% ' ner could they ever be aught else.
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IRD GREYSTOKE was hunting, | wheeied and leaped away into the| tribe, and little Tibo had been play-

I, to be more accurate, he was
ing pheasants at Chamston-
. Lord Greystoke was im-
tely and appropriately garbed
minutest detail he was=

" To be sure, he was among
p forward guns, not being consid-

-

| darkness. A moment later he was

| swinging through the black jungle |

| night, the cries nnd lamentations of |

Momaya growing fainter in the dis

| tance, |
As Tarzan followed the fresh

spoor of Horta, the boar, the fol-

ing at the edge of the jungle, casting
n small spear in anticipation of the
distant day when he should bhe a
full-fledged warrior, Bukawai had
come again.

Tibo had seen a squirrel geam-

a sporting shot, but what he lowing morning, he came upon the His childish mind had transformed

d in skill he more than made

in appearance. At the end of the

‘he would, doubtless, have many

to his credit, since he had two

and & smart londer—many

birds than he could eat in a

even had he been hungry,

‘which he was not, having but just
! @risen from the breakfast table

The beaters—there were twenty-

three of them, in white smocks—

.~ had just driven the birds into a

" pateh of gorse, and were now cir-

eling to the opposite side that they

might drive down toward the guns,

And far away matted

“equatoriul jungle Lord

‘Mke. {he renl Grey-

“stoke, hunted. By standnrds

in a

another
Lord

the

which he know, he, too, was vogue— |

. utterly vogue, as was the primal an-
eeator before the first eviction. The
day being sultry, the leopard skin
had been left behind. The real Lord
Greystock had not two guns, to be

have a smart ioader; but he pos-
géased something infinitely more
efficacious than guns, or loaders, or |
even twenty-three henters in white
" smocks—he possessed an nppetite,
an uncanny wooderaft, and muscles
that were a= steel =prings.

Later that day, in England, a
Lord Greystoke ate bountifully of
things he had not 'killed, and he
. drank other things which were un-
ecorked to the accompaniment of
much noise. He padded his lips
with snowy linen tn remove the
{aint traces of his repast, quite
ignorant of the fact that he wag an
jmpostor and that the rightful
owner of hiz noble title was even
then finishing his own dinner in
far-off Africa. He was not using
snowy linen, though In.-t‘(-n.i he
drew the back of & brown forearm
and hand across his mouth and |
wiped his bloody fingers upon his
thighs. Then he moved slowly
through the jungle to the drinking |
place, where, upon all fours, he|

" drank as drank his fellows, the |
other beasts of the jungle.

It had been st least a moon since
the ape-man had called upon the
Gemangani. Not since he had re-
. stored little Tibo to his grief-
| gtricken mother had the whim seized |
hm to do so. The incident of the
adopted balu was a closed one to
Tarzan. He had sought to find
~gomething upon which to lavish such
an affection as Teeka lavished upon
her balu, but a short experience of
ths little black boy had made it
quite plain to the ape-man that no |
meh sentiment could exist between
them.
The fact that he had for a time
treated the little black ns he might!

" have treated a real balu of his own

" had in no way altered the vengeful

gentiments with which he \'ut::-lil-!-
" ered the murderers of Kala. The
" Gemangani were his deadly enemics,

Today he looked forward to some
| slight relief from the monotony of
_his existence in such excitement us
he might derive from buaiting the
“““ It was not yet dark he
reached the village and his
T in the great tree m‘Prh:muing!
* the palisade.

From beneath came

a great wailing out of the depths of

a mear-by hut. The noise fell ‘h-‘f'

agreeably upon Tarzan's ears—i
T and grated.

when
took

He did not like |
g0 he decided to go away f-jr A
in the hopes that it might |

wemse; but though he was gone fll.'l!'l;i
£t

eouple of hours, the wailing
‘gontinued when he returned.
With the intention of putting &
snt termination to the annoying

nd, Tarzan slipped silently from

. tree into the shadows beneath.
* It was just as he was about to
g forward with a savage roar

; st a figure appeared in the .(inm'-
:.\w of thll' hut. It was lh\‘ .;_.n:g
““of the wailer whom he had come to
atill, the figure of a young womun

with a wooden skewer through the |

: jt septum of her nose, with a
. heavy metal ornament depending
et her lower lip, which it had
o down to hideous and re-
e deformity, with strange
. tattooing * upon forehead, cheeks,
& and breasts, and u wonderful coif-
gre built up with mud and wire,
A sudden flare of the fire threw
je grotesque figure into high re-
and Tarzan recognized her as
mya, the mother of Tibo. The
also threw out a fitful flame
ecarried to the ghadows where
gan lurked, picking out his light
body from the surrounding
Momaya saw him and
w him. With a cry, she leaped
ard and Tarzan came to meet
ha other women, turning,
too; but they did not come
him. Instead they rose as
ked as one, fled as one.
threw herself at Tar-
leet, raising supplicating
d him and pouring forth
‘mutilated lips a perfect
it of words, not one of which
pe-man comprehended., For a
nt he looked down upon the up-
nad htful fuee of the woman.
& had come to slay, but that over-
Nelming torrent of speech filled
' constarnation end with
sbout him appre-
lly, then back at the woman.
glidon of feeling seized him.
uid - not kill little Tibo's
por could he stand and fuce
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| before,

| ening little Tibo so

tracks of two Gomangani, a large
one and a small one. The ape-man,
accustomed as he was to question-
ing closely all that fell to his per-
veptions, paused to read the story
written in the soft mud of the game
trail. You or I would have seen
little of interest there, even if, by
chance, we could have seen aught.
Perhups had one been there to point
them out to us, we might have noted
indentations in the mud, but there
were countless indentations, one
overlapping another into a confu-
gion that would have been entirely
meaningless ta us. To Tarzan each
told its own story. Tantor, the
elephant, had passed that way as
recently as three suns since. Numa |
hnd hunted here the night just gone,
and Horta, the bhoar, had walked
slowly along the trail within an
hour; but what held Tarzan's at-
tention wns the spoor tale of the
Gomangani, It told him that the day

o neither did he! before an old man had gone toward
4 aln S . t 1
sure, nor even one, b { the north in compuany with a little,

boy, and that with them had been
two hyenus.
Tarzan

puzzied

in
sPe

serateched his  head
incredulity. He could
by the overlapping of the footprints
that the beasts had not been follow-
ing the two, for sometimes one was
ahead of ther and one Lehind, and
again both were in advance, or both
were in rear, It was very
strange quite  inexplieable,
especinlly where the spoor showed
where the hyvenius in the wider por-
tions of the path had walked ene on
either gide of the human pair, quite
close to them, Then Tarzan read in
the spoor of the smualler Gomangam
a shrinking terror of the beast that
brushed his side, but in that of the
old man was no sign of fear. |

At first Tarzan had been solely
occupied by the remarkable juxta-
position of the spoor of Dangoe and
Gomangani, but now his keen eyes|
caught something in the spoor of
the little Gomangani which brought
him to a sudden stop, It was as/
though, finding a letter in the road,'
vou suddenly had discovered in it
the familiar handwriting f &,
friend.

“Go-bu-balu!” exclaimed the ape-
man, and at once memory flushed
upen the screen of recollection the |
supplienting attitude of Momaya as
she had hurled herself before him |
in the village of Mbonga the night !
Instantly all was ex-:
plained-—the wailing and lamenta-
tion, the pleading of the black|
mother, the sympathetic howling of
the ghes about the fire. Little Go-
bu-balu had been stolen again, and |
this time by another than Tarzan.
Doubtless the mother had thought
that he was again in the power of
Tarzan of the Apes, and she had
been beseeching him to return her |
balu to her.

It had all happened to little Tibo |
very  suddenly and unexpectedly

the
and

| within the brief span of two suns.
| First had come Bukawai, the witch-

doctor—Bukawai, the unclean—
with the ragged bit of fiesh which
still clung to his rotting face, He|
had come alone and by day to the|
place at the river where Momuaya |
went daily to wash her body and
that of Tibo, her little boy. He hadi
stepped out frem behind a grent
bush quite close to Momaya, fright-
that he ran
sereaming to hie mother's protecting |
arma. |

But Momaya, though startled, had |
wheeled to face the fearsome thing
with all the savage ferocity of a
she-tiger at bay. When she saw who |
it was, she breathed a sigh of partial
relief, though she still clung tightly
to Tibo. |

"l have come,” said Hukfu\'ﬂi|
| without preliminary, “for the three
| fat gonts, the new sleeping mat, and

the bit of copper wire ay long us a
| tall man's arm."”

I *“1 have no goats for you,” snap-

ped Momaya, “nor a sleeping mat, |
(nor any wire. Your medicine was
never made. The white jungle god!
guve me back my Tibo. You had
nothing to do with it.”

“But 1 did,” mumbled Bukawui
through his fleshless jaws. “It was
I who commanded the white jungle
god to give back wvour Tibo.”

Momaya lsughed his
"Speaker of lies,” cried,
back to your foul den and your
hyenas. back and hide wyour
stinking face in the belly of the
mountain, lest the sun, seeing it,
cover his face with a black eloud.”

“lI have come,” reiterated Buka-
wai, “for the three fat goats, the
new sleeping mat, and the bit of
copper wire the length of a tall
man's arm, which you were to pay
me for the return of your Tibe."”

“It was to be the length .of a
man's forearm,” corrected Momaya, |
“but you shall have nothing, old|
thief. You would not make medicine

face.
Ygo

in
<he

Go

| women were all about

it inte the menacing figure of a
hostile warrior. Little Tibo had
raised his tiny spear, his heart filled
with the savage bhlooid lust of his
race, us he pictured the night's orgy
when he should dance about the
corpse of hiz human kill as the
women of his tribe prepared the
meut for the feast to follow.

But when he cast the spear. he
missed both squirrel and tree, losing
his missile far among the tangled
undergrowth of the jungle. How-
ever, it could be but a few steps
within the forbidden labyrinth, The
in the field.
There were warriors on gunrd with.

He grasped it by the seruff of the neck and hurled it aeross the eavern
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| iw.¢ taken him. Return nim to me

or 1T shall tear your eyes from your
head and feed your heart to the
wild hogs."”

Bukawai shrugged his shoulders.
“What do I know about your child?"
he asked. *“I have not taken him.
If he is stolen again, what should
Bukawai know of the matter? Did
Bukawai steal him before? No, the

| white jungle god stole him, and if

he stole him once he would steal

in eusy hail, and so little Tibo boldly  eyes, but, fortunately for Bukawali, | flit strange, fantastic shapes peo-| him again, It is nothing to me. I

ventured into the dark place,

Just behind the screen of creepers
and matted foliage lurked three
horrid figures—an old, old man,
black as the pit, with a face half
eaten away by leprosy, his sharp-
filed teeth, the teeth of a cannibal,
showing  yellow and repulsive
through the great gaping hole where
his mouth and nose had been. And
begide him, equally hideous, stood
two powerful hyenas—carrion-eat-
ers consorting with carrion.

Tibo did not see them until,
head down, he had forced hi: way
through the thickly growing vines
in search of his little spear, and
then it waus too late. As he looked
up into the face of Bukawai, the old
witch-doctor seized him, muffling
his screams with a palm across hix
motith. Tibo struggled futilely,

A moment latetr he wus being
hustled away through the dark anid
terrible jungle, the frightful old man
still muffling hiz screams, und the
two hideous hyenas pucing now on
either side, now before, now behind,
always prowling, always growling,
snapping, snarling, or, worst of all,
laughing hideously.

After what seemed un eternity to
Tibo, they arrived at the mouth of a
cave between two rocky hills, The
opening was low and A
few saplings bound together with
strips of rawhide closed it against
stray beasts. Bukawai removed the
primitive door and pushed Tibo
within. The hyenas, snarling, rush-
ed past him and were lost to view
in the blackness of the interior.
Bukawai replaced the saplings and
seizing Tibo roughly by the arm,
dragged him along & narrow, rocky
passage. The floor was compara-
tively amooth, for the dirt which

narrow,

and tramped by many feet until few
inequalities remaiped,

Presently Tibo saw a faint light-
ness ahead of them, and a moment
later they emergsd into & roughly

until 1 had brought the payment in
advance, and when | was returning |
to my village the great, white|
jungle god gave me back my Tibo—
gave him to me out of the juws of
Numa. His medicine is true medi-
cine-—yours is the wesk medicine of
an old man with a hole in his face.”

“] have come,” repeated Bukawai
patiently, “for the three fat—" But
Momaya had not waited to hear
more of what she already knew by
heart. Clasping Tibo close to her
side, she was hurrying away toward
the palisaded village of Mbonga, the
chief.

And the next day, when Momaya

s working on the plantain field
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circular chamber “to which a little
daylight filtered through a rift in
the rocky ceiling. The hyena: were
there ahead of them, waiting. As
Bukawaei entered with Tibo, the

beasts slunk toward them, baring|
They were hungry.
one |

| vellow fangs.
Toward Tibo they came, and
snapped at his naked legs, Buka-
wai seized a stick from the floor of
the chamber and struck a vicious
blow at the beast, at the same time
mumbling forth a volley of execra-
tions. The hyena dodged and ran
to the side of the chamber, where
he stood growling. Bukawai took a
step toward the creature, which
bristled with rage at his approach.
Fear and hatred
) A
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shet from its evil

lny thick upon it had been trodden |

| slit in the rocky wall.

fear predominated,

Several times one or the other
of the beasts would turn to make a
stand against the witch-doctor, and
then Tibo would hold his breath in
agonized terror, for never in his
brief life had he seen such frightful
hatred depicted upon the counten-
ance of man or beast; but always
fear overcame the rage of the sav-
age creatures, so that they resumed
their fight, snarling and bare-
fanged, just at the moment that
Tibo was certain they would spring
at Bukawai's throat.

At last the witch-doctor tired of
the futile chage. With a snarl quite
as bestinl as those of the beasts, he
turned toward Tibo. *“I go to col-
leet the ten fut goats, the new sleep-
ing mat, and the two pieces of cop-
per wire that your mother will pay
for the medicine T shall make to
bring you bock to her, he said
“You will stay here. There,” and
he pointed toward the puissage
which they had followed to the
chamber, “I will leave the hyenas.
If vou try to escape, they will eat
}"'1].“

Wearily the horror-ridden hours
dragged their slow way. Night
came, and for a time Tibo slept, but
it seemed that the hungry bensts
never slept. Alwaya they stood just
beyond the lattice growling their
hideous growls or laughing their
hideous laughs., Through the nar-
row rift in the rocky roof above him,
Tibo could see au few sturs, and once
the moon crossed.

and thirsty for he had not eaten
since the morning before, and only
once upon the long march had he
been permitted to drink, but even
hunger and thirst were aimost for-
gotten in the terror of his position,

It was after daylight that the
child discovered a second opening in
the wallg of the subterranean cham-
ber, almost opposite that at which
the hyenas still stood glaring hun-
grily at him, It wag only a narrow
It might lead
in but a few feet, or it might lead
to freedom! Tibo approached it and
looked within. He could see noth-
ing. He extended his arm into the
blackness, but he dared not venture
farther. Bukawai never would have
left u way of escape, Tibo reasoned,
so0 this pussage must lead either no-
where or to some still more hideous
danger.

To the boy's fear of the actual
dangers which menaced him—Buka-
wai and the two hyenas—his super-
stition sdded countless others quite
too horrible even to name, for in the
lives of the blacks, through the
shadows of the jungle day and the

- -
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At last daylight |
,came again. Tibo was very hungry

pling the already hideously peopled |

forests with menacing figures, as
though the lion and the leopard, the
snake and the hyena, and the count-
| less poisonous insects were not quite
Csufficient to strike terror to the
hearts of the poor, simple creatures
whose lot is cast in earth’s most
fearsome spot,

And so it was that little Tibo

returned him .to you before and 1
have come for my pay. If he is
gone and you would have him re-

| turned, Bukawai will return him—

for ten fat goats, a new sleeping
mat and two pieces of copper wire
the length of a tall man's arm from
the shoulder to the tips of his
fingers, and Bukawai will say noth-
ing more about the goats and the

cringed not only from real menaces | sleeping mat and the copper wire

but from imaginary ones. He was

| afraid even to venture upon a road
that might lead to escape,
| Bukawai had set to watch it some
frightful demon of the jungle,

But the real menaces suddenly
drove the imaginary ones from the
| boy's mind, for with the coming of
daylight the half-famished hyenas
renewed their efforts to bresk down
| the frail barrier which kept them
from their prey. Rearing upon their
hind feet they clawed and struck
at the lattice, With wide eyes Tibo
saw ‘it sag and rock. Not for long,
he knew, could it withstand the as-
| saults of these two powerful and
determined brutes, Already one
corner had been forced past the
| rocky protuberance of the entrance
way which had held it in place. A
| shaggy forearm protruded into the
| chamber. Tibo trembled as with
ague, for he knew that the end was
near.

Backing against the farther wall
|he stood flattened out as far from
the beasts as he could get., He saw
the |attice give still more., He saw
o savage, snarling head forced past
it, and grinning jaws snapping and
gaping toward him. In another in-
stant the pitiful fabric would fall
inward, and the two would be upon
him, rending his flesh from his
bones, gnawing the bones themselves,
fighting for possession of his en-
trails.

Bukawai came upon Momaya out-
side the palisade of Mbonga, the
chief. At sight of him the woman
drew back in revulsion, then she flew
&t him, tooth and nail, but Bukawai
threatening her with a spear held
her st a safe distance.

“Where is my baby?” she eried.
“Where is my little Tibo?"

Bukawai opened his eyes in well-
simulated amazement. “Your baby!"
he exclaimed, “What should |
know of him, other than that I
rescued him from the white god of
the jungle and have not yet received
my pay. I come for the goats and
the sleeping mat and the plece of
copper wire the length of a tall
man’s arm from the shoulder to the
tips of his fingers.'

“Offal of & h ,"" shrieked Mo-
; “My dhild has been sto

i

#
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lest |

which you were to pay for the first
medicine,”

“Ten fat goats!” screamed Mo-
maya. “I could not pay you ten
fat goats in as many years. Ten fat
goats, indeed!"

“Ten fat goats,” repeated Buka-
wai. “Ten fat goats, the new sleep-
ing mat and two pieces of copper
wire the length of—"

Momaya stopped him with an im-
patient gesture. “Wait!" she cried.
“1 have no goats. You waste your
breath. Stay here while I go to my
man. He has but three goats, yet
something may be done. Wait!"

Bukawai sat down beneath a
tree. He felt guite content, for he
knew that he should have either
payment or revenge. He did not
fear harm at the hands of these
people of another tribe, although he
well knew that they must fear and
hate him. His leprosy alone would
prevent their laying hands upon
him, while his reputation-as a witch-
doctor rendered him doubly immune

i
.

from attack. He was planning upon
compelling them to drive the ten
goats to the mouth of his cave when
Momaya returned. With her were
three warriors—Mbonga, the chief,
Rabba Kega, the vilage witch-doe-
tor, and Ibeto, Tibo's father. They
were not pretty men even under
and now,
with their faces marked by anger,
they well might have inspired terror
in the heart of any one; but if
Bukawai felt any fear, he did not
betray it. Instead he greeted them
with an insolent stare, intended to
awe them, as they came and squat-

ordinary ecircumstances,

ted in a semicirele before him,
“Where is Ibeto’s son?”
Mbonga.

“How should I know?” returned
Bukawai. “Doubtless the white ldwli:I
W
make strong medicine and then we
shall know where is Ibeto’s son, and
It was
my medicine which got him baek
the last time, for which I got mo

god has him. If I am paid
shall get him back again.

pay."” A

“] have my own witch-doctor to
Mbonga

mak + medicine,” replied

wit] dignity.

Lakawsi sneered and rose to his

.'-i'_i

feet.

icine and see if

asked

"y well,” he said, “lst
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took a few steps away from them,
and then he turned angrily back,
“His medicine will not bring the
child back—that T know, and 1 also
know that when you find him it will
ba too late for any medicine to bring
him back, for he will be dead. This
have I just found out, the ghost of
my father's sister but now came to
me and told me.” J

Now Mbonga and Rabba Kega
might not take much stock in their
own magic, and they might even
be skeptical as to the magic of an-
other, but there was always a chance
of something being in it, especially
if it were not their own., Was it

inot well known that old Bukawai

had speech with the demons them-
selves and that two even lived with
him in the forms of hyenas! Still
they must not  accede too hastily.
There was the price to be considered,
and Mbonga had no intention of
parting lightly with ten goats to ob-
tain the return of a single little boy
who might die of smalipox long be-
fore he reached a warrior's stage.

“Wait,” said Mbonga. “Let us
see some of your magic, that we may
know if it be good magid. Then
we can talk abodt payment. Rabba
Kega will make some magic, too, We
will see who makes the best magic.
Sit down, Bukawai.”

“The payment will be ten goats—
fat goats—a new sleeping mat and
wo pieces of copper wire the length
of a tall man’s arm from the shoul-
der to the ends of his fingers, and
it will be made in advance, the goats
being driven to my cave. Then will
I make the medicine, and on the sec-

| ond day the boy will be returned to

his mother. It cannot be done more
quickly than that because it takes
time to make such strong medicine."”

“Make us some medicine now,”
said Mbongn. “Let us see what sort
of medicine you make.”

“Bring me fire,”" replied Buka-4

wai, “and I will make you a little
magic.”

Momaya was dispatched for the
fire, and while she was away Mbonga
dickered with Bukawai about the
price. Ten goats, he said, was a high
price for an able-bodied warrior.
He also called Bukawai's attention

| to the fact that he, Mbonga, was

very poor, that his people were very
poor, and that ten goats were at
least eight too many, to say nothing
of a new sleeping mat and the cop-
per wire; but Bukawai was ada-
mant. His medicine was very ex-
pensive and he would have to give at

| least five goats to the gods who

helped him make it. They were
still arguing when Momaya returned
with the fire.

Buakwai placed a little on the
ground before him, took a pinch of
powder from a pouch at his side and
sprinkled it on the embers. A cloud
of smoke rose with a puff. Bukawai
closed his eyes and rocked back and
forth. Then he made a few passes
in the air and pretended to swoon.
Mbonga and the others were much
impressed. Rabba Kega grew nerv-
ous. He saw his reputation wan-
ing. There was some fire left in
the vessel which Momaya had
brought. He seized the vessel, drop-
ped a handful of dry leaves into it
while no one was watching and then
uttered a frightful scream which
drew the attention of Bukawai's
audience to him. It also brought
Bukawai miraculously out of his
swoon, but when the old witch-doc-
tor saw the reason for the disturb-
ance he quickly relapsed into un-
consciousness before any one discov-
ered his faux pas,

Rabba Kega, seeing that he had
the attention of Mbonga, Ibeto and
Momaya, blew suddenly into the
vessel, with the result that the leaves
commenced to smolder, and smoke
issued from the mouth of the recep-
tacle. Rabba Kega was careful to
hold it so that none might see the
dry leaves. Their eyes opened wide
at this remarkable demonstration of
the village witch-doctor’s powers.
The latter, greatly elated, let him-
self out. He shouted, jumped up
and down, and made frightful grim-
aces; then he put his face close over
the mouth of the vessel and ap-
peared to be communing with the
spirits within,

It was while he was thus engaged
that Bukawai eame out of his trance,

| his curiosity finally having gotten

the better of him. No one was pay-
ing him the slightest attention, He
blinked his one eye angrily, then he,
too, let out a loud roar, and when
he was sure that Mbonga had turn-
ed toward him, he stiffened rigidly
and made sgpasmodiec movements
with his arms and legs.

“] gee him*" he cried. *“He is far
away. The white devil-god did not
get him. He is mlone and in great
danger; but,” he added, “if the ten
fat goats and the other things are
paid to me quickly there is yet time
to save him."

Rabba Kega had paused to listen.
Mbongu looked toward him. The
chief was in a quandary. He did not
know which medicine was the bet-
ter. “What does your magic tell
you?” he asked of Rabba Kega.

“], too, see him,” screamed Rabba
Kega; “but he is not where Buka-
wal says he is, He is dead at the
bottom of the river,”

‘At this Momays commenced to
howl loudly.

Tarzan had followed the spoor of
the old man, the two hyenas, and
the little black boy to the mouth
of the cave in the rocky canyon be-
tween the two hills. Here he paused
a moment before the sapling bar-
rier which Bukawai had set up,
listening to the snarls and growls
which came faintly from the far
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beastly cries, there came faintly to
the keen ears of the ape-man the
agonized moan of a child, No long-
er did Tarzan hesitate. Hurling ths
door nside, he sprang into the dark
opening. Narrow and black was the
corridor; but long use of his eyes
in the stygian blackness of the
jungle nights had given to the ape-
man something of the noctural vie-
ionary powers of the wild things
with which he had congorted since
babyhood,

He moved rapidly and yet with
caution, for the place was dark, un-
familiar and winding. As he ad-
vanced, he heard more and more
loudly the savage snarls of the two
hyenas, mingled with the seraping
and scratching of their paws upon
wood. The moans of a child grew
in volume, and Tarzan recognized
in them the voice of the little black
boy he once had sought to adopt as
his balu.

'I'l?ere was no hysteria in the ape-
man's advance. Too accustomed
was he to the passing of life in the
jungle to be greatly wrought even
by the death of one whom he knew:
but the lust for battle spurred him
on. He was only a wild beast at
heart and his wild beast's heart beat
high in anticipation of conflict.

In the rocky chamber of the hill's
center, little Tibo erouched Jow
against the wall as far from the
hunger-crazed beasts as he could
drag himself. He saw the lattice
giving to the frantic clawing of the
hyenas. He knew that in a few
minutes his little life would flicker
out horribly benuth‘ the repding,
yellow fangs of these loathsome
creatures.

Beneath the buffetings of the
powerful bodies, the lattice sagged
inward, until, with a crash it gave
way, letting the carnivora in upon
the boy. Tibo cast one affrighted
glance toward them, then elosed his
eyes and buried his face in his arms,
sobbing piteously.

Fa‘r & moment the hyenas paused,
caution and cowardice holding them
frorr! their prey. They stood thus
glaring at the lad, then slowly,
stealthily, crouching, they crept to-
ward him. It was thus that Tarzan
came upon them, bursting into, the
chamber swiftly and silently; but

| not so silently that the keen-eared

beasts did not note his coming., With
angry growls they turned from Tibo
upon the ape-man, as, with a smile
noon his lips, he ran toward them.
For an instant one of the animals
stood its ground; but the ape-man
did not deign even to draw his hunt-
ing knife against despised Dango.
Rushing in upon the brute he grasp-
ed it by the scruff of the neck, just
as it attempted to dodge past him,
and hurled it across the cavern after
its fellow, which already was slink-
ing into the corridor, bent upon
escape,

Then Tarzan picked Tibo from
the floor, and when the child felt
human hands upon him instead of
the paws and fangs of the hyenas,
he rolled his eyes upward in sur-
prise and incredulity, and as they
fell upon. Tarzan, sobs of relief
broke from the childish lips and his
hands clutched at his deliverer aa

| though the white devil-god was not

the most feared of jungle creatures,

When Tarzan came to the cave
mouth the hyenas were nowhere in
sight, and’ after permitting Tibo to
quench his thirst in the spring
which rose near by, he lifted the boy
to his shoulders and set off toward
the jungle at a rapid trot, deter-
mined to still the annoying howl-
ings of Momaya as quickly as pos-
sible, for he shrewdly had guessed
that the absence of her balu was
the cause of her lamentation.

“He is not dead at the bottom of
the river,” cried Bukawai, “What
does this fellow know about making
magic? Who is he, anyway, that he
dare say Bukawai's magic iz not
good magic? Bukawai sees Mo-
maya's son. He iz far away and
alone and in great danger. Hasten
then with the ten fat goats, the——"

But he got no further. There wis
a sudden interruption from ahove,
from the branches of the very tree
beneath which they squatted, and as
the five blacks looked up they a:most
swoomed in fright as they saw the
great, white devil-god lookirg down
upon them; but before they ecould
flee they saw another face, that of
the lost little Tibe, and his face was
laughing and very happy.

And then Tarzan dropped fear-
lessly among them, the boy still upon
his back, and deposited him Lefore
his mother, Momaya, Ibeto, Rubba
Kega and Mbonga were all erowd-
ing around the lad trying w ques-
tion him at the same time, Su
denly Momaya turned ferocicusly to
fall upon Bukawai, for the byy hud
told her all that he had suffered at
the hande of the ‘cruel old man; but .
Bukawai was no longer there—he
had required no recourse to black
grt to assure him that the vicinity
of Momaya would be no healthiul
place for him after Tibo had told
his story, and now he was running
through the jungle as fast as his old
legs would carry him toward the
distant lair where he knew no black
would dare pursue him,

Young Lord Greystoke did ngt
know the magicians planned against
him, nor, knowing, would have
cared. He slept as well that night
as he did on any other night, and
though there was no roof above
him, and no doors to lock against
intruders, he' slept much better
than his noble relative in Engiena,
who had eaten altogether too mueh
lobster and drunk too much wine at
dinner that night. 1l
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