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NEXT MONDAY'S :
PROGRAMME!

nmomao-muc‘

THE FOE FROM AFRICA !
By Frank Richards.

HA'T is the iitle of the sccond
~tory in our grenid holiday sevies,
With the coming of Ali ben

Yusef a breexs of excitement
settles over (reylriavs, for Ali has a
particutirly. unscrupulous and dangecous
fellow-countryman shadawing bis ever,
step.  ‘That imphies a mystery sorronod-
ing the young Arab—a wystery I do not
intend to go into here, for Mr. Fraaok
Richurds can hold your interest with an
uifaiv of this sort fur better than 1 can.
Bt take i frorm me, boys, thix dusk
teliate from Northers Afvice i3 the bold,
bad villuin of the picce,

STAKDING BY THE{R PAL!

That applies. paturally, to the Famous
Pive, for Major Uhecry las left bis young
therge in their care.  Flisnks to Hawry
Wiardon & Co. an attpmpt by this {oe
frose Afvied to kidoap Al i frustraled,
nlthough the former 13 pened with a
serviceable cevolver, and, what is wore,
I N
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BY ORDER OF THE HEAD !

Thercafter Ali ben Yusef is forlbidden
to leave the precincia of the achool on
sccount of this lurking danger outside,
and for some timie Al 18 content to obey
Dy, Locke's decree.  Lafer, however, his
rather untamable nature revolts against
ruch liniited freedomn of movement, and
Al breaks boumds via the #chool wall.
What happens after that sends Grey-
frines into another whirl of excitement,
[or Al does not turn ug for call-over,
All sorts of wild vumours are ronning
ithe round, untit Horare Uuvker com-
deseemds to give information on 1he =ub-
jevt—far once in & way the burly Horace
15 “in the know.” 1 cen promise you a
reu! trept of a yvern next Mooday, 1y
chums, with thoe Greyfriars Bcouts well
to ihe fore. Be sure and order your
Macxer esrly, amnd tell sll your pals
shuut this wonderful new serics of heli-
day ctovied,

“SHERWOOD GOLD ! "

There is another Jong and powerful
in=tetinent of this briffiant old-thue story,
hoys, on the programme [or nest week.
Young Tom lladlegl bas ihe satisfac-
tion of crossing | swords  with  the
notorions Guy de Blois—the stakes homng
the talisian and ife itself. Who 'wins 1
will leave vou to discover for yourselves.
But don't miss next week's instalment,
ar ‘you will be missing souiething cxtra
good!

z “ENFIELD" BICYCLES WAITING TO BE WON!

SEEN PAGE §7

“ NATIONALITIES !

The subject of the Hersld next wecl
concerns, one might almost say, the
slicus at Grevfriars. The old schoo)
s a cosmopolitan sort of a place, with
represeutatives fvown couniries thousands
of ruiles away feon Kogland., Some of
thene represenisiives we are well con-
versant  with—Inky, Bquiff, Fisher T.
fish, and the Wun Lungs, Many cof
their  wmerry  anties  have, however,
oxcaped being recorded in the past, so
next week's “"Hevald * will remedy the
deficieney.  Look out for it}

THE “HOLIDAY ANNUAL!"

The 1925 odition of this world-famous
annual will be on sale at all newsagents
o Hepfember 1st, and it s o volume that
every reader of the Uoinpanion Iapers
should possces. In it are long, cmuéoto
-tories of Harry Wharton & Co., Tom
Merry & Co. of Bt. Jiw's, Jimmy Silver
& Co. of Rookwood. and a host of other
featruren epocially selected {ov rcaders of
tle Uompanion Papers, My chums
world do well to Ir:gin saving ibeir
pocket-money now in order to buy this
wonder Anoual, for, believe me, ne
velue like it has ever been put on the
market before.

Your €ditor,
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Now’s the time to save your pocket-money for this great Book! |

A Wonder
Yolume
of
Breeczy fchool
and
Adventure
Stories, Plays,
Puzzles,
‘How-to-Make’ |
Articles,
Splendid
Coloured
| Plates and

t

{ Photogravures.

i
1

|

ON SALE SEPTEMBER ™

PRIGE SIX SHILLINGS.

Tricks,
Grand
Instructive
Articles
on
Model Boats,
: etc.,
and Everything
Calculated to
be of
. Interest to Boys
i and Girls, |
iU No Value like it
A\ on the Market, |
Chums ! 1
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Greyfriara i8 a cormopolitan sorf of place, harbouring fellows of many nationalities.
tempered roamer of the deseris of Northern Africa has ever set fool within ils gates, and the
of such n character is eagerly looked foricard to by the Removiics,
turn up at the school, and both claim to be the real article, Which of the tico 18 the genuine Ali ben Yoef ¢

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Nof a Remittance !

'Y OB
B Ne answer.
*1 say, Dob, old man!®

Billy Bunter was not heeded.
It was not likely that Bob Cherry
v;jould heed Bunter, or anybody else, just
then.

Bob was in the field with tha Remove
Eieven, and Temple, of the Fourth, was
batting. Bob was looking for a catch,
and he did not heed the fat voice of the
Ownl of the Remove.

“I say, Bob——"

Billy Bunter seemed anxious. .Per-

haps the matter was urgent. Certainly
it should have been very urgent to
justify bothiering a fieldsman in a cricket
match.
. Hurrce Jumset Ram Singh was bowl-
ing for the Remove, Temple of the
Fourth stepped out to the ball, and sent
it whizzing with one of his flourishing
strokes,

Smack!

Up went Bob Cherry's hand.

The round red ball reposed in the
ralm thereof,

“Well caught!” yelled the Remove
fellows.

The ball went up {rom Bob's hand, and
tame down straight as a die to his palm
2gain. Bob grinned cheorily,

“How’'s that, umpire?”’

Cecil Reginald Temple of the Fourth
did not nced telling that he was ont,
Temple looked quite cross.

It was the last Form match of the term
—the last occasion that Fourth Form
tad Remove would meet on the cricket
£eld before Greyiriars broke up for the
sammor holidays.

Temple had wanted sery much to wind
cp with a victory. He had felt that,
w1ith his magnificent batting to rely upon,
the Upper Fourth onght really lo win
that match. So it was particularly ex-
a:perating to be caught out for a duck's
eI,

With a frowning brow, and a big
round noufht to hiz credit, Cecil Regi-
zald Temple retired to the pavilion.

—

“Good man, Bob!” cailed out Harry
Wharton, with & cheery smile. “That's
the stuff to give 'em!”

"n\'oll caught, Bob!” chirruped Johnny

il

“1 say, Bob, that was ripping, old
man!” exclaimed Billy Bunter, edging
into the field, *“I say—"

“Get off the grass!” said Bob, looking
round, apparentiy becoming conscious of
Bunter's existence for the first time.

“But, I say—"

*“Buzz off, you fat duffer!”

But William George Bunter came
nearer, instead of getting off the grass.
There was some little delay before the
next batsman came in—Temple & Co. did
these things in a leisurely style. Bunter
took advantage of the pause.

"I say, Bob, there's a letter for you

“Never mind now!”

“It's from your father,” said Dunter.
“I know his fist, yon know.”

“Mind your own bizney, Bunter !”

“Well, T thought perhaps you'd like
mo to bring you the letter, old chap—"

“You silly owl!” hooted Bob. *“Do
you think I can read letters while I'm
playing cricket? Blow away!” i

Dabney of the Fourth was coming
along from the pavilion now, He came
with a leisurely stroll.

“Dut I think it’s important, Bob!”
urgcd Bunter,

*Eh? How the thump do you know
sn_\'thinf about it "

“ Well, your father’s been away a long
time, and the postmark-is Dover,” said
Bunter, who had evidently n examin-
inr the letter in question, “I heard you
tell Wharton the other day that your
pater was coming home from Africa—""

“You hear too much, and you talk too
much,” said Bob. “If you don't get off
the ground, Bunter, you'll get damaged,
Run away and play. What the t‘hnm?
does my father's letier matter to you?”

“Woll, he hasn't sent you any remit-
tances while he's been away,” said Bun-
ter. “I heard you tell Nugent so.
Stands {o reason he's going to play u
now he's come bLack. Den't you thin
there's very likely a tip in the letter?”

Bob Cherry burst into a laugh.

--"' _.--‘ .lr

T,

Up Eill mote, however, no flerys
promized coming

The Arab arrivesa all vight—in fact, {100 Avabg

A Magnificent New
Long Complete Story of
Harry Wharton & Ce
of Greyfricrs, intro-
ducing Ali ben Yusef—
; the son of an Arab

= 3% chieftain. By popular

==" " FRANK RICHARDS,

i

Bunter's keen interest in the letter
from Major Cherry was explained now.

“Shall I open it for you and soe?”
atked Bunter.

By !!l rﬂi Bo i ’

“The fact is, old chap, I've been dis-
appointed about a postal-order,” said
Bunter. “If there's a remittance in your
letter I could do with a loan of a few

I could really.” .

Dabney of the Fourth was at his
wicket now, lately vacated by Cecil
Reginald Temple.

*“Kick that fat duffer off the ground,
somebody " called out Harry Wharton.

“Oh, rnlflfy. Wharton—"

“Clear off, you ass!”

Billy Bunter reluctantly backed out.

Ervidently he was deeply conce
about the {elter from Major Cherry, If
there was a remittance in that letter, it
was a matter of far greater importance
than auy number of cricket matches, in
Bunter's estimation, DBut it was clear
that Bob Cherry was not going to deal
with his eorrespondence until the cricket
match was over,

Billy Bunter rolled away disconso-
lately, and sat down in the grass under
a tree, There he produced from his

ket a letter—which was addressed to
E‘bert Cherry, at Greyfriara School, in
the firm handwriting of Major Cherry.

The Owl of the Remove had taken the
letter from the rack, and brought it down
to the cricket ground--apparently in the
hope that its contents would be ascer-
tained on the spot—in which case Bunter
bad o stronf hope of sharing in the
remittance, if any.

_ But_the letter was still in the fat
junior’s possession, and still unopened.

Bunter turned it over in his podgy
hands,

As Bob had decided to deel with the
matter, Bunter should certainly have
taken the letter back to the house. But
he soemed loth to part with it., Cer-
tainly it would not have needed a Scotiand
Yard expert to tell that the lettor had
been in Bunter's hands, A variety of
finger-marks revealed that fact,

“J—I wonder if 1 ought to opon this
for Bob?!” murmured Buntar. ‘It may

THe MaGsET LiBrARY.—No. 862,
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be irgent—there may be cash im it—I
mean, there may be important news? |
—I wonder—*

Bunter hesitated.

His fat fingers fumbled with the letter.
Alfnost_before he realised what he was
doing, Bunter had opened it,

“Oh, dear! It's come open now!™
muarmured Bunter. * Frightfully carcless
of Major Cherry not to stick it safely.
People ought to be more careful with
their lettérs. Just like Bob to think that
I opened it on purpose. People are so
suspicious **

Billy Bunter gave an uneasy blink
towards the white-clad figures on the
cricket ground. The cricketers were far
téo busy to have any eyes for Bunter,
and tho fellows gathered round the feld
were looking at the game, not at the Owl
of the Remove.

“I—I suppose I'd better sce if there's a
remittance in it, now that I've got it
open,” murmured Bunter. “Can't be too
carcful with money !

He drew the-folded letter out of the
snvelope and unfolded it. There was no
stgn of a postal-order or a money-order
ar of cash in any shepe or form.

Bunter looked utter‘w disgusted.

He had opened the letter—a very
serious matter, as he begen to realise as
roon as he had done it. And there was
nothing to reward him—no chance what-
cver ot raising a loan from Beb Cherry.

“Oh, rotten!" grunted Bunter.

“Well bowled, Inky!™ came a roar
from the Removites on the cricket-
ground.

Dabney of the Fourth had gone down
to Hurree Singh’s bowling. Fry strolled
out to take his plarce,

Tt was clear to all the fellows on Liitle
Side, Remove, and Fourth, thst
Temple’s hope of winning tho last match
of tho term was extremely ill-founded.
The Remove were winning hands down.

Bunter, as a patriotic Removite, ought
to' have rejoiced. But he did not even
notice how the game was going.

‘He was f[celing worried,

He sat under the tree, with Bob
Cherry’s lotter in his hand, and a
troubled expression on his fat face. How
was he going to explain to Dob how the
Jetter had “'come open”? And how
was he going to cscape the severe kick-
ing which was the just punishment for
opening another fn-f,iow's letter? With
those problems on his {at mind, William
George Bunter was not likely to give
murh thought to cricket.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Bunter Solves the Problem!

Y 'VE a jolly good mind to punch hie
I cheeky head!”
Temple of the
undoubtedly cross.
Oh, rather!"” assented Dabnev.
“Whose, and what for?” asked Fry.
Fry of the Fourth was just out for six,
*“That cheeky cad Cherry!” sai
Temple. *0OI course, a fellow doesn't
want to be mixed |r?

in rows with these
Remove fags. Al t

Fourth was

w same, I've a jolly
good mind to punch his head after the
match.”

“What's he doae?" asked Fry.
“ Besides catching you aut, 1 mean.”

Temple frowned darkly,

“ .\'ot., because he caught me out, you

a

“0Oh! Of course not. But why?”

“He's a checky fag,” said Temple.
“He grinned at me when he caught me
out, just as if it was easy—just as if he
thought 1 was a duffer giving him an
casy catch. Check!”

The MaGNET L1BRARY,—No, 862,

“Oh, rather!” assented Dabney again.

“Well, it wasn't a difficult catch, was
it?" yawned Fry. *“Detter leave b
napper alone, Temple. These ﬁa%a will
be sayin’ that we don't like bein' Leaten
at cricket.”

' I hope I'm sportsman enough to lose
without making a fuss,” said Temple

loltily. “Hut I don’t like Remove
check ! It was a mere fluke Cherry
catching me out as he did. A rotten
fluke ™

‘“He, he, he !”

Temple of the Fourth inrned angrily
as thet unmusical cachinnation fell upon
his ears.

it proceeded from William George
Bunter, who had rolled along to the
pavilion.

“Well, what are you cacklin’ at, you
fat toad?" demanded Cecil Reginald
Temple botly. *“Do you want to Ue
kicked ™

*@h, really, Templo—"

“Crawl awiy, you fat werm, beflore I
kick you!" said the captain of the Fourth
disdamfully.

Billy Bunter blinked defiance at him
through his big spectacles.

“Yah!" was his clegant rejoinder.

Temple was cross; there was no doubt
about that. He was annoyed by the
catch that had sent him out: he was
annoyed by Bob Cherry's real or sup-
posed amusement at catching him out so
casily ;- he was deeply annoyed by his
faifure to score. On top of all these
annoyances Billy Dunter’s mockery was
really not to be endnred on & hot efter-
ncon, (lecit Reginald Temple reached
out end canght Bunter by the collay,
sfewed him round, and planted a shox
on his tight tronsers. Fortunately for
Bunter it was not a boot, for the kick
was a rather hefty one.

Bunter gave a roar, and spon away
towards the pavilion doorway.

“Yah! DBeast!”

“Come back and have anather!”
howled Temple.

“1i ‘jolly well lick you for that,
Temple !” howled Dunter,
s l';a. ha, ha!”
“Or I would if it wasn't too hot for
rerapping,”  gasped Bunter. “DBeast!
You can't play cricket for toffee! A
hahﬁ-‘i‘n-nrms could have caught you out !
& 1 !

Temple made a movement towzrds

hih. and Bunter dodged into the
pavilion. Fry caught his chum by the
arm,

“For goodness’ sake don't let's have
auy raggmn’ here, Temple,” he said.

“Who's raggin' 7

“Well, keep your temper.”

“Who's not keepin® his temper?™

Fry sagely dropped it at that. Cecil
Reginald seemed to be in a quarrelsome
mood, However, he turned back lo
watch the cricket. Scott and Wilkinson
of the Fourth were at the wickets, and
they were putting up rather a good show.
Runs at last were roming to the Fourth.

Billy DRunter blinked out of the
avilion at Temple morosely. DBunter
En(l béen kicked. Often and often had
Bunter been kicked, and generally had
asked for it. DBut he Jid not like it
Custom did not make it pleasant, Gladiy
would the Owl of the Remove have
licked Temple of the Fourth—and cee-
tainly it was not only the hot weather
that prevented him from making the
exertion.

rBUY THE
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* Beast I murmured Bunter,

He blinked at the cricketers. The
match was not likely to last much Jonger,
and when it ended Bob Cherry \\-oulfo g0
in for his Jetter. Then he would dis-
vover that Bunter had opened it.

The kick from Temple was painful:
but it was a trifle light as air compnlicd
with what Dunter would reccive for
opening Beb Cherry’s letter from his
father.

That was what worried Bunter now.

Ile could not replace tho letter, with
its torn-open envelope, in the rack, He
thought of throwing it away and denying
strenuously that he had ever tauched it.
A few ““whoppers” would have cost
Bunter very fittlo; but he realised that
they were not likely to be believed, Dob
knew now that there was a letter. Ho
wonld look for it, and he would ask
Bunter about it.

As he blinked at Temple an idea came
into Bunter's head. Perhaps his fat wits
were sharpened by the kick Temple had
given him.

Temple bad hung his blazer on a peg
in the pavilion—it was close to Bunter,
where he stood. The Owl of the Remove
hact aiready noticed it.

A cunning gleain came into his eyes,

He cast & wary blink round him, but
no onc was payng him any attention.
Bcott ol the Fourth was putting wp a
good inninga, and all eyes were on the
ericket

Bunter backed towards the peg where
Temple's jacket hung.

He slipped his fat hand into his pocket
for Bob's letter. Keeping his hand
behind him, he slipped the letter into
the pocket of 'i'emp!v's handsome blazer,

The torn envelope he had already
iﬁsposed of. Now he had disposed of the
ctter.

Billy DBunter, after another anxious
blink round him, relled away from the
pavilion. 1le was feeling quite casy in
his mind now,

Temple had kicked him. Bob Cherry
would want to pitch into somebody for
opening his letter. Well, he could pitch
into Temple!

That seemed, to Bunter, an excellent
arrangenient. Al parties, in fact, would
be satisfied—excepting, “no  doubt,
Temple. And Buntor had no desire to
satisfy Temple of the Fourth,

Buntee disposed himsell comfortably
in the grass to watch the finish of the
Form match, hoping that semcbody
would ask hin to {ea when the game was
over.

1t was pot Jong in finishing now,

“There goes Scott!” remarked Ogilvy
of the Remove.

* How's that?”

“Qut "

“Wickets are cheap to-day !” grinned
Bolsover major.

It was a single-innings mateh, and the
Remove had batted first and knocked np
200.  The Fourth fiuished all down for
155.

It was not a result to nplease the
Fourth, espesially Temwple, after all his
happy anticipations of winding uwp the
torm with a victory over his old rivala,

The field came off in a merry mood.

“Hallo, hallo, halio!” exelaimed Bob
Cherry, catching sight of Temple's
moody face, "Detter luck next time,
old scout.”

“0Oh, go and cat coke!”
Temple,

“Eh!™

“A rotten fluke isu’t mach to bra
about,” said the captain of the Fourt
savagely.

Bob laughed cheerily,

snapped
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“I don't remember any flukes—and T
=a:n't bragging, anyhow,” he said.
* Keep your temper, old bean.”

don't want any Lower TFourth
check!" growled Temple. *“For two
pin: I'd puuch your head ! ‘

“Punch away!” grinned Bob, “I'm
your manl!”

Uecil Reginald Temple made an angry
stride forward.  Dut Dabney and Fry
cavght hold of his arms, and stopped
kim. At the same time Frank Nugent
and Harry Wharton pushed Bob Cherry
awayv,

Cheese that ! saij the caplain of the
Remove. “Wo don’t want a row over a
cricket match, Bob.”

“T'm sure I don’t,” eaid Bob.
LE) But__if

“Well, rome on, old man—leave him
ta got cool,” said Nugent,

SOb, all right!”

Bob Cherry walked on good-humour-
edly with his chums, Gecil Reginald
‘Temple, with a red face, slammed on his
slazer, drave his bands deep into his
Sxkcts, and walked away with Fey and

abney,

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Mysterious Letter!

“ HAT the thump’s this 1"
Temple drew a crompled,
finger-marked letter from his

pocket and stared at it,

Temple was still feeling annoyed, but
he had allowed his comrades to reason
with him, and keep him eclear of the
Removites. Fry amd Dabney, at least,
realised how absard it would be for the
captain of the Fourth to pick a quarrel
with {he fellow who had caught him out
in the match,

The three Fourth-Formers were
sauntering in the shade of the old elms
when Temple discovered the letier in his
pocket,

“What the dooce is it?” he said.

“Looks Iike a letter,” vawned Fry.

*Tt's not mine that T know of.”

Fry laughed.

“Do_you carry other fellows' letters
sbont in your pockets?” he asked.

“Well, if it’s mine, I haven't scen jt
before, that I remember. Blessed if ]
understand it !” said Temple, staring at
the letter. “Look at it!”

The three juniors looked at the letter.
{; rai—in a handwriting they did aot

now ;

“My dear Boy,—I landed in England
to-day. and I shall be coming down to
Greyiriars to_see you on Saturday, 1
shall bring with me a Iad with whom T
wish you to make friends. He is an
Arab, named Ali ben Yusef, the son of
an Arab sheik I knew well, who is now
dead. I have very particular reasons for
bringing him to England, which I will
explain more fully when I see you.

‘Dr. Locke has agreed to give him a
trial at Greyfriars, and he wiﬁ be at the
echool for the rest of this term, at-least.
Now, my boy, I want you to do your

st, your very best, to meke Greyfriars
agreeable to Ali, and I shall take it as
2 special favonr if you and vour friends
will make friends with him, and make
rather a fuss of him. He is & good lad,
though, of course, his ways are not
English ways.

" More when I see you on Saturday.

“Your affectionare
“FATHER."

“Is that some jape?” asked Fry, in
astonishment.  “You never got ~that
from your pater, Temple?”

“OF course T didn't."

“Then what—"

h
i

o
1l

Bunter backed towanrds the peg where Temple's jacket hung,
for Bob Cherry's letter, Then, easiing a wary blink round him, he slipped the Jetter
into the pocket of Temple's handsome blazer.

He feit in his pocket
(See Chapter 2.)

“It's & jest of some sort, 1 suppose,™
said 'Temple, bewildered. “Some ass has
written this, and shoved it into my
pocket—blessed if I can guess why. »
pater wouldn't be likely to bring a wild
Arab to Greyfriars, aud ask me to make
friends with him. Besides, this is’t my
pater’s fist.” Temple starced at the letter
again. ' Besides, my father always signs
his name to a letter.

“It's a jape of some sort—though I'm
blessed if i can see where the joke comes
in,” said Fry.

“Oh, rather!" said Dabbey.

Tomple knitted his brows in thought.

He was quite perplexed by the dis-
covery of &mt strange letter in  his
pocket.

“It_doesn’t sonnd much like a jest,”
he said.  “I—J sunpose it couldn't be
some fellow’s lettor——"

“It must have been put in your
pocket,” said Fry. ‘I suppose you didn’t
pick a letter up and shove it in your
pocket without remembering it ?”

“0f course not.”

“Well. chuck it away, and let's go in
to tea,” said Dabney. “We're Ilate
already.” .

Temple besitated. It the lotter in his
pocket was some jest on him, he was
quile unable to see where the jest came
in. And the letter sounded as if it had
been writtan sericusly. The contents
were rather unusual; but for that very
reason it was nnlikely that the letter had
b(ien $omposed by a practical joker at the
school.

**No, 1 won't chuck it away,” he eaid.
“T'Il ask the fellows whether anybofly's
lost & letter, Though how the “dashed

thing got into my pocket is o giddy
inystery.”

‘he three juniors walked away to the
School House. In the quadraugle they
passed the Famous Five of the Remove,
who were chatting in a cheery group

fore going in to tea. DBob Cherry
smiled involuntarily as Cecil Reginald
Temple came up the path, and that amile
roused Temple's ire again.

Hao halted.
“What's the joke?” he demanded
angrily.

“Joke?" repeated Bob.

“Yes. What are you grinning at?™

“Grinning |" repeated i)ob‘
¢ Removites smiled, and Dabne
and Fry smiled, too. Cecil Reginald's
face grew redder with wrath,

“If you want a thick ear, Cherry—-

he began hotly.

“My esteemed and ludicrous Temple,"
murmuted Iurree Jamset Ram Singh,
“let not your angry passions rise, t
dogs delig{lt to bark bitclully, but—"

Y Oh, cheese it, vou dashed imp ol
darkness I’ growled Temple,

The nnbog's dusky face flushed.

“Oh, come on!" exclaimed Fry. And
he caught Temple by the srm ang hur
ried him on.

“Let ?-o, you silly ass 1"

“Rot! Come in1”

Temple was walked into the house by
his comrades, and once more the
“serap " wes averted,

“ Letter for you in the rack, Temple,”
said Scott of the Fourth, in the door
way.

‘?Thnﬁks "

THe MAGNET LiBravy.—No. 862,
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The three Fourth-Formers went for the
Jotter, and Temple tucked it into his
ocket, and they proceeded to their study
or tez. Under the genial influence of
tea and muflins, Temple recovered his
usual good-humonr, .

“After all, it wasn't worth while
lickin' that checky ass Cherry!” he re-
marked.

"“Not at all,” agreed Fry.

“Ho's o cheeky fag—but so are they
all in the Remove, an’ a fellow can’t go
about ti'llrashiln' all the Lower Fourth,"”
argued Temple.

E}Io cen't, certainly,” agreed Fry,
with & wink at the ceiling. Fry's opinion
was that if Templo had started thrashing
Bob Cherry, Temple would have met
with the surprise of his lifo. Dut he
tactfully refrained from montmmni his
opinion to tho captain of the Fourth.

“ Bettor let him off,” went on Temple.

“ Much better !”

“QOh, rather!” said Dabney.

“ All the same—" continued Temple.

Baung !

Cecil Reginnld was interrupted by an
emphatic koock at the study door, and
the door fAew open.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Strategic Bunter !

“W HAT about tea?” said Frank
“Good1” N .
“Tea in Study No. 1,” said

Harry Wharton, “We're going to have

s little spread to celebrate giving the

Fourth their last licking of the term.,

Poor old Templc!”

The chums of the emove chuckled.

Temple of the Fourth had undoubtedly
taken the “last licking of the term ™
rather badly. The Famous Five went
cheerily into the School House, and Bob
Cherry paused at tho foot of the stair-
case. .
“There's n letter for me in the rack,”
be said. * Bunter told me so while the
match was on. 1'll get it, and come up
in a minute.”.

* Right-ho !™ .

Bob Cherry went for his letter. Two
or three fcllows were looking ever the
letters, and Bob calted out cheerily as he
came up:

“Chuck mine over, Hobson !

"*Nothing for you here that I can zee,”
answered Hobson of the Shell.

“There jolly well is—or ought to be,”
said Bob. . .

He glanced over the letters in surprise,
Certainly there was no letter to be scen
addressed to Robert Cherry.

“ Bunter said— Besides, I was ex-
pecting a letler from my pater. I wonder
if that fat duffec’s taken it?"” growled
Bob. " Any of you fellows know where
Bunter is?*”

“Give it up,” vawned Hobson. “In
the tuckship, if he's got any moncy. I
not, goodness knows " y

BOE Cherry, with a [rowning brow,
went up to the Remove passage. He
was not long in finding Bunter. That fat
and fatuous youth was in Study No. 1
with Harry Whacton & Co.

“The fact is,” Bunter was saying, "1
want to ask you fellows to a spread in
my study. I was going to zsk you to-
day, but there's been a delay in the post,
and I haven't reccived a postal-order I
was cxpecting. 1'll tell you what—you
come to a spread in my study to-morrow,
and I'll have tea with you to-day, see?”

*Where's my letter, Bunter?”

Billy Bunter gave a guilty jump, and
blinked round at Bob Cherry.
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“Your—your letter!” he stammered.
“Wha-a-a-t letter#”

“The letter you told me about on the
cricket ground. Have you taken it from
the rack " demanded Bob.

“Certainly not. I hope you don't
think I'd touch another fellow's letter,”
said Bunter with dignity.

“Well, it’s not in the rack now.”

“Perhaps it hasn't come yet,” sug-
gested Bunter brightly.

“What 1"

“You know what rotten delaya there
are in the pest,” said Bunter, shaking
his head seriously. “I've been dis-
appointed myself about a remittance I
was expecting—from one of my titled
relations——"

“You silly owl!” roared Bob. “You
told me you sew it !"

“8o I did. I hope you don't think I'd
tell you an untrutg, ﬁob L‘hcrrr."
“You wooden-headed dufier ! howled
Bob. “If you saw it, T suppose it must
have come, mustn't it ¥

MI-1 auf;me 50,” assented Bunter.
“Very likely, in fact. Now, about tea,
Wharton, if you want anything fetched
from the shop——"

*Look here, Bunter—'

“T'I} fetch it for you. Say the word,
and I'll fetch up anything you like,”
said Bunter gemerously. " No trouble at
all when it's a question of obligim{
E:J. I— Yaroooh! Leggo my colia

b Cherry, you beast!”

Shake! Shake!

“ Where's my leiter 1

“How should I know where your
dashed letter is?” howled Bunter, jerk-
ing his collar away. * Perhaps somebody
took it from the rack. Perhaps one of
these fellows has got it.”

“What ?” exclaimed Wharton,

“Or—or somebody!” said Bunter,
“What about Temple of the Fourth?”

“Temple !” exclagmed Bob.

“Yes. He waa threatening to pupch
your head at the pavilion, I heard him.
And he kicked me,” said Bunter, A
fellow who would do that would teke
another fellow’s letter, wouldn't he?”

“You silly chump!” said Bob, staring
at the Owl of the Remove. ** Do you
mean to say that Temple's taken my
letter? Why should he%”

“Well, he might have thought there
was & remittance in it,"” said Bunter,

“You—you—you chirruping idiot!"”
gatped Bob., *“Do you t in?( Temple
would steal a remittance from another
fetiow 27

“I know he kicked me,” zaid Buater.

“Well, I've kicked you before now—
and I'll kick you mgain if you don't shell
out that letter, you fat chump!”

“How can I hand you a ictter that
Temple’s got?” Bunter.
“Talk senge!”

"I don’t believe Temple's got 3t, He's
not a chap to touch enother fellow's
lettors,™

“Of course he Isn't!" said Harry
Wharton. * Bunter's wandering in his
mind, I should think.”

“What makes yvou think Temple’s got
it ¥ demanded Bob.

“Woll, he was ratty with you—"

“ Fathead !

“1 know he took a letier from the
rack. I saw him.”

“I dare say there was one for him,
ass! Why zhouldn’t there be?”

“That's all very well,” =aid DBunter.
* But my belief is that Temple’s got your
letter. You can ask him for it.”

“1 jolly well sha'n't do anything of
the kind!” growled Bob. “T wouldn't
insult & decent chap by asking him such
a thing.”

“You've asked me!” howled Bunter,

“That's quite different ! grunted Bob.

»

a
T,

demanded

“Tho decentluiness of the esteemed
Bunter is not terrific,” remarked Hurree.
Jamset Ram Singh.

“Oh, really, Inky—"

“Look here, Bunter, I want that
letter, and I want it at once!” taid Bob,
his blue eyes glinting with anger. “My
father's been away the best part of a
year, and I want to know what he's got
to suy now he's come home. Give me my
letter,”

Bob Cherry picked up a fives bat from
a chair and advanced upon the Owl of
the Remove,

Bunter dodged round the study table.

“I—I haven't got it!” he gasped. *1
—T tell you Temple of the %"nurth has
got it! I—I eaw him with itt”

“You saw Temple of the Fourth with
my futhec’s letter?” ejaculated Bob.

“Yes!” gasped Bunter deaperately,
“He was reading it under the eims, with
Fry and Dabney !”

“Impossible I”  exeldimed  Wharton,
* Not one of them would do such a rotten
thing ! I'm sure of it !"

“I saw them ! howled Bunfer.

Bob Cherry paused. He laid down the
fives bat on the table.

“You've not got the lotter, Bunter?”

“No, I haven't! Temple's got it !*

“1')f ask Temple it he's seen anything
of it before I whale you, you fat villain I
said Bob. “T don't believe a word of it,
but I suppoze I must speak to Temple,”

Bob Cherry left Study No. 1.

“I say, Bob!" howled Bunter.

“Well?” Bob Cherry turned back.

MGive hiin s jolly good hiding for
kicking me—I mean, for bagging your
lettor !”

“You silly ass ™ roared Bob.

And Robert Cherry, not in his usual
placable frame of mind, strode away to
the Fourth Form passage.

Ha thumped ou Temple's study door,
and it flow open. Bob walked into the

study.

“Temple—" he began.
y _(Fecil Reginald Temple eyed him
ieily.

“1 don't remember askin' you into
this study !’ he said,

“Oh, don’t be an ass!” said Bob un-
ceremoniously. “I'wr after a leiter from
Elyt lpnter, and Bunter says—— Oh, my

at 1"

Full in view, on the study table, lay
the letter that Cecil Reginald Temple
had found in_his pocket. Temple had
laid it there, intending to show 1t alon
the passage alter tea, and ask the Fourt
Form fellows if they knew anything
about it.

Bob Cherry’s glance fell on it, and he
recognieed his father’s handwriting at
uhow,

His faco became erimron with wrath,
und he snatched up the letter. The
crivelope was not to be seen.

“You—yon rotters!” he cxelaimed,
nlmost choking with wrath,  “You've
read this letter?”

“What about it?” snapped Temple,

“What about it!” roared Dob. * What
ubout reading a letter—opening =
fellow’s letter and reading it?! I'll jolly
well show you what about it, you sneak-
ing cad!”

_And Bob Cherry shoved the letter into
his pocket and rushed round the study
table at Cecil Reginald Temple, And
the next moment it scemed as if a
cyclone had broken loose in Temple's
study,



EYERY PRICR
MONDAY. THE MAGNET LIBRARY. TWOPENDE. 7

THE FIFTH CHAPTER. ceKick him out!” rosred Temple. | swakened a hornets’ nest in the Ht}moﬂ

A Form Row ] Ea shg:sgﬁlii!l\’\'oll wirecking the study. ?l;u;;ters, and they wisely did not linger

& OLLAR him!” “Collar him " shouted Wilkinson from Bob Cherry #at up dizzily,

“Oh, my hat!” the passage. *Oh, my hat!"” he gasped. “‘Ow! Oh

“You silly asst*” There was a rush of the TFourth- { crumbs!”

“Yaroooch " formers into the study. What the row " He, he. he !’ came from Rilly Bunter,

Cecil Reginald Temple had jumped np
in a great horry fo meet the sudden
attack. ‘l'emple and Pab Cherry, clasped
in a close embrace. staggered across tho
study, gasping and panting and punch-

.

Fry and Dabney rushed to the rescuo
at once,

They collared Bob Cherry, and strove
to drag him off the captasin of the
Fourth,

Bob certainly was not a mafeh for the
three, but in his angry exciternent he
seemed to have the energy of two or
three fellows. He engaged all three of
the Fourth-Formers, and they found that
he kept them very busy.

Dabney went down on Temple's ex-
pensive carpet with a terrific erash. The
next momient Fry was eprawling across
him, feeling as though his nose had been
pushed through the back of his head.

Then Bob Cherry went down with
Temple on him, and they rolled on the
fioor in wild and whirling combat.

“0Oh gad! Owi»

“You rotter!”

i Cing B 1 selled F :

“ Give him jip!" ye ty, strugghing
to his feet. “ "Fho dashed ruffian )
him beans!”

Crash, crash! Bang!

Two or three chairs went gver, and
the etudy table rocked, and several
crocks crashed to the floor. Five or six
fellows of the Fourth came running
along the passage to stare in in wonder,
They saw Bob Cherry fighting hand to
hand with three, amd‘r fuﬁy holding his
own,

“What the dooce is this shindy
about?” axclaimed Heott of the Fourth.

“Lend us a hand with this hooligan }”
panted Fry.

“Oh, rather!” gurgled Dabney.

»

A _,_;\

Give’

was about they did not know, and cared
very little.  The sight of o Remosve
fellow kicking up a “shindy” in a
Fourth Form study was enough for
them,

Bob Cherry was collared right and
loft, and six or seven Fourth-Forniers
united to hurl lim oat of Temple's
study.

He went out spinning, to collapse in
the passage in the midst of a crowd of
the Fourth. The uproar in Temple's
study had drawn a dozen fellows or
more to the spot,

“Kick him out!" roared Temple.

“ Boot him out of our possage " yelled
\Wilkinson.

“Give him jip*®™

Bob Cherry strove to struggle up. But
the Fourth fairly swarmed over him. He
was rolled along the passage, resisting
vainly in a wildly ruffed and dishevelled
and breathless state.

Temple, Dabney, and Fry were gasp-
ing, quite out of breath, in their study,
in great wrath and indignation. But
their  friends were quite numerous
enough to deal with Bob Cherry without
their gid. The i‘ourrh-Fm-mers ritshed
the breathless Removite along to the
Remove passage, and bumped him on the
door of Study No. 1

“Hallo! Fourth Form cads!” shouted
Yernon-Smith up the passage, “Rescue,
Remove !V

The Bounder rushed on st once, and
five or six Removites ran out of their
studies to back him np. Harry Wharton
& Co. came hurrying ont of Study No. 1,
nearly falling over Bob Cherry as they
came,

“Hook it!" murmured Seott of the
Fourth.

The Fourth-Formers retreated
promptly to their own passage. They had

Bunter blinked at Bob from the study,
apparently greably entertained by the
state he was in.

“Oh dear! Ow! Lend meo a hand!™
gasped Bob. *“1'm done (™

Harry Wharton helped him to his feet
and into the stndy.

Bob Cherry sank into the armchair,
gasping.

Bob was a hefty fellow, and a rough-
and-tumble tussle was really quite in his
line. DBut he had been *through” it
this time, with a vengeance. His nose
was streaming crimson, his eyes blinked
paiifuily, and he had aches and pains
all over him. His chuma gathered round
hitn in concern and wrath, snd Frank
Nugent fanned his blazing face with an
exercise-book. Bob gasped and gasped
and gasped.

“He, he, he! T say, old chap, you
look an awful wreck!” giggled Bunter.
;Did you let Temple lick you? He, he,

2 l!‘)

“Shut_up, you fat owl!” growled
Johnny Bull,

“He, he, he !

“Kill him, somebody!” moaned Bob
Cherry.

“He, he—— Y £ roared
Bunter, as Johnny Bull took bhim by the
collar and sat him forcibly down on the
floor of the study.

I suppose Temple ent up rusty, Bob,”
said Wharton, “1I wish we'd come with
yvou, But we'll raid their passage and
make them howl for this!”

“Yeas, rather.”

“The ratherfulness is terrific!” ox.
claimed Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
“Come on, the stitch in time saves
ninepence !"

The Bounder looked in at the dooraay
with Tom Redwing and Peter Todd, and
& dozen more of the Remove behind him,

I

Two or three chalrs went over, the study table rocked, and several erocks crashed to the ficor,

| " Give him Jip 1> yelled Fry, struggling to his feet.
E They saw Bob Cherry fighting hand to hand with Temple &

ourth ¢came running along the passage, to stare in, in wonder.
| Co. * Kick him out ! ** roared Temple, ** He's dashed w_ell wrecking the study ! ** (See Chapter 5.)

““The dashed ruffian ! Give bisa beans ! ** Crash, crash | Bang !

Five or six fellows of the
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8  RESULT OF “BILLY BUNTER™ COMPETITION NEXT WEEK, CHUMS!

""'We're all ready,” said Vernon-Smith.
* We'll mop up the Fourth Form passage
from end to end !”

“Hear, hear ™

“Wait a tick till I get my breatht”
gasped Bob Cherry, *I'm coming.
wint to give that cad Temple another
punch.”

“But what's the row about?” asked

edwing.

Bob spluttered breathlessly,

“That cad, that worm Temple, that
rotten outsider——* .

* Oh, draw it mild!" said Peter Todd.
“Temple's a swanking ass, but he's not
ail those pretty things.” :

“He is!” roared Bob. *“I tell you hels
bagged a letter of mine, and opened it
and regd it !” .
That sounds rather thick.”
had the letter?” exclaimed

* 1t wae lying on his table when I got
to his study|” gasped Bob. “I saw it
there. I've got it in my pocket now.
They owned up that theg read jt—
Temple and Dabney and Fry.”

Wharton flushed with anger.

“The rotters! That's the limit!”

“I told you so!” gasped Dunter,
“Didn’t I jolly well tell you that Temple
hed your letier i

“You did,” said Bob. “I didn't be-
fieve it, but I'm bound to believe my
own eyes. It was there on his table.”

; Bob Cherry rosé, still rather breath-
CAS

“Fm ready now,” he said. “We'll
jolly well make an example of the Fourth
to wind up the term,”

*“ Hear, hear!” "

“Hold on ! said Peter Todd c!metly.

“Oh, dry up, Toddy; this isn’t a time
for jaw,” exclaimed Squifi., “Let's go
and mop up the cads!”

** Mop them up as much as you like by
way of a rag” agreed Toddy. “ But
Iot’s have it straight, Thero's some mis.
take here,"”

“Rot!” exclaimed Bob ungrily.

"Temple's no pal of mine,” said Peter.
“TI'd ‘rather punch his head then not.
But he never opened your letter, Bobr
That's all piffie. He's not a fellow like
Bunter or Skinner.”

" Oh, really, Toddy !

“1 tell you it was open, and lying on
his table, and he admitted that he’d read
it!” romred

“Hold on, all the same. Lot's get te
tho rights of it,” urged Poter. * Whet
made you go to Temple’s study after
your letter? What put the idea into
your head 7

“ Bunter told me.”

“Exactly " agreed Peter. “T heard
him howling to you aboul that letter
when we were playing ericket. Now,
when Bunter tells me anything, I always
believe exactly the reverse.”
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“Look here, Toddy, you beast !

“But the letter was there!” shouted
Bob Cherry. “Don't I keep on telling
you that I found it on Temple’s study
table 1

“Who put it there?"

“¥h? Temple, I suppose.”

“This isn't a matter for supposing,
when you're accusing a chap of doing a
I;arhcnlarl_v dirty and mean thing,” said

‘oddy.  “There's some mistake here,
and 1 fancy Bunter's st the bottom of
it. If anybody opened your letter, it
wasn’t Temple, Suppoie—sinco you'ro
supposing—that somebady else opened
your Jetter, and chucked it into Tomple’s
study to get rid of it afterwards?”

“Oh!” efaculated Bob.

“Good old lawyer!” grinped Squiff,
“1 say, Bob, that sounda much more
likely * than Tewple apening another
fellow’s letter. He really isn't that
sort,”

Bob Cherry breathed hard.

“He nover said so0,” he began.

“Did you give him timei” inquired
Peter,

“ Well—hem—no "

“Mind, I've no objection to mopping
up the Fourth,” aaid Petor Todd, * We'll
mop them up, if you like, till their giddy
paters won't know their faces when thoy
see them in the holidays. But I think
we ought to get to the facts about this
giddy letter,”

Herry Wharton nodided,

“That's right enough,” he
“Better go slow, Bob.
never asked Temple how
the letter?”

“Well, no,
table, and after
stammered Bob,

“Esactly! Dear old Bunter,” said
Peter Todd. “DBunter, did you shove
that letter into Temple's study 2"

“No!” rogred Bunter.

“Did you open it

“¥ hope you don’t think I'm the kind
of fellow to open another chap’s letter,
Peter $»

" What you hope isn't evidence,” said
Peter Todd.  Did You open Bob's lettes,
or didn’t you ™

“Cerlainly not!
open by accident,”

"It might—eapecially in your hands,”
agreed Peter, “So you had the ketter,
and it came open by accident ¥
.. " Nothing of the kind. I never touched
it,” said Bunter. * It nevercyen occurred
to we that there might be a remittance
in it, and I never bronght it down to
the cricket-ground for iob, and—"

" And after you'd opencd it you didn't
know. what to do with it3” inquired
Peter.

"1 didn’t open it!" shrieked Bunter.
“It came open by accident—I1 mean, it
never camo open at all”

*“Ha, ha, ha!”

“And after it came open by accident,
and never came open at all, what did you
do with it?” inquired Peter blandiy.

“N-n-nothing! 1 never had it, vou
know,”

Bob Cherry fixed s deadly glare on
the Owl of the Remove. He was
ginning  to reabse that he liud acted
rather hastily in Tempie's study, now.

" Bunter was at the bottom of it, of
vourse,” saidd Peter. I guessed that ot
cnee. Now, we'll all go on the jolly
old war-path if you like; but, first of all,
we'll find ont how Lemple come by that
fetrer. I'll go and ask him.”

“You'll get ragged if you go to the
Fowrth Form studics now, you ass,” zaid
the Bounder.

“I'lt take a giddy fag of truce.,”

“ Fathead !”

said,
I supnoze yom
he'd come by

Seoing it opon on his
what Bunter said—"

A letter might come
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“Leava it to me,” said Peter cheerily.

And the schoolboy lawyer went his
way, leaving the Removites in a buzz of
excitement, and William George Bunter
in a decidedly uneasy frame of mind,
It was dawning upon the fat mind of
William George tﬂat there was some
weakness, somewhere, in bis masterly
strategy.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Bunter's Reward !

ad 1"
w!)’

“ Mmmmmm {”

Temple, Dabney & Co. were
feeling hurt. :

The odds had been heavily against
Bob Cherry in the wild and whirling
combat inm Temple's study, DBut un-
doubtedly he had done considershle
damage, Temple looked into the glass,
and fairly glared at the sight of his
nose. Tomple prided himself upon his
bandsome Greek nose. Tt looked much
more like & Roman one now, and still
more like a bectroot,

There was a shout in the passage,
where a dozen excited Fourth-Formers
were still gathered.

“Here comes a Remove cad !”

“Reg him !”

Temple rushed to the doer,

“Collar him! Rag him!
up!” he shouted.

“Hold on!” roared Peter Todd.
“Flag of truce!” Peter was walkin
coolly up the Fourth Form passage wit
a ruler held over his head, to which was
attached a handkerchief. This, appar-
ently, was a flag of truce,

The Fourth-Formers had not, for the
moment, recognised it was the white
dag—perhaps because the handkerchief
bad seen pervice,

“Oh, rot!” exclaimed Temple.

“ Bump

b H,
i

Mop him

him !

“You uncivilised heathens, can't Fou
respect the white fag ¥ exclaimad Peter.
“I'm s giddy ambassador.”

“Oh, let him alone,” said Temple.
“ What do you want, anyhow, you cheeky
Remove cad!”

“ About Bob Cherry's lettar.”

“Blow Bob Cherry, and biess his silly
Letters.”

“My dear man, blow and bless every-
t‘?-ung and evervbody you like. But B’Zb
found his missing leiter on your table,
mdd ‘t-t-‘fs"s open, and you told him you'd
read it,

“Does ho accuse me of nin’ hi
letter?” yelled Temple, e e

“I've told him there's some mi take,”
said Peter soothingly. Y n-a::]ﬂ to get
at the facts, T've guessed that the
lztter was planted on you somehow,
Temple. I know you're not the chap to
do a mean thing.”

“Well, I'm glad you understand that.”
said Te?le, somewhat mollifed. “I'd
bave told that bargin' idiot Cherry if
te'd given me a second or iwo instead
of jumping on me.”

“Well, how did you get hold of the
latter 1’

*“I found it in the pocket of my
blazer. I suppose somebody put it thers
while it was bangin’ in the pavilion. I
thought it was & spoof of some kind at
Zrst. Then I thought T'd ask the feliows
2bout it, and left the letter on my table,
Then thst howlin' ass butted in—"

“T sce,” sesented Peter. “Just what
I supposed. All serene!”

And Peter walked away cheerily.

He put the fleg of truce in his pocket
2: he came back to the Remove passage.

“Well 2 grunted Bob Cherry.
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stiil gathered.
Temple, ** Collar him 1
I'm a giddy ambassador 1 **

There was & shout In the passage, where a dozen exeiied Fourih-Formsrs were

‘' Here tomes & Remove ead [
“ Hold on 1 ** exclalmed Peler Yodd, *
Peter was walking along with a ruler beld over his
head, to which was atiached & handkerchlef, (See Chapier §.)

s ey

“It's 'a giddy mistake, as T told you.
Always listen to the good advice of your
Unele Peter——"

b gh. cut it short! TWhat does Temple

say?
i’etor Todd explained.

“Oh!" said ﬁob rather crestfallen,
“E—I—1 see! Stiﬂ, even if he found
the letter in his pocket, ha might have
known whaose it was, by the name on it.”

“Is there a name on it ** smiled Peter.

“Eh! ¥ suppose s0.”

“¥ou suppose toc much, old man,
Look at it and seel”

Bob Cherry drew the leiter from his
pocket. He glanced” over it, and the
contents surprised him so much that he
resd it through again, without heeding
the other fallows.

Poter Todd waited rather impatiently.

“P've left my tea getting cold, to look
inte this little affair,” he hinted, at lnst.
“1 don't want to interrupt you, Bob, in
the enjoyment of giddy paternal corre-
spondence, But—""

“The leiter's not signed by a nams,”
said Bob, a little shamefaced. “I—I
suppose ‘f‘emple couldn’t have known it
was mine—he's not likely to know my
father’s fist by sight.”

“Just sol” agreod Peter. **Now,
instead of mopping up the Fourth, 1
l'nmjg you owe Temple am apology,
BO 1

“Blow Temple!” growled Bob Cherry.

He was not feeling in an apologetic
I

“My and ludicrous Bob—-"
murmursd Hurree Singh.

“Oh ratsi”

“Well—* began Wharton,
“I want to know how that letter got
intg Temple's pocket,” =said Hob
savagely. “I take his word for that, of
course. Bui who opened my letter, and
ﬁo‘v?‘!. it inio Temple's blazer to get rid

1t

“Doos Bunter know?” smiled Poter.
“Oh really, Toddy—"
! srid

$ was Bunter, of course”
“Not much doubt on

Harry Wharlon,
that point.”
"Tﬁ? doubtfulness is not terrific.
“Nothing of the kind!” hooted
Bupter, “I never thought of plantin
tha.i':”letter on Temple becauge he kick
me!

“Oh, that was the reason, was it1”
grinned Toddy.

“Haven't I just told you it waan't?*
roared Bunter. “Don’t you understand
plain English 7

‘“Ha, ha, ha!"

“You opened it?” shouvted Bob.

“Nothing of the sort. 1 keep on tell-
ing you that it came open by accident.”

“You had it—" :

“1 hadn't! Last I saw of it i€ was in
the letter-rack. I never even thought of
tonching it .

“Oh, my hat? said Nugent.

“I hope you fellows can taks my word,
As for reading another fallow’s letter, 1
hope I'm incapable of it! I haven't the
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faintest idea what’s in that letter,” said
Bunter. *“Temple knows, because he's
read it; but f don't know anything
about .20 Arab coming to Greylriars

*“What?” howled Bob.

“1 dou'’t know a word of it—you see,
J haven't looked at the letter,” said
Bunter. “I don’t even know it's from
your pater—I don't know his fist. Look
here, you're practically casting doubt on
my word—my personal honour, Cherry!
1 prefer the whole subject to drap.”

“So vou've read the letter?”

“Not at all, I keep on telling you I
haven't!”
; ;'"’l‘hcn, how do you know what's in

“f don't know, of course. I've just
said so.”

*Is theve anything about an Arab In
the letter, Bob?" asked the captain of
t'hs Rerﬁove.

“'Then Bunter's read it!"”

“That’s preity clear!” said Johnny
Bull,

“I haven't!” shricked Bunter. “{'ve
already said that I don’t know _mythm{:'
about an Arab coming to Greylriars—"

*Ha, ha, ha!”

“It was Bunler all along!"” growled
Bob. “He opened my letter and read
it, and planted it on Temple, and made
me pitcﬁ into that silly ass! Y'm going
to slanghter him!”

o say, you fellows—*

“Where's that Gves-bat?”

“1—1 say—" 3
“A dozen of the best!"™ said Peter
Todd,

“Ow! J—I sy, you (fellows—
Yoop! Help! Fire! Thieves! Murder!”
roared Bunter, as he was collared and
slammed face down on the study table.

Bob Cherry grasped the fives-bat.

Whack, whach, whack!

The sounding slaps of the fives-bat
rang on Bunter's tight trousers like a
succession of pistol-shots. Louder still
rang the yells of the Owl of the Remove.

* Yo-wow-wow !"'

Whack, whaek, whack!

Bunter roared and wriggled and
squirmed.  His masterly atute?‘ had
gone for nothing, after all; and he had

to take his punishment. And now that
it had come, it excceded his most horrid
anticipations,

With a powerful arm, Bob Cherry
administem(} the swipes of the fives.bat
to the very last of the dozen, while Billy
Bunter roared and squirmed and yelled.

“Now chuck him out!”

** Yarooooh !”

Bump!

Buntcer landed in the passage.

He roared as he landed. and he was
still roaring as he picked himself up and
limped away. The way of the trans-
gressor was %’m'd. and tgo pascage foor
was hard, and the fives-bat had felt very
hard indeed !

In fact, Billy Bunier. as he crawled
sway, felt that it was a hard life
eltogether.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Amende Honorable !
i+ GIDDY Avab?”
“Yes.”
Teace and plenty reigned n
Biudy No. 1 in the Remove.
The Famous Five sat down to the atudy
spread, and «ll waz calin and bright,
Bob Cherry was still fecling the cffects
of his terrific scrap with Temple & Co.,
but his good-humour was restored, and
it was o very cheery tea-parly in Study
No. 1. And ae the spread was dicposed
THE MAGNET LiBRARY.--No. 862.

of the talk furned on the rather
startling news in the latter from Major
Cherry.

“An Arab coming to Greyfriars--
a giddy African Arab!” said IHarxy
Wharton.  “That’s something new.
What's his name?”

“Alt ben Yusef.”

“That's & stunning name? Who is he
—and what—and why

Bob grinned.

“You fellows bhad bettor read the
puter's letter,” he said. **There's no
vecret about it.”

Bob handed out the letter which had
caused so much turmoil in the Remove
and the Fourth that afterncon,

Harty Wharton & Co. read it with
keen interest. They were aware Lhat
Major Cherry had been absent in Africa
for a long period, and that his return
was expected any day. But certainly
they had never dreamed that he would
bring back with him a native of the
Dark Continent—an Arab of the
Sahara. Who and what Ali, the son of
Yusef, might be, the juniors could not
guess.

“Somebody’s down on his luck, and
the pater’s taken him under his wing,”
said Bob. *“That's just like the old
pater! lIe says that the Head has
agreed to the kid coming to Greyfriars,
o ¥ suppose it's all right. I wonder
what he will be like.”

“He doesn’t mention whether the kid
speaks English,” remarked Nugent.

*“Most. hikely he does, or he wouldn't
be much use at Greyfriars. But I sup-
pose an Arsb of the Sahara would be
more likely to speak French than
English, if he knows any European
lingo at all. Perhaps both., Deing the
son of a sheik, he may have been
educated,”

* A sheik—that’s ¢ giddy Arab chief,”
said Johnny Bull “Well, 1 suppose
we're going to rally round the giddy
Arab and give him a good time, as the
major mekes a point of 1t 77?

*“Yes, rather!” said Ilarry Wharton.
“He must be a decent kid, or the major
wouldn't have taken him up. We'll see
him through.”

“Wa'll stand him a feed in the Rag—
what?" saud Nugent. " What do Arubs
specially fike in the way of grub, Dol 27

Bob Cherry rubbed his no:e,

“Blessed if I know ! I believe they oat
dates.”

= Well, we can get some dates,§ said
Wharton, laughing.

*“Lots _in the calendar,” snggested
Johuny Bull,

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“And—and figs,” said Bob; “and

something made of barley, which they
call what-do-you-call-it—or thingummy—
ar samething.”

“Couldn't order that from the stores,
In afraid, They would want you to be
a bit more explicit.”

b Cherry chuckled.

“My father’s told me a Jot about
Arabe, but I've forgotten wmost of it,”
he confessed. * You know, he was mixed
up with Arabs in the War, out in the
East. He speaks Arvabic, of conrze, and
writes it, too. Jolly queer lingo; locks
Jike the trail of a fly that's been dipped
in ink. He told me Jots of Arubie
words, but I remember rnly onc—sahara,
whivh means desert. I yemember that
Dbecause it's on the map.”

“ 1 wonder what the chap will be like?”
said Frank Nugent, “ Wil he come here
in Avaly clobber?”

“Burnous and turban and alf that?”
saidd Jobhnny Bull. Tt would make
rather a sensation at Greylrviars—jnst as
if you turned up, Inky, in the rig your
people wenr in l‘:-dia."

“More_likely to come in English
clothes, I think,"” said Cherry.
“He's not coming till Saturday, so the
pater will have time to rig iim out,
Luckily, it's a hali-holiday, and we'll
make a party to meet them; only the
pater dcesn’'t mention what train he's
coming by. I dare say he will let me
know that later, though.”

The interesting news in  Major
Cherry's letter occupied the Removites
till the spread was finished,

When the Famous Five laft the study
and went down Wharton tapped Bob on
the arm.

‘“ About Temple, old chap?” he said,

“Oh, bother Tewple !

“You realiy owe himn en apology, you
know,” said Harcy. * You're bound to
play wp, old chap.”

“I'd rather punch his noss again"
growled Bob.

1 know. But—"

“Oh, all serene!” said Bob. “I'll tell
hin I'm sorry. As g matter of fact, I
oughin’t to have been quite in such a
hurry.”

Cecil Reginald Temple of the Fourth
was in the Rag with Dabney and Fry
when the Famous Five eame in. The
three gave the heroes of the Remove a
rather war-like look, and they pushed
hack their cuffs, apparently in readiness
for combat, when Harry Wharton & Co,
came towards them,

; "I'i'empla—” began Bob, colouring a
ittle,

“Oh, go and eat coke!” said Temple
politely.

“1 want to say—"

“Go and say it to somebody else! TI'm
fed ul.!\‘ with you,” said the captain of the
Fourth,

Bob crimsoned,

* Look here, you cheeky ass—""

“QOh, rais!”

Bob Cherry controlled
wrath.

“I haven't come here to rag,” he said,
“1—1 wanted to apologise, Temple,”

“QOh " exclaimed Temple, taken aback.
“Ts that it

“T was a little bit hasty, I think—"

“You were!”

“1 ought to have known that you
wouldn't have opened my letter, or read
it if you'd known it was mine. I'm
sorry,” said Bob.

“Pity you didn’t think of that bLeforo
vou started in to wreck my study,” said
Yemple sarcastically.

“Weall, I'm sorry—and I can't say
move then that.”

“That’s all right,” said Temple. “I
accept your apelogy. Now you <an go
and cat coke!”

Bob Cherry breathel hard and moved
away without another word,  Temple
looked at him sourly, but a better im-
pulse rose within lum and he stepped
after Bob.

*Look here, Cherry, it's all right!
Dut a fellow doesn't hke havin' his nose
bashed, and he doesn't like Dbein' sus-
pected of a rotten thing !

*I was taken in,” said Dob,

“1 know! 1It's all right—all screne,
and all that! said Temple. “"I'm not
bearin’ any malice. I'm goin® to make
you Remove kids sit np before the tern
ends. 1 give you wormin' of that! Dut
never wind about the scrap in iy etudy;
let's forget it."”

“Right-hot” said Bob checrily,

And the Famnous Five strolled away,
.[:_lﬂlll that that Little atter had been set
right.

Dalimey an:l Fry regarded the captain
of the Fourth iather dubiovsly and
curiously.

“Mukin' the Remove sit up—whatf”
said ¥ry,

his rising
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“Sit up an’ howl!™ suid Termplo im-
pressively, “Ii's up to us, you know.
All very well to apalagise for bashin’
& fellow’s nose for nothin’.  But that
doesn’t improve the stote of my nose,
does it? J'm goin’ to make that sct of
fags Jook the brggest asses st Greyfrisrse.”

“Oh, rather!” said Dabney., But Fry
looked doubtful.

“Is it a jape?” he asked.

“That's it !"

“ Better let them alone—"

*Rubbish

“You see, Templo—"

“Rot! 1 tell you this wheeze is the
catch of the season,” suid Temple., “You
see, wo've got the news in Cherry's letrer
—of caurse, we shouldn't have read it if
T badi't found 1 in my pocket without
knowin' the owner. Bul as the matter
gtands we've got the information.”

" Rlesaed if T seco—"

“You wouldn’t!” said Temple. * Dut
I dure say you'll see when I explain ta
¥ou in words of one syllable, Fry,”

"' Look here—"

" But what's the jape?” asked Dabney.

“Xo good tulkin® liere—too many cars
abont,”  said  Temple myserously,
Y Come up 1o the study an' I'H tell you.”

In his study Cocil Reginald Temple
proceeded  fo  explain  the wonderful
wheeze that had come into his fertile

iain.  Dabney and Fry listened rt fiest
in  blank  astonizhment, then they
choriled,

“Rut will it work?” said Fry,

“OF course! 1 shall take the matter in
hand myself.”

“Ilem ™
here, Fry, yon ecaptious ass

“Well., #f it works it will be no end
of a catch, ond those cheeky fags will he
chartled to death,” admitted Fry.
“You've got a brain, Temple.”

“1 Faney I have,” said Cecil Reginald
complacently.

And Fry, being a tactiul fellow, did
nat mention his opinion that that was all

1

i
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THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
A Wonderful Wheeze !
H:\RRY WHARTON & CO. found

themselves  looking  forward
rather keenly to Saturday.

Bob. of course, was glad to see
his father aguin, alter the major's long
absence from England—and all the Co.
shared his satisfaction—they liked the
biuff, hearty old soldier. But, apart
from that. they were all very curious to
see the Arab.

Fellows came to Greyfriars from all
quarters of the earth, ‘here  was
1lurrea Jamset Ram Singh, Naboh of
Bhanipur, in India ; there was Wun
farg, the Chinee, from the far-off
Flowery Land; there was Fisher T. Fish,
fram the U.8 A, ; there was Squiff, from
Ausiralia; and Tom Brown, from New
Zealand, Put an Arab from the bound-
less deserts of Africn was something much
wore ot of the conmon. The son of a
sheik, apparcatly heir to the headship of
a Sahara tribe. was likely to make some-
thing of a sensation in the old school—
especially i he came in Arab garh and
brought any Arab wanners and customs
aleng with him. Bnut the probability was
that, hike Thurree Singh, t:e would have
adopted Eurcpean costnme, and woull
speak English. Anvhow, the Famous
Five were very cutions to see him, and
they were all preparad to play up to the
regquest in the mojor’s letter and make
a friend of Al ben Yusef, and make
Greyiriars as agroealle as they could to
the stranger from afar.

The coming of the Aralb was a good
deal talked of in the Remove. Although
the major had not said so, it was under-
stood that Al ben Yusef would come into
the Lower Fourth—Harry Wharton &
Ca. could scarcely lave chummed with
him in a different Form. and the major
was evidently keen on their doing so.
Billy Bunter—thongh he still maintained
that he had not rend Bob's letier—

talked freely of its contents, and so all
the Remove snon kncw that an Arab
was expected at the school on Saturday,

3

to enter the Remove as a Lower Fourth

‘{‘.(-mpte. Delaney & Co., of the Upper

"Fourth, would not in the ordinary course

of thiogs have taken the slightest in-
terest in the matter. They might bave
been curious about the Arab—but they
would have made it a point to disregard
anvthing that went on in the Remove—a
Form miles below their lofty notice.

And outwardly, at least, Temple & Co.
were indifferent. Only in Temple's stud:
was the wonderful wheeze talked off,
which Cecil Roﬁlnald had planned in con-
nection with the etrangers arrival,

Of that wheeze the Remove fellows
suspecled nothingl-_.h Indeed, had they
known that Cecil Reginald was planning
a jape. ther would not have been
atarmed,.

In the shindies between the Upper and
Lower Fourth, the honours were gen-
erally with the Remove; and tho [atter
would have regarded with good.
humoured scorn any attempt on Temple's
part to “take a rise ' out of them. But,
as & matter of fact. they did not oven
know that Temple was planning anything
of the kind.

Temple & Co. were keeping the wheezs
extremely dark—whatever it was! In
the privacy of their study in the Fourth-
Forn  passage they discnssed it and
chuckled over it; that was all. Erven
the other members of the Fourth were
not taken into their confidence. As Cecil
Reginald ’I‘em]{: observed sagely, a
fellow conldn’t too careful; and Dab-
ney and Fry agreed with him.

Taking no interest whatever in the
E‘rmetlings of Cecil Reginald, the

amous Frve naturaily did not know that
he bad paid a viait, with his chums, to
the coethmier's in Courtfield, and had
no idea that the three had returned to
Greyfrinrs with big bundles of mys-
terious contents.

Nobody outaside Temple's select circle
knew that, with the study door Jocked,
those bundles had beon unpacked, roveal-
ing a vartety of strange garments—
Oriental garments such as ia«l never been

.EFF !
m:ﬂ_f —

** Ali ben Yusef, sir,”” announced Bob Cherry.

under the jewelled turban. ** Bless my soul !’ he gasped.

" Dearme [ ¥am glad to see you, my hoy,” said Mr, Quelch. * Pleaseslt down,”” Bob Cherry Jerked forward a chair for Ali,
but the Arab did nol heed it. He sat down on the floor, crossing his legs. (See Chapler 11.)

Mr. Quelech rose to his feet, his eyes fixed wonderingly on the dark face
The Arab salaamed low,

* Peace be with you,*” he sald.

‘THE MacKET LiBrARY.—No. 862
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seen at Groyfriars excepting iv plays
given by the dramatic society.

Nobody knew that, still with the stwdy
door bocked, 'Temple of the Fourth had
tried on those strange garments, and
with the help of his comrades, and any
amount of taking in and letting out, hed
made them 6t him more or less, .

Nobody knew that Temple was experi-
menting with strange grease-paints, prac-
tising belore the gfass to produce o rich
coffee-coloured complexion on his aris
tocratic face. ‘

Whatever the wheeze was, Cecil
Reginald Temple was fairly ti'lrowmg
himsel! into it, and his chums were back-
ing him up heartily.

6:1 Friday Tompfo of the Fourth met
Bob Cherry in the passage near the Rag,
end stopped to speak, with a genial nod.
Bob stopped at once, with his politest
grin. Bob was a little conscience-
stricken over the handling he had given
Temple, and was prepared to eudur'e
sone of the lofty Fourth-Former's
“'swank * patiently, a3 a sort of consola-
tion prize. But Temple’s manner now
was very agreeable.

“It seems that you've got a new pal
comin’ into the Remave, Cherry,” he
remarked,

“That's so,"” said Bob. s

“A 'Turk, or Egyptian, or somethin’,
isn’t it ?” said Temple carclessly.

*An Arab,” said Bob, with a smile.

“Bomethin’ rather new for Creyfriars,
what?” said Temple. “Of rourze, I can't
help knowin' somethin’ about i, as 1
reed that letter, not knowin' it was
rours—" R

“That's oll right,” said Bob, “ Nothing
secret about it.”

“Your pater’s been in Africa?”?

*“Yes, for & jolly long time—exploring

in the Sabara,” said Bob. “I'm glad
he's home again.” y

“Glad he's got back sale,” said
Temple cordially. “That's a jolly

dangcrous corner of the earth, I believe.
They will stick you with 2 spear to rob
you of sixpence, and all that, Glag he's
got back all right. So you're secin' him
this week "

*“Yes—to-morrow afterncon.”

“Comin’ down by car?” asked Temple,

Bob smiled. Cecil Reginald's pater,
Sir Reginalyd Temple always come down
to the school in a magnificent car. Bob’s
father, a hardy old soldicr, with no
“aide ” whatever about him, was more
likely to come with a third-class ticket
on the railway.

“Oh, no,” said Bob. “Train to Court-
field,”

*Meetin' the train?” asked Temple
carclessly. -

“Yes—I've had a leifer from him {o-
day, and he says it will be the four train
at  Caurtlield,” said DBob brightly.
“We're going to club together and
siand the pater a taxi to the school,”

Temple suppressed a desire to chuckle,
The conirast between the simple old
soldier’s ways, and the ways of his cwn
magnificent pater, struck him as comic.
Temple was not a bud [eHow in his way;
but “swank ¥ wns a part of his nature,
and he couldn't help it

" Well, T hope the old gentleman will
have a pleasant visit,” he sud. “I say,
Cherry~-if he goes back io ihe Sahara
Desert, don't Jet him take you with

lm')}

“Eh! Why not?” said Bob. *“I'd
jolly well like to go.”

* Not safe for you,” said Temple, shak-
ing his head,

*Bosh ! suid Bob. *1Ishouldn't worry
abont that.”

“You see, there’s tribea of gorillas

em____’l
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“Gorillas " repcated Bob.

o Ye’s?. Suppose you get minong them
n—

“Well 27

“Then the others mightn't let you go
again,” said Temple blandly; and he
walked away rather quickly,

Bob Cherry stared after him, It
dawned upon him that this was a joke,
and that Temple had been puiling his
leg. Apparently Temple had entered
into that talk, for the purpose of “ work-
ing ofl " thiz fecble JU!I(JIJ on Bob Cherry.

“8illy ass!” commented Bob; and he
strolled on quite undisturbed,

Bob wus keen enough; but it did not
ocour to him that Temple had been
E“m ing him. Dut that, in point of fact,

ad been the astute Temple's object, end
he had succeeded.

“The jolly old major arrives with the
Arab by the four train at Courifield
Jumction to-morrow,” Temple told his
chums in his study, a little later. “Ive
got that out of Cherry.”

“Good!” said Fry.

“That gives vs lots of time,” went on
Temple. “They’re goin’ to mest the old
scaut al the stalion, and bring him and
his nigger along in a hired tax1, Ha, ha?
Well, mE idea 1s that the nigger, I mean
the Arab, is goin’ to arrive withont the
wajor—carlier than he's expected——->*+

“Oh, rather ! grinmed Dabney.

" And my idea, too, is that he is goin'
to give those Remove kids & high old
time!” chuekled Temple,

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Tar if o} Arabi?” asked Temple.

“What?"

* Which #*

“Tar if.el Arabj #”

“What on carth does that mean?™
asked Fry, in astonishment. “Jlave you
got a pain in your neck "

“Ass! 'That's Arahic,”

“0Oh, my hat! What does it mean?™

“Blessed if I know,” confessed Temple.
"1 learned it out of & book, so os to be
able to speak some Arabic to-morrow,
but T've forgotten what it means. JIt's a
yuestion, and 3t mecans somethin’ or
other—] forget what. Not that it
maticrs—nobody here speaks Arabic.
Sounds ali right. doesn’t 117"

“ Ripping !” said Fry,

“Ohb, 1uther!” agreed Dabney.

“It " will work lke a charm!" said
Cecil Reginaid Temple complacently. *1
can tell you feliows that this is the jape
of the ferm, and Ly this tihne to-morrow
those Remove kids will be wantin' to
kick themselves—hard !*

And Temple & Co. chortled in a merry
chorus.

THE NINTH CHAPTER,
A Change of Identity !

o SAY, you fellows—""

I “ Seat!” snapped Temple,

“Off for the week-end?” asked
Billy Buuter,

*Find out.”

1t was Saturday afternoon, s half-
holiday at Greyfriais, and a fine, sunny,
suminer's afterncon.  Temyle, bnbncy,
and Fiy came out of the Schoal House
after dinner, with bright and cheery
faces, Temple was carrving a reiher
bulky attache-case—heace Bunter's inqui-
sitive question.

The Owl of the Remove rolled afier
them down the steps, and rolled after
them into the quad. i Temple was going
home for the week-end, hil!y Bunter
was nuite prepared to go home with him,
As a fisher for invitations, Bupter lad
uo equal inside Gregfriars, or outside,

“1 say, Temple—"

“Buzz off, [atty"

“Buat I say, Cecil, old man,” urged
Bunter, "I was poing to ask you home
to Bunter Court for the holidays. I
reslly want you (e come, you know. 1f
you like, I‘I? come home with you [or
the week-end, and we can talk 1t over,
what? Shall I go and ask the Headl for
leave?™

Cdeil Reginald Temple did not an-
swer, Dbut he swung round the
attache case, and caught Bunter on his
fat litile legs.

‘Thede waz a roar from Bunter, as he
sat down suddenly on the hard, unsympa-
thetic earth.

* Yoooop!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Temple & Co.

“Yow-ow! Beast!”

“Look out, Cecil,” exclaimed Try
hurriedly. *“'That bag’s come open.”

“Oh, gad!”

“My hat! What on earth have you got
there?" asked Hobson of the Sﬁell, a;
a siream of white linen Auttered frem
the bag that had burst open from the
violent contact with Billy Bunter.

* Oh, nothin’,” said Temple hastily..
He hurriedly closed the bag, on
walked on with his companions, leav-

ing tha Shell fellow staring.

" Nerrow escape,” grinued Temple, as
he walked out of gates. “Lucky it
wasn't one of those Remove kids, in-
sgc?d of that ass Hobson. It's all
right.”

“Right as rain,” agreed Fry.

" Oh, rather,” said Dabney.

The three chums of the Fourth walked
on quickly towards Courtfield, They
stopped uf & distance frowmy that town,
however, ond turned from the road into
the woods,

In a dusky glade of the wood, far
from obscivation, they halted. and fthe
attache-case was set down and opened.

*Now for a giddy metamorphosis!”
grinned Temple,

* You're really goin’ to have the nerve
to show up in public in that clobberi”
said Mry,

Temple sniffed.

“VUve got plenty of nevve, T hope.
Now, we've urcanged it all, Fry, I
will take me about balf.an-liour o0
chinge. You buzz on to Courtfield, end
telephone to the school, and then get a
taxi and come back here 2nd pick me
up.

“ Right-ho ¥

Ery of the Fourth walked on towards
Courtlicld. Then Temple and Dabney
got busy.

A looking-glass was taken [rom the
attache-case, aud hung on a tree-tvunlk,
Grease-paints  amd  Oriental  garments
were unpacked.

Temple stripped off hiz Etons, which
were folded np neatiy and placed in tha
attache-case, Then he dressed himself in
the Avub costume,

Btanding before the mirror, he pro-
cceded to darken his face, and soon pro-
duced the colfee.colowred complexion ha
required. He ‘““bushed ” out hizs brows
and blackened them, and gave his npper
lip & dark shade, as though an incipicnt
maustache threatened to sprout theve,

Several more artistic touches Temple
gave to his countenance, till the reflec-
tion in the glass bere pot the fainfest re-
semblance to Cecil Reginald of the Grey-
{rinrs Fourth,

Baboey looked on with great admira-
tion. Cecil Reginald turned to him with
@ grin.

he

“Would you Lkoow
asked.

“¥Your own father wouldn't,” grinned
Dabney.

Pomple tied his turban very care-
fully. He had practised it many tiney

{Continued on page 17.)
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RITPING

“RUNNING"

SUPPLEMENT!

i
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LORD MAULEVERER:

As Bob Cherry will tell you elsewhere
in this issue, I coce ran six yards of the
Remove passage without stopping! It
was a3 wonderful feat of endsurauce,
begad ! As a rule, I find it too much of
an effort to welk, much less run. Bat
Loder of the Sixth happened to be close
behind me with an ashplant; hence my
amazing burst of speed! Having com-
pleted my non-stop run of six yards, I
managed to dodge inte & convemient
doorway, and Loder went charging by
without geeing me. This was very fortu-
nate for me; for if I'd had to run a
ﬁreater distance than six yards, I should

ave expired on the spot.

BILLY BUNTER:

T've put up s0 many wunderful feets on
the running-track that I find it hard to
sy which was my biggest run. I've won
sa many cups and meddles and other tro-
fies that T really can't find roone for them
in my study, so they are all being kept in
the strong-roomy at Bunter Court. As a
long-distance runner, I have no sooperior
at (ireyfriars. Perraps my best perform-
ance was when I ran all the way from
Dover to Cally without stopping.

(Lf you had attempted a feat like that,
Bunty, you would now be lying at the
bottom of the English Channel! The
longest run T have ever seen you do wes
from the Remove Form-room fo the
tuckshop I—Ed.}

VERNON-SMITH:

My longest run was from John o
Grosat's to Land's End. But it is only
fair to add that I made the “run” by
metor !

SAMMY BUNTER:

My biggest run was when I came in
first in the fags' race. I sprd round the
track like & hair, and you couldn't see
me for dust! T finnished miles ahead of
ail the crack runners, such as Dicky
Nugent and Gatty and Myers, and I'm
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eatitled to call myself the champion run-
ner of the Lower School. Uniorchu-
nittly, the prize wasn’t quite what I eggs-
spected. 1 thought it was going to kon-
sist of six mice, nurrishing current-cakes:
but what it did konsist of you will read
in Vernon-Smith’s story, in this issew.
I fvel never had such 8 rood shock in my
ife :

WILLIAM GOSLING:

“Don’t {alk to me about runnin’! 'Ow
can a man o' iny years be hexpected to
rmn? My gore 013 lega-be so crippled
with the rheumatics that 1 can ‘ardly
walk, let alone run, In the days of me
youth I was ;wonderfui runner, I won
50 many race¥ that after a time they 'ad
to 'andicap me, like they 'andicaps an
'oss. I 'ad to carry & penalty of 'aif an
‘undredweight on me back, an’ even then
I used to come in first! But them times
i8 dead an’ gora. 1 ain't the man that
I was, an' I couldn’t run an undred
yards now fo save me life—not even if
there was 'slf-a-dozen bulls 'ard on me
‘eals. An’ yet nobody nover makes no
hallowances for a pore old porter wot
‘asn't got a kick left in "im. It's ‘ Gos-
ling, jest run down to the village! an’
f Gosling, jest pop over to Courtfield "
But my runnin’ an’ poppin’ days is over
long ago, an’ I wish the Powers that Be
would realise the fact i

THE HEAD:

My best performanes on the running-
track was at college, when I won the mile
in the inter-Varsity sports. I often look
back upen that achievement with prida,
mingled with regret at the fact that T am
now “in -the scar and yellow leaf,” aa
Shakespeare expresses it, and sm no
longer cepable of a burst of speed. I fear
that even an injection of thyroid would
not rejuvenata me sufficiently to enable
me to win a mile race! But [ like to see
my_ boys participating in the health-
giving sport, and I trost this remark will
catch Harold 8kinner's eyes.

- By BOB CHERRY.

UNNING seems to be very popu-
R lar at Greyfriars just now. Morn-
ing and evening, you will see
dozens of enthusiasts sprinting in
the Close, The running fever seoms to
be spreading, for when I went into the
bath-room just now for my daily *tub,”
I actually found the fap running!

- - *

Further proof that the running craze
is spreading is furnished by Peter Todd,
who says he has seen the Head's chicken-
run! Possibly he has eiso seen the
Head's garden walk!

* L] -

Coker of the Fifth declares he can run
the hundred yards in “ ten scconds dead.”
The timekeeper’s watch must have
stopped for aboub five minutes! I'm
guite prepsred to believe that Coker
could cover the distance in ten seconds
dead. He couldn’t do it alive!

- - L 3

Alonze Todd seldom plays ericket,
but when chased by & furious bull the
other day we saw Lonzy “take 2 run !
Incidentally, he was jolly near “ canght,”
after making o “late cut ™

* - -

Lord Mauleverer, who never atirz from
his study sofa except under compulsion,
actually van six yards of the Remove
passage the other day. He was con-
veved to the school sanny in a critical
rondition !

- * "

Bkinner is a slacker who would never
dream of taking part in a running race.
The only thing we have ever seen him
run is the gauntlet!

» - *

Vernon-8mith is such a wealthy fel-
low that when he runs you can't see him
for *“dust ""! -

* L] *

Mr. Prout, the portly master of the
Fifth, declares that he once won a Mare-
thon race in his youth. Ho must have
heen the only competitor!

L 3 * L]

Billy Bunter is the biggest duffer who
ever puf on running-shoes. He can't
run for toffee. and his antics on the run-
ning-track are guaranteed to make a cat
langh. Still, it ia interesting to note
that his © We:-kiy "js sti]l‘runningl

Why are Peler Todd's ranning shorts
like two towns in France?! Why, be-
cause they're too long and too loose
(Toulon and Toulouse) !

TBE MAGSET LiBRaRY.—No. 052,



THE GREYFRIARS HERALD.

b FEEL sorry for young Sammy

I Buntery”

Dicky Nugent, the leader of the

8eccond Form, made that remark

in thoughiful tones, Dicky's faithful

benchmen, Gatty. and Myers and the rest,

stared at him in surprise. It was geldom

that Dicky Nugent—or anybody else, for

that matter—expressed any esympathy
with Sammy Bunter. . :

Sammy was always gelting inlo
gcrapes. Ile was born into trouble, so
to speak. But it was generally his own
fauit, and nobody had any pity to wasto
on him. Yet hera was Bicky Nugent
openly declaring that he felt sorry for
Jammy.

Naturally, Dicky's statement brought
B general chorus of :

‘Why?” )

“Well, it’s like this,” said Dicky.
“Young Sanuny always scems to have
8 rough passage. He gets kicked and
cuffed all day lopg, and his life's a
misery.”

Gatty shrugged his shoulders,

“That's nobody's fault but Sammy
he said. “If he was a decent kid,
instead of a horrible fat worm, we should
all like him, and he'd have quite a happy
time of it."”

“True, O king,” said Dicky Nugent.
“But we must make allowances, you
knaw. There's black sheep in eovery
fold. As I say, 1 feel sorry for Sammy,
chiefly because he's such a duffer at
sport. e can't play cricket, he can't
gwiin, he can’t run, and he's no good ot
leap-frog or marbles. I don't believe
he's ever won a prize of any sort in his
fife 1

“He's never deserved fo win one!”
growled Gatty.

“P'raps not. Buat as he's about the
only fellow in the Second who has never
won & prize for sport, I think it would
be o jolly good wheeze to let him win
one.”

Iy E]l?”

“Supposing we let Sammy win the
fags' quarter-mile to-morrow in the
sports? said Dicky. " 1e's entering for
it; bat, of eonrse, he wouldn't have an
earihly if we all ran onr hardest. So 1
propose that we deliberately slacken
speed, and fall down, and suddenly go
leme, and that sort of thing, =0 us to
let. Sunmy win,”

The fugs stared af Dicky Nugent
harder than cver.  They could not
understand why Dicky showld have sud-
tlenly taken such an affectionate interest
in Sammy Bonter, As for Dicky's sug-
gestion that irey should make Sammy a
present of the quarter-mile race—why, it
was upheard-of !

“I'm blessed if I see the fun of letting
that fat duffer win!' grunted Mycrs.
¥ ¥ou must be potty, Dicky !”

But Dicky Nugent stuck to his gons,

“We nustn’'t Lo pgreedy,” he said,

Toe Macxer Lisrany.—No.
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“Young Sammy’s the only fellew in the
Form who hasn’t won a prize, and he

shall  have is  chance to-morrow,
Gwynne of the Sixth is presepting this
particular prize, and I happen togk:mw
what it 1a. It's six cakes.”

“8ix cakes?” echoed Gatty. *My hat!
That's a ripping prize! I mean to have
a jolly good shot at winnimg it mysell !

*“You'll do nething of the sort,” said
Dicky Nugeut sternly, *“We won't he
selfish., Much as we all Iike cake—es-
peciaily the sort that Dame Mimble
makes—we'll be generous for once, and
let Sammy Bunter collar the spoils,”

Naturally, there was a great deal of
g'otest an the part of the fags. But
Dicky Nuagent, being the chanpion fight.
ing-man of the Form, scon won them

over.

“If any fellow but Sammy Bunier wins
the quarter-mile,” said Dicky, “I'll pul-
verise him 1”

Aad so,” with much grumbling and
growling, the fugs ugreedgio Dicky’s pro-
posal. They nll voted him *off his
rocker.” At the same time, they bhad no
desive to come to blows with him on the
morrow. Dicky’'s helty punches on the
nose were things to be avoided.

'The fags' sports took place on the fol-
lowing afierpoon,  They were carried
through with the usual zest and keenness,
and Gwynne of the Sixth was in charge
of the proceedings.

The guarter-nnle was the last event on
the list. Sammy Bunter had entered [or
all the previous evenis, and had finishe:l
last in every ounc. His solitury hope lay
in the last race.

Dicky Nugent looked grimly at his
fellow-fags as they lined up for the
nuarter-unle, His look told them what
they nright expect if they failed to carvy
oub his wishes,

Sammy Bunter lined up with the rest.
His htile round oyes were gleaming
behind his spectacles, Suminy was tre-
mendously keen on winning this race, for
he kpew that the prize was sitx cukes.
And the mere thought of six large, appe-
tising plum-cakes made Sammy's mouth
watey,

“I say, Gwynne,” exclaimed Sammy.
“ean 1 have a start? Five hundred
yards will do.”

Gwynne laughed.

“Why, you young mss, the whole dis.
ionce 18 only fouwr hundred end forty
rards ¥ he said,  “ Besides, this isn’t a
ﬁandicap. You'll alt start from scratch—
a fair feld and no favour.”

Fre Crdrerts Bt Colgured Foper

UNGLEJINg

Out m'ﬂ\ur.sday_- che od

“Oh crumbs ™

Sammy’s hopes of winning the race
sank to zero. §till, he was determined
to do hiz best. Strange things sometimies
happoenod in races. Lven crack runners
like Dicky Nugent sometimes developed
stitch, or failed (o reproduce their best
form.

Gwynne fired the pistol, end the run-
ners leapt off the mark. An interested
crowd—including Harry Wharton & -Co.
of the Reawove—stoad looking on,

“Go it, ye cripples!” sang out Bob
Cherry.

My winur's going to win this ruce!”
said Frank Nugent confideutly, **Put
the pree on, Dicky 1

Dicky Nngent obiiged. He covered the
firgt Jap with tho speed of 4 harve, and he
looked & winner all over.

Then an alarmning thing happened,
Dicky suddenly stumblod and pitched
forward on his face. He seemed to have
hurt himself somewhat, for he found diffi-
culty in rising,

Sammy Bunter saw what had happenad
to the leader, and he took fresh heart.
He zun his hardest, and his fat little legs
were gaing like clackwork. His major,
who was among the onlockers, shouted
his enconragement,

“8tick it, Samuny! That's the stsle,
kid! You've got 'em all whacked ™

And it really scemed es if Billy Bunter
was right. For, following Dicky Nugent’s
fall, a whole chaptor of accidents oc-
curred. Gatty developed stitch and wos
rompelled to retive, Myers, who had
bheen running well, slowed dawn to a
mere jo%’-troi. Little Ifop I, the
Chinese fag, didn't scem to have a
“hop ™ left in hin,

Sansny Bunter, who had been a kad
last, wuas now z good livst.  And he
looked like ke ping the lead, for the rest
of the runners seemed to have had all
the stuffiug taken out of them.

Sauumy was almost exhausted, but lie
strugglted on gamely. Oeccasionaliy he
glanced behind him, and ho was over-
joyed lo see that he was not being feri-
ously challenged.

“Six cakes!” he thought to himseli, as
he plodded on towards the outstretched
tape. * “Oh, how ripping

Dicky Nugent had picked himself up
by this time, and he came along with a
mighty rush, Dut his spurt came too
late. Sammy Bunter fairly hwled him-
self at the tape, and he beat Dicky by u

ard.
% The onlockers were too astonished 10
cheer. Sammy Bunter, the duffer of {Le
Zecond, had actnally won a vace|

Bob Cherry rubbed his eyes.

“Do I dream? Do I wonder and
doubt? Is things what they seem? (i
is visions about?" he pasped.

“Well, this is o Ei(]‘ﬁ} surprise-packet,
and no erver ! said Wharton.

(Continued on puge 16.}
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MONDAY.
This morning 1 received a rommunica-

tion from wmy esteemed and worthy
Uncle Benjamin, exhorting me to take
up the sport of running. “ You would do
well, my dear Alonzo, to take at least
an hour's exercise sach morning,” writes
my svuncular relative.  “‘Cricket is a
dangerous s%ort. Boxing is & barbaric
business. op-scotch iz undignified.
But a gentle sprint will make roses
bloom 1n your cheeks, will keep you
physically fit, and will do you a power of
good. '!.'vaka my advice, and adopt this

fascinaling pastime without delay.” I{g4

bave tsken my dear uncle’s words to
beart, and propose to start in earnest bo-
nIOrrow. heve no doubt I shall soon
develop into a really great runner. 1
shall be winoing cups and shields and
medals galore, ana shall hope to walk off
—or, rather, yun off—with the chempion-
ship of Greyfriars,

TUESDAY.

I rose with the lark, and donned my
running shorts and vest, and a peir of
..ght canvas shoes, Many sarcastic re-
zarks were made by my schoolfellows on
13e slimpess of my calves, Cherry
kened them to matchsticks, and Skinner
Zeclared that my ankles were slimmer
than a sparrows. When I told the
feilows that I was going to take up run-
ving, they becams almost hysterical with
aughter, "Oh, Lonzy, Lowzy, you'll be
iie death of mel” gurgled Bob Cherry.

Nothing daunted by the banter of my-

~hoolfeflows, I toddled down into the
Llese, and_made ggpannons for my
Zest run, I erouc on one koes, like
i1 have scen runners do when waiting for
ke pistol to go off at the start of a race,
Taen I Jeapt off the mark like an arrow
rom & bow, and ren at top speed for a
zstance of fully six yards. Alier this
-remendous  achievement I sank ex-
zausted on to the flagstones. I mm pre-
zared to awear that T ran the six vards
= less than six minutes. Marvellous!
Wonderful! 1§ was enough to muke me
Zrop dead with heart failure. I kook
shings very quietly for the rest of the
Zay, Mr. Quelch noticed that I was look-
=g utterly worn out during lessons, and
2= very kindly exewsed me. unning
=¢ms to be & most exhausting sport, but
I mcan to persevere,

AEDNESDAY.

You may believe me or not, as you
-se, but this morning I ran the whole
vay from the school gates to the tuck
#wopl T will freely pardon anyone whe
aznnot aceept this statement. The dis-
zznce is well over & hundred yards, and I
=d a non-stop run. (O course, it was
arterly reckless and foolbardy of me, I
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might have known there would be dis-
astrous after-effocts. 1 collapsed in &
dead faint in the doorway of the tuck-
shop, and Mrs, Mimble had to revive me
with brandyballs. My lege have. been
aching dreadfully all day., I have
strained a cartilags in my knee and I
have severely sprained the httle too of
my right foot. I shall have to take a rest
before 1 resume my running activities,

THURSDAY.

I was _a hopeless wreck to-day,
after my Bpartan achievement of yester-
day. I spent the day in the armchair
in my stedy, with my lower limbs
swathed in bandages. 1 am beginning
geriously to doubt the wisdom of my
Uxncle ﬂeniamin m edvising me to lake
up running. 1 am utterly prosteated!

FRIDAY.

This morning I resumed my training,
and 1 had the satisfaction of beating Bo
Chesry in 2 race. Cherry is conmdered
to be the champion runner of the Re-
move, 80 | am.naturally very proud of
my porformance. 'The distance was a
hundred yards, and Cherry refused to
give me more than seventy-five yards’
start, 80, of courze, I was heavily handi-
capped. But 1 managed to beat my
opponent by a foot; and the affair
caused a great sensation at Greyfriars.

In my elation at having conquered
Cherry, 1 sent a telegram to my Uncle
Benjamin as follows ;.

I spent the day in the armehair in my
siudy with my lowar limhs swathed In
bandages.

15
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unf“’r,c

Die?

Some Amus‘mg extracts from
5 the Diar)r of Aronzo TooD.

" Am progressing splendidly. Won m
first race to-day dgespita the fact that I
received onighseventy-ﬁve yards' start in
# hundred. Bhall enter for the mile race
to-morrow in the sports.

# ALonzo.”

I expert Uncle Benjamin was in the
soventh heaven of delight when he got
my wire. I retired to bed to-night with
visions of cups and championships, And
to-morrow I shall doubtless astonish the
watives by winning the milo}

SATURDAY.

I duly entered my name for the mile,
and Mr. Lascelles, who was in charge
of the sports, asked me if I had taken
leave of my sonses, I told him I was in
sober earnest, and added that I should
certainly win the mile, if enly 1 were

iven three-quarters of a mile stari. But

Ir, Lascelles would not consent to this,
“1 will give you balf a mile, Todd,”
he said. " That would be ample." This
dealt rather a death-blow at my rosy
dreams of winning the race, However,
I determined to do my best. When tho

istol went I was off like a flesh of light.
To employ a vulgarism, *you couldn't
see me for dust.” But alas! T had a
weary heli-mile to cover, and could not
keep up my meteoric progress for loug,
I began to stegger and stumble, and my

r frail legs refused to support me.
ut I stroggled on somehow, hoping
against hope that T might reach the tupe
first. - After all, even with a meagre half-
mile start, I had still a remote chance
of victory. Gamely I giodded on, herch-
ing and stumbling, and oceasionally fall-
ing gown; but I always picked myself up
and renewed the grim struggle. Just as
I was nearing the tape, aloog camoe a
whole bunch of rupners, including Cherry
and Wharton and Linley. They siiot
past me in a flash. and with & groan of
despeir 1 collapsed. I menaged eventu-
ally to erawi to the tape, and came in
tenth. {There were ten runpers.)

SUNDAY.

1 am now about to make srrangements
for the purchase of a bath-chair, in which-
to rest miy weary limbs. 1 have also
decided. despite saga éounsel of my
Uncle Benjamin, to %we up ronning for
faod, for in my humble opimion running
ag a sport is as dangerous az foothall,
boxing and the other barbaric pastimies
of my reckless schoolfellows. Perhapa in
the future, when my constitution can be
favourably compared with that of Rebert
Cherry’'s, 1 shall be able to tackle this
fatiguing  sport with  salety and
equanimity, Who knows?

Tus Magngr Libragy.—No. 862.
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A SHOCK
{FOR SAMMY!

+ By H. Vernon-Smith.
{Continued from page 14.)
+++++++++++++++4i

e o T P

“The surprisefulness is terrific” re-
marked Hurree Singh. “Whe said that
the esteemed and ludierons age of
mivacles was pastfully gone?”

Frank Nugent gave a snort,

“Looks like & wangle to me,” he said.
“I don't believe young Dicky really
tried. He could have got up long befote
he did.”

But, wangle or no wangle, the fact re-
mained that Sainmy Bunter had won 1he
race. And it was a case of ‘““to the vic-
tor, the spoils.”

Bammy was in the seventh heaven of
delight. He was feverishly anxiovs for
the prizes to be presented, so that he
might retire to & guiet corner with his
siz cakes and enjoy the feed of his life.
Apd his major Billy was waiting on the
;gh line, 30 to speak, to share in that

The prize-giving took place in_the
fugs’ Common-room. And Bammy Bua-
ter was seated in the froni row, eagor
and expectant.

fammy's was the last prize to be pro-
sented. He jumped up like a jack-in-
the-box when Gwynne called his name.

Dicky Nugent was grinning. The zest
of the fags were looking reproachfully
at Dicky.

When Sommy Bunter stood before
Gwynne the tall prefect lifted the lid
of the desk and produeed an oblong box
of medium size,

“Congratulations, kid!” said Gwynne.
“I have much Pieuure in presenting you
with six eakes "'

Sammy Bunter's jaw dropped a little,
He had expected to receive sizx plum-

cakes. But how ecould six large cakeg |

possibly be contained in a box of that
size? my began to suspect that
there was a catch im it somewhere.

And there was! For when he openad
the box and beheld its contents he nearly
foil down.

The box certainly contained six cakes,
but not of the edible variety. They wero
cakes of soap!

“Mum-mum-my hat!” gasped Sammy
in biank dismay.

* B,

p!” groan:d the unfortunate
Sammy. “Toilet soap! Oh, what a
beastly sell!”

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!”

“You couldn’t have had a more appro-
prigte prize than those cakes,” eaid
Gwynoe. “I don't balieve you've washed
your neck for & month )

Gatty and Myers turned to Dicky
Nugent, The same question was on the
lips of both.

“Did you know beforehand
was going to be cakes of soap?

“You betI" repiied Dicky. with a grin.
“You sce, I bappen to ne's fag,
and I was sent down to the village to buy
the soap. That's how I knew., Wall,
we've done the pgenerous thing and
allowed young Sammy to win a prize,
But he doesn’t seem to be very pleased
about it.”

S8ammy certainly didn't. Hurling the
box of soap to the floor, he rolled out cf
the Common-room, slamming the dour
furiously behind him. And, insteed of
jubilation on the part of the victor, there
wai weeping and gnrshing of teeth!

TEE EXND.
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EMY BIGGEST RUN!;

4 By BILLY BUNTER. }
Pre s e s rrrrrrrsrrd

WAY I went, at breathless speed,
Through muddy, miry places;
I went much faster than a steed
At Courtfield Steeplechases!
You conldn's see my form for dust,
Which rose in clowds to blind me;
I heard the bellows of disgust
Of the bull I left behind me!

It was 8 most amoazing scene,
My pace was just a stunner!
Bob Cherry shouted: " Quick, old bean *!
Ta me—a “ascarlet runner ™!
I called for help, my foet were sore,
But no one seemed to mind me;
And still I heard the frantic roar
Of the bull I left behind me!

Thank goodrness I am just 8s strong
As men like Mister Sandow!
Thank goodness I can cut along
As fast as a Dorando!
U'd make a splendid outside-right
{I think the "Spurs have signed me);
I still recall my headlong flight
From the bulf I left behind me!

I galloy o'er the muddy plain
ind p::'iar dykes and d{tcﬂes;’

I wouldn’t do that run again
If offered untold riches!

The fellows laugh at that event,
They grin when they remind me;

Just hike a streak of light I weni
From the buli I left behind me!

At last, I reached a friendly gate,
And promptly clambered over;
Then, having dodged a fearfn} fate,

I vested in some clover,
In the Remove's new rumming team
No placa have they assigaed me;
Yot I CAN run! and often dream
Of the bull I lefi behind me?

The Dip Duelighttul.

The bad boy of the family wes always u
to something. If it wasa'l stoning cattle, ig
was smasbing windows; it it wosn't smashing
w 3, it was stcaling' spples; if i8 wasu't
apples, It was jam; end if it wasa' jam, It
WAS CTeams.

Juat now it wus cream. -

Alone iz the paniry, he was having a
simply splenditerows time. First, he dipped
s Buger into the jug, apd next he dipped it
Inte bis mouth, and then he dipped it into
the jug again.

S0 he continued for fifteen minutes, tifl his
maternal parent appesred upanoticed i the
doorway, sand stood grimly watching bhis
proceedings.

Dip, suck; dip, suck; dip, suck!

"™ Jim,” mother rapped out suddenly, * [
don’t like that!”

He looked up calmly.
again, Thea—

“Well," he responded, sucking, “you don't

Then he dipped

know what's good for you!

THE GREYFRIARS HERALD:
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HO has not felt the keen thrill

R ¢
of satisfaction at breasting the
tape in advance of rival run-

ners?  Very few fellows, I'll

warrant,

Of course, there are some people who
would pever win a race in the prover-
bial “month of Sundays.” Bmy Bun-
ter, For example. Bunter doesn’t sun.
He rolls. Well might Byron have writ.
tan of Billy Bunter:

“Roll on, thou plaump and podgy por-
poise, roll!"

Even in a pace fo the tuckshop, or
some equally gesirable goal, 1 am afraid
Bunter would be beaten. He will tell
you wonderful stories of his achieve-
ments on the rupning-track; but you
must take those with & whole salt-nine.
The fact is, Bunter hasn’t the build of
a successful runner, and he certainly
hasa't the ability.

Bkinner is ancther fellow who would
never witr2 race of any deseription. In
his case, it isn’t becsuse he's too plump.
With the possible exception of Alenzo
Todd, he 13 the thinnsst fellow in the
Remove. The trouble with Skinner is
that he doesn’t keep himself in condition.
Smoking cigarsties on the sly may he
very “doggish,” but it doesn't make'for

ysical fitness. Skinner is a pale, pasty-
aced specimen, and he can never hope
10 become a good runner until he mends
his ways.

Poor old Alonzo Todd will never make
a good runner, even with a mad bu
behind him! Hers it is a case of the
spirit being willing, but the flesh weak.
Alonzo is far too frail to indulge in
strenuous athletics. It is rumour
he once ran the whole length of the Re-
move passage, and then bad to rest for
twenty minutes on his study sofa, in
order to recover his breath!

Who are the best rumners in the Re-
move? This is & question to which it
is difficult to give a definite answer, It
is a matter o? personal opinion.
my own opinion is that our best long-
distayrce runner is Mary Linley, and
that our best sprinter is Bob Cherry

When it comes to a Marsthon race,
over a long and toilsome course, M#rk
Linley is in his element, His powers of
endurance scem unlimited. & COvers
mile alter mile in his plodding, resoluto
manner; and, barring accidents, lie is
generally first man home.

As a sprinter, Bob Cherry has few, if
any, equals. He covers the hundred
Eards_ course like a streak of lightning.

ob is always in the pink of condition,
for he believes in rising early, and going
for a sprint round the Close. He may
be said to be always in training, aad
would be prepared to raee anybody any-
whete, at a moment’s notice.

Other ‘‘star” runners who, merit
special mention are YVernon-Smith, Tam
Brown, Squiff, Frank Nugent, and Hur-
rea Singh, But vou will read all about
the exploits of the Remove runners in
this issue.

N.B.—By the way, we are preparin,
an extra special number of the “ Herald’
for next week, the subject of which is
“Nastionalitis.”.  Don't, on any account,
misg it, boys,

{Supplement iv,
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THE GREYFRIARS
ARAB!

(Continued from page 12.)
in the study, and he succceded prétty

well.

Tho dark face, locking out from under
the folds of white linen, certainly did
not look like that of an English school-
boy, Certainly, the features were not
Arab.  Dint nobody at Greyfriars was
likely to know the distinctive character-
istics of Arab features. In the flowing
garments of the Orient, in tho turban,
the sandals, and with s darkened face
Temple looked like a son of the far and
mysterious East, strangely transplanted
te the West.

“That will do, I think,” he remearked,
at last. He arranged a jewelled dagger
in his girdle, t was a “property "
dagger, hired along with the costume,
and it was not very dangerous, neither
were the jewels on 1ts hilt very valualle,
But certainiy it looked the thipg.

“Top-hole ! said Dabney heartily.

“You look after the bag and my
#iings, Dab, old man. Get back to Grey-
frigrs as soon as you can”

“You bet!”

* Hallo, there's the taxi.”

A motor-horn was hooting on the road.
A taxi-cab, coming from the direction
cf Courtlield, had siopped by the road-
side, and Fry of the Fourth had stepped
nut of it. l-fo stood staring towards the
wood, while the chauffeur sounded his
horn,

Leaving Dabney in the trees, Temple
ol the Fourth walked out of the wond,
to tho road.

He walked slowly and with dignity, in
the manner of the calm and dignified
East,

The chauffeur stared at hLim.

“My eyo!" he said to Fry. “Is that
there 1he passenger I'm 1o pick up ’ere,
eir?*

“That’s the man,” said Dabney, “an
Avabian prince, you know.”

“Igoks like a blooming play-actor,
don’t het” said the chauffeur,

Temple arrived at the road.

“The taxi is ready, your Mighness,”
suid Fry, to impress the driver.  And
he held the door open for Tewple,

Ceeil Reginald stepped into the rcab.

“You've phoned ¥ he whispered.

“You bet.”

“And it's ell rvight?”

“Right as ran.”

“Good man. Let the Roumi .pro-
ceed with his carriage that maves with-
wit horses,” said Temple, with dignity,

‘My eye!” murmured the driver.
* These bloonting forriners! Did he ox-
#ct to see a orse tied on to a taxi-cabf
My ¢ye!”

“Get on to Greylriars,” said Fry,

* Right-"o.™

The taxi buzzed on elong the white,
dusty road.

Fry walked to the wood {o join Dab.
cey. Cecil Reginald Temple sat upright,
with an air of calm dignity, as the taxi
rushed on towards Greyfriars. He was
fairly commitied now to his remarkable
1ape, and his heart beat e little fasier
as the grey old tower of the schoal came
in sight over the trecs.

There was not much trafic on the
Courtfield road, but what there was gave
i3 attention to Temple as he paseed.
Criental potentates were few and far be-
tween in that quiet corner of Kent. Two
cr three motorists stared at lim; a wag-
cner stopped his horses in order to have

4

a good look; a couple of village boys
set out to follow the taxi, and contrived
to keep pace with it lor a dozen yards
or so. The gates of Greylriars were
reached at last, and old Gosling, the por-
ter, came out of his lodge, to open his
eyes wide at the sight of the new arrival.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
The Arab Arrives !
of TIME for some cricket!” Harry

Wharton remarked.
“Lots!™ agreed Bob Cherry.
“Wa needn’t leave here
before three, as your pater's getting to
Courthield at four,” went on the captain
of the Remove, *That’s nearly an hour
yet.”

4 Mnx\ as well put in some cricket,”
osgreed Nugent.

“I say, you fellows »

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! DTeen opern,
any more letters by accident, Bunter?
boomed Bob Cherry. “'The fives-bat is
ready for you if you have.”

' Oh, really, Cherry! I say, you
fellows, that cad Temple’s gone home for
the weck-end with Fry and Dabney.
He begged me to go with him, and 'l
turned him down,”

“I don’t think!" renrarked Jolnny
Bull.

“Oh, really, Bull! Of course, 1
wouldn't have anything to do with
Temple, after the way lie bugged Bob's
fetter the other day—"

“What{"” ejaculated Bob.

““Mean, wasn't jt ¥ said Bunter, blink.
ing at the Famous Five throngh his big
apectacles. " If there's anything 1 really
despize, it’s meanness. One thing I ean
say it, I never did a mean thing.”

“Oh, my hat 1*

“Dul 1 mention to you fellows that I
was cxpecting a postal-order?” asked
Bunter.

*ila, ha, ha!”

“A few thousand times!"”
Bab,

“A few million, T think,” gruated
Johnny Bull,

"The mentionfulness of the esteemed
postal-arder was terrifically frequent and
numerons, my eostcemed and ludicrous
Bunter.”

* Well. it’s a hit rotten,” said Bunter.
“But it hasn't come.”

“Great Scoft!”

‘I suppose you follows could lend me
a few bob till it comes. T'm going to be
very friendly with that nigger, Dob, to
please your pater.”

“Do you mean the Arab, you fat
dummy ¥

‘“Same thing, isn’t 1t*" asked Bunter.
“1 suppose he's a nigger like Inky here,
izn’t o, move or less,”

My cstcemed fatheaded Bunter—"

“I'm geing to take lum up, Bob,” said
the Owl of the Remove. *“I'll ask him
home to Dunter Court, and give him a
chance of mixing in some high society—
see ¥

“Oh eramhs !?

“1 mean it, old fellow. TI'll ask my
pater to let me take him yachiting in our
—our yacht, you know. I mean 1t."

“Aad you'll do all that for a loan of
half-a-erown  till  your  postal-order
comes 2" grinned Bob,

“Ha, ha, ha!”

"“Oh, really, Cheyry—"

“Let we catch you palling on to Al
ben Yusef,” said Bob. *I'll jolly well
sealp you.  1ie’s only going to know
respectable chops at Greviriars,”

* Look here, you beast—"

llScGt !’4

chuckled

Harry Wharton & Co. went down fg
the nets to while away half an heur,
leaving Billy Bunter morose and im-
peconions, DBunter's celebrated postals
order had not arrived—a misfortune 1hat
happened only tos frequently to that
celebrated postal-order. And that postals
order was 5o very celebrated that it waa
practically impossible for Bunter to raise
the stnallest loan on his financial expecta-
tions. So the Owl of the Remove was
stony and inorese.

Heedless of Bunter and his morose
looks, the Famous Five of the Remove
gave their attention to cricket. It was
necarly hall an hour Inter, and they wers
still at the nets, when Hobson of tha
Shell came along and calied to Bob,

* Here, Cherry !”

“Iallo, hallo, hallo!"

* Message from Mr, Quelch.”

“Oh, all right!” DBob came across to
the Shell fellow. *“What is it1”

Ilobson seemed rather cross.

‘Asking a Shell chap to bring a
message to 4 dashed fag!” he said
warmly, “I jolly nearly told Quelchy I
wouldn't !

“*Lucky for you you didn't quite!™
grinned Bob. *' But what's the messege,
Hobby, old man. Cough it up!”

“Mr. Quelch has beer rung up from
Courtficld Station by your pater,”
grunted* 1Tobsou. “1le's holding the
hine, and you're to go in and take the
call, and Luck up—and be bloned 1o
},0“"1

And having thus elegantly delivered
his message, lobson of the Shell atalked
indignantly away.

“What's up, Dab?” asked Harry
Wharton, joiming his chum,

“Blessed if I can make it out,” said
Bob. “The pater seerns to have got to
Courtficld by an earlier train, and he'a
rung me up on Quelchy’s phone., I'd
hetter cut off.”

Bob Cherry trotted away towards the
house,

1le tapped at the door of Mr. Quelch’s
study, The Remove master gave him a
kind nod. ;

“Your father desires to speak to you
on the telephone, Cherry,” he said.
* You may take the call.”

“Thank you, sir.”

Rob Cherry picked up the recciver.

" Hallo, hallo, hallo! Is thet you,
dad "

" Is that you, Bob?"

“Yes, That you, dad?
seems changed.”

“Does it, my boy? I have been
through some trying times in—in Africa,
you know.”

“I hope vou’re quite fit, dad,” said
Bob hastily,

* Oh, quite, quite! I've got to Court-
field earlier than [ told you, Bob, as you
see, I shall have to remain here some
little time, to see to some business, so 1
arn ~ending on All ben Yusef in a taxi
to the school.”

“Weo were going to meet your traim,
dud.”

“Yes, yes, I will explain when T seo
you. 1 want you to take care of Al till
1 come along, 1 shull not be long
delayed. He wiil be at the school under
half an hour from now. Got that?”

“Yes:, dmd.”

“Take every care of him.”

“Yes, rather!”

" That's all now, Bob, T shall see youn
very shortly. 1 leave Ali ben Yusef to
you and vour friends until then.*

“Right-ho, dad !”

TrE MAGNET L1BRARY.—No, 862,
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COMING SOON: A BETTER-THAN-EVER VOLUME —

Bob Cherry put up the receiver. Mr.
%uei(‘h was looking at him, and Dob ex-
plained to his Form master what he had
Just learned.

“Very good,” saul My, Quelch, * Dr.
Locke made arrangements to see the boy
at four, when he expeocted Major Cherry
to arrive with hin; and it is too late
now o aitar arrangenients—the Head is
out. Bul yon may bring the boy to me
when he comta, Cherry. And then no
doubt yon and your friends will be able
to take care of him until your father
arrives.”

* Oh, certainly, sir!” said Dob.

He loft the Remove master’s study and
voturned to the cricket-ground, to
acquaint his comrades with the change
of programme.

*“We'd hotter get in and get changed
and wait for him at the gules, then,”
paid llarry Wharton. “It's not like
your pater to alter arrangementa lika this
at tho jast moment, Bob; but I suppose
he has his reasons.”

A quarter of an hour later the Famous
Five of the Remove werr saunfering
down to the gates, looking very nice with
their clothes Lrushed, and clean collars,
and nicely tied ties. They had taken this
trouble in order to make a good im-
pression upon the young stranger from:
far-ofl Africa.

Several other Remove [ellows. and
some of the Third and the Fourth
gathered ronnd them. From words the
Famous Five had let drop it was known
that the young Arab was expected imme-
diately, without the major; amd the
juniors were curions to seo him. There
was quite a huzz as the hoot of a motor-
horn was heard on the road.

A taxicab stopped at the gates,

Gosling came out.

“ My word!” murmured Gosling, as he
spotted the dusky youth sitting in the
taxi.

The Arub looked out at him.

“Tar il el Arabi!” he said.

[ El= ?il

“Tarak allah! Bang! Okey cokey!

“My word! What a langwidge!”
murmured Gosling. e opened the door
of the taxi, and the youth, in fowiug
garments of white, steppedd Joftily out,
and stared haughtily round him,

Bob Cherry ran forward.

“Ali ben Yusef?” he asked.

“Tar if el Arabi?”

“My hat! Don’t you speak Englizht”
asked Bob, in dismay,

“Yes. ood. Some =mall English.
Very fine—what!" said the Arab.

“He calis that there Henglish ! mur-
mured Gosling., almost avercome.

*Ts this Gm)‘fria_r? Schonl?”

“Yes, this is jolly old Greyfriars,”
said Bob.

“Where is the head mant”

“The—the what? Oh, the echnnl
master! He's out of gates al present.
You see, you were expected later, But
comie in, old chap. old on a minute
while I pay the driver.”

“Give him gold!” said the Arab. “ He
has brought me here in the carriage
without horses. Good! Fine! Vos.
He is o faithful slave! Give him gold.”

“ Ay eyel” said the chauffeur,

Baly Cherry paid the fare, and a little
over. ‘The taxi rolled away. Al ben
Yausef—if the newcomer had any title to
that name—walked in at the gales with
the chums of the Remove, in fowing
robes and with dignified gait, the cyno-
suro of all cyes.

Tur Magser Lisrany.—No. 862,
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THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Dangerous !

s P SAY, vou [ellows, he's come '™
Bitlly Bunter spread the news
far and wide. But without the
ol of DBunter it would have
epread fast enongh,  An Arab of the
Sahara did not arcive at Grevlriars
every day.

Fellows came along from all quarters
to have o look at the "giddy Arsb.”
Fags of the Third and the Second
stured at him openly and unashamedly.
Remove and Foarth Form [ellows ob-
served him 8 little more politely, but
they ebserved him all the same.  Even
great men of the Filth and the Sixth
atrolled around with a caveless air, as if
oot speeinlly intercsted, and took a
glimpse at the white-robed figure in tho
yewelled turban,

With slow and stately steps the newls-
arrived Arab paced along, accompanied
by the Famous Five.

Bob Cherry had introduced himself
and presented his chums, and to each of
them the Arab bad given a low and
soleinn bow, which they supposed was an
Eastern salapm.

His manner was reserved, dignified,
Not unfriendly, but certainly not
exuberant.

He said little, and whai he said was in
a high-pitched voice, and his English was
far from perfect, though certainly not
so original and remarkable as that of
Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh.

Two or three dozen fellows marched
with the little procession to the School
House.

At the big, arched doorway the Arab
stopped and gazed up at the old building
with intercst.

“Yine! Yes,
asked,

* The—the what?”

“The mosque?”?

“It’s the giddy School House!” gasped
Bob Cherry.

“ Where are the Ulemas?”

“The which?”

“The wise men who expound the
Koran to the faithful?”

“Oh dear! The Koran isn’t in the
curticulom here,” said Bob. “We—we
don’t study Arabic, you know.”

*1 know,” said the Arab, with dignity.
“In this country of the frozen North
‘ou speak the strange {ongue of the bar-

avians,  You are not even Moham-
medans.”

*'Oh, not quite !

“There iz mo God bnt AMah, and
Mahomet i3 his prophet,” said the Arab,
E’matmx the formula of faith of the

ast,

Is this the mosque?” he

*Yes, My hat!  Never mind that
now. Come mio the school.” said Bob

hurriedly. It occurred to Bob for the
first time that the Arab wonld naturally

a Mobammedan, and possibly ex-
pecled to find inseriptions from the
Koran on the walls and over the portals
of Greyfriars,

The Arab mounted the steps of the
School House with the Famous Five, and
halted in the doorway.

“Where are slippers?” he asked,

“ Sis-sis-slippers !

“Do you not remove your sandals on
entering a building in this savage
country !

“0Oh, no! ‘There's a doormat,” said
Bob. “ You—you sce, customs are—are
rather different in England.”

“1 have found many things slrange in
Ingliztan.” said the Arab.  “ De it so.
Barak Allah! Bang! Oh! Hoker!
Cookey !

“ Js—is that Arabic?”’ stuttered Dob.

“Lead on!” eaid Ali ben Yusel,

“I'm to take yon to my Form master
to begin with,” said Bob.,  “The Head
G0t inoat present. This way."”

“Oh™ ejacnlated the Acab,

He paused in the corridor.

Apparently, for some reason of his
own, he was not anxious to interviow a
Form master.

“Come on, old scoul!” said Harry
Wharton,

The Arab moved on again. Whether
he wanted to sea Mr. Quelch or not,
there was, in fact, na help for it.

b tapped at the Remove master's
door,

“Come in!"

“Ali ben Yusef. sirt” annosnced Bob
Cherry,

Mr. Quelch rose to his fect. his eyes
fixed on the dark face under the j(-\\'c:l{el
turban. He was shightly surprised, for
he had quite expected that Major Cherry
would have his protege clothed in some
rather less striking gorments after his
arrival in England. The Arab's attire
was aliogether too striking for Grey.
friars.

* Bless my soul " said Mr. Quelch.

The Arab salaamed low,

“ Peace be with you!" he saul

“Dear me! I am glad to see yon, my
boy,” said Mr. Queleh. “Please st
down !

Bob Cherry jerked forward a chair tor
the Arab. Ali ben Yosef did not heed
it. He gat down on the fleor, crossing
his legs.

Mr.

“ Bless
Quelch.

“I—I say. old chap,” stammorod Bob,
“wa—weo—une don't sit on the foor at
Greyfriars, you know."

“Dear me! The boy is quite new to
our customs, ol course” eaid Mr.
Quelch. “DPlease get up, Ali ben Yusef,
ard sit an a chair "

“To hear the head-man is to obey,”
said the Arab.

He transferred himseli o a chair.

The chums of the Remove backed out
of the study, leaving Ali 10 the Form
master.  They waited ontside for him
till Mr. Qulech should be finished, The
corridor was thronged with juniore, most
of them grinning,

“ My hatt” said Bolsaver major. “Do
they sit on the flvor in lis mative
country?™

“Df course they do!™ said Scott of the
Fourth. * Do you think ther have snites
of furnitnre in their giddy fents?”

“Nunno, T suppose nof.”

“They generally have mate gnd
things, and aometimes divons and ¢o on,”
said Seott. “Temple's got a book ahovg
Arab enstoms. I've read some of it."

“Cherry "

“Yes, sie,” said Rob, putting hiz head
into the stndy.  Mr. Q

my  soul!™  vepeated

Juelch’s conversa-
tion with Ali ben Yusef had been briel,

“ Please take Al and show him over
the school, and—and take care of him
until Major Cherry arrives. 1 trust he
will not be long delayed. You may go,
my Loy.”

“May your shadow never grow less.”
said the Arvab, salsaming to Mr. Quelch.
*“Alh! Hem! Thank you. my boyt”

“May you flourish like the green tree
beside running waters, like the cedars in
the Valley of Lebanon.”

“ Bleas my soul!”

“This way, old chap ! murmuored Bob.

He led the Arab from the stody, leav-
ing Mr. Quelch staring and rubbing his
nose thoughtfully.

“1 say, vou feflows, isn’t he a corker?”
chuckled Billy Bunter.

The Arab caught thﬁ fat junior’s words
and turned round on him. To Bunter's
gurprise and alarm he strode at him and
caught him by the shoulder.
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“ Blave!1”

“Ow! Leggol” {

“I—1 say, AL!" exclaimed Dob m
alarm,

“Take him away and give him the
bastinado !* exclaimed the Arab.

“Ohl Phew”

“Give him a hundred strokes on the
toles of his feet! It i1s a command)”
eaid the Arab haughteiclly.

* Ha, ha, ha !” roared Bolsover major.

“Shut up, Bolsover! Shut up,
Bunter! Oh, my hat ! said Bob Cherry.
! say, Ali, we don't give chaps the
bastinade here, you know., I—I say,
come on, old fellow I*

“The dog is insolent ! said the Arab.
* Barak bong bang chookey wallap !”

“Wha-a-at does that mean?” gasped
Babh.

“He must dia!®

“Eh

Leggo !™ yelped Bunter.

“Is there no bastinade for this slave ?”
demanded the Arab.

“ Nunno {”

“Then I will slay him !”

“Look oul!” yelled Johnny Bull, as
the Arab clutched the jewelled hilt of
the dagger in his girdle.

‘Thera was a shriek of terror from
Billy Bunter. The Famous Five collared
the Arab on all sides and yanked him
away from the Owl of the Remove,

L z'{ook it, you fat idiot!” gasped
Wharton.

Billy Bunter did not nced telling twice.
He “hooked™ it at great speed, and
vanished.

A ygood many of ‘he fellows backed
aaway from AY ben Yusef, and decided
0 give him & wide berth. A savage from
the Sahara, who was so handy with his
dagger, was not a fellow to be easy with
it close quarters,

. “Oh, dear! 1 wish the Enter would
burry up!” murmured Beb Cherry.

The Aralr stared at him.

“Why do you Yre\'ent me from sln;ing
the [at dog with the glass eyes?" he
cemanded.

“Oh dear! We—we don't slay cha
n_England, you know!" groaned Bob.
 That's an African custom. I say, shall
I tako carc of that sticker for you?”

The Arab shook hiz head.

“You'd like your tea,
scurney, wouldn't youl”
Wharton,

“Be it 50.” said the Arab. " Bring me
Vrabian coffee and swectineats, and the
wous-kous.”

*I—1 rather think thers isn't any
<sus-kous at the tuckshop—but we'll do
sir best,” said the captain of the Re-
=.ove. “Shall wo go up to the study,
22u foellows3?

“Yes, rather,” said Bob, anxious to
o=t his dangerous charge into a secluded

ace where he could be kept quict till
zze major arrived to take him i haud.

Aund Al ben Yusefl was piloted up to
‘z¢ Hemove passage, into Study Neo, 1.
Zemove fellows cronded in the passage
= a state of sowe excitement,

‘8¢ they're putting that bloadthivsty
suvage n the Remove, are they ¥ said
T<lsover major. Well, I can tell you

2t we wou' t stand it
“No fear ! said Russell
= Major Cherry must Le a silly ase to
sk that a wild man from Bornen can
me  to Greyfriars,”  anid  Wibley,
Somcbody onght to get that dagger

:v froan him before he does some
vage with L
Yoz, rather !

after your
asked Harry

T
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“ The dog s ingolent,’”” said the Arab.

fdiot 1 ™ gasped Wharton,

yeiled Johnny Buil as the Arab elutehed the hili of the jewelled dagger in his girdle,

There was a shriek of terror from Blily Bunter.

Arah and yanked him away {rom the Ow! of the Remove,

Bunter *' hooked » it at great speed and vanished,
(See Chapter 11.)

“1 will slay him I " *Look out!”

The Famous Five collared the
* Hook it, you fat

. SBoon after the Arab was sofcly fonded
in Study No. 1 Dabuey aud Fry of the
Fourth arrived et Greylriars, the former
carrying an attache-case. They tound
some exciteiment in the School Hovse,

“I zay, the Arab’s arvived,” Wilkinson
of the Fourth told thewm.

* What's ke like " grioned Fry.

“A regular savage! Ile sat on the
floor in 6!.!.@]1'{!}"5 study.”

“Oh, my hat!"”

“Bunter offended him, and he tried to
atab hiim 1"

" Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Dabuey awnd Fry,

“It's jolly wel mnot a langhing
matter ! exclaed Wilkinson, * Majou
Cherry oughtn’t to have <ent such a
savage here! lle jolly well won't stay
long, that’s a cert.™

“1Ia, ha, ha!”

"1 dou’t sce where the cackle cames
in, Where's Temyple ?”

“Temple! Oh, bhe's here,” :aid Fry.
“Xot very far away. I think, Where is
the jolly old Arab?”

“They™ve got hun in Stdy No. 1 in
the Remove, standing him tea. 1 think
they dan't quite know what to do with
him. 1 hope there wou'r be murder Jone
before the major cones,”

“1a, ba, ha!”

"Wao're goiig to bave o lock at that
jolly old Nealn” said Fryo

“Oh, rather !

And Dabuey and Fry, in oa wmeery
moad, wnde their wav to the Remove
passage. Cecil Regiuald Tewple's wan.
derful wheeze was evidently " coming

off."

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER,
Quite a High Old Time!

ARRY WHARTON & Co. were
not feeling happy.
They had not quite known
what to expect in Ali ben Yusef,
But certainly their wildest imaginings
had never pictured anything like this.

Apparently Al ben Yuse! was fresh
from the desert, and was still imbued
with the deseet manvers and customns.

How the major could possibly suppose
that such a character could be adiitted
at Greyfriars was a puzzle.

The Co. were thinking only of keeping
watch and ward over him till Major
Cherry arrived to take himm away from
the school. A fellow who waa ready to
dvaw a dagger on another fellow who
offended him was obviously unsuited for
an Eungli:It school.

Frank Nugent cut down to the tuck.
shop for supplies for tea. The chums of
the Remove hoped that refreshnents
would comfortably §ill in the intervals till
the najor arrived to take the wild Arab
ofl their hands.

The kounzkous, whatever that was, waa
quite unobtainable at Greyfriars. Dough-
nuts amd cakes might take the place of
the Dostern sweetmeats to wiich the
Aral was accustomed,  But the juniois
donbted wory much whether iuckshorp
caffer wonkt come up to the .\rn{:
standard, Uowever, they conld only Jdo
their best,
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Frank Nugent returned heavy-laden,
and the Famous Five prepared a bhand-
some spread for their extraordinary

guest. p i
Ali ben Yusef sat in the armchair and
wetched them. There was a perplexed
expression on his dark face.
“\Where are the slaves?” he asked

ddenly.
w"'l':iz—the what?”? ejaculated Whar-

ton,

“The slaves who prepare the meats.”

“0Oh dear! There are no slaves -in
England,” said Harry. *Slaver doesn’t
ixisl‘. along with the British dag, you

now.”

“Soppy woppy chook hook slley
bang ! .

* We—we don’t speak Arabic.”

“T gay, am 1 to have no slaves here?”

“NY jolly fear,” said Nugent. .

“There nre servants, of course,” said
Harry. “But we generally prefer to
get our tea ourselves. We lika it betier.

" “De it s0!" said the Arab.

There was a knock at the study door,
and Fry of the ¥ourth looked im, with
Dabney grioning over his shoulder.

“Where's the jolly old Areb?” asked

Fey.

gYou Fourth Form blighters get out,”
said Bob Cherry crossly.

“Stay I” exclaimed the Arob.

Ali ben Yusef rose to his feet and
salaamed to Dabney and ¥ry.

“ Enter I he mai

“Right-ho 1 Daboey and Fry entered.

“You are weloome as the dusk of
night on a hot day in summer in the
desert I*

“0Oh, my kat! Good!™

“You are my guests. Bé seated.”

“ What-ho !”

The Famous Five looked at one
another rather queerly. Certainly $hey
wanted their poculiar guest to make him.
self at home. Undoubtedly he was doing
e0. Ali ben Yusel seemed to be under
the impression that Study No. 1 be-
longed to him. .

owever, they were willing to agree
10 an%thing to keep him quiet. Dabney
and Fry, grinning, pulled chairs up to
the study table.

“ E;t o &:id f1!'||:| Arab.

“Oh, rather!”

“RBring more food,” eaid tha Arsb,
tu‘rning to Nugeat.

2] sy

“Is this a feast to set before the ron
of a sheik? Bring more food. My
guests must be satisfied.”

IIOh' my hlt.‘,” )

Nugent glanced at his chums Bob
Cherry's ruddy face was crimson with
discomfort. .

“J—T'm sorry, you chaps!” he whis-
pered. “Can’t mmagine what made the
pater plant this funny merchant on us,
Back me up Lill the r comes,”

“You bet,” said Johnny Bull. "I'd
rathor sling him head first out of the
study, But we’ll play up.” :

“The playlulness will be terrific.”

The chums of the Remove, in a corner
of the study, made a hurried eollection
of cash Than Frank Nugent made
anothor trip to the tuckshop. Outside
fellows were griuning and looking into
the study. Harry Wharton closed the
door when Nugent had resurned with a
fresh cargo. .

“Open the door!” spapped Al ben
Yusef,

“ Wha-a-at ?”

“Am I not to be obeyed? Set the
door wide,” .

Wharton set the door wide open. Half
the Remove and the Fourth were
crowded in tho passage outside. Grin-
ning faces stared into the study, but a
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Eood many of the fellowa were ready to
olt if Ali ben Yusef should taks a
fancy to drawing his degger again,

“ Enter I” called oat the Arab. :

“No [ear!" murmured Bolsover major.
“I'd rather stay ouvtside.”

“Ha, ba, ha!"

“Same here !” murmurcd Peter Todd.
“1 don't think even Bunter would like
to butt inlo this tea-party.”

“Ha, ha. ha!”

The Arab turned to Dabney.

“ Bring in more guests,” he said.

“Oh, rather!” said Dabuey.

He scudded out of the study and
brought in Wilkinson, Bcott, and thres
or four more of the F¥ourth Form.
They were rather reluoctant to come in
at first, but they came with alacrity
after Dabney bad whisperod something
in their ears. And they seemed now in
a state of great hilarity.

“T say, this is getting rather thick!”
murmured Johony Bull.

It was, beyond a doubt.

Study No. 1 was & room of good size,
but there were eight of the Fourth Form
there now, as well as the Arab and the
Famous Five. Harry Wharton & Co.
had inteaded to “tea ” with their guest,
But thers was no room for them et the
table—the Fourth-Formers crowded it.
And the supplies for the feed, ampis as
they were, were nowhere ampla enough
for so large a party.

A" }i)!»ring more food ! rapped out the
rab.

“I—I eay!" stammered Nugent

“Am I not to foed my guests? PBring
more food!”

“0Oh, ail right!”

. There was another hurried consultation
in the corner, and anather hurried rais-
ing of cash. Then another hurried visit
to the tuckshop followed.

Dabney and Fry and the other Fourth-
Formers were enjoying themselves. It
really was a feast of the gods.

Harry Wharton & Co. had been in
funds that day. Their funds were afl
expended mow.  They. had certainly
never dreamed that their cash would
bo expended in etanding a magnificont
spread to the Fourth. The coming of
Ali ben Yusef had been full of surprises
for the chums of the Remove.

The Co. hardly thought of their own
tea. They were {oo worried and busy
to think much ebout themselves. They
only longed anxiously for the major to
arrive and take thiz dreadful Arab off
their hands,

This was the feHow with whom the
major had wished them to become
chummy. It was not likels to come to
pass—if this was Ali ben Yusef,

Ample as the feast was, the Fourth
Form party soon made a clearance of
it. It was early for tea, but junior appe-
hteal were ?1lwnya good.,

“1 say, this is ripping "’ said Scott.

“Oh, rathart"

“Top-hole !" said Fry.

“"Jolly good of you Remove chaps!”
grinned Wilkinson,

“Ha, ba, ha!”

And the Fourth-Formers roared. Even
the dusky face of the Arab broke into a
Erin.

Harry Wharton & Co. were far from| |

feeling in a hilarious mood. They oniy
longed for this ordeal to be over,

“Bring me coffee!” rapped out the
Arab.

Frank Nugent had been making the
ocoffee. It was set before the Arab. He
looked at it and sniffed at it.

“By the beard of the Prophet, do yon
call this coffee #” ho demanded.

“Ye-e-es"
“Gioogy-woogy ! Hlang! Crash! Ping-
pong " growled the Arab. “Take it

away—give it to the jackals!™

Crash!

Coffee-pot and erockery went inlo the
grate together with a terrific crash,

“Great Scott!”

“Ha, ha, ha!" roared Fry and his
comrades,

Bob Cherry wiped his heated brow,

“If these are Arab manners I'm blessed
if T think much of them !" be whispered.

“I'm jolly well fedup!™ growled
Johnny Bull. “ Let’s kick him out of the
study !”

“ Shush !”

“The kicklulness is not the proper
caper, my esteemed Johnny,” munnured
Hurree Jamset Ram Singil.

Ali ben Yosef glanced at the study

clock. It indicated a few minutes past
four. Ile caught¢ Dabney's eye, and
rose,

“I—I say, have you finished ?” gasped
Bob Chercy.

“Wos-won't you try some
coffee 1’ murmmured Nugent.

“Come for a trot with us, old chap,”
said Fry.

The Arab nodded.

“I will come !” he said.

“But—" began Harry Wharton.
“We—we're supposed to Le looking after
you, Ali, rou know.”

“Is not my will law ?” demanded the
Arab.

“Oh, my hLat!"

% Silence, dog!"

“What *” roared Wharton,

“ Bilence, son of a thonsand dogs!®

“Why, you—you cheeky rotter—"

“Shush!" gasped Bob Cherry. “Leb
him rip! My father can't be long now.”

“I'm going to kick him out 1" shouted
Johnny Bull,

“Hold on, you ass!”

“My esteemed Johany——"

“Come on, old man” said Fey
“We're all fed-up with these Remove
fags. You come along with us.”

The hilarious Fourth-Formers poured
out of the study, taking the Arab with
them., Harry Wharion & Co. stared
after them blankly. Certainly, they
were glad enough to be relieved of tha
wild Arab. But they felt it their duty
to keep him in charge till the mejor

mote

came. The captain of the Remave
started after him.
*Look bere, Ali—" He dropped.his

hand on the Arab's shoulder.

Ali ben Yusecf turned on him, and the
dagger flashed out from the foids of his
burnous.

Wharton jumped back.

“0Oh, my hat—1"

“Come on!” gasped Fry.

“Let me slay this dog of Inglistan!”

“Ha, ha! Nupno! Come on!”

Dabney and Fry marched the Arah
away lo the Fourth Form passage. They
went into Tum;lﬂe's study, and the door
was closed and locked. From that study
oud roars of laughter were heard—
fellows who heard the sounds of mwerri-
ment wondered why Ali ben Yusef was
in such & merry mood. They did not
guess that Ali ben Yuse! was being
stripped of his Eastern garb, and his
Fastorn complexion, and his FRastern
m'imers i:;g custog:‘ ?tR the same time,
and way nin il Reginald Templ
of the Fourth Fgrm azainif e
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st H, dear!”
Bob Cherry wiped his per-
spiving brow.
Study No. 1 did net look
tidg, The tabla waa liltered with the
remains of the great spread—the grate
wa# crowded with broken crockery. The
chums of the Remove fell rather than sat
down, and stared at one another. They
Telt qulte averwhelmad by their experi-
ehiwa with the wild man from the desert.

“Well, this is the limit!” said Harry
Wharton at last. “I didn't quite know
uhhat to expect—but I never expected
this 1”

“Tather not"‘ groaned Nugent.

“Jolly queer how he scems to have
made friends with those Fourth Form
chaps ¥ groewled Johnny Bull, “They're
welcome to him.”

““Yes, rather!”

“1—f suppose the pater will take him
away at once,” saig Bob. *1—1I hops so.
He won’t do at Greyiriars.”

“ No jolly fear!”

“Qh crumbs! What an afternoon "

There was the sound of a taxi on the
drive below, and Bob Clherry started to
hia feet,

"“That's the pater, very likely,” he
said. “Tl go down and see.”
“You chaps here??’ Vernon-B8mith

locked into the study, with a rather
peculmr expression on his face. *Your
pater’s come, Cherry.’

*Gh, oud 1 said Bob,

“Hcs got & fellow with him—looks
li%e an Ara »

“What??

“ Another Arab!" roared Johnny Bull,
“Great Scott! Has he brought hali
Afriee home with him to Jand et Grey-

friarg 7
would be

“The
terrific.”

“ Blessed if T understand this!” aaid
Bob. “The pater menticned only one
in his letters, Let’s get down and see.”

The Famous Five hurried from the
study, surprised and perturbed. Cue

Areh was ccrtainly enough, if not too
“meh for them,

dt Dob ‘},

Major Cherry, bronzed and browned,
~as standing in the hall, and by his side
siood & shm and handsnme brown-
siinned lad, in Etons.

““IIallo, hallo, hallo, dad !’ Bob Cherry

ook hands with his father. “I'm glad
sow've come—jolly glad—"

"l expected to sce you at the station

¢ Lonrtileld,” said the ms;or

“We were coming, but—"

“Mever mind. This is Ali ben Yusel,
~he son of an old friend of mine, with

hom I want you to Le good friends,”
sanl the major,

The young Arab smiled,

too-muchfulness

showing &

Z'eaming set of white teeth, and held
~ut a brown hand frankly to Bob, Bob
.neery took it mechanically.
Ali ben Yusef!” he repented.
“Yeos. 1 told you—"
“Is it his bruther g asked Bob dazedy.
“Eh! Whose brother 7

“The other Arab’s.”

“The what?" exclainied the major.

“The chap who's come here airondy,
I mean,” stammered Bobh. " The chap
= sont on first, after telephoning——"

“What on earth do you meani” ex-

1yned ihe major testily. “1 have not
~ephoned to-day, and T have sent no
cma here,”

“ Whut?” gasped Bob,

“Yau—you—you didn't send that
:-ab chap 7" exclaimed Wharton blankly.

The major stared at him.

“AWhat Arab?”

“The—the—the one who's come &l
ready [ stuttered the captain of the
Remove.

Major Cherry gave a jump.

“ Do you mean to say that an Arab has
elready arrived at Greyfriars?” he ex-
claimed.

I"ch. Of—of course. You telephaned
that——"

“I did not telephone!” snorted the
major.

“Well, somebody did,” zaid Bob,

“and he used your

utterly bewildered,
And then the

name, u'hoc\'er he was.
Arab came.”

"Upon [y word! Thia is very extra-
ordinar exclaimed the major, his
bt-m'\zaaf.‘()r brows contracting into a deep
frown. “This must be seen into! Is
the fellow here now?

“Yes—he's in J.emplc 8 study—"’

“Did he call bimself Ali ben Yusef 7"

Y (lartainly he did.”

“And he' soguen us a high old time!”
exclaimed J nny, Bull. *“A ramping,
raging savage—""

“You should have known that I-would
not send a ramping, raging savage to
Gre y{riars!" snapped the major.

'e‘lll we were surprised, but—bul
"\, Quelch saw him,"” =aid Bobl
dazedly. '"Here’s AMr. Quelch—you can

ask him about it—=

The Remove master carae out to greet
the visitor. ITe shook hands with the
major, his glance lingering eurionsl
the handsome, brown-skinned youth in
Etons.

“This 18 All ben Yusef, Mr, Quelch,”

g
L

-

o

““Bless my soul i

“1 have just heard an extraordinary
story from these boys. They say that
another Arab has arrived here, calling
himself by my ward’s name.’

“That 1s certainly the case,  said Mr,
Quelch, in astonishment. * After roceiv-
ing your telephone call—"

“I did not telephone,” said the major,
“I have only just arrived et Courtheld
by the four train, and taken a taxi how
Some deception ‘hes been practised.”

*“DBless my soull Wharton, is the Arab
boy still i in the school?”

“Yes, sir; hcs in Temple's study in
the Fourth—"

“Then we had better see him at once,”
said the majer. “This may be a ver
serious matter. Mr. Quelch, may Al
remain in your study while we investi-
gate this matter 1"

** Cortainly.”

The genuina Ali ben Yusel, looking
considerably astonished, was taken into
the Form master's ﬁmdy Then Major
(herrg and Mr. Queleh ascended to the
Fourth Form pazsage. The Famous Five
followed them, in a state of bewilder-
ment; and after them went & crowd of
Greyfriars fellows, keenly interested in
the strange affair.

“Thiz is the study,” said Mr. Queleh,
and he knocked at cmple & door.

“Come in!” Tt was the easy voice of
Ce:;] Reginald Temple from within the
stu

Mg Quelch opened the door and en-
tered, followed by the major. Harry
Wharton & Co. remained in the doorway.

Thcre was no sign of an Avab in the

T

‘* By the beard of the Prophet !
“¥Ye-e-es !’ gasped Nugent,
growled the Araky

and crockery we. & into the grate together with a terrifle crash,

Do you call this coffee ? > demanded the Arab,
* Googy !
** Take it away—give it to the lackals ! ** Crash ! Coffee-pot

Woogy ! Bang! Crash ! Ping-pong !
{See Chatper 12.)
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Cecil Reginald Temple, In his elegant
Etons, locking his wsual natty self, was
there, and Dabney and Fry were there.
But of the Arab there was no sign.

“Where 15 he, Temple? exclaimed
Mr. Quelch,

“Where 13 who, sir?” asked Temple.

*The Arab.”

“What Arab, sir?” asked Temple ro-
spectfully, T haven't scen sny Arab.”

I understood that the Arab was in
his stady.”

M Not at all, sir] I've scen nothin® of
him,"” said Cecil Reginald imperturbably,

“Temple wasn't there, sir,” said Bob
Cherr{l, "“Dabney and Fry saw him,
though, and brought him to this studs.”

“Dabney! Where is the Arab?”
snapped Mr, Quelch.

The three Fourth-Formera exchanged
glances. It was unfortunate, from their

ot of view, that a Form master had

en brought into the affair, Templo
might really have foreseen that; but, as

a matter of fact, he had not taken it
ini{o account.

“Come,” boomed the major, * Answer
your Form master, boy! This may be a
Berions matter—more serious than you
suppose. The Arab who has imposed on
yoil may be a dangerous character.”

Temple, Dabney, and Fry grinned in-
voluntarily,

The mejor's frown deepened.

J“What sre you laughing at?” he
ejaculated. “I repeat that this is 3 very
seg%:s matter.” 3

oy, answer me!” snapped Mr.
Quelch. o

 “I—I suppose we'd better own up,
sir,” said Temple. *I—I never thought
vou'd be brought into it, sir. I—I was
quite taken sback when that ass Cherry
—1I mean, when Bob Cherry marched me
into your study, sie—">

“What do you meen, Temple? Are
you wandering in your mind ¥”

“Nunne, sir! I—I—-I—"

“Well, what?"

“I1~1 was the Arab, sirl” stammered
Temple.

"What ! gasped Mr, Quelch.

“What!" roaved the major,

“What!" howled the Famous Five In
the doorway. And there was a gasp
from the follows in the passage.

Cecil Reginald Temple's stalement had
made quite a sensation,

“Are vou out of vour senses,
Temple ?”  exelaimed the  Remove
master.

“Nunng, sir! I—I— It was a {ape
on the Remove.” said Temple. “Only a
—a practical joke, sir, to—to iake a rise
out of the Remove.”

“But—but what—how—what—*

Temple picked up an  atteche-case
from & corner, and opened it. The
folded garmeniz of the Arab were dis.
closed, with the turban and the jewelled
dagger.

“1 hired them from the costumier's
in Courtfield, sir."

There was a roar {rom Bob Cherry.

“Ha, ha, ha!” came in a yell from
the Fourth-Formers in (he pascage,

And the Removites joined in the how)
of merriment,

“Tompte, all the time!”
Vernon-Smith. “Ha, hs, hal”

“Only Temple!" =obbad Peter Todd.
“0h, my hat! Ha. ha!”

“Bilence!” thundered Mr. Quelch.
“Temple, do you dare to admit that
yon have plaved such a—a—sa trick—
such a prank—such a—"

Words failed the Remove master.

“Only a joke, sirl'" pleaded Temple.

#“1 shall report this to the Head, you
—you utterly ridieulous boy! Major
Clierry, it appesrs that—that there is
nothing to investigate, after all, only a
foolish prank!”

“Good gad!” seld the major. His
bronzed fare broke into a grin. “Well,
well, there’s no harm done! Sofaras I
am concerned, Mr. Quelch, I have no
complaint to make. I am only too glad
that the matter turns out to be nothing
but a harmless joke.”

: i; Thaok you, sir!” said Temple grate-
ully.

roared

Harry Wharten & Co. glared at
Tempie. When they thought of what
they had gone through that afternoon
they wanted fo get to close duartera
with the playful LEocii Reginald—and it
was ouly the prescnce of the Remove
master and the major that saved Temple
?_f_ the Fourth from the regging of his
ife.

“No harm done!" said the major,
smiling. “Come. my bovs!”

And Major Cherry was very carelul to
see the Famous Five depart before him-
sslf, probably guessing what would have
heppened in Temple's study, had he left
them there.

. - - . -

Harry Wharton & ('o. did not soon
hear the end of Temple's jape.

All Greyfriars howled over it, Uns.
doubtedly, for once, Cecil Reginald
Temple had scored over hiz old rivals,
and the Fourth felt considerably
"“bucked,” in consequence.

Temple's “prank™ wes duly reported
{o the Head; but Temple surmised that
Major Cherry hiad put in a word for him,
for he was not called to account—Ilor
which he was duly thankful.

Head's flogging would rather have
apoiled the joke. As it was, Temple.
Dabney & Co. enjoyed it to the full, and
they did not allow the Famous Five to
hear the end of it till the end of the
ierm.

But the chums of the Remove had
one consolation. The genuine Ali ben
Yusel was very dificrent from Temple's
edition of the son of the desert—very
different indeed. [t was not long before
the Famous Five were on the very best
of terms with the Greyfriars Arab.

THE END.

(There iz another long complete story
of the Greyfrinrs chums nexé week,
boye. featuring a fellow-countryman of
Ali ben Yusefs, who cares little for the

muajesty of the English law. Mnke n
note of the title—"The Foe From
Africat’—and order your MaeNET

carly.)
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“ RMelgho !

He bDends hiz how—flies the shaft of Robin Hood! Heigho! "

INTRODUCTION.
Stary iz slaged orer the period when Richard Lion=-Heart, the Ling, war away in Palesting on the Third Crusade.
TOM HADLEIGH—a youth of gixteen, who 1was found es a babe by the monks of Hadleigh Priory deserted in Sherwood Forest, He breaks
away from the master to whom he had been apprenticed, and throws vn kis lot with
LANTERN—u curefree adventurer of diminutive etature, but withal a sterling swordeman.
ROBIN HOOI—rchief of the band of sutiaws, whose headgu

arters are in the depths of Sheriedod Foresl. A good friend lo the peor and

Noﬁgwhqm aa the Binek
sion—a half circle of
Tom by the good monks of Hadlcigh
the

in the rouph form of a faicon,

Hut Robin Hood

Wolf,
FRIAR TUCK, ALA ..V{A-DALE, LITTLE JOHXN, efe.—members of Robin Hood's band.
LON—once jester to Earl Hugo, but now the friend of Tom Hodleigh and Lantern. Lon telis Tom that the peculiar talisman in his posses-
The cnve betwirt—a split oak—follow (he waler—Gold,” twhich was found near
sehen the former tas a babe—uwould receal the whereabouts of a wondrous treasure could the other
talieman be filted lo i, Lan declares that the ather half of the talisman iz in the possession of the
After n series of stirring advenlures Tom sw

ished horn upon which are the words ™

treasure for J.rimsc!:‘ By capturing Lon and putting Mim lo the Torlure

needy, aud & source of continual worry to EARL HUGO of CHARNDENEan unprincipled vaseal of Prince Jokn, known to the people of

{New read on)

; : s tn tireating the cther hulf of the talismen from the Wiack Welf, but before ke can reod
the inscription thareon the taligman is enatched out of hiz hand by DE BLOIS—the Black Wolf's right-hand man.
secitres possessivn of o strange parchinent alleged to have bdeen uritien by Edweard Athelstane,

the late Eari of Charndene, wpon whick it set forth
declaration that Bdward Athelstane’s son —at present

unknown Lo the puicers that be—may de dentified by a birthmork on his chest, shoped

Shortiy after this important discorery Lon falls info the keids of De Blois, and Tom sces now thal De Dlois tatends to unearth the seerel
i [ ] ke reclons (o lrorn the wordy written on Tom's half of the talisman.
nG time in gathering his band Loyether ond marching on the castle of Guy de Hlots.

ylace between Robin Hood and De Dlois. Suddenly the latter places '@ whistle to his lins and bloics three shritl Masts,

alf of the

Black Wolf. They st gul to seek it,

About this time, too, Tom

A fierce erchange of words fokes

il

Put to Rout [

WIFT the drawbridge fell, and even
S ere it had touched ground upon
this side, across it came thunder-
ing forth from the castle a score
of horsemen, aghleam in their mail, their
weapons flashing in the dying sunlight.
Clearly De Blois had planued to slay ue
or meke us prisoners ere our comrades,
whom he would guess to be lying in wait
amidst the trees, could draw migh to aid
us!t

Ay, "twas a bold stroke, swift and un-
expected, We were in great danger, as
wa knew well enough, for we were but
six men, without armour, 'gainst a score
in mail. Robin Hood and Lantern, in-
deed, mounted as they were, could have
escaped to the trees. But I and Alan-a-
Dale, Little John, and Friar would have
been eut down long ere we reached that
same shelter.

Lautern laughed gaily.

" Stab me,” says he, “but this is rare
luek indeed! T had thought to have to
wait 1il} we had scaled those walls, or
broken down that gaie. ere we could
cross steel with the evil brood within.
But here they ave riding forth to mest
us, and & merry skirmish we are about
to have, methinks,”

Az he spoke the little swordsman
wwung his great piebald stallion round
ipon_ite haunches, to meet the onslanght
of the horsemen.  The pext instant
Lantern wase thunderng straight t'wards
the centre of the oncoming troop.

He wes in amongst them in a moment,
ha'foruised in his saddle, cutting and

thrusting. 1 saw one of his adversaries
Eltch fromr his horse, to roll 'neath the

oofs of Lantern’s prancing steed. A
second of the villaing crashed to earth
as the magic Llade of Lantern found his
throat. But 1 could watch my comrade
no wore.

For the next mipute we, too, wers
fighting grimly ’gainst the swarm of
ruffians who encircled us.

Fast and [urious was the struggle. The
great sword of Little John sang sweetly
as 1 swung it. From the corner of my
r.?'c I could see Robin Hood cutting and
thrusting at & giaut of n fellow on &
great black stallion, and Littie John,
armed with a great brown.bill, sweep a
wan from the saddle as one might bowl
over a skittle.  Alan-a-Dale wae hum-
ming a snatch of soug &s he fought—
'twas s habit of the gleeman's—while
Friar T'nek, wielding a great broadsword,
wis shouting lustily as he fooght.

“Oha!” roared he. “That stroke
tickles your ribs, does it? Ab, again!
Take this gift from old Father 'fuck,
rogue !

And with that he dealt his sntagonist
such & terrilic blow that the links of the
other’s mail could not withstand ils
force.  Through steel and hauketen bit
the Friar's blade, and the borsoman, in
the act of bringing bis mace down upon
the head of Alan-a-Dale, [ell Lifeless from
his steed.

Ay, even vet we Dheld our own!
Though we were at ead disadvantage
'gainst men monnted wo were not to he
overcome 0 easily as they had imagined.

I'lIt warrant me that Guy de Blois, wateh-
ing from ths battlements, had mnot
thought 1o wait many minutes to ece his
villains return with the body of Robin
Hood. But yet we held our own. And
then at last we heard the sound for which
OUr £ars were sfrawning.

The song of the cloth-yerd shalte.

The bowmen had come running from
the distant trees st first sign of our
danger, aud now, at last, they had drawn
within bowshot.

Such wondrous marksmen were thafe
gullant bowmen that we were safe
enough for all that we were ringed
aronnd by those at whom the arrows
were directed. Thick and fast flew the
cloth-yard shafts from the great war-
hows, vinging ’gainst the mail of the
horsemien around us, and ever and anon
the point of one would siuk through
some weak spot in the mail, ee terrible
was the force with which those shafts
were sped.

Screams and groans rang owt sbove
the clamour. Then the scared horses
scattered, and some of the riders had all,
that they could do to turn the heads of
their steeds t'wards the drawbridge.
Back to the gateway of the castle they
galloped, for they duvst no longer faco
that deadly rain that poured into their
ranks from the six-foot hows of the men
in Lincoln green. Across the drawbridge
they thundercd, despite the cumses that
De DBlois roared down upon them from
the bartizan above. Instantly the draw-
I)!‘iilgi} commenced 10 rise.  The eur-

vivors had escaped, but nine ecared
Tue Magner Lipgany.—No. 862,
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destriers were ronning  wild, and tha
men who had heen astride them lay
stretehed upon the ground.

The bowmen were mighty eager to
prese on and send ibeir shelts winging
to the battlements. But Robin Hooad
called them back, and our party with-
drew to the edge of the trces, on keen
look-out for any further sally. But De
Biois, it secined, recognised that our
force was too streng to be attacked
rashly, and he was leaving ihe next
move to ns,

We held conneil.  As Robin Hood
niede his plans for the sssault, above the
grun pile before us a banner rose,
streaming to the darkening eky, & black
banner with the device of a clemched
hand upon it

"Twas the sable banper of De Blois—
& mute debance!

night, though high above great black
clouds rtollad across the heavens like
ragged sable bauners, A great silence
reigned, unbroken save for the sudden
ioud challenge of a stag in the foresh.
Swiftls darkness fell around vz, and then,
all suddeniy, some great bird of the
night canie winging 1ts way from out the
trees, and we saw it settle upon the
tutret above the main gateway, erp "toas
scared away by the men upon the
battlements.  Friay Tuck rubbed hiz
hands gleelntly.

“Tis an il omen for De Bloiz end his
ruffians,” chuckled he.

I telt my fingers trembling on the hilt
of my great sword as I waited with

Lantern and the Friar by the edge of
the trers, scomning esgerly the distant
battlomenits, where we could discera the
hustle and excitement as they prepared
for the defence.

ont beside me at the stronghold of De
Blois the Red. The moon had risen o’er
the trees, & gredt silver dise, showing us
the black, stlent walls of the stronghold
that seemed to crouch before us like some
evif beast at bay—waiting, waiting——

“ Al will soon be ready.” said Rabin
Hood. “Ere long will I give the signal.
Upon it the picked bowmen, under the
cornmand of Will Scarlet, will advance
t'wards the battlemcnts, till they lLave
drawn nigh enough to shower their
arrows upon those who defend the walls,
Throngh their vanks will pass the men
Leaving the faggots, which they will cast
into the datch hefore the great gate
under protection of the discharge of the
archers. Wiien the ditch has thns been
filled in, the signal wil come for the
battering-ram to advaoce and be hurled
‘gainst the great gateway.”

“That is the post for me!" chuckled

Lantern swung his great piebald siallion round upon iis haunches to meet the onslaughi of the horsemen, The next instang
the little swordsman was thundering straight towards the centre of the troop. He was 1o amongst them in a moment, cuiting
and thrusting, and Robin Hood was not a second behind him.

(See page 23.)

The Assauit!

it ITH the aid of Heaven thai
accursed banner shall fioat
not by the light of another

. sunset !” said Robin Hood
yuietly, as he gazed upon it.

Many poiote had been discussed, but
finally Robin Hood decided that the
best object for atlack was the great gate
itself,

“Bushes must be cut, and faggots
bound and cast into the ditch before
it,” "said he. "'Tis fortunate thet,
though “tiz broad and deep, ‘tis dry and
not filled with water, When we have
£lled in the moat by this means we must
strive to beat down the gate with &
battering-ram, and so gain a footing.”

He turned to Will Scarlet.

““¥Will, see yon to the binding of the
faggots. Let svery bowman bind theee.
And vou, John, take four men of brawn
and fell yonder pine, Lopped of the
branches, 'twill make a battering-ram
well able to rip the heart from yonder
dark portal.”

Night drew on swiftly—s still, windless
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“*Twill be a brave game that we shall
play to-might,” sazid Lantern. *“Rare
sport should await us by yonder walls,
Tom. Stab me, but how your eyes are
gleaming 1"

I iaughed,

“Ay! To-night, perchance, may T be
revenged upon this red-bearded vil}mn
for that stroke of his I took thaet night
at Charndene. 'Twould be a noble deed
to rid the world of the evil rogue.”

Lantern nodded.

Ay, lad! The hands of Guy de Blois
are stained to the colour of his beard
with the bloed of innocents. Tyranny
and oppression, robbery and murder—
those four are his daily pastimes. But
to-night, perchance, there will come a
reckoning. De Blois—"

He broke off, listening. Through the

trees there came a sudden sound of split- 4

ting and creaking, and then a mighty
crash.

“'Tis the pine-tres that falls,” mut-
tered the Friar. “Soon all will be ready
for the assault, How dark the night has
fallen.” i,

Robin Hood came striding through
the trees t'wards us, and stood staring

Friar Tuck, his great, jolly face all beam-
ing. “'I go with the j)atteri:}g-raml
Thus have I hopes of being amidst the
first who enter through the smaghed
gateway when the ram has done ita
work.”

The brawny Friar hurried off through
tha trees to where Little John and =&
score of the outlaws waited by the lopped
pine. Lantern and I followed him, but
we had scarce come up with them when
the mellow note of a horn rang out.

'Twas the horn of Robin Hood—the
signal for the assault!

On the instant, forth from the trees,
there broke s long line of nut-brown men
in Lincold green. These were the picked
bowmen, under the command of Robin
Hood himself, and I saw that each man
had s shaft ready nicked vpon his bow-

string,
Swiftly they drew in on the fortpess,
The clouds had cleared now, and the

moonlight fiooded down almost with the
light of day.

The blood thrilled through me as 1 zaw
that gallant line sweep forward. At lest
they were within bowshot, and as onas
man they drew the grey-goase Jeathers
to the ear. A glimmering belt of arrows
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flashed through the moonlight, and so
deadly was the aim that when an answer
ing discharge flew out from the battle-
medts twas wild and ragged, clearly
the aiming of shaken men.

Thick and sharp as hail flew the shafts
of the men of Sherwood, 'gainst every
opening and embrasure in the parapets.
Une or two fell before the shafts and
erossbow quarrels of our foes, but very
few. An?l then, through that foremost
line, wenb racing those who bare the
faggots.

Itto the moat the faggoets were hurled,
and the men returned for more. Again
and yet again did they pass ’twixt the
moat amd  their comrades, despite the
storm of miasiles showered down from the
walls above. And then, at a word from
Little Johu, the great battering-ram was
seized and rus}:e«f forward.

“Sherwood ! Sherwood! Sherwood !™

The battle-cry of tho outlaws rang out
brave and defiant sbove the clamour,
and 'twas answered by the shouts of “ Ie
Main Fort! Le Main Fort!"—the
battle-cry of De Bloia.

A second time did the bugle of Robin
Hood ring out. 'T'was the signal that
the faﬁgots had eb last made a path level
with tho ground and the gate upon the
farther sidle—the signal for the battering-
ram to be brought to the assault!

The ranks of those before us parted as
the giant outlaw, Little John, and his
=~core of men, swept through and across
the bridge of faggots with their mighty
weapon,

Crash ! With a dull roar. the batter-
ing-ram crashed and thudded, as the out-
laws swung it to the chant of Little John.
The planks of the raized bridge were
mighty svon 80 much splintered wreck-
2ge.  Ang then the huge pine-tree thun-
Jdered ‘gainst the grest gate itself!

Fromi above, the ruffians of De Blois
‘zancd out and shot their shafts and cross-
sow quargels fiercely into the midst of
that gallant score, while groat stones
-ame hurtling down upon the pavisses
*hat protected them, Three men fell
Zead, but swift were their places taken,
nd again and again the great ram
-rashed echoingly upon the door.

1 found myself, with Lantern and
Friat Tuck and Alan-a-Dale, pressed
inst the splintered door, split now
om top to bottom. Thud, thud, thud!
cry mighty blow was loosening and
iening the great cracks thet vent it,
inother blow sent the left side of the
smou staving inwards; yet stifl it held.

Desvite the shower of missiles from
-ove, ugain and yet again the baiter-
—z-ram swept forward. But a great
zxk of masonvy came hurtling down
Z-om the parapet above, slaging two men
witright, and dragging the pine-trunk
=om the grasp of those whe wielded it,

Bat in a wmoment 'twas 'neath their
v'ms agam—crash, crash! And then
~m above their came o sudden stream
* dark liquid—even as the autlaws swept
“oward for the last time and hurled

meelves against the splintered portal,

Wil a onglity crash, the great gate
- Aud then from Little John came a
it shout of warning:

“Back—back—-""

Mott of the outlaws oboeyed. Bur
L 2t-a-Dale and the Friar, Lantern and
Fi th one or two others, who were hard
<t the smashed gate, had no time to

oo ecame A sudden glare of light,
T next instant & torch had been tossed
=7 from above, and I knew then what
22 been that stream of liquid that had
= . »plashed down upon us from sbove.
.1 And in a moment ‘twas alight!
“ath a great roar, the flames burst
==ards, consuming in their red, raven-
— < jaw faggots and battering-ratn and
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“Le Main Fort! Le Main Fort!*

came the battle-ery of De Blols and his

men-at-arms. And a shower of arrows

and stones descended on Robin Hood's
men W,

the wreckage of the gate. Scorched and
blinded, I staggered back into the derk-
ness of the yawning castle mouth.

Dark forms leaped out, and the next
moment my blade was ringing “gainst
that of an all-but-unseen foe.

I found myself back to back with Lan-
tern, with Tuck struggling with his back
to the wall upon my left. And there,
i the crimson light of the fantes that
danced luridly behind us, we fow wha
were cut off by that roaving barrier of
fire from all aid, fought for our lives
*gainst the xhadow-shapes that thronged
the gloom!

Dawn!

IGHER and higher leapt the
lurid light of the flames. By
their shaking glow we could see,
though yet iut dimly, the men

with whom we fought.

More than two scove there must have
been in that broad, vaulted tunnel that
led 'neath the outer wall of the castie to
8 second gute, beyoud which, doubtiess,

lay the courtyard. No doubt these men-
at-arms had been mustered here in case
the outlaws broke through in force.
Short work they must have thought to
mako of us few!

Their first rush bore us back till we
were mighty unpleasant nigh the licking
flames. A" harrid death awaited us
should they succeed in forcing us back
into that furnace, and right fe!pcrate]y
we strove to keep our ground.

The clash of steel echoed loudly frem
the stone walls on either side. And
alboxl“e the sound came the voice of Friar

s,

“Sherwooed! BSherwood!” bellowed
he. warding off with his buckler a speat
that came hissing through the air. “To-
gether, my sons—draw together! Sher-
waond ! Sﬁlon\'ood 18,

A tall, strong figure fought to my side,
a gleaming battleaxe rising and falling
in ﬁis grasp. I saw that 'twas Ranulf of
the Plough, he who had once been in the
service of Huga, the Black Wolf. Near
him I could discern Roger of Avon, for
Roger and Ranulf had formed a vast
friendship, and were inscparable cofn-
rades now. Both were ‘doing deadiy
work this night, and together with Lan.
ternr and the ¥riar, Alan-a-Dale, and twa
more of the bowmen who were with ua,

Sherwood !

‘wa fought our way together.

*“Sherwood! Sherwood!

“Le Main Fort!” came the answoring
Ory.“loud and decfiant. “Le Main
Fort!"

The men of De Blois were pressing
mighty hard upon us. But, neverthe.
less, gradually did we draw into a sobd

halanx. Tho flames behind still leaged
gigi;, utterly cutting vs off from our
comrades, e'en though they realised
our plight. The firelight glenmed ficreel
upon onr weapons, glowing on the stee
caps and brigandines }nd hauberks of our
ves. Lantern and I had both dopned
shirts of chain wail, but the outlaws were
clad but in their jerkins of Lincoln
green.  And hard around us swarmed the
evil faces of that murderous brood of De
Blois !

My great broadsword glimmered as I
swung it, so that it appeared hike an are
of ruﬁdy light. I could see the lean, nut-
brown fcatures of Alan-a.Dale saw his
lips moving as he chanted some favourite

** Sherwood ! Sherwood | Sherwood 1™
clear and deftant adove the clamour. Crash ! With a dull roar the battering-ram
crashed and thudded ’galnst the great gate of the castle. (Seethis page.)

The batile-cry of the oullaws rang out
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song of the greenwood. 1 saw the
wollish face of a man-at-arms fall back
into the shadow as Roger of Avon struck
the fellow down. Then someone reeled
against me—'twas one of the bowmen,
felled by a spear-thrust.

J caught him in my arms, lowering
bim to the ground. Dut 1 saw a moment
later the outlaw had breathed his last.
L knéw his face well—Southern Will,
they called him—and the sight of his
lifeless form, limp in my arns, mad-
déned me. I laid him upon® the stones
and sprn:nﬁ \ap Fiercely I attacked the
man who had struck him down. I beat
down the ruffian’s guard, and a minute
Iater 1 felt a joyous thrill as I stretched
him lifeless at my feet.

Our comrade was avenged. But
mighty hard pressed were we; I saw that
the Friar was wounded, and so was
Rannlf of the Plough. How many
minutes longer could we few, a tnere
handful of desperate men, hope to live
‘twizt the flames and the swarming
throng of villains who thissted for our
blood?

Afd then all suddenly a mighty voice
rang out from bechind that ck of
human wolves. There was a sudden lull
for a moment, and we saw that & small
portal in the great gate had opened, and
& man in fuﬁ armour had apperred,
wielding a mace. The visor was lowered,
but by the black surcoat emblazoned
with a clenched hand 1 knew this for
De Blois himself,

“Drag  them down!” yoared ho.
“Tear the dogs to picces! Drive them
back info the bonfire, or rip their hearts
out with your ateel! I.et not ono man
®f them remain alive! Make way, mako
way!”

And through the press of men De Blois
came storbung, whirling his mace about
his casque by its leathern loop. The
clank of his srmour could be heard.
And then his eyes met mine,

They seemed to flash fire through the
bars of his visor as he glared at mo.
Then he gave & great shout.

“Oho, young wolf { Again we meet!
And Lantern, too! our heads set
upon spears and borne with that of
Robin Haod to Charndena will make a
mighty pleasing gift for Earl Hugo!”

Lantern leapt forward. .

“Wassail to Gay de Blois! cried he
mockingly. *May the dogs drink that
toast in your red sap ere dawn, proud
1yrant ! .

Iis sword flickered about the mailed
form of the Norman, But tha steel
could find no chink in the armonr, and
Lantern, bafled, had perforce to leap
nimbly asido ever and anon when the

reat mace came whirling down to brain

tm.

**Tis like fghting a Fedgehog (” eried
Lantern gumily. *“All covering and no
core !

He darted his glistoning blade npwards
at the bars of the visor. But as he did
#0 I gave a cry 10 see him slip upoa the
stones and fall upon his knees,

With a howl of savage teiumph De
Blois stepped forward swift as he could
for his armour. The mace, gripped with
Loth hands, whirled on high.

Lantern struggied to rise.  DBut he
could never hope to twist asido era the
deadly blow smashed his skull. I leaped
forward desperately, and the great
broadsword mang through the smoke-
laden air.

Crash!

With a mighty clang tho great blade
struck De Blois upon the ribs, I saw
the dent appear_ in his armour, such
force had I put into the swinging blow,

| stagger up a fierce fight was again wag-

He reeled, he tried 1o regain his balance,
but could not. With a mighty ringing
of metal down he 2rashed upon his back!

There was a hoarse shouting from all
around. 1 Jeaped forward, and 1in
another instant I was kneeling on his
chest, the point of & knife held 'twixt
the bars of his visor.

I heard his snarl of fury and I laughed
exuliantly. .

“Every man who pays service to Guy
de Blois, let him drop his weapon!”
ctted. “Or this night shall your master’s
sonl find rest in purgatory!”

For a moment I thou{ght that they
would leap upon we, and i saw my com-
rades make a swilt move to defend me
from then. But then, one by one, those
villaine did as T had bid them. Well
they saw that if they were to save the
life of De Blois they had indeed no other
choice.

There came a roar of delight from
Tuck. :

“Right veomanly done! cried he.
“My son, accept the blessing of old
Father Tuck! And, by St. Christopher,
here come our comrades!™” \

The flamnes had died low now, leaving
a glowing heap of ash in the ditch where
our path of faggots had been, Despite
the smoke and the smouldering fires that
yet remained, the outlaws were leaping
down into the ditch, and, mounting upon
the backs of their comrades, the !orc-rpmt
eame swarming up the hot masenry into
the opening of the gateway. +

A score and more soon stood besido
us,  And with what & thout we wel-
comed them!

And ther all nnexpected the great gate
opening into the courtyard swung open,
and & wedge of axemen and spearmen
came racing through.

'Twas 30 unexpected that T was found
off my guard. These men knew nothing
of their leader’s plight, so 1 could not
check them as I bad held the others;
and, though De Blois was ntterly at my
merey, I could not find it in me_to slay
him 1n cold blood, despite hia villainies,
Ere 1 could make up my mind to action
1 was sent recling back.

I waz 3ll engulfed by surging feet for
a minuie. When at last I was abla to

ing in that dark tunnel.
E‘ho battie-cry of the outlaws rang out
wild and fierce as they came pouring in
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upon the defenders. The clangour of
the fight was hke the echoes from some
gigantic forge. From the tower above
a storm of bolts and arrows came raining
down upon the men of Sherwond as they
crossed the ditch and swarmed np vpon
the inner side—great siones and sireams
of hissing, bubbling, <«alding oil and
pitch. But still they came, amrgmdually
we drove that evil brood back,
back into the couriyard, where
broke and ran,

Of De Blois there was no sign: The
fighting spread swiltly as the outlaws
gained a footing upon the battlementa.
In the vanlted passages and on the walls
they made fierce battle with the evil
swarms of De Blois. And <oon cnough
‘twas scen how this brave game was like
to po.

Though we searched for De Blois,
Lantern and [ eould find him not.
But when we could we slipped fram the
affray down some winding steps that
seemed to lead to the dungeons. Our
surmise was right,

We found ourselves in b foul, dark
passage. We had taken a torch from a
socket in the wall of the courtyard, and
by the smoking light we gro; our way
onwards,

Many doors we found ere that from
which an answer came.  Lantern had
brought a battleaxe, and we beat it down.
But "twas not T.on who lay within, but
some poor, starved wretch who had
lain in the castle of De Blois for many a
year, forgotten by Do Blots himself, re-
membered only by the gaoler and his
churls, Ilo had heard the storming of
the castle, and mighty eager was the
poor wretch to wicld steel with ns; but
too weak he was, and we left him with
the outlaws who were tending to the
wounded men,

Another door did we batler down,
thinking to have heard low groans
within. But 'twas oniy the rats, it
seemed, for naught lay within but &
skeleton chained to the wall,

Al:“! then at last we found the hunch.

back,
thoy

K.

ife could not walk unsided, and be-
twixt us we supported him along those
black passages and up the steps I§oyond.
Ile craved for the n air, and in the
keen bite of the night wind he revived
a little and told us his horrid tale,

They had tortured him, ay! We had
not saved him from that. And his eyes
haunt me still when he told us that they
hed forced from him that knowledge De
Blois se coveted—the words scratched
npon my talisman, ¢

Though we felt no blamo for him, his
remorse was terrible. He felt that he
had betrayed us—though in Jike circum-
stances must any man have done the
same,

**He knows all now,” Lon whispered.
“De Blois knows everything; he knows
where this gold is hid—" A

“A curse vpon tha gold!” I cried
Bercely. “Let it lie wheroe it is hid 1"

**Nay " eried the jester swiftiy. Nafl
De Blois shall never win that goldt If,
despite ali, he loses this treasure, I shall
be well avenged {”

“Then will we sce that he never does
lay hands upon it!” cried Lantern. “He
must still be somewhere in this fortress;
there are still many corners of this ec-
cursed place vet to be routed out! Soon
will the castle have fallen into our hands.
And then—" .

Far into _the might that grim battle
raged on. The outlaws gave no quarter,
and expected none. By the light of the
torches and the batile-lanterns and the
great moon we fought.
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Dawn came, atealing eoftly ‘cresa the
ety from.the grey east. The mista of
-1orning hung heavy round- t X
and by that dim light was the 'sabls
banner of De Blois hauled gown. Those
of our foes who had not died upon the
vells apd in the courtyard had fled into
the trees arcund. But of De Blois the
Red there was no sign, - /

“1 saw him once afterward, fighting
upon the battlements," seid Little John,
»: he etood with Lantern and myself
spon the farther side of the moat, wait-
ing while the outlaws made all veady to
et the castla afire—for Robin Hood had
dacided to destroy for ever the evil pile.
“ After that he seems to have
spitited away by ghosta! For he-is not
smang the enti,”

Lontern nodded, with a puzaled frown,
as he patted the mighty arched neck of
Hereward., I was holding the bridle of
1 magnificent white destzier that I had
found within the castle, and had taken
to be my own., Mighty weary wore we
all three, and the arm of Litile John was
Lound -where he -had taken a’ sword-
thiust.

It looke padly as though De Blois has
escaped us,” I muoid s “Ay, and

escaped with that wondrous knowledge-

that be slone of sll men holds! But, for
the sake of Lon, be must never put thet
wnowledge to account !”

The outlaws were reiresting now
through the smoke-bisckened arch across
the ditch, and I saw that & glow of
CRNISON WA ﬂnhing through the mist-
wraiths from the f{farther side of the
vastie, Then the Aames burst onk at
a second point, and at a third. Robin
tlood was making ceriain that the casile
» De Blois should never: shelier his
~illains again}

And  then, very suddenly,
cripped my arm,

* Loo% " he whispered,

The streaming mists, bresking before
che Grst gleanis of the sunlight, wersn
Atiug. Like -a torz veil, they -had
‘evealed to us the ghostly shape of a
man not faer awsy from us, walking
=itently and swiftly t'wards the road that
e {rom the castle into the woods—a
-van who led u horso and glanced {car-
iy abont hinv as he hurvied on.

And in a moment T zaw that this man
“ax De Blois! -

Iow he had come 1o be there in the
nist= T could not dreeans; though latec
“o realired that be had evwatted hiz op-
~crtunity ere coming forth from some
-~ ret underground  way ihat led ount
‘rom 1he castle. The horse-was one of
-or own which had heen tetheved by a
tern gate, and Lut for the good
“ortane that all suddenly lLad thinned

w miafs arowind him, the fugitive woukl
Cave esvaped s edsily U

s e ! cried Little Jolin

Home way distant though he swax,

Lantern

PRIGE
TWOPENCE.

desperately, and ihe

With a howl of savage triumph De Blois stepped forward. The mace, gripped
with both hands, whirled on high. Lantern struggled to rise. But he could never
hope to twist aside ere thai deadly blow srhashed his skutl,
great broadsword sang through the smoke-laden air,
& mighly clang the blade struck Do Blois upon the ribs, sending him ecrashing

down upon his back,

1 leaped forward
With

{See page 20.}

Be Blois heard the words and swung
yound in slarm,  In avother instant he
knew that e was scon.

lle flung hinrell into the saddle with
wondrous agility for a mzn of his burly
frame. No longer did he try to keep
sitence ! The hoofa of his ~teed vang ont
sharp and clear ax he drove his =purs
intg its flanks, and went galloping madiy
down the road. He vanished in a
moment, swallowed by the mist,

Lantern sprang Lightly into ihe sadille,
his face alight and wondrous gay.

; %:I;I"i- Tom ! eried he, " Now's fo
tryv the mettle of that destiier of thine i~

Dending low over the wighty stallion’s
neek, Lantern swept away from ws, in
wild pursuit of the man who held the
nowledge that both we and Iloga, the
Dleck \Walf, hasT strived so to obiam—the
key to the biding-place of the treasire
ol Bherwand Forest!

in another moment T had sprung vwpon

the back of mix” white destrier, and with
the cager +hoot of Little John ochoing
in my vavs. went  thunderivg  upon
Lantern™ heels!

The Road to York !

OF upon the heels of Lantern®s

H wreat piebald stallion, the wivtz

de-triere "neath e went (lren-
(fvi'l":;;a‘:

The Boie the Bad bad ahveady vaoizhed
into the nivas that bung so hoavy avonml]
the deawed  vastle, Desperately. we
nrged on gur stecds,  For if De Blaia
shoubd e-cape us, lLearing with hin the
knowledge of where fay the trepsure of
Shovwooil Forest— '

Tor a wowenr 1 glaneed back, A
sleam af =haking crinen Dashed 1o iny
ayves through the wiists, and I thought
{ roull hesr a faint voer of Baoes glvve
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SHERWOOD GOLD!

{Cuntinucd frow prcriows puge.}

the alrinining hoof-beats of iy bowse,
The aastle of Guy de’ Bois would raise
irs grine battleraents to the dawn ne'er
again!  Robine llgod and his outlaws
weee Inaking very sine of that,

A bl exultation filled me. A= we
et on "twas wondrous fine to feel the
ensv tnation of that glorious horse—he
wlich T had taken from the castle of e
Biots con the fortress was set afire. And
wlnen { foumd that, though we did not
wain upon thein, we held our own with
Larvern and Ahe wnighty Hereward, 1
Luew that I indeett possessed a horse
varthy to zank with the noblest of its
Foopaat !

My foce waz wet witle mist, e hair,
tossodd Lack from my forclwoad v wild
confusion, was  all  ghstening  with
moisture.  _Ahead of e, like 8 vague
spivitsliope. I coubd  just diseern wey
conirade. Al thene all suddenty a
gotden bar of siulight shot tlough, as
H by wmagee, dispersing the nists that
switled avound = and we conld sce the
man that we pursucd !

De Blois had put aside his ornoar, lic
wore now a steel cap and a shiit ot
cham mail, but his great mace hinng ot
his belt, and a long sword was at lis
sicle.  As ho rode he glanced back, and
when he espied us hot upon his heels he
drove the rpurs Furiously Into the sweat.
tog flanks of his hotse.

"I'was a good. strong Lesst, snd fusf;

bt “twas no. match lor such hovsng an
Lantein and I bestrode, and 1 felt very
sure thut erc Iong we must overtake
Ue Blois the Red!

Down that Jong road we went thupder-
ing. We saw the fugitive vanish ’‘midst
the trees where the yosd went in among
the womls. But ere long we, too, were
in the trees, and though we could mot
sce the fleeing man ahead, T thought
that I could hear the distant hoofl-beats
of his destrier throbbing back fo ve,

(W Vo pnd Fanfers sneeced in
rapturing the ity De Blois, or o will he
ravape  thew?  Next Maoduy's  fine
fustafwent will 008 yuu foya,  In'y
piifen 00103
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