


























































































































“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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