




















He had no time to lose, for he
realised that he was up against some
strange mystery. Swiftly he searched
deeper into the jungle, beyond the
stranded train, for tracks.

“ Qur missing gang didn't fly from
here,” the lad muttered, forcing his
way in the gloom. “ Ah, here!
Footprints, by gosh ! "

The lad had suddenly come across
the tracks of many natives leading
away into the jungle. He followed
them breathlessly, and his heart
leaped with excitement when he found
that the natives’ tracks led into a
broad elephant path.

T can jolly well drive the old bus
along that !’ Peter told himself ex-
citedly. ““ I'll track down our van-
ished gang somehow or other, and
then %

The lad broke off, unable to imagine
in what strange circumstances he
might find the missing gang. And
what could he alone do when he had
found them ? It must be something
very powerful that could spirit away
a hundred boys, and shift a train
without trace. ) 4 )

But Peter lost no time in getting
back to the lorry. He started up the
engine again, and jumped into the
drniver’s seat. Then he turned the
lorry round, drove back a little way,
and turned off the road into the
jungle. )

The springy screen parted to admit
him, closing up behind him again
with a swish and crackle, as it did
when the rhino plunged into it,
leaving no trace behind.

But it took Peter a long time to get
the lorry down to the elephant path.
Dense weeds got entangled in the
wheels, and many times he had to get
out and hack them free. The deeper
he smashed through, the darker it

became, until he could hardly see
Losing his bearings, he crashed into a
great baobab tree, but fortunately

no damage was done to the sturdy
lorty.

At last, with a sigh of relief, the lad
drove into the wide elephant path,
after half an hour’s struggle.

He sent the lorry on down the trail,
pulping weeds under his wheels, with
the gloom of the forest making it
difficult to keep a straight course.

He was wary, too, of obstacles, and
several times 1n that nightmare jour-
ney he barely escaped disaster, and
had continually to clear rocks and
fallen trees from his way. But each
time he had to descend he saw the
tracks of natives, which gave him
encouragement.

“ A mighty lot of tracks,” he mut-
tered again and again. ‘‘ Must be our
chaps. - Where the thump were they
going ? "’

At last, Peter saw that it was
getting lighter, and before long he
reached the jungle edge, where a
grassy plain covered with thorn trees
met his eyes.

The sun was now
swift African night would soon de-
scend. Peter looked out across the
wide expanse of yellow grass, which
was tinder-dry and about three feet
high, and he gasped at sight of a
native kraal.

The lad could just see thatched
domed huts above a fence of thorns.
He heard cattle lowing, and he saw
the smoke of cooking fires curling
upwards. The tracks he had followed
down the elephant path pointed
towards that kraal, where they
vanished in the stiff, tall grass.

‘ Can our missing chaps be there ? "
muttered Peter.

He dashed back to the lorry,
fetched his rifle, then started towards
the kraal on his hands and knees.

High grass and bushes gave the lad
excellent cover. He had only three
hundred yards to go, but it seemed
miles. His heart thumped against
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his ribs as he heard the harsh voices
of natives singing a triumphant war
song. He could not imagine what had
happened to the vanished gang, nor
what to do if he found them.

He got within a few yards of the
kraal, and there waited until night
shut down completely and stars
spangled the sky. He rose to his
knees then, but he could see no
natives, until with a gasp he spotted
two brawny savages armed with
spears and shields. :

The two ebony warriors sat talking
at a gateway of a thorn boma in the
middle of the kraal.

“ They're not guarding cattle,”
gritted Peter. * Prisoners ? By Jove,
I believe all our missing chaps have
been kidna?ped. They must be inside
that boma ! " .

Peter’s nerves thrilled. He realised
that discovery would mean death.
He was no doubt butting against the
schemes of some powerful savage
chief.

But he thought of his brother
awaiting the boys, so he took the
chance and crawled forward.

The kraal entrance was unguarded,
showing that no attack from outside
was feared. Peter was soon amongst
the thatched, circular huts, with the
smell of goats, cattle, and wood-
smoke in his nostrils, the raucous
songs and laughter from the huts in
his ears.

Hugging the shadows the lad
crawled towards the squatting sentries
at the boma entrance, which was
closed by a high thorny barrier.
Unsuspecting, the two brawny sen-

tries chatted. .
Soon Peter was right behind them,

iifle in hand.
o ISJerving himself, the lad leaped and

truck. ) y
® l-Iutcwas done like lightning. Twice,
wielded with all his strength, his rifle
barrel cracked down on two woolly
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heads, whose owners grunted, half
rose, then pitched forward, to lie
still.  Every nerve a-thrill, the lad
jumped for the thorn barrier and
opened it quickly. And there, as he
expected, he saw the missing gang of
boys, with whom were the missing
Hindu engine-driver and the black
fireman of the stranded train.

Peter entered the boma, and
motioning to the startled prisoners
for silence, beckoned them to follow
him. The prisoners had been cowed
by threats of a terrible death if they
tried to escape, and they knew that
the huts were full of armed warriors.

At sight of the white lad, however,
with his rifle, they came surging for-
ward excitedly.

“ Iollow me,” breathed Peter.
“ That singing will drown our foot-
steps. Make for the jungle and the
railway. I'll pick up all the fellows I
can with the lorry yonder.”

Leaping out of the enclosure, the
lad dashed away with the rescued

risoners swarming silently at his
Eeels. But before he reached the
kraal gateway the door of a large hut
was abruptly flung open, and out
burst a white man.

Peter gasped in surprise, recognis-
ing the gaunt, bearded American
hunter who had tried to poison Boss
Hanson.

“Thorp! It’s Sam Thorp!”

Recognition was mutual.

“ Gosh | Th’ railway kid—rescuin,
th’ prisoners ! ” Thorp roared, an
drew out his revolver and yelled an
alarm.

‘“ Sahib | That is the white scoun-
drel who captured us all—and the
train,” the Hindu driver shouted in
Peter’s ear.

“ Down with him | " Peter yelled.
“ We must collar him. And he
shan’t escape again!”

Peter charged forward on the in-
stant, knocking up Thorp’s pistol
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with his rifle. The lad was followed
by his desperate boys, and so quick
was the attack that Thorp was stunned
and overpowered before the warriors
in the huts guessed what was up.

Strong brown hands gripped Thor
and bore him swiftly out of the kraal.
A second later, however, scores of
savages came bursting from the huts.
They saw the two senseless sentries
near the boma and the crowd of boys,
led by the white lad, speeding away
across the dim plain, and dived back
to their huts for weapons.

Then with savage yells the black
warriors came storming in pursuit.

Quickly Peter realised that, bur-
dened with his captive, he could not
escape. But the plucky lad did not
mean to lose Sam Thorp again.
Ignoring the terrified yells about him,
hesuddenly stopped, snatched matches
from his pocket and swiftly set fire to
the tall yellow grass.

In a second the flames rushed away
in all directions. With a crackling
roar up leaped a wall of fire. It was
a flaming barrier between pursuers
and pursued which, fanned by the
wind, began to rush away towards the
kraal.

“ Beaten 'em |’ whooped Peter as
the flames gushed up twenty feet high
and smoke billowed to the stars.
“ Now, come on, lads | And bring that
white ruffian along!”

The savage warriors seemed to be
beaten. Howling in baffled fury, they
began to race back towards their
kraal, desperate to burn a * fire-
break ”’ to save their huts.

On towards the motor-lorry, with
Thorp carried by four lusty boys, ran
Peter, ]eadinithe ang he had rescued.
Behind him half the %rassy plain was

y.

now burning furious
“ What hap?ened to the train,
Raja?” the ad shouted to the

Hindu engine-driver.
 Sahib,” was the gasped reply,

“ that white man is chief of those
black dogs back yonder. He tore up
the rails with his warriors, stopped
the construction train, and made us
descend. He forced us to lay those
rails so that the train ran into_the
jungle and was swallowed up. Then
he made us replace the rails, so that
nothing would ever be noticed. And
then he dragged us all here to become
slaves.”

1 found the train, though,”’ Peter
cried, “and followed your tracks
through the jungle. What a cunning
dodge of Thorp’s. But—slaves!
What'’s his game ? ”’

“ The bearded one is a gun-runner
and slave-trader, sahib ! ”’ panted the
Hindu driver. * Having made himself
chief of yonder tribe, he did not want
the railway completed, knowing that
it would put an end to his crimes bx
bringing many white men up hcre.”

“ Crumbs ! What a blackguard |
Peter gasped.

The lad realised now why Thorp,
not really a hunter, had tried to poison
Boss Hanson, and had no doubt
meant to poison both the brothers,
too.

Thorp was determined to stop the
Barongo Railway. And so he had
decided that the bridge across the
Nchanga river should not be com-
pleted before the rains. He knew that
tloods would stop the work, and thus

ut an end to the line; for the
grothers’ company had not enough
money to survive a delay of months,
being bound to a time-limit by their
contract with the Government.

The lorry was reached and the
bound Thorp was thrown into it and
many boys leaped in after him.

Péter had the engine started and
the lorry, crowded with boys, surged
forward. Away dashed the remainder
into the jungle, heading for the line.

A few minutes later, Peter dis-
covered that they had not yet escaped.
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Even as the lorry ran
into the elephant path, the
jungle about it burst into violent
life. There sounded roars and howls,
and spear-armed savages came Ieap-
ing at the lorry from all sides.

About fifty warriors had raced full
speed round the fire, determined to
rescue their white chief.

Of a sudden Peter saw dark forms
ahead of him, as well as on both sides.
He heard weapons whistle about him,
thudding on the lorry’s sides.

W
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As Peter reached the
clephant path the
jungle around sud-
denly burst into violent
life.  There sounded
roars and howls, and
spear-armed  savages
attacked the lorry
from all sides.

Full speed Peter sent the heavy
lorry crashing at his foes. Vaguely he
heard howls of pain, saw dim figures
knocked flying by the lorry’s bonnet,
and hurled aside by the wheels.

But many of the savages leaped
aboard the lorry. Then followed a
grim hand-to-hand combat. The

(51)



rescued boys fought
against the attackers.
Peter drove onward, seeing blurred
figures leaping at him, to be knocked
aside and left behind. The jungle rang
to the hideous din of howls of pain
and fury, as the lorry swayed and
rolled along the elephant path.
Through the last of the savages the
lorry charged, hurling black shapes in
all directions, while a fight raged at
the back. It was touch and go for
several seconds, however. But Peter
got through with little more than a
few bruises and cuts. As the lorry
gathered speed the boarding savages
were hurled off, and then were quickly
dropped behind.
‘“Beaten’ematlast1” Petergasped.

desperately

Several hours later the blood-grimed
lad rolled up triumphantly to the
construction-camp at the river. He
was just in time. The Kavirondos
in camp had given him up for lost,
too, and not even Allen could have
detained them much longer. Sight of
the grinning lad, with his battered
lorry, his white prisoner, and the
battle-stained boys he had brought
along, caused roars of delight and
admiration.

Peter’s story was soon told.

“ You've saved the line, my lad !
Go and tell your tale to Boss Hanson,
who will be O.K. again in a day or
so,” Allen shouted gleefully, as Peter
ended. ‘ The rest of the missing gang
is on the way afoot 7 Then we'll soon
have that train back on the metals,
and I bet we get the bridge finished
before the rains, after all.”

They did, with one day to spare.
Peter received the thanks of the
company and a substantial reward,
while Sam Thorp, who had long
terrorised the region and had
terrorised the vanished cook-boy into
freeing him before, also got his deserts.

THE END
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(a member of the Famous Five)
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GREYFRIARS
RHYMES

JOHNNY BULL

Ew * H.A." heroes are so fine
And strong as stalwart Johnny,
Who in the Famous Five doth shine,
A youngster bright and bonnie.
Like Britain’s typical *“ John Bull,”
He is the soul of honour;
With zealous pride he serves his school.
And brings no shame upon her.

When Wharton leads his merry nicn
At footer or at cricket,

In raids upon some prefect’s den
Or scouting in the thicket,

Our Johnny's always on the scene,
To Wharton strictly loyal ;

Aud fees feel where his fist has been
In many a battle royal !

With Fish the study he must share,
For thus the Head arranges;

The business man from * over there ™
Effects some drastic changes;

The humble room has had to serve
As pawnshop to the pirate ;

And Fisher’s cool, unbounded nerve
Made all the fellows irate.

The * three brass balls ”* displayed without
Caused everyone to wonder ;
But Bull produced a hammer stout
And smashed them all asunder.
He next pursued the artful Yank,
An explanation nceding ;
But though the Shylock he did spank,
Fish went his way unheeding.

But soon his schemes were foiled by Fate
And shattered ; and the fact is,

That boys of Britain always hate
Suggestions of sharp practice.

But Johnny Bull and Dicky Rake
Were anything but pleasant ;

And rudely Fisher did awake
From dreams which once were present.

Fat Bunter follows after frocks
Of damsels by the dozen
Yet he received the worst of shocks
When courting Johnny’s cousin.
The way she put the porpoise down
Was really quite a ** thriller,”
And Bunter's lost the rich renown
Of champion lady-killer.

Both Johnny and his cousin boast
The pluck which marks our nation ;

A gift which graced the English host
For many a generation.

The noble Wharton must be proud
Of such a staunch assistant,

Whose praise is chanted long and loud
By readers near and distant.



	IMG_2026_01_03_17_39_00R
	IMG_2026_01_03_17_39_12L
	IMG_2026_01_03_17_39_12R
	IMG_2026_01_03_17_39_18L
	IMG_2026_01_03_17_39_18R
	IMG_2026_01_03_17_39_26L
	IMG_2026_01_03_17_39_26R
	IMG_2026_01_03_17_39_31L
	IMG_2026_01_03_17_39_31R
	IMG_2026_01_03_17_39_39L
	IMG_2026_01_03_17_39_39R
	IMG_2026_01_03_17_39_44L

