
























































said N’Gama. “And it is the will of my
lord N’Tumbo that these canoes shall be
moored to his piers, and that his guards
shall be placed aboard, so that there shall
be no stealing from his friends, who come ”
—and here N’Gama gave an awful leer—
“to see the buried cities.”

“Right-ho1” replied Mr. Pugsley,
English. “Sock him, Dick!
'E’s jus’ set right.”

N’Gama, delivering his message, had
advanced to the very edge of the platform,
and, quick and suspicious though he was,
he was not looking out for the swipe of the
heavy boathook behind his crooked knees
that sent him flying on his head into the
launch below.

“We ain’t all suckers in Suckerville,
y’ know, N’Gama |” said Mr. Pugsley as he
snicked a pair of handcufis on to his
prisoner, whilst Cecil, under the tarpaulin,
lashed his legs.

The eyes of N’Gama nearly stared from
his head as Cecil leaned over him.

“Umbimzulu I” he panted. “O merey, O
great one!”

“We got the clue!” called Mr. Pugsley
in triumph as an angry roar broke from the
crowd on the shore.

He leaped up on the bows of the launch,
his hands in his pockets on the butts of two
Service revolvers.

“Q people,” he cried, “thy lord has
declared war on the British, wherefore thy
gods are angered! The great Umbimzulu
hath spoken, and the great Mwangana hath
spoken. They are angered because of the
treachery of N’Gama, and they are angered
wherefore—behold, thy river burns!”

Mr. Pugsley sounded his foghorn.

The crowd, who were rushing forward,
suddenly stopped, aghast. They saw a lick
of biue flame run along the dark waters of
the river, and then a huge sheet of flame
rising on the water which was held by the
hulls of the great war canoes, enveloped
these in a furnace. These were rubbed over

with a varnish of resin and lampblack, and
as the petrol flames leaped up around them,
they caught and flared up like torches,
that could have been seen for miles around.

in
Quick!
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A yell of anger and fear went up from the
mob as Mr. Pugsley executed his first naval
manceuvre, which was to pull up a little
and let another flood of flaring petrol go
flying down the river on to N'Tumbo’s war
canoes.

These were large vessels and of great price,
and they went up like fireworks, sending
showers of sparks, which fell like golden
rain upon the thatched roofs within the walls
of the town.

There was a rush towards the canoes and
a rush back. Then the
irresolute.

“Behold Umbimzulu the Mighty I” roared
Mr. Pugsley, in a voice of thunder.

Something like a wail went up from the
armed mob as Cecil, huge, grim, and ter-
rible, rose from the launch and leaped on to
the platform of the pier.

“Behold Mwangana !” cried Mr. Pugsley.

There was a howl as old Gus was shot
out of the cricket bag on to the pier.

There was a rough wooden carving of
Mwangana in the Temple of the Leopards,
painted up in rough daubed colours. But
this were nothing like rare old Gus, painted
up fit to kill by the best artists of China
and Japan, golden, blue-headed, and striped
with the black-and-white stripes of New-
castle United.

Spears were dropped and
dropped, and the cry went up :

“Lo, our gods are angered! Let us run,
brothers, to our women and children in the
woods !”

Gus did one of his little runs forward,
which always gave him a quaint resemblance
to those little tin crocodiles which are sold
on the streets.

Cecil stood there, swinging the great club
which had been presented to him down in
the Solomon Island. Gone was his glossy
top hat, his Eton jacket, and his posh striped
trousers. Cecil was naked as he was born,
grim, terrible, and primitive.

The niggers took one look at him, and
there was a rush into the gate of the town
and a fighting jam of black bodies. It was
like the gallery door of the Splendide Pic-
ture Palace on a Saturday night.

)

crowds stood

guns were



Then Mr. Pugsley handed over.

“There you are, Master Dick! They are
on the run,” said he. “Straight to the
Speak ’Ouse! And if you see any lads in
leopard-skin gloves, shoot ‘em for the
vermin they are!”

Dick leaped ashore, and Mr. Pugsley
neatly drew up the canoes as Horace, bound-
ing alter Dick, landed on the platform. It
was a masterpiece of navigation when Mr.
Pugsley landed his party. Mr. Chatterjee
Lal Tata was still bewildered.

“What is happening, my dear Dick?” he
demanded.  “This is terrible, and I am
a timid man!”

“Don’t worry,” said Dick as they pressed
forward into the gate of the town.
“They’ve got old Crabby in their Speak
House, and if we don’t get him out quick,
he'll be murdered !’

“T tried to persuade him,” said Mr. Lal
Tata. “I hate these foolish expeditions,
and I don’t like adventures—except in
books.”

The thatches had caught inside the mud
walls, and the town was brightly illu-
minated as Dick and the boys of the Bom-
bay Castle raced across the great square,
with four hundred niggers flying before
them.

There was no mistake as to the Speak
House. It was a huge barn, as distinct as
the Iouses of Parliament, in London town.

No one resisted them. No nigger stood
before them, for on one side of Dick stalked
Cecil, grim and terrible, club in hand, and
on the other side scuttled old Gus, frisking,
like a two-year-old to find himself free of
his cricket bag.

The niggers who ran saw in these only
their outraged gods, Umbimzulu of the
Torests and Mwangana of the Rivers, the
givers of all prosperity and good luck.

They hardly stopped to look, for to look
on the gods is death. They went through
the town and over the walls, and raced for
the forest, to tell of the disaster which had

fallen upon N’Tumbo and his capital city.
N’Tumbo, who had dared to raise his hand
against the white men |

They went over the walls like cats, fall-

ing into the ditch beyond and racing for the
forest, covered with mud.

Dick led on to the door of the Speak
House. Drumming was going on inside—a
terrible, ominous drumming, which drowned
the ears to those in the Temple of the
Leopards against all that was passing
outside.

Dick pointed to the great closed doors,
and called to Horace, the goat.

“Horace !I” Le called.

Horace took one glance at the doors from
his shining green eyes, that glowed like star-
board lights. 1lo measured his distance,
and retreated a few paces.

Horace had measured his bifling powers
against some rough stuff in his time, but
the gates of the Speak Ilouse were the
roughest proposition he had ever tackled.

But Horace was not downhearted.

Down went his head and up went his
tail, and, with a superb bound, he hit
the centre of those closed doors of murder
with a biff that sounded like the crack of
doom.

The doors flew open, and Horace recoiled,
sorting himself out in penny numbers, and
the boys were brought to a halt for an
instant at the sight before them, a sight for
which the rulers of Africa would have paid
a king’s ransom.

For there, lashed on a wooden log before
the grim statue of an orang-outang, carved
by a Greek hand, lay Dr. Crabhunter, and
at the base of the statue sat N’Tumbo, his
supposed pal, looking scared to death at the
earthquake which had just taken place.

And, frozen in the act of dancing round
their victim, were twelve evil-looking
niggers, dressed in leopards’ skins and tails,
each bearing on his hands the death sen-
tence of the steel-clawed gloves of the
Leopards’ Society.

Old Crabbo was still keeping his end up,
even in this awful strait.

“I protest, Mr. N’Tumbo,” he was say:
ing—“I protest I”

“At ’em, Cecil I” cried Dick.

There was hardly need to call on Cecil.
At the sight of Dr. Crabhunter lashed there
Cecil seemed to go mad, and at the sight of
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the statue of himself, lit by the red glow of
the palm oil braziers, Cecil was transported.

He sprang at the frightened Leopards,
who raised a howl of terror. He picked
them up and hurled them one after another
at the statue, toppling it over from its base.
And when he had finished, there were twelve
badly-damaged Leopards on the ground,
and N’Tumbo lying on the floor before the
empty pedestal, with about as much back-
bone in him as a Chivers’ jelly. In fact,
all that N’Tumbo wanted to complete him
was the raspberry flavour He had got the
lemon all right.

«Quick! Out of it, boys!” called Dick.
“They may come back. Pick up those
twelve chaps—they don’t want any more—
and shove old N’Tumbo along! Come along,
Doctor! You are all right, sir. A miss is
as good as a mile. Quick—to the wharf !”

And they pushed back through the blaz-
ing town, shoving N’Tumbo in front of
them.
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Mr. Pugsley gave a yell of triumph as he
saw them come out at the gate of the blazing
city.

“Well done, boys!
“And look!
Victoria I”

There was the rattle of a Maxim gun as
the sternwheeler from Fort Victorin came
crashing through the chain of canoes which
guarded the river.

“I believe that’s my cousin bringing her
down,” said Dick, his eyes shining. “Isn’t
he pasting them?”

“We’'ll go and meet ’im,” said Mr. Pugs-
ley, “and let ’im ’ave ole Tumbo and his
young cubs!”

As the flotilla pushed ofi, Dr. Crabhunter
grasped Mr. Pugsley’s hand.

“Mr. Pugsley,” said he, “I have been a
foolish man. 1 "

But Mr. Pugsley cut him short.

“Hush, Doctor I” said he. “Not a word!
All’s well that ends well.”

Well done I he cried.
Here they come from Fort

The boys were brought to a halt, for there, lashed to a wooden log before the statue of an orang-outang,

lay Dr. Crabhunter.

‘At ’em, Cecll 1" cried Dick.

(See Chapter 2.)
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A DAY in the LIFE
OF A PAGE!!
By TOBY MARSH

(Cf St Jim's).

T 1 was & bad day for me when I chose
the perfession of page-boy at a
public school. It’s an overworked

and under-paid job, with more kicks

than pence. I'd much rather have a

job like Taggles, the porter’s—overpaid

and underworked, with more pence
than kicks! OIld Taggles thinks he’s
hard done by, but his job’s a sinnycure
compared with mine. All he has to do
is to crawl out of bed and ring the
risin’-bell, and then crawl back between
the sheets again and snooze uatil break-
fast-time. For the rest of the day he
just dawdles and dithersabout jinglin’

a bunch of keys, and moanin’ that he’s the

hardest-worked cove in the wide world!

Taggles is up with the sparrow, but I'm
up with the lark! My first job is to clean
dozens of pairs of boots and shoes; for
I'm not only a “buttons,” but a bootblack,
an errand-boy, a window-cleaner, a groom,
a valley, and a “maid-of-all-work "—all
rolled into one!

It’s a perfect nightmare, cleanin’ all the
boots and shoes. Young gents like Master
D’Arcy always insists on havin’ a prize
polish put on their shoes, so that they can
see their faces in 'em. And by the time
breakfast comes I'm sufferin’ from “boot-
black’s elbow,” which is like “tennis elbow,”
only a jolly sight more paneful !

Breakfast with me is a lightnin’ snack.
I have to take it standin’ up ; and I marvel
at myself for takin’ it Iyin’ down! A page-
boy ought to have his breakfast in peace
and comfort, like everybody else.

All the mornin’ you’ll see me racin’ and
chasin’ all over the place, runnin’ errands
for all and sundery. It’s “Toby, just pop
here,” and “Toby, just pop there,” until I
wonder I don't pop off altogether, and find
a better job! If I dare to dawdle, and

wander along the road readin’ my favourite

paper, “The Gem,” it’s a cuff or a lecture—

or both [—waitin’ for me when I get back.
Dinner is another lightnin’ meal, taken

in the servants’ quarters. And then it’s
more orrands and more odd jobs, such as
riskin’ my neck cleanin’ the dormitory win-
dows, or caddyin’ on the links for one of the
masters, or cleanin’ the silver, or beatin’
the carpets, or spring-cleanin’ the Head’s
study. The Head’s got quite a mania for
havin’ his study spring-cleaned. He seems
to think that spring comes every week |

Not until the evenin’ can I call my time
my own. And then I make my miserable
life happy by visitin’ the Wayland Cinema,
and forgettin’ the cares and burdens of the
day. Or I stay at St. Jim’s and listen-in
to a wireless concert. Master Merry has
lent me Tue HorinAy ANNUAL, and it's a
really rippin’ book when a fellow ig in the
dollars. (I don’t mean rollin’ in money,
but down in the dumps!)

I retire to roost early, and it seems that
my head has scarcely touched the pillow
when it’s time to get up and start a new day
of toil and trouble.

Pity the poor page-boy |
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g Next time you give a parly, amuse your audience with these tricks. g
B They are very effective, easy to perform, and will be sure to go off well. g
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THE LOCKED AND ROPED BOX ESCAPE.

~E of the most bafiling and interesting
O illusions is the escape of a
¢ magician >’ from a locked and
roped box. Tt never fails to impress you;
and yet, when the secret is known, the clever
trick is one which any boy or girl might do.
Here is a description of the illusion as it
appears to the audience.

A large box is brought forward, and any-
one is allowed to examine it. Particular
attention is drawn to the fact that the box
has not got a false bottom. Then the illu-
sionist enters the box, which is at once closed
and locked. A strong rope is then tied all
round it, and the knots are sealed. The

illusionist’s assistant draws a curtain round
the box, and in a few moments the illusionist
himself appears, pulls back the curtain,
and shows the box, from which he has just
escaped, still securely corded and sealed !
Anyone who is at all handy with tools

Fig. 1 (left). The
false side is fitted
to the box, A, with
two nails, which
act as the pivot.

can construct one of
these boxes in this
way. The box cer-
tainly has no false
bottom, but one of
its sides works on a
pivot.  When the
rope is tied around
the box, the assist-
ant, who, of course,
is looking after the
illusionist’s interests
while the latter is in
the box, sees to it
that the rope goes
round the box in the
same direction as
the pivot works.
You make the box
as shown at TFig, 1,
leaving a  space
where the false side
is to go. Cut a

piece of wood of exactly
appearance as the corresponding side of

Fig. 2. The box
(right) locked and
bound with rope.

Fig. 3. This shows how
the bags are arranged
one inside the other,
the innermost bag then
being tied and scaled.

the same size and

the box.
makes the false
side. Tasten this
in position with
two very large
nails, which be-
tween them will
act as the pivot.

Be careful to
see that the box is

That

large enough to
enable you to
crawl through

one half of the
{false side. for that
is all the space
you have.



Once you are inside the box, lie in it with
yvour head towards the false side. Your
assistant must see that the rope is fastened
around the box as shown at Fig. 2, and he
should rap on the box just as he draws the
curtain in front of it as a signal to you that
you can begin to ‘ escape.”

When the curtain is drawn, simply push
the false side open, and worm your way
out! Of course, you will close the false side
after you are out. Let people examine the
box as much as they wish, but take care that
you stand all the time by the false side, just
in case someone should start prying there!

ESCAPING FROM A SEALED BAG.
A.\m‘m:n simple trick is the escape from
4 a bag which has been tied and sealed
by the audience,
after the illusionist
has got into it. The
curtains are
drawn, and in a
few moments the
illusionist reap-
pears, bearing with
him the bag, which
is still tied and
sealed.

TFor this trick,
you need two bags, el .
exactly similar to S
each other, and o
both  big enough }
for you to get into.
One bag is placed

inside the other—

without the

audience being aware of the fact, of
course. When you get into the bag,

you grip the second bag and push the
top of it up through the open neck
of the one in which you are. Your assistant
conceals this by gathering the top of the
bag in his hands. When members of the
audience are asked to tie and seal it, they
do not realise that they are tying and seal-
ing another bag—not the one which really
contains you !

When the curtain is drawn, you simply
step from your bag, and hide it or leave it
behind tha curtain, showing the sealed (the

second) bag to the audience. TFig. 3 shows
you how the tops of the bags are arranged,
and where they should be held by your
assistant, who must see that the audience do
not notice what he is up to when the tying
and sealing is being done.

AN EFFECTIVE CHAIN ESCAPE.
Fun our third simple escape, you require

a short length of chain, with a ring at
one end and a padlock at the other. This
is an “escape” that can be done without
a curtain to screen you from your audience,
for you can manage it by merely turning
your back on them.

Any person from the audience is invited

to fasten your hands together with the chain,
as tightly as they possibly can. No matter

how  tightly  the
chain is fastened on
your  wrists, you
simply turn your
back for a moment,
then face around
again  with  your

hands free and the
padlock still locked !

The whole trick
depends on the way
in which your hands
are fastened. You
must see that the
audience fasten the
chain in the manner
you desire, which is as follows: First
of all you slip one end of the chain
through the ring, and thus meke a noose of
it. This is slipped over one wrist and
pulled tight. Take care that the ring comes
at the top of your wrist, as at Fig, 4. Then
allow the chain to drop between the wrists,
give it a swing, and bring it over the top
of the right wrist.

This done, the person who is manacling
you may wrap the chain as tightly as he
wishes around your wrists, and padlock
it. All you have to do when you turn your
back is to raise your left hand slightly. turn
it palm downwards, slip it over the right,
and the chain will have become so slack that
it is an easy matter to slip it right off your
wrists. 5

Fig. 4. How an **escape
is made from manacled
wrists,
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