had this with
him. You chaps may remember it when he
was at Greyfriars.”

“I remember,” said Frank Nugent.

“It’s my father who’s been taken by the
blacks, sir. He must have dropped this
as they dragged him along.”

“That’s pretty clear, Bob. We are nearer
to Major Cherry than we thought,” said
the colonel quietly.

The juniors looked at the tobacco-pouch,
marked with the initials of Major Cherry,
with breathless interest.

It was proof enough that the shipwrecked
man had passed that way, and the only con-
clusion they could come to was that he was
the white man who had been captured by
savages, perhaps not more than an hour
ago.

gHir:;. attempt to reach Massawah had evi-

dently not been a success; perhaps he had
been turned back from the path by danger
ahead. The route might have been closed
by savages, or he might have met with some
accident that had delayed him.

It was pretty clear, and past all reason-
able doubt, that Major Cherry was the man
who was now in the hands of the blacks.

“We’re going to rescue him?” said Harry
Wharton,

The colonel nodded.

“You are all ready?” he asked. “Mind,
we shall take our lives in our hands at every
step now.”

“Wo’re ready, sir.”

There was not the slightest hesitation in
the reply of the Greyfriars juniors. They
were ready.

“] guess we’re keen on this lay-out,”
Fisher T. Fish remarked. “If you like, I'll
pick up the trail for you.”

“Rats!” said Nugent.

“I guess I could do it, and it would save
time, too, to follow the trail, instead of
blundering on like this,” faid the American

junior.
“Bosh! You can’t!”
“Yep! I guess I'll show you.”

Fisher T. Fish bent down and examined
( 148

the trampled ground with an air of great
attention and Keenness.

The juniors watched him.

Colonel Wharton was also examining the
ground farther along the forest path.
IFisher T. J'ish moved along the path, hl::-‘u
head bent down, and muttering to hin_}sell
as he examined the dim signs in the so1l.

“Well,” said John Bull 5:111'1.*.*15{1(‘:111}'.'
“have you discovered anything yet, Iishy !

The American looked up.

o xr L}

Yep.

“Which way did they gol”

“Right on.”

“How do you know ?” said Mark Linley.

Fisher T. Fish grinned knowingly. I1e
was evidently quite satisfied with his powers
as a picker-up of trails.

“Look at these footmarks,” he
“You see, they're all bunched together, and
it shows that there were a gang of them.
They all go in the same direction, right on

from here.”

“Yes, but

“And this footprint,” said Fisher T. Fish,
“i1s smaller than the others, and looks as 1f
the foot had a boot on. That’s Major
Cherry’s.”

The juniors examined the footprint atten-
tively.

“That isn’t a boot mark,” said Irank
Nugent.

“What 1s 1t, then 7"

“Looks to me like a mark where a cocoa-
nut or something has fallen off a tree.”

“Gee-whiz! I guess I know a footprint
when I see one.”

said.

)3

“Rats!”
The colonel came back towards the
juniors.

“We strike off from the path here,” he
sald. “The savages have gone through the
forest towards the east.”

Fisher T. IFish jumped, and the juniors
could not help grinning. After the infor-
mation the Yankee schoolboy had given
them, the colonel’s words seemed peculiar.

“I guess you’ve got it wrong, sir,” said
Iisher T. Fish.

“What?” said the colonel, looking at him.
“What do you mean, Fish?”

)
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‘* Stand ready to fire !’ roared Colonel Wharton,
yells and shouting.

“They went right on from here, sir.

“Why do you think so?”

“Look at the tracks.”

“What tracks?”

“The tracks in the ground, sir,” said
[Fisher T. IYish, pointing at them. “Look
there! You can see that a crowd of people,
with jolly big feet, passed this way.”

The colonel smiled.

“Quite so!” he replied.

The American junior grinned triumph-
antly at the other fellows.

“I reckoned I had it down fine,” he re-
marked. “This is the way we do things
over there, you know.”

“I don’t think you have it quite right,

Suddenly the forest
Then five or six blacks appeared in view, and they rushed to the attack without a pause.
(Sce Chapter 17.)

scemed to become alive with

however,” said the colonel. “Certainly a
crowd of big feet passed this way, but they
did not belong to human beings.”

“Eh?”

“My dear lad, a herd of animals has
passed down this path, and left those
tracks,” said the colonel. “Surely you dii
not mistake those footmarks for human
prints?”

“Oh!”

“The savages left the path here, and went
through the forest. The indications are
clear enough,” said the colonel. “IFollow
me !”

“B-b-but i

“Come, follow me!”
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The juniors grinned as they followed the
colonel. They could not help it. [Fisher
T. Fish’s face was a study.

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER
Attacked |

nt indications were, as the colonel had

said, clear enough. The savages had

no motive for disguising their trail, and it

was plain enough for anybody to see.

Trampled bushes and creepers and torn

branches showed where the mob of blacks

had left the path and plunged through the
underwoods to the east.

Fisher T. Fish followed the rest in silence.
He did not offer his services to find the trail
agaln.

The trail, indeed, hardly needed finding.
It would really have been difficult to miss
it.

The savages were probably taking a short
cut through the forest to reach their village,
or else some camping ground.

If the former were the case, the task
before the rescuers was not an easy one. In
some savage town they might find hundreds
of foes, and the rescue of the prisoner
would be a difficult problem.

But they never thought of hesitating.

If the others had thought of pausing, Bob
Cherry would never have turned back. He
was there to save his father, or to die for
him, and the brave lad would have faced
all the black savages in Darkest Africa
rather than have failed his father in the
hour of need.

The way was difficult for the explorers—
among huge, irregular trees, laced with
creepers and twining vines. But later they
came out into a beaten track in the forest,
marked by the innumerable tracks of wild
animals.

The colonel paused, and looked about him
keenly.

The ground was more open here, and the
juniors could see to some distance among
the trees.

“Look out!” said the colonel quietly.

“What 1s 1it, sir?”

“Danger !”

From a flowering magnolia thicket a

black face looked out with two savage eyes,
and a hand was raised with a spear in 1it.

The explorers were evidently close upon
the track of the savages now.

The colonel’s hand went up with a re-
volver to a level, and the sharp crack rang
with a thousand echoes through the forest.

A yell of anguish answered the report of
the revolver. There was a crash, and a
burly savage disappeared into the bush he
had risen from.

“Stand ready to fire!”

“We're ready, sir.”

In answer to the shot and the yell, the
forest seemed to become alive with yells and
shouting.

Iive or six blacks appeared in view from
different directions, and at the sight of the
whites they rushed to the attack with bran-
dished spears, without a pause.

The juniors fired.

Four or five brawny forms went reeling
to right and left, and the rush was stopped.
But from the forest came loud and louder
vells.

“Come!” shouted the colonel. “Follow
me |”

He led the way into the wood.

Loud yells from behind showed that the
savages were following them.

Bob Cherry grasped the colonel’s sleeve
as they ran on.

“Are we going to retreat, sir?”

“Do you want to be killed?” said the
colonel roughly. “Obey my orders, Bob,
and leave it to me to do what is for the
best.”

Bob was silent.

“Run for your lives!” mutlered the
colonel.

The juniors ran hard.

It was evidently time to run, for a crowd
of bLlack savages were swarming on their
track, and even with their firearms the ex-
plorers would have had little chance 1n a
combat with such odds.

The yells of the savages died away at
last in the distance of the echoing forest.

The colonel halted, panting.

“That was a close shave!” he exclaimed.

“By Jove, yes!”
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Bob Cherry gritted his teeth.
“Yes, sir. We're safe, but
The colonel looked at him sternly.

“Can vou not trust me, Cherry!” he

exclaimed.
Bob hung his head.
“But my father, sir?”
“Do you think I have forgotten your

father1”

“No, sir.  But e

“Chuck it, Bob!” said Harry. “We know
how anxious you feel ; but we’ve got to trust
our leader, old man. The colonel knows
Lest.”

“Yes, but

“We have tracked the savages down,” said
the colonel. “When we fell in with them
we must have been close upon their village;
or, at all events, upon a large camp. We
could not save Major Cherry by getting our-
selves killed at once. That would make
matters worse instead of better.”

“Yes, sir. But 3

“You have a plan, uncle?”

“Certainly! Now that we know where
the major 1s, we know what we have to do.
We are not far from the coast. There is
only a thin belt of forest now between us
and the shore, we have turned so far east-
ward. If we could get through to the sea.
we should probably see the steamer. We
want every hand to the work for rescuing
the major. and we must have the help of
Captain Coke and his crew.”

“Good I"

“I know how you feel anything like delay
at the present moment, Bob, my lad,” said
the colonel, dropping his hand kindly on
Bob’s shoulder. “But I assure you I am
acting for the best. It would not hLelp
Major Cherry in any way if I allowed you
all to be massacred by his captors.”

“I know, sir. I do trust your judgment.
But I fecl so horribly anxious,” said Bob
repentantly.  “They may murder him while
we delay.”

“It cannot be helped. It is useless rush-
ing to our death and leaving him stil] to
be murdered,” said the colonel quietly.

“T know, sir—I know.”
“I'ven with the crew of the steamer to

r

help us, we may not be strong enough to
succeed,” said the colonel. “But we shall
try. I do not think any of the seamen will
hesitate to land and aid us in rescuing a
white man from these horrible savages. 1
must try to reach the steamer and get help.
You must remain here, quiet, until I return.
[ know 1t 1s terribly hard, Bob, but it’s the
only thing to be done.”

“Oh, sir!”

“There is another point. They have
taken him prisoner, instead of killing him
at once, and there is no reason to suppose
that they intend to put him to death now.
They must have captured him alive for some

reason.
Bob looked a little relieved.

“I suppose you're right, sir.
best.”

“I can get to the coast in an hour from
here if I get through the blacks safely,” said
the colonel. “Listen! If I am not back
here in three hours, I leave you with permis-
sion to do as you think best.”

“Threo hours, sir?”

“Yes. If I cannot bring help—if I do
not get through—I should prefer you to
abandon the expedition and save yourselves.
But I know you will not do that, and I leave
you free to do as you like. But for three
hours I ask you to obey me, my lads. I
am acting for the best.”

Bob Cherry seemed to gulp something
down.

“Yes, sir. I’ll do as you sAy.
you know best.”

“Keep close here in the thickets,” said
the colonel. “Keep by this big tree. I can
see 1t at a distance over the forest, and shall
easily find you again—if I return.”

And the colonel disappeared into the
forest, leaving the juniors alone in the shade
of the heavy foliage.

Bob Cherry gave a groan,

“Oh, father! And I can’t help you |”

“Patience, Bob!” said Harry quietly.
“Think of the colonel. Think of the danger
he has gone into to save your father! He
sald “ if he returned.” And if he does not
return, 1t will be because—"

Wharton’s voice broke.

You know

I know
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“I—I'm a selfish beast, Harry !” said Bob,
with a break in his own voice. “I ought
to have thought of that; but—but I can’t
think of anything but my father in the
hands of those black demons!”

“I understand, Bob. But patience!”

The juniors waited.

There was no further alarm of the
savages. I'rom the forest came the busy
hum of tropical life, and that was all.

The sun climbed higher over the trees.
Through the thick foliage came down the
vertical rays, hot and blinding; the forest

was swimming with heat.
Wharton looked at his watch from time

to time.
One hour passed—two—and the third

hour dragged slowly by.
Was the colonel returning?

Had he found the steamer? Was he com-

ing back with help for the rescue of the

prisoner in the hands of the savages?
Bob Cherry could not rest.

He moved about aimlessly, shifting from
one position to another, restless, unquiet,

almost feverish.

“Harry, how long now?” he exclaimed at

last.
Wharton’s face was sombre.

“Tive minutes,” he said.

“Oh I”

The juniors listened with straining ears,

There was a sound 1n the forest,
Wharton sprang to his feet.

appeared.

Wharton’s face fell again.
with anxiety for what might have happened
to the colonel.

Where was he?

“Time’s up,” said John Bull, in a low

voice.
Bob Cherry grasped his
examined it.

appealing look.
“I’m ready,” said Bob.

“Give him five minutes more, Bob.”
Bob Cherry nodded without speaking.
Five minutes ticked slowly away.

rifle

But there was no sign, no sound, of the

colonel.

and
An antelope
brushed through the underwoods and dis-

He was sick

and
Harry Wharton gave him an

Harry Wharton put his watch back into
his pocket, with a sigh that sounded almost

like a groan.

“He 1s not coming!”

“I’'m sorry, Harry,” said Bob, I1n a
broken voice. “I—I'm horribly sorry!
But he may have got through all right, and
may not have found the steamer. There’s
no reason to think he’s come to harm. But
my father—we know he’s in the hands of
those demnns. The colonel said we could
go 1f he did not return.”

Wharton nodded.

“Let us go,” he said.

He scribbled a few words upon a leaf from
his pocket-book, and pinned the note to
the tree with a long thorn. It was for the
colonel if he should return.

Then the juniors, rifles in hand, lett the
spot.

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER
Bob’s Father !
ARRY WHARTON & Co. were very silent as
they threaded their way through the
forest. They had a rough i1dea of the direc-
tion in which to go, and they were not long
left without a clue. In the midst of the
thick green of the tropical wood they came
suddenly upon a heap of bones, fresh picked
by jackal and vulture, and they knew that
it indicated where one of the blacks had
fallen before their fire.

They shuddered and passed on.

Exactly what was before them they did
not know. They only knew that there was
danger—terrible danger! That was all.

A shimmer of blue between the thinning
trees caught their eves, and Ifrank Nugent
uttered an exclamation.

“The sea!”

They were coming out upon the coast
again. I'rom the distance, in the direc-
tion of the shore, came a blare of noise.

The juniors listened, with heating hearts.

The crash of tom-toms, the shouts of
savage, uncouth voices, and the shrieks of
strange, barbaric - musical instruments
mingled in a terrible din.

The juniors exchanged glances.
understood well enough what 1t meant,

They
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“Some giddy celebration among those

savage brutes,” John Bull muttered.

“A feast—or something of the sort,” said

Mark Linley. “Perhaps
He paused.

Bob Cherry’s face was white.
“Perhaps a sacrifice,” he said.

“Yes, Bob. We're in time, though.”

“Heaven grant 1t!”

“They’re on the shore,” said Bob.

“Yes. This way. Caution!”

“You bet !”

The juniors trod on cautiously over the
rocks.

I'igsher T. IFish nudged Ifarry, and the
junior looked round inquiringly.

“What do you want?”

“I guess I'd better go ahead and see how

It was a terrible scene that burst upon the view of Harry Wharton and Bob Cherry as they looked over the

rocks.

The juniors pressed on.

Louder and louder sounded the wild up-
roar of the savages, but as yet they could
not see any of the blacks.

They were not in the forest, and the wood
was left behind, and still the savages were
not in sight. The uproar proceeded from
beyond a ridge of rock, which shut out the
view of the sea and the beach.

In a clearing, a white man was tied to a stake, and round him a horde of savages were circling
in a wild barbaric dance.

(See Chapter 18.)

“I did

1)

the land lies,” sanid Fisher T. IFish.
a lot of scouting over there, and

“Oh, cheese it! Keep behind|”

“I guess——"

“Shut up !”

Harry Wharton and Bob Cherry led the
way. 'They crept up over the ridge of rocks
and looked at the scene beyond.

Bob Cherry caught his breath.
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“Oh, the demons!”

It was a terrible scene that burst upon
the view of the juniors as they looked over
the rocks.

A stake had been planted in the ground,
and a white man was tied to it with thick
cords of vegetable fibre.

Round him a horde of black savages were
circling 1n a wild, barbaric dance. They
were waving spears and shields, and others
standing round were beating tom-toms,
making a fearful din.

It was evidently soine savage rite, and it
was clear enough that the finale was to be
a human sacrifice.

IFor there was fuel close to the bound
man, and it was placed there for lighting.
The prisoner was to be burned at the stake!

Wharton set his teeth hard. The odds
were heavy against the rescuers; but Harry
did not think of retreating. Better death
than abandoving an Englishman to that
terrible doomn.

Bob Cherry caught his arms in a convul-
sive grasp.

“Harry, 1t’s my father!”

Wharton nodded. He had recognised the
major.

Major Cherry’s face, darkly burnt by the
sun and lined now with haggard lines, could
be clearly seen by the juniors.

Harry Wharton knew him at once. He
was changed ; he looked worn and older, but
he was the same stout, burly man who had
come down to Greyfriars, ages ago, as it
seemed to Harry now, though in reality only
a few wecks.

The major did not see them,

His eyes were fixed upon the savages, and
his haggard look showed that he had given
up all lLope of life.

But he was facing his doom with cool,
sleady courage—the courage of a British
coldier who had looked Death too often in
the face to fear it now,

There was not a tremor in the strong,
sturdy form, not a quiver in the bronzed
face, haggard as it was.

Steady courage looked out of the major’s

unwavering eyes as he watched the antics of
the dancing savages.

Little did he dream. at that moment,

how near his son was to him.

Perhaps, in the hour of doom, he thought
of his boy; but he thought of him as far
away at Greyfriars, pursuing his lessons
in the quiet old Form-room, or strolling

under the elms in the old quad.

Bob Cherry gritted his teeth.

“The demons! Buck up, you chapsl
We chip in here!”

“You bet |” e

“Shoot straight, and pile it in thick,
sald Harry Wharton. *“There are a crowd
of the brutes, and we shall have a fight
for it 1"

John Bull unrolled the Union Jack, and
then grasped his rifle. The six juniors
crept farther forward, till over the rough
rocks they were as close to the savage scene
as they could get without betraying them-
selves.

“Stop here,” said Harry.

“I guess s

“Take aim, and let them have it when I
give the word !”

“Right-ho !”

Bang, bang from the tom-toms, yell and
shriek and savage howl! The dance con-
tinued madly, and suddenly ceased.

A brawny savage, brandishing his spear,
made a sudden rush towards the bound
man. Whether he intended to drive the
spear into his breast, as it appeared from
his action, or whether he intended simply
to rack his nerves with the apprehension,

was not clear, for the savage never reached
the major.

Bob Cherry’s rifle rang out.

The savage gave a fearful yell, and stag-
gered forward, with a bullet in his right
leg, and lay writhing and howling on the
ground.

The major gave a sudden, convulsive
start, and turned his haggard eyes in the
direction whence the shot had come.

IHe seemed dazed as he saw his son leap
into view upon the rooks, his rifle to his
shoulder, pumping out bullets from the
magazine as fast as he could pull the
trigger.

Crack, crack, crack!
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There was a wild howl from the savages,
and they ran, leaving five or six of their
number stretched upon the ground.

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER
Hurrah !

oB Cucrry dashed forward as the blacks

broke and fled.

He threw down his rifle and drew his
knife, and slashed fiercely at the thick rope
that held the major to the stake.

Major Cherry seemed like a man In a
dream.

He was an old soldier, and accustomed to
the surprises of a soldier's life, but this
surprise was a little too much for him.

“Bob!” he gasped. “Bob!”

“Yes, dad!”

“Bob! You here!”

“Oh, dad!”

“My boy! Oh, my brave lad! But here
—here!” stammered the major. “I can't
understand it! It’s like a dream! DBob!”

The knife slashed swiitly through the
ropes, and they fell in fragments round the
major.

Two or three of the blacks on the ground
stirred and groaned.

Major Cherry stretched his cramped
limbs, and drew in a deep, deep breath.
John Bull waved the Union Jack fran-
tically.

And the Greyiriars juniors joined
heartily in the cheer.

“Hurrah! Hip, hip, hurrah!”

Major Cherry grasped his son’s hand.

“Bob! You've saved me—vyou and the
others!” ‘

“Yes, dad; and thank goodness we found
you! Thank goodness we came in time!”

“I guess i

“But how did you come here!” the major
gasped. “How did you? You—you ought
to be at Greyfiriars. I supposed you to be
still at school. How "’

“We came to search for you, sir, as soon
as we knew you had been wrecked,” Harry
Wharton explained.

“You—you lads did.”

“My uncle was with us.”

“Oh, I see! Where i1s Colonel Wharton
now ?”

Harry’s face clouded.

“He left us to get help to rescue you,
sir,” he said. “He has not joined us yet.
I only hope nothing has happened to him.”

“I guess he's all 0.K.,” said Fisher T.
Fish. “DBut we'd better get back to the
place where we were waiting for him.”

“Yes, rather!”

The major cast a quick, anxious look
round.

“We must get away,” he said. “The
blacks are rallying. They can see now that
they have only a handful to deal with.”

“You bet |”

“Let’s get off,” said Mark Linley.

“Come on, dad ! Look here, you can take
my rifle! You’ll handle it better than I
should,” said Bob.

The major grasped the rifle. It seemed
to make a new man of him to feel a weapon
in his grasp once more.

“Come on,” he said. “You lead the way.”

The juniors and the major retreated to
the ridge of rocks. In the distance the
blacks were gathering again, and their
savage howls could be heard.

The sudden attack had taken them by
surprise, and they had fled; but they had
seen from a distance how few their foes
were, and their courage was reviving,

As the juniors retreated towards the
ridge, the blacks swarmed in pursuit,
There were fifty or more of them, and if
they had once got to close quarters there
would have been little chance for the Grey-
friars party.

The rescuers retreated over the ridge, and
as they disappeared behind the rocks the
savages broke into a rapid run 1n pursuit.

The major halted.

His eyes were blazing. Ile was evidently
keen to return to the savages something of
what he had sufiered at their hands.

“We can stop them here!” he exclaimed.
“Line the ridge "

“Good !”

“You bet !”

The juniors turned back at the ridge, and
levelled their rifles over the rocks. The
blacks were coming on in a bunch, yelling
and brandishing their spears.
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“TFire !

Major Cherry rapped out the word as if
Le were in his old place, giving orders. The
juniors pulled trigger at once.

The rifles rang out together, and the lead
poured into the midst of the savage mob,
and fearful howls answered the volley.

“Now, come on!”

With their rifles under their arms, they
ran for the wood.

For a time nothing but wild howls and
yells came from beyond the ridge, but at
last the blacks took up the pursuit again.

As the juniors reached the forest, they
looked back, and saw the ridge crowned
with the velling savages. .

“They're after us,” said Harry Wharton.

“I guess so.”

“Run for it !” ,

They dashed into the wood.

Loud and louder rang the savage howls
of the blacks as they pursued the explorers
intn the shadows of the tropical forest.

The juniors ran on, Major Cherry easily
keeping pace with the swiftest of them.
Harry Wharton was heading for the big tree
which was the rendezvous with the colonel.
Before entering the wood he had seen it
clearly from the distance, but in the mazes
of the forest he quickly grew uncertain of
the direction,

He paused in a deep glade, panting, and
looking about him anxiously.

“Is this the way, Bob?" he exclaimed.

Bob Cherry shook his head.

“Blessed i1f I know,” he said.

“I guess we ought to keep to the right.”

“1 was just thinking it would be better
to bear to the left,” said IFrank Nugent.

“Right on!” said John Bull. “That’s my
idea. XKeep right on!”

Harry laughed breathlessly. Two heads
might be better than one on some occasions,
but this was evidently not one of the
occasions.

The juniors were well ahead of their pur-
suers, but the loud yells from the distance,
echoing through the forest, showed that the
savages were still on the track.

“Well,” said the major, “you don’t know
the way?’

(

“It’s such a puzzle in the forest, sir.”

“You’ve lost it 7"

“Yes,” confessed Harry.

The major chuckled grimly.

“It would have been a wonder if you had
kept it,” he said. “I doubt if I could, In
a tangled forest like this. DBut we'd better
keep on.”

“Yes, I suppose so, sir. They’ll be up
to us soon.”

They tramped on through the forest as
fast as they could. The blaze of the sun
was over now, and 1t was cooler, | for which
they were thankful. Suddenly Bob Cherry
paused, with an exclamation.

“Look! I know where we are now.

IFrom the thick green of the earth a shat-
tered skeleton #1111111:-:1 up at them. I'rom
- its position and surroundings they Kknew
that 1t was the one they had lwnr:sed an hour
carlier.

Harry Wharton's eves sparkled.

“It’s all right now!” he exclaimed. “J
know the direction from here. We're not
ten minutes away from the tree where the
colonel left us.”

“Good !”

“I guess we'd better hustle. They're
coming on fast.”

“This way, then!”

Harry Wharton led the way, swerving
off to the west, and they p! untml on through
the thick, tr Gpn..al forest.

The yells were ringing behind, mingled
with trampling and the crashing of
branches. It was clear that the savages
would not easily be shaken ofi.

“Here we are!”

¥y

Harry Wharton, panting, came out under
the branches of the great tree. He looked
quickly round. There was no sign of the
colonel or of the men of the steamer. On
the trunk of the tree was his note, pinned
to the bark with a thorn, just as he had
left 1it.

Harry groaned.

That meant that his uncle had not re-

turned. Would he ever see the kind old

soldier again? IIad one life been lost in
saving anothet 1
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But there was
little time for such
reflections. The
enemy  were  at
hand.

“Nobody here!”
exclaimed John
Bull.

3 Nﬂh{)rl}' l”

“We'd  better

get off, then "

"I guess it's too
late,” said IFisher
T. Tish coolly.
“They’'re here!”

“Shoulder  to
s houlder!
shouted the
major,

T he savages
were bursting
from the trees.
On all sides came
savage, black
faces, and bran-
dished spears and
shields. T he
juniors faced the
enemy fearlessly,
with their ritles to their shoulders, and the
sharp crack-crack of rifle-fire mingled with
the ferocious yells of the savages.

But the horde of black wretches came
savagely on, and it looked as 1if the Grey-
friars party would be overwhelmed by the
rush, but just as the stabbing spears were
close upon them there came a sudden burst
of rifle-fire from the wood, and a loud, ring-
ing satlors’ cheer.

Crack-ack-ack-ack!

“Hurrah !”

[From the thick underwood came Colonel
Wharton and Captain Coke and the seamen
of the steamer at a rush. |

Under that fresh attack the savages broke

away and retreated into the forest. The
bullets followed them fast.

“Just in time, Harry!” exclaimed the
colonel, grasping his nephew’s hand. “I
was delayed on the shore. The steamer had
not come up, but 2

brave lads saved me,’

Major Cherry and Colonel Wharton grasped hands, but tlu:II colonel’s face was st
full of astonishment. ** How on ecarth did you get here?’’ he exclaimed. ** Thes

returned the major. (See Chapter 19.)

“It’s all right, uncle.”

“And now for the major!”

“The major’s here,” said Major Cherry.
with a laugh. And the colonel turned
towards him in blank amazement.
“What?” he exclaimed.

“Don’t you know me?”
“Cherry, old man !”

The two old soldiers grasped hands, but
the colonel’s face was still full of astonish-
ment.

“How on earth did you get here?” he
oexclaimed.

“These brave lads saved me.”

“Oh, Harry !”

“We waited the three hours, sir,” said
Harry, “then we looked for the major. We
found him.”

“I guess we did.”

“Ay, ay, and I'm glad to see you safe
and sound, sir,” said Captain Coke; “and
if I may say so, sir, the sooner we get to
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the steamer the better, for there’s hordes of
these black fiends in these forests, and they
may come in swarms at any minute.”

“Quite right,” said the colonel. “\Ye are
all here, so let us be gone.”

“I guess that’s O.K.”

And the party turned through the forest
in the direction of the shore. As they
tramped through the wood, they were well
on the alert, but nothing more was seen
of the savages. Doubtless they had had
enough, and by the time they recovered their
courage and rallied, the explorers intended
to be gone.

The party came out upon the shore at a
considerable distance from the spot where
the major had been rescued. In a small bay
the steamer was floating at anchor, with
only one man on board. Captain Coke had
been compelled to take that risk, in order to

take his men ashore, but he was glad and
relieved enough to see the steamer still safe.
Ten minutes later the hoat had taken them
out to the steamer, the anchor was up
and the engines were throbbing.

The juniors and the rescued major stood
on the deck, looking back at the savage
shore they were so glad to leave.

“And now,” sald Major Cherry, turning
to his son—"“now explain to me, you young

rascal, what you mean by wandering about
in African forests with a rifle under your
Arm instead of sticking to your lessons at
Greyfriars.”
And Bob Cherry grinned, and explained.
The major listened to his story from
ban'lnnmg to end, and then he clapped the
junior on the shoulder.

“I’m proud of vou, Bob!” he said. "My
dear lad, any man might be proud of such
a son! And these lads, too—I don’t know
how to thank them.”

“That’s all right, sir,” said Harry Whar-
ton, smiling. “It’s been a ripping adven-
ture for us, and it will be something to talk
about when we get back to Greyiriars.”

They were a happy party on board the
steamer during the run back to Ingland.

And Mrs. Cherry’s joy on their arrival
we need not describe. From Port Said the
teleeraph had apprised her of the rescue of
her husband and the safety of her son, and
she was at Southampton to meet the steamer.

Harry Wharton & Co. returned to Grey-
friars, and, needless to say, they had to
relate in nearly every study in the school
the full story of the adventures of Bob

Cherry 1n search of his father.
THE END
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