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Your Editor is always pleased to hear froma his chums. Write to him when you
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GRAND HOLIDAY SERIES.

M R. FRANK RICHARDS is well

series of stories dealing with

the adventures of Harry Whar-
have already made the acquaintance of
Ali ben Yusef—iho son of an Arab chief-
Ali hag had the misforiune to fall into
the hands of a dangerons and unserupu-
to the deserts of Northern Africa. Major
Cherry has announced his intention of
with innumerable dangers, and Bob
Cherry is determined that his_[ather
alone.  In this coming story we sce
Harry Wharton & Co.
and amongst the party, of course, is Wil
linme George Bunter, The fat and fatu-
es only a Buater can, but he shines to
great advontage towards the curlain of
Ali, shows up more than once during the
long journey from Folkestone to Mar-

under weigh wrth the rpecial
ton &.Co. during the long vacation. You
tain—-a shoit acquaintance, perhaps, for
lous enomy, who has “caried ” him off
following the kidnapper, a task beset
+hull not undertake the perilous journey

“BOUND FOR AFRICA!™

ous Owl soon puts his foot inio things
the yarn. Bou Sacud, the kidnapper of
seilles, proving in an uwnpleasant eort of

wey his delermination to keep Major
Cherry from foilowing his quest, Eut
the major is equally determined to
vescue Ali ben Yusef from bis clutches,
‘I'his series is going to make a great hit,
my chums, I havo not the slightest doubt.
You will do weil to crder your MAGNET
carly in order to keep up with the niove-
ments of your favowite characters
*down south,”

OUR COMPETITION !

The issue of the MacXet you have be-
forc you contains the result of the Billy
Bunter * Characters ” Competition, and
the award of a splendid “Royal En-
ficld ” bieyele goes to a Nowtingham
reader. There are plenty more bikes
waiting to be won, chums, and it’s up
to you to go in and win.  “If at figst
vou don’t succeed,” cic., is an excellent
maxim to adopt, for it tends to mould
strengih of character. Magnetites should
take !imhl of 1his grand cpportunity put
before them—an fﬁ "jig{;cr ¥ made by
a world-famous firm shouid be an attrac-
tive-enough prize to aim at. Cood luck,
boys! Fill in the coupon now.

« SHERWQOD GOLD!*»
Another grand, long inatalment of this

powerful story is on 1he propramme {or
next weck—oue of the most important
justalments of the serial. let it be said.
In it Town Hadleigh mukes a great dis-
covery concermng the missing son ol
Edward Athelstane, late Earl of Charn.
dene, It would Le spoiling a good thing
to tell you more ur this stage, f)m take 1t
from me, next weck's * Sherwood Gold 2
should not ou any account be missed.

“WALKIRG ! »*

That is the subject Harry Wharton &
Co. of the " Hevald ¥ hLave chosen for
their next sopplemeut.  Walking as o
spork has a great hold on our athletic
Removites—they are ever on the move.
Fven Alonzo Todd tukes it into his head
that he could shiue as a walker, but
the Duafier is soon wadeccived,  Don't
miss this supplement, boys - 1t's great !

“THE HOLIDAY ANNUAL!"™

This is eomething yéur editor can talk
ubout, knawing at the commencement
that it will appeal to every one of his
thousands of readers. The good old
“Annual ” is complete, ready for the
market on September 1lst, The 1925
edition surpasses anyr.hinﬁ in the way of
Anvuals ever published before. As our
enthusiastic office-boy declared when he
saw ithe advance copy, “It's a better-
than-ever volume,’ t me mention it
here that our office lad is an intelligent
fellow, critical te a degree, and praise
from him is praise indeed, I think you
will all be voicing his words when yau

ct the Intest *“ Holiday Annual ” in your
vands, Packed {rom cover 1o cover
with delightful stories of Greyfriars, St.
Jim's, Rookwood, coloured plates, splen-
did photogravures, “Hoew to Make”
articles, poems, Wild West, Pirate, and
Motoring varns, etc., it constitutes the
finest bargain of the year., My chums
would do well to begin saving thoir
pocket-money now.  Always remember
the first of Septembes and the “HOLI-
DAY ANNUAL®™
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“ MAGNET”

THE WINNER!

BILLY BUNTER.

CHARACTERS COMPETITION!

In this competition the

prize of a Gent's
“Royal Enfield”
Bicycle has been
awarded to

ALBERT BARNES,
7, HATLEY TERRACE,
CASTLETON STREET,
NOTTINGHAM,

for the following line:
Excels in “*Li(e)” abilities.

A PRIZE WORTH HAVING!

RETLTHHHTTHIETHHTTH AT

IT MIGHT BE
YOUR TURN
TO WIN A
HANDSOME
BICYCLE THIS
WEEK !
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You See How Easy It Is, Chums1

Make Up Your Minds To Enter This Simple
Competition To-day—You'll Find the Coupon on Page 4.

A “ROYAL ENFIELD ” BICYCLE OFFERED EVERY WEEK!
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Things begin fo Inim immediately Ali ben Yuaef sels fool im Greyfriors, for scorcely has he been intraduced o tho
his makes his oppesvonce —a sinister individw 1 caring litle for the [aws
spon hnoien to Harvy Wharfon & €o.

Remove when a fellow countryman af

of England, and who is

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Bunter Asks for It !

€“ EN, old chap—"
Billy Bunter spoke in his
tnost agrecable tone, with his

most ingratisting grin on his
fat face.

The fat junior bad arrived at the door
of Study No. 1 in the Remove at Grey-
friars, and steod blinking into the study
throngh his big spectacles.

There waz only one occupant in the
study at the moment. It was Ali ben
Yusef, the Arab. Harry Wharton and
I'rank Nugent were on Little Side with
the cricketers.

Ali ben Yusel did not look round as
Bunter spoke.

He was seated by the study window, in
the full blaze of the summer sun, which
fairly burned on his swarthy face. Any
other fellow at (Greyfriars would have
found it unbearably hot, But the blaze
was grateful and comforting fo the boy
from the Sabara.

A mativa Tunis newspaper was in his
hands. It was printed in Arabic char-
acters—mysterions enough to the eves of
Billy Bunter. Dut Ali ben Yusef was
not reading. He was leaning back in
his chair and enjoying thoe bluze of the
sup on his face,

“* Ben, old fellow—-"

8till the youthful Arab did not heed.

Possibly ?:u did not recognise the name
as s own. He was called Ali ben
Yusef, and the fatuons Bunter supposed
that Ben was one of his names. So
intending to be very friendly, the Owl ot
the Remove addressed him as Ben.

“I say, Ben!” exclaimed ‘Bunter, com-
ing into the study, and raising his voice.

Al logked up at last,

11is dark, clear eyes, keen os an ragle's,
and as bright, turned upon the fat
junior.  Dark as his face was, it was
very handsome,

* Speaking to rue ?” he asked,

Ali spoke English; hut his English was
not grammatically perfect.  1le had a
way of nzing the present participle that
war rather odd to Groeylriars ears.

“Yes, old fellow, T sav, Ren

“My pame is pot Ben,” suid the Arab
coldly, “You mistaking my name.”

“I'lt

“Isn't it*” said Bunter affally.
call you Ali if you like, old chap.”

“1 do not }ike.”

“Ali’'s such a jolly queer name, isn't
it?" snid Bunter. “Reminds a chap of
Ally Sloper. and Sally-in-onr-Alley, and
all that, what?"

Ali ben Yusef's look was blank. Iis
English educaticn did not extend to Ally
Sleper and Sally-in-eur-Alley.

“I've drapped in to have a chat, now
those rotters are out,” said Billy Bunter,
“It's nearly a week since Major Cherry
brought wou to Greyfriars, Ben—1 mean
Ali. I haven't really seen much of you.
Do you like being in thia study 777

“f am liking it, yes.”

“Queer taste,” said Bunter., "I used
to be in this study myself, but I couldn’t
stand Wharton—had to turn him down,
you know. e begged of me almost with
tears in his eyes to stay. Dt I wounldn't.
Simply couldn’t stand the chap, you
-kno\\',”

“You lying 1" asked Al

Bunter coughed.

“Hem! The fact is, Ben—I mean Ah
—I want to sce somcthing more of you,
you know. Is it true that your paler wus
a sheik in Africa—your father, I mean®”

“Yes."

P

And vou'll be a sheik seme day 7
Ces.”

«y
“And hve in the Sahara desert
“Yesr”
“What a life!” said Dunter,

Yes"
Ali ben Yusef spoke in monasyilables;

apparently ha was not gearning foc
Buater’s fascinating company, or his
equally Fascinatinz conversation, But

William George Bunter was cot thin-
skinned.

“Must  be beaatls Jiving in  the
dezert,” he aaid, apparently by way of
betng agreecable.

“Not to an Areb.”

“ No—-1 suppose not,” agreed Bonter,
"7 anppose savages like their own fupny
ways better than civilised ways.”

Ali's black eyes pleamed for a second.
Then he smiled faintly, He had not
been long at Greyxfriars; but he had been
there long enongh to knew that it was
useless to De angry with Billy Bunter.

A Magnificont Mew, Extra-
Long Complete Story of
Harry Wharton & Oo. of
Greyfriars, fomturing ARl
Ban Yuse! from Merthern
Afrtca. Toid by Famous
FRANK RICMARDS.

" &till, that isn't what I came to say,”
resumed Bunter, blinking at the (Grey-
friars Arab, "“The fact is, Ben—1 mean
Ali—I'm going to take yon up.”

“You taking me up?’ said Ali, not
quite understanding the phrase.

*“Yea. Make a pal of you, you know,”

Ali shook hia head,

“It’s all right,” said Bunter reassnr-
ingly. “I don’t mind your being a
nigeer,”

“What ¥

“T'm quite friendly with Hurree Jam:
set Ram Singh, you know, and he's only
& dashed nigger.”

“You calling me a nigger?” aszked Ali,
hiz black eyes gleaming again.

“Well, T suppose it's much the satne
thing, isn’t it?” said Bonter.

The Arab hali-rose from his chair, and
then sat down again. Sa far, Ali ben
Yusefl had had no trouble with aoybody
at Greyfriars, and he was looked upon
as a very quict and inoffensive fellow,
Only Harry Whartan and Nugent, ins
stincly-mates, had observed that under bis
calm exterior the fierce nature of the
Arub was only suppressed.

But Ali had received many striet in-
jinctions from Major Cherry, who had
placed him at Greyfriars. And Major
Chercy was the one man to whomn the
restless, wild son of the desert was will-
ing to render nunhesitating obedicnce.

He controlled the hot temprr that
Bunter'a folly had roused, and sat down
again guietly, though his Dack cyes #till
glinted.

" Blessed if I see anything to make a
firss about in a chap being a coloured
chap,” went on Bunter agreeably,

“An Arab iz not being a coloured
man,” said Ali ben Yusef very quictiy.

“Well, yon look a bit coloured. any-
how.” «aid Bunter, with a grin. “But
as | was saying, I don’t mind your being
a nigger, or whatever you are, and a
savage from the Sabora dasert, and all
that., I'm going to tuke you up and be
kind to you.”

“Yeou going away " said the Arab.

“Not at ali—I've come here to make
friends.” sawd the obtukn Owl of the
Remove.

Tur MacseT Liprany.—No. 863,
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RESULT OF "' BILLY BUNTER™ COMPETITION ON PAGE 2!

“* Allez-vous-en,” said Ali, in French,
which he spoke much better than
English.

Bunter's French, however, left much
to be desired, and he did not even under-
stand that Ali was telling him to get
oub.

Tho Owl of the Remove sat on the
corner of the study table, and regarded
the Arab with & benevolent blink,

“T say, Ali, old man—"

L -48503:"

"“Look here, if you're calling me an
ass—" said Bunter warmly.

Ali gave a curt laugh.

“Well, mever. mind,” said Bunier,
* Look here, Ali, this is how the matter
stands. I've been disappointed about a
postat-order,”

Ali grinned,

A fellow -did not need to be a week
at Greyfriars to hear all about Billy
Bunter s celebrated postal-order. It was
a standiog joke in the Remove.

“Dlessed if I can, see anything to
grin at,” said Bunter. “I get a lot of
remittances from my relations, Most
of themn are titled people, you knew.
Only sometunes there’s a delay in the
post, owing to this dashed Labour
Government, you know, or—or some-
thing, and then I'm temporarily short
of muney—rarely, very rarely.  Still, it
happens. 1t's happened now.”

3

Bunter gave the brown-skinned junior
a persuasive blink,

"“That's how it is.,” he said. T sup-
pose it would be all right if you lent
me ten bob, and I gave you the—the
postal-order, what 7

Ali ]au(fhtd again, .

*It will come by the next post,” said
Bunter. “ You're going to oblige me
with ten bob till then, aren’t you, Ben?™

“My name not bcing Ben.”

“1 mean Ali. Ten Hob——'"

“1 give you nothing.”

Bunter’s eyes gleamed behind his
spectacles. Even Bunter had his pride,
somewherc ip his fat carcase. Never
would Willmm George Dunter have ad-
mitted that hs wanted anybody to give
him money. It was always a loan—
merely temporary.

“I'm not asking you to 1
thing, you black idiot! he said.
“That’s the worst of you uneducated
savages—you don't understand plain
Euglish, 1 want a little loan till the
post comes in. il

“ Not secing.”

Ali ben Yusef took up the Arabie
newspeper and gave it his attention, per-
haps aa a hint to Dunter to be gone.
But the Owl of the Remove was im-
pervious to hints. ;

* Put that rot down, darkey,” he said.

* You going?”

gi\'e me any-
¥

EASY AS FALLING GFF A LOG !

have to do, chums, iz to take the pame,

and, starting with anx
world-famous clinracter.

1924.
To the sender
Bicycle.

on the proper entrance form,

A MAGNIFICENT ““ROYAL ENFIELD” BICYCLE
GIVEN AWAY FREE EVERY WEEK!

——

MAGNET *“ Characters” Competition !

THE COUNTRY IN COMFORT!

Thia is ooe of the simplest competitions

. HERBEXT YERNON-SMITH,
three letters in it, make up a three-word phraie about this
For instance, the letters 5, N, H,
Numerous Bonudaries,” or ¢, R, R, could make * Once Remove's * Bounder.' *

Remember that the initial letters of each word of your eflort must be contaiited
iu the words Hertert Vernon-8mith, although You may pse apy other lefters of the
alphabet to fubow, and alse. use the same letters more than once.

When you have thought.out & good answer 81l in the coupon beluw, taking care
to write your effort aod yoor name and address clearly,
Vernoa-Smith,” * Characters ' Competition, THB MtGNEr Lisany, Gough House, Gough
Hguare, London, E.C. 4, so as 40 reach that address not later thau Seplember and,

of the hest answer will be awarded a magnificeut ** Royal Eofleld "

The excellence of your effort will consist in its apt relation to the character pamed.
You may seod in as many sttempts as you like, but all efforts must be written

The decision of the Rditor of the MAGXFT must be accepted as final in oll matters,
aad entries are only accepted on this condition.

RIDE YOUR OWN BIKE AND SEE

¥

ever put before Maoner readers. Al you

could muake ** Seores

and post it to * Herbert

Write your effort here......

MAQNET " CHARACTERS " COMPETITION,
(Herbert Vernon-Smith.)

Editor's decision as final.

I enter the Miguer " Characlers " Competition,

aod I agree to accept the

Address

word not applicable,

In the event of my winping, I prefer a Lady's—Gent’s—Bicycle. Croas out the

Ansard I e, a2

/ mif t ** Royal Enfield '’ Dicycle Offcred Next Week, Chuma'

* Are you lending me ten bob?”

- No”}

“Well, vou cheeky nigger!” ex-
claiined Bunter, in great cxasperation.

Ali ben Yusef laid down the news-
paper and rose to his feet. A brown
finger pointed to the door.,

" You going?” he said.

Bunter's fat lip curled in a sneer. The
slim, graceful Arab did not look any-
thing {ike u» fighting-man, in Bunter's
eves, Certainly he was nof a third of
Bunter’s weight. Bunter was not a
fighting-man himself; i ever he dis-
tinguished himself in a fAstical way it
was by punching some small fag in the
SBecond Form, But he had not the
slightest doubt that he could handle this
slim, dusky fellow, and, believing" that
he could do so, he was quitc prepared
to do it.

“No; I'm not going,” he said. "“Keep
your ten bob, you dashed nigger! The
fact is, I couldn’t, on second thoughts,
accept B loan from you. There's a limit.
Familiarity from a coloured fellow is
past the lumit.”

“You wanting me to beat you?”
asked the Arab.

“He, he, he ! cackled Bunter, “ Why,
I could mop up the study with you, you
blessed nigger! I jolly well will; too,
40 teach vou not to be cheeky to your
betters !V

And Billy Bunter slid off the study
table, and cume at All with a warlike
gleam behind his spectacles, and his fat
fists in the ajr,

" Where will you have it?*" he jeered.

The next moment Billy Bunter woke
up, as it were. The Arab nade 3
spring, and Bunter's fat fists were no-
where. Two arms that seemed like
bands of steel gripped the fat junior,

In that steely grip Billy Bunter fairly
collapsed. There was a gasp from the
fat junior, like the air eseaping from
a badly-punctured tyre.

"o b

“You going ?”” smiled the Arab.

“Oooooch! Ow! Leggo!” pasped
Bunter,

“1 carrying you out.”

“ Wow "

Bunter was not a light-weight, But
the lithe Arab lifted him with apparent
ease and swung him to the  door.
Bunter scarcely knew whether he was
on his head or his hcels, as he spun
doorward. But he Lknew, the next
moment, that he was on the passage
floor. He landed on it with a terrific
bump that left no room for doubt.

“Ob!" roared Bunter.

He sat on the floor and blinked breath-
lessly at the Arab. Ali ben Yusef stood
in the doorway and smiled at him.

“You going?” he asked pleasantly.

“Ow! Wow!”

“You mopping up & study with me?”

“Yow-ow! Keep off, you dashed
nigger!” howled Bunter, as the Arab
mado a step towards him, “Ow! Yow!
Ow! Lemme alone! Yoop !

Bunter scrambled up and fled. As he
fled, a boot upon an active foot smote
hizs tight trousers, and accelerated his
flight. There was = wild yell from
Bunter as be disappeared towards the
stairs,

Al ben Yusef returned to his seat in
the window of Stndy No. 1, grirmirlﬁ.
He basked in the blaze of the sun with-
out any further interruption
William George Bunter.

from
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THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Spzhi!
Wharton !>

fe ELL hit,
W “Good man!"
“Bon!"

A good many OGresfriavs
funiors glanced round as that latter
ejactlation was heard.

A cricket-match was gning on on
Little Side, and was very near the
finish. Harry Wharton & Co. of the
Remove were playing the Shell. Hobson
and his merry men of the Shell were in
the field, and Harry Wharton and Bob
Cherry were at the wickets.

There was & good crowd of Remove
and 8hell fellows on the ground, watch-
ing the game. It was worth watching:
Wharton's innings had been a good ope,
and he wax still going strong, in spite
of all that Hobson’s howlers could do.

He had just sent the ball away to the
boundary, and the Remove fellows gave
him a cheer. And a man who was
standing looking on clapped a pair of
dusky hands and ejaculated * Bon!”

“Who's that merchant, 1 wonder?”
said Johnny Buli to Frark Nugent, at
the pavilion. Johnny and Nugent were
hoth out, but Hurree Jomset Ram
Singh, the Indian member of the Co.,
was still waiting hix turn to bat, as
well as Hazeldene and Redwing.

Nugent glanced across at the stranger.

“A giddy foreigner,” he zaid.

“An Arab!” remarked Hazeldene.
“Some relation of Ali's coming lere to
see him. perhaps.”

The stranger had already atiracted
some attention.

He was a man to catch the eve at any
time. Hia dark face and Arab squiline
features  were  conspicuous  enough
among Furopeans. He wos a young
man, of a lithe and active form, and
though dressed in  ordinary lounge
clothes, carried himself with a rather
military air, that told of Army service.

His dark face was handsoine, in a
rather bold, insolent stvie; he wnlked
with a swagger, and his lips had a
rynical, somewhat soeering eurve, Any-
one acquainied with Algeria would
have guessed him to be an Arab who
bhad served in the Fronch army of accu-

ation in that country; but at Grey-
riars, paturglly, little was known of
Algerian manners and customs. Most
of the fellows thought him a rather
cheeky-looking * blighter.”

He had swaggered on to the cricket-

round with an air rs if the place

longed to him. Nobody had any ob-
jection to raise to his presence there;
anyone was at liberty to come in and
watch the cricket matches if he liked.
But the scarcely-suppressed insclence of
this particular visitor's manuner roused
some resentment in fellows who noticed
kim. He pushed Skinner of the Remove
out of his way, and shoved coolly at
8noop when the latter obstrurted his
viow,  Skinner and Snoop glared at
him, but they did not venture further
than that—the man looked a tough
customer, guite ready for trouhle.

“Bon!™ said the stranger again.

Wharton did not notice him; ho was
buay with the bowling. Bob Cherry
s{avﬁ him a glance from his end of the
pitch.

The tman strolled towards the pawilion
and coolly joined the grou? of waiting
batsmen there. Jobnny Bull heing in
his way, he gave Johnny his elbow to
shift him, apparently {rom sheer eocl
“cheek.” ut Johnny was made of
very diffarent stuff from Skinner,

The sturdy, rather stocky junior stood
like & rock, and did not move, and he
turned & grim eye on the stranger.

3
S

T
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Bunter,

““You going ?** smiled Al ben Yusef, *‘Ovooeh! Ow!
‘I carrying you out,” said the Arxb, with a grin.

ease and swung him to the door,

Loggo ! gasped
* Wow ! ' roared
Bunter. The Owl was not a light-weight, but the Arab lifted himi with apparent

(See Chapler 1,)

“Don’t shove!" he said.

“Comment 7"’

“Keep vour dashed elbows {0 yourself,
bother you!” said Johuany.

The man stared at him. His dark face
grew grim and threatening for a
mament.

Threatening looks had no more effect
on Johnony Bull then water or a duck.
He eyed the man confem?tuomly.

“My esteemed friend,” smid Hurree
Jawmset Ram Singh gently, *“there is
plent{ of room, and the shovefuluess is
oot the good manners.”

The nian grinned.

“Boit!" he said. “It is nothing!
This is the first time I have seen this
English game played. 1 am interested:”

“Y¥You're more than welcome to see
it," said Joheny Bull, thawing consider-
ably.

Johnny was not very partial to
foreigners—indced, he had rather a wa;
of lumping all inhabitants of other
countrics together under the head ot
“dashed foreigners.” 3till, there must
be something decent about s dashed
forcigner who was interested in ericket.
It was a sign of grace.

“Merei bien!” said the man; but even
in saying “Thank vou'" there was a
mocking inflection in his voice that
cansod irritation.

Johnny Bull abruptly turned his back
on him,

“ Halla! There goca
wicket ! said Hazeldene,

Harry Wharton was out at last, to a
catch by Hobson in the slips. The cap
tain of the Remove came off the field.
“Man in, Inky!"

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh walked out
the wickets. Harry Wharton, ruddy

Wherton's

It

with the exertions of a long innings,
joined* the fellows at the pavilion, and
noticed the African for the first time.

“Who's  that jchony?” ho asked
Nugent, in a low voice.

*Man who's blown
match.” answered Frauk.
8 rhecky card.”

“He does,” agrecd Harry.

The man's dark, keen eves turned on
Harry Wharton, Then he looked at the
cricket again.

b Cherry was getting the bowling,
and he was dealing with it manfully.

“Well hit!"

“ Bravo, Cherry 1"

The ball was whizzing, and the Shell
fialdsmen fogging after it, and Bob and
Hurree Singh werc running hard, The
stranger’s eyes were on Ilob Cherry.

The ball care in, but the batsmen had
maude good, The dusky-skinned stranger
came necarer to Wharton,

“That is Cherry?" he asked, with a
nod  tewards the sturdy, ruddy.faced
Bob, who was standing up to the bowl.
ing again.

“Yes,"” said Harry, rather surprised,
“that's Bob Cherry.”

He wondered what this man could
possibly know aboul Bob.

“The son of Major Cherey 1"

“Yes, that's so. Ierhaps vou kaow
the major *” said Iarry.

The man showed 2 gleain of white
toeth in a smile.

“¥e3, I met him in Africa,” he said.
*Is the major at the school to.day ?”

1) H no ED’

Wharton had a fecling. somehow, that
the man wes glad to hear bim say so.
He¢ wondered whether the two men had

TAE Macxe? Lemary.—No. 563.
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met on {riendly ferms, or (he reverse,
in the wilds of North Africa. Certainly
this cool, insouciant fellow, with his air
of balf-suppressed blackguardism, did not
look like a man the old major would be
likely to be friendly with.

"Xm.i that is his son?" said the man,
with his eyes on Bob Cherry again,

" And Ali—where is he "

Wharton started.

“You kuow Al ben Yusef?”
asked.

*“Mais oni—ves, I have come here to
see himi,”

“Oh!" ssid Wharton.

“1 am his eountryman,” said the man,
with a smile and another flash of white
teeth. " Permittez—sallow that I intro-
duce myselt.” The man was evidently
more apcustomed to speaking French
than English in  his  dealings wiih

] ans, “I am Suoud-—the
name is well known to Ali ben Yusef, ]
am 6f his tribe in the Sahera—though I
do not live in the desert. 1 am what
thoy call nivilised Arab.” He gave n
hearty laugh as he eaid this, “I have
becn an officer in the Freneh Army—in
the regimens of Bpahis. Lieutenant Bou

Sacud
the Bpehi

Wharton regarded
some interest.

He bad read and heanl of the Spahis
—Areb. $roops in the ¥Fremnch service in
Algeria. It was the first time he had
seen one.

“Ali 13 not watching the play, not"
asked the man, without waiting for the
captain of the Reniove to answer him.

“No: he's in the House,” said Harry.
“1f you want to see him, you must ask
the Head."

“The Heoad?”

“The headmaster,” explained Whar-

ton.
“ Ab, that is very ceremonious ! said
Bou Saoud. * Perbaps, since yon are s
polite, you will tell me where to seck
this headmaster of yours?”

“I'd take you to hiwy, but I cau't very
well clear off now,” said Harry, “One
of the fellows will take you io the Tionsc.
Here, Bunter.”

Billy Bunter had rolled down {o Little
Side.  He was not intercsted in the
ericket. DBut baving drawn Al ben
Yusefl blank, as it wern, he was looking
for another victim. He bDlinked round
as Harry Wharton called to hins.

““Hallo. Harry. old chan!” said
Bunter affably. * Splendid hinings, oh!
fellow: sunply splendid !

“Why, you haven't seen anything of
it, vou fat frauvd!" exclaimed Frank
Nugent.

Bunier eoughed.

“Well, I heard Vervon-Smith say it
was splendid— '

" Ha, ha, ha!”

“I say, larry, ol {ellow, my postal-
orider hasn't come——"

‘O, bless your posial-order?’ said
Wharton. *Took bere, Bunter, tgke
this gentleman to the House, He wants
te see the Head.”

Bunter grunted. It was not hiy way
io exert himsclf to oblige steangers—or
anyone clse, for that matter,

“And come to tea in Stady No. 1
afler the mateh.” added Wharton, by
way of induectient.

Bunter brighteued up at onre.

“T'd do amything to oblige an old pal
fike you, Harry,” he said. " 'This way,
my man,”

Bunter addressed the Spabi as “my
man 7 because he was, in Dunier's view,
a “coloured ” man. The man stared at
bim for a second, with a glitter in his
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he

with

dark eyes. But it was only for a second;
then he nodded and smiled.

“Thank you'!” he said,

Aud he followed Billy Bunter from Lhe
cricket ficld.

Harry Wharton glanced after bim
with & shght feeling of uneasiness, He
did not Iﬁﬂe the man's looks; and he
knew, tao, that Major Cherry had
brought Ali ben Yuset to England, to
seve him from enemies in his own wild
couniry. ‘The wneasy thought occurred
to him that pechaps Bou Sacud, the
ipagi, meant no good to the Greyfriars

irab.

But, after all. he could not see Al
without the Head's permission, and Dr.
Locke was the best judge., So Wharton
dismissed the matter from his mind, and
%:mz all his attention to the finish of
 the match with the Shell.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Eye of Ahmed!

ILLY BUNTER rolled off ta the

B House with the swaggering

Spahi by his side. A good many

glances were turned on them as

they crossed the quadrangle; in the old

‘quad Beu Saoud was very conspicuous,
in spite of his Baropean clothes.

The Bpshi waas guite conseious of the
allention he drew, and he seemed to
like it, In his manner the lofty pride
of the Arab was mingled with the swag-
ger of the *sous-officier "—and the im-
pression he made on Grevfnars fellows

b was that he looked 8 good deal of a

cheeky blackgnard.

Billy Buumter piloted lLim into the
Ilouse, uond wus abau! to ring the bell
for Trotter to show linm to the Head,
when Ali ben Yusef came down the
sMrcase.

There was a hard oxpression on Ali's
face. He came directly towards the
Bpahi.

“I saw ven fromn the window, Bou
Saoud,” he sanl.

“Bon! 1t has saved me the troubie
of asking 1o see you, petit,” answered
the Spahi.

“What are you here for?”

"Ta sce fou.”

"It is useless,” said Al coolly, “You
can go back to Mustaphia ben Moham-
med, and tell him thut you have seen
nie, and that 1 have turned you away
like the dog, and the son of n dog, thai
vou are!”

DBilly Bunter blinked at the two Arabs,
his very spectacles gleaming with in.
quisitivencss,

He rather Loped that there was going
to be & “row."”

This would be somecthing for Bunter,
the general purvexor of news at Grey-
friars, to teil the fellows.

Bou Saoud scemedd to have forgotten
the Owl's cxistenee. He stood with
his black eses glinting at the Greyf-iars
Arab. .

*Is that all vou have to say, Ah?”

“That is all.”

“Yet I must sprak to you further.”

" it is useless, [ know what you have
come for, and vou will not take it back
to the Ziban,” said Ali scornfully. *The
live of Ahmed will not be scen again
in the Ziban 4l 1 returr.”

“The Eye of Ahmed!"” murmured
Billy Bunter, witlt his mouth open. * Ny
hat! What the thump is thaty™

v BEeoutez ! said Bou Saoud, holdin%
np a brown hand. *Listen to me, Al
ben Yusef! [ have come from Africa
for the Eye of Ahmed. It is useless to you
here—a schoolboy?! By the time vou are

old cnough lo return 1o the Ziban you

will have forgoiten that you arec an
Argb—you will be a Roumi among the
Roumis, You will never sce the tents
again, Allah!  H you should return,
whal awaits von in the desert? 'The
knife or the cord?™

“Oh, mi hat!" murmured Bunter,

He backed a little awny from the
Spabi, The man, as he spoke, looked
like one who would have very little
hfmtation in handling the knife he spoke
of,

Ali’s lip eurled scornfully.

“I shall return,” he said. 1 shall
return sooner than vou think, 1 am at
Ureyfriars only for a time—my friend,
Major Cherry, i= working for me.
shall return, and your father Mustapha
will be driven into the desert to hide in
the lairs of the jackals.™

The Spali grinned, his white teeth
glaaming.

*That is all talk,” he said. “ Will you
give up the Eve of Ahmed1”

“Never 1™

“Keeping it may cost you your life !

Al laughed scornfully.

“We are not in the deserl now,” he
said. ‘'In Inglistan you dare not touch
me! It is I wko have the power here,
and for threatening me I conld send you
to prison!™

Mr. Quekeh, the master of the Remove,
came out of his study. He glanced in
luﬁu‘lse &t the Spahi.

¢ came galekly towards the two
Arabs,

“AL he exclasned.

“ Yos, sir!”

“My boy, vou remember very well the
Hend's order that you should e no
visitors withont special permission ! ex-
claimed the Remove wmaster. “That is
very wrong, Ali!”

“1 do not desire to see this man, sir,”

said AN, “He coming from Africa to
rob me!”
“Bless my soul!” exclaiméd Mr.

Queleh, in astonishtnent.

*“He 15 Bou Saond the Spahi, the son
of Mustapha ben Mohammed, who holds
my place as sheik in the Ziban,” said
Ali. " "It was from them that Major
Cherry saving me."”

* ¥ understand,” said Mr. Queich,

He turned to the Spahi, and fixed his
eyes sternly upon the man's dark, in-
solent face.

“Leave this bouse at once,” he said,
“and do not return!™

The Spahi eyed him.

“And i 1 do not?” he sneercd.

“If yvou do not you will be turned
nwaf from the gates by foree,” said Mr.,
Quelch quietly, “‘1 warn you to remein-
ber that you are in England now, not
in vyour native desert, or a cafe of
Algiers. Bluster will not serve you here,
sir! (o at once!"

The Arab eyed him savagely. He
was powerful enough to have picked up
the Remove master in his sinewy hands
and tossed him away like an infant. And
it was obvious that he had a struggle to
repress his savage instincts,

Klr. Quelch stood calmly befare kim,
not in the least perturbed.  His hand
was raised to point to the deorway.

"Go!"” he repeated,

Wingate of the Sixth came along, and

stopped. It looked to the captain of
Greyfriars os i his help nught be
wanted.

Bou Saoud controlled his savage ine-
olse.  His dark glance turned on Al
Em Yusef again.

“For the last time——" he muttered
in a low voice,

* Allez-vous-en !’
ously.

The Spahi’s eyes blazed.

“ Then—"

said Ali contemptu-
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Bob Cherry made a movement as if to turn away and go—and-then, with lightning-iike swiftness, he huried the jagged roek
right at the swarthy face of the Spahl. Crash ! There was a ferce, wild cry iike the yell of a tiger, as the roek erashed
the Spahi's 1ace. He staggered backwards, and fell on the shingle, the revoiver elattering from his hand, (See Chapéer 6.

He made a fierce stride towards the
Greyfriars Arab. Wingate of the Sixth
promptly stepped betweon them.
“That will do,” he said. "“Shall 1
snow this man out, Mr. Quelch?”

“ Yerre do, Wingate!”

The Spahi cast a glance round him,
full of rage and malice. DBut thres or
four Greyfriara seniors had gathered
round now, and the man allowed his
prudence to get the better of his fury,

l.:l w:'lﬂ go,” he said. * But remember,

Cang

“That is enough,” said Mr. Quelch,
“You will not be allowed te threaton
this boy. Leave this house immediately !”

With an angry shrug of the shoulders,
the Spahi turned and swaggered out of
the house,

“Will you see that he leaves the place,
Wingate?”

“Certatnly, sie!”

The captain of Greyfriars followed the
8pahi out.

Mr. Quelch turned to Ali again.

“*Ali, you must remember the Head's
orders, and never sce, without permis-
sion, anyone who comes from your
native country. It may be dangerous
for you, as vou know very well!”

“Yes, sir,” said Al obediently.

‘“And you must remember, too, the
Head's order, never to go out of gates
alone !

" Yes, sir!”

Mr. Quelch went to the door, and
glanced after the 8pahi. With Wingate's
grim eye on him, Pou Saoud was
swaggering out of the gates in the

1stance,

He disappeared from sight.

The Spahi was gone. To Mr, Quelch's
miod  he was gone for good. But Al
ben Yusef had good reason to believe
that he had not scen the last of Bou
Saoud.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Distinguished Visitors !

“ EM!” said Harry Wharton
H dubiously,

It was & couple of days later,

and the Famous Five,

gathered in Study No. 1, were consider-
ing a rather knotty point,

Hazeldene of the Remove was with
cni,

Iis sister Marjorie, of Cliff House, was
coming over to the school, to see her
friends there before the holidays began.
Miss Clara was coming with her.

On such oceasions, when the heroes of
the Remove had leave to entertain lady
guests, it was understood that there was
quito a fuoction, and that Study No. 1
was the chosen spot. The chums of
the Romove were always glad—more
than glad—ie see Marjorie—especially
Bab Cherry. And this was a particular
occasion, as the Hazeldenes were going
abroad for the whole holiday, and so the
Co. were not likely to ses Marjorie again
before the next term began st Greyfriars
and Cliff House,

But there was a little difference since
Marjorie’s fast visit to Greyvirmars. Ah
ben Yusef was at the school now, and
ho was an intimate of Study No. 1,
sharing that celebrated apartment with
Wharton and Nugent.

Major Cherry had specially requested
the Famous Five to make friends with
Ali and help him along in his new and
strange surroundings, They had done
so, all the more willingly because they
had taken a liking to the young Arsb
himsell,

Certainly his ways were not quite their
ways., NKast i3 East and West 15 West.

Lt fthe chums of the Remove could
make allowances—and perhaps Ali, on
his side, made some sllowances too,

He “pulled ™ remarkably well with
the juniors, especially with Bob Cherry,
the son of his old frieod and protector.

Hazel was {riendly enough with him,
too, in a careless, indifferent way, Bat
he seemed doubtful now about bringing
Marjorie to tea in Study No. 1 with the
Arab there,

“*'The chap’s all right,” said Nugeut.

“Oh, T know. But you know what
those KEastern johnnies think about
women,”  sad {Iaze!. “They think
they're & kind of lower animal—like their
blessed cheek! Aud they're accustomed
to girls veiling their faces, and being
kept out of sight, and all that. The
brutes never can understand why women
are treated decently in England.”

“Ali isn"t a brute!” said Wharton
mi]difl. )

) I know—but most of them are,”
said Hazel, “Still if you fellows think
it's all right, all nght.”

“We can't very well leave Ali out, as
he belongs to the stody, and we're
friendly with him,” said Harry. “He's
a decent chap, and he knows how to

‘behave himself, Arab or not.”

“The behavefulness is terrific, my
esteemed and ludicrous Hazel,” ssid
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh gently.
“I also am of the East. and the t
and beautiful . Marjorie does me the
honour to regard me as & harmless and
necossary chum.,”

" Hazel grinned.

“Yes, you're all right, Inky,” he ad-
‘Well, if sou fellows think Ali
is all right, let it go at that. I'm goin
over to Ciiff House to ride across wit
the girls. Ta-ta!”

And Hazel left the study.

*Now wo're going to get reads,” said
Nugent. *The study can do with a bit
of dusting. And what asbout some
fowers from the Head’s gardep, Harry?
You can tip old Mimble,”

“Right-bo ! assented Wharton, and
he quitted Studiy No. 1 to seek Mr.
Mimble in the Head’s garden,

Iis face was rether thoughtful as he
went, and he looked for Al ben Yusef.
ke found the Greyfriars Arab loitermg
in the quad, sun-basking m the hot rays.
No amount of heat ever seemed to affect
Ali—the hotter it was the better he liked
it. The hottest day ever known in
England was mild compared with what
he was accustomed to in the torrid
Sahara.

“Find it warm enough to-day?” asked
Harry, with a smile. Most of the Grey-
:riam fellows were anathematising the
1eat,

"It is not cold,” admitted AlL

Iarry Wharton langhed.

“No, it jolly well i1sn't,” he said.
“Ali, old man, we're having a little tea-
Lmrl.v in the study this afternoon. You'#l

o there?”

“1 coming always with my fricndas”
said Ali.

True MacNET Lisrary.—No. 863,
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“There will be two girls from Clif
House—ITazel's sister and a friend of
hers,” said Harry. X

1 baing very glad to see them ! said
Al cheerfully,  ** At first it was sirange
to me to see women with faces unveiled.
But the major tell me it being all right.
It is not like my country. At first [
being shocked to see it]”

“Bhocked ?" ejaculsted Wharton.

“Chogue—what you calling shocked, }
think.”

Ok, my hat ! . )

“But it being all right,” said Al
“You knowing that 1 shall be very

li—polite—to young ladics coming
rere.”’

“That's all right,” ssid Harry, and
with a nod he walked on and sought
Mr. Minible,

A tip induced Mr, Mimble to part with
quite a handsome bougquet, which the
captain of the Remove carried back with
him to Study Ne. 1. He found ell his
comrades going strong there, putting the
study into spick-and-span order for the
distinguished visitors. Ali hen Yuse{}
was there, too, looking on, He secme
& little perplexed at the trouble the
chums of the Remove were taking.

He eyed the flowers as Harry brought
them n and proceeded to arrange them,
Jam-jars were doticd about the study
with flowers in them, and the effect was
very pleasing—quite chie, as Bob Cherry
declared.

!‘f You taking much trouble,” remarked

L

“Well, we don't get Mis: Hazeldene
to tea cvery day,” suid Bob cheerily,
“1t's a jolly old speeial occasion.”

“Homeone else coming 77

“¥es, her pal Clara %'rm'iyn_”

“I meaning some person important,”

“Both ol them are very umportant!”
grinned Lob.

* You taking all this ironble for girls 17

“Ha, ha! Yes”

Ai"‘ It is not being so in the Ziban,” said

1.

" Probably not,” said Bob rather dryly.
“But you f}i\‘e ant} Jearn, old bean. Ry
the way, what the thump is a Ziban?”

Ali grinned.

“Not ‘a' Ziban,” he said. “ They.”

“Oh, it's a ‘they,’ is it?" said Dob.
“And what are they 7”

" An oasis is cnl%cd 8 zalb, and two
oases are called ziban,” explained Al
it being the plural.”

“Jolly glad we don’t make the giddy
plurals like that in English!” said Boh.
*Grammar's trouble enough es it is.
Nugent, old man, you're not going to
jcave those old boots about the study,
I suppose? Buck up and get the coast
cleac I

Ali continued to watch the prepara-
tions of the Famous Five, interested and
evidently amunsed.

By the time ihe visitors arrived Stad
Ne. 1 was newly swept and garnished,
and as bright as a new pin. The juniors
nourished a hope that Marjorie would
think that it always looked like ihat.
Probably Marjorie did not think »o.

“Here we nare!” announced Hazel,
tramping along the passage,

Harry Wherton & Co.. greeted their
fair wvisitors cordially. Ali ben Yusef
was introduced. Both the girls had
heard of the Greyfriars Arab, and were
curious to see him.

Ali salaamed profoundly, alinest bend-
ing to the floor in his respectful grecting.

It being great honour to meet Ioueﬁr
English girls!” he said.

“Oh, my hat!” murnured Miss Clara,
rather taken back.

Marjario smiled,

“1 say, I'm jolly sharp set,” said
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Hazel, “You fellows got tea ready?
That's good ! #ball I fcrch some chairs
from my study?”

“I've fetched them aiveady,” grinued
Bob, *“ All ready. You nwmke the tea,
Nugent.”

And o cheery party sat down n a
rather crowded study to teg,

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
The Story of Al !

i OLLY  well  wish
J coming ! said Bob,

"Yes, rather!”
“The ratherfulnessz iz terrific.”
“Oh, I don't know,” said Hazel, “It
will bo jolly hot in Algeria. I expect.
Hat enough here.  But the pater’s been
ardered to try North Afvica for his
heaith, so we're gomng. Muast say 1'd
rather put n the holrlay at Blackpoo!
myself.
“You don't get a chance of going to
Alrica every day,” said Tiob Cherry,

we weTe

*My pater only came home from
Algeria a week or so ags. I wish I'd
been out there with him instead of

mugging up Lutin iz a Form-room,. Teo
mueh ek

“Well, I'd change with you for these
hols, if 1 could,” yawned bazol, * Mar-
jorie zeems to be looking forward to it
Blessed if T am !

“I shall like to see something of
Africa, even if it is very hot,” zaid Mar-
jorie, with a smile.

“Same here!” said Miss Clara,
going will Marjoric to take care of lier.
And I think it will be ripping !”

Baob Cherry looked rather serious. Ile
was glad that Marjorie was going to
have & holiday she liked. Dut somehow
he did not like the idea of Marjorie
going into Africa. 1t sceined to Boh
that " all sorts of dangers might lurk
there, and he wished from the bottor of
his heart that he were going aleo.

1 suppose you won't be going into
the desert ¥** he said,

“Sha'n't we!” said Hazel. “1f we're
going 10 make that thumping long
journey, we shall jolly well see what
there 1s to see. Anyhow, wuv're going
as far a5 Biskra.”

" Where the thomp is Biskra#™:

*‘Somewhere in the South of Algeria,
I believe. I suppore Al knows?” said
Hazel, turning to the Greyfriars Arab.

Al amiled.

“I have been in Biskra,” he said, “1t
is & French and Avab town on the
horder of the Sahara. The tents of my
tribe are less than o hundred miles
from Wiskra,"

“Then we may szce some
johnnies #* said Hazel, laughing.

“Look here, you he jolly careful,
Hazel, old man,” said Bob Cherry. He
spoke to Hazel, but bis eyes were on
Hazel's sister. "'There arc liens and
hyenas, as well as wild Arabs—ahen !
He remembered that there was a * wild
Areb ? present.

“Oh, rot!” said Hazel. “Why. the
country is as peaceful as Kent or
Sussex. Hotels and pensions and things
the rame as in France. 1 don't suppose
there are any lions left,

“Arc there any fions there, AliT®
asked Wharton.

“There being plenty, i the desort,™
sail Ali, “In Biskra there are hotel
touts and guides and beggars.”

“And what about snakes?” said Bob
Cherry unessily.  “ And then there's
sun-stroke,”

“I shall wear a pith-helmet, 1 sup-
pose,” said Hazel, rather surprised by
thie sudden concorn displayed by Bob
for his safety, Then, as he saw Bob's

“T'm

of your

eyes fixed on Marjorie’s smiling face,
he understood, and chuckled.

“You silly ass, it's all right,” he said,
“Do you think I'm going to let Mar-
jorie be gobbled up b}'_a‘iion or a can-
nibal ¥

Baob Cherry colaured deeply.

“I—I—" he stamercd,

“When are you starting?” asked
Harry Wharton, coming to Bob's rescue,

CHarly mext week,” said Marjorie.
“3iss Primrose is letting me leave be-
forc the end of the term, as father
wishes to start in & few days. Dr. Locke
is letting Hazel leave at the same time,

wish you were all coming owt to
Algiers this holidav.”

“That would he top-hole,” said Miss
Clara heartily.

“The fopfulness would be terrific®
agreed Hurree Jamset Ram  Singh.
“The longlul pariing will be the painful
infliction,”

“By the way, are you going home for
the hols, ALY asked Hazel, looking at
the Greyfrars Arab,

Ali shook his head;

" No; I do not return to my country
till Major Cherry saying so. f T being
found in the Ziben, Mustaphs ben
Mohammed killing me.™

“Hilling you?” ejaculaied Miss Clara.

“Who is Mustapha ben Mohammed ¥
asked Marjorie.

“He is sheik of the tribe now—since
my father being dead,” said Ali, “ When
I being a mean, I go back and kill him ¥

" Phew ' murmared Boli Cherry.

“Bat will he let you " grinned Harel.
“H he's top dop now, won’t he make
things warm for you if you go back?"

“1 taking with me the Eye of
Ahmed,” said Ali, “It is the amulet
of the chiefs, and without it Mustapha
cannot reign securely., Always the chiefs
of the tribe wear the anmlet. It was
my father's, and it is mine.”

“Let's sce it,” said Harzel curiously,

Ali shook his Wead and smiled.

“The major saking care of it,” he
said. "It not being at Greyfriars.”

“Well, vou won't turn up at Biskra
these hols,” yawned Hazel. *“Might
heve saved us a few hundred francs in
guides with a Greyfriara chap to show
us around. Anything move in the pot,
Boh?,?

Bob Cherry refiled Hazel's teacup.

Both Marjoric and Clara were re-
garding the spung Arab with interest,
His words, quite carelessiy spoken, had
ealled up a glimpse of the wild life of
the Sshara and its savage inhabitants,

It was dificnlt to believe that the
lithe, handsomte lad, in his well-fitting
Btons, was capable of dropping into
that wild and savage life es soon as he
set foot on his pative sand. Yet guite
evidently he regarded the killing of
Mustepha ben Mobammed as o normasl
proceeding. Life was held cheap in the
Sahava, and it was in the desert thatl
Ali had reccived his early training.
Many years at Greyfriars wonld have
been reanired to blot out the earlv
lessons of the desert—if, indeed, they
ever could have been blotled ont.

“Tell us about your place, Ali,” said
Harry Wharton. “How was it that
Mustapha becamo sheik of the tribe?”

Alt's eyes gleamod.

“My father, the sheik, was shot in
the desert,” he said, “It was said that
he wasz killed by an old enemy of
another tribe. DBut I did not believe it.
I think that Mustapha ben Mchammed,
or his son, the Spahi, could tell how he
died. 1 also being killed if Major
Cherry not being with the Arabs st that
time. He hunting with my father, and
he also suspecting that the sheik was
killed by designing of Mustapha, After



EVERY
MONDAY.

the sheik's death, the major being very
watchiul, saving my life.”

. “How dild he do that?” asked Mar-
jorie with deep interest.

“Omnenly, Muostapha not daving shed
the Llood of the s{n:ik.s,“ said Ali, “the
whole tribe would have risen on him,
But in the night his assassins entered
my tent, and carmied me away into the
desert alone. Tut Major Cherry being
watchful and following. They would
have taken from e the Eye of Ahmed,
and slain me in the desert and buried
me in the sand, saving nothing in the
camp, DBut the major saving me from
them, carrying me away on his borse,
?nﬁ]'}ea ving the two assassins where they
ell.

“Where they fell?” repeated Nugent.

“My bhat! What a couniry!” mur-
mured Hazel, staring at the Arvab.

“The major had a powerful Arab
horse,” went on Ali. “He taking me
on his saddle, rode for his life, and mine.
For three days they tracking us in the
desert—Mustapha ben Mohammed and
his men.  If they catching us they kill-
ing us, but they not catching us. It is
for this the major bringing me to Eng-
land with him., When 1 goiug back to
the Ziban, and calling together my
people, and showing then the Eye of
Almed fastened on my burnous, then
Mustapha'’s day will come. But 1 being
only a Loy, the major raying it is better
to wait.”

“I should think so,” said Bob. “It's
nol a job for a schoolboy, old chap.”

“And you've really been through all
that ?” said Hazel. “ [ should think you'd
be jolly glad to stop in England now
you're safe here.”

Al sonled.

“The Sahara is my country,” he said.
“It Deing to me what England is to
you, And it is cold here.”

“But you like Greylriars!" said Miss

lara.

. “I liking Greylriars; hut the Sahara
is my country,” said Ali. “Here are
bcm§ no sand, mo palm-trees, and no
sun.

*1 say, you fellows—"

““Hallo, hallo, hallo!
somebody !

“0Oh, really, Cherry——"

Marjorie and Clara rose, It was time
to go, awd probably the appearance of
Williamz George Bunter helped to remind
them of the fact.

“We're all walking back to Cliff
Hounse,” said Wharton. He paused a
mawnent. ' You're coming slong, Ali?”

“1 walking with pleasare with the
lovely misses,” said Al
“1 say, you fellows—"

Billy Bunter blinked with great annoy-
ance at the party as they departed to
walk over to Chff Howse., Then he
rolled into the study and blinked at the
toa-table. He finished up a slice or two
of cake, and grunted,

“ And the beasts never told me there
was a fead on, and never asked me!” he
murmured.  “ After all I've dome for
them, too!  Alter I've promised Bob
Cherry to go with him for the hols.
Beasts! I've a jolly good mind to let
Cherry down over the holidays, blow
hiin ! Only  Mauleverer can't take a
hint, and Swithy has told me to go and
cat coke, and Wharton isn’t taking any,
the rotter! It will have to be Cherry or
nobody, unless something turns up.
ileasts 1™

Kick Bunter,

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
In Direst Peril !

ARRY WHARTON & Co. walked
H home to Chff House with Mar-
jorie and Clara, in a cheery
party. Hazel, probably consider-
ing that AMarjorie had a sufficient cscort
without his brotherly attendance, slipped
away to join Skinper somewhere. Ali
ben Yusef, however, seemed quite pleased
to be walking with the lovely English
migses, as he called them. Marjorie and
Clara both scemed to have taken a lik-
ing to the young Arab, and they listened
with interest io what he told them of the
life of the desert and the arid mountains
of his African lLome.

Boy a< he was, Ali had seen a great
deal of war—in the outlying regions of
French Africa, where the Arab tribes are
under only a nominal control, fighting is
frequent and savage. Ali had seen men
killed, and had hiunself pulled trigger in
a desert combat. And it was cleav that,
though he had a great admiration for
England, and liked his new friends at
Greyfriars, he looked forward to lhus
return to the herce active life of a
Sahara Arab,

At the gates of ('iff Iouse Marjorie
and Clara went in, and as thero was

lenty of time¢ belore roil-call, Harry
Yharton & Co. walked back Ly way of
the sca-coast, giving Al his firat view of
the c¢hiffs that overlooked the bay of 'egg.
It was a long walk, on a rugged path,
but the Arab was tireless. It was Frank
Nugent who suggested toking a rest, and

PRICE g
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the juniors sat down on the rocks, jook-
ing towards the sea, that rolled red and
gold in the summer sunset,

A ligure appraved non the path from
the fishing village in the distance, as they
ent and chatted,

Wharton glanced at it carelessly, as it
came along towards the spot where the
juniors were resting.  Then he gave a
sudden start.

“The Spahi!” hie exclaimed.

Ali looked round.

“Tou Saond ! he said.

The Spahi had evideotly seen the
junters—it oceurred to them that be had

cen watching  them, and had de-
liberately followed them to this lonely
spot,

But they watched him coming wp.
calmnly enough.  They were well nware
that [Yle was a dangerous character, and
that, in his own country, he had prob-
ably hod blood on his dusky hands more
than once. But they were pot in the
least afraid of the Spahi. and were quite
ready to handie him if he gave them
trouble.

He swaggered up to the six juniors,
with the same steutting nir that he had
displayed in the quadrangle at Crey-
friars,

“Bonjour!” he greeted, in a mocking
tone.

The juniors did nof answer. Ali's black
eyes gleamed at the Spahi. but he mada
no movement. He turned his glance
away from Bon Saoud, and fixed it on a
steam yacht that lay ot anchor out in

said Coker loftily.
Filth-Former,

Horace Coker reached up and got & grasp on the Arab’s ankle,
said the Arab, with a gleam in his biack eyes.
Instead o eoming down All reached out with his other foot,
and Coker received a thump on his head from a boot. *
* Why, I—I—I'l—"

“* You letting go ? **
*“ Come down, you young raseal,’

hat I *’ gasped the
But Ali had gone. (See Chapier 10.)
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tha bay. The yacht had no special in-
torest for him; but he wished to mark his
contemptuous disrcgard of the Spahi.

“T1 have been watching for this eppor-
tunity, Ali ben Yusel,” said Bou
Saoud.

Ali did not heed him,

“Look here, my man,” broke in Bob
Cherry, “you’re a had hat, and we know
you're after no good. You'd better
clear "

*“The clearfulness is the Prnpor caper,
my esteemed, swanking fathead,” re-
marked Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh. ;

“You boys can go,” said the Spahi,
unheeding. .

“Goi" repeated Wharton, in surprise.

“QOui, oui! I have no business with
'ou.f My business is with Alt hen
uw -]'

"We are not likely to loawe him,” said
Harry contemptuously.

The Spahi smifed evilly.

“This is a solitary spot,” he said.
“Mon Dieul It might be a spot in my
Ewn desert. Who is there to help you

ere?”

“We don't want any help in handling
you!” grunted Johnny Bull. *If you get
up ta any mischief we'll jolly soon roll
you down these rocks and duck you in
the sea, too ! . .

“The duckfulnese will bo terrific.”

“Get out!” added Johnny uncero-
moniously. **You're not nice to look at,
and you're spoiling the view! Bhift ™

2 Bunk!” added Bob Cherry.

The Spahi did not stir. [Ilis dusky
hand had glided into the pocket of the
loose lounge jacket he wore. Something
bulged in that pocket, and it came as a
etartling thought into the minds of the
juniors that the Spahi had a deadly
weapon concealed there. Had he for-
gotten that he “was mno lopger in
Algeris! ;

1 warn you to go!” he said.

“Oh, chocse it!” said Nugent.

Bob Cherry slid his hand carclessly
behind him., Behind him was a loou:,
jagged fragment of rock, Bob's
fingers closed on it hard. Bob was ready
if the Spabi showed a woeapon.

“8Boit!"” said the Spabhi. “I am here
for Ali ben Yusef, and if you boys re-
main you will take your chance. You
know what I ask of you, AlL.”

The Greyfriars Arab looked at him at

ast. .

“You will pever touch the Eye of
Ahmed,” ho said. *It belongs to the
chiefs of the tribe, and T, Ali ben Yusef,
um the chief. And the Eye of Ahmed is
in & safe place now. Even if you should
kill me you will never find it.”

“"Then Major Cherry—"

“T will teli you nothing, Bou Saoud.“’
said Ali, ““But the Eye of Ahmed is
eafe from you and from Mustapba ben
Moham N

“But you are fiot safe, Ali,” waid the
£pahi coolly. *Perhaps the major will
hand over the diamond, in return for his
young protege—hein? You will come
with me.”

Ali laughed contemnptuously.

“You have known mo in the desert,”
said lhe'Spuhi‘ir ““I'YV'?!'; know \\I;nt to
nx of me, Al ill you come?”

Tho Spahi's hand came out of his
pocket now. Tho sunset glinted on the
polished barrel of a revelver.

Wharton cast a quick glance round.

There was no onc in sight—and the
necarcst habitation was a mile or more
away. If the Spahi was in carnest, the
Greylriars juniors were in a position of
ternble danger.  But it was hard to be-
lievo that oven this reckless, swaggering
blackguard would dare to venture upon
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Sahara methods in & law-abiding
Kuropean country.

“You can put that away, my man!”
said Wharton coolly, though his heart
was beating fast. *You can't frighten
us !

The dusky finger was on the trigger.

“You boys will go, and leave Ali
here,” said the Spahi coolly. “Whether
you go, or whether I shoot you down like
Juckaly in the desert, I care nothing.
Ali ben Yusef remains with ee.”

1o raised the revolver, and levelled it
at the group sitting on the rocks.

Hist1 black. evil eyes glittered over tho

rrel.

‘T'he GreP'friars juniors stared at him,

Ineredible as 1t was, thero was no
further doubt that the reckiese ruffian was
in deadly earnest. Unless his order was
obeyed, he intcnded to open fire on the
group of schoolboys,

“1 give you onc minute to go,” said
the Spahi.

“You cheeky villain!” roared Johnny
Bull. *“Do you understand that fellows
of your kind are hanged in this
conntry 1"

The Spahi shrugged his shoulders and
laughed,

“Fellows of my kind are not easil
caught, to bo hanged,” he said. "{
shall bo far over the sea, with Ali ben
Yusel, before your police even find your

iee,

* Look here—" began Wharton.

* Assez! Say no more, but go!”

Bob Cherry rose to his feot, with his
hands behind him. The Spahi could not
scc that his right hand clutched the
Jagged fragment of rock.

“Time to get u move on, you lellows,”

said Bob. with a careless air. “It's a
lon% walk-home, you know.”

The Bpahi laughed again.

“You are wise,” he said. “ Allez,

done.”

. The juniors rose from the rocks, as if

in ience to the order. They could

seo what the Spahi could not sce—the

ﬁ' ged fragment in Bob’s right band
und him,

Their hearts:were throbbing.

To abandon Ali in the hands of his
hercditary enemy was impossible. But
they knew that their lives hung on a
thread. It was Jike an evil dream, that
strange scene on the quiet, eceful
English coast only a couple of miles from
Giroylriars. Yet it was terribly real
They wero face to face with a man who,
in spite of his European clothes, his
French military training, was at heart a
primitive savage of the Sahara—a man
to whom a human life was of no more
account than the life of a mosquito,

Tho Spahi made a gosture with the
roevolver.

“Allez!” he repeated.
en!”

Then Bob Cherry acted—suddenly,

His subniissive manner had quite
deccived the Spahi, sharp and cunning
as he was, Doubtless the ruffian had
nover expected that a schoolboy would
venture to face a deadly weapon, raised
against his life. He was suddenly un-
deceived.

Bob made & movement as if o turn
away and go; and then, with lightning-
like swiltness, he hurled the jagged
mckh.right ot the swarthy face of the

pahi.

It was 5o sudden that Bou Saoud had
no chance of avoiding tho missile,

Crash!

There was a fierce, wild cry, like the
ell of a tiger, as the rock crashed in the
fip.hi'; face. He staggered backwards,
and fell on the shingle, the rovelver
clattering from his hand

“ Allez-vous-

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
A Fight lor Life!

“ T him!” yelled Johnny Bull,
The ~ Greyfriars  juniors
rashed the man down, as he
sprawled on the shingle.

They did not need teiling that their
only chance was to overpower him bo-
fore he could rise, and got hold of the
revolver agein,

Quick as they were, the Spahi was as
quick,

The blood was strcaming from his
dusky face where the jagged rock had
cut nose aud mouth and chin. But it
was only for a secoud that he sprawled,
yelling. 'Then he threw himsell towards
tim fallen revolver, and clutched at the

utt,

One instant more, and the weapon
would have been spilting death, But
Johony Bull's boot eame down on the
Spahi’s hand as he grasped the butt of
the revolver, with a grinding force that
paralysod his hand for the moment.
Jobnny stamped on the savage hand,
careless whether he smashed the fingers,
as he vary nearly did.

The Spuhi panted.

The next moment all the juniors wore
upon him, and he was rolling on the
shingle in the grasp of many hands,
fighting like a tiger.

With breathless energy the Famous
Five grappled with him, and strove to
pin him down.

Ali did not join in the struggle.

He leaped to the spot where the re-
volver lay, and clutched at 5t. His black
eyes were blazing. Ali ben Yusef of the
Remove was gone, for the nonce, and in
his place was Ali ben Yusef of the desert.
His finger was on the trigger.

“You standing aside!” he shouted.

“Help here, Ali!” panted Bob.

“You standing aside, and 1 killing
him

With a clear target at that moment
Al would have fired. But he could not
firo at the Spahi without more danger
of hitting the juniors than the man
from the Sahara, as they rolled in a
struggling mass on the shingle.

The juniors did not heed Ali's injunc.
tion. They struggled ficrcely with the
Spahi. He fought and scratched and
tore like & wild animzi; but the heavy
odds {old. and Le was pinncd down on
his back at last on the shingle, panting
with exhaustion. DBob Cherry planted s
heavy knee on his chest, and Johnny
guli and Hurree Singh trampled on his

g3,

Ali saw his opportunity now. Ho
dro%pcd on his knces beside the helpless
Spahi, and placed the muzzle of the
revolver to his temple.

In another moment & dead man would
have lain in the grasp of the Greyfriars
fellows. Harry Wharton struck the
revolver aside in the very nick of time,

Crack!

The bullet missed the Spahi’s head by
an inch, and was buried in the shingle.

“Ali,” roared harton, *“are you
mad ?”’
“I killing him!” panted Ali ben
Yusef.

“You mad duffer!”

Wharton gras‘red the Greyfriams
Arab’s wrist, and turncd the revolver
away, with a strength that Ali could not
resist.

“Stop it!” he shouted,

“You Jetting me go!” yelled back Ali
savagely. * Bou Ssoud being my enemy,
and I killing him "

“You dummy1!”

Wharton forced the Arab's hand up,
s0 that the revolver was pointing to the
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blue summer sky. The captain- of the
Romove had his hands full with Ali ben
Yuag_f. and had no time to think of the

pahi.
Bou Saoud saw his chance, and did not
lose it. He made a terrific effort to
shake off the juniors.
They were four to one, but the Spahi
was strong and sinewy, and as lithe as a

jaguar.
;ﬁ'e-tore himself looss and leaped to his

eot.

Bob Chetry was still clutching -at him,
but the Bpahi hurled him asido and
sprang a few feet away.

There he turned.

His black eyes wore blating; ho was
panting with fury. He did not seem now
to be.thinking of escape, but of rushing
again upon his {oos with the fury of a
wild beast,

* At bim 1" yelled Johnny Bull

“Collar the brute !” panted Nugent.

Harry. Wharton turned to them, and
Ali ben Yusef tore his hand free. The
revolver was in it.

Probably the Spahi would not have
fled from the unarmed juniors, though
he was now disarmed; but the revolver
in_Ali’s hand was enough for him.

He leaped away across the shingle, just
as the revolvar cracked.

The hurried shot missed by a foot or
more, and the next instant the Spahi was
clambering among the rough rocks.

Ali's eyes blazed after him, and his
finger pressed the trigger again. This
time he would not have missed. Dut
Wharton knocked his hand aside just in
time,

The bullet spattered on the rock a yard
i. A moment{

from the escaping Spahi.
more, and Bou Saoud was out of sight.

Ali turned fiercely on the captain of
the Remove.

“You saving him!” he panted.

“You utter mss!” gasped Wharton,
" Give me that pistol 1

“1 foliowing him 1"

Wharton eaught the Creyfriars Arab
by the shoulder as he was rushing after
the escaping Spahi,

"Stop &

“He gotting away—"

"Let him go, and a good riddance to
him!" gaspad Bob Cherry, mopping a
ecratch on his perspiring face.

ou ass, do
jolly old Zi
Chuck it

“My estecomed Ali—

Ali ben Yusef was still stenggling to
free himself from Wharton,  Johnny
Bull eame up, and jerked the revolver
from his hand without ceremony.

“Chuck it, you wild ass!” he snapped.

Ali’'s faco was dark and sullen.  He
i_gked himself away, the captain of the

move letting him go now. Jolinny
Bull was taking care of the revolver.

“You saving my enemy!” said Ali
sullenly. “You saving him, and some
day he killing me. You being no friend
of me,”

“You awful duffer!” gasped Wharton,
“Can’t you nnderstand that this isn't
Africa? Have a little sense!”

“I noe more spenking to yon!”

And Al, with a loweeing hrow,
tramped away in the direction of Grey-
frinrs. Evidentir he was feeling very
much offended,

“Well, my hat!” gasped Nugent
“That chap's a corker, and no mistake—
not much to choose batween him and
the other merchant, T think.”

“Tet’s get after him,” aaid Harry.

“LCome on!”

The Famous Five followed Ali, and
soon overtook him. They werae breath.
less and dishevelled from the savage

i:u think yow're in your
n now, you dumny!?

“Ali,

From the thiekets a lithe figure leaped, and two dusky hands grasped the G

riars

Arabd, and pressed him back Into the grass. Bou Sanlld,ilthe Spahl, grinned down

at his captive,
are In my hands at fast ! **

“1 hav [Iound you,” he said. —you
“ Take your hands off me, jackal of the desert[*
hissed Ali, struggiing fereely.

** The hour has eoms, All

(See Chapter 11.)

1

steuggle with the Spahi, and every one
of them had bruises and scratches to
show. The savage from the Sahara had
used teeth and nails in the struggle.

“We must stop at the police-station in
Friardale,” ssid Harry. “The sooner
the police get after that villain, the
better."”

“Yes, rather.”

“The rotherfulness is terrific!” said
Hurree Singh.

Tho Famous Five walked with Ali,
but he did not glance at them, and did
not speak. They walked on in silence,
send once, as they came out imto the
Friardale road, Wharton cavght a
glimpse of a dark, savage face that
looked ont of a thicket. ¢ Spabi was
following them.

But nothing more was seen of him
when they drew ncar the village.

Wharton stopped at the police-station
to give information of what had hap-
pened, and then the juniors hurried on
to Greyfriars.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Vanished !

AJOR CHERRY arrived at
M Greytriars School the following
ay.

Greririars was in a buzz over
the happening on the eliffs. The coming
of Al ben Yusel to Greyiriars had
"woke up” the quiet old school with a
vengeance,

Ali bon Yusef was the cynosure of
all eyes now.

The ITead bad been duly informed of
what had happened, and the revolver

handed over to him, to be passed on tc
the police,

Inspector Grimes came from Court-
field to question the juniors.

He departed with the assurance that
Bou Saoud, the Spabi, would be hunted
for and soon accounted for,

The juniors had little doubt that they
1\m:'n.lld ear of Bou Ssoud’s arrest before
ong.

He was rather too conspicuous in ap-

arance to avoid dimve?. and they
ully expected that it would be an easy
task to track him down. But by the
time Major Cherry reached Greyiriars
nothing. had been heard of Bou Sacud's
arrest.

The major was shut up with the Head
and Mr. Quelch for some time, and then
he came up to Study No. 1 to see his
son and the rest of the Co., and Ali ben
Yusef.

Ali was still maintaining a sullen
reserve towsrds his friends. Tt seemad
futile to attempt to make him under-
stand their point of view in the matter.
That life might be taken only in the
direst necessity of self-defence, was a
docirine that did not appeal to the Arab
in the leest. His enemiy had atiacked
him, and he had had the chance to kill
his enemy, and he had been prevented.
That seemed to Ali = very deep injury
indeed, which he found it h to for-

ve.

But the sullenness vanished from his
dusky face when the bronzed old major
came into the study.

Major Cherry's face was Very serious.

“T've scen the Head,” he said. “Now
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you tell me just what happened yester-
day. iy boys."

The Euuior-s told the tale together. The

major listened quictly, only mterrupting
every now and then with o curt
question.

“11c's bound to ba caught pretly soomn,
I should think, dad,” DBob Cherry wound
up.

The major looked doubtiul.

“I's not so suve of thet."” he said.

*“RBut his description will be knouwn,
and hie can't very well keep out of sight
—an Arab,"” sl Wharton, *There are
precious few Arabs knocking about in
Kent, T suppose.” :

“He is very cunning,” =aid the
major. ‘I hope to hear that he has been
taken. What he has done amounts to
attempted murder, and a prison is the
snfest place for um. And if once Bou
Saoud were put in n safe .place, Ali
would be sccure. Mustapha  ben
Mohammed would find it difficult to get
snother agent for bhis dadardly work in
this country, Bou Saoud has had a
European training. but I doubt whether
Musiapha has aoother such man at his
ordera,”

“They will not catch him.” said Al
quietly. “Bon Saoud will snap his
fingers at the police.”

“But where will he hide himself ¥ ex-
claimed Nugent. *“This isu't the derert,
you kpow.”

Ali shrugged hiz shoulders. Evidently
he felt assured that Bou Ssoud weuld
find a hiding-place somewhere,

“Tt i3 probabloe that he is no longer
in the country,” said Major Cherry. "It
has elready been learned that a foreign
yacht was in Pegg Bay yesterday, sl
that it lcft soon after 1ie affair happencd
with the Spahi, There may be no cou-
nection between the {wo—-but T think
there is. Mustapha ben Maloramed 13 a
rich sheik, and he will not spare nioney
in sceking to scizo the Eye of Abmed.
My belief 15 that Bou Saoud bas gone on
the yacht.”

“Well, if ko is gone, he's gone,” said
Nugent.

“He coming back!" said Al

The major nodded.

“ither he will come back, or he will
find agents to act for him,” he said.
“Unless e is arrested, Al will ho in
the seme danger. If they cannet pet
hold of the ammilet, it is clear they intend
to get hold of Ali instead. If the Spahi
had succecdel yestewlay, T lave ltthe
doubt that Ali wounld now he a prisoner
on the steam yacht, and that it would
he under full stezn for the African
voast.”

“Qh, my hat!” said Bob.

Al nodded quietly.

“Until more definite news is heard
about the Spahi, every care must be
faken of Al,” said the mmjor. * Al
you must not go uguin outside the gates
of the school, even with youc [riends.”

"1 being a prisoner, then,” said Ali.

“It is for your safety, my boy. The
term will end soon, and then you will
not be at Greyfrines,” suid Major
Cherey. "By that time I hope to have
made my arrangements for you."”

*“T'o hear is to obey!" said the Arab.

The wajor smiled.

“Keep to that,” he said,  *You know
[ ams working for you, Ali, and that
I have cvery hope of restoring you to
vour rightful place among your own
people, in good time. In the meantime,
you are safe here M you take care, and
your {ricnds lievo will care for you.”

* Yes, rather!” assented Wharton,

Major Cherry remained at Greyfriars
till night, and was several times on the
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telephone, but there was no news of
Bou Saoud. The major left ot last, after
once more umpreasing  upen  Ah the
necessity of caution, and upon the Co.
the need: of keeping a strict eye on the
Aral.

That evening the Tamous Five
gathered to supper in Btudy No. 1—Al
ben Yuscef not heing present.

“Where's the giddy Alir” asked Bob
Cherry, a3 he came in,

Wharton smiled rather ruefully,

“Still offended, I think.” he answered.
“le can't get over not being allowed to
blow out Bou Saoud’s brains.”

Bob chuckled.

“I suppose he's right, from
Sahare point of view,” he said.
it won't do for Greyfriars.”

“Ha, ha! Not quite,”

The Famous Five were at supper when
Ali ben Yusef came in, Perbaps the
major's visit had made a difference, or
reflection had helped the Greylriars
Arab to a betier frame of mind, The
sullen reserve was no longer in his dusky
face.

“I being sorry!"” he znnounced.

the
" Dut

“Jailo, hallo, hallo!” said Bob
Cherry cheerily. *“What's the giddy
trouble now, old bean?”

“1 feeling anger, and thinking evil of
my friends,” said the Arab simply., “We
not agreeing in opinion. 1 wishing to
kill Bou Saoud and you preventing me.”

“Oh, vou're glad now vou let him off,
I hope!” said ¥Frank Nuogent, with a
laugh.

Ali shook his head.

*“1 thinking the =ame as before,” he
said. *But knowing 1t wrong to be
angry with my friends, so I being sorry,
and I hope you for ctting it.”

“That's all right, old chap.,” said
Harry Wharton. “We can differ In
opinion and be good pals all the same.”

* You forgetting that I being angry "

“Yes, rather—all forgotten!™ said the
captain of the Remove, with a smile.
“l.ot's say no more about it.”

“(ood! That being all right,” said
AY ben Yusef.

And the clouds rolled by in Study
No. 1, and Ali resumed his old feiendly
footing with the Co., though it was cleur
that he still did not understand, or did
not want to understand, their repug-
nance to dealing with a dangerous enciny
in_the Sahara manper.

During the next few days the juniors
were eager to hear news of Boa Saoud.
But there was no news.

The Spahi scemed to have vanished

as completely as if the carth had opencd
and swallowed him up.
The juniors eame to the eonclusion
that the nlajor's surmise was well-
founded and that the yacht in legg
Ray had belonged to the Spahi, and that
he had fed on it across the seas.

They were glad to think so.

Now that the police were hunting for
him, it seemed improbable cnough te
Harry Wharton & Co. that the ruffian
would venture to return to Fngland.

But on that point Ali ben Yusel held
to his own opinion.

“He coming back!” was Ali's
remark whenever Bou Saoud was men-
tioned.

But the days passed, and passed with.
out incident. And soon the chums of
the Remove had another matter to think
about. Hazeldene was leaving before
the end of the term, and Marjorie and
Clara were going hotie with him, to
start on the holiday journev to Biskra.
The Famous Five, and some more of the
Remove, saw them off at the station, and
Marjorie and Clara waved good-bye
from the carriage-window as the tran
glided out. And no member of the Co.

dreamed of what was to happen belore
they saw Marjoric again and still less
of the strange place whaie the nesat
mecting was to be.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Turned Down !

b ORRY "
Lord Mauleverer spoke gently
but firmiy.

. His kind and casy-going lovd-
ship hated saving *“No!™ to anybody.
But Biily Bunter was a fellow to whom
onc absolutely had to say ""Nol!” at
timos,

Bunter blinked at him through his big
spectacles.

* Nothing to be sorry about, old
chap!” ho said affably. "T'm free for
the hols. as it happens. I'm turping Bob
Cherry down. 1I'in coming with you, old
fellow 1™

“Sorry—

I really couldn’t stand Cherry, yon
know,” said Bunter. "I agreed to go
with him for the holiday in a—a weak
momcent, I think I'm justified in turn-
ing him down, don't you, Mauly?”

ord Mauleverer grinned.

“Don't be in two great a hurry,
Bunter, old bean!" he said. “1f Bob
will stand you, stick to him ("

“Oh, ronl!;-'. Mauly—"

“RBlessed f I know why he should
stand you! But he's a good chap—and
energetic.  Anyhow, don’t Jose your
chance, old tulip! You sce, nobody else
ix likely to take it on.”

“But I'm  coming
Towers, Mauly!”

5 .\‘I; dear fat pippin—"

* It's settied, sm't it, Manly 1™

“Oh dear! I'mi not goin' to Maule-
™ groaned Lord

to  Mauleverer

verer Towers these hols!
Mauleverer,

“Well, I'm not particular where I go,
s0 long as I go with my old pal,” sad
Bunter  affectionately. “I'll  come,
wherever it 5, Mauly!”

“Oh gad!”

“Ia it a cruise on tho Silver Scud?”
asked Bunter eagerly.

“Oh dear, no!”

“If you're going to Norway, old man,
count we in! I'd just ke a cruise up
the fiords! Just in my line!”

Sir Jimmy Vivian camc into the study.
He cast a glance of strong disfavour at
Billy Bunter. Lord Mauleverer was
already wavering. He really was not
the feilow to hold his own against the
persistent Owl of the Remove,

“You—you see, Bunter—" he said
fecbly.,

*“ Al serene, old man—count me in!”
said Bunter brightly, “ls Vivian com-
ing. too?"

LT %4 a »

“Well, I'I stand him!" sail Bunier
generously,  * After all, he's your rela-
tive, though a bit of an outsider. I don't
mind "

“Oh ged! Dont you?” said Lord
AManleverer.

“Not at aoll, old fellow! Deon't
mench {”

Lord Mauleverer stared helplessly at
Bunter. It really seemoed to him that
his powers of remistance were not equal
1o tho task, and thst the Owl of the
Remove would be landed on him for the
summer holidays—a prospect that made

sor Mauly shudder. He turned to Sir

inmmy  Vivian, who was glaring at
Bunter.
“Jinmy, old man-——" murmured

Mauleverer.

* Yes, Mauly t”

“Po you mind if Bunter comes with
us to Switrerland this vac?”

(Continued vn page 17.)



SPECIAL ‘“NATIONALITIES”

SUPPLEMENT'!

ﬁt%é
«l Week Ending Auguat 2ard, 1924,

WAS born under the Brittish Flag,
which was waving proudly from the

I towers of Bunter Court when 1
first saw the light of day.

The Bunter fambly have always been
Brittish to the backbone. They resisted
all temptations to be born in Turky, or
Grease, or Timbuctoo, and they arranged
to be born and bred in Brittan, which 1
think was jolly patriotick of them, don't
you?

I often thank my lucky stars that 1
was born a Drittisher. And I woulda’t
swop my nationality with anybody.

Not that I would have minded being
born in Scotland, which is the Land o'
Cakes, and would therefore suit me down
to the ground. Ogilvy tells me, however,
that they are wheat-cakes, and not plum-
cakes, so that rather takes the gilt off
the jinjerbred.

I'm jolly glad I'm not a Frenchman—
Monsure de Buntair, Not that I dislike
the French, but I don’t like their way
of feeding. They never have good,
onpest, substantial meals. A little bit of
this, and a little taste of that, and a
little snack of something clse. That's
how they go on. And they eat froggs
and snales, foo! May the day be far
distant when | have to sattisfly my hunger
with poached froggs on toast, or stewed
snales and carrots!

I'm also devautly thavkful (hat I'm
not a Cerman—Ilerr von Bunter. True,
they know how to feed in Germany, but
s meal in a resterong rosts you about a
million marks; so I should always be

broke.
I don't think I should care to be an
American cittizen, either, The siaple

diet of America is chewing-gum. Thexy
claim that there is more nurrishment in
a stick of chewing-gutr than there 18 in
a beefstake. But give mo the Leefstake
every time,

Now, supposing I had been born in
India, like Hurree Singh? Well, I
admit it would be jolly nice to be the
Rajah of Bunterpore, and to have a
gilded pallis all 1o myself. Rut the dint
of the Indisn wouldn't sattisfly W, G. B,

Supplement 1.]

By Gily Bunter

They seem to live soully on curry. It's
hot stuff when it’s properly made, but
give me the good old np{)le-dump!ings
that wo get in England. Hurree Singh
is pashunately fond of bananas, and fae
devours about a duzzen a day. Well, I
don’t mind a cluster of bananaa on top
of a good square meal, but I could never
make a meal off bananas alone, like
Inky does. I could cat a duzzen et onc
sitting, and still foel an aching void.

I'm glad I wasn't born in China, like
Wun Lung. The diet of the Chinks
would drive me mad. Rice for brekker,
rice for lunch, rice for tea, rice for
dinner, and rice for supper. Groo!
I'm not so fond of rice as all that! Be-
sides, vou have to cat it with chopstix,
or with your fingers, which is a very un-
gontlemanly way of going on.

Come to think of it, there are very few
countrics where the grub is so varied
and plentiful as m England. At Mrs,
Mimble's rou can buy anything, from a
lollipop to-a lobster sallad. The traggedy
of it is, I nearly always stony-broke.

Perhaps, after all, it would have been
better for mo to have heen born in
Klondyke, where all the gold comes
from. Then 1 could have brought cll
oy noggets over to England and become
nateralised. Why didn’t I think of that
before?

On the whale, T';m joily proud to be a
Brittisher, bekawse the Brittish boy—
with & few eggseptions like Harry Whar-
ton and Bob Cherry—is a good-looking
fellow,

I'm sure I shouldn't look at all hansom
with a copper-cullered complexion, or
with a pigtail, or with a pair of horn-
rimmed spectacles like the Americans
wear, If they were {o have a ballot to
deside who was the best-looking fellow
at Greyiviars I should top the pele. 1
suggested the idea of a ballet to Win-
gate of the Sixth. but he wouldn't hear
of it, simply bekawse he knew tbat I
should walk off with the onners.

Yes, I'm Brittish to the core. And
what's more, I'm jolly proud of my
birthright.

!
|
|
|
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i EDITORIAL!

! By Harry Wharton.

I
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BEYFRIARS i3 n cosmopolitan sort
of place. That s to say, it
huerbours fellows of many nationali-
Lies.

There are plenty of English subjects, of
course. They are in the majority, But
Scotland and Ireland und Wales, and several
Colonies and foreign countries, are repre
sented.

In the Remove Form alone there are now
twelve fellows, at least, who are not strictly
English, We have Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh, the dusky opabob from India’s corsl
strand. Then there is Wan Lung, the
Chinese junior; Fisher T. Fizh, who hails
from the great * Yew.nited States ' Napo-
lean Dugpont, the French junior; Morgan of
Wales: Ogilvy of Beotlund: Micky Deamond
of the Fmersld Iste; Tom Brown from New
Zealand:; Sampson Quincy Ifley Fleld—
“8quill “—from Auvstralia; Piet Delarey of
South Afcica; Ali ben Yuse! from Northern
Africa; and Monty Newiand, who is of the
race ol lIsrael,

On Wednesday last we had a very novel
ericket match—England versus The Reat;
and the ‘latter eleven consisted of the
juniors [ have just mentioned, with the ex-
ception of Ali ben Yusef. They pnt op a
very good show, s you will see (rom Ver-
non-Smith's deseription of the mateh on
another page.

Cads of the Skinner type are Ineclined
to sneer ut the preseuce In our midst of so
wmany ~outsiders,” 1 heard Skioner holding
forth: Ia the junior Common-room just now.
“What's Greylriars coming 07" he growled.
“We've got a Chink, and a mieger, and a
Jew, and a hot-headed Irishman. Tt isn't
right that oll thiese aliens should be sliowed
to rud shoulders with the sans of geatlemen
—like me! We sball be baving 3 Zulu at
(lreyfriard next, or & Red Indian. or a
Fiji lslander! T've a jolly good mind to
write and ark my pater to take me away
from this hole!™

An outburst of this =sort shows Skioner
in his tree coloura. Every one of tie
~aliens * he refers to so wlightingly is more
of a gentleman than Harold Skinuer. Even
Waun Lung, with ail his Oricntal famdts and
tailings. is a far better fellow thaa the
cad nof the Remove. As for the *hot-headed
Irishman "—well, Micky Desmond hus in him
the stull nf = real man, which is more than
one can say for Skinpec!

P

$

Ry a curlouz oversight, we have never yet
had n epecia! number dealing with the
foreigners and Coloniuls ol Greyfriara. Tlis
omizsion in being made good st once.
have asked Hurree Singh, Wua Luog & Cn.
Lo write specinl contributions for this issuoe,
aud they huve oblized. Their Enclish leaves
a goud dend 1o be desired, bul their vontrihu-
tions are distinctly umosing, and that is the
main thing!

HARRY WHARTON.

Tne MacxeT LiBrary.—No. 883,



WUN LUNG:
Me tinkee that Greyfriars School is

likee your KEnghsh climate—too dull!
There 13 no lifee; no larkee; no hankee-
pankec. And the pupils—they are velly
muchee tog gentle with each other. 1In
my native countree, if one fellow is in-
sulted by another, ke get a chopper and
cuttee offce hesdee! At Greyiriars, he
merely punchee on  nosee—a  velly
different ting! Me tinkee English boys
at Greyfriars muchee too softy-softy.

HURREE RSINGH:

Aly affection for the esteemed and
Judicrous school in which 1 am hbuing
trainfully educated, iz terrifiec! In _the
words of the songfulness, T am in love
with

“Rach stone and cach siickfulness,
Every cobble and brickfulness,”

in this quaint little old-fashioned echool.
1 feel proudfully honoured fo be a
menmber of this noble and illustrious scat
of learning. I love the worthy und
venerable Doctor Locke, and the Queleh
Sahib, and the Prout Sahib, and all the
other Sahibs. Evea when they bmpart-
fully administer the lekfulness, I still
love them, for I know that they are being
eruel to be kind, 1 love also my worthy
Form-follows, especially Bob Cherry, who
is the chummiest chom I conld chum-
fully chum with. There are some fellows
who resent my presence at Greylriars,
saving that I 2 a woolly-headed nigger.
This, of course, makes me ‘“‘lose m

wool,” and the lickfulness of the cadful-
ness is tesrific! On the whole, I think
very highly of Greyfriars. Long may it
flourishiully prosper, and may its shadow
never grow lessfully dimiuished!

FISHER T. FISH:

Groylriare? Aw, shucks! T guess it's
Lhe sleepiest little holein this sleepy little
island, It fair gets my mad up, to have
to carry on in the same slow, stodgy way,
day after day. I sarter caleulate that if
@ t{o en Noo- Yorkers came here as puptls,
they'd wake lhln§s up—some! Bat a
gny ean’t do much on his own. What
Greyfrinrs wants is to be turned upside.
down and inside-out, and shaken into
some sort of activity. At present. it's

about three hundred vears behind the
times. Why, they don't even play base:
ball! They stick fo their silly old

ericket, which was played ages aod ages
age, when the world was young !

TOM BROWN:

Nothing much the matter with Grey-
friars, in my humble opinion.  When 1
first cawe here I was a wee bit doubtful
as to what sort of reception I should get.
I needn’t have worried on that score,
Colonials are always sure of a cheery
weleome at Greyfnars: and Sguff amd
Delarey will bear me out.  The only

Tue Macrer Lisrary.—No. 863,

8y Scholars Who
Aal from Orer Countries.

fault T have to find with the school is
that the grand old gawmoe of “ Rugger ”
gets very little support here.  Person:
ally, I think it a far inore exciting game
than “ Boccer.”  DBut torha;ﬁ. s I'm
atient, they'll let me skipper a Rugby
“ifteen this coming winter!

MICKY DESMOXND:

Faith, an' Greyfriars is a peach of &
rlaﬂ:, entirely! It's a home away from
wome, bedad, an’ the spalpeens who run
it down, an' call it a prison or a re-
formatory, deserve a jolly good umpin’ !

DAVID MORGAN:

Greyfrinrs, look you, is a mighty fine
place—almost as good as sowme of the
schools in my native Wales. But I agree
with Tom Brown thut the Rugby game
ought to be enconraged more. We could

et quite u uwseful " Fifteen ™ from the
lemave.

S. Q. I FIELD:

I've nothing but praise for Greviriars,
A fellow whe belitties his own school
isn’t worth a rap. Of course, Greyfriars
isn't perfect.  No places are, excepting
Utopra and Paradise, But 1 prefer it
to any other public school in the Jand;
and [ frankly confess we haven't a school
in Australia to cqual it.

ALI BEN YUSEF:

Not long enongh have I at Greyirviars
been to express [ull opinion, but restful
change it is after my boundiess deserts.
1 have alrcady Billy Dunter sized up,

and his expected postal-orders would
appear to be countless us the desert
samls,

MONTAGUE NEWLAND:

I have nothing but praise to say about
good ol Greyiriars, and shall be sorry
when the time comes for me to leave its
ancient walls.  The fellows, with very
few exceptions, are A 1. T must confoess
that when 1 first entered Greyfriavs |
hial doubts as 1o how my future school
fellows wounld veceive me, but 1 soon
found that myv Jewish origin was not e
savere handicap to live under.

NAPOLEON DUPONT:

Although T am many miles away from
ze Freneh school tn whiclt 1 Arsl started
my education, I wonld not willingly go
bark fo it La Belle Frapee s ze
country of ze world, but I must confoss
that Greyfriars is ze prewier school, Vive
Lreviciarvs?

rBUY THE
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OUR
ALIENS!

By
HAROLD SKINNER.
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NEKY—{rom Iudis’s coral strand,
Delarey—from Afnic’s sunny loun-

tains;
Soon will be alded 10 the Land
A youth from Cicenland’'s ey

nrountains !

Among the many aliens heve

We have a pigtailed youth fromiChina;
And one Ali, who is, 1 [fear,

An Arab kid from Asia Minor!

A new boy shortly will arvive
By acroplane from Honolulu;
And then, ns sure as I'm alive,
They'll send slong o savage Zulu!

20on we shall have a sailow Swede,
And possibly a pig-faced Prussian:

A swarthy Turk we're sure to need,
And what about & Greck and Russiant

Brown comes feom somewhere off the
map,
And Squiff, I think,
Syduey;
Soon we shall have a dusky Jap,
A Pole, and others of their kiduey,

was born ab

Thero's Desmond, [remn the Finerald Tsle
(1 think his home is sowe wiles inland).
I rather fancy we shall sunie
When Freddie Ireeze arrives
Finland,

from

There's not a single fellow here

Who hails from good old Piccadilly;
I also think it’s rather queer

Fhere's no one from ibe Isies of Scilly.

Alas! T mow moust end my rhyme,
Just when i feeling gay and skittish ;
11 things go on like this, m tme
At Greyfriars there will be no LEnglish!

Why He Was Bashiul!

It was in the height of the <eason, and
the boyvs were plashing and splash-
ing gleefully in the water. Ope small
vouth ouly remained on the shore, wist-
fully watching his companions disport
themselves.

Tears and knuckles were in his eves.

An intere-ted stranger approached.

“Why are you crying, little boy ¥ he
quericed.

* I—want—to—go—in !" the
yauth,

“Then why don’t you ! inquired the
strangoer.

“*Cos 1'm afeared—1'd got—a spank- -

ing when I go home!”

sobbed

“Bat,” pointed out the inquisitor,
“gren’t the other boys reking a
spanking ¥

T'he youth Lurst out into fresh sobs.
“Yoves ! he gasped. “But my dad’s
a pprofessional erick-¢ricketer, an’ he's
got spikes in his boots !
(Supplement ii.
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The New Zealand junior is
always getting brain-waves, and he
never had a more brainy brain-

wave than when he suggested that a
cricket team of English juniors should
play agamst o feam composed of
forcigmers, Colonials, ote.

Taom Brown threw down the gauntlet
to Harry Wharton, who accepted the
challenge on the spot,

Wharton had no difficalty in selecting
u strong English Tleven {rom the Re-
move.  Tont Brown, wha ckippered
“The Rest,” found the tazk ¢f selection
more difficult.

There was o deal of excitement ot
Greyfriars when the following announce-
ment appeared on the notice-board,

“NOTICE!
A GREAT CRICKET MATCIL,

ENGLAND versus TIIE REST,
will be pluyed on Little Side on Wednes-
day afternoon, commencing et two
o'clock, There will be no Cup, Shield,
or other trophy; but the losers will
entertain the winners to a First-rate
Feed at the Tuckshop,

ENGLAND. — H. Whartea (eapt.),
F. Nugent, M. Linley, H, Vernon-Smith,
J. Ball, P. Todd, G. Bulstrode, R.
Cherry, T. Redwing, R. Penfold, and
R. Russell.

THE REST.—Tom Drown {eapt.),
8. Q. L Field, R. D. Ogilex, 1. Morgan,
M. Desmiond, M. Newland, P, Delarey,
Hurree Singh, N, Dupont, ¥. T. Fish,
and Wun Lung.

Billy Bunter tried hard to get a place
in the English teaw, but he was unlucky.
Harry \Wharton told him to run away
und pick flowers,  Dunter then ap-
proached Tom Brown, with a view to
playing for The Rest.

*But you're English ' protested Tom
Brown.

“Not et all, old chap,” said Bunier.
“1 was beten in New Zealand, within a
stone's throw of your shack.”

Tom Yrown glared.

“1f you dave to suggest that you're a
fellow-countrymun  of  mine——" ke
Legan,

Bunter hastily changed his tacties,

“I—=I'm a Sentsman!™ he declared.
“1 was born in Parts. That's the capital
of Scotlaml, 't it? My real name is
Jaock MacBunter”

Tem Brown grinned, hut was not im-
prossodd. Whoereupen Billy Bunter tried
to make oul that he had been born in
Tveland, and that hizs pame was Patrick
(’Bunter. This story having Leen dis-
counted, he claimed to be an Indian
rajeh. Then he =aid he was an American
citizen—Hiram K. Buanter.

IT was Tom DBrown's idea,

st

“It's no good, Banter,” said Tom
Brown, “1 know jolly well yvou've
Engliski. There's nothing doing.”

Supplement i)

Dilly Bunter was in the same position
as the gentieman in the Gilbert and
Sullivan opera,

“Far he might have been a Russian,
Turk, or Freuch, or Prussian,
Or perhaps I-taban.
But in spite of all temptations
Ta belong to other nations,
e remained au Englishman "

And the English team had no use for
their plump fellow-countryman.

Even the posts of umpire and scorer
were denied Bunter, If he had been
allowed to umpire there would bhave
been no end of chaos and confusion.
Fellows who were clean bowled would
have been given “mnot out,” and a
fellow who made a boundary hit would
be sent back to the pavilion. As for
scoring—well, Bunfer's knowledge of
arithmetie, unlike Sam Weller's kuow-
ledge of London, was peither extensive
notr peculiat.

So Williawr George Bunter took a back
seal when Wednesday afterncon came,

Harry Wharton won the toss, and
England batted first, It was a perfect
wicket from a batsman’s point of view;
it was & perfect beast of a wicket from
a bowler's standpoint,

Wharton went p first with Bob
Cheriy, and they found it harder to
make runs than they had expected,

Hurree Singh a|:mds Tera Brown shaved
the bowling, and they kept a fanltless
length. Try as they would, the batsmen
could not get the ball away., The field-
ing was brilliant. There wers only two
“duds” on the fielding side—Fisher T,
0000000000800 0000PBPIBERIRRL
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Fish and Wun Lung—and they had been
stationed in the “country,” where tha
ball never came.

Runs came ever so slowly, and the
crowd in front of the pavilion grew
restive and a trifle sarcastic,

“Buck up, England !

“ Keep th ol flag fiying

“ Forgotten how to hit, Wharton?”

The captain of the Remove promptly
opened his shoulders and drove Hurree
Singh’s next ball to the boundary. 1In
trying to repeat the performance he was
out to a marvellous eateh by Morgan at
mid-on, .

Then came a *procession.” Frank
Nugent came in, and put his leg in front
of a straight one. Frank returned to the
pavilion breathing fire and fury at the
“Lbhow,” rule.  Johnny Bull took his
place, and was clean bowled ; and Pater
Todd, who meant to make fifty, knocked
down his own wicket in playing back to
a " scorcher.”

It would have been all up with Eng-
land had not Mark Linley come to the
rescne.  The Lancashire Jad joined Bob
Cherry nt the wickets, and “there wag
some lively hitting. The score, which
had been indeed u sorry figure, began
to put on fesh, and 50 runs were on the
board before Bol Cherry was caught at
the wicket.

Dulstrode went in and Jaid on the
willow good and hard.  “The “'tail ?
wagged to good purpose, and England’s
total  reached cxactly a  greab
achievement after such’ a wretched start.

“Now, if we can only skittle those
beggars out——" began Harry Wharton.

“Don't worry, cld top,” said Bob
Cherry.  “1f we can only shilt Tom
Brown and 8quiff, we shall have a walk-
over {”

But Tom Brown and Squiff, the open.
ing pair, flutly refused to be shifted,
They "batted as if they were there for
the day. They realised that 1t would be
a big feather in their eap if they eonld
defeat the English side, and they played
fine, foreing cricket.

Forty runs were on the bLoard before
the parr were separated, Harry Wharton
shattering Squifi's wicket with a light-
ning-iike delivery.

Saquiff trotted hack to the pavilion
gquite cheerfully, Ile had made 24,

After this the game veered round in
favour of England,

Hurree Singh, who was & better
bowler than a bat, cut lis {irst ball
straight into the hands of point.

“““hu catchiulness is terrifie I”

T

mur-
mured Inky. “1 must retrace my
esteermed  and  ludicrous  steps to  the

pavilion,”

But Inky wasn't the only fellow to
make a “duck.” Tle was in good com-
pany. DOuilvy and Morgan lost their

(Continued on next page.}
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ENGLAND ». THE REST!

{Continued from previous page.)

wickets without scoring, und Piet
Delarey was unfortunale to be run out
just as he was getting set.

The Rest were in a bad way now,
But Tom Rrown was still batting., and
Micky Desmond came in und gave him
excelicat support. Detween them they
took the score to 90. And then the Irish
junior waa bowled off his pads.

Eleven runs wanted to win, and lour
more wickets to fall. Properly speaking,
there wers ouly two more wickets to
fall, for no runs were expected of Fisher
T, Fish and Wun Lung, who were
merely being plaved to make up the
eleven.

The English bowlers settled down to

their tesk with grim determination.
They captured Monty Newland's wicket,
and then Napoleon Dupuot’s, without
any nddition to the score. And now
there were only two “rabbits” to come
m.
“Xcep your end up, Fishy, for good-
ness’ sake!" urged Tom Brown, when
the Awmerican junior eame strutting on
to the pitch. y

“] guess you can count on me !” said
Fish confidently. Within a minute he
was ruefully surveying his middle stump,
which was performing revolutions.

There was o roar of laughter from the
English Geldsmen, and s snort of disgust
from Tom Drown.

Little Wun Lung, the last nan m,
came dancing across the turf, balancing
his bat on his chin. He scemed to have
no sense of the tremendous responsibility
which rested upon him, .

“No larking about, Wun Lung!” said
Tom Brown, “This is a serious business,
Weo've got to win—see?”

+Mo savyy !” said Wun Lung. ‘'Me
swipee the first ball to the boundary !”

“Don’t you iry to do anything of the
gort, you young ass! What you've got
to do is to keep your end up. Leave the
bitting to e

YWharton sent down a very fest ball,
and Wun Lung, more by accident thun
design, snicked it through the slips. The
batsmen ran 3, which gave Tom Brown
the bowling.

Eight runs wanted !

Tom Brown faced tho bowling with
the light of battle in his eyes. lie had
been batting all through the piece, and
was well set. By this time the ball
locked as big as & {ootball to him., Ile
promptly hit a four, and there was 8
whaoop of delight from Micky Desmond,
who was looking on from the pavilion.

*“Dravo, Browney! 'Faith, an' if ye
hit the next one Dike that the game's
ours!”

Tom Brown repeated the stroke. It
appeared to be the winning hit, for the
ball whizzed like » Lullet over mid-on's
head, on its way. to the boundary,

But Lob Cherry was fielding on the
boundary line, and he dashed towards
the descending sphere as if his life de-
vended on it. Would he gel to it in
{ime? That was the vital question—a
question which was answered the next
ingtant, as the ball landed “plomp” in
the safest pair of hands on ﬁe English

e.
*Caught, sir!”

“Bob’s rippiug catch has won the
mateh 1" exelainied Dick Penfold, who
could be excused for breaking into,

rhyme on such & great oreasion.

So the honours went to England, who
had beaton thewr plucky opponents hy
3 runs. And the spread that was beld
in the tuckshop that evening was a
frast of the gods!

THE END.
Tue Macser Liprary.—No, 863,
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{ COMICAL NEW BOYS!%
4 By S. Q. I. FIELD.

fh-‘-+-¢--¢-+*-—--4-+-¢-++++

WLLOWS who come to Greyinars
from abroad, and who kpow litile
or nothing of English customs,
are often guiliy of the most

comical blunders, both in speech and

action,

F

* - -

1 often recall an amusing incident
which oocurred whea Napoleon Dupont,
the French junior, first came to Grey-
friars. T was strolling down Courtfield
High Steecet with him, showing him the
shops. Dupont happened to be eating a
banazna at the time, and when we
reached a pillar-box he suddenly stopped,
and crammed the bunana-skin into the
aperture for posting letters. “ How very
thonughtful of ze Xnglish authorities,” he
said, "to provide zs receptacte for
rubtash 1  “You silly chump!” T ve-
torted. “That's not a dustbin! JIt's a
pillar-box—for posting letters!”  And
the look of dismay on the face of the
French junior was too comieal for
words !

* * 3

Talking of bananas, this pepular fruit
s the staple diet of Ilurrce Singh.
Rogularly every week s cvate of bacanas
arrtves for him from Covent (arden,
Inky has bananas for breakfast, and
bananas for lunch, and at tea-time heo
slicea there up and spreads them on his
bread-and-butter. 1 verily believe that
if ‘all the foods in the world were con-
fiscated, with the excopfion of bananas,
Inky would be gquite happy !

¥ * »

FISHER T. F1S8H, when he Grst came
to us from: the {ar side of the “ herring-
pond,” had a habit of addressing his
Form-fellows as “guys ™ and “galoots ™
and “mugwumps.” He still uses thess
expressions, but not nesrly so frequently
as formeriy. They bave been bumped
out of him! = A &

When Wun Lung first came tn Grav-
friars he horrified the authorities by
cating his food with a pair of chopsticks,
which he had brought with him from
China for thot purpose. It tock the
liitle Chinee quite a dong time to get
used to a knife and fork, and the clumsy
way in which he first handled them
evoked roars :){ lzwgrter.

My own peculiarity, when I first came
here, was to eall everybody “old chum.”
Harry Wharton & Co. dida’t seem to
mind much; but the high-and-mighty
profects resented such familiarity. When
Loder of the Sixth hailed me one day,
and I said, “Coming, old chum!” he
became quite ratty, and he knocked the
expression out of me with an ashplant |

THE GREYFRIARS HERALD,

CANDID

COMBMUNICATIONS !
By THE EDITOR.

Tn HARGLD SKINNEE, Xemove Form.

Cad and COutaider,—You are a_dizgrece
t0 the race to which you belong. You have
fately been sueering uat the fellows whom
you choose to call “aliews,” simply becauvss
they do not Lappen to be compatriots of
youra. You refer to Squiff, tie Australian,
#3 “a wild bushranger "; you slightingly
allude to Hurree Singh as - nigger ' and
you spexk of littie Won Long ae “a yellow-
gkinned heathen.” Allow me to inform you
that you are pob worthy to lnce the boots
of any one of the Teliows you have derided,
Bguit’ and Hurree Singh are thoronghgoing
aportsmen : and even Wun Lung, with all Lis
faults, is a far better fedtiow thun you,

The next time I hear you making cheap
sneers of this kind, 1 shall sommon a Form
meeting, and you will be sentenced to run
the gauntiet.

Yours in contempt,
HARRY WHARTON,

To GERALD LODER, Sixth Form.

Bullying Brute,—We have ofter had oces-
ston to give youw a dressing down in these
eclumnsz, and this week we live to draw
pablic sttentivn to your shiamceful treatment
ol a certain fag—hittle Hop Hi, the Chioee.
Because he accidentally smashed some of
your crockery the other day, vou forced him
face downwards over a chair. and belaboured
him unmercifully with a ccicket-stump. ~ Whea
urged to desist by a fellow Wwho chanced
to he passing, you are repurted to have
said, “Why shouldnt I tan this yellow-
akinned brat? He's only a Chlak, and
Chivks don't count.”

I would point out to you that “Chinks "
have feeliugs just as wauch as Britishers, and
a Greyfriars fellow, whatever his naticnality,
i3 entitled {0 be treated with respect and
justice,

It is just possible that the Head may see
this letter. 1 hope he does! It will opea
tis eyes to your wvallous comduct, and he
will doubtless take steps to corb your bully-
ing ways!

Scornfully yours,
HARRY WHARTON,

Te HURREE JAMSET RAM SINGH,
move Form.

My dear Toky,—T have to congratueiate
you, at the close of the cricket season. in
topping the Kemove bowlipg averuges. Yom
have been a sod in pivkle to the Remove
Eleven, and your akill with the ball has at
times been little short of uncanny. On s web
wickst you huve besn aimply unpluyuble, as
our opponents wil readdly testify!

The Remove lins éenjoyed & most Success-
ful seuson, theuks largely to yon. Your
lorm with the ball, my esteemed and worthy
chum, has Leen truly terrifie!

That you may capture muny mare wickets
in the fubure is the sincece lope ol

Your old chum,
HARRY WHARTON.

Re-

To FISHER

Form.

Dear Fishy,—It is a moaiter for wonder
that you have been very aquiet Intely, and
have inficted mo new -stunts ¥ upon your
long suering aschanlfellows, Have you really
despaired ni waking up this sleepy oid show?
Or will you break out again in = new place
Before long? 1 sorter guess and caiculate
that it's time you mode thiugs hum, you
mugwump! Yep!

Yours,
HARRY WHARTON.

{Supplement iv.

TARLETON FiSH, Remove
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(Continued from puge 12.)

“T jolly well do!” said Vivian em:
phatically. *You're not gaing to he
stuck like that, Mauly! Lcave Bunter
to me!”

“Look here, Vivian!” exclaimed
Bonter indignantly. "1 suppose Mauly
can take any fellow he likes with him?”

“ But not any fellow he doesn't like!”
grinned Sivr Jimmy, * Leave him to me,
Mauly! Here goes!”

“Oh gad!” ejzculuted Mauleverer,

Sir Junmy Vivian was a relative of
the schoolboy earl.  Fut certzinly his
inanners and customs were not so
Chesterfieldian as Mauly's. Mauly hated
to hurt Bunter's feelings by a refusal.
Vivian didn't mind his feelings in the
least—and he even procceded to the
length of hurting Bunier's fat person
in addition,

He began with a kick,

Bunter roarcd.

“You checky rotler!
again—""

Biff}

* Yarooooh 1"

“There’'s & door to this study!”
grinned Vivian,

*You kick me again, and I'll mep up
the study with you!” roared Dunter.
" Here, keep off ! Yoo;’)i"

“Ha, ha, ha!" roaved Mauleverer.

“Maguly, old man, keep him off!”
velled Bunter. “1 sax, Manly, keep that

east away—vyareoh !—lend me a hand,
old cha '

“*No fear!” said Mauly,

* Wiooooap I

Billy Bunter lelt the study. e left in
2 hurry. Sir Jimmy Vivien's boet
flushed 1 the doorway as lie weat, and a
final kick helped Bunter on lus way.

“Tharks, old mani” yawned Lord
Mauleverer. .

“Ow! Wow!”

You kick me

Billy Bunter went on his way, He
realised that he would not be going to
Switzerland that wvocation with rd

Mauleverer. Manly he might have
managed ; but Sir Jimmny Vivian was e
linn in the path.

Ti really seemed {hat lie would have
trimi be satisfied with Bob Cherry after
a

In point of fact. Bunter was a little
surprised that Dob had alloawed him to
hook on, as it were, for the holidays,
As 8 fisher of invitations, Bunter had
no equal at Greyfriars; but fow of the
Remove fellows were so delicate as Lord
Mauvleverer, Few of them worried much
about hurting Bunter's fcelings in such
matters.

Harry Wharton & Co, had made it
quite clear that he was not going to
epend the vacation at Wharton Lodge,
or st Nugent's home, or with the Puil
family. But for some rcason or other
Bob Cherry had allowed himself to fal
n victim to the wiles of the fat junior.
lob was going away for a couple of
weeks before he joined the Co. at Whar-
ton Lodge, and those two wecks Bunter
was to spend with him.

And Bunter was guite resolved, in his
awn fat mind, thet when Dob went on
:t‘) tihe Lodge, Bunter would go on with
hisn,

But Dunter was

N keeping Bob in
reserve, as it were,

Bob Cherry's people

were not rich, end Bunter did not expect
3 very magnificent time with them,
There were many fellows with whom
Bunter would have preferred to go. So
he tried the wiles in all directions, keep-
ing Dob to fall back upon if nothing else
turned up.

But Angel of the Fourth, and Ceeil
Reginald Templa had told him in lan-
guage more forceful than polite that he
Lad nothing to expect from them. Coker
of the Fifth bad cuffed him for his cheek
in merely suggesting that he would spend
a holiday witﬁ Horace Coker, Herbert
Vernon-Smith, the BRounder of Grey-
friars, had told him with painful dis.
tinctness that he was not wanted. He
had told him so several times—in fact,
every titne Bunter mooted the matter.

Nevertheless, the Owl of tha Remove
rolled along to Btudy No. 4 now, to
make a last attempt on tho Bounder, He
found Vernon-8mith and Tom Redwing
at tea in their study.

“Halle, Smithy, old men!”
Bunter, blinking in atfably.

: Ugod—hye !”l said the Dounder

About the hols, old chap——

“ Nothin® about the hols,”

“I was going to zay—"

Whiz !

A biseuit, hurled by an unerring hand,
landed on Bunter's fet little nose, He
gave a loud yelp.

ae Uw ;DU

“Pass mwe the Joaf, Redwing,” said
Swithy.

“Ha, ha! Here you aret”

Dunter backed inte the passage, rub-
bing his nase,

“VYah! Beaxt!” he roared, “I was
going to say, Smithy, rou cad, that I
wouldn't come home with you for the
holidays at any price! Yeh!”

“No need to tell e that!” grinned
the Bounder, “I know you won't, old
Iat pench?”

o -Y&h iil

Bunter gave up Study Neo. 4. The
loef was ready for him i[ he looked in
apain, and Bunter did pot want the loaf.

He rolled away dismally to Study No.
13, to spezk to Bob Cherry, He realised
that there were no other openings for a
fascinating youth, and it wes Beli Cherey
or nothing. Aithough nothing would
have induced Bunter to admit if, he was
glad at the botiom of his fat heart that
ho hed Ilob to fall back on., Often and
often  TBunter expatiated upon the
splendours of Bunter Court. DBut it was
noticeablo that he never seemed to have
any desire o spend lus holidays at that
palatia) wransion,

Bob Cherry and Hurree Singh were in
No. 13 when DBunter arrived. They
had finished tes, rather to Bunter's dis-
appointnent; but there was a bag of
cherries on the table, and Bob good-
naturedly sighed to Dunter to join in,

Buanter's fat hends were ful  of
cherries in 2 moment, and bis capaciows
ﬁlOlI‘h WAaS CrR mmcd.

"Not bad cherries, these,” he said.
“Not like we grow at Banter Conrt, in
our extensive hothouses, of course.™

“1 suppose not,” said Bob gravely.
*You see, these are real cherries.
Theose at Dunter Court, I suppose, are
trmaginary ones. So there wonldn't bo
much resemblance, would there 1

“Oh, really, you kpow——"

“Btill. sueh as they are, tuck in, old
fat man{" said Baob, laughing.

“ihe tuck-in-lulness is terrific ! mie.
mured Hureee Jatnset Ram Singh, And,
indeed, the Owl of the Remove did not
need tolling twice.

“About the hols,” said Buanter, with
his mouth full.  “I've told Mauly ¥ can't
g0 to Switzecland with him, Bob. Heo
was very keen on it, but I said I couldn't

said

et you down. It comes rather hard on
me, perhaps; but Fmi a fellow, of my
ward. I've said I'll come with you, and
I'll came.”

“Don’t worry, old bean, Let me down
if Jou like,” szid B3ob cheerily.

“In this csteemed ease tho let-down-
fulness would bs the boon and the
blessing,” suggested Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh.

“You dry up, Inky! T'm sticking {o
you, Bob, old chap, though I admit that
I was rather tempted to accept Tenple’s
invitation for the hols--Temple of the
Fourth, you know.”

“Go and acceplt it now,"”

suggested

Buntor did not scem to heur that sug-
gestion. Mo refilled his larga mouth
with cherries,

“1t's settled, then,” he said, “Will
there he a car calling for us when the
school breaks up, Cherry

“Not quite! You sce, we don’t roli in
oxpensive  rars, Jike you wealthy
fellaws,” said Bob solemnlv. “We must
managa somehow to survive the journey
by train.™

“Well, T don’t mind, Bo Jong as we
travel frst-class, of course.™

“My dear chap, travel any class you
like. I'm going third; but that's only
because thero isn’t any fourth,”

“0h, really, Cherry! If we can’t
travel decontiy, T don't really sce how 1
can comg with you et all.”

“Right-ho!" assented Bob.

“1 mean, I'm coming, old chep, and I
don’t mind travelling third,” said Bunter
hastily. “I suppose there will be some-
thing doing in the holy at your place.
You'il have something on?”

“Certainly [

“Well, what?" asked Bunter.

“ My clobher, to begin with—"

“You silly asst” howled Bunter, *I
mean, what are you going to do in the
hohudays 17

Bob smiled serenely.

“That's all right,” he said, “a ripping
time. You see, I made my arrunge-
ments while my father was still abroad.
I didn't know he would be back before
school broke np. My people are going
to stay at Scarborough, but 1'm not
going with them.”

“Well, T don’t mind wherc we g, w0
long as it’s sotuething worth while,” said
Bunter. “ Where are you going *™

“With another Greyfriars chap, after a
day at home,"

“Well, who?™

“Redwing,”

“¥h ¥

“It's all right; he's willing for me Lo
bring you with ime,” said Dol reassur.
ingly.

Dunter stared at him.,

“Redwing!” he ejaculated,  “That
scholarshi bounder — that  peverty-
siricken longshoreman!  He's got uo

money |

"Well, T don't want Lim Yo give mae
any money, f he had any,” said Dob,

“But he can’t stand you a holiday !™
roared Bunter. “He lives in & fisher-
inan’s ¢abin up st Hawkeclilf,”

“Thet's where we're going.”

“What 7" howled Bunter.

“ Roughing it, you kuew,” said Bob
cheerfully, “Swimming and fishing, and
climbing the clitfs, all day Jong, aad
cooking our own fuod, eatching the fish
befare woe Iey them, and all that.”

Bunter seemed deprived of the power
of specelr.  This was not the sort of holi-
day he anticipated. Jt dawned upon hiy
fut brain now why Dob Cherry had
allowed him to "ilook on ™ for the
holidsys. .
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“ Vou—vou henst!” he gasped, at last. |

*What's the matter?™

“Do you think I'm going to spend
weoks of the vacation in a httle fisher-
man’'s hut, in a_village that's not even
on the railway?” bawled Bunter, “Da
you think I'm going to climb dashed
cliffs, and row siﬁy old boats about, in a
place where there isn’t even a cinema?”

“Well, that's what I'm going to do,
and I like the idea,” said Dob cheerily,
~“It's what you're going te do i you
eome with me, too. You see, there will

nothing else.”

“ Beast !*

“It will do yon no end of good,” said
Bob. “Bring down your fat, you know,
After a couple of weeks roughing it
you'll feel quite a new man.”

Bunter glared at Bob Cherry with a
glare that almost eracked hix spectacles.
He shook & fat fist at Bob’s cheerful,
grinning face.

“Beast!” he roared. “You can keep
your dashed invitation, if that's what 1t
comes to. 1 wouldn't be found dead in
Redwing's rotten cabin at Hawkscliff !

" Please yoursclf, old bean!” grinned
Bob, “I had a sort of idea that you
might cry off at the finish. But it's all
right; you've only got to go to Temple
of the Fourth, and tell him you'll accept
his pressing invitation, after all.”

That did not console Bunter, some-
how.

“Or Mauvleverer,” eaid Bob. “Tell
him that after turning him down you've
decided to turn him up again”

‘' Beast 1"

The cherries were Fnished. William
George Bunter shook the dust of Study
No. 13 from his feet, and departed,
slamming the door after him with a
terrific slam,

“Ha, ha, ha!"

A roar of laughter followed Bunter
from the study.

But the Owl of the Remove did not
foel like laughing. His last resource for
the holidays had, alfter all, failed him.
Even the Dunter home, with Sammy
Bunter and Bessie Bunter thers, was
better than roughing it in & cabin in a
fishing-village. Bunter was turning Bob
Cherry down, with a very heavy down.
And once more the Owl of the Remave,
with break-up close at hand, was at a
Joose end, and the important question of
Bunter's summer holidays was still un.
sottled.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Broaking Bounds !

i A-TA, Ali, old bean!” i
I “Ma's salaamah!” said Al
waving a dusky hand.

A brake rolled away from
Greyfriars, crowded with ericketers.
Harry Wharton & Co. were going over
to Redclyfie to play the Redclyfians—
and all the Famous Five were in the
eleven, with Peter Todd, and the
Bounder, and Mark Linley, and Red-
wing, and Penfold, and Squiff. Six or
seven other fellows were in the brake
with the cricketers, and a good many
eyclists followed the vehicle, But Ali
ben Yusef had to stay behind.

The Co. felt rather regretful at Jeav-
ing Ali for a half-holiday all on his own.
The fixtore at Redclyffe called them
away, and they would have been glad to
take the Greyfriars Arab with them—
feeling that hie would have been quite
safe wiih the crowd watching the match.

Dut Major Cherry's instructions had
been explicit.

Ali was not to go a step outside the
gates of the schuol until Bou Sacud was
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accounted for; and nothing had been
heard of the Spahi during the week and
more that had elapsed.

The Head's orders, and Mr. Quelch’s, §

confirmed those of the major—and thero
was no outing for Ali. Wharton, on
reflection, realised that it was safer for
him to remain in the school. During the
match the attention of the crickelers
would be concentrated on the game, and
they would be able to give tho Arab no
vare. 'The walls of Greyfriars wera his
best protection.

The ecricketers rolled away in their
brake, and Ali ben Yusef turned back
cheernily into the quadrangle, He would
hava liked to accompary his friends, but
with cricket, so far, he had an extremely
slight acquaintance, and he was not keen
on watching a game he did not under-
stand, He went to the study for an
Arabic book, and found a shady seat
under the elms in the sunny quad, and
sat down contentedly enough.

But Ali was not contented long to sit
and read. His eyns wandered from his
book.

Lord Mauleverer joined him on the
seat under the tree,

His lordship gave the Greyfriars Arab
a kind nod.

“Readin’'?”" he asked.

“Yes," smiled Ali,

“Good gad! Hard work, what " asked
Mauly, staring at the strange Arabic
characters in the open bLook.

‘“Not to an Arab,” said Ali, laughing.
“To me it is hard work to read your
Roman characters.”

“Yaas, 1 suppose 20,” said Mauleverer,
blinking at the book. *Jolly queer al-

habet, all the same. What's that thing
ike a lizard standing on its tail?"

“Alif,” said Al “What you call
the letter A"

“And that thing like a reapin’-hook
on its back 7"

:That is Ba, or, as you ealling it,

“And that one like a wasp?”

“That is dadd.”

“Dad?” repeated Mauly.

“You calling it 1.”

“0Oh, I sece,” said Mauleverer. “(lad!
You want an intellect to grasp all that.
The jolly old Roman alphabet is enough
for me, and a little over. What's that
tm%”!ike a spider that's been trodden
on?

“That is Kha. The aspirated ‘ch,'*
said Ali, smiling.

“Thank goodness we don’f have that
in English!” yawned Ma_uif. *How
m]my letters in your giddy slphabet,
Al

“ Twenty-eight.”

“We're botter off there—wo've got
only twentyeir,” said Maaleverer.
“What's that letter like a scythe with a
blot over it "

“That also is Kba.”

“Then you've got two Khas, what?”"

“Four,” smi Ali. “The letter tak-
ing a different form at the beginning of
a word, and in the middie, and at the
end, also when unconnected.”

“Great  Christopher Columbus 1”
ejaculated  Mauleverer, in  horror.
“Jolly glad I haven't got to learn
Arabic! Why, Latin is & mild joke to it.
Makes me feel tired to look at it, you
know.”

Lord Mauleverer generally was tired,
and Ali's Arabic book seemed to make
him more so. Ho leaned his head back
on the trunk of the elm and dozed. Ali
ben Vusef strolled away, with his book
in his pocket.

He came on Billy Bunter in the gqnad-
rangle, and Buntor nailed him at once.
The poot has observed that hope springs
eternal in the human breast, and for that

reason, doubtless, Billy Bunter seomed
to think there was a famt chance of got-
ting his celebrated postal-order cashed
once more. He was explainiog o Al
that he had been disappointed about a
remittance he was expecting from a &itled
relation, when the Arab walked on, Iedv-
ing him to waste his sweetness on thoe
desert air,
“Beast ! howled Bunter,

Ali sauntered on. He dropped in on
Big Side to watch the Bixth at ericket
for a time, and then he strolled back ¢o
the School Ilouse. With all his friends
away, he was beginning to find his half-
holiday hanging rather heavily on his
hands.

He walked down to the gates at last,
and Gosling popped out of his fodge like
8 jack-in-the-box. Goxlinﬁ had received
very strick injunctions with regard to the
Groyfriars Arab,

“None of that, now!” said Gasling.

Ali looked at bim.

“Wot I says is this are,” said Gasling
emphatically. “The 'Ead sa;u as bow
you don't go out of gates, Master Ali,
and out you don't go! You ‘ear me?”

And Al sauntered back from the gates,
Gosling looking after him with a sus-
picious eye.

Ali went into Hall to tea, and after
tea he walked in the quad agaio. He
r_ms quite tired of his half-holiday by that
jme,

His friends were not likely to be back
much before dark, and there were hours
ahead of him. Ho climbed the school
wall at a spot where it was shadowed by
the elmns, and sat on top of the wall,
looking out into the white road that
wound away towards Courtfield,

School bounds were ample enough—
but any bounds, however extensive, were
irksome to the Arab, accustomed to the
untrammelled freedom 6f the spacions
desert. The desire to get out of the
school was growimng stronger and stronger
upon Ali ben Yusef,

It was not the consideration of danger
that made him hesitate to gratify his
inclination to wander. He knew that
there was danger, but he did not fear it
—he gave it hardly a thought. Neither
was it the respect due to his headmaster
and his Form master that held him—Ali
respected them as old and wise men, but
he did not acknowledge their claim to

is implicit obedience. It wes Major
Cherry’s command that restrained him.

But even that restraint grew weaker.
He longed, with a longing that othor
Groyiriars fellows would hardly have
comprehended, for free and open spaces—
he felt ike a gipsy shut up within the
walls of the house-dwellers.

The temptation was strong, and he fell
to it at last.  Poesibly he would still
have remembered the major's strict com-
mand. and restrained his longing, but as
he aat and debated the matter, Coker of
the Fifth came sirolling along. Coker
stared up at the lithe Arab porched on
the wall.

. “Here, you como down!" said Coker,
in his most dictatorial manner,

Ali stared down at hin.

“You hear me?” said Cioker. “You
young rascal, you're breaking bounds—
and you know the Head's order. Come
down!”

I‘_‘It being no business of yours,” said

1.

“1'U jolly well show you ! said Coker
warmly. According to Coker of the Filth,
most things that went on at Greyfriars
were his business, more or less; likewise,
the great Coker felt that it was his
special mission in life to keep checky
fags in good order.
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The Spahl muttered a word to his companion, who stepped out into the lanc and came back after a minute or two.
‘* Quick, then,'* hissed Bou Saoud.
fane. The schoolboy Arab was thrust rapidly Into it, and the Spahl followed him.

clear,”” he sald.

“All

All was borne out of the wood. A closed motor-car stood in the

(Yee Chapter 11.)

S0 Horace Coker reached up to grasp
Ali and yank him down, and got a grasp
on the Arab's ankle,

“You letting go?” said Ali, with a
gleam in his black eyes.

“Como down, you young ra=cal!”

Instead of coming down Ali reached
ont with his other foot, and Coker re.
ceived a clump on his head from a boot,
Coker gave a yell of wrath, and jumped
back.

“My hat !
=1'I=ril—

Ali hesitated no longer. He swung
himself over the wall and dropped on the
oufside.

“Come back !” roarcd Coker.

With a smile on his face, Al ent
scross the road, plunged over a fence,
and scudded across a meadow. A few
minutes more and he was mn the woods,
enjoying hw frecdom,

gasped Coker. * Why, 1—]

—

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
In the Enemy’'s Hands !
in the wood,

DRANCH rustled
A and Al ben Yusef started up, his
car bent to listen, ke a wild
fawn.

For two hours or more he had rambled
by woodland paths, enjoying the apen
air and the sunlight.  Then he had
thrown himself down in thick grass te
rest in the shade of overspreading trees.
He lay watching the sunlight filtering
through the green foliage, making dane-
ing patches of light on the grasses and
ferns, and as he watched 1t he dreamed
of his own country, of hotter suns and
strange trees, and wide stretches of arid
eand, boundless, illimitable, stretching
to the horizon; of Arab tents and loping
camels, and crying hyenas haunting the
starry nights. Of white-walled mosques,
and high wminarcts from which the
muezzin called tho faithful to prayer,

But from those dreame of the far-
sway land of his birth he was recalied
by the rustling.of the branch close at
hand.

Ho started up.

But even as he started thn forgotten

danger was upon lim.,  From the

thickets a lithe figure leaped, and two
dusky hands grasped the Greylriars
Arab, and pressed him back into the
grass and held him there,

Aund Bou Saoud, the Spahi, grinned
down at the Arab schoolboy.

“Enfin" he zaid in French,

Ali ben Yusef stared up at him, He
was o sturdy lad, but he was powerless
in the musculac grasp of the Spahi,

But his look was steady, and his eyes
glinted,

“1 have found you,” said the Spahi,
giinning,  “The hour haz ceme, Ali
You are in my hands at [ast.”

“Dog, and the son of a dog!™ said
Al. " Take your hands off me, jackal
of the desert. Do you dare to lay your
hands on the sheik of your tribe 7"

The Spahi laughed.

“The line of Yusef will end in vou,
Ali,” he =aid mockingly. “The namo of
Yusef will never he known again among
the sheiks, Yet Mustanha ben Moham-
med will let you live if you swear to
remain all your days in the country of
the Roumis, and hand over to my keep.
ing the Exe of Ahmed.”

* Never 1"

Bou Saoud shrugged his shoulders.

“The jewel of the sheiks is in the
keeping of the English soldier, Cherry,”
he said, “I know it. But maybe he
will restore it to ransom the life of Ali
ben Yuscf, Hein?”

Ali set his teeth,

He knew that it was futile to resist—
he was little more than an infant in the
Spahi's powerful hands. He knew, too,
that if Bou Saond did not succeed in
making him a prisoner the Spahi's knife
would reach his heart. Yet he would
not viekl withont a struggle,

He made 2 sudden effort, and almost
suceeeded in throwing the ruffian off.

But the Spain's grip was like steel.

For long minutes they stroggled, the
Arab rchoolboy striving furiously 10 free
himsclf, :

But it was in vain.

He lay. at last, exhausted, and the
sinewy knee of the Spahi was grinding
ont his chest, pinning him down, And
the swarthy face above him grinned
down mockimgly,

“ It is futile, Al,” said Boun Saond.

The Greyfriars Arab panted helplessly.

“You will never seize the Eyo of
Ahmned. That is safe from you. Dog
that you are, do you dream that you
can take me away from England—a
prisoner—to the Sahara?”

"It is easily done,” sanid the Spahi
coolly, “I bave watched long for iy
chance, and it has come. By midnight
you will be on wy yacht, Ali, and the
scas will roll between you and vour
Roumi friends, ‘They cannot help you
now. Allah must have made you mad
to thraw vourself into my hands like
thie, But I should have found o chance
at last. You are my prisoner now, Ali,
son of Yusef"

Holding the schoolboy's wrists together
in the grip of one powerful hand, the
Spahi drew a cord from his pockot with
the other, and bound Ali's wrists to-
gether, Then he bound lus ankles with
another cord, and the Ureyfriars Arab
lay helpless in the grass.

While Alt's eves gleamed up at him
in fierce, helpless animosity, tlho Spahi
rammed a gag into his month, Then
he dragged the helpless junior deeper
into the thickets,

“I leave you now, Ali,” ho said mock-
ingly. “You are safe (il I return. T
shall zee you again very soon, so I will
not say ma's salaamah.” And with a
laugh the Spahi disappeaved into the
wooxl.

Ali ben Yusef lay slone.

He was helpless. He knew that he
eould not loosen the cords with which
Bou Saoud had bound bim. Ie could
make no sound. A passer-by in the
waods could never hava discovered him
there, hidden in the thickets, And in
that deep recess of the woods, far from
the footpaths, it was wunlikely enongh
that anyone would pass.  The Spahi
knew that he was sale, or he would not
have left him.

No doubt the Arab repented of his
escapade as ho lay there helpless.  He
had disregarded the major's orders, and
this result had followed, But repentance
of his recklessness could not help him
now.

Tie Macxer LiBrARy,—No. 863,
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Bou Saoud would return soon, evi-
dently with help, to convey him away.
And thep—

His friends would not even know what
had become of him. They would search
for him, but there would be no proof,
7o hint, that he had fallen into the
Spahi's hands—no hint thaf he was a
prisoner on his way to {ar-off Africa.

The desert wonld receive him, and
swallow hitn up, 1[ Mustapha ben
Mohamumed could not gain possession of
the Eye of Ahmed, the hereditary amulet
of the sheiks of the Ziban, at least he
conld, and would, blot ont the rival race
—the line of desert sheiks of the race of
Yusef would expire in Ali ben Yusel.
A grave in the sands of the desert would
bury all his hopes. .

He writhed savagely in thbe knotied
cords. .

As he struggled, helplessiy, the Arabic
book fell from his pocket. At the sight
of it his oves gleamed. There was &
pencit in his pocket, and though his
wrists were bound together, he could
use his long, slim fingers.

He sat up in the grass, and after long
and painfnl groping he succeeded in get-
ting out the pencil.

He held it in his fingert and opened
the book. . )

With his wrista bound it was diffienit
to write, DIt it was not impossible.

Across a blank space he scrawled, in
capital letters, the words:

«BEING PRISONER. BOU SAOQUD
TAKING ME TO AFRICA”

His keen, restless eyes glanced round
him. There was no sign or-sound yet
of the Spahi’s return.

He jmi::'uml the pencil deep under the
grass roois, hiding it from sight. The
book remained. It had to be hidden
fram the Soehi's eves when he returned ;
and hidden, was it likely to mest the
eves of his friends when they searched
for him? That was a chance that he
had to take. Above all, it wes necessary
that the Spahi should not see it.

He looked round himil

Near st hand was a thick clump of
ferns. Holding the book in his fingers,
he crawled with painful efforts to the
clump, and thrust the book deep in the
cover of the ferns.

Then he crawled back to the spot
where the Spehi bad left him.

The effort had exhausted him, the
tight cords seemed to be burning into his
Yimbs. He lay breathing hard, knowing
ihat he could do no more.

Minute followed minute, and the
silence of the deep woods was siill un-
broken,

But at last there wers footfalls.

Bon Saoud came out of the frees, and
with him was another man—a rough-
looking fcllow with a brutsl face. Ali
had never scen him before. Evidently
it was some Jawless rascal whom the
Spahi had hired to aid him in his de-
signs. The two men lifted the Grey-
frisrs Arab from the grass, and carried
him away through the trees without a
word,

For ten minntes or more they pushed
their way through the wood with their
burden, and reached a narrow lane that
ran under thick, overshadowing trees.

The 3pahi mutiered a word to his
companion, who stepped out into the
lane, and came back after a minute or
two.

< All clear " he said.

“Quick, then!”

Ali was borne out of the wood. A
closed motor-car stood in the lane. The
schoolboy Arab was thrust rapidiy into
it, and the Spahi followed him.

Tae Maower Lisrarv.—No. 863.

“Lose no time!" muttered the Spahi,
as the door was closed on him.

The engine throbbed.

Brushing against the drooping
branches on either side, the car moved
away, Ali, bound, gagged, helpless, sit-
ting with the Spahi's iron hand on his
shoulder in the ear.

A [ew minutes more and the car was
racing on a long, white ecountry road,
with every throb of the engine drawing
rapidly further ang further from Grey-
friars ears.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER,
Bunier the Seout!

14 LI BEN YUSEF!™
That npame always af-
tractéd a  Jittle  attention

when it was called from the
roll; it was strange cnough in Grey-
friars’ ears.

Generally Ali ben Yusef was prompt
fo answer  Adsum 7

But now Mr. Quelch, who was taking
the roll, called the name without re-
celving an answer.,

He glanced across to the Remore with
a frown.

“Ali ben Yusef!" he repeated,

No answer.

In the cese of any other Greyiriars
fellow Alr. Quelch wonld have marked
down the name as “absent,” aud pro-
ceeded with the roll, but the case of the
Greylfriars Arab was more serious.

“Wharvion ! called out Mr. Quelch.

“Yes, sir.”

“ Al ia not here.”

“No, sir,"” answered the captain of the
Remove.

“Do you know where he is?”

“ No, sir,” answered Harry., " We've
only just got back from Redclyffe, and
1 haven't seen him yet.”

“He did not go to Redelyffe with

sou ?"
“0Oh, no, sic!”
“Very well"” said Mr. Queleh.

" Doubtless he is about the school some-
where, Wiugate, will you be kind
enough to ascertain where Al ist”

* Uertanly, sir,”

Wingate of the Sixth left Big Hall,
and Mr. Quelch proceeded with tie roll.
He had finished and dismissed the school!
when the captain of Greyfrinrs returned,
He came elone.

“Ali doesn’t seem to be in the school,
sir,” he said,

My, Quelch frowned deeply.

"“Is it possible that the boy went out
of gates, notwithstanding the Head's
strict orders I he exelaimed.

“I6 looks like it sir,” said Wingate.
“T've asked Goslinf. and he says that he
turned Ali back from the gates this
afternoon. Of course, he could have got
out another way if he wanted to.”

“The foolish boy!” exclaimed Mr,
Quelch, " This must be inquired inta at
once !

In a few minutes all Greyfriars knew
that Al: was out of bounds, and there
was excited surmise on the subject. The
affair of the Spahi was remembered, and
alt the fellows wondered whether the
enemy from Africa had anything to do
with Ali ben Yusef's absence,

As soon as Coker of the Fiith heard
of the inquiry that was going on, he
came to the l-{vad with information.

From Coker's statement, it was cer-
tein that Ali had gone out of bounds
that afternoon. Whether any mischance
had happened tc him since remained to
be discovered,

It was possible, of course, indeed pro-
hable, that he was rambling on a
countryside as yet new and strange to
him, and was simply late to return,

having lost his way, pechaps, Bui in the
circumstances the Head determined to
leave nothing to chance. He telephoned
at once to Inspector (Grimes at Court-
held.

That evening was one of excitement in
the Remove. As the evening grew
older the Remove fellows discussed
nothing but the disappearance of the
Greyfriats Arab. Bob Cherry and his
chums were deeply froubled. = At first
they hoped that Al had simply lost him-
self, and would turn up late at school.
But when bedtime came round they had
to give up that hope.

" Something’s happened to him," said
Bob Cherry gloomily. “I—I wish we'd
taken him along to Redciyffe after all.”

*Well, we couldn't,” said Harry
Wharton.  “And he was safe here, if
he'd stayed in the school.”

“He may turn up yet,”’ said Nugent
hopefullz. *“May be wandering about in
the woods ail this time.”

DBob Cherry shook his head.

“It’s worse than that,” he said. * Ali'"s
no focl—he woulda’t remain Jost all this
time. Something’s bappened. He
aiways said that that scoundrel of a
Spahi was still hanging about—"

“Let's hope for the best till we hear
the worst. anyhow,” said Johnny Bull,

The chums of the Remove went to
their dormitory that night in a troubled
and anxious mood.

They remained awake late, hoping to
hear the dormitory door onen for a fate-
comar.

But A)i did not return. and they slept
at {ast; and when the clang of the Tising-
bell awakened them in the morning, and
their glances tumed upon Ali ben
Yusef's bed, they saw that it was still
unoccopied.

“He's not comne hack,” said Nugent.

‘Then something's happened.” mut-
tered Bob. “(th, my bat! What will
the pater say?"

Harry Wharton & Co. were down early
that morning. But Mr. Quelch had no
news for them.

By that time it was clear that Ali ben
Yusef had heen prevented fromr return-
ing to the school; and it could only have
been by the hand of the foe from Africa.
It was the work of the Spahi, and there
was & terrible fear in the hearts of the
Greyfriars chums that they would never
see Ali again, alive at least,

“1 say, you fellows, this is ripping!”
exclaimed Billy Dunter, after breakfast,
coming on the Famous Five in the quad.

“What is it, you fat duffer?” growled
Bob.

“About Ali, you know—"

“What?" roared Bobh.

Bunter blinked at him through his hig
spectacles,

“Well, I call it ripping!” he said.
“TI've just heard Mr, Quelch say to Win-
gate that all the fellows who are Scouts
are fo cub classes to-day, and join in
searching for All. I'm a Scout.”
B“IIA precious Scout!” grunted Johnny

ull.

“Obh, really Bull—"

B:l}b Cherry's troubled face had bright-
ened.

“That's good, anyhow,"” he said. “I
don't think I could stick in the Form-
room, anyhow, Jolly sensible of
Quelchy.”

“Yes, rather.”

A tlirtle later the Head's order wan
officially announced. All the Greyfriars
Boy Scouts were to turn owt to search
for the missing junior. Gladly enough
the Famous Tive donned the “shorts
and shirts,” and they were the first on
the trail.

From Coker's information, it was
known where Ali had dropped from the
school wall the previous day. In the

+
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rond an the spot, the Famous Five took I
up the trail.

They searched for *“sign,” but il any
sign bad been left in the dust it had
long since been obliterated by passin
traffic. A crowd of Remove Scouts fol-
fowed Wharton's lead, and he directed
them to beat the whole vicinity hunting
for “‘sign.”

Billy Bunter was well to the fore.
Bunter knew about as much of Scouting
a3 he knew of Sanskrit: but at least he
was prepared to put on shirt and shorts
to dodge classcs. Looking as if he were
on the point of bursting out of his Scout
uniform, the Owl of the Remove joined
the Famous Five as they were search-
ing for signs in the meadows near the
road.

“T say, you fellows——" he began.

“Burz off, and don’t worry,” snapped

ob,

“I've_got a suggestion to make!"
howled Bunter.

L1 t !1!

“Oh, let him rin!™ said Nugent. *Out
of the mouths of babes and sucklings,
you know! What's the suggestion,

unter 7™

“Let's take some grub with us—"

“What 2"

“You sce, we may be a jolly long
time, and may even be late for dimner,”
eaid the fat junior, with great serious-
ness.  “Let's take some grub and make
a picnic of it. We don't want to root
about hungry, you know. That's im-
portant.”

“You silly ass ! roared Bob.

“Oh, reatly, Cherry—*

“Buzz off ¥

“I'll Tetch the tuck, you know, if you
fellows will hand me the money, and, I
B ¥ —YAroO y 1M

Billy Bunter made a hasty departure
as Johnny Bull brought his staff into
play,

“Yah! 1
now!" hn yel

" Fathead !’

Bunter's help in the scouting line was
not likely to be missed. lLeaving the
junior to their task, Billy Bunter rolled
away into the woods. He was mot keen
on picking up sign. His idea was to
find o shady spot where he could rest at
case, and devour m packet of toffee that
he had annexed from Ogilvy's study,

Bunter found a shady spot in the
depths of the wood, and rat down under
& tree. He rested his podgy bark egainst
the tree and sighed contentedly.,

“What jolly good luck!” he mur-
mured. “}l‘hin is ever so much better
than lessons! I really hope that Al will
etay missing, and we shall get another
day off to-morrow.”

And Bunter gnawed happily at toffee
till the whole packet was consumed.
Far in the distance he could hear the
Scouts calling—the Remove party were
drawing nearer to the woods.

Bunter was not an observant fellow.
He had a wonderful nose for tuck—but
for other things he-had little attention.
Training for twenty vears or so night
have turned him into 2 tenth-rate Scout:
but it was doubtful. But even Bunter
could see anything that was just under
his fat little nose—given plenty of time,

And his attention to the more pressing
and important matter of the toffec
ceasing, when the toffee wes all con-
sumed, Bunter observed that the spot
where he was ceated chowed rather
unusual signs of having been recently
disturbed.

Tho grass waa trampled and crushed,
ferns were broken down, and there were
footprints galore. Bunter sat and blinked
at the “ sign,” his fat intellect working

Iiolly weil won't help you
ed, as he deparied.

very slowly. But It worked at last.

plek up this sign, I think.”

Bob Cherry.

“* Theres been a tussie here,”” said Harry Wharton.
should think—you can see they were rolling over and over.

The Famous Five set to work.
ground inch by Inch, taking the tree as centre. Suddenly there was a shout from
** Look, you chaps ! ** he exclaimed.
drazged the Arabic volume from its bed of ferns.

*“Ne end of a serap, I
A blind man could
They scanned the

““Ali's book ! And he
{See Chapter 12.)

“My hat!” murmured Bunter. “Some.
thing or other must have happened here!
There's been & jolly scrap of some sort.
I wonder—-"

With an effort Bunter took the trouble
to get up {rom his comfortable resting-
place. For miles over the country-side
Greyfriars Scouts were hunting for
‘ sign "—and any sign of a struggle
would have drawn concentrated atten-
tion at once. Bunter was aware of that,
and it dawned upon him that by sheer
chance he had happened upon the spot
where Ali ben Yusef had been seized by
his enewmy.

He blinked round him throngh his big
spectacles, greatly elated. Then  be
rolled away in the direction of the
Seouts. He came on Harry Wharton &
Co. after a quarter of a mile; they were
rathered in an anxious group, seanning
some dubious footprints in the corner of
a meadow by the woods.

“I say, you fellows!" bawled Bunter,

Bob Cherry glared round.

“Dry up!” he roared.

i l \a <] L]

“Get out, you fat duffer! Don't
worry }*

“I've found it!" velled Bunter.

“What 17

“Found it! TIt's all right! T know

where they collaced him!” said Bunter

checrily. * You fellows ain’t much good
without my help, vou know. Come
along with me end 1'll show you the
place !

“Rot!” growled Johnny Bull.

“(as!” snapped Nugent.

“Oh, really, you feliows—"

“Iet’s go aml see, anywav,” =aid
Harry Wharton, *“We've found nothing
so far.”

“This way !’ grinned Bunter,

In a very doubtful frame of mind, the
Famous Kiva folowed Bunter through

the woods. But when they reached the
spot where Bunter had devoured the
toffice, all doubts vanished. Harry

Wharton dropped on his knees and com-
pured a footprint with a shoe of Ali's
that he had brought with him,

“Ali was here yesterday!” he said

quictly.

ar oh‘ gwd A

“What did I tell you?" grinned
‘Bunter. ‘“When it comes to scouting,
leave it to me, you know. I'm the
man."

* Rats!” growled Bob Cherry,

“There's been a tussle here,” said
Harsy Wharton. “No end of a scrap, I
should think—you can sco that they
were tolling over and over. A blind
man could pick up this sign, I think.
But we want to know which way they
went.”

The Famous Five set to work. They
scanned the ground inch by inch, taking
the tree as a centre. There was a sud-
den shout from Bob Cherry.

“Ali's book!”

He dragged the Arabic volume from
its bed of ferns,

“That's proof, if we weren't sure
already !” said Harry.

“ Look ! breathed Bob.

The book was bent open at the page
where Ali had written, The line of
straggling pencilled capital letters stared
at the Removites.

“BEING PRISONER. BOU SAQUD.
TAKING ME TO AFRICA.”

"My hat!” breathed Nugent, * Al
must have written that!” .
Harry Wharton nodded. His eyes

were gleaming. B
Tur Maoxer Lisrary.—No. 863,



23

ORDER YOUR *‘ HOLIDAY ANNUAL™ EeARLY, BOYS!

“Good old Ali!” he said. *Goodnoss
knows how he managed it, in the hands
of that scoundrel, But he's done it, and
if we don't find him, we know where he
has gone. Get on with it!”

The Famous Five resumed the bunt.

Doubtful signs led them through the
woods, Here and there they picked up
the trail by » broken twig or s trampled
fern, They came cut on the narrow
lonely lane, and there, in the dust, they
found unmistakable tracka of a motor-
car's tyres. In that narrow, sunken lane
thers wera tracks of carts and of horses
in plenty: but it was a route that was
never used [br cars, and it could only
have been with difficulty that & car had
been piloted along it. The Beouts halted,
staring at the well-marked tracks of the
tyres.

“That does it!"” said Bob Cherry. “It's
nat certain, of course; but it seems to me
pretty clear that they had a cal waiting

ere—""

“And to me,” said Wharton. “I think
we'd better get back to Greyfriars and
tell what we've found.”

And the Scouts marched back to the
school.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter, too !

AJOR CHERRY wos at Grey-
friarzs by the time Harry
Wharton & Co. returned. A
telegram from the Head had

called him there.
“Any news?” tho major exclaimed as
the tired juniors came m.

Bob Cherry explained, and showed the
Arabic book with Ali's message in it..

“Good !” said the rnairor.

“You have done well, mv boys,” said
Mr. Quelch. “I think you hava done all
that can be done. The rest is for the
police. " _

“ Bunter found the place by accident,”
said Bob Cherry.

*“Oh, really, Cherty—""

“It was fortunate. It has saved time,”
said the major. *“The police con begin
at once the search for the motor-car.”

That afterncon the Greyfriars Beouts
were at work agein, but vo further dis-
coveries were made. It was fairly clear
that the kidrapped Arab had been taken
away in the car. It was probable that
he was hundreds of miles away by that
time, if not indeed already on the high

seas.

That day and the following days Ia-
spactor Grimes, of Courtfield, was busy.
Meanwhile the major stayed at Grey-
friars, deeply anxious for news. There
was.news at last, An abandoned motor-
car had been found on a lomely road
near the coast, a hundred miles from
Greylciars, Of the chauffeur or other
occupants of the car there was no trace
—save one. In the rug on the Hoor of
the car 2 penknife had been foundl, which
was identified at Greyfriars as belonging
to Ali ben Yueef, Either by chance or
by design—most probably the latter—the
kidnapped Arab had left that clue in the

car.

“That settles it,” the major said to
Dr. Locke. “Ali is gone—he is far
across the sea by this time. Tt is my
duty to fnd him.”

And an bour later he rame to see the
Co. in Study No. 1 to tell them so. The
Lumors looked at one another. It wanted

ut a few days to break-up, and already
they had been discussing the scheme of
spending the summer holidays in search-
ing for Ali.

*“$e're coming, too, dad I™ said Bob.

"*Hear, hear!"

“Impossible ! said the major.

He shook his hesd.

* ¥You don't uuderstand the dangers of
the desert, my boys—>

" Blow the dangers, sir!” said Johnny
Bull. “We al! agreed to stand by oid
Al end ook after him, and-now hé's
aone, They've got him! It's up to us
to help him out!”

“We're keen on it, sir!” said Harry
Wharton earnestly, “It's the long vac
m a few days, and we want to help.
Some friends of ours have ne to
Biskra, in the Sahars, for a oliday.
Let us come "

“No harm in your coming as far as
Biskra, for the matter of that,” said the
major. *But Al will have to be hunted
for in the sands of the desert] far from
the French outposts.”

“Make it Biskra, then, dad,” said
Bob Cherry, with a private grin at hig
chums. If the Famous Five got as far
as the border of the desert, the question
of going {arther could be settled later.

“It is possible that you might be use-
ful,” said the major slowly and thought-
fullv. “I—I will consider it."

e major considered it, and to the
general satisfaction of the Famous Five

(Continued on puge 28.)
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Go forth with Robin Hood and his gallant band and seek ye the seerct of ——

TOM
up by the good monks and apprentioed to a

Nottingham ae the Black Wolf.

paasession—a
he:talieman be fi'ted to it

Il vlleigh’s possession. Shortly

splendidly mounted, a

i1 24 free, but in the confusion De Blois makes his escape,

INTRODUGTION.

The etory is staged over the period when Richard Lion-Heart, the Mug, war away in Palestine onm the Third Crusade.
HADLEIGH —a youlk of sixteen, who was found as a babe by the monks of Nadleigh Priory deserted in Sherwood Forest,
1 goldsmith, Simon Rye, Tom discovers in Simon e an unscrupulovs and slave-dricing master. rl
breaks away from him, determining lo seek fortune under more pacoury conditions, and throws in Ais lot with

LANTERXN—a care-frec adoenturer of diminutice stalure, but uvthal a sterling svordsmon.,

ROBIN HOOD—chicf of the band of outlaws whoxe headguarters are in the depths of Sheruwood Forest. A good friend to the poor end
needy, and a gource of continual worry (0 EARL HUGQ of CHARNDENE—an unprincipled vassal of Prince John,

PRIAR TUCK, ALAN-A-DALE, LITTLE JOHN, ete.—members of Robin Hood's band.
LON —once jester to Earl Hugo, but now the friend of Tom Hadleigh and Lantern.
if eirele of polished horn upon twhich are the wonds ** The cave betwixt—a aplit cak—follow the waler—Gold,"” whirk was found
near Tom by the good monks of Hadleigh when the former was a babe—icould reveal the whereabouls of a wondrous treasure could the olher alf of
Lon declares that the other half of the talisman iz in the possesvion of the Black Wolf. They ret out 1o seek it.
Unknown to Earl Mugo, his vassl, Guy de Blois, steals the talisman from kim, inlending to unearth the secret treaanre for himeelf. To
that end he captures Lon and puts him Lo the foriure, thereby extracting from the ex-jester the wording on the half of the lalirman tn Toem
afterwards, howerver, Robin Hood and his band storin the cartle of Guy de Rlois and raze ¥t to the ground. Lon
! He is sighted by Lantern and Tom Hadlewgh, who immediately gire ehase.
possessing the adeantage of a good start, Guy de Blois finds his pursvere

Lan

(Neie read on.)

Brought
norm lo the people of

tells Tom that the peculiar talisman in hi

Although
owdy bl surcly gaining vwpon him.,

A Stern Chase!

N we swept, the great trees tower-
O ing darkly upon either side the
road. But swiftly dawn was
flooding the eountryside with
golden light, and ere long the dimness
of those raighty trees gave way before
the clear light of day.

Through a waking village we galloped,
"midst a preat crawing of cocks, with
scared geese tumbling wildly inte the
waters of a wayside pool to aveid our
flying hoofs, 'T'was but a poor, tumbled-
down coilection of hovels, such as one
would expeet 1o find upon the lands of
De Blois the Red!

Soon cur road joined a hioad highway,
where some wide-cyed swincherd told us
of the way onr quarry had takerm.

On we gatloped. And then, a mile
farther on, we came upon a crossways.

We drew our panting steeds to & stand:
still, and sat staring down those three
roads turn in turn. *Twas mighty stony,
and no mark was left upon the ground
by his pussing.  Which way had De Blois
chosen ?

*That road upon the left can but lead
through  Sherwood doubitless  to
Nottingham.” muttered Lantern, * That
upon the right, perchance, is the road
to York. And that before us, whet if it
leads to Sheficld, which indecd lies
vonder ¥"

“Which would he choone?” I cried.
“Noitingham, York, or Sheffield

“Not the fimst,” anwnered Lantern,
" He will avoid Robin lood's demesne !
If he secks shelter frown his encnies,
Sheffield lies the nearer by many a mile

than York. Let us try the road ahead!
For catch this villain of the red beard we
must! Not only does he hold Hugo's
talisman, which we have strived alter
so long, but he knows all the secret of
where this gold is hid—and, by my
heart, Gu;’ de DBlois shall never gamn
that gold!”

1 touched the flanka ®»f my
lightly with my heels, snd the noble
beast broke straightaway into a gallop.

“ He is making rare amends for having
tm:u;}\tcd hospitality from De Blois!™” 1
laughed to Lantern as we raced side by
side. *lle is swift as a streak of silver
starlight that darts forth from a breaking
cloud! Starlight shall T eall him {”

The trees were thinning, and soon we
came to open, hilly land, thick with
young hracken. The road wound in and
out amidst the undulations of the land,
and glimpses we canght of it far ahead,
stretching like a ribbon through the
green  countryside. But of De Blois
there was no sign, and Laatern’s face
grew troubled.

"“We mischose at the crossways,” 1
said at last,

Lantern nodded.

“Ay, 1 fear so0. But see, there is some
fellow vonder. Let us a:k of him if
he has seen a horseman pass.”

"T'was some half-witted country clown
gathering fucl whom we thus questioned.
lle shook his great head stupidly. DBut
‘twas certain that had De Blois passed
that way this fellow must have known.

Lantern brought his hand down upon
his knee with a clap.

* Fools that we are!” cried he in deep

horse’

chagrin, * Stab me, but wo should have
known!  Whither would De Blois ride
if not to York? Hugo, the Black Wolf, 1s
yet thece with Prince John, Eut Hugo
returns at any time, and De Blois will
ride o him, to persuade him to return
swiftly and lead his men ‘gainst the
castle, and so entrap Robin llood and
hia band there. For De Blois, doubtless,
knows nothing of thg burning of that
evil prlel Ile will expect HRobin Iood
and the ontiaws to hold feasting and high
cevelry within its walls for days, like so
nny drunken clowns swelled with vie-
tory and loot!

*“Ay, De Blois has teken the road to
York,"” he repeated.  “I'll wager my
head upon it! And I fear we have lost
a dozen good miles to him.”

We swung our horses round, galloping
back to the crossways, And so we took
the road to York.

Our good horses bore us well. At the
first hamlet through which we passed, we
found that De Blois had imdecd passed
through, though well ahead of us.

“But "tis many a long mile to York,”
cricd Lantern gaily. * His horsc can
never bear hime thither without our com-
mg up with him.”

“We should clap eyes on him ere sun-
set,” T said.  ** Although he will travel
fast, he will never dream that we still
hang wpon s heels, and so will not
think to throw us off the track by seme

ruse.”
But at noon, it scemed, De Elois
changed horses. For our part, we were

very Ioth to do so, and since, judging

Tur MagNeT Linrary,—No. 863,
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frotn what we heard from the fellow at
the hostel, the Norman was mounted on
a horse ¢l no great merit, we decided to
follow on with Hereward and Starhight.

At sunsct we were still spme miles
bohind. Mighty weary were we boths
and our horsca also, and unless we were
to change to the poeor horses available on
the rnnﬁ. lenving our good steeds to the
care of sirangers, 'twas vastly necessary
to rest awhile. .

A meal we took at a wayside hostel,
where we fed and watered the horses.
'"Twas but the second rest we had taken
that day, but vastly refreshed we felt
when once more we hurried on our way.

We rode hard, for we were grimly
determined that our enemy sh not
escape us. The sun set, and the moon
rose. On and on down that long road
to York we rode—thundering through
lonely hamlets, where white, scared faces
peored out at us in passing, aplashing
through fooded fords, where the dark
water bubbled high, on over moonlit
downland and rugged moor, through
forests black as sin!

A wild exultation filled me. All day
a brooding stilmess had been hanging
in the atwr, but now a hot breath of wind
was sltircing, and great sable clouds were
massing o'er the moon. A storm was
gathering.

And at last'we saw our quarry. A Jong
way shead—a mere black speck upon the
long white ribbon of road that wound up
an open hillside, He vanished again
almost, at once, but we urged on our

steeds arew, and Hereward and Star
light fairly tlew through the night!

Little did we deeam then that De
Blois had scen us coming swift upon his
heels !

Over the summit of the hill, and anon
we plunged into a wood so thick and
dark that the broken moonlight scarce
could gicam through the over-arching
boughs above our heads, The hoof-beats
of our steeds echoed through the trees,
and many a scared creature of the mght
fled before us.

Lantern was riding a little to the lore,
peering eagerly ahead into the gloom.
And thon, all suddenly, he gave a shout.

The next instant he was flung headlong
aa the great piebald siallion beneath him
crashed in a stroggling heap upon the

road!
T 1 was almost upon them, and I
thought for a moment that m

horse must crash into the struggling stal-
lion and share the same fate. But I
gripped Starlight's Hanks with my knrres.i
grimly wondering il it could accomplish
that which I called for!

Lightly, ecasily, the splendid white
destrier ‘neath me rose into the air. Even

Face to Face!

HERE was no time to check Star-
light,

though Hereward was now struggling to
his feet, my horse cleared the other in a
splendid leap, and in another moment we
were safely past.

that which I ealled for.

L gripped Starlight’s flanks with my knees, grimly wondering If It could accomplish | 3

Lightly, easlly, the splendid white destrler 'neath me

rose intg the alr. Even though Hereward was now struggling to his feet, my
horse cleared the other in a splendid

leap. (See this page.)
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Swiltly I drew my horse to a stendetill
and leaped fromn his back. Lantern lay
at the roadside, Lut ax 1 ron to him he
staggered dazedly to his feet,

“Iid sec it?" he asked me in a queer
YOoice,

“What " cried L.

*Why, that rope stretched there ! said
he, with a little bitter laugh, pointing.
“ See, "tis fastened twixt those two oaks.
“I'is 30 accursed dark that 1 saw it not
till teo late. "Tis a miracle that you, too,
were not thrown !

He put his hend upon my shoulder,
leaning heavily upon me. He called to
Hereward, and the noble horse came to
hira with a jittle whinny, thrusting down
his face to his wmaster’s chest. Lantern
laughed.

** Praise heaven you are not hurt, Here-
ward !” said he.

“*But you?” I cried.

“My leg.” be said. “'Tis etrained, I
fear. "This is indeed a notch scored for
De Blais, Tom! I did not dream that he
knew we followed him.”

“But how came he by that repe?” I
cried, “ How

“He must have come upon some wood-
men—ill-fortune for usi—and paid the
villains to play this trick upen us,”
answered Lantern. “Could I but come
face to face with one of the rogues pow
—with two legs whole !—"twould indeed
go hard with the fellow !

He lowered himsel{ upon the grassy
bank, his right leg thrust out straight
before him. Drawing my sword, 1 ran
into the trecs upon both sides, but no
onc was to be seen.

“There is no one,” I told my com-
rade. “Though, in truth, upon the
earth can be seen the tracks of at Jeast
three men. But they have made them-
selves mighty scarce !”

With my sword I slashed the rope
through and through, savagely deter-
mined that whoever they were, these
men who had helped De Blois, they
should not have the satisfaction of re-
turning to a sound rope ! Then I glanced
keenly down the road.

“He cannot be far ahead, secing he
stopped to talk to these fellows.”

Lautern nodded.

“Ay, we are closc upon his heols!®
cried he. *“'The hare shall soon feel the
fangs of the hound! As for me, I can-
not follow farther, but—"

I gave a quick exclamation at thet, but
he checked me.

“Nay, Tom, 'tis true. 1 could not
stay npon a horse at that mad speed with
this acvursed leg. Hereward and Lan-
tern are out of it, lad. But 1 know that
Tom and Starlight will bear thomselves
right well in onr stead! Waste no time—
De Blois is not far ahead! ¥You will soon
outstrip the villain, and then—"

He broke off with a sigh and a laugh.

" Would that I were there to see your
meoting ! Both of you are brawn
fellows, you and De Blois, and bolg
mighty hot-blooded fighting-men! But
1 can trust that good blade of thine to
overcome him, I do believe. And so, I
say. waste no time!"

“But what of you?” I cried. *“What
of these evil rogues wha stretched that
rape? They cannot be far away—""

He laughed again, looking down at his
garments, which were indeed in sad way,
what with the night's fighting at the
[ortress of De Blois, and stains of travel,
tot.

“They would scarce attack so poor a
looking figure,” said he gaily. “And if
they should, 1 trust my sword is nimble
enough to prick such churls, for all that
my leg is. aihng! Help me upon my
horse, Tom, for I can ride alowly. You
will find me at the first hostel beyond this
point. Hereward aud 1 will amble
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thither at our leisure, whiling away the
journey, perchance, with a little music
to speed you on your way.”

1 was relieved to see, when 1 had all
but lifted him to his high saddle, that he
eat his horse well enough despite bis leg,
which I could see was paining him.

““God's speed!” he said.

1 hesitated no longer, but leaped inte
the saddle. More than ever was 1 deter-
mined that, come what might, I would
overtake Guy de Blois!

The last 1 saw of them as I swept away
into the gloom was Lantern’e great black-
and-white war-horse staring after us
with, I thought, longing in his eyes, as
he came slowly through a stream of
mo(_mlight: and upon his back his master
sitting with his head a_little upon ope
eide, his rced-pipe to his lips, starifig
after us, too, as he coaxed from that
slender pipe the wild, sweet musme that
he loved. The sound of it died away as
I vanished from their sight.

What a wondrous horse was Starlight !
The hot wind went singing past my ears
as we flew onward. Soon we broke from
the trees, and as we thundered onthrough
the brooding night, with the great storm-
clouds ringed around the moon, no one
would have thought that we had been
upon the road together since dawn,

And ore long, with a strange thrilly
for the second time that night I clapped
eyes upon De Blois the Red.

I had drawn within half a mile of him,
upon a hilly stretch of road, where tall
fir-trees stood in little clumps, ecasting
black shadows across the way, and
mighty rocks lay scattered upon either
hand,

He know that ¥ was coming, and right
desperately he strove to draw away from
me. DBut his horse had not the brave
heart of mine, and the distance "twixt us
grew less and less.

Now I had drawn so near that I could
see the glowing hatred in his eyes when
he glanced back. Iow was he bent as
his horse raced on. But ever was that
space between us diminishing, as Star-
Light came hot upon their hecls with
thunder in his hoofs.

1 cried out mockingly to my cnemy:
but he knew that he was heat. and all
suddenly he dragged rouund the head of
bis sweating steed, plunging down a
bank by the roadside, and on to the
rough grass beyond. Pulling his horse

back upon its haunches, he leapt to
earth, 1 saw him whip out his long
sword.

A few moments later I, too, had leaped
down upon the grass. ‘There was =
gleam of steel as the great broadsword
flashed from my side.

Slowly 1 went t'wards him. He
hacked before me, his [cet moving softly
in the grass, till he stood upon a great
flat stone, his back to a towering black
rock that rose high above a pine-tree
betwixt us. Past this pine I went, and
we were lace to face,

No word had passed twixt us even yet.
And then, all suddenly, De Blois
laughed harshly.

“Ts this what you seek, young golden-
headed Englishman ?” cried he. And he
held out something that dangled upon =
chain.

‘Twas Hugo's talisman—that which
De Blois had snatched from me in the
north tower at Charndenc!

“When I have svenged the victims of
your evil life, of your villainies, and
your murders—avenged, too, the poor
hunchback whom you tortured—when
your carcase lies awaiting its last dawn,
ere the carrion birds have picked your
bones cleaner than that peeled willow
wand of which Robin Hoeod warned you
—-then, perchance; I may first take that

Back 1 staggered, a hand upon my eyes,

as the very skies seemed split with crashing, thunderous sound,

"I'was even as Guy de Blols screamed that there came a sudden blinding glare.
For a fraciion of time I seemed to see my enemy all outlined with lambent fires 1

and the darkness surged in around us
(See page 26.)

talisman from you cre riding back to
Sherwood,” I told him, in a voice
mighty carcless.

Again he laughed harshly, and his
great flaming beard shook in the moon-
light. So still was the air that 1 could
hear the breath whistle up his nostrils.
His eyes were strangely a-gleam,

“'"Twill ba your bones that shall bleach
upon this lonely moor,” said he. *“But
first, just ta show you that no man shall
ever gain the knowledge that I alone
hold——"

He broke off, stooped, and placed the
precious talisman opon the stone on
which he stood.

A sharp cry broke from me as 1
divined his purpose. 1 leapt forward,
and 1 heard him laugh agsin.

The next moment he had ground to
powder ‘neath his beel that little pieco
of horn that, together with mine own,
held the key to the treasure of Sher-
wood Forest,

like & daze.

For in that moment the thought
came sweoping o’er me that never now
could we find that Sherwood gold.

With the talisman crunched to dust,

The Storm Breaks !

HAD leapt forward, 1 say; bul now
I came to a standstill in something

the secret of the words writ thereon
must remain for. ever locked within the
hearts of the three men who knew them
+—Hnugo, Gilbert de Vaux, and De Bloiy
the Red.

My eyes met his, and therc was a
gloating light therein. He saw the look
upon my face, and guessed my thoughts,
and mighty pleasant did be find them!
Somehow, as if by instinct, my hand
went to my throat, where was the other
haif of that precious talisman. 'Twas
safely there, of course; but tho move-
ment had betrayed me, and an evil
gleam came into the face of the man
before me.

“8g thy talisman is there!” ho cried
tauntingly.  'That too, shall 1 crush
'neath my heel this m?ht. And then
shall Eari Hugo never by any fortune
gain knowledge of the words writ there-
on; then shall the gold be mine without
fear of adversary, mine at leisure for tho
taking. Think on it, young wolf! I
know where the gold lies—I know, I
know !”

And as his trinmphant shout rang out
over the moor, ho camo leaping t'wards
e, his blade gleaming.

The clasli of steel rang out in ithe
gilence. 8o fierce was his onslaught that
he drove me before him till my back

Tae Mascxer Ligrany.—No. 863.
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was ’gainst the pine. Grimly we strove
together.

A strong swordsman was De Blois
Neither of us was so mighty fresh after
that hard day's chasze; but our blood was
up, and hatred makes & man fight as can
nothing else.

Ay, he pressed me very hard, his eyex
savagely al-ght But pow "twas my tara
to drive him back. On the grass we
circled, our steel ringing, 'Twas vastly
fortunate that the moonhght was stream-
ing upon us through a gap in those black
clouds!

I best down his guard, and brought
my blade swoeeping down upon his head.
But though he reeled, his steel cap saved
him, He drow blood from my forearm,
but twas only a light prick. Panting
like two dogs, we fought on, the breath
hissing ‘twixt our teeth.

My hope was to down him, =o that,
with a sword-point at his thraat, I could
force from him the knowledge he held
as to the whereabouts of the treasure of
Sherwood,

To aad fro we struggled with flashing
blades on the trampled grass. And then
at last, all suddenly, the brooding storm
that had been muttering in the angry
sky o long. broke in wild fury o'er the
moor,

A vivid streak of light showed me
the wet upon his lips, gleamed for an
instant on his shirt of mail. and was

one, The thunder erashed through the
eavens. and the two steeds who watlched
our stroggle with twitching, nervoua
ears. started in panic, vastly il at ease.

'"Twas such & storm as I can ne'er re-
call the like of. 'T'was as though the
old gods waged war across the skies,

No rain fell, but the lightring glim-
mered white with scarce a pause, and all
the while the thunder rolled amidst the
clouds, By the ecric light 1 saw the face
of De Blois the Red, as his sword camo
sweoping through the air like an aro of
flame, and ‘twas with diienlty that I
warded off the blow.

I sprang at him, but he deove me
back. He lunged at me, but I twisted
his blade aside and cut at hiz ‘thigh, I
gave a shout to see the steel bite home—
to see him stagger and cry out.

"Twas even &s he screamed that there

came a sudden blinding glare. For a
fraction of time I seemed o sea my
enemy all outlined with lambent fires.
Back I staggered, a hand npon my eyes.
and the darkness surged in around ns as
the very skies seemed split with crashing,
thunderous sound. *I'was as though the
age-old rocks rolled across the moor.

But gradunally it died away in echoes
‘midst the hills. I was trembling
strangely, and 1 found that I had let fall
my sword from a nerveless hand, I took
the quivering fingers from my eyes,

QOnce again a gleam of broken moon-
light was felling through a gap in the
stirring clouds. It showed me the
crumpled heap that bad once bheen Guy
de Blois—a horrid, shapeless heap, the
beard all singed away. He lay very #fill,
but one ghastly eycball stared unseeing
to the sky.

My sword was cheated of its prey. lor
the jndgment of Heaven had come vpon
De Blois!

1 picked up my sword az in a dream,
and turned, shuddering, away. T canght
my own scared destrier. but of the otler
horse there was no sigsn.

Starlight was trembling as we hirned
our heads t'wards the road -the iong
road that led to Sherwood.

A Daring Plan!

P AWAS some days
I leg was mended,
Lantern had ridden
time at the hostel

night De Blois died.

(Ouc host was a pleacsant, fat fellow,
whoe had made us acquainted with a
good teech who dwelt in that distriet.

By good fortune, my comrade had
money with him, and under the atten.
tions of this lecch his leg healed rapidiy.

And in a week's time we were able
to take to the road again.

We had no canse to hurry upon our
journey back to Sherwood, and mighty
leisurely did we pass slong the pleasant
lealy ways. No less than three days
passed ere we found ourselves once more
in_familiar country.

That third night we spent in a green
glade of Sherwood Torest, though as

ere Lantern’s
We spent that
upon the
to which
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vet we were a long distance from the
outlaws’ camp, for which we were
making. A fire crackled merrily be.
twixt us, and we fell asleep on the soft
grass to the sound of a Llackbird carol-
ing to the evening sky.

But we were astir early, for we hoped
to camp pex{ night within an easy march
of the outlaws.

Lantern knew the [forest wass
wondrous well, and for the most part we
avoided the reoads. Bnt t'wards sunset
we rode out from a beech glade upon a
highway. Lantern drew Hereward lo a
standstill, and turncd his head, listen-
ing.

“Hark!" zaid he.

I listened.

“"Ts a treop of horsemen upon the
road.” I muttered. “They come this
way !”

Ile nodded,

“Ay, many horsemen! 'Tis better
that you and 1 remain nunseen!”

And we trotted swiftly back amidst
the trees, Dismmounling, we waited,
secure from view, 'midst a thick clump
of hawthorn, and peered through the
leaves t'wards the road.

We had not long to wait.

Throngh the trees we saw a large
cavulcade come sweeping into view,
trotting swiftly. Mounted men-at-arms
led the way, and I gave a gasp to see
their  surcoats—erimson  surcoats—em-
blazoned with a black woll’s head!

“They are men of Hugo's brood!" I
whispered.

Lantern nodded.

“Axe!” be murmured. “'Tis Il’ugo
himself on his way back from York, I'll
warrant! We bhave travelled the road
so slow ourselves that they have over-
taken ns.  Ah, see, there goes Hugo
himseli!”

The leading men-at-arms had vanished
from our sight. Now there came inbo
view two squires, the one bearing the
device of the black wolf's head upon =

nnant. ‘These passed, and there hove
mto sight none other than Hugo of
Charndens himseif.

Tall, bLig-boned. gaunt, with lips set
ever in a snarl—ave, the same evil figure
as of oid! This was the man whose deeds
had struck icy, horrid terror into the
souls of all within his vast demesne, the
man whose heart was said to be the
blackest in all England! 'This was the
man at sight of whom even little
children would scream and run away!
Even Prince John the Evil was not so
heted as Hugo of Charndene!

His strong, sinewy neck was thrust
forward from his mailed chest, his
wolfish eves were fixed upon the gronnd
as he rode with a strange, brooding
glare. I wonderel if news had reached
him of the fate of his vassal, Guy de
Blois, and of Robin Hood's splendid
assault upon the dead ruffian’s castle.

At Hugo's side rode Gilbert de Vaux,
attended by a squire who bore his
master's device of the five white roses.
A score of spearmen brought up the rear
of the cavaicade.

Staring ont cagerly betwixt the haw-
thorn leaves, we watched the last of
them pass by. They vanished 'midst
the trees, but we heard the clatter of
their hoofs for a long time afterward.

“If only we had Robin Hood and the
outlaws here!” murmured Lantern, as
they vanished down the road. * A rere
skirmish we might then have had! And

cven now——"
off,

He broke staring  afler the
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vanished horsemen with a gueer look
upon  his nut-brown face. Then he
turned to me, looking into my face with
his head upon one sidé, his eves twink-
ling, mighty gay.

"“’Tis indeed a sad pity to let them
go their way without some slight deed
resulting from our meeting with them,
is it not ¥ said he softly.

“What plan have you in mind,
Lantern #” I laughed. “ You do not sug-
gest that we gallop alfter that cavaleade
and attack them single-handed!™

He laughed merrily.

“ Nay, nothing quite so rash as that!
All I suggest is that T—for yvou, I fear.
do not as yet know the forest ways well
enow—that I ride hard for the outlaws'
camp, and fetch hither Robin Hood and
a baed of bowmen. While you—"

“Ave, tell me my purt!" 1 cried
cagerly,

*Ah, 'tis you who get the fun, lad!
But I warn you that 'twould be & mighty
dangerous part to play—"

““That, at least, sﬁail not deter me,” 1
told him.

* Nay, I did not think that. T was but
warning you. My one fear is that you
will be too rash, for well 1 know you as
a hot-headed young five-eater! Lisien,
then, Your part would be to show your-
seif to them, and entice them after you
away from their road. Otherwise I fear
they might reach Charndene erc 1 could
return with Robin Hood.”

Iow my eyes glowed at his worda! I
laughed sloud with sheer delight at his
daring plao.

“ Rare—rare !
follow——"

“They wil follow most assurediy,
Tom. For now thal he is back from
York, will Hugo renew smost deter-
winedly his attempt to obtain know-
ledge of the words writ upon your talis-
man,  The fact that somcone unknawn
has possession of his own, will make him
all the more anxious to learn the full
clua to the whereabouts of this treasure
ers other hands are laid upon it, lle
will not lightly let you slip throngh his
fingers an he claps eyes upon you! For
c¢'en though vou did not bear the talis-
man, he would hope to make you speak
once you were in his power, even as De
Blois made the iester sveak |

I criecd. “An they

“Ile must believe this treasurd that
we both are seeking to be a vast one!”
I myitered, “to be so mighty. eager to
set his elaws upon it! For with all the
wealth of Charndene his—"

“Aye, this treasurec will prove vast,

sure cnough, when ’'tis found!” eried-

Lantern, “'Tis foolish not to destroy
your half of that talisman, Tom, Bat

know you sre set 'gainst that, and no
words will alter you.”

I shook my head.

“I have worn it since a babe: "tis the
one thing I have left of my forgotten
hie ere I was succoured by the good
monks of Hadleigh,” I said, * How can
I destroy it 1"

“Aye” said Lantern, “I knew you
were stubborn upon the point. But as
tis, Hugo has llhr_- vantage over us in
this affair, for we can only learn of the
wards writ npon the talisman De Blois
destroyed through the lips of Cilbert
de Vaux or of Farl Hugo himself! But
there, for all that, T do confess that 1
believe fortune to be upon our side! In
my heart something seems fo tell me
that we shall ontwit Hugo and gain tius
Shierwood gold, despite ali!"

He leapt lightly into the saddle.

“But what time we waste in tarry-
ing here!™ cried he. “QOur plan, then,
is agreed upon? Then follow me!”

U leapt swift upon Starlight’s back,
and in another moment I was following
close upon my comrade as he led me, at
r swift trot, through the trees.

Great beechies they were for the most
part, soaring high to the rose-tinted
clonds of eventide, so that we seldom
had to dismount for low-hanging
branchies.® Ere long we came out wpan
the road once more, at a point, Lantern
assured me, which Huogo's calvacade
tnust soon pass.

He gave some swilt directions.

“1 know that | can trust Starlight's
speed to bear you safe from capture,”
he added, “or 1 would not suggest this
dangerous plan. Be not over-rash, lad,
and all will be well. Keep them within
the disiviet I have indicated, and we shall
have but little difficutty in finding you
when Robin Hood and 1 come hither
with the bowmen.”

And with that he waved his hand, and
galloned swiftly away down the road.

I walted till Hugo himself came Into
view, Then, riding Starlight boldly
forth into the centre of the way, [
waved my cap gaily. °* Greetings,
Huge ! " 1 shouted with all the power
of my lungs. * Weleome fo Charn-
dene ! Again 1 waved my cap
mockingly, (See this page.)

I moved my white destrier t0 the side
ol the road, where he comunepced to
crop the grass. My eyes were fixed
eagerly upon the dislant bend where
soon Hugo and his mnen musi appesr,
aud my bheart Deat gquick.

“A right merry game i im atore,
Starlight, ‘less this brave plan mis-
carries,” 1 said, stroking this big -war-
horse’s long mane.

And then at last the foremost horse-
men came swinging into sight around
that dislant bend!

I was close ‘gainst the roadside,
screened {rom them by overhanging

reenery, and so they did not see me
then. I waited till Hugo himself came
into view, Then, riding Starlight boldly
forth into the centre of the way, I waved
my cap gaily,

“ Grectings, Hugo!” I shouted with
all the power of my lungs, that he might
hear me well at that distance. “Wolcome
to Charndene! 'Tis indeed high time
the Black Wolf returned to his demesne
to strike terror inta the hearis of inne-
cont folk with ecruelty and cvil deeds!?

Again I waved my cap mockingly, I
saw the look upon his face turn into a
snar! of recognition. He shonted some.
thing to the captaiu of the troop of men.
at-arms who rode before him,

I saw the forcmost horsemen driva
their spurs into the flanks of their steeds
-—SAW li,{lrgo snar! out threats or bribes
to them that I might not eseape. In a
moment the stately” movement of that
cavalcade had tarned to o fierce, mad
gallop!

L turned Starlight’s head, and touched
him with my becls, Down the forest
roact we went, sweoping like an arrow
from a bow: and on our heels came
thundering Hugo and his villains!

Lantern had given me directions
wheteby I might lead them in a great
circle round to the very spot whence we
staried. And from the very Grst mament
I knew that they could never catchi me!
" {Tom seems optimistic 1o a degree,
but there's mony g alip Lwixt cup and
lip. Read how he fares in nexi Mon-
day’s poicerful instalment of this fine,
serial. boys, and fake the precaution
of ordering your MAGNET corly.)
ThHe Macxer Lisrany, —No, 863,
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THE FOE FROM AFRICA!

{ontinued from page 22.)

fis deeision was in the afirmative. Bob
wis 1o go with bhin as far ns Biskra,
whete the lazeldenes already were, and
lits cliwme were to accompuny him, with
e consent of theig people.

The news came to Billy Bunter Like a
\ ||:l|h-l

l{lppl gt e excluimed uhen he

weard it, and lie roifed away in scarch
of Db Cherry.

“howill be topping, won't it %7 spid

s
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Suater, Y IHilton of the Fifth las been
to Algicrs on a vac. aud he says it's top-
bhole.  We'r gomg to have o topping
time, old fellow £

"“We I” repeated Dob.

" Rt'ly on e, suid Buater, and . he
rolled away, evidently much * bucked.”

Y Oh, my hat!” roid Bob.

Ile stared blankly after Bunter.

“Oh, my hat ! zaid Bob Cherry again,
wishing fcom the bottomr of his heart

that he had_not pulled Billy Bunter's leg.

on the subject of the holidays. Baut it
wag rather too late to wish that now,
Harry Wharton & Co. were booked for

Alrica—and it seeined that Bitly Bunter
was booked, too! And while the last
few days of the term ran out Billy
Bunter talked with joyous anticipation
of the glorious time he was going to
heve, and secretly bicssed the coming of
the Foe From Africa.
THE EKD,

(Don't mise next Monday's graod-eons.
plete story of Harry Wharton & Ca.,
hoys, entitled : “ Bound For Afriea!”
Stirring times are in slore for the Grey-
frinra chums, adventures thet will boid
your suterest at o logh piteh,  Orier

your MAGNET early.)

Weekly

Hallyon yrnrouma.ma
urle,fr\g pa s Mead ¥ hl’nrvnlar
the ﬂncst t:rrln ever offered

¥ suchexceptionnliyensyterms, Bum
=nil] Lo stand lrard weatr, Brilliantiy
platede  richly enamelled, ex-
quinsitely lined In two colouts,

sent packed {ree, rarriage paid on
15 DAYS' FREE TRIAL.

Fully warcanted. Prom tdtl]\en
'h[onPey refunded I g

issatinfled.
Dig bargalns In sligtly m-tory
scited monnts.  Tvres and
Accesaorics £23% below shop
}wiom. Buy drrect é: om
clory and save pounds.

“\F; seven . year-old MPAD
whlv‘n had teaversed 75,000 miles
beat 630 wp-to.date machines and
froks the world'a record by caterin li
a4 866 milas bo 255 dayrisexplained

ourartcatalogus, Write T0-1AY

contains

graphaclour latost models

MEADCYCLECO.(Wn0.)
{Dept. BT07)
Birmingham

XMAS CHOCOLATE CLUBS

Spare-time Agents wanted. Good remu-
neration. No outlay. Best makes only
supplied. Particulars Free. , . .

SAMUEL DRIVER, South Market, Hunslet Lane, Leeds

ARE YOU HAPPY

Bright and Cheerful? U is impossilde to e =0 of yon suifer from
Nervons Fears, Awkwardecss in Company. Nervons  Depression,
wlity, Sleeplessness, Lak of Will-Power, or Mind

You ean absolntely overcome all nervons tronbles
if n e the Mento-Nerve Atrengthening Teeatment., GUARAN-
TEED CERE O MONEY REFEUNDED, Send X penny stamps
immedintely for particulars, — GODFRY ELLIOTT-SMITH, LTD,,
G43, imperial Buildings, Ludgale Gircus, London, E.C.a.

OR CASH

£4-15/-
Cot a “JUNO *"—the Brilish. mad« oycle that
will nover “let you duwn,” " JUNO " cyolce
are of the vonstrachive  throughout.
Hra b nd Hubs, Bowden Bars and

akex, W ' "nbes, Duolop Bima I

s uM«i Tyrew, H
piaied, h.nn:tmmrir Tined,  Bent carrs id,
parked free, nuu.ntdcnu\-lomv ﬂmu.au'rz:z:—
vur &6 years’ repatation. Maney reliurned i
disraiisfend F‘\rr«uy Vrices mave Fon pounds
LISTS FRLEE TE NOW -(Dapt. U2),
METI!GPOI.ITAN MACHINISTS CD., Ltd,,
JGB & 248, Bishopsgate, London, )" c.2.

A WEEK)

finest
a

-

When Answering Advertisements

ot : : 2
C Pleasc Mention This Paper, *3*
NN

JOIN THE ROYAL NAVY
AND SEE THE WORLD.

THE FINEST CAREER FOR BRITISH BOYS.

Boys are now wanted for the Seaman Class (from
which selections ave made for the Wireléss Telegraphy
and Signalling Branches). Ages 15} fo 17 pears.

GOOD PAY - ~ ALL FOUND.
EXCELLENT CHANCES OF PRUMOTION.

Apply by letice ta the Department of Naval Recruiting,

55, Whitchall, London, S.H.1.
I.“SHIN SELF-CONSCIOUSNESS,
SHYNESS, TIMIDITY.
Siwple T-day Permanent MNome q‘uu i,

Ao .\u}&-t'\ll aty, abeill, cie, Woeile al o
sl get full pactaulars quite FREEB ;;_rlvau.
U.J. A

« 12, Al Saimis Road, HNSS;ON-SB.&.
MAG I c T B I GK S ] fhl;t:ul;;gﬁls’ ;en ?mr; IE;‘ ‘I:}:ﬁ raill.(:. l;l?l’i:

Yrice fid. each, 4fori/-.—T. W, Karrlson, 239, Pentonville Rd, ,London, ¥.1.

DOIWNW'T BN B ULLIEID
Specinl affer,. TWO ILLUS, SAMPLE LESSONS from
my Complele Course on JUIITSD for four penny
stamps, or & Large Illus. Portion of Course for P.0O.
3/6. Jujitsn is Lie best und slmplest science
of self-defence and attack cver ‘invented.
ad Learn to take care of yourself under ALL

circumstances. SEND NOW. (Est. 20 years.)
“YAWARA ' |Dept. AP, 10, Queenaway, Hanworth, Feltham, Middleasx

:(. ",,':, 1 aunplx lbo ﬁneuz (‘oreutrr built cyoles fro 7
V] sint DN 14 DAYS APPROVAL DAPKED IR
K | e (8
:-."”r FREE AND CARRIAGE DATD o L
Write for FREE BARGAIN
"Safisfaction or Money Refunded.
Tha World's
» Largest Cycls Denler, %
s Dept. 22, COVENTRY.

HEIGHT COUNTS

in winning euccess. Let the Girvan System increase
your ‘height, Wonderfol results, Bend PX. lor par-
ticnlars and aur £100 guarantee to !-.,nmur;r Dept,,

AM.E, 17, Stroud Ureen Road, Loodon, N. 4.
D.

YOURS for

This handaome full-sized Geat's Lever
Watchsonl upon recerpt of 8d. After
approvil send 3 /- more,the balance
may then be paid by 8 monthl
fpstalmentaol 2/-pach. Guarantee
#ears. Chain Free with every watch. Iadln’ or

il

hy

of email depoait |
LISTE NOW.

Yentriloquista®
Imltates Blrﬂ s,

Creat's Wrist Watches in stock on sams terma. Cask
SIMPSONS (BRIGHTON) Lid. (Dept, 122}
94, Queen’'s Road, Brizhiom, Sweewm.
“AGIG Tnlc“ 'hulrnllll‘l!l! Tnvisible.
ete €d. each,
AND 80 DIFFERENT atamrs X O XX ESY
st request approvals,

retorned in fubl if dissaciuSied. Send 8d, now to—
Etc. — Parcels, 2/6, 5/-..
or
. FEARING. Travancore Ilouw. l:mﬁe!ﬂ Road, Colwyn Bay. .
PAIR METAL TWEELICLRS
l LIBBURN & TOWNEE

D, London Road, Livarpool.

STOP STAMMERING I Goiyouat 4 ik 5.

HUGHES, 7, SOUTHAMPTON ROW, LONDON, W.C.1.
23-8-24



