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The prospects of an advenfurous journey to Africa for the Greyfriars Chums are more than indicated at the oulsect,
Jor Bou Saoud, the Spahi, shows up af frequent intervals during the long journey to the south. This spice of danger
added to their pleasure-trip suits the book of Harry Wharton & Co. down to the ground, and they cagerly look
forward to the time when they can come to grips wiih the rascally Bou Saoud,

THE FIRST CHAPTER.

Turned Down !

‘ij 7 OU kids——"
i Eh ?.‘i
“You kids—"

Coker,

* Fathead 1"

o A‘iﬁ .."

Coker of the Fifth seemed rather sur-
prised by his reception in Study No. 1
in the Remove.

Coker bad come in with his friendliest
stnle on, though, as a rule, he did not
waste much in the way of friendliness on
Lower Fourth tags.

Certainly, he had walked into the
study as if the place belonged to him.
But that was only Coker's way.
Judging by Coker’s rmanners and
custorns, all  Greviriars might have
belonged to him.

He addressed Harry Wharton & Co.
in quite an amicable manner. Unfor-
tunately, he addreseed them as “ kids.”

repeated

Kids they were, in Coker's lofty
estimation. But that was only one of
the many points upon which Harrey

Wharton & Co. did not agree with Coker
of the Fifth,

The Famous Five of the Remove were
deep in discossion when Coker blew in
Ther were discussing the forthcoming
holidays—now close at hand, as Grey-
friare was about to break up. Very
keenly indeed were the chums of the
Remove looking forward ta the holidays,
which were to be spent in a visit to far-
off Africa.

That holiday trip to Biskra, on the
border of the Sahara Desert, was the one
topic now in Study No. L

Coker's arrival interrapted the dis
cussion. The chums of the Remove did
not mind that very much, They were pre
parcd to be civil even to Coker of the
Fifth at the end of the term, Bat they
were not prepared to be addressed as
“Rids,” So they proceeded to tell
Horave Coker what they thought of him.

“Look here,” said Coker warmly, “1[
didn’t come here for a lot of Lower

Fourth check,

I've looked in in a
friendly way, A

You kids——'

“There he goes agamn,” grinned Bob
Cherry. “ Don’t they teach yon manners
in the Fifth Form, Coker? Don't you
know that you ought to be respectful to
your betters®"

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“ You checky fag—"

“The cheekfulness of the esteomed
Coker is also terrific,” said [Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh,

Horace Coker breathed hard and deep.
He looked disposed to elench his big fists
and rush on the five smiling juniors,
But for reasons koown only to himself,
Coker had come to Study No. 1 to be

roared Coker,

friendly. So he restrained his just
wrath,
* Look here——"" he began.

“Can't,” said Bob Cherry, shaking
lis head. “*Not unless you put on a
mask or a fire-screen or something. You
ought not to ask fellows to look at a set
of features like yours, Coker.”

Agmin Coker of the Fifth almost let
himself go.  Again, with a great cffort,
he held himself in check.

The Famous Five were wondering by
this time. ‘Yhey simply couldn’t guess
why Coker was so patient, or, indecd,
why he had paid a friendly visit {o the
study at all. Generally Coker and the
Hemovites were on warlike terms,

“Well. what is it, Coker, old man®”
asked Harry Wharton, laughing. “Get
it off your chest, Have you come here
to apologise for your chcek during the
term 2

“Nno!" roared Coker.

“If it's that,” said Frank Nugent,
“we're willing to excuse you, (eker, but
we  aball expect better manners next
term."”

“lear. hear I sail Johnny Bull,

“It's about that trip!” gasped Coker,
ved with wrath, but still trying to be
patient.

“What trip?"

“T understand —*
“You do?” ejaculated Wharton in
surprisc.

A Magnificent, New Long
Complete Story ol Harry
%1y Wharton & Co., dealing
with their adventures in the
summer vacation, told by

FRANK RICHARDS.

“Yes!"” roared Coker.

“Well, my hat! YWonders will never
cease !" said the captain of the Remove.
"* Coker understands, you fellows | Fancy
Coker understanding anything.”

Y Gammon ! said Bob ineredulously.

*1 understand,” went on Coker, un-
heeding, “that you kids are going out
to North Africa for the holidays.’

“That's so,” agreed Wharton. * No
noed for you to weorry sbout it in the
Fifth, that 1 can see.”

“I hear that you're all going with
Major Cherry——"
“That's s0.”

“Place called DBiscuit, or something
like—""

* Biskra,” said Wharton.

“You're going out to leok for that
Arab chap who was at Greyfriars this
term—Al ben Yusef—"

“We ave,” mngreed Rob,

* 1 naticed the kid when he was here,”
said Coker. “Of course, I didn't take
any special notice of him—a fag in the
Remove.  Stll, T happened fo notice
him. ™

“He would have been no end bucked
if he'd known that!” said Beb Cherry
«u'|f_>rr|n1.\'.

“It seems that be was kidnapped, or
sometiung,” went on Coker. “An Arab

man—what was his name——"

“Bou Saoud. a giddy Spahi," said
Boh,

“That's if. Tle seems to have hagged

this kid and swhizked him off into a sacht
or something, and buzzed off with him ta
his own country,” =aid Coker. *1 dare
say they're there by this time. Major
Cherry is going to find him, and yon
fags have persnaded the major to take
you along with him for the vac.”

“Yon've got it right,” assented Whar-
ton,  “Mlessed if 1 know why it should
mnterest you, Coker.”

All the Famous Five were wondering
on that point. The Kidnapping of the
Arab schoolbor had cavsed a sensation
at Greyfriars, and ali the schonl had
talked about it from the Sixth to the
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Sceond Form., Most of the Greyfriars
fellows envied the Famous Five, who
were to go with Major Cherry in the
scarch for Alt ben Yusef. But why Caker
of the Fifth should be interested specially
in the matter was a mystery to the
chums of the Remove.

Coker proceeded to make the mystery
clear.

“Well, it’s like this,™ he said. “My
opinion is that you kids ought not to go
to a dangovous country like Algeria.¥

"“QGo hon!”

“Major Checry must be rather an ass
to take you with him

“¥You cheeky chump!? Bob
warmly.

* However, that's hiz own himey,”
conceded Coker. * But to come to the
point, I'm willing to go.”

s Eh?”

““What 7"

YA fellow like me would be useful on
a job like that, and I should like it,”
said Uoker. “Of course, it's a bit infra
sig for a Fifth Form chep to join a party
of fags. I've thought a good deal about
that. But I've decided to go."

“0Oh, my hat!”

“¥You will kecp your distance, of
course, and in public yon will be careful
not to address me as Coker—you will say
Mr. Coker—*

&‘Oh !H

“And you peedn’t keep on mentioning
before people that we belong to the same
school,” added Coker,

“Oh dear!”

“If you behave yourselves, and kee
in mind that you ere only Lower Fourth
fags, we shall get on all vight,” said

said

Coker. *1 shall expect you to fetch and
::;r_v. and f0 on, and do as you are
"

* You will expeet that?" grinned Bob.

“Yes. No doubt we can arrange for
the major and myself to travel together,
with you kids in a separate carriage. A
fellow of my standing can't be seen
about with a parcel of faps. Natuorally,
you will widerstand that.”

"Oh, my hat!”

“Have I made it all clear’” asked
Coleer,

“Quite,”

“Very good! Major Cherry will be
hrve on the last day of term, | stppose

“Just 50,

“Then T shall see im.  You'd lLetter
write first, and tefll him I bave con-
seuted to join the party. See!”

“1 zee!” chuckled Bob.

“Then it's zettled,” said Coker, and he
tned to the door.

“Ha, ha, Dba!” roared the Famous

Five.

Horace Coker glanced back. The
malter was now settied, in Coker's
npinion, to Coker's satisfaction. He san

wo reasbm whatever for that outhurst of
wierriment,

“Halle! What's the cackle about?”
he demanded.

“Ha, ha, ha! You see, you're not
voming ! roared Bob Cherry.

“* What #7

“We're landed with Bunter alveady,
aml we can't undertake to look after two
sifty owls instead of one!”

“Ha. ha, ha!"

“ What " yoaved Coker.

He staved st the chums of he Re-
move. It was so great an honour and
distinciion to bave CUoker of the Filih
in the party, that a refusal on the part
of the Removites was quite unexpec el
~hy Coker. He could hardly believe hi-
cars.

“Haven't vou got it yet?" asked
Wharion, *We'te not tuking along any
INifth Form: kids—"
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“Ha, ha, hal?

“And if we did, we shouldn't pick out
the higgest idiot in the Fifth—""

*No fear!”

*IIa, ha, hat”

B“]Fot ihat, Coker?” grinned Johnny
ull.

Horace Coker had “got it ” at last.
It dawned upon hizs powerful brain that
lie, Horace James Coker, the great man
of the Fifth, was sctually tumed down
by these cheeky fags, IIe had wasted
friendliness and civilily on a set of
junigrs, and this was his reward! As
he realised it, Uoker's long-tried patience

gave wmay.

“Hallo, hallo, halle! Look oui!”
roared Bob Cherry, as Coker of the
Figlx charged back into the study like
a uil.

Harry Wharton & Co.
fect &t once.

Coker was a lieavy and hefty fellow.
llis charge almost scattered the chums
of the Remove, though there were five
of them. But they closed in again on
Coker, and grasped him on all sides.

Coker would have disdained to count
odds in dealing with fags of the Lower
Fourth., Nevertheless, the odds were
there.

Coker found himself rolling on the
study Qoor, with five juniors rolling over

were on their

im.
“OR 1" roared Coker, “Q0w!
Gerrvoofff! I'il smash you! Ow!”

“8it on his head!”

“ Whooooop!"

*(Give me the inkpot!" yelled Bob
Cherry.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Oh, my hat!" gasped Coker. “I—I
—I'll—-  Yarocoppp-gug-gug-gug——""

It was unfortunate for Coker that he
had Lis mouth wide open, roaring, when
the inkpot was up-ended over his face.

Much of the ink went over his
featores. Much went down his meck.
But  quite a cousiderable quantity
swamped inte his mouth.

' Groooooch! Oooococh! Gug-gug-gug-
gug!” spluttered Coker.

“1la. ha, ha!”?

“Roll him out!?

“Mmmmmmmmmmmm 1

Coker rolled out of the study, splol-
teving ink,  There was a shont in the
Remove passage as he came rolling out.
A dozen Rewovites had been drawn to
the spot by the din in Study No. 1,

“Tifth  Form cad!” chouted Peter
Todd, *Kick hin out!”

“Roll hisn downstairs!”

*Ha, ha, ha!”
(loker sat up, spluttering.

“Ow! Grooogh! Cuggug! I—I—
I—— Obh, my hat! TH—— Keep off!
- Oooocli! Whooop!”

Vernon-Sinith  and Redwing, Toddy
and Squiff, collared Uoker all at once,
and the Famous Five ecallared him at
the same time, and Owilvy and Russel]
vished in to get a grip, and Dolsover
major contributed a kick, and Penfold a
shove.

Scarcely knowing whether he was on
his head or bis heels, Horace Coker
went whirling to the Remove stairvase,
and went rolling down the stuies,

He landed on the next landing, and
-ai there gasping,

Y After him!” roared Bob Cherry.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Coker picked himself up and fled.
He was a fighting-man, and he never
vemnted oxbds. But even Coker vealized
that he could not hanlle alf the Remove
at once, It was miles beneath his dignity
to run before & mob of fags. Neverthe-
less, e ran.

1Ie did not stop til! he was in hiz ouwn
study in the Fifth Form passage. Ile

staggered in. slammed the door, and
locked it, rather to the surprise of Potter
and Greene, his study-mates.

“Hallo, what's this game?” asked
Polter.

Coker cank into a chair.

O 12

“Been mopping up ink with your
face ¥ asked Greene.

 Wow

For & good many minutes Coler cat
and gasped, while Potter and Greene
stared at him,

“The cheeky young cads!” gasped
Coker at last,

(IEI] f!!

“T'lIl smash ‘em "

Potter winked at Greene,

“By the way, Coker, old man, you
told ws you'd decided to join that party
for >):t{rim:n this vac. Have you fixed it
up?

“Don’t be an ass, Potter!”

“Buat you said—"

* Whatever I may have said, I'm not
likely to go on a holiday with a party
of Remove {ags. Don't be a silly ass!”

' But—*

“Bhut up!” roared Coker,

Apparently Coker of the Fifth had
decided not to join the party for Africa,
alter all,

—

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Bunter Sticks !

“ SAY, you fellows!”
I *“Oh dear!”
Harry Wharton & Clo. looked
ghim. Bob Cherry looked the
glumimest of the usually cheery quintette.

Billy Buanter blinked at them brightly
through his big spectacles. Bunter did
not share their glumness. He was quite
merey and bright.

“Oply a couple more days now, you
{ellows,”” said Bunter.

“H'm!"™

“You've fixed it up with your people
to go off immediately after break-up—
what "

“Yes,” mumbled Bob.

“Barmse here,” =said Bunter., “1've
telephoned 1o Bunter Court that I
sha'g‘lt be home for the holidays.”

' 3 "

“1've asked my pater to send me fifty
pounds i

“Eh

“Me generally stands me zomething
like that for the holidayz, vou know,”
-aid Bunter, " Of course, I shall need it
all, with a trip ta Africa in front of me.”

The chums of the Remave exchanged
unhappy glances. They were very keen
on the trip to North Africa, DBut there
was & fly in the oiutment, as it were.
The presence of Wiliiam George Bunier
was really not likely to add to ihe joyiul.
ness of the trip.

“Of course, it's noderstood that T pay
my own expenses,”’ said Bunter. “I'm
ratlter particotar abont that.”

“Oh. chuck: that I growled Johnny
Bull.

I mean it !V said Bunter Grnlv, “9f
course, g+ I shallbe Major Cherry’s guest,
1 shall allow him to.pay travelling ex-
penses, amd hotel bills, and so ou. As
Bob's guest, I shall let him stand me
anytlong in the way of theatres, enter-
tainhtente, excursions, and extra (ceds,
amt all that, Apan from these details, 1
i\l_\ﬂli, be very carcful fo foot my own
e,

U With those details left oud, it's not
lihely to be a very big one,” remarked
Nugent,

“Big or litile. Bunter won'{ pay it]”
growled Johnny Bull.

*“Oh, really, Bull—"
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“Cheese it, Bunter!”

“1 shall insist,” said Billy Bunter, with
calm dignity. T know von've got lots
of money, Bull. But I'm not having any
of it. You're not gaing to be allowed to
shove your vulgar money at me in your
pitse-proud way.”

“Wha-a-at I gasped Johnny.

“I've asked my pater for fifty pounds
for the irip,” went on Bunter, while
Johmny Bull scemed to be struggling on
the verge of an atiack of apoplexy. “Ile
will send it. of course. Fifty pounds is
Iittle enough ta him, though 1 dare say
1t seems a lot to some of you chaps, But
it's_possible, of course, that it may not
arrive in time.”

“Very possible, T think,” said
Wharton.

“The possibility is terrific!™

“In  that wunlikely event,” said

Bunter. “I may need to borrow a small
sumn to go on with. Say, ten pounds.”

“Suy what you like,” said Nugent.
“You won't get any out of me.”

" Oh, really. Nugent—"

“Loak  here, Bunter!” said Boh
Cherry slowly, *“Da—do—do vou think
you'd better come ont with us, after ali 2"

Bunter raised his eyehrows,

“Of course ! 1t's all fixed up !

“It will be jolly hot in Africa!”

“I don't expect it to be chilly, old
chap.”

" Thore
snakes —

* 1 shall be glad to get a potshot at o
lion,” =aid Bunter calmlv. “If I have
any luck, I'll bring & skin home for the
study."”

“Oh, my hat !

“ As for snakes, that’s all right, don't
be funky—-"

" What 7"

“TIl proteet you”
as»uring]y.

Bob Cherry breathed hard.

“Look here, Bunter, will yvou lei me
off 7 he exclatmed desperately, ]}
know I asked you for the holidavs.
That was belore anyvthing was thought
about this trip to Africa, I'd fixed it

are  lions  there, and

said Dunler re-

“THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

up to stav with Tom Redwing at his
cabin in Hawksellff, and I was going to
give you a high old time if you came
with us—1 mean——"

“ Pulling my leg,” said Bonter calmly,
“T know ! Well, if you'd really gone
with Redwing for the holidavs, 1 should
have turned vou down, I'm not a snoh,
1 hope. But I bar chumming with lopg-
shoremen who butt in among gentlemen
on a sneaking scholarship.”

"“You fat ass!” roared Boh,

“Oh, really, Cherry——"

“As it’s turned out, I'm not going
with Redwing,” said Bob. * Look here,
I'n going to speak plainly. [ knew
vou wouldn't come when yvou found aut
that it meant roughing it in a fisher-
man's cabin at Hawkschff, or I shouldn't
have asked you. [ was pulling your silly
leg 1"

*“He, he, he!”

“What are vou cackling at, you fat
duffer ™

i “Your httle joke, old man.
w0 .

“T'm not joking !” said Bob, breathing
hard. *““This teip to Africa has turned
up quite unexpectedly, I¢’s not & suit-
able trip for you, Bunter. You know
it isn't. You're too fat and lazy.”

“He, he, he!” chortled Bunter, ap-
parcntly determined to regard all Boh
Cherry's observations as humorous,

“ We simply couldn’t carry a passenger
like you," said Bob, half angrily and half
appealingly,

" He, he, he ™

“Will yon let me off, Runter*”

Bunter blinked at the distressed Bob.

"My dear chap, [ can't prevent you
breaking vour word if you want teo," fie
saiil.

Bob erbmsoned,

"1 vou keep mwe to it, T shall ask ma

He, he,

father's  pevinission, and  you'll come
with us,” he said gruflly, “vou know
that.”

U That's all right, old fellow. 'l

stick to von.'

“ ug—
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“It’s all right, 1 tell vou.
|'l|l'y"

* Bunter, old man—" began Harry
Wharton.

* No need for you to butt in, Whartan.
This is a matter between Boh and me.”
sard Builly Bunter calmly. “ Bob's asked
me for the holidays. U've accepted. It's
tao late now to alter arrangements. Tiob
van scarcely let me down at the last
minute hke this.  Pesides, he doesn't
want to. I know that. You fellows are
trying to influence him.”

“ You fat dummy——"

“The fact is, T feel bound to stick to
old Bob,” said Bunter. “I'm going to
see that you feliows dou’t do him down
too wmuch.™

" Oh, kick him ! growled Johnny Bull.

“Besides, I'm really the one man
necessary in this trip,” said Bunter,
“Any of vou fellows might be left owt
without being missed. T'm the man for
the job. Snpvose you get into some
fearful danger—well, I'm the chap io

Rely on

pull vou out. A fellow of iron nerve,
and as brave as a lion——"

* Oh, my hat !"

“Look here, Buntee——" said Bob,

“That's all right, old chap: it's settled.
By the wav,” said Bunter, perhaps
thinking it judicious to change the sub-
jeet, I hear that Coker of the Fifth bas
been butting in. That won't do, you
know. T couldn’t stand Coker, Make =
note of that.”

“ Coker won't be coming,” said Harry.
“ B‘{{ R | |

“That's all right, then,
thing, Bob, old chap, is this,. We don’t
want a crowd, [ suggest leaving twa ar
three of these fellows oui, Nuogent, for

Another

one;: he's too soft really for such a
trip— -
“You cheeky  owl!"  elaculated
Nugent.

*And Bull,” went on Bunter,

“Wa

shall mieet all sorts of people on this

The Fifth-Form raiders poured into Study No. i with Horace Coker at their head,
jumping to his feet. ** Give ’em beans !’' roared Coker, not perceiving the major.

e — "

** Heave the blessed table over ! Give

Coker’s outburst was cuf short, The next moment he was swung off his feet in the grasp of a powerlul hand on

his collar, ** What does this mean ? ** demanded Major Cherry. ** Oh, my hat ! ** gasped Potter in dismay. (See Chapler 4.)

““ Great Scott ! ' ejaculated Whanun,)

THE Macxer Lingasy,—No. 864,
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trip, and stay in decent hotels, and all
that, Well, you know what BRull’s
mauners are like. I should hardly care
to own him as a Greyfriars chap before
strangers, yon know, Leave Bull ont.”

Johnny Bull's face was a study.

" And Wharton, too,” continued Bunter,
“ Wharton's all very well here, at school,
but we don’t want a holiday spoiled by
his putting on airs, and all that. Leave
him behind.”

“You fat villain—"

“Oh, really, Bob—"

Bob Cherry turned an unhappy look
on his comrades.

“It's my fault,” he said. “T asked
that fat rotter for the holidays, just io
pull his leg, because he was fishing for
iavitations up and down the Remnve. [
knew he wouldn’t cometo ilawkseliff, and
I'd have given him a high old time if he
had. Now this blessed trip has turned
up I'm landed with him, and if he holds

me to it it can’t be helped. I know 1
ought to be kicked.”

“The kickfulness i3  the proper
caper !” said Hurree Singh. “But the

estecmed Bunter is the proper object
thereof.*

“Hear, hear !
“I say, you fellows— Yarooooh !”

Bob Cherry did not kick Bunter, As
Bunter's unwilling host for the holidays,
he felt that he could not kick him. Dut
fonr members of the Co. proceeded to
kick the Owl of the Remove, and Bilty
Bunter fled for his fat life, roaring.

“And the pater's coming down to-
morrow, and I shall have to tell him that
we're landed with Bunter.” groaned
Bob, as his chums rejoined him after
dribbling Bunter half-way to the School
House, “If he hadn't a skin as thick
as a rhinoceros, he wouldn't hold ine to
it. But that's Bunter all over "

“It is—it. are !” grunted Johnny Bull
“Can’t be helped—unless some other
fellow a<ks him hefore the term is up.
He'd rather go home with Maulevercr
or the Bounder then come with us.”

“T'hey won't take bim off our hands,”
said Harcy Wharton, laughing. “Can't
be helped. We ehall have to make the
best of it. After all, we've stood Bunter
on holidays before,”

“ Bother him1" growled Bob. “But T
suppose we shall have to make up ouwr
minds to it.”

On that point there was little doubt.
In fact, there was no shadow of doubt,
no passible probable shadow of doubt, no
possible  doubt whatever. William
George Bunter knew when he was in for
a good thing, and when he was in for a
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good thing William George was a sticker,
Billy Bunter meant busipess.

THE THIRD CHAPTER,
Kind Invitations !

“ ODDY, old man!”
Billy Bunter, seated in the
armchair in Study No. 7 in the

Rewmove, addressed his study-
mate, Peter Todd. Peter, who was pscﬁ-
mg up some books, did not heed.

“Toddy, old chap, like to come to
Africa with uaf”

Peter looked round at that,

“I'm booked for the vac,” he said.

Bunter turned up his fat little nose,

“Oh, don't tell me vou've got anything
good on!” he said disdainfully. * Vour

cople are poor. A fortnight at East-

urne and a week in  London, with
visits to the British Museum and the
National Gallery. Groogh! Cuf it out,
and come with us to Biskra.”

Peter Todd chuckied.

“I might il Major Cherry asked me
very nicely,” he answered. = “He's not
likely to. We're nice chaps in the
Remove, but the jolly old major can't
take all the Lower Fourth avith him,”

“I'm asking you!” said Bunter, with
dignity.

“Oh, you ! said Peter, and he turned
back to packing his books.

“I'm authorised to ask anybody 1
choose,” said Bunter warmly. “I'm
practically the head of the party., I
mean it, Toddy. T'll take you out to
Biskra if you like. Of course, I should
expect you to act decently, You'd be
careful not to mention before any nobby
company that your father is s solicitor,
or anything of that kind.”

Deter made no reply to that,

“Is it a go, Peter? asked Bunter.
“8ay the word, and I'll mention to the
Major to-morrow that you're goming. By
the way, old chap, I've been disappointed
about & postal-order.”

“Not really?” asked Peter sarcastic-
ally.

“Yes, really. Can you lend me ten
bob till to-morrow?"

‘“Not tenpence, old fat bean,”

*I think you might lend a chap ten
boh, Peter, when he's offering to take
you on an expensive trip for the hols,”
said Bunter, blinking reproachfully at his
study-mate through his big spectacles,
Y1t isn't every fellow I'd ask.”

“What beats me 35, how you got your-
self Janded on them,” eaid Peter. *“How
did you work i, Bunter?*

“You cheeky ass!” howled Bunter.
“Bob insisted upon my coming, of
course. I've turned down an invitation
from D'Arcy of St. Jim’s, and another
from Lord Mauleverer, to go with Bob.
Major Cherry is very keen on my going.
You see, Algeria is French territory,
and my knowledge of French will come
i very useful. 1 shall be expected to
act as interpreter.’”

“Oh, my hat!”

“Look here, Peter, if you don't Tend
me ten bob till to-morrow, I sha'n't take
you to Biskra.”

“Lro hont"

*“ Beast I

Billy Bunter rolled out of the study,
leaving Peter still very much puzzled as
to how he had succeeded in *landing "
himself on the party for Africa. Need-
less to say, Bunter was not giving any
explanation of the true circnmstances.

Billy Bunter rolled along the Remove
passage in & discontented mood. There
was a glorions holiday before him, an
expensive holiday with all expenses paid,
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and it was a great prospect. Neverthe-
less, that prospect did not relieve his
present state of impecuniosity. Dunter’s
celcbrated postal-order had not arrived;
it really Jooked as if it would not arrive
that term at all. And Bunter wanted
his tca, Ho bad bad tea in Hall, and
tea with Peter in the study. Dut two
tcas were like two drops in the ocean to
William George Bunter. He had roam
for twoe or three more, and then he
would have been ready for supper.

He blinked in at Lord Mauleverer's
study, and gave his lordship a genial
pod.

Mauly groaned.

¥ Bunter's come to tea, Jimmy,” he
said.

Sir Jimmy Vivian, who was poaching
€ges at the spiritstove, looked round,

“ Has he?" said Vivian.

“Yes, old chap,” said Bunter affably.
“The fact is, I want you chaps to come
out ta Africa with me for the vae, Let's
talk it over, over tea.”

“We've got eggs for
Jimmy. “Like an egg?

“Oh, yes, old chap !t

Y Hervao it is, then!”

“Oh gad! gasped Tord Muauleverar,
a: Sir Jimmy Vivian swung up his hand
with an egg in 1t

Bunter made a backward jump into the
passage.

“You silly chomp ! he roared,

“Don’t you want this egg?” chuckled
Vivian. *“You put vour boko in this
study again and you'll get it, anyhow !"

“Beast 1

Billy Bunter rolled on his way, giving
up the idea of tea in Lord Mauleverer's
study.

At tho_end of the Remove passage he
epofted Fisher T. Fish. 1lis f[ut face
biightened.

Fisher T. Fish certainly was not a
fellow to lend moncy, or to ask another
fellow to tea. But he was just the man
to jump at the idea of a vacation on thoe
cheap,  TFishy generally spent the vac
somewhere in the little old island where
be now sojourned, for though he talked
largely of his *popper’s ™ doMlars his
popper never seemed to expend many of
them on Fishy. So it was but rarely that
Fisher T. Fish crossed the “pond ” to
the incomparable city of “Noo Yark.”
Bunter rolled up to him cagerly.

“TFishy, old man—""

“Can it!” said Fisher T. Fish.
“Nothing doing.” Apparenily, he was
able to guess, without being told, that
Billy Bunter had been disappointed
about a postal-order.

“I'm going to Algeria for
Fil"]’.\'h”

“I guess T'vo heard e0,” assonted
Fisher T. Fish.

“Like {0 come?"

Fisher 'I'. Fish sat vp and took notice
at that,

“You see, T can take a few friends if
Iiike. Major Cherry's paying all oxes,”
said Bunter cheerilv. “1'd ke you te
come, Fishy  You're just the sort of
chap to make a lioliday a real success.”

“T guess I'm your man. Bunter, old
clam{” said Fisher T. Fish heartily.
“Count me in!”

“Right-ho! Tt won't cost you a red
cont, old men,” said Bunter, touching
Fishy on his weakest spot, “Not u
dollar 2!l the way.”

“Good !”

“1--T supoze you could lend me a
quid #il} my postal-order comes, Fishy?”
added Bunter.

The briglt and genial expression faded
a little off the bony face of Fisher
Tarleton Fish,

“Fh?" he ejaculated.

&lA quid__u

It(-a,” said Sir

the var,

“ We don't seem to be near a station,” said Billy Bunter, standing ready with all
““ We're passing one,"” grinned Bob Cherry.
get out at the next stop,”’ growled Bunter.
** Folkestone—this Is a non-stop train, you know !**
‘* And how long now to Folkestone ? *
*“ Ha, ha, ha ! ’* roared the Co.

his properties.

Oowl.
innocently.

““ But you said we
** So we do, old man,”’ replied Bob,
“Eh?** ejaculated the
“ About an hour,” said Bob
(See Chapter 5.)

“I guess quids are scarce at the end
of the term,” sail Fisher T. Fish, shak-
ing his head. “Make it sixpence.”

“Look hers, Fishy, when I'm taking
you on an expensive holiday tour, I
think you might lend & fellow a quid!”

exclaimed Bunter indignantly, “1If you
don't treat me as a pal, you can hardiy
expect e to take you out to Biskra for
the vac.”

Fisher T, Fish eved him thought{ully.

Certainly, & holiday in Africa, at the
low price of one pound, would have been
a tremendous bargain, The most enter-
prising teurist agency could not bave
done it at that wrice, But Fisher T.
Fish began to entertain doubts,

“Hyer, you come along with me,
Bunter!™ he ejaculated. “We'll see
about the holiday before we see about
the quid.”

“J—I say. Fishy—"

“Kim on!”

Fisher T. Fish ran Bunier along the
assage to Study No. 1, DBunter, breath-
ess and alarmed, was propelled into the
doorway of that famous apartment with
a bony grip on his collar. Harry Whar-
ton and Frank Nugent were there, and
they looked round in surprise.

Y Ow! Leggo!”  gasped Bunter.
“Make him leggo, you fellows! 1 say,

Harry, old chap, I'll hold your jacket
while you give Fishy a hiding "

“I guess I want to know,” said Fisher
T. Fish. *“Bunier's just asked me on &

trip to Africa this vae, in your party.”

“0Oh, iy hat!” ejaculated Wharion.

Frank Nugent burst into a laugh.

“Is it genooine?’ asked Fisher T,
Fish. “Ts thi= fat galoot allowed to add
another pilgrim to the party ™

“No jolly fear!™ said the captain of
the Remove emphatically.

“1—I say, vou fellows

“I puess he was taking me in, and I
never sinelled a mouse Uil he asked me
to lend him a quid,” satd Fisher T, Fish,
in disgust. 1 guess I conkl have
whistled for the quid and the holiday,
ton!”

“T guess =0,” said Harry, laughing.

n

"}You fat elam!” roared Fisker T.
Fish.
“I—I say—"

“1 guess I ain’t =helling out any
dollars,” said Fisher T. Fish. “1I guess
I'm kicking you the length of the
passage, Bunter.”

“Yaroooh!"

“Ha, ha, ha!" roared Wharton and
Nugent, as Billy Bunter disappeared
from the stundy, with the Tranzatiantic
junior on his track, letting out one foot
after the other.

Loud yells rang along the Remove
passage.

By the time Billy Bunter escaped, he
was feeling quite tired. And he did not
seek to raise any more little loans by

Tae Macxer Lipeart.—No, 864,



8 IT MIGHT BE YOUR TURN TO WIN A CYCLE THIS WEEK!

acsking Remove fellows to join the party
for Africa. The Owl of the Remove
realised dismally, at last, that that was
a chicken that would not Sgbt.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Not a Success !

SHALL want you two.”
Coker of the Fifth had a stern
and  detevinined look on his

“ I
rugged brow,

Potter and Greene exchonged a
glance,

They had been going to Wingato's
study, in the Sixth, for & chat with the
captain of Greyfrigrs, when Coker
addressed them, They stopped. Coker’s
word was law in his study in the Fifth—
all the more because Potter and Greene
were going home with Coker for the
holidays.

“Well, what is it, Horace, old man?”
asked Polter resignedly.

“T think I told you how those Remove
kids checked me—"

Potter suppressed a yawn.

“When you wanted to butt into their
holiday party, do you snean?” he asked.

Coker glored.

“If you're asking for a thick ear,
Potter——*

“I—1 mean—"

“I'm going to make them squirm for
it,” went on Coker. “I can't let the
term end without putting them in their
place. Thesa fags have ta learn to
respect the senior Forms, 1I'm going to
rag their study this efternoon and thrash
them all round.”

“Well, I dare say it will do them
good,” agreed Potter amicably, “The
more you thrash a Remove kid, the
better it is for him, really!”

“Bomething in that,” assented Greene.

“"They've got something on this after-
noon,” pursued Coker, “Haviag some
sort of a fog beanfeast, youknow, T ve had
an eye on them. They're making pre-
parations for a spread in Study No. ) in
the Remove. Well, we're going to drop
in on it and mop them up, as & waraing
to E}f properly respectful to the Fifth,

Potter looked a little uneasy.

“That’s all very well,” heo said. “But
il it's some of the CLhff House girly that
are coming, we don't want to kick up
a shindy. There's & hmit, old man.”

“*It isn't that,” said Coker. "I know
that Marjorie Hazeldene is away now—
she's gone with her people on a holiday
to Biskra, in Algeria or Tunis, or some-
where, 20 she won't be coming to Grey-
{riars again till next term. That's sll
right.”

“(Oh, all serene!” said Potter. “If t's
a fag-party, I don't mind helping you
mop them up, old chap!”

“We'll ('.nﬁ in Fitzgerald, and Hilton,
and Smith major, and Price,” said Coker
thoughtfully. *“Of course, I could
handle that gang of fags entirely on my
OWn What are you grinning at,
Greene?”

“Wa-a-was I?” stammered Greene.

“If you think I couldn’t handle that
gang of fags on my own, Greene——"

“0Of course yon could, old chap. No
need for us to come,” said Greene,

“1 don’t mean that! 1 counld mop np
gll the Remove, if you come to that,”
said Coker. “5till, I think we may as
well go in strong force!”

“Just ms well,” agrecd Potter, with a
private wink at Greene, Potter had his
own opinion about Horace Coker's
ability to mop up the Remove entirely
on his own.

Tag Macner Lisrany,—No, 864,

“You two, and Filz, and Price, and
Hilton, and Smith major,” smd Coker
thoughtfully,  “That's six—with me,
seven. Practically eight, 25 I count for
at least two in a scrap. That will ba
enough of us to knock the Lower Fowrth
into smithercens.”

*Lots!" agreed Potter,

“Then call the other fellows, and let's
got going,” said Coker.

And Coker & Co. proceeded to pre-
pare for the warpath. For ance, the
great Coker was laying his plans well;
the Famous Five of the Remove had no
suspicion of the intended raid. No doubt
they were aware that Coker was not
pleased with them. But they had much
more important matters than Coker to
think of. They were busy prepering
Study No. 1 for a visitor—buk 1t was
not, as Coker supposed, a Remove party
that was io gether o the feast in Study
No. 1. The expected visitor was Major
Cherry, Bob’s {ather—a circumstance of
which Coker had no knowledge,

The major had arrived at Greylriars
that afternoon, and was now with the
Head. As soon as he had finished his
talk with Dr, Locke, the juniors ex-

cted him in Study No. 1. That was
why the study was newly swept and gar-
nished, and the tea-tablo graced with
unusual supplies of good things. Major
Cherry was a guest whom Study No. 1
delighted to honour.

While the gathering of the clans was
going on in the Fifth Form pessage, the
bronzed old soldier arrived in Study No.
I, where he found all the Famous Five
ready to meet hitm. Wharton and
Nugent, Johaay Bull and Hurree Singh,
were in their cheeriest mood—only Bob
Cherry looked a little worried, He was
wondering how his father would take
the news that Billy Bunter was to be &
member of the party for Africa.

“Hallo, hallo, haile! Here's dad!”
exclaimed Bob Cherry, as the major
arrived. “I hope you haven't had tea
with the Head, father.”

The major smiled.

“No," he said, with a glance at the
well-spread study table, “I've been
looking forward to tea in the study.”

" 3 goﬁ !}‘

The major sat down.

Five eagerly hospitable juniors pro-
ceeded to provide for his wants on a
generous scale.

“No news of Ali ben Yusef, sir?”
asked Harry Wharton,

“None, so fak, But it is pretty cer-

tain that Bou Saoud, the Spahi, has
taken him back to Afriea,” said Major
Cherry. “It will be in the Sghara that
I shall ind him again—if I am fortunate
enough to find him at pil.”
“We're foing to help,” said Bob.
“I shall leave you boys safe at
Biskra,” said the major grimly. “You
understand that you will not go into the
desert.”

“Hem I

“1 shall not allow any of you to go
into danger,” said Major Chervy, “and
there will be very real danger in the
desert, from Mustapha ben Mohammed
and his men, and especially from his
son, Bou Saoud, the Spahi. I hope to
get military help from the French
governor to rescue All, and that will not
be work for schoolboys.”

“Hem "

“In fact; I am not sure that I onght
to let you come out to Africa at oli,”
said the major., “ However, you will be
safe in Biskra, and T think vou told me,
Bob, that some friends of yours are there
now "

“Yes; Hazeldene of the Remove, and
his sister and father, and Clars Treviyn,”

said Bob, "It will be a sorprise to Mar-
jorie to see us out there. And—and do
you numd f Bunter comes, [ather?”

The major knitted his brows.

“Bunter? That fat fellow 7

“Ye-e-es,” Bob  coloured.  “I-—T
osked hin for the vae, belore T koew
abything about this trip, and pow o

“If yoa asked him he must come,”
said the major. * But—"

Major Cherry was interrupted.

The door of Study No, 1 was huled
suddenly open, with a terrific crash,
There was a shout in the passage, in
the well-known tenes of Coker of the
Fifth,

“{io tor em !

Then thers was a rish.

Major Cherry jumped to his feet in
amazement.

Coker of the Fifth came iuto the
study with a rush, with Potter and
Greene at his heels. After them came
Smith major, Price, Fitegerald, and
Hilton of the Fifth,

“Great Seott!" ejaculated Wharton.
“Give 'em beans!” roared Coker in
his  exvitement, not perceiving the
major for the moment. *““Heave that
tauble over! Give 'om—"

Coker Frnspcd the end of the tahle
with both haocds, to up-end it. The
uext moment Coker was swung off his
feet sn the grasp of 'a powerful hand on
his collar,

“What does this meani” roared the
major.

“Ow! What! Ow—"

“Oh, my hat {” gasped Potter,

“Oh crambs
The rush of the
stopped as if by magic,
blankly at Major Cherry.
Fitzgerald, who was in the rear,
slipped aqujetly out of the study. The
rest stood and blinked st the major, in
dismay, with ecrimson faces. Coker
jerked his collar away from the major's

Erasp.
Great Scoit—oh!”

Fiith-Formers
They stared

“ Who—what——
gasped Coker incoherently,
“We—we—we " stuttered DPotter,
“We—wo—-—" gasped Groene.
I Oh,

“Hook it!” breathed Hiiton.
that ass Coker— Hook it, you fel-
lows 1"

The Filth Form raiders backed out of
the study, almost falling over one
another in their hurry. Coker, staring
at the major, backed after them.

“What does this mean?” roared the
major,

“Oh dear!”

Coker backed out. Bob Cherry, grin-
ning, shut the door after hini, In the
passage Coker blinked at his di=smayed
comyrades,

LI A ¢ say "

“You chump ! howled Potter.

“You ass!” hissed Greene.

“I —1 didn't know — I
guessed—"

“You crass dunmy !” roared Smith
major, Ragging a governor ¢f the
school, by gad! ODiy, you chump !”

wy_J—_1——»

“Dump him ¥ howled Potter.

“I—I Hands off! Yarooooh !”
roared Coker, as his incensed comrades
collared him on all sides,

Bump, bump, bump !

The Fifth-Formers scudded down the
Remove staircase, leaving Coker gasp-
ing on the floor, In a dusty, dis-
hevelled, and breathless staie, Coker of
the Fifth picked himself vp and iimped
after them. Coker's raid on the Eie-
move had not been exactly a success
after all

never
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THE FIFTH CHAPTER,
Oft for the Holidays !

i HERE is it?"
Williamy  George Dunter,
comfortably ensconced in a

corner seat in a  first-class
carriage, asked that quesiion, blinking
round at the Famous Five, who occu-
picd the other seats.

These six juniors had the carriage to
themselves in the express from Charing
Cross to Folkestone, the major being in
the next carriage.

Grexfriars had broken up for the sum-
mee holidays, and the Greyfriars {cllows
were far alield. Harry Wharton & Co.
had staried on their journey south-
ward.  That jowrney was to end, ac-
cording to the major. at Biskra, on the
border of the great African  desert.
But the chums of the Remove cuter-
tained o secret hope that they would
go a good deal further than Diskra.
But as Boh Cherry sagely  observed,
that could be left to be settled oun the

spot.

After a few days in London, for
necessary  shopping, the )uniors had
boarded the boat train at Charing

Cross, and now they were fairly stavied.
They were glad to be *on the go.”
They were looking forward keenly to
the strange, mysterious land of Africa;
and «till more to a meeting with Al hen
Yusef, who had been their schoolfellow
at Greyiriars, and was now a prisoner
in the hands of the lawless desert sheik,
Mustapha ben Mohammed,
_ Bat Buater was not thinking of the
desert, or of Ali, or indeed of anything
but a subject very near his heart—his
unch.
. “Where is it?” he repeated, blink-
ing at his comruades.
“Where is what, fathead?”

ob.

“The lunch-basket.”

Y'What lunch-basket 27

Billy Bunter gave Bob an accusing
blink.

“Didn't T tell you very
not to forget to ovder a lun

on the train?” he demanded.

be I;th

“You did!” said Bob, with a nod.

“Well, then, where is it?"

“Teho answers, where!"

“The wherefulness is terrific,
estesmed, greedy Bunter,”
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh,

“Do you mean to say that there isn't
8 lunch-basket 7"’ demanded Bunter.

“Just that!" grinned Bob.

#1Ve get lunch on the Channel boat,
Bunter,” said Harry Whartou. “You'll
be sick if you keep on guzzling all the
morning.”

“If this is the wav you treat a guest,
Bob Chetry, I shall have to consider
vory seriously whether I can come out
to Biskra with you,” said Bunter.

“Go hon!”

“After urging a2 fellow to join you
on this trip, and refusing to take no
for an answer——"

“0h, my hat!”

“The least you could do would be to
provide a lunch-basket, I think. ‘ve
a jolly good mind to drop 3you at
Folkestone," said DBunter warmly.

“Dao, old ¢hap !

“The dropfulness  would be an
esteemed boon and blessing, my fat and
ridiculons Buanter !”

“Yah!"

William George Bunter extracted a
bag of bullseyes from one pocket, and a
large packet of toffee from another, With
these light comestibles, he proceeded to
eomfort his inner. Bunter, and was soon
in a happy and sticky state. Then he
leaned back in his seat. opened his
moutl. and went to sleep, and his deep

asked

articularly
-basket to

my
remarked

Shake, shake, shake !

unexpectedly on the nose. Crash!

1f there was anything Billy Bunter disliked more than
missing a feed it was being awakened out of 2 nap, His eyes opened and he glared
furiously at Bob Cherry. A fat fist shot out suddenly, and caught Bob Cherry
“ Whooop !’ roared Bob.
gasped the fat junior wrathiully ; ““ now let a fellow alone to have his nap out } **
{See Chapler 6.)

** Thers,””

and resonsant snore rumbled through the
carriage.

*Nice chap, isn't he?” grunted
Johnny Bull. “How his people must
love him! And how glad they must be
not to have him home for the hols!”

*“Ha, bha, ha!”

Bunter opened one eye.

“1 say, you fellows, shut up! Don't
make a row when a fellow’s trying to
get a snooze,”

He closed his eye again.

Bob Cherry leaned over and shook
him, after his snore had resounded for
a few minutes.

““Hallo, bhallo, hallo, Bunter!”

“Groogh!"”

“Bunter, wake up!”

"“Groogh ! Lemme alone! 'Tain't
rising-bell—"
“Wo got out at the next stop!”

roared Bob

" (Hl IH

Billy Dunter jumped wp. Althongh
he had threatened to “drop ¥ his com-
rades at Folkestone, that was very far
from being his intention; and he had a
lurking suspicion that his comrades
would not have been sorry to drop him.
Ile got busy at once.

“You silly ass! Why didn’t you tell
me before?” he pasped. * Where's my

hat? Where's my bag? Where's my
rug? Oh dear!”

“Buck up!” gasped Bob. *Next
stop "’

“Where's my things? Help me, can't

you, you grinning owls? You
want me to be left behind!” howled
Bunter.

“Bunter's a giddy thought-reader,”
grinned Johnny ull,

“Ha, ha, hal"

“That's my mg—hand it over—you're
standing on the cormer, you ast '
Gimme my bag! Now I'm ready!"
gasped Bunter.

The Owl of the Remove stood ready—
with all his propertiea in his possession.
The express was Toaring on its way
through the green meadows of Kent, and
showed no sign of slowing down.

“We don't seem near a station,”
growled Bunter.

“We're passing one,” said Bob.

The express roared through a station
without stopping. Billy Bunter was all
ready to alight; but he noticed that his
companions were sitting at their case,
and he blinked at them suspiciously.

“Took here, I'm all ready,” i;e ex-
elaimed. * You said we get out at the
next stop, Bob Cherry,”

Y80 we do, old man.”

“Well, wheve is it?”

“Folkestone. Thiz is a
train,” answered Bob blandly.

,iolly well

non-stop

“Th! And how long now to Folke-
stone 1"

“About an hour,” said Bob inno-
cently.
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““Ha, ha, ha !”” roared the juniors, quite
entertained by the expression on
Bunter’s fat face.

“You—you—you—>" gasped DBunter.
“You—you've been pulling my leg, you
beast }”

“*Dear me!” said Bob, in surprise.
“Thet's dawned on him at last| What
& Lrain!®

“Ha, ha, ha!*

“ Beast!” roared Bunter.

He stuacked away his various posses-
gions, and sat down again. 1t was
necessary to get out at the next stop,
certainly; but the next stop was & long
way off as yet. i A8

Bunter glared at his grinning com-
rades. .

“You won't take me in egain!” he
growled. Ny

And once more he closed his eyes and
composed himself to balmy slamber,

THE SIXTH CHAPTER,
Nearly Left !

“ ALLO, hallo, hallo ¥

H “Wake up, Bunter!”

4 Folkestone Harbour!”
“Turn out!”

Billy Bunter opened one sleepy eye to
glare.

* Lemme alone !*

“Turn out, you aszs!®

“Shut up!” howled Bunfer. "I know
jolly well that I haven't been aslecp five
minu You can’t pull my leg again.
Shut up!®

“Look here, Bunter—-

“Lemme alone!” :

And Bunter closed his eyes again,

“You silly ass!” roared Bob Cherry,
shaking him. “Deo you want to be left
in the train? We're at Folkestone now.”

Snore!

The express had stopped, and the plat-
form was thronged with passcugers and
porters and baggage. Maf)or Cherry
came along to the door of the juniars’
carriage.

“Now, then,” he said.

" Coming, dad.”

“I've seen to the baggage. Don’t for-
get your bags, thongh. Keep with me—
theve's o big crowd,” said the major.

“Right-ho!”

Nugent and Iurrce Singh, Johnny
Bull, and Harry Wharton jumped from
the carriage. Bob Cherry stayed behind
to shake Bunter again. He shook him
with energy.

 Bunter, you dummy—"

“(roocogh 1

“Wake up!”

ehan't ! velled Bunter. “1 tell you
you can’t pull my leg again, you beast!
Lemme alone!”

“We're at Folkestone——"

“Rﬂtst"

“Do you wanf to be shunted off on &
siding with the train?” reared Bob, in
exasperation,

.('&'nh Ef«

“I tell you—ro

“Shut up!”

Dunter jerked his fat shoulder away,
and settled down to sleep again, Bob
Cherry plared at him.  ITe was strongly
tempted fo leave the fat junior o sheep,
and to lose the Channel boat. Cler-
tainly Billy Bunter’s absence woukd not
have spoiled the holiday far the rest of
the party.

But Bob felt that he had his duty to
do, and he grasped Bunter’s collar again
to shake him into wakefulness.

Shake! Shake! Shake!

If there was anything that exasperated
William George Bunter more than miss-
ing & feed, it was being awukened out of
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a nap. His eyes opened, and he glared
furiously at Bob. A fat fist shot out sud-
denly and caught Bob Cherry unex-
pectedly on the pose.

Crash!

*Whoooop ! roared Bob.

He sat down on the floor of the
carrigga,

“There!" gasped Bunter. “Now let
a fellow alone to have hiz nap ont!”?

“Why, I—I—I'll—"

Bob scrammbled to his feet in raging
wrath. Billy Bunier had a narrow
escape at that moment of being used as a
duster to dust the railway carriage.
But Bob restrained his wrath,

“You—you silly, cheeky ass—" ho
spluttered.

‘“Bhut vp "

“ Are you coming 1"

‘* No, blow you!”

*Then stay where you are, and a good
riddance to you!l” exclaimed the exas-
perated Bob, and he jumped from the
carriage and followed his comrades, who
were already making their way with
;._\Iaicr Cherry along the crowded plat-
orm.

“Beast!” murmured Buntesr.

He elosed his eyes again. Then he
re-opened them. Bob Cherry was gone,
and Bunter was not too sleepy to realise
that the other Tellows were gone, too,
and that the carriage was empty save for
his podgy self. It dawned upon his fat
brein that the train really was at Folke-
stone, and that it was nevessary to change
for the boat.

He jumped up in alarm,

“1 say, you fellows!” he shouted.

But there was no answer. Harry
Wharton & Co. and the major were on
their way to the boat in the midst of a
thick erowd of passengers. Bunter
clutched uwp his belongings and fairiy
leaped from the carviage.

“Beasts!” he gasped,
behind !
Beasts 1

He glared round in scarch of the
patty. DBut crowds of hurrying forms hid
them from his sight. Bunter clutched at
a porter.

“1 say, have yon seen my pariy?”

The man blinked at him,

“Eh! What party?”

“Tive schoolbovs and an old fool!”
said Bunter.  “An old ass with a face
Jike a coffec.-bean. Look here, find them
for me, and I'll give you threepence.™

The porter looked at Bunter, and
turned away without a word. Perhaps
he was overcome by the goncrosity of
Bunter’s munificent offer.

“Ave you deaf?” howled Bunter.

Apparently the porter was deaf, for e
paid no further heed ta the Owl of Grey.
frinrs.

"“DBeast! Cheeky low brast ! muitered
Buanter.  “DBlessed if T kpow what the
lower classes are coming to these days!

“Leaving me
I suspected them all along!

Oh dear! Where are those rotters? Oh
dear 't
Now was Bunic’s opportunity for

dropping the “beasts " at Folkestone, if
he so desived,  Apparently, however, he
did not so desive, for he began a frantie
search for them.

“Where are you shoving to?” de-
manded an  indignant gentleman, as
Bunter bumped into him.

* Dan’t shove, there!”

“Oh dear!” gasped TDunter.
these trippers "

The trippers, however, saw no reason
why Rilly Bunter should shove past
thent. The fat junior had {o take hisz
turn with the rest. He heard a dis-
cordant hoot from the hoat and fairly
gasped with alerm.  If the Channel boat
started without him——  Another groan-
ing hcat from the boat made the summer

" Blow

day hideous. Then a hand came from
somewhere and dropped on Bunier's
shoulder.

“Leggo, you beast—"

“ Bunter 1*

“Oh, I didn't see it was you, sir! I
say, they've left me behind—"

“TI've been looking for you,” said
Major Cherry, with a frown. *“You
should keop with the others, Buntew.
Now keep with me.”

“I say, the boat's starting—*

“It does not start for a quarter of an
hour yet.*

“Oh !” gasped Bunter.

A few minutes later the Owl of the
Remove was crossing the gangway to
the boat with the rest of the juniors.
As soon as the msjor had seen them
safely on deck he hurried away to see to
the baggage. Billy DBunter turned an
angry and indignant blink on the
Famous Five.

“You beasts—"

“IIailo, hallo, halle "

“You jolly well didn’t leave mo
behind, after all!” hooted Bunter. “I'd
really made up my mind to drop you,
only the major came up and persuaded
mo to come. Fook here, what am I
going to sit onf”

“There’s o large and extensive deck,”
said Johnny Bull.  “No extra charge
for sitting on it.”

“ Beast [

“You can hire s deck-chair if you
like, Dunter,” said Harry Wharton,
iazughing, *“Plenty of them to be had,
it you hurry up before they are all
bagged.”

“A man will bring cne if vou ask
him,” said Nugent. “Tip him a bob.”

“Lend me & bob, then,”

*“Oh, my hat {*

Nugent handed over the required
shilling, and Bunter blinked round for a
man with a deck-chair. A stout man in
uniforin came striding by, and Dunter
clutehed at his sleeve,

“ Here, my man—

* What ??

“Get me a deck-chair !

“Wha-a-a-t "

*“Are you deaf, or haven’t you any
sense 'Y hooted Bunter. “Get me a
deck-chair, and Trere’s a bob for you.”

The man in uniform gave Billy Bunter
a glare that ought to have withered him
on the spot.  Then he strode on without
a word, Bupter stared after hum in
wrath,

“The cheeky rotter!  What are yon
fellows grinning at? Why didn't that
cheeky fellow bring we a chair?”

“Ia, ha, ha!” shricked Bob Clerry.
“That’s the captain of the steamer.™

“1la, ha, ha!”

“Oh. my hat!” gasped Dunter.

There was another discordant howl
from the siren, aml the steamer began
to move, A few minotes morve, and
Harry Wharton & Co. were looking back
at the whie ciiffs of England, wonder-
ing, and vet little guessing, what was to
happen before they looked again vnpen
those white cliffs gleaming in the sun.

”

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER,
Crossing the Channel !
ARRY WHARTON & CO. re-
H mainot on deck, looking back at
the white bffs as they faded
into the sea.  Drght synshire
streammed down on the Channel and the
erowded decks of the stewmer. It was
with an clated feeling that the juniors
realised that they were fairly storted ac
last on the jounrmey that was to take
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them into the land of desert and date
palm and dusky Arab.

Billy Binter was not interested in the
white cliffs of Albion, however, and had
no desire to watch the equally white cliffs
of France rise aver the sea. Me was in-
terested in a much more important
matter. The travellers were to lunch on
the boat; and Billy Bunter was anxious
to begin his lunch. In case of a quick
passage there might not be time to finish
if he delayed matters. The sea was
almost as smooth as glass, the big
steamer churned her way on with
scarcely & roll, and Bunter feit that it
was safe to negotiate a large-sized lunch.
So he disappeared below immediately ;
and when the famous Five went down
with the major half an hour later they
found him going strong. The Ow! of the
Remove blinked at them from his table,

“T've started, you fellows.” he said
cheerily, T feel better for having had
a snack, already. Try the chicken; it's
quite good. I've had some.”

* Roast beef for me,” said Johnny Bull.

“That's good, teo; I've had some,”
assented Bunter.

I rather like the idea of steak-and-
kidney pie,” remarked Bob Cherry,
scanning the menu,

“Good idea,” said Dunter.
one, and they're gocd.”

Apparently there were few items an
the list that Bunter hadn't had! But he
was not finished yet,

_ He continued his lunch while  the
juniors disposed of theirs; and when
they had finished Bunter did not rise.

* Coming up, old fat top?"” asked Bob.

“Not till T've had my lunch,”
answered Bunter, “We sha'n't get any-
thing to cat on the train to Paris, you
know.”

“My hat! T shouldn't think you'd
want anything,” said Bob.

“The fact 1s,” said Bunter, “my appe-
tite is a _little delicate to-day. I can't
eat much, Just peck a little, you
know.”

“Oh!"

“I think I'll have another helping of
that pudding; I've oulv had three. You
might tell the man to hand that dish of
oranges over this way; 1 could do with
a few, T think I could tackle a bunch of
bananas, too.  Ask him if he's got a
dum cake, will you, Bab? T like a tit-

it like that after lunch.”

Major Cherry screwed his eyeglass
into his eye and looked at Bonter, seem-
ing a little alarmed. Tt really looked as
if the Channel boat would be cleared out
of foodstuffs by the time Billy Bunter
had f(inished satisfying his  delicate
appetite,

“Don’t overdn it, Bunter,”
major mildly. “We're not off the water
yot, vou know.”

“Oh, I'm all right, sir,” said Bunter
cheerfolly.  “Quite an old traveller—
never seasick, Yeu fellows remember
the time we had a cruise in Mauly's
vacht? I scon got on my sealegs—
what ?”

Y1 remember vou ate ton much and
got jn]})' LY said Jnium_\‘ JLTTIEN

*“Oh, really, Bali—"

The major looked at lis watch,

* Bonlogne in about tweaty minutes,”

“I've had

zaid the

he said.  “Better come on deck soon,
Dunter. I don’t want to lose yon
again.”

“T' come up the minute T've finished
mv lunch, sic.”

Major Cherry settled the Lill, and the
party returned to the deck, leaving
Witham George Dunter {o continue lis
raid on the provisions. The steward was
regarcding him with wonder by this time,
and he scemed quite dazed when Dunter
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Major Cherry sprang to his feet and caught Billy Bunter by the shoulder. *‘ You
*Ow !
** Look out ! ' shouted Bob Cherry suddenly.
A Digure appeared in the train corridor, and a dark, black-bearded face looked into
A revolver was in his hand, the muzzle directed full

have seen Bou Saoud ?  he asked.
next carriage but one—ow——"’

the carriage—Bou Saoud.
at Major Cherry.

Yes ! " gasped Bunter, *‘In the

(See Chapter 9.3

asked for a plum cake to wind up with.
His astonishment increascd when Bunter
disposed of nearly a dozen bananas, and
then ordered several items from the hst
of sweels, to Gl up any vacant spaces
that might have been left in his fat
person.

But even Bunier was satisfied at last,
and he made a movement, A slip of
paper Quttered on the table before him.

Y Fight-and-six, sir,” said the steward.

“Oh, I say! The Lill's paid,” said
Dunter in dismay,

*The gentleman paid for what you'd
had till he left, sie.  Ewght-and-six for
these atems.™

“I—I say. take it to Major Cherry—

he's on deck somewhere—"
“ Sorey, sir, can't be done."
“ Look here——"

“ Eight-andsix, please,” =aid the
geward firmly,  “I'm rather busv, s
Other gents waiting, sir.”

Billy Dunter blinked at bhim m deep
indignation.  1low much the major had
paid for his lunch, Bunter did not know,
and did not eare; it must have been a
conswderable sum, But Bonter felt a
deep gricvance at having te pay for the
fems consined sinee the major’s de-
parture, 1o felt that the major ought to
have remained with him till the finisi,
notecase in hand !

However, there was no help for it
Dunter had to dive into his own
resourceid, and the eiglit-and-six was paid
aver. Then the Owl of the Remove, in
a state of great indignation. made his

way to the deck. He found that he had
a little diffienlty in moving, and he
realisedd that he had lupched vot wisely
bat toa well, 'The steamer was moving

with  a gentle motion;  but  any
motion was too much for Bunter
at  that moment. A ghastly feel

ing came suddenly over him, and he
clutched at the staircase-rail and held on,
perspirng.

*Oh dear!”

“ Malatde, pauvre garcon?"” said a soft
voice in French.

Bunter blinked round with lack-lustre
eves.  The man who addressed him was
nol a Frenclunan, though he spoke in
French. He was a dark-faced man, evi-
dently of Eastern blood. with a thick
black beard and heavy black, bushy eye-
brows,

“Lot me lelp vou" said
spesking i Enghbsh now,

“Thanks!™ said Bunter [eebly.

He felt that he could not have reached
tha deck without assistance. The man
with the black beard gripped his fat arm
and belped hitn up the stas,

Hariy Wharton & Co. were quile near
at Land, Lut the shovt-sighted Owl of the
Remove diud not cbserve them.  More-
aver, he was ouly thinking of his internal
rroubles.  The black-beavded man led
fin divectly away from the Greyfriars
party, and stopped on the other sido of
the deek, out of their sight. There he
druf;pmi the }l(‘}]ﬁ(‘.-i Owl into a deck-
chair, apparently belonging to himself.
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' the man,
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NOW, CHUMS!

“You will be better now,” he said.

“Qwi"”

The dark-skinned man stopped back
and lighted a cheroot. e stood and
emoked, and  watched Bunter's face
changing into many hues, while in the
distance the cliffs of France and the
buildings of Boulogne rose slowly into
view above the summer sca,

—

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
The Man with the Black Beard !
BILLY BUNTER sat very still.

Had he not done so ho felt that
eatastrophe  would have come.
Even Bunter realised that he
would have done better without that
final bunch of bananas. Within the Owl
of the Remove those bananas scemed on
the worst of terms with the plum-cake,
or the roast beef, or the chicken, or the
steak-und-kidoey pie, or the apple-pud-
ding; or perhaps all those comestibles
were on bad termis with one another, At
all events, for some time Walliam George
Bunter was feeling very bad indeed, and
dared not move.

But the fresh air on deck revived him,
and the inharmonious supplies he had
taken on board scemed to scttle down a
httle.  He became conscious that the
Llack-bearded stranger was speaking (o
him in a low and rather musical voice.
Bunter was not of a grateful disposition,
but even he could not help feeling that
it was rather kind of a strunger to have
stood by him like this, and he [elt that
he ought to thank the man. 5o as soon
as he felt better, and no longer in danger
of catastrophe if he opened his month,
he proceeded to do xo.

* Much obliged, sir,” he sail,
is this your chair?"

“Yes, mon garcon,”

“You don’t mind standing?!” asked
Bunter, making no move to nse,

“Not at all.”

“Thank you very much!”

“Vous etes tout seul?” asked the
black ‘|In.>al'dc\l man. “ You travel alone,
[T

*Oh, na! TFve got friends on the
beat,” saud DBunter. " They've left me
in the lureh, as wsual.  They wounldn't
look after & chap a bit, after all I've
tone for them,”

T'he black-bearded man smiled,

* I dare say you've noticnd them on the
boat,” =aid Buuter, " An old major with
a colfce faee, and u nigger, aud four
chap~ i

*Yeu, I have noticed them," assented
the black-beavded ran, I think I have
seen the old gentleman before  some-
where, Is not s name Cherry ¥

“That's it—Major Cherry."”

“And vou are travelling with lumt”
skl the stranger,

Bunter nodded.

“1 think I understand, Tt is a party
of young neblemen Leing conducted on a
tour— hen ™

Iy Bunter smiled serenely.  Obliged
as he was ta this kind stranger, Bunter
hatl mwentally  characterised him as 2
“nigger.” beeause he was evidently of
the brown races,  Dut he felt quite
eordial towards the brown man now.
The felow had jadgwent, at least,  He
had recognised Billy Bunter as a young
nobileman ! Bunter had  alwavs  been
aware that there was sowething very
distinguished in his appearance, though
the Remove fellons at Greyfriars had
never seemed to obrerve it

“Romething of the sort.,” pssented
Bunter. with fat swank erceping inta
his angoner at once.  “Not that the
other fellows are inuch class. I'm really
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“1 say,

taking them with me out of kindness,
you know. They sort of hang on to o
chap, I dare say you kpow how a
highly-connected {ellow is run after at a
big school.”

“And you go to Paris?" said the
stranger, looking at Bunter,

“Yes; we're stopping a night there.”

“Then you go further?” said the black-
bearded brown man, with an air of polite
interest in the young nobleman,

“What-ho!”  said  Bunter loftily.
“ None of vour three-days-in-Paris trips
for me. I'm going & jolly long way!"

“But it is not the season when the
nobility go to the South of France,” said
the brown man,

“Can't get to Africa without going to
the south of France,” said Buuter.
*“ Not unless you go by sea, of course.
We're going by way of Marseilles,”

“You go to Africa?”

“That's it.”

“Jo com’prcndr;! A holiday in Algiers
or Tunis?

“No fear! We're going on to Biskra,
right down south,” said Bunter. “1
expect 1 shall explore in the desert, too.
That is, if it's made comlortable for a
chap., I'm jolly well not going to rough
o

it.

“A holiday at Bizkra,” said the
stranger. " And it is only & holiday—
nothing else?”

“ Lots elze,” answered Dunter, “ Those
silly asses think they are going to find a
nigger—hem !—1 mean an  Arab chap,
who's got into trouble with his scrubby
black relations there, All rot, of
course !”

“Ma foi! Then Major Cherry is in
scarch of Ali ben Yusef!"” exclaimed the
black-bearded man swddenly, and as if
involuntarily.

“Yes," said Bunter. Then he blinked
curiously at the brown man, “ But what
on carth do you know about Ali ben
Yusef 2"

*I—1 heard your fricuds speaking on
the boat,” said the black-bearded man
hastily. ‘It matters nothing to me, of
course.  You are feeling better now, my
young friend *"

“Oh, I'm all right " =aid Bunter,
“T'iv a jolly good =zailor, you know.
Never been sca-sick in my Lfe. Tf you

fanciedd 1 was going to be
were jolly well mistaken!”

The man looked at hin

"1 wish vou a happy holiday at
Yiskra,” he =aid. *“ An agrecable vouth
like you will make many fiiends there,”

Bunter smirked.

“1'm generally popular,” he said
“'This vac, you know, { was simply over-
whelmed with invitations, and ['ne rather
sorry I came with this sevateh crowd, 1
dare =ay I shall chuck them at Biskra.
and join the Hazeldenes, They'ie stay-
ing there, and it stauds to reason they
would be glad to have me”

“Friends of Major Cherea’s?" acked
the brown man, \-)\‘ihg Bunter with a
strange curiosity

“0Oh, no! Hazeldene's & chap in v
Form at Grexle . amd hie's there wath
his parer and his sister Marjone. That's
why Bob Cherry was so keen on going”
Bunter grioved. = The silly as< thinks
Marjorie woalid like to see hin,  As af
she'd look at auy other chap when I'm
mound ! Sowe fellows are jolly  con-
ceited.”

“Punter!™ ecame a
aeross U deek,

“Hallo! Fhar's Dob bawling for me

sca-sick, vyou

powerful  veoice

“BUY THE
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now,"” said Bunter, gotting out of tho
chair.  “They're looking for me,
expoect.”

Bob Cherry came threading his way
among  deckehairs and baggage and
passengers.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo?!
he exclanmed. Y1 thought you were
lost again, Yon've got to come and
line up to have your giddy passport
blinked at. At least, there’'s a fat
johnny pretending to cxamine them,
though he reaily doesn’t Jook at them at
all. It's a jolly old ccremony we have
to go through, goodness knows why!
Get a move on, Bunter!”

“Well, good-afternoon!” said Bunter
to the brown man. " He stopped
suddenly as he observed that the man in
the black beard had vanished. *“1 sap,
did you sec that chap, Cherry®”

“What chap?"

“Chap with & brown chivvy; somo
sort of a nigger. [ was talking to him.
He was jolly interested im our trip to
Biskra.”

Bob Cherry frowned.

“You fat dufler, didn’t the pater warn
you not to talk too much to strangers
about our journey?"”

“ Oh, rot!” ‘-ni(f Bunter. “I know my
way about. Don't you give me any
adviee, Bob Cherry.”

“Look here——"

“You're a bit of an ass, you know.,”
said Bunter. " Nobody will get much
change out of me. 1'm wide, you know
—very wide.”

Bob Cherry grinned.

“You are—in the waisteoat, at Teast,”
he caid. *“Come on, [atty!”

And Bunter wasz marched off. The
Groyfriars party jomned the queun of
passengers waiting in the hot sun for the
examination of their passports, an opera-
tion conducted with perfunctary slow-
netz by a stout gentleman sitting com-
fortably in the shade. For a long, long
time they had to stand in a hot, per.
spiring crowd, while that futile and use-
less ceremony was gone through, and
the steamer plunged on towards the
quay at Boulogne harbour.

But evervthing comes to an end, and
they were “through " at Iast with ihat
futile surviva! of wartime officialism.

Then the major led his flock ashore,
and throngh the Douane, where they
assured the Custoins officers that they
had no *tabac” and mo spirits aboud
them, and the redlegged saldiers
allowed them to pass out at last into
Boulogne.  The juniors noticed that
there was a rather grim expression on
Major Cherry's fave, and that he looked
about him with keew, watehful eyes.  As
they went towards the 'aris train, which
was waiting in the #tation, he muttered
a word.

“Keep together., you young<ters, and
keep your eyes open for a man with u
own face and a black beard, and tell
me if vou sce hin,”

“Yes, dad,”
“Tut what-—="

“1 eanght a glimpse of him as we
cinme ofl the boat.” said the major, in a
low voiee.  “f wav be istaken, but 1
think not, T know  Tlow Sand, the
Spahi, too well for that.”

“Bow  Sxoud!”  Lreathed
Wharton.

tia \“'."-"

*The villain who hidpapped Al and
teok b to Mrica”

ST ks s the man, he sent Jum ta
Africa, and <tazed bebind to spy om me™
satd the major geimly,  ““The won 1
saw was wearing a blielk beand —a dis-
guize, I am convineed. 1T am almast

{Cordivueld an page 117.)

Here you are!”

J—

«aid Bob, in wonder.

ITarry



GRAND "' WALKING' SUPPLEMENT!

TOR. || week Ending August a0th, 1924,

REYFRIARS has produced some
wonderful walkers—though most
of them belong to past genera-

tions, Of late ycars, walking
seems to havo gome out of fashion. A
hundred years ago, however, long walks
were frequently indulged in, sometimes
for wagers, sometimes in the ordinary
course of events,

In the summer of 1817, which was a
particularly hot one, the English poet
Shelley, then living at Marlow-on-
Thames, thought nothing of walking to
London and back—a distance of thurly-
two milea each way. A biographer tells
us that Shelley never appeared to be
tived after this “little jaunt,”

One of the most famous walks is the
London-to-Brighton one, and this “event
is still kept up. The distance—from
Westminster Bridge, London, to. the
Aquarivm, at DBrighton — is fifty-two
miles, and many thrilling struggles have
been witnessed on this historic road.

There have been men who have walked
roundd England, and cven round the
world, Dut the latter feat was, of course,
performed in easy stages, with a certain
amount of sca-voyaging in between.

The greatest walker Greyfriars has
ever known was a master who was here
about 1840. Ilis name, appropriately
enough, was Trudgitt. He spent all his
week-onds on the road; and he once
welked a hundred miles in twonty-four
hours. A man who did this to-day would
be entitled to an award which is known
as the “ Centorion " Medal,

Mr. Trudgitt used to walk in all
weathers, Ife was a familiar figure on
the Ientish roads, and must have known
practically every inch of the county. He
went along at a swinging stride; he was
lighily clad, even in the severest-weather,
and l)m never wore a collar or a cap—
though he was obliged to do so at Grey-
friars, for etiquette’s sake. It was his
boast that he had never had a day’s ill-
ness, and although fifty years of age, he
looked considerably vounger. This was
undoubtedly due to the fact that he spent
all his leisure in the open air.

Tt was Mr. Trudgiit who organised the
annual (ifteen-mile walking mateh  at
Greyfriars—an event which was discon-
tinued a few years back, owing to the
state of collapse in which some of the
competitors fAnished.  Fiflean miles at
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top walking speed is a strain on the
strongest constilution.

Among the fumous boy walkers of
Greyfriars, mention wmust” be made of
Cornwallis, who put up some remarkable
performances over long distances. In
1885 he caused quite a scnsation by
walkiog from Greyfriars to St. Jim's,
On arrival at the latter school he took
patt in a cricket match, and actually
scored a contury! Ile was cven game
enoupgh to walk back to Greyfriars, but
is schoolfellows wouldn’t hear of it,
and they made him return with them by
train. 1 do not know the exact distance
by road, between the two schools; but
it is over thirty miles, To.day, if a
fellow walked from Greyfriars to St.
Jim's, he would be voted crazy !

On a December night, in the year 1897,
two Greyfriars seniors walked to London
for a wager, 'Yhey broke bounds alter
lights our, and set out on their Jong
pilgrimage. It was a wild night, and the
wind and rain took all the glamour off
their adventure. They reached London
shortly after dawn—‘like a pair of
drowned  rats,” as they afterwards
described it. Then they took train back
to Friardale, But tho train broke down
during the journey, and there was a
long delay, so that the seniors did not
arrive  at  Greyfriars  untii  morning
lessons were in progress.  They were
hauled up belore the Head, and given a
severe reprimand.  But they had won
their wager, so what matternd?

Among the present generation of
Greyfriars fellows there is no walker of
ouvtstanding merit; though Gwynne of
the Sixth enjoys a long tramp occasion-
ally, and tf)linl‘s nothing of covering
twenty miles on a half-holiday.

Personally, T prefer to take my reerea-
tion in a less arduous form than *jog-
ging along the highway.” But there's
no accounting for tastos!

“Walter Jones,” sald the teacher sternly,
“you are not attending to the lesson. Did
you hear Tommy Smth'a description of the
American product, hominy?"

“Yes'm,” replied the small boy glibly.

“All right, then. Give me a cenfence in
which you bring in the word correctly.”

With the cotrage of despair Walter replied:

“Homing morbles huve you?”

—————

EDITORIAL!

By Harry Wharton. 1

+
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0TS ol fellowa would turn up thelr

LFH++H+*++++".-++
noses at the idea of a walking tour
in these days ol swift traospost by

car and charabane,

Yel a walking-tour has much to commend
it, and it bas a special charm of its own.
Given the right sort of cumpanions—cheery,
light-bearted fellows—a walkiog-tour takes
some whacklog. i .

Jogging along the highway, in coo), com-
fortable clothes, with a cricket-shirt open at
the neck, and a baversack slung over your
shoulder, and your chosen chums keepin
paco with you, is great sport. At least,
think so, There are others who look uwpon
walkivg-tours as “ too much fag ™ (that's one
up against Mauly (). Others, of the Alonzo
Todd type, are too physically frail to think
of undertakivg a tramp of twenty to thirty
miles,

Of course, you should pever make a
martyrdom of a walkiog-tour. Jog aloog at
a steady pace, without trying to break
records, and whea you come to any spot of
special interest, stop and explore it.

There are crowds of delightful places in
rural England. Abbeys, castles, haunted
houses, nesthing ferms—all make @ romantic
appeal.  And the lover ol Nuture will revel
{n the woodland apnd mountain scenery.

Why 1 like walking tours is that they make
me feel o Jolly fit. 1 feel as hunpry as a
hunter—or should I sey a DBunter ?—and
whut conld be more ripping than fo sit in
an old-fashioned farmhouse eating now-laid
eggs, to be followed by strawberries and
¢ream?

I'm not going to pretend that walkioz-
tours are preferabie to cricket, ar cycling-
toura, or tenms. But they make a delightfal
change from the usual summer sports, and [
think It is high time we had a special
number dealing with this topic,

There are several fellows in the Remove
who do pot share my enthusiasm for walking-
tonrs, and their contributious are spiced with
surcasm,  They rezard walkiog-tours as waste
of time and energy. They would rather sit
in the corner of a first-class raliway-carrage,
and be whirled along at sixty miles an hour,
than foot it on the King's highwoay, at an
average pace of four miles per hour!

Well, one man’s meat s ancother man’a
poison; and this is a sayiog which applies
to outdonr gport as well as 1o anything elze,

There ts auother grand supplement on the
way, boys, dealing with the “HOLIDAY
ANNUAL "=—a copy of which [ have been
privileged to see. Take It from me, chums,
it's the goods. With the summer vacation
well in front of their minds, the hard -work-
ing ~Herald " coutributors bave been barn-
ing the midnight oil in order to keep up with
the demands of the pnoter, so that even
while you are reading elsewhere of our adven-
ture in Africa, you will still—in the Suppie-
ment—be able to follow our (rolics at Grey-
friars.

I will now leave you to toor through the
special articles in this pumber, and 1 hope
some of them will make you langh so
heartily thut you will burst your waisteoat-
buttons, HARRY WHARTON

ThHe Macwer Linnany,  Neo 94,
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BILLY BUNTER:

leeve me, or beleeve me not, but I
cnce walked from Jonno-Grotes to Land's
End, I forget how many thowsand miles
it is, but it makes Jittle walks like the
Londan-to-Brighton affair look riddicu-
lus, I did this huge walk during the
holidays, with the idea of reducing my
sooperfluons flesh. I felt a bit weary and
footsore after I had done a hundred
miles, but, like Feelicks, I kept on walk-
ing! All through the heat of the day, I
footed it gaily on the King's Highway.
Natcherally, I had a haversack full of
tuck over my sholder, and every now and
then I stopped to sit down by the way-
side and have a snack. My picture ap-
peared in all the pictorial papers, under
the heading:

#BTOUT SCHOOLBOY'S
STRENUOQOUS WALK!”

I finnished up at Land's End as fresh as
a new-laid egg; and I would cheecfully
kave gone on walking, only 1 should
havo walked into the sea!™ When I
wayed myself, 1 found I was a stosn
lighter than when [ started, I recom-
mend long-distunce walks to any fellow
who is shightly inclined to corpulensy,
like me!

ALONZO TODD:

I am a walker of no mean order.
Every morning, before breakfast, I take
a constitutional by tramping the whole
length of the Remove passage. Then 1
stagger oxhausted into the dining-lLall,
end fortify my fechle frame with eggs
and bacon, ¥very evening I take =2
shurp stroll in the Close, starting at the
School House steps and finishing at the
tuckshop. When fecling in the mood
for a long-distance walk, I put on = pair
of stout walking-shoes, tie s damp towel
round my head to avoid sunsiroke, take
noy trusty cudgel, and trudge all the
way to Courtficld! Then I rest in the
cinema there for =everal hours, bLefore
returning fo Greyfriars by taxi. My
Uncle Benjamin assures me that walking
is a highly beneficial and health-giving
exercise; but one must be very careful
not to overdo it. 1 onee knew a fellow
who atterupted to walk five miles, all in
one day. Of course, he collapsed with
the exertion, and languished for several
wonths in hospital. He wasn't in a ward
by himself. Ile must have had ivwo com-
panions; for I am told that he lay

tween life and death! There is no
doubt that walking, in moderation, is
the finest exercise “on carth.”

H. VERNON-SMITII:

More for a *“stunt” than anything
else. I walked to Wemblev to see the Ex-
hibition. ¥ em no weakling, but I con-
fess 1 was very fogged and footsore at
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the end of my Iong tramp. T had to take
a good long rest before I actually visited
the Exhibition; and I was only too glad
to return to Greyfriars by train, like a
civilised being.  You won't catch me
performing these long-distance walking
Ystunts” again!

ITARRY WHARTON ¢

A thirty-mile walk in one day is my
rccord. I don't claim that it was a
wonderful feat, or anything like that;
but I recollect feeling like a limp rag at
the end of the day. Ever since then,
whenever I have wanted to go a long
distance, I have relied wpon that trusty
steed of stecl, my bicycle!

DICK PENFOLD:

When days are bright, and Nature
smiles, T love to walk for miles and
miles. I sometimes take a friend or
cousin, and think out poems by the
dozen. There's nothing like the open air
for inspiration, declare! T cannot
stand a stufly study, but love the roads
—unless they're muddy! How grand it
is to stride along, and hear the gea's
melodious song; or clse strike inland, for
a change, by wooded glcn and monntain
range. Walking is ripping recreation;
it fills your heart with exultation. DBut
when you get the cramp or stitch, or
tumble in a miry ditch; or when your
friend grows hot and waxy—it's beiter
far to take a taxi!

JAMES WALKER:
A fellow with a name like mine ought
fo be a great dover of the Open Read,

SCHOOL, SPORT AND
ADVENTURE STORIES
WORTH READING!

—THE BOYS’ FRIEND LIBRARY—

L

No. 725.—THE SCHOOL IN THE AIR.
A UClinking Fine Yarn of Scheolboy Fun
and Adventure on a Tr;p all over the
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No. 728.—LADS OF LAMNCASHIRE.
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Ne. 727.—SCUND THE ETERNMNAL.
A Magnificent Long Complete Story of
Adventnre on the Planet Venus. ™ By
LESTER BIDSTON,

Mo, 728.—FIDDLER DICK.
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" Some Amazing Revelations of

Facr, and gome Fiction !.

| the great Qut-of-doors, and all that sorc
| of thing. But, truth to telf, I'm a
Walker by name, but not by inclination.
Rather than tramp the weary miles, I
prefer to Lorrew Blundell's motor-bikel

LORD MAULEVERER:

I have already described my biggest
walkin' feat, for the bonefit of HERALD
readers. It was when I tramped the
whele way down to the village an’ back
in the record time—for me—of three
hours! I was absolutely played out by
the time I reached the gates of Grey-
friars, All the stuffin’ an’ stamina had
been knocked out of me, begad! Limply
I crawled away to wy study sofa, to
sleep off the effects of that wonderful
feat of endurance!

FRED TROTTER (The School Page) :

A Trotter never walks—he trois!
When I'm sent on an crrand, T set off
at a smart double, and you can’t sco
me for dust! I scorn the idea of walk-
ing. It's a slow, slovenly, shipshod way
of getting about,

{Dear us!  You smust have reformed,
Frederick, since we last saw you slink-
ing out of the school gates at a snail's
pace '—Ed.)

HURREE SINGH :

I confessfully admit that I am not
overfond of the trampful trudge; nor
do I envy the esteemed and fudicrous
ploughman, who homeward plodiully
plods his weary wayfulness! I much pre-
fer the bikeful jigger, or the swiftful
taxi, or the soarful acroplane, I have a
strongful objection, both to footing roads
aund footing bills!

DICKY NUGEXNT:

i once walked fifteen miles in ona day,
and if thiz ian't good woing for a kid of
nine 1 should jolly well like 2 kiow what
151 1 don't of-10 perform suech a feat—
in fact, i'd never done il be-d; and i
should hemt-8 to do it again! But 1 of
these days '}l sce of 5 got the energy |

WILLIAM GOSLING:

“I reckons as 'ow I've walked ten
thousand miles in the course of me
career; and il there’s any man, woman,
child, or young rip what can beat such
a record, 1 shall be glad to "car from 'im!
V'm a great walker, T am; I gets about
everywhere on me two pins. ‘The 'Ead
once offered me a tricycle, to go down
to the village an’ back on, but [ scorns
such a means of locomotion! Tt ain't
often that I bursts into rhyme, but ’cre
goes:

“Though my feet is somewhat corny,

An' my 'ands is 'ard an’ 'orny,

An’ my legs I've got the cramp in,

Still, I means to keep on trampin’ I

{Supplement ii,
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* You're not !
“T tell you I am!”
" We tell you vou're not !

1

“Look here, you beasts "

* (o and eat coke !”

This battle of words took place in the
gateway of Greyfriars between DBilly
Bunter and the Famous Five.

IHarry Wharton & Co. were setting out
on a short walking-tour—an all-day
affair,

It was a sunny Saturday morning in
August. end the chums of the Remove
were clad in sports coats and khaki
shorts. Haversacks were slung over
their shoulders, and they wore comfort-
able walking-shoes.  They intended to
walk to London by ecasy stapes, and to
veturn to Greyiriars by train,

Billy Bunter had caught up with the
Famous Five wmn the school gateway, and
he was bent upon joining them. Dunter
wasn't 2 walker. HMe carried too much
overweight, so to speak. Ilis vsual mode
of progression was a roll or a waddle.

But a walking-tour appealed to Bunter,
for this reason. Ewvery few miles it was
customary to hait for light refroshments.
The actual walking was too mouch like
liard work to suit the Owl of the Remove.
But the refveshent part of the pro-
wrammge suited him down to the ground.
1l had visions of jolly little farmhouses,
fueked away in the heart of Kent, where
new-laid eggs and strawbecries and cream
anwt cooling dranghis of soda-and-milk
could be obtained. JTe also had visions
of bunshops, situated in busy  towns,
where wonderful snacks night be had.

Bunter glaved at the Fawous Five.

“Pm jolly well coming ! lLie sported.

“You're jolly well not!” growled
Johinny Bull, “Run away and pick
flowers !

But Billy Bunter was not to be easily
shaken off, The juniors walked on at a
ood, swinging pace, and {hinter walked
on—or, rather, waddied—in their wake.

Hob Cherry gave a low chuckie.

“Bunter will soon get tived of this
zame,” he anurmured,  “1le wasu't cut
aut to be a human ¥Felix. We chall shake
lim ofl before long.”

The morming was hot, and the pace ot
by the Famons Five was a *rerackor™
Bily Bupter putfed and snotted in the
rear like an antigue engine, e had
bellows to wend before the Grst mile Dud
et coverad,

Courtlield

was  the  juniovs®  fiest
stopping-place. They trooped into the
Elvsian Cafe, and ordered buns and
vingee-beer for five,

By this time Billy Buuter was not to
Le scen, Apparently the pace proved too
mich for im and he had dropped out.

* ie's thrown up the sponge, and gone
Lag to  Greyfriars,” sanl Harry

Supplement iii.}

Wharton,
opinion,

The Famous Five rested for hali an
hour in Courttield, for they had a long
walk ghead of them, and they were not
disposed to make a martyrdom of it.
After their rest they took to the road
again. )

* Burchester’s our mnext stop,” said
Frank Nugent. “That's three hours’
solid walking, and we shall feel like a
joily good lunch when we get there.”

“Yes, rather!”

“The nunchfulness of the himehfulness
will be terrific!” said IHurree Singh.

The five joniors walked abreast,
chattering gaily. They went from one
topic to another, and they covered the
miles without realising it, so absorbed
were they in their conversation.

At last the little market town of Bur
chester loonied inte view. As Nugent
had predicted, the juniors were peckish
by this time, and they felt in form for
& gpood lunch. They called at “ Ye Olde
Dunshoppe,”™ a historic refreshment-place
with which they were well acquainted.
Luncheons on the lawn were a speciality
of the establishment.

It was very pleasant to sit at the little
tables in the open air, with e cool breeze
blowing across the lawn.

A rosy-cheeked waitress bore down
npon the Greyfriars party, and Wharton
ordered ecold chicken for five, to le
followed Ly baked apple-dumplings.

Conversation langaished at this stags,
and the juniors discussed the good things
of the table nstead of discussing the
coming footer season.

And that was the general

Here's & yarn to thrill you, boys! A
breathless story _of cut-throat pirates
and the “ Jolly Roger,” of full-blouded
adventure on the high sear. You'll
enjoy every line. Begin it NOW in

(2
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Billy Bunter plays a promineat part,

— By “Tom B

ROWMN ——

“They do you well here,” said Johnny
Bull when the meal was over.

Harry Wharton nodded and frowned.
e had just been presented with the bill.

“They certainly *do’ you well!” he
remarked., *“I expected the bill io be
ahout a quid, and it's & couple.”

* Ehy

“Two quids ! said Wharton. * That’s
eight bob a head.”

“ Bomething  wrong  there,"  said
Nugent, “The waitress has made a
wistake. Let's ask hor about it."

Wharton beckoned to the girl, and
pointed out that the bill scemed very
excessive,

“Yes, it does seom a lot, sir,” agreed
the waitress. * But I've included Master
Bunter’s Junch on the Lill,”

“ What !”

The juniors stared blankly aé the
waitress.  What on earth was the girl
babbling about?  low could Billy
Bunter possibly have called at Ye Olde
Bunshoppe at Burchester, when he had
dropped out from the walk and gone
back to Greyfriars ¥

" Master Bunter was here about half an
hour age, gentiemen.” the waitress went
on, '“Ile ate an enormous meal—nearly
a pound’s worth of food—and he said
that five of his friends would be coming
ulong to funch, and that I was to include
his tnll with theirs.”

“My hat 1

“Well, of all the nerve ™

" We'd better pay and Jook pleasant, 1
suppose,” sail Wharton. “ But what beats
me is this, How did Bunter wanage to
get here in advance of us?”

“He had a bicyele,™ explained the
waitriess,

k!
he Famounz Five begon to spo day-
hight. Instead of going hark to Greviriars
as they had supposed, Billy Bunter had
waltked as far as Courtlield, where he
had hired a bievelo, and had gone on
in advance while they had been partaking
of reflreshnent in the Elysian Cafe,

“"The—the fat worin "' growled Johnny
Bull.  “This is a retien trek, and no
mistake ! Fancy cating a qind’s worth of
grub, and asking for it to be put down to
our account ™

“We'll pay i said Wharton, “and
take it ont of Bunter's hide later!”

The bill was settded, and a “1ip " Joft
for the wartress, aml the Famous Five
fook to the road ouce more. They had
very little hope of overtaking Ilunter.
The fat jonior was mounted and they
were on foof,  Still, they would see Thlly,
Bunter again in the evenmg, anl give
kim the buinping of his life.

The sum was high in the heavens by
this time, and walking was warm work.

Y We'll take things very easily until we

(Continued on next page.)
The MagweTr Linnany.—~No. 864,
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|HINTS TO WALKERS!|

I By BILLY BUNTER.
HE most important thing Lo re-
nember when setling out on a

long walk is to take a haversack
crammmed with tuck. An army

marches on its stummack, and a long-
distance walker, if he 15 wise, does ditto !
[ ] - -

At intervals of fifty yards yon shoull
find a convenient grassy mound by the
wayvside, and sit down and purfu.ge of
light refreshment. But don't drink
more than six bottles of ginger-pop at
one sitting. I did thise once, and found
that I couldn't have walked another yard
without going off pop!

- - »

When your supplies of luck are eggs-
‘hausted—and you yourself are in a simmi-
lar state—call in at every refreshment.
plaice you come to. In order to walk
forty miles it is nessessary to be well
forty-fied,

¥ - L]

Never get a fellow to pace you on his
bicycle, He'll anly keep getting in your
way—running intg you Irom the rear and
all that sort of thing. BPesides, after
you've tramped a duzzen miles, and your
degs mre like lead, and your tung is
lolling out of your mouth, it's tantalasing
1o see a fellow taking it easy on a bike!

- -

L
A summer evening is the bLest time
for walking. But heware of the batts
and natts and moskeetoes. DPersonally,
I always wear & moskeeto-net over my
faco and arms, in order to keep the
beestly pests at bay. There's nothing
more ageravating than to be stung and
bitten all over your annatermy.

st foa A A A A e A A e K A e A L

When you return from your walk,
always come in at the school gates look-
ing as i you're half dead. Then, if
your Form master spots you, he will
prabally take kompassion on you, and
eggecuse you from lessons next day.
But I regret to say that this has not
always been my eggsperience !

- L ] *

If your schoolfellows ask you how far
you've been, always multiply the actval
distance by three. That is to say, if
you've walked -eight miles, tell them
you've done twenty-four. They will
then regard you as a Spartan and a hero,
aud invite you to their studies for rest
and refreshment—if you're lucky!

RUCTIONS ON THE ROAD!

(Continued from previous page.)

get to Canterbury,” said Wharton, “and
wo'll stop there for an iced lemonade.”

Nearly two houra later, when the
juniors ambled into the famous cathedral
eity and stopped at the first refreshment
place they were astonished and furious to
find that Billy Bunter had again fore-
stalled them. The fat junior had stopped
at the same place, and refreshed himself
liberally with ice-cream, leaving a little
bill of four-and-sixpence to be settled by
his schoolfellows,

This was bad enough: but there was
worse to follow.

When the walking-party halted for tea
at Rochester they found that Bunter had
served them the same trick, Ho seemed
to have an uncanny knowledge of the
various places they would stop at. Doubt-
less he had heard them discussing their
stopping-places at Greyfriars before they
started.

At all events, the fat junior had done
himself well. The lunch at Burchester,
the ice-creams at Canterbury, and the tea
at Rochester ran into quite a big sum.
It was fortunate that the Famous Five
were in funds, or an awkward situation
would have arisen.
~ Bob Cherry made a claw-like gesture
with his hands, as if about to throttle
somebody.

“Wait till I get hold of that fat
bounder !™ he said grimly, *I—I'll burst
hm I

“If he does this sort of thing all the
way to London we shall be broke by this
evening,” seid Nugent.

“The ULrokefulness will be terrific!”
said Hurree Singh dolorously,

But Billy Bunter's merry antics had
already come to a full stop.

taw mniles out of Rochester the
juniors suddenly and unexpectedly came
apon their plump schoolfellow.  They
conld hear a hissing noise behind a
hedge, and on crawling through a gap
to investigate they found Billy Dunter,

Boa o A L A A

A L\ P WS

THE GREYFRIARS HERALD

in his shirtseeves, trying to pump up a
tyre, The bicycle was upside-down in the
meadow, and Banter was pumping for alt
he was worth, and perspiring profusely
as he pumped. But the more he pumped
the more quickly the air rushed out of
the tyre, which was punctured in about
six places.

Bob Cherry gave a yell.

“Here he is!”

Billy Bunter spun round with & start.
His jaw dropped when he caught sight of
the Famous Five.

“Oh crumbs !
I'm punctured!”

Y Not yet,” said Johnny Bull grimly,
“but you're just poing to be!”

With one accord the juniors rushed at
Billy Bunter and bore him to earth.
Then he was bumped roundly and
soundly on the parched turf, until thero
was searcely a breath in his body, and he
made a noise like bis own deflated tyre.

“That’s for playing those rotten tricks
on us!" said Wharton sternly,

“Ow-ow-0w! I1—I say, you Icllows,
what am I going to do? 1 can’t mend
this besstly puncture, and I haven't the
cash to get back to Greylriars by train!”

“Then you must hoof it!" growled
Johnny Boll. * P'r'aps, if you're lucky,
you'll get a lift on the road. But jou
don’t deserve to.”

The Famous Five went on their way,
and Billy BDunter wailed appealingly after
them. DBut they did not feel disposed to
give Bunter a2 belping hand, in theo
circumstances.

That evening, when the chums of the
Remave arrived back by train, there was
no sign of Billy Bunter. The fat junior
didn't come in until long after Jocking-
up time. e was utterly worn out, and
apart from one or two short lifts on the
road, he had had to plod his weary way
homeward, like the ploughman in tho
poem. But the verdict of his school-
fellows was that it served him jolly well
right !

11 say, you fellows!

THE EMD,
SN —

Heeping Him Lively!

He was the slowest boy on earth, so
his pavents had apprenticed him to a
naturalist. But even the naturalist found
him slow. It took him two hours to
give the canaries their seed, three to
stick a pin through e dead butterfly, and
four to pick up a convolvulus.

The only pomt about him was that he
was willing.

“And what,” he asked, having spent
the whole afterncon changing the gold-
fish’s water, “shall I do now, sir?”

The naturalist ran his fingers through
his frenzied locks.

“Well, Robert,” he replied st lenghh,
“T think yon might now take the tor-

toise out for a walk.”

& At
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Nine tiny toddlers, resting on o gale:
One fell backwards, broke his neck, and
then there were eight.

EN tiny_toddlers, voted
walking fine;

One walked straight

into a car, and

then there were nine,

Eight tiny toddlers, tramping down in
Devon :

In & ditch one chanced to pitch, and then
there were seven.

Seven tiny toddlers, in a fearful fix:
Buil came charging, butted one, and then
therc were six,
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Six tiny toddlers—when will they arrive?
One dropped out, fed-up no doubt, and
then there were five.

Tive tiny toddlers, feeling stiff and sore:
One was “done,” collapsed, poor son,
and then there were four,

Fotir }tiny toddiers {gone their grins of

glee)

One fell down a cellar-flap, and then
there were three.

“Toddlers’

By Dicx Fewrond,

fopehe §eimgirb b die

| Three tiny toddlers—twenty
miles to do;

COne caressed a charabane, and

W , fRandl Bl

then there were two,
{ramped al set of

he'd

Two tiny toddlers,
sun:

One collapsed exhausted,
dragged the other one!

for

One tiny toddler—farmer fired his gun,
Shot him accidentally, and then there
were none |

No tiny toddlers on the road were seen:
Never go on walking tours—ride a swift

machine |
[Supplement iv.
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certain that it was the Spahi. Keep your
eyes open for him ™

“Oh crumbs I murmured Bunter.

The fat junior quaked, but he held his
peace. But he understood now why the
kind stranger had come to his aid on
the steamer, and why he had displayed
so much interest in that journey to the
African desert. Bon Saoud had learned
all that he needed to know of the major's
plans from the fatuous Owl of the
Remave.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
A Narrow Escape !

ARRY WHARTON & Co. were
H fully on their guard during the
run from Boulogne to Paris in

the French express. Even Billy

Bunter did not give his wholoe thought
to wayside refreshments, but blinked sus-
]\iuions':y at every pessenger who entered
the train or passed along the corridor.
The idea that Bou Saocud, the son of
Mutapha ben Mohammed, was shadow-
ing the party, was a ratler disturbiug
one. The Spabi “ad succeeded in kid-
vapping Ali at Greyfriars, and they
knew him to be a determined and des-
perate mau,  For the first time it came
into their minds that there might be
danger in their journey long before the
African desert was reachod. Bou Saond
nas watching them, possibly only to dis-
cover their plans, more probably to
make some atteriplt to prevent the
jonrney to the veseue of A ben Yosef,

Major Cherry was ouly {00 well aware
of the possibilities, The vesenn of Al
depended on him.  Any mischance that
befell him on his journey would leave
the schoolbox sheik a helpless prisoner in
the hands of the Shaik Musfapha, with
ta hope of reseie, amd thot the savage
chicf who had wsuvped Ali's rvightful
place would spare hiz lile was unpos-
sible. Even now Al's hfe hung on a
thiead.  He was sparved so long as
Mustapha refained hope of getting pos-
scssion of the Fye of Abmed by mieans
nf his prisoner,

More than onee the major's hand slid
into the pocket where veposad the re.
volver which he had earvied throngh
Flanders and Mesopotamin in the War
unys.  Now that he knew DBou Saoud
wis on the track, he knew that that
revolver might be necded. A hife to the
desperade of the desert was nothing.
Onty the considerntion of his own enfoty
would deter Bon SBaond Terom delivering
a knife-thrust at a favourable momeut.
With the edncation he bhad received in
a French military  sehool,  with the
~wagger of an officer of the Spahiz, Houo
Saoud was still at heart the truculent
savape of the Salmara,

it the train rolled om, and no =g
var geen of the brown-faced man wils
the Llaek beard,

Ny the time ther lad passed Ceeil,
iy Buanter had dismisaced the black
wanded man from hie mimb and wa-
inking only of his next meal, He had
coovered from e fereific innings on the
bapt, He blinked at his watel and at
o time table, and eonnted the minutes to

Paris. Meanwhile, the major's bronzed
face was growing more and more
thoughtful, and his glance rested
doubtfully on the juniors more than
once. Bob fancied he could read his
thoughts, and he spoke at last.

“Took here, dad, we're not afraid of
that dashed ruffian, Bou Saoud,” he =aid.
*“We're quite able to handle him if he
butts in.”

“Yes, rather!” erid Nugent.

“The ratherfulness is terrific,” said
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh,

Major Cherry smiled faintly,

“I did not_anticipate this, of course,”
he said.  “I supposed that Bou Saoud
was already back in the desert with
Mustapha ben Mohammed. I begin to
think that I should not have allowed
{ou boys to come on this journey.” He

nitted his brows. "1 did not think
there might be danger before DBiskra.
But, as it turns out——"

“The danger doesn't worry us, sir,”
said Harry Wharton,

“I know, DBut it is there, ail the
same,” answered the major. “And 1
am responsible for Jou to your people,
you know.”

“Qur WOH’IB wouldn't want
desert old A
said Harry.

“'No fear,” agreed Nugent,

Major Cherry nodded, but he was
evidently not quite satisfied in his mind.

“Of course, if vou think we may be 1
the way——" said Johnny Bull,

“Well. T fear there is work ahead that
it not work for schoolboys,” said Major
Cherry. “ However, there is plenty of
time to think about it.”

“T say, you fellows, don't be funky.”
enid Dilly Bunter cheerfully. *I'm not
afraid of any dashed niggers. 1!l look
after vou.”

“ Fathcad '™ growled Bob.

“Oh, really, Cherry——?"

“ At

“Hem " murmnmred the major.

Y1 sav, vou fellows, iz there o grub
carriage on this traia?™ asked Dunter.
“T'm getting jolly pecki=h.”

“You must be,”” said Johuny Bull sar-
castically.

TR b e

us to
i while he's up against it,”

Billy Bunter ralled out of the carriage.
and rollt aleng the copridor in scarch of
the dining-car. H- was ab-ent about a
munnte. Then there was a rush of foot-
steps ou the train corvidor. and Bunter

came bolting back iuto the carviage.
gasping.
“Look out!” roared Bob, as Bunter

sprawled over his legs,
Qw1
Bomp!
Pilly Bunter sat on the Ooer of the

carriage with a bumn and a vell. Major
Chierry =taved at him sharply.
“What s the matter with  von,

Juanter " he exclatmoed.
* Yaroooh '™
“You fal dulfer!” exclaimed Wharton,
e alter me”

CEhY Who - what——"
“'Ihat chap—black beard —man on_the
heat! T saw hime—" spluttered Dun-

ter meoherently,

(% oy hat 7

Major Chwiry sprang to hiz feet, Dis
eves ghuting,  He canebt Bamer by the
~honlder, and Jerked hin upright,

“You have ~een himt”

0w Yes'

S Whepet

“In the next carviage Imt one-

W >

“Look ont ! shouted o,

A fignre appearcd i the train corri-
dor, and a dark. Dinck-bearded  face
looked into she cavringe. Major Chervy
swung round. There was a savage grin

on the black-bearded face, a glint in the
black eyes of the disguised Spahi.

A revolver was in his hand. and it was
thrust into the doorway of the carrviage,
and the muzzle almost touched Major
Cherry as the Spahi pulled the trigger.

At the same moment Harry Wharton
struck ot the Spahi's arm, and the
weapon was deflected just in time,

Crack!” y

The bullet missed Major Cherry by an
inch, and was buried in the cushions of
the seat.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Brave Buntler!
BOU SAOUD muttered a word in

Arabic, and the revolver swung

up towards the major again. DBut

he had no time lor a second shot.
Bob Cherry's fist crashed into his dusty
face, and he went spinning back into the
train corridor.

“Collar him!” roared Johnny Bull.

“Stend back!” exclaimed the major.

He sprang into the corridor aiter the
Spahi. <

Bou Saoud was slaggering against the
windows, panting. DBob’s blow had
caught him fairly in the face, with all
Bob's hefty strength behind it, aud he
was dazed for the moment. His black
beard had been Joozened, and hung now
by one wire, showing the clean-shaven
brown chir of the Spahi.

“You scoundrei!” said the wajor, be-
tween his teeth.

Heo leaped at the Spahi.

But the Arvab recovered himself in a
secand. He spun round and raced up the
corridor of the tran.

“8Btop him!" roared the major, dash-
ing in purswit.  “Stop him! Arretez!”

The Spahi dashed into two plump
Frenclunen who were smoking aml talk-
ing in the coiridor. e sent both of
them sprawling, and dashed on.  The
maojor, rashing after him, stumbled over
the sprawling Frenchmen, aml one of
them grasped his leg as he passed, and
dragged him down,

“Let go. vou fool ! panted the wmajor.

“ Mon Dieu!™

“ Ma foi!”
“Maiz, qu'est-que-'est——gnoi—*
» Muis, coquin -seelerat—--"

Major Cherry stroggled to lis foet,
with the two excited and gesticulating
Frenchmen.  The Spaht had vanished
along the corridor. I'be major <ioved
off the Frenclunen withont ceremony:
but he was too laic to pursue the Spaha
farther. From the window of the train
he caught a plijimse of 2 nean with A
dangling, black beard volling down a
gra~sy alope by the railway track,

Bou Saoud had leaped from the train,

The wajor goitted {lid tectin,

“Gone!” he muttered,

In a monent the Spaln, relling in tha
pro=<, wa- left belimd and owt of sight
by the express as it yu-hed on towands
Pars,

Pur-nit was impossible,

' Memsiewr—--"
“Vous expliquerez——"
“exige i

“Je demande—"*

Tie two French gemilemen addreeszed
Major Cherry topether, 1 great excites
ment. D tle voar of the wram the erack
of the revolver bad not been noticed s
all the pas-engers knew was that an
“Anglais”  had roshed  along the
corvidor m pursnit of another passenger,
amd the tno passengers who had been
upmet wanted au explanation,

The major eantrolled his impaticnee,
amd satished the ¥rench gentlemen with

The Magxrr LaBrany.— XNo, 864,




15

BIKES WAITING TO BE WON!

COUPON ON PAGE 6!

en apology in his best French; and re-
turned to his carriage, lcaving them
shrugging their shoulders up to their
ears,

“Ilo's gone ?” asked Boh, as his father
came into the cacriage.

The major nodded.

“Thank goodness it's no worse!"” said
Bob, with a shiver. “I—I was afraid
for a moment—" Bob's voice choked.
h‘“h father's narrow escape had shaken

L

.

“He jumped from the train," said the
major. e way have been injured;
but these desert Arabs are as active as
cats.  Anvhow, he is gone now.”

The wajor sat down. His narrow
escape had had no effect on his iron
nerve.

He fixed bis eves on Whaston. )

“You saved my life, my lad,” he said.
“7 shall not forget that. Only a few
minutes belore fgwas thinking that I
had made & mistake in bringing you
bovs on this journey—and if I had not
broight you Ijshou]d be a dead man at
this moment! By Cad, if Ali is rescued,
he will owe it as much to you as to me!”

“What are you going to do about it,
father1” asked Bob. “I suppose the
police ought to be set after that rascal?”

Major Cherry shook his head.

*“We have no time for delay,” he said,
%and I am pretty ceriain that Bou
SBaoud will be hundreds of miles away
before the French police could get on
his track., Fortunately, what has hap-
pened was not noticed on the train, and
we need say nothing. We don't want
to be hung up for days or wecks in
Paris.”

“Where's Bunter?”
suddenly.

In the excitement, the juniors had not
noticed that Billy Bunier was not to be
seen in the carnage.

“ Blessed if I know,” said Bob, looking
round.

The Owl of the Remove seemed to
have vanished.

Major Cherry stepped out of the car-
riage. and paced - up and down the
corridor, lighting a cigar. What had
happencd  had given him  food for
thought—and he was not thinking of
Billy Bunter. But the Famous Five
wondered what had become of the fat
junior.

“He was in the carriage," said Harry.
“J didn’t see him clear offi —"

Bob Cherry grinned, and pointed to a
Toot that protruded from under one of
the scats.

That foot evidently belonged
William UGeorge Bunter.

The Owl of the Remove, in a blue
funk, bad squeezed himself out of sight
under the seat, and apparently was not
awarc vet that the episode was over and
the savage Spahi & dozen miles bohind
the train,

‘The juniors grinned.

Bob Cherry stooped, and seized Bun-
ter's ankle in an iron grip.

There was a yelp of terror under the
seat,

“Onwt Merey! Ow!™

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the juniors.

That roar of laughter reassured DBun-
ter. Iiis fat face and big spectacles
blinked out from the dusty recess.

“Ow! 1-1 say, you ft‘{lm\'s—"

“Ia, ha, ha!”

“Js—is—is he gone?” gasped Bunter.

“Long ago!” chuckled Bob Cherry.
“It's all sercne, fatty., You can come
out.”

The Owl of the Remove crawled out
into view, dusty and crimson and per-
Tue Macser Lisranry.—No,

asked Nugent

to

spiring. He gasped as he collapsed into

a seat.

“Oh dear! Ow! I say, you fellows,
are vou sure he’s gone?”

“The gonefulness is
esteemed funky Bunter!”
Nabob of Bhanipur,

*Oh, really, Inky—if you think I was
funky——"

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Bob. “We
don't think—we know!”

“Nothing of the kind. Do you think
I got under the seat because 1 was
afraid of a dashed nigger?” exclaimed
Bunter indignantly.

“Yes, rather!” chuckled Wharton,

“Qh, really, you know!
wasn't afraid of him—I was looking for
a five-frane piece I'd dropped——"

“ Ha, ha, ha'”

I‘l‘l‘ If you fellows can't take my word
*IHa, ha, ha!”?
o here,” roared Dunter. I

don't want any of your cheek, or any of

your cackle. I was looking for a five-
franc piece—I mean o five-lranc note.

As for that dashed nigger, he's beneath

my notice. If he turns up again I'll

deal with bim fast enough.”

Bob Cherry glanced out into the corri-
dor. The major had finished his cigar
and was coming back.

** Hallo, hallo, hallo!
exclaimed Bob,

“Wha-a-at I

“ Protect us, Bunter!” gasped Bob,

“Yaroooh!"

Bunter rolied off the seat and dived
under it with marvellous cclerity. He
vanished as the major looked in at the
doorway, Only two fcet remained in
evidence.

Major Cherry stared at them.

“What sdoes this mean?” he asked.
“1s that Bunter under the seat?”

“I—1 think so!” gasped Bob.,

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Bunter!"

" 0‘.'!!;

“What are you doing thern?” ex-
claimed the major testiy. " Do wyou
wabpt to rub up all the dust on the floor?
Get out of it at once!”

The major's voice reassured Bunier.
He crawled out, blinking round him in
surprise,

* Where is he?” he panted.

“He—who ¥

“That nigger—the Spahi—"

“He is off the train long ago”
suapped th~ major.

“Deast! roared Bunter, with an
infuriated blink at Bob Cherry. “You
said he was coming!”

“I didn't say Bou Saond was coming,”
chuckied Bob. “I said * here he comes.’
And the ‘ he ' was my pater.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“PBoast "

Billy Bunter plumped down in a
corner seat, glaring at his hilarious com-
rades with a glare that almost cracked
his spectacles. The major smiled [aintly.

1 think, Bunter, that you would do
well to return when we reach I'aris,” he
said. “I will make every arrangement
for your journey back if you care to go.
You are really not suitable for a danger-
ous journey, my bay!”

Bunter blinked at him indigrantly,

“Well, T like that,” he said. “1I [ancy
I'm the only plueky fellow here, if yon
come to that!”

“Oh gad!” said the major.

“As for danger, it's nothing to me—
less than nothing. If we really come np
against it, you'll find that I'm the fellow
to rely on!” said Bunter reassuringly.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Oh, stop cackling, you silly asses!”

terrific, my
chuckled the

Here he comes!”

The major let it drop at that. Billy
Bunter sat in glowering indignation while
the express ran on {o Paris, and thén
the party gathered up their belongings
and emerged into the crowded, noisv
Gare du Nord.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
A Night in Paris !

ARRY WHARTON & CO. would
H have been glad to change
direetly into the P, L. M. train
at the Orleans station, and con-
tinue their journey to the south without
a pause. But the major, though hard
as iron himself, had decided to give his
vouthful companions a night's rest in
Paris, and to take the southern express
in the morming. Billy Bunter, at least,
agreed with the major's decision—he
was in no hurry, and he stated with un-
inistakable frunkness that he expected
& comfoctable bed in a comfortable hotel
at night. No sitting vp in dashed rail-
way carriages for him, Bunter told his
comrades—neither did he care for a
“wagon-lit "—what he wanted was =
comfortable bed at night. Fortunately
ihe major agreed with Bunter on this
point, and from the Gare du Nord the
rty drove to the hotel already selected
E; Major Cherry, where their rooms had
been engaged in advance,

In spite of his assurances to the major,
Biily DBunter’'s fat nerves had been
rather shaken by the incident on the
train. Ho had debated in his podgy
mind whether he should continue the
journey, which now seemed to have a
spice of danger. Certainly, the major's
narrow escape had not worried Bunter—
he did not waste much thought on that.
But a bullet intended for one person
might possibly hit another—and that
other might be William George Bunter!
That gave tho matter quite a serious
aspect,

But dinner at the Paris hotel com-
forted and reassured Bunter. It was
quite a nice dinner, and it was a very
extensive one, so far as Bunter was con-
cerned, With an almost unlimited scries
of feeds like this in prospect, Bunter
felt that he could face the danger—such
as it was. DBesides, when danger was
not pear at hand, Bunter was as brave
as a lion.

So he nobly defermined not to desert
his pals, but to stick to them through
thick and thin—at least, so long as his
fat comfort was propbrly considered.

After dinner, the major had some
business in the evening that took him
away from the hotel, and alter some
hesitation, he agreed to allow the
juniors to take a stroll by themselves.
He was assured that Bou Saoud was
far enough away by this time—it was
preity cortain that the Spahi was speed-
ing southward to escape a possible pur-
surt by the police.

“Keep together, and keep to the
lighted streets, and come back early,”
said the major. *I rely on you, Whar-
ton!”

“Right-ho, sir!” said the captain of
the Remove.

And the six juniors sallied forth
together to see what they could of the
sights of Paris in a couple of hours,

They mingled with the thronging
crowds that swarmed the boulevards in
the summer evening.  All Paris seemed
out of doors—every little iron table out-
side the innumerable cafes seemed to be
taken.

“1 say, you fellows

“Don’t =ay you're ready for supper,
old chap,” urged Bob Uherey. "1 really




EYERY
MONDAY,

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

19

PRICE
TWOPENCE,

|90/ 0 0l ] O 0 3 ) 0 3 30 3, 0 0 3, 0 0, 3 33 3 33 8, 389 083 3 8 O )

] 5
L [
= a (4] L ” ' ] o
: London Reader Wins a "Royal Enfield” Bicycle! :
. g
- O
; RESULT OF “HARRY WHARTON” “CHARACTERS” COMPETITION. E
o : 5
E In this com- Where can you E
: petition the find so simple E
. >
d prize of a hand- a competition §
(] |
Ff some “Royal elsewhere, g
: (]
S Enfield” Bi- chums? Make §
B 0
3 cycle has been up your minds J
:E awarded to: ANELS I BIKE FORINOTHING | to win one of E
i PHILIP E. MAY, these wonderful bikes—fill up the |
@ 0
%1 55, Isledon Road, HOLLOWAY, N.7, coupon on page 6, NOW! qu
Z for the following line: (Another prizewinner's name published in 7
o next week's * MAGNET,” boys! Look out {\
a “Reputation” worth having. for itl) El
a 0
i Another Ripping Bicycle Offered This Week! 3
D B el B mi a0 Bl et o o1 e o S 0 B B £ EOTOR0E0R0Z03 s
couldn’t stand watching you eat again § table at a distance from the stage. A At the mext table were two young
just yet!"” fat and perspiring waiter came to take | American tourists, with bottles of wine

Y

“Oh, really, Cherry—"

“Give your dinners time to settle”
suggested Johnny Bull, “ You ate four
or live, you know.”

“Otherwisze  the burstiulness is  the
horriblo possibility,” said Hurree Jam-
sot. Ram Singh.

“1 wasn't going to zay supper ! howled
Bunter. “I'm not ready for supper
ot !”

“Oh, my Lat!"

“You silly asses! ¥ was going to sug-
gest seeing some of the shows,” snorted
Dunter. * There are a lot of shows in
Paris that ain't allowed in London.
You can’t see themn there!”

“And we don't want to sco them
bere, Bunter,” said Harry Wharton
quietly. “Don't be a young Dblack-
guavd, if you can help it!” :

“Of, youw're a mnoodle!” said Bunter
contemptuoualy. “1 can tell you, I'm
a it of a dog when I get going.”

“Fathead!”

“Woll, I'm going in here, and chance
it saud Bunter obstinately, stopping
outside a cafe-chuntant, “It's all right,
You don’t pay anything—you just order
a drink, and that pays for the show,
sep 1"

“ A drink 27 repeated Johany Ball,

“Ol, you can order lemonade if yon
Tike,” sawd Duntey scornfuliv, = Mine's
champagne !

“You silly owl!”

i \'"htl‘

Billy Bumer marched in, and his comn-
panions followwd him in. They wat
down in the crowded hall, round a little

their orders, and Wharton gave the
order for cool, summer drinks—omitting
champagne for Bunter. There was no
danger of Bunter ordering champagne
for himself, however kenn‘his desire to
be & “bit of & dog.”” The price of it
deterred Bunter from spreading himself
in that direction.

At Greyfriars the juniors learned
French, and some of the Co. were quite
high up in Monsicur Charpentier’s class,
But as they had observed on previous
vacations, the French of Greyfrisrs was
not precisely like the French of France,
It had a sort of family resemblance, and
that was all,

A young wan with a cardbeard nose,
painted bright red, came on the stage,
and " pattered ” to the audience in a
French that was a deep mystery to the
Greyfriars juniors, He kept the aundi-
cnce in a roar of laughter, but his jesis,
whatever they were, were quite lost on
Harry Wharton & Co.—which peeliaps
waw just as well

“1 say, vou fellows, they speak rotten
French here—1 can’t undeystand any of
il grunted Bunter,

“A lot of it i3 slang, T think,” raid
Harvy. 1 Jare say we're not missing
much.”

T say, I'm thusty.”

"

“There's lots of lemonade.”

“Rats "

“Phis  erangeade §s geod,”  saild
Nugent, i

“Bosh! T waut a hefty dvink,” said
Bunter.

“Fathead !

and big cigars, doing their best—hke
many tourists in Paris—to look as blase
and wicked as possible.  Billy Dunter
Llinked at themn with eyes of envy., He
wanted to lgck blase aml wicked, too.
He would have rejoiced to be taken for
a regular dog, a roaring blade who had
heard the chimes at muduight,

“Look here, vou fellows, mako i
champagne, and I'll foot the bill,” said
Bunter generously.

* Asgl?

_ “Why shouldu't we make a night of

¥ said Bunter recklessly. “Ler's

roll back to the giddy hotel about one
"

in the morning, what?’

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Bunter. old man, rou're too funny
to live,” said Dob Checry. " You beal
that fellow on the stage hollow.”

“ Yah!"

Billy Bumer eat diseontentedly and
stpped lus lemonade. fins wasn't his
ilea of a “night out " iu Paris by any
means.  Though what woulid have hap-
pened to Bunter, had he imbibed cham-
pagne, was a rather entertaining ques-
tion, Bunter had tasted champagne,
and- at the bottom of lus leart con-
sideved it mumensely wlorior o ginger-
Lbeer. But aothing would have mduced
him to adout it

ey up!”
“He's there—
“Who, ass?”
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“That nigger,” said Bunfer breath-
10?"‘:in

O, my hat "

The juniors looked round al ounce. Tt
was possible, Thaugh not at all Jikely,
that Bon Seoud was in Pavis, and that
ke was shadowing the Grexfrars pacty,

“Where *” exclainied Wharlon,

“Look " Lreathed Duuter.

Ai a hintle distance, on Avab in a
Spahi npiform was sithing at & table.
watching the stage and sipping a wlass
of wine. He wax a hithe, hands-ome
follow, witl a black moustache, and the
juniors guessad that hie was one of the
i"rt-m-‘h pative ~ohlicts from Algeria on
leave.

“You silly ass)" growled Johnny
Bull. Do you thunk every guidy Arab
15 Bou Saoud? Thai's not ihe man”

“I sonppose I an trust oy eyes.”
snapped Bunter.
“Then you ¢an’t trust  Your spocs!

Ie's not the man, 1 tell you™

“Raks " The 0wl of the Remove
Blinked at the Avab. I tell you I
know him. He's got a false moustache
now instead of a false Leard.”

G 117

“He came in soon after us” went
on Bunter. **He's walchiug us”

“Iols of peaple canie tn after us, Tnt-
head—and  he's aot watclig  ws ™
growled Bob.

“Y dave say you're alraid of him, Bol
Cherry-—"

o \Vi}m ™

“here’s noiling to bLe afraid of,
with all these people about. And
there's & gendayme at the door, too.”

“You ﬁom swhot!  It's  neot the
man "

“Ol, really, Wharton, T don't think
van ought to pretend not te recognise
im, just because yon're afraid of the
n:an,” wrged Bunter. “I'm not funky,
with all this crowd bere—1 niean, 1
shouldn't be funky in eay case. Look
here, yon'd know him fast enough with-
out that false mousiache on his face—it
makes him look diffcrent. One of you
fellows go up to him and grab it off.”

HWhat "

“Then he'll be shown vp, and we can
give him into custody, seel?”

* But it'srﬁot the man !” howled Bob.

“Oh, rot!
“For pgoodpess’ sake shut wup,
Bunter ! said  \Wharton; and ¢

juniors turned theic attention to the
stage again, while Bunter—quite con-
vipced that his short-sighted eyes had
told him ihe truth—continued to blink
suspiciously at the Arab.

———

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
The Wrong Man!

ILLY BUNTER was not giving
B any attention to the stage pow.
He blinked at the dusky man
with & Hxed blink, apparentiy
unable to take hiz eyes, or his spec-
tacles, off the Arab. The man became
aware of his fixed scrutiny at last, and
looked across at Bunter, first with a sur-
prised stare, and then with an angry
glint in his black oyes. He did not
seem to like being stared at by Bunter’s
gleaming spectacles. Bunter, however,
was too short-sighted to notice the signs
of gathering anger in the soldier's face,
and he continued to stare mcross ai the
man unrenittingly. .

The soldier fnished hie wine, and
rose from the table. His eges ware
fixed on Bunter now, and ha came
across towards the table round which
the Greyiriars juniors wers ga
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Runter clufched at Wharton's sleeve.

ook out ) he gasped.

“Well, what s it now T oxelaimed
the captain of the Remove impatiently,

“He's coming

“Wihin's romin

"That aigger.” o

“1 teil you he ian't the man " hissed
Wharton,  “If you weren’t as blind as
a silly owl you'd know it.”’

Rt | e's coming over be us!”
whispered Punter excitedls, "1 say,
look out [or his revolver!™

* Fathead [

All the juniors glanced at the dark-
faced man as he came np bo the table,
Dwler odged back a2 fittle bethnd Bob
{'herry, The soldicr fixed his cyes on
Buonser,

“Vous me regardez, done,' he said
“Je ne vous connals pas, miis vous mo
regardez toujours, Pourguei?”

=1-1 sav, you fellows, what does he
mean

“*He means that Le docsn't know yon,
but vou keep staring at hum " growied
Bob Cherry.

1 jolly well do know him—"

The native soldwer, who acemed vers
angry, rapped the table with a set of
brown knuckles,

s Pourquoi?™ he demanded,

“ He's the man, you fellows ™
Buuter. "1 know his voice, too.
he speaks Freach.™

And then Bunter, emboldened by the
number of people close at band, and
quite convinced that he was going to
show un a disguised Bou Saoud. reached
up suddenly and grabbed at the thick
curling hlac{( moustache of the Spahi.

‘That movement tock the man quite by
surprise. !

Before he knew what Bunter was at
the fat junior had grabbed the big mous-
tache and tugged at it

All round the jumiors’ table people
stared at the seene in  gesticulating
amazement,

Bunter expected the big black mous-
tache to come off in his hand, thus prov-
ing that the Arab soldier was Bou Saoul.

But it did not come off!

There was & yell of mingled pain and
wrath from the Arab as Bunter tugged—
a yell that left no doubt that the big
moustache grew where it flourished, and
that the man was considerably hurt by
Bunter's sudden fierce tug.

“Oh, my hat!” gasped Bob Cherry.

Bunter gasped. .

Even his obtuse brain realised that the
moustache was the genuine article, and
that it was not a disguise,

"“Oh! Oh dear!" stuttered Bunter.
“Jt—it—it isn't the man [

“Cireat Scott! What's goin{: to hap-
pen now 7" gasped Johnny Bull,

The soldier stood rubbing his mous-
tache with his dusky hand, and glaring
at Bunter as if he would eot him, For
a moment or two he eeemed too
sstoundod to act. Then he hurled him-
solf at the Dwl of Greyfriars.

“Ow! Help!”

Bunter dived below the fable just in
time. Two or three glasses of orangeade
went crashing over.

Wharton sprang to his fect.

::E{; 1 ihe fshouted.- . W yelled

1 0 le fra je lo tue!” ye
the enr Spa!tn, grabbing under the
table at Bunter.

“Varooch! Keep him off I”

Wharton and Bob Che;;r{f grasped the
arms of the justiy-incensed soldier, and
dragged him back. He poured out a
stream of mmgled French and Arabice,
and waiters and attendanis rushed up on
all sides. Under the iable Bunter yelled
for the police.

“It's & mistake,” gasped Wharton,
teying to explain to the infuriated man.

,oass 't

gasped
And

“Je vous dis—le petit garcon est fou—
tres fou—""

“("est un fou!™ gasped Dob, Lurating
into French, ' Vous comprency, cett un
fou, ot nous e garde.”

s Help ! yvelled Bunter, “DPolice !

The =pabt colmed hunself a< he heard
the cxplanation. ‘The juniors were ex-
plaining that Dunter was a lunatic—
which really scemed the only possiblo
cxplenation to give after what he had
done.

“Ah ca!" «id the seldier.  “Clest
conne ca'—je comprends!  Laisscz mol
done.””

‘The juniars released Tiis arms. and the
Spaht walked back to his table. Iie was
saiisfied  with  the explanation  that
Banter was ont of his puml,

“Gh, wmy bat! What an evening!™
gasped Dob Cherry,  “We'd betier get
out of this.”

*“Yes, rather’”

An cxeited crowd surged round the
juniors, and the proprictor of the cafe,
in greasy evening clothes, came np and
poured out a stream of French at top
speed and with frantic gesticulations,
The juniovs did not understand a tenth
of what he said; but they caught the
words “allez-vous-en,” oft repeated, and
understood that they were being told to
leave,

They wers only too glad to do so.

Bunter -was jerked out from under the
table, amid laughicr from the onlookers,
and marched out of the place in the
vndst of the Greyfriars juniors. They
went with crimson faces, and were happy
to find themselves in the street sgain,

“J say, you fellows—"

“Shut up!' howled DBob Cherry.
“ Let's get back to the hotel, you fellows,
It's about time, anyhow !

‘I say, I ain't sure that he wasn't the
man, a?ter ail!" gasped Bunter. “The
moustache wouldn’t come off—but why
did he drop the matiter so quictly ? That
looks gailty.”

*You siﬁy ass! We explained to him
that you weren’t in your right mind{™
roared Bob

“What 1" yelled Dunter.
“He lot you off because he thinks
ou're a Junatic, and we're your

eoq'em ’
“Why, you—you—you—" gasped
Bunter.

*And so you are, and so we jolly well
are!” growled Johnny Bull. “And if
you plaﬁ the goat again, Bunter, I'll
jolly well dot you on the nose! That's

a t;g{! "

[1] ahl-),

The juniors walked back o their hotel,
Among the crowds that thronged the
Paris pav ts they g d two or
dozen Arabs, in their walk. But Billy
Bunter did not look ameng them for Bou
Saoud. He was quite fed-up on that
au:l;;ect—a feeling shared by kis com-
vades.

prrns—t

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER,
At Marseliles !

RIGHT and early the next morn-
ing the Greylriars party drote to
the Orleans Station, and boarded
the ParisALyons-ﬁdeditananesn

express for the south, Marseilles was
their next halt, where they were to take
the boat actoss the Mediterranean io
Africa. It was a long, long run from
Pariz to the ancient Phocean city by
the blue waters, but the choms of tho
Remove were prepared fo enjoy it. I
was not tho season when the great
crowds go southward to the Riviers, but
the train was fairly well filled, and the
travellers were unable to get a carriago
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and switched on the light by his bhedside,

Billy Bunter's heart throbbed viclently as he saw the gleam of steel in the Spahi’s hand, Major Cherry’s life hung on a
thread. Then, suddenly, in a paroxysm of terror, Bunter yelled,

(See Chapler 14.)

It awoke Malor Cherry, who sat up in bed in amazement,
* Bou Saoud ! ** he gasped, as he saw the Spahl, knife in band, within the room,

to themselves. The train had passed
Lyons, when an attendunt came along
the corridor, looking into the carriages,
and stopped at the one where Harry
Wharton and Frank INugent sat among
the passengers, with Bob Cherry on the
opposite seat.

*Monsicur Sherry ?” said the attend-
ant,

Bob gave a start.

“1 suppose that's little me,”
marked, looking
" What's wanted #”

**Je cherche le petit Monsicur Sherry,
(|tl! voyage avec son pere.”

Bob grinned.

“I'm the hittle Mr, Cherry,
with his father,” he answered.
the game’”

The attendant handed him a secaled
envelope,

“On me donne cela pour vous, mon-
5irun ” he said.

*Thank you!

Bob Jooked at the Ictter in great sur-
prise, Someone on the train, apparently.
fiad handed the letter to the attendant fo
be given to him,  The envelope was,
however, addressed to Major Cherry, not
to Bob,

“It's for the pater,” said Bob, “I'd
better hike along the train with it at
onre. Blowed if I can make it out!"

Bob went along the corrider with the
letter in his hand.

He reached she carriage in which the
majar sat, with some of the members of
the Greylriars party,

b '\}Fa\ttr,r for you, dad,” said Bob.

wRh

Bob Cherry explained, as he handed
the letter to his father, The major
opened it, with a puzzled brow,
~ Then his eyes glinied under his knitted
brows,

*Bou Saoud!" he muttered.

“My hat! Ts that scoundrel on the
train ! exclaimed Bob.

"“He has been on the tram,
evenis; T Lloubt if he is on it stil,” =aid
the major. “Probebly he pgot ofl at
Lyons, after giving this letter to the at-
tendant., You may read it.”

Bob looked at the letter; it was written

he re-
round at the man.

voyaging

“What's

[t

at all

in French, but he was able to make it
out. Translated, it ran:

“Monsicuor,—Yon have had one parrow
eseape. You will not escape the next
time il you persist in your voyage to
Africa. Be advised, and turn back at
Marseilles, ¥ you take the boat for
Algiers, you will not live to see the
African shore.

“Bov Saovn.”

“Checky rotter)” said Bob.

“The cheekfulliess js terrifie,”  re-
marked IHurree Jamset Ram  Singh.
“But it will make no diffcrence to our
esteemed selves,”

The major smiled,

“None at all.” he said. “And 1
scarcely think that Dow Saoud will ven-
ture to attenipt any rascality on board
a crowded steamer, in spite of his
threat,”

“Gas!” assented Dob. “Ifo must be
a silly ass to think that he can frighten
us back. But that means that he will
be on the watch at Marseilles when we
take the steamer, dad.”

“We shall be on the watch,
the major.

*Yes, rather!

The news that Bou Saoud, the Spahi,
had been on the train was rather excit-
ing to the juniors. They wondered
whethier he was still on boawl, but it was
useless to think of war\hing a crowded
express for a man who would certainly
be in stme disgmse if he was there.
Nothing was scen of the man, at all
events, during the run through the south
of France, and by the tine they reached
Marscilles the Grexfriars party were too
fatigued 1o think mueh about Bou Saoud,
or anvthing but bed., The major had
baoked their quarters at the ITotel e
I'Orient, near the harbour, and theyx
drove at once through a!(‘upmg streets to
the hotel

“We get a day in Marseilles,” Dob
Cherey remarked at hreakfast the next
morning—a late breakfast, ' The packet
bout goes to-morrow, We shall be able
io see some of ihe sights,”

“1 say, you fellowns 'y

“And don’t you get on the track of

ton,” said

1

any giddy Arabs, Bunter, There are no
end of them here,”

“Rats 1" spid Buoter,
fellows, I'in rather tired,
taxi for the day, and see the sights
without fagging ourselves out. I'fl stand
the tacket.”

“¥ don't think I"* grinned Bob.

“One of you feliows can scttle,” ex-
plained Bunter, “and I'll square when—
whenr we get back. T'll keep an account

"“1 say, you
Let's have a

of —-="

“If that's the way you stand a taxi,
old man, we'll be satisfied with the
trams,” chuckled Nugent.

And the Greyfriars paviy sallied out
cheertly to look at Marseilles, sun-baked
and somewhat odorous, Lbut bright with
variegated colours and busy hfe. They
walked along the celebrated Cannebiere,
they visited the Jardin Zoologique, they
gazed at the innumerable shipping in the
spacious harhours, and they looked away
across the blue sca towards Africa, the
shores of which they were soon to tread.

It was an exciting and cheery day, and
the Greyfriars juniors were tired cuough
when they came in to supper and bed.
Billy Bunter almost fell asleep over his
supper, and did not eat more than
cnough fer two or three fellows, which
wag quite an unusual circumstance with
Bunter, and showed that he was very
tired.

Three double rooms were occupied by
the juniors, and the mnjor had o room
adjoining.  larry Wharton had the
pleasure—or otherwise—of sharing a
room  with Bonter.  Dunter was soon
fast asleep, as his powerful snore testi-
fied, and Wharton was not long in fol-
lowing his cxample. It was long past
midnight when the captain of the Re-
move was suddenly awakened by a
shake.

e started up in bed in alarm.

“ What—"

“I say, Wharton—""

“You silly ass!”  Wharton sat up,
blinking in the light which Bunter had
turned on. **What are you waking me
up for ¥

“¥m hungry.”

“What !” howled Wharton.

Tueg Macxer LiBrary.—No. 864



2 LONG COMPLETE STORIES OF HARRY WHARTON & CO. EVERY WEEK!

“1 had bardly any supper, you know,"
said Bunter plaintively, i say, it’s one
o'clock. Do you think X can get any
grob if 1 go down?” .

* You silly owl, of course not! Tvery-
body's in bed, and the place is locked up
for the night.”

“I'm hungry.”

“Go back to bed, ass!”

“*But I'm hungryv.” .

“ Do you want this pillow on your silly
Yead?” demanded the captamn of the
Remove. _

*Oh, really, Wharton—"

“Shut up, and let a fellow go lo
sleep ™

1 say, old chap, suppose you go down
and wake up the cook, or tho head
waiter, or the proprietor—"

Wharton grasped his pillow. .

“ Where will you have it, fathead?”

“Beast !

Billy Bunter rolled disconsolately back
io bed. . "
“Turn out the light again, fathead!

H¥ah !

Wharton rose and turned out the light.
Then bhe composed himself to sleep
agmin, e was sinking once more into-
Dalmy slumber, when a still small voice
proceeded from Bunter's bed.

“1 say, Wharton——"

“ Mmmmmm |7

“T'e hungery,”

“Shurrup "

Y Beast 17

And Wharton determinedly went to
slecy, heartlessly indifferent to the fact
that DBunter was hungry—though that
fuct, to Bunier's fat nund, outweighed
every other consideration in the wide
universe,

[

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.,
Bafled—by Bunter !

" i1 dear ! munaured Bunler,

O Bunter was hungry. )

There was no doubt about it.
He was hungry. A supper
only sufficient for three had left William
Licorge Dunter with an nchmpi( voud. It
véas hours and houwrs till breakfast. It
was simply impossible to wait for that
meal. It really seemed equally impos-
sible to get a meal served al two o'cloc!
in the morning. Dut Bunter was feeling
desperate. Ile turned out of bed at last,
but this time he did not awaken Whar-
ton, or turn on the light. Bunter was
determined to explore for food, and be
had a strong suspicion that the captain
of the Remove would lock the door to
keep him from carrying out that des-
perate intention, if he was awake.

80 Dunter dressed quietly, in the
glimmer of light from the window, and
stole out of the bedroom in his socks.

The corridor without was dim and
ghostly in the rays of moonlight that
filtered in Lere and there by shuttered
windows.

Bunter went a few steps towards the
stairs, and stopped.

There was something eervie and un.
canny in the vast, silent building,
plunged in darkness and slumber. All
was silent,  The clang of the last noisy
tram bad died away.

Dunter stopped, and  hesitated.
Hungry as he was, he felt very disin.
clined to creep down the big, dark stair-
case into silence and shadows.

As he stood hesitating, he heard a
slight sound from the major's door. He
blinked round, wondering whether Major
Cherry was also hungry and wp. It really
was not probable, but undoubtedly
Tdunter had heard a sound from his room.
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There wa3 an nnshuttered window in
tho corridor near the major's door, and a
pool of moonlight glimmered there. In
the moonlight, Bunter, standing in deep
<hadow, saw something that made his fat
heart leap to his mouth in terror,

Close by the major’s door was a dark
figure. and the sound DBunter had heard
was the turning of tho handie in a
cautious hand,

Bunter could not see the man's face.
but he had a partial glimpse of his cheek
and neck, and saw that the skin was
brown. lle did not need telling who the
mudnight intrnder was, It was Bou
Saoud, the Spahi. Bunter stood rooted
to the floor i (ear.

Like one in a dream, he watched the
Spahi apen the door, and then stand
listening, with bent head, in the door-
way. Frem within the room came a
sound  of  heavy  breathing.  Major
Cherry was fast asleep.

unter's heart throbbed again, with a
sickening throb, as: he saw something
gleam in a brown hand. It was the
gleaz of sharp stecl.

Still terror kept him motionless. It
was the Spabi, and Major Cherry's life
hung on a thread.

Then saddenly, i a paroxvsm of
terrar, Banter yclled., His wild and
frightened yell rang through the slecping
building.

It rang and echiocd, and awoke all the
Greyfriars juniors, and a gond many
other guests in the hotel, It awakened
Major Cherry, who sat up in bed in
amazement, and switchied on the light by
hiz bedside, i

The sudden blaze of electric light
startled the Spahi. as he stood within the
voom, knife in hand,

* Bou Saoud 1" shouted the major,

His hand dived under his pillow and
flashed out with a revolver init. For an
instant it scemed that Bou Saoud would
carry out his intended attack:; he stood
with his weapon gripped in his dusky
band, his black eyes blazing at the major.
But the revolver was rising, and the
ruffian realised that he would never reach
the bedside alive. With a muttered
Arabic eurse he bounded ont of the room
into the corrider and ran for the stairs.

Crash!

“Help!" yelled Billy Bunter.

_ Where he stood, in the darkness, the
Spahi had crashed into him.

Bunter  went  sprawling to  the
floor, yelling with fright. The Spahi
staggered against the wall, panting. But
he recovered himself in & moment and
rushed on to the stairs. Down the dark
staircase he went, springing with reckless
activity, and vanished. Bunter, sprawling
on the floor, let out fearful yell after yell.

Lights flashed on stairs and in
corridors, There was a buzzing of ex-
cited voices, The Greylriars juniors, in
their pyjamas, came hurrying out of
their rooms. Major Cherry, half-dressed,
appeared in the corridor with a revolver
in his hand.

‘It was Bou Saoud,” he said.

“Cood heavens!” exclaimed Bob, his
tace t’L‘lrn?ng pale. “Bou Sasoud—here
in

“Yes,” said the major grimly, " Bou
Saougi—!\cro; and he nearly ceught me
napping. Something awoke me just in
time——
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“Help! Fire! Police! IHelp!”

“Shut uvp, Bunter!” roared Jobnno
Buil. " The wman's gone, you ass, It's
all safe.”

“Ow! Keep him off ! Help!”

* Choeese it [

Major Cherry stooped and picked the
Owl of the Remove up. Bunter blinked
roind him in alarm.

“lIle—he's really gone?” he gasped.

“ Al safe,” said the major reassuringly.
“What were you doing out of bed,
Bunter? You ate dressed! Was it you
that awakened me?”

“I—-I saw him!™ gasped DBunter.
“I—=I was going down to look for some

rub—"

“Good gad!™

“Apnd—and T saw him—at your door.
I say, vou fellows, is ho rcaily gone?
Ile rushed into me—="

“Well, my hat!” said Johuny Bull.
“Tanter's come _,in vseful for once.

Cood old Dunter!

There was an excited crowd in the
corridor by this time, demanding ex-
planations. The major sent the juniors
back to bed, and in a short time the
hotel was being searched for the assassin.
But he was not found—and an Arab
visitor, who had taken a room under the
name of Achmed, was found to be
missing. To the proprictor of the hotel
it seemed an ordinary case of an hotel
thief; and the major lat it go at that.
But there waz no more sleep for the
Greyfriais party that night—and even
Billy Bunter forgot that he was hungry.
As soon as he bad quite recovered from
his fright Billy Dunter regarded himself
as the hero of the hour.

“I say, you fellows, it's rather lucky I
was on the watch—what?” ke said at
breakfazt the next morning.

“On the wateh 7" repeated Dob,

“Yes, rather. While all you fellows
were snoozing,” said Bunter disdainfully.
“Lucky I was up and doing—what?
With a little more luck I'd have collared
that Arab rotter. MHe got away by the
skin of his teeth after 1 seized him——"

“ Seized him " said Nugent.

“Yes—I rushed on him and scized him
and held on to him like glue,” said
Bunter. “You fellows would have
funked it! T know that! Not little me!
I collared him, and if he hadn't got
lmﬁc__',‘

*Oh, my hat1” said Bob Cherry.

*You [at fraud !” exclaimed Wharton,
“You weren't on the watch; you wen$
out looking for grub—"

“Oh, really, Wharton—"

“And i"ou were scared out of your wits
—if you have any——"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Now, then, are you ready for the
boat 2" broke in Major Cherry; and the
subject of Dunter’s heroism—or other-
wise—was dropped.

- " - . [
; "9&' for Africa!” said Bob. %At
asgt 1"

The deck was under their fect—the
sultry sun blazed down on the Greyfriars
party from a sky of cloudless blue. The
steamer churned her way out of the
harbour of Marseilles, and the cyes of ali
the juniors were turned southward—
towards the dim and mysierious African
land which they were eager to tread.

THE END.

{A series of thrilling and dangerous
adventures await our cheery party of
Removites, but at the moment their
eagerness fo sel fool on African
soil oufrweeighs all thoughts of danger.
Be sure and read the next grand
story of this wonderful series, en-
titledd —** The Schoolboy Tourisis.'!
You'll vole it {op-holel)
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LANTERN—a
of Noltingham as the Black Wolf.

possestion—a half circle
near Tom by the
the talisman be fitted to it,

talisman, crushing it to dust.

the men-al-arms thundering upon kis heels,

INTRODUGTION.

The atory ia staged over Lhe period when Richard Lion-Heart, the king, was away in Palesting on the Third Crusade.

POM HADLEIGH—a youth of sizteen, who was found ax a babe by the monks of Hadieigh Priory deserted in Sherwood Fortet.
up by the good monks amd apprenticed Lo o goldemith, Simon Rye, Tom discovers in Sitmon Rye an wnserupnlous and slave-driving wmaster,
brenks away from him, detormining to seek fortune nader more savoury conditions, and throws in hiz lot with

care-free adveniurer of diminutive stature, bul withal n slerling swordsman,
ROBIN HOOD—chef of the band of ontlaws whose keadquarters are in the depths of Skerwood Forest.
needy, und a gource -of continual worry to EARL HUGQ of CHARNDENE—an unprineipled vagsal of Prince Johi, known to the people

FRIAR TUCK, ALAN-A-DALE, LITTLE JOHN, ¢tc. —inembers of Robin Hood's baad,
LON—once jester to Eorl Hupo, bid note the friend of Tom Hadleigh "and  Lantern,

(Noio reat on.)

Lon tells Tom that
of polished horn upon which are the words ™ The care belwiri—a split cak—follow the water—Gehd," which was found
good monks of Hadleigh when the former was a babe—ewould reveal the wherenbouts of a tcondrous treasure could (he other half of

Lon declares thatl the other half of the talisman is in the postession of the Black Walf.
Uaknown to Earl Wugo, his vassal, Guy de Blois, steals the talisman

h ) 1 rom him intending to wnearth the secrel treacire for homself.
pets to close quarters with ki and & thrilling duel ensues,

Before Guy 6{ Blois iz vanguished, howeeer, he grinds kis heel on the half of the

Some time later, Tom and Lanfern see @ party of the Block Wolf's men coming in their direction.
Black Wolf and his vassal, Gilbert de Vawr, into the depths of the forest what time he, Lantern, speeds off to bring Hobin Hood and hix band on
the scene. The plan 1a pul into practice, and Tom, with reckless abandon, gallops his horse into the forest, with Earl Hugo, Uilbert de Vuus, and

Browght
He

A good friemd to the poor and

the peculiar talisson i fis

They set out te seek it.
Tut Tom

Lantern areapges soith To to lure the

A Trick of Fate!

OT only was Starlight a swifter

N horse than any of my pursuers,

but Lantern and T had, as I

say, travelled at our leisure, and

iny horse was very fresh, whereaa Hugo

had travelted at a good paceall the way
from York.

Ay, all should have been well: all
wauld have been well, but for the vilest
luck in all the world!

had soon seen that two horsemen
were fast outsiripping the rest, and these
men were Gilbert de Vaux and Hugo
himnself. *Twas natural encugh that men
of knightly rank would be better horsed
than men-at-arms. Close bchind them
came a small, broad man, one of Hugo's
squires.  Amnd I determined to separate
these three from the rest!

Rounding another twist in the roed, so
soon as they bore in sight, I swung round
and plunged amid the treea,

They grew scant upon that poiut, and
the broad aisles betwixt the great trees
were carpeted with mouldering leaves—
'twas a rare ground for such a chase
as this!

I saw Hugo and Do Vaux, with the
squire hot upon their heels, leave the
road in mad pursuit. I laughed glee-
fully, for wvery sure I felt that those
behind them would never see the turn
we had taken, and would thunder by
along the road.

Starlight twisted and torned
the trees as I touched his bridle.
game did we play with our pursuers!
And, as I have saud, all would have been
well, save for the vilest fortune in all the
world !

amid
A rare

"I'was but a root upon which Starlight
stumbled, but thrown was I 'gainst the
bole of a great beech, And all went
black !

I opened my eves aiter what scemed an
etermity of time, but what can scarce
have been many minutes—opened my
eyes, I say, to see a blade gleaming o'er
e, darting down t'wards my heart!

I stared at it stupidly—saw the steel
gleam as a shaft of light from the dyiug
sun fell 'twixt the beech branches. 1
realised that death was very ncar, but,
somehow, too dazed was I to care,

And then, ere the sword could pievce
me, "twas knocked aside, and 1 heard the
voice of Hugo.

"Fool!” snavled he. “Wouldst slay
the voung whelp ‘neath my own eves,
when 1 have declared that the torturer
shall have sport with him? And what
il he carrics not the talisman? What
if that accursed jester, Lon, has kept
the tabisman for himself? 1f =0, this
boy's Lips shall tell ns what we ~eck fo
know, or I know little of the skill of
Giles, the torturer!™

Gilbert de Vaux shoathed his Llade,
multering sowething | could not hear,
Gradually miy braim was growing cleaver,
and L teied to stagger to miy feet, ina
moment 1 folt wy wrists prasped behind
my back, felt a cord twrst round one of
themy,  Then Huogo was at my throat.
amd an wgdy Lingh be gase 1o find the
talistuan there,

He severed with a dagger the lewthern
plait by which it hng arosmnd oo ek,

“Now the gold s wnive—aine
erivd, bis cruel vowe harhly exultant,

I sprang tnte action at thar!  Never

he

should the RBlack Wolf gain  that
treasttre, 1 tald myself fievcely., Drag-
ging my hands free from the sqnire who
songht to bind themw, I leapt at Hugo
snud  snatched the tebsman from his
hands,

He gave a snarl of fury—a snarl Like
that of some wildl beast. ‘The next
moment I had flung the talisman far
from me into the undergrowth hard by.

*"Twill be rare fuck indeed an you find
that now, Hugo'" I cricd.

All the three sprang npon me then,
and though 1 struggled desperately, ere
long 1 was overpowered.  Dound and
beipless, 1 was fung down,

" Ay Giles shall hove thee- ot thou
shalt live till the day that talisman of
thine is in v hands, and the words
writ thereon are huown to me ™ whis.
pered Hugo, his vowe  shaking  with
passton, Ay, thou shalt fine!  Bur
every day shalt thou pray for death, I'll
warrant me!”

And with that he stooped above me
and dealt me sl a savage Glow npon
the temple with his fist that ance mote
did the Dlackness surge avoumd e, and
[ Iy senseless at hos foet!

A Night of Horrar!
RECOVERED my 2cnses 1o find my-
self Ll von g o e horse,
[ was hod vvesy oy back, wuh

anms awd legs a~teaddle down thy
beast's spdes. Heopes, passng "neath the
se's belly, sccared  my  wrists and
wdides, and weee woimd around oy body,
-0 that 1 eowld seavce stir a Bogur,

Tuv Maiset Lisrany,— Ne. 864,
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Ay, searee a lLinger could T stir, so
utterly helpless was 1! And when my
eyes foll upan the gaunt figure of the
Black Wolt riding nigh me, T nceds
must own that wny heart grew chill.

For at last he had me in his power
again, and ‘twould Le by a wondrous
vhanee indeed were | to escape from his
evil elutches.

At Hugo's eide rode Gilbert de Vaux.
the livid scar from the sword-cut 1 had
once put upon his brow showing' very
rlear upon his hanwkhike features. 'Twas
he who birst saw that my eyes were
opencd, and s face broke into a cruel
emile. He spoke to Hugo, and the Black
Wolf turned his face t'wards me.

“Oho!” sparled he. *“So the young
whelp looks about him at last. I trust
that he is satisfied with his company.”

And bhe laughed mockingly.

1 tried to speak, only to ind that my
mouth was silenced with a gag,  But
my eves burgt fierce upon them, lor
Hugo laughed agaln.

“Ree his evos Aash fire, Hugo!”
sneered De Vaux. " A strong, vigorous
fellow this—one who should make good
sport for Giles, the torturer!

Hugo nodded, his teeth gleaming like
those of some wild beast as his lips drew

ack.

“ Ay, that will he! And methinks
"twill not be overlong eve this youog
friend of outiaws tells us that which
we shall ask of him—to wit, the words
writ vpon his talisman, Never yet have
T found lips that would not open 'neath
the soft persuasion of that good rascal
Giles!”

Again he laughed mockingly, then
added in a Jow voice that 1 barely heard:

“Would that I knew how that hall of
the talisman ever came to be in hie pos-
seasion.”’

Theough the gloom I could see the
steel caps of those who rode behind

Hugo and De Vaux, bringing up the

RESULT NEXT WEEK!

rear of the cavaleade. My harse, T
judged. was being led by one of the
SquUITes,

1 wondered how long Hugo had taken
ta collect his scattered followers, won-
dered, too, how long the BMack Woll had
searvhed vainly for the talisman I bad
flung far amidst the undergrowth, erc
he gave up the {ruitless task,

On and on we travelled down the forest
roads, and every bone of my body jarred,
every inch of my back was sorely
briuised with the trotling of the horse.
Lashed as T was, I could see no parl of
the animal, save an occasional whisk of
tail; but I was sure that "twas my ouwn
white destricr—Starlight.

'"Twas grown mighty dark now.
could see bul the upper branches of the
trees, or how cagerly would 1 have
scanned each brake and thicket for a
sign of the outlaws, For soon must
Lantern return with Robin Hood and
the bowrmen to that part of the [orest
where 1 was to have kept our cremics
upon a wild chare,

The sun had long set, and T could
judge not at all wﬁere we now were.
Buot even though we were far from that
ather part of the forest where they cap.
tured me, there was high chance that
we might meet the outlaws, and my
hopes ran high at first.  But as the long
minutes passed, and still there was no
sign of them, I began fo realise, with
heavy hopelessness, that my chances of
rescue were indeed slender,

"Fwas a clear night of stars, with the
moon floating high above the forest,
streaming down 'twixi the branches npon
the rond.” If Hugo had intended 1o camp
in the forest for the night be would have
done so long ere this, so “twas evident
that he intended to reach Charndene as
swift as aight be, no doubt, despite his
strong guard, fearmg the shafts of the
merry men in Lincoln green.

A wind had sprusg up at
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driving the

irees, and
causing

nosily  Tmidst
great black shadows to wave
slowly in our path as the branches
stirred.  And "twas to this, I bLelieve,
that I owed what follawed.

AN sauddenly T heard an exclamation
nigh me, heard the startled whinny ot
a harse, heard the beast shy sideways,
doultless frightened, as 1 say, by fhe
stirriug shadow of some great tree.” Tha
horse to which T was lashed itarted
aside, and & mument later 1 realised
that the wan who lod Starlight bad let
full the guiding rein to control his own
nervous sieed.

Starlight free!

It did not take me mrany mowents to
seize  that chance, 1 can warrant.
Socurely bound vpon the destrier’s back
though I was, one thing could 1 yet do.
My heels were 'gainst hie flanks. and
suddenly, with all the strength of my
aching limbs, T dug in my heels.

There came a quick shout of alarm
from Gilbert de Vaux as Btarhight
leaped forward, I heard the Black Woli
snarl out in fury. There was a commo-
tion in {ront of me. I heard the rattle
of arms, felt Starlight hoesitate as he
found limself hemmed in amidst the
horsemnen to the fore. Again [ drove
my heels hard into his flanks, and this
tinre Starlight thundered clear.

The men-at-arms, through whom my
horse went leaping, were taken too un-
awares to realise vet what was taking
place. The next moment Staclight was
thundering down the dark road, with
stroaming mane and eves dilaterd, while
{ lay bhelpless, lashed nupon his back.

I could hear them palloping after us
in mad pursnit, conld hear the shouts of
the men-at-arins and the rattle of their
mail; cauld hear, too, the hoarse fury of
Hugo's voice as he vowed to flog them
all should 1 eseape.

Shaken and breathless, bruised from
head to heels, T could but listen to those
sounds as they came faintly to my ecars
betwixt the clapping hoofbeats of Star-
light, Gagged as [ was, I could not even
urge on my steed, save with my heels.
I could Luat pray thar his wondrons swift-
ness would not fail me this night.

A sharp bend there was, rounding a
great mass of rock, and at this point,
instead of taking (he turn, Starlight left
the road and plunged in straight amidst
the lrees,

Into the Jarkness we vanished from
sight of those who thundered hot upon
our heels.  The black shadows, searce
broken by the monnlight, swallowed us
utterly from their gaze, and though I
heard them follow into the trees, ore
long the hoofs of their hoveus and their
far.off shouts died away in the distance.

Starligiit had deapped to an unecasy
trot, puzzied, doubtless, by the strange,
silent burden upon his baek, his nerves
all on edge. 1 renewed my etruggles,
but I conld not free myself.

O and on Starlight wandered, roam-
ing aimless 'midst ithe forest glades,
through mwoonlight and shadow, down
the emptr, ghostly avenues of trees,
theongh silent places deep in brooding
darkness.  Creatures of the night peered
out ai us n paszing; horrid shapes
seomed to flit where the shadows stirred,
"T'was a night of horror,

I had escaped from Hugo, but was 1
much better case? I could not free my-
self, and in these lonely woods it looked
indeod as though a grim [ate waw await-
ing me.

For how could I hope other than to die
slowly from starvation upon the back of
my own warhorse?
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his back. (See page 24.)

The men-at-arms through whom my horse went leaping were taken too unawares as yet ta realise what was taking place, The
next moment Starlight was thundering down the road with streaming mane and eyes dilated, while I Iay helpless—lashed upon

The Figure in the Twilight !

RADUALLY the hours of dark-
neea passed, and dawn  came
stealing, cold and grey, o'er tiwe
tree-tops.

One thing had T accomplizhed. T had
freed my mouth from the accursed gag
thamhad silenced me, and the sound ot
my own voiee as 1 spoke to Starlight
a8 samething of a comfort to me in the
dread silence of the forest,

Into. what quarter of Sicrwood Star-
light's wanderings bad bLrought uns 1
vould not remotely dream.  ¥or anght |
Lnew, any moment might bring us forth
from the trees into view of the castle of
Charndene or to the lidden camp of the
outlaws,

Sick and dizey T felt, with a hunger
and thirst hard to bear. And cre long
I must have swooned away, for a great
Llank space theve seemod to be, and
when 1 realized my sorroundings onee
more darkness was creepiuy on again,

Ay, a wholo day had passed! Tle sun
was setiing. could see the erimson
cky gleanung through the irees as the
uhite destrier that bore me roumed on.

Even now did T semetimes strain npon
the ropes that fashed me 1o Starbhght's
Lack. Bat right well had 1 been bound.
anil my weakened elforts were uttedly
vain,

Parkpess Hllod the forest, bot T was
SAree conscions  of  those  hours
Throughout that second night of horrov
1 lay 14 & sort of nueer coma—a daze,
padway “twist life and death,

And then, when dawn's dim bight was
vrecping throngh the trees, we cone
wnon fnm !

Ay, twas ho__ that sirange, cepie
figure, the obd blind tnan who had known
wiy name! He sat there i the din taie
hight of the glade, nigh the grost Llack
mwouth of his cave, with a great bind, as
ik as the cave moutle w=elf. scated
upon a boulder at fii= side, Vo thos beed
fie secined to pnoobide low, and all the
tales of witchiery and evil things that
had ever heard camie to e then, 1)
could, 1 should have turned and fed [rom
the horrd «pot !

Yor Starlight, in

Lis  roaming, had

borne me to the loncly glade of the Biind
Man of Tam!

The hovse had come fo a standstil,
strangely ill at case. "Uwas as though
he. too, wished to turn and fee, but that
something held bim as though rooted to
the spot.

And then the blind man vaised his face
—ihat strange, grey face. all borrible
with the seurred sockets where his eves
had been,

A shiver ran through me as that face
lowly turmed Cwards e, for "twas as
though the blind eould see! Lashed to
Stacdight's back, I quivered as though
with an ague,

Al =addeiy his muoblings ceased. and
the old man waved a skivuy avor. The
great black shape of the hird at his side
rase sifent imto the air and Happed away
into the gloom of the trees,

Stachight trembled as the bid man
rose =lowly to hiz feet. supportivg hun-
solf npon a crocked statf.  With one
claw-like bhand ouwtstrerched, he  came
slowlv t'wards s throngh the twilight of
the dawn.

As on thai othier night, T shaddeced at
his approach.  And yet. as he drew
nearer, all suddenly my uncanny fear of
I feil from mie!

Ay vaice sonnded strange to my ears
as I ealled out to him tn a weak wlisper.
He stood «tdl at that, his sightless face
diregted upon nmie, and forth from  bis
ashen lips theee came o wild, wailing ey,

I kinew—I knew! T knew that you
would vome, Tom of Hadleigh, You
have come, as b kuew yon wonbd come ™

He poave a sheill cackle of  horid
laughtev.

“T am an old man,” he nunubled— "an
oldd blhind iman! Bat von had 1o come to
me. for 1 alone of men can toll you thowe
things which vou must know ere the
Jcopand shall teinmph o'cr the wolf, and
througlt von  shall 1 be avenped
avenged 17

He cawe nearer, and T spoke 1o Star:
hght soothivgly, fearful st the scared
horse should takoe ferehit awd cary e
away. Then, as best T could. 1 tald him
of my phight, though wondering the
winle if a Llind man could hope to help
me,

Dut a haze was o'er my eves, and my
head ached wightily. Liven the effort of
sprech was too moch for me in my
weakened state, and my voice died away
i hight-headed muttering=, The  wild
lignure of the Dlind Man of Tarn scemed
to drift im mists,  And ihen, sk awl
dizzy, I swooned awav once more.

"Twas but zlow!ly  that my
teturned to e,

I was lying upon a conclt of uoss and
leaves withm the cave; for somechow the
Llind man had indecd loosed my bonds
gud dragged me thither,

Seavce hml T reealised where I was
than 1 fell asleep. utreviy weary,

When I awoke agaiu “twas pight,
Mighty weak was - light-headed. too, 1
nmst suppose.  For fonr long days and
nights Jid T hie withn that cave, and tne
Blead man temded o Not il the
ifth morning did 1 voine fovth into thie
<unlight that streamed ‘nto the glade, to
Starlight, all dappled  with the
shadow, cropping the grass miplty eon-
tentedly within a few paces of the Blind
Man of Tarn,

The blind man's strange power over
all dumb beasts afid coeatures had van-
quished Starbght’s dread. The neble
horse looked upras 1 appearad ot the cave
month, aud whinnded vight joxfully, He
came teotting t'wards v, and I langhed
for very joy mysclf as 1 stroked lus han:l-
0O MANe,

Then the Llind man ealled 10 mie, He
was sittig opon w boulder,  les face
turned upuward to the hghe, amd T aw
that he bstened to v Tootateps.

=S by me,t he nubled.

SCNECE

st

ForT am
an old wan, and the sinking«fires of hie
within iy withered  hweast shall soon
ficker out.  The tnoe has core swhen
vorr gnust kitow the seerer o vonr fife,
Tom Hadleigh av. the titne has come,
for oo ~hall i Bips Do seaded with dust,
Come !

I crossed to where le =at, awd  sat
beside him, In halting words | began to
eapress iy gratitde 1o b, bat he
shook s head oupatientiy,

“Leok tuta oy faee” he wwattered,
torning it Cwards mee Tell me—canst
not remewber e now !

Tug MacseT Lisgany.— No, B6d,
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“Right well do I remewmber vou,” 1 ! “lire long, lifec shall no longer warm

answered, .
tn my mund, that night when you saved
me from the wolves, and—-"

“Earlier than that,” he whispered.
£Canst not recall me to mind ere that?”

I stared at himn wonderingly.

“ Nay, but I had seen you not ere that
night,” I told him.

He laughed shrilly.

“Ay. but you had—you had! As a
little lad you knew me, when 1 had
eves!”

I started.

“As a Bitle 1ad?” I echoed.  *Then
was I at the priory at Hadleigh. 1
knew no one save the good monks, and
the men-at-arms who defended its walis
from the plundering hand: of godiess
men.”

His hand came clawing out to mine.
The ol bores fastened so bght upon mg
wrist that I wondered at the strengt
within them.

“Canst not recall one Brother Peter?”

A startled cry leapt to wy lips as I
searched the blind man's face.

AN 1 muattered, Y1 recall Drother
Peter. But yon are not he!”

* Look again!" he cackled.

Agamm my eyes dwelt npon his face.
The beginnings of a great horror
touched my heart with icy fingers. A
ery choked in my throat.

“ Brother Peter!  Your face! Dy St.
Christopher, 'tis his face ! I stammered.
“I can see now. By Heaven, what
fiendish hand has done this thing1”

Horror filled me, and a great amaze.
I could sce now indeed that he spoke
truth, that he was this Brother Peter 1
Lhad known st Hudleigh—a quiet, goml
man, in high favour with the prior. But
what a ghastly change was here?

I shuddered. The blood was surging
through my wveins—hot hate was upon
me for the doer of this crime!

“What hand 7 he answered hoarsely.
“Why, the same hand that has peopled
the great demesne of Charndene with
sightless men and erippled men and
bleaching bones!  Who other than the
Black Wol{1”

“Hogo!” I muttered.

“Ay, "tis the work of Hugo that you
see,” he said in a shaking voice. * When
he came that night to Hadleigh, to
murder and plunder and destroy, his evil
brood tried to force from me knowledge
of where the sacred relics were hid. I
told them not, and they put out oy cyves
ere I escaped from them,

“Blind, I wandered in the forest, till
the grace of Heaven guided me to this
cave. Here made I my home. The good
people of Tarn. a hamlet yonder, bring

to me, aml here have I lived
through the weary years, awaiting your
coming !

*“ My coming 7 I echoed. in amaze.

“Ay, lad. Yor in my heart—twas a
message from Heaven, perchance—have
I kvown that vou would come. that
through you would Heaven revenge itself
upon the evil-doers for their black deeds!
"Tis your strong arwn that shall hew

e

them down!

His voice rang out ficree and wild in
that woodland glade. mare strong and
vigorons that I had heard it yet. His
strange words set me wondering if these
were not bat the ramblings of a mad-
man's brain.

“The end draws near {or me, the old
blind man,” he went on more quictly.

i
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uzzled. “'Tis as yesterday ! my slow blood. But happy shall 1 die,

knowing that through me shall the will
of Heaven be done—that through me
shall the bLanner of the black wolf's head
be trampled in the dust! YFor I alone
know the sccret of your mnoble birth,
lad "

With his skinny hand
nearer,

* Listen!” he whispered. “J tell you
that Hugo is but a usurper, and that to
vou alone belong these broad lands, these
towns and hamlets, and the great castle!
Ay, thine is tho fair demesne of Charn-
dene. For you are Richard Athelstane,
the earl!”

he drew me

The Wondrous Truth !

8 in a drecam did I hear those
whispered words:
“You are Richard Athelstane,

1o

the earl!
Conld this be very troth, or was it but
the wild imagining of a madman’s
brain? I moistened my dry lips with
wmy tonguc ere I cried hoarsely:
* By what name do you call me?”

“Richard Athelstane iz vour name,”
he answered, “ Ay, Richard—a King's
pame do you bear, Jad! I know vou
well for the true son of Edward Athel

stane, the earl!”

“Edward Athelstane! T echoed,
breathless. And at the name there
cate =wift to iy memory of that parch-
ment T had found in the iron casket in
that hidden room in the north tower at
Charndene, where had sat the grinning
nine.

Eagerly T spoke of it. And then sud-

enly my heart fell,

For I recalled how that parchment
had told of a birthmark, in the form of
a falcon, that was to be found upon the
chest of the son of this Edward Athel.
stane. And no such mark, I knew, did
1 bear.

"Fwas like the awakening from a
great and glorious dreant,

“Fool that T was to put faith for a
motnent in his mad ramblings !” 1 told
myself.

And then he broke o upon uny
thought~, and in his voice was there
something very strange.

*Nine skeletons, vou say, 1ad?” he
muttered.  “ Nine skeletons sat around
that tabic where you found the parch-
nient of which you speak?  May all
evil men peri-h thas !

“But for aught we know, these men
were not evil,” I said. * Perchance—"

" Ney, nay,” cried he, with a horrid

cackle.  “Evil were thev all—all the
nine! There was IIngh FitzWalter
there, and William the Black., and

other ruffians whose names I cannot call
to mind 0 well. And at the head of
that table sat Fulke de Ploermel, the
father of the Black Wolf himself.”

I listened in a great amaze.

“But how can vou know all this?” I
cried.

He gave a mad laugh, and stretched
out a =haking hand, grey and shranken.
When he spoke his voice was but a
munmibling whisper,

“Well do 1 know ! ¥or 'tis this hand
you sce that poured ont the poisoned
wine of which they drank, 'Twas this
hand that closed the secret door upon

them when Death had closed their
eyes

“Nar, lad, recoil pot! Richly did
they all deserve their fate! 'Twas

Fulke de Ploermel, your father's enemy,
who brought about the earl’s death in
Fraonce—ay, and would have slain you,
100, an he could! Somechow had he and
his vile companions found that such a
parchment there was, and very intent
they were upon destroying it, for proof
it was that Charndenc was not theirs.
They found that sccret room, and
straightway waas I sent for wine to
pledge their find.”

“But I bhad served your gallant
father, lad—that great and glorious
soldier, Edward, Earl of Charndene.
Never should his enemies gain their
cvil ends an 1 could so prevent! Ay,
a horrid impulse came upon me—a
wicked deed, despite the wickednoss that
they had done. Death was in the
draught I gave them. They had found
the caskel when I retuzned to that room,
but they drank ere carrving out their
plan of desiroying the parchment within
it s0 that the child who had eseaped
them should never have proof of his
identity.  And so they died in that
secret room, all the nine: and I stole
forth from the castle, and no one knew
where they lay.

“Ay. "twas as though Fulke and his
eight companions had been spirited
away. But though Fulke waz dead, his
aon, Hugo, usurped the carldom in his
father's stead, helped by Prince John.
While I—I wandeted in Sherwood
Forest for & day and a night, haunted

by the thing that I had done. For
though they were wicked men, and
richly deserved their fate, 1 had no

right to take upon myself the vengeance
on their deeds. Dut I had acted on a
desperate impulse, for nothing else in all
England seemed to have power to stay
their villainies.

“And so, in remorse, I fAed to Had-
leigh. and took vows, and became the
Brother Peter that you knew in after
years.”

There was a long silence.  Then I
muttered :

“But how can I be the son of Fdward
Athelstanc? For the parchment spoke

of a birthmark, in the form of a
falcon—"
“‘Bare your chest,” said he. And his

skinny hand ran over me, resting at
last upon a spot below the heart.

“"T'was there,” said he, “Is there no
sear "

I gave a swilft exclamation then. For,
true enough, a scar there was of white,
smooth skin, half the size of a man's
palm,

“Why—" 1 began excitedly. But he
checked e,

“I will finish my tale,” said he.
*““Though I knew it not, ere Fulke do
Ploermel died of the draught 1 gave
to him and his evil comrades, an old
~serving man named Tostig, who bad
loved wour father, had fled with vou
1ato Sherwood Forest. For vour mothee
had died soon after news came of the
death of the earl, and but for the faith-
ful Tostig you, too, would have died—
ay, and at the hands of Fulke!

“But when the old man fled with the
child he was seen by Hugo, Fulke's son,
he whom they now call the Black Wolf,
Hugo and his men foliowed Vostig. and
though for a time he cscaped them,
knowing the forest better than they, his
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old bones could not last out long. Se
he hid you in a lonely glade, lad; but
first, with his knife. he cut away that
fatal mark that in after vears—so the
old man thought—would have brought
ahout vour death at the usurper’s hands
bad it been found. Then did ke set out
for the priory, which he feared never to
reach, to obtain the help of the good
men within.

“But his enemies found liim first.

“They struck down the old man, and
thought that he was dead. Mlighty
cager were they to obtain, alsae, a talis-
man he had borne away with the child,
Thiz had been broken in twain in lis
final struggles, Tl1ali they had, but the
other portion wus still clutched tight in
Tostig's hand,

“The Black Wolf was aliout ta sever
the man’s hand with his sword to
obtain this, when by the grace of
Heaven did Prior Waltheof come upon
the scene with all his teain, and
threatened Hugo with the curse of the
Holy Chureh 1 he committed that foul

criine.  Like cowed dogs thev slunk
away, Av, 'twas on that evil day that
Hugo's hatred for 1lladleigh Priory

began—that black batred which ended
vears later in the razing of it to the
ground in defiance of oll laws of man
and Heaven.

“But Tostig was not dead, ihough
wounded unto death. He regained his
senses just long enough to tell the prior
of where you lay hid, and of who you
were: alsa did he render to him 1the
hall of the talisman that he still held,
though he died ere he told of what it
did portend.”

The low, mumbling voice ceased. 1
found myself tranbling strangely.  And
I ueeds must own that a Jup seemed
to rise within my throat at thought of
the gallant man who died for me and
my [father's memory !

But o wondrons thvill was in me., So
"twas true!  Richard Athelstane my
nanie, the fair demesne of Charndene
mine ! My breath came hard and fast:
but I cannot describe that monient, that
snpreme moment of my life!

I conld not speak. Suddenly did ihe
bliind man point with a shaking finger
through the trees,

“There it licz—the great castle—ihat
way I he whispered. “¥From its tower
streams the accursed crimson banner
with the woll's head nwpon it! But vou
must drag down that blood-red banner
and traraple it to the dust! You must
wrest this great  demiesne f{rom e
usurper and come into your own! You
must save your people, oppressed and
downtrodden, groamng ‘neath Huoge's
heel? In you, and in you alone, ¥arl
Richard, lies the hope for the wretched
people of your demesne! And the day
will come, I know, when the leopard
shall trinmph over the wolf! ¥or that
i3 thy banner, lad—the banner ’neath
which thy sires have ever fought for
truth  and right—a Jeopard’s head,
golden, upon a white ficld.”

The passionate words broke off, and
a strange, exultant light seemad to b
upon his face. I sprang to my feet.

YAy, T will fight! " The days shall
conte indeed when the banner of the
black woll's head shall be dragged down,
and in its place there shall finat from the
towers of Charmilene the white banner
of the leopard’s head! I will lead my
people 'gainst the oppressor, and, with
the help of Ieaven, shall Huga bc
rouied out, he and his companrons, like
so many foul rats!”

For a long time we sat talking, and
my eyes shone with a wondrous light as
1 listened to all he told me of my {athey,

Edward Athelstane, the earl—of his
bravery and reckless dering in battle,
and of the honour he held dearer than
life itself! Even now I could scarce
think of this man as my father, but such
I knew him to be!

“But how did you know me that night
when first T camre hither—that night vou
saved me from the wolves?™ I asked.

“By your voice, lad,” he answered;
“as upon this time alio. Tor ’tis un-
changed, for all that 'tis deeper now—
more strong, the voice of & man”

“Why did the prior never tell me who
I was?" I asked of the blind man later.

“Prior Waltheof considered it to be
betier thus, Jad. You see, vour chances
of gaining vour rights secmed so vastly
slender. Tle and I alone knew whe vou
really were. And when you grew older,
smee you would ne'er become a monk,
he apprenticed you to the goldsmith;
for, if yon mnever gained yuur rights,
some livelihood must you have. And
if, by some miracle, you ever did gain
that which was yours, ‘twould but make
you the better able to command men, to
have mixed with folk of more humble
rank. lle e

Then all suddenly the blind man broke
off, Lstening, his face startled. 1lis
skinny hand went out to mine, and I
gaw that Stachight, too, had ceased to
erop the gras:, and was staring unecasily
info the trees,

“Hist, lad! Did«t hear something—-
a stealthy footfall 7”7 muitered the biind
man,

I sprang swift to my feet. I lstened,
but all seemed still.  Then all suddenly a
iwig snapped sharply not {ar away, and
in & morrent I had snatched up my great
sword, where it lay in the mouth of the
cave, and went running amidst the trees,
inn the dircetion from which that sound
had come.

Ay, there he was—a fighre stealing
away into the dim green twilight of the
Wwoods,

I f,’ﬂ.\'i‘ a szhout, and rushed in pursuit,
He heard me coming, and swung round.
And a stariled ery leapt into my

throat when 1 found myvsell face to face
with this man wle had been listening to
our words—who had heard all the blind
man’s wondrous tale, and knew me for
the earl!

For "twas none other thun Gilbert de
Vaux|

I really was, they would strive all the
more desperately to capture me!

And Mlluck had brought De Vaux to
the blind man's glade!

An ugly smile was upon his face as
aur blades clashed.

“So I have found you, young golden-
head!I” sneered he.

“Nay, ‘tis I who have found you,
hawk-face!” T told him.

Our steel rang fiercely. But now 1
zaw that he was not alone. He had six
nen with him—five men-at-arms and 2
cross-bowman—and  these had come
racing t'wards us. Dut he motioned
them back—clearly he meant me for lus
own prize! Yet by their very presence
he had the vantage over me; for if he
overcame me, well enough for him,
whereas if 1 overcame him his men
would fall upon me like a pack of
walves in & moment!

But I had no tine to think of what
was to follow. 1 had enough to think
of in holding my awn with him, for he
was a mighty skilful swordsman.

He slipped past my guard, and his
point flashed ta my heart. But T sprang
back so swift that the darting blade but
pricked my chest. He gave an exclama-
tion of triumph 1o see the red blood flow
out upon my jerkin: bot the next
mament I, in my turn, had heaten down
his guard and drawn blood from his
cheek.

“There!” 1 eried. **We stand equal
now, Gilbert! But remember, 'tis this
same blade of mine that overcame Guy
de Bloiz! Have a care lest this night

(1)

you share his fate!

Tor a moment he falteved, and his faco
blanched. My words had taken him
sback. 'Twas clear that Tie knew of
the death of De Blois the Red, though
the manner of it must have been some-
thing of a mystery to him till then.

I Jaughed, and pressed hard upon Lim.
Our swords elashed right merrily as we
circled 'neath the trees, twisting and
leaping swiit from side to side, cuiting
und thrusting,

{How will young Tom bear himself
in this wnequal fray & Will e vanguish
De Vaur ond fall a vietim to the inen-
al-arms, or will De Vawr prove -the
better wean ? Next Monday's grond
instalment will enlighten you, chums.

How much he
had overheard” 1
could not know.

But by his eves as
ke [aced me could 1
tell that he had
heard enough, al
any rate, to know
that I was Richard
Athelstane, ¥arl of
Charndenc—that 1
was that son of
Edward Athelstane
whom Hugo, and
the rest of them,
believed  to have
perished az a babe!

1 realized, too,
that  De  Vaux's
presence could only
mean  that  Hugoe
had by mno means
given up his search
for me, but that he
and his men shll
scouved the forest,
determined to leave
no stonc unturned
il 1 was in their
hands again! And
now they knew why

Dun’t miss it f)
2’6
Weekly

12811 yon DAY 10T OUT No. A00A Iaay’s
or gentleman's Mead ** Marvel "' —
the finext cyele ever offered on
enchexceptionallyeasyterms, Bollt
to stand hard wear. Brilllantly
ted : richly enamell
quisitely lined In two co
Sent packed free, carriage paid on

15 DAYS'FREE TRIAL.
Fullywarrarted. Promoptdelivery.
Moncy rcfunded §f dissatiafied.
Big bargains in slightiy factory
eolled mounta.  Tvres aud
Accessories 3339, below shop
rices. DBuy dercet ‘,;rm the
actory a0d save pounda.
anws aeven.gear-oid MEAD
which bad travecsed 75,000 milea,
£31 up.te.date mackines and
broke the world's record by covering
LAt milealn¥5dayetsexplained in
ur artcatalogue. Write TO.DAT
for free copy—brimfal of In
formation aboat bicycles and
contains gleantic  rphoto
graphscioor latest models
MEADCYCLECO.(Ine.)
{Dept. BTET)
Birmingham

Tue MacyeT LiBrary.—Na. 864

ex-




EVERY
MONDAY,

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

Your Editor is always pleased to hear from his chums.

are in {rouble ¢r need advice.
apaedy reply.

“THE SCHOOLBOY TOURISTS!™
By Frank Richards,

HAT is the title of the next long

I complete story of. Marry Whar-

ton & Co., deabng with their

jourtiey to the Bouth in search

of Ah ben Yusef., An amusing character
i~ brenght into this splendid series of
varus in the shape of an Arab .guide,
vho i= presamptuous cnough to call hin-
el “Jlonest Ibrahim.” Tbrsinm's
honesty feaves a lot to be desired, but
his dogged persistency to “serve the finc
pentlempens,” is admired, and Ybrahim
fimids himself at last mea]?y instailed
as a -guide to the (reyfriars party.
lhi‘lhrltl i= a rogue, but an amusing
rogue.)

INTO THE DESERT!

‘Boon after Harry Wharton & Co.s
arrival at Biskra they fall in with Mar-
jowie Hazeldene, Miss Clara, and the
former's brother, The Hazeldenes are
ﬁpomlmg their summer holiday at Biskra

-in fact, they occupy the villa next to
that which shelters the cheery Removites.
AMiss Clara, ever game for a ‘‘lark,”
greets Bllly Bunter in her own f&shion,
und B. B. is the laughing-stock of the
place for some hours afterwards. -But
apart from the light and breezy side of

| vaptors of Ali into the desert wastes

‘Write to him when you

A stamped and addrsgsed envelope will snaure a

Latters should be addresged ‘‘The: Edjjor," THE MAGNET .

LIBRARY, Thy Ahhdlgaiftated Press'(1922}, Ltd. *rm Flestivay House, Facringdon
Strdet; London, E.

this rippimg story, there is the serious,
Major Cherry sets his plans to [ollow the
and
it is with nany forebodings in his feart
that Bob Clerry learns of his pater’s
departure on that perilous errand. Don't
nuss this story, boys, it's great! Like
the desert sun—a real scorcher!

“SHERWOOD GOLD!"™

Apother long instalment of ihis fine
serial is on the .programme for next
Monday, boys. We are nearing the ond
now of this masterpiece of fiction, and
many of you, I'll wareant, will a:gh with
regret when the curtain rings down.
There is consolation for veu, however,
in the shape of another wonderful serial
from the-pen of Hedley Beott, who wrote
that powerful defective romanee, “The
Yellow Claw!”  Look out for Hedley
Scott’s latest—in thé MACKET.

“THE HOLIDAY ANNUAL!"

Iurrah! Even where I sit 'midst the
bustle and scurry of our great metropolis
I fancy I bcar in anticipation the great
ery that will go up when the gowd old

“Annual makes its appearance nest
Monday! There is little to be said in
the way of propaganda to my loyal
ll-hilms, for one and all are aequainted

pPRICE
TWOPENOE.
with this world-famous * Anneal,™ and
one and all will, )1 feél sure, Le anxions

to obtain a copy of the 1925 cdition. In
passing, I may be pevmnitied fo say that
this new volutue Imn("-rl\ surpisses any-
thing in the way of “Aoneals" cver
put before the n-alimg’ pu'oll( and having
seid that T will conddude with the tip
that Harry Wharion & [‘n have chosgp
“The Holiday Apmual” as the subject
of their next supplement. Don't miss
either of these treats, clmns,

e

EDUCATION,

This may sound dry, but it is not eo.
A chum asks my advice as to how he is
to met educated. Ile says he has a
dictionary, but he does not kiow how io
procced, I am not §omg to advise thig
correspondent to swallow the dictionary.
He would be bound to get indigestion)
and most likely have a nasty bout of
Byntaxitis. What T should like to do is
to put him in touch with a Lancashire

reader who says he is keen on
journalism. There yon have it. A
sketchy kind of education can be pullml

.into proper form if 'close attention is

paid to the newspapers, for nowadays
they have articles on all "‘manner. -of
useful subjects, and one can casily pick
up sound information which was missed
in the vanished sthooldays.

——

“BUNTER IN BURMAH "’

A correspondent in Rangoon sends me
% budget of compliments ahont the
Macxrr. le says Le would like to see
a correspondence exchange in the old
paper, but I am’ afraid that is out of the
guestion. No space to spare, My friend
in Burmal: says that the fat and funoy
iorpoise is ever so much ‘appreciatedt in
1is countrv. I am afraid there is no
chance of Bunicer getling ont to Burmnh
vet awhile, Our tame porpoise is busy
at the moment in Northern Africa, As
to further varns about the Owl's ventri-
lognism, 1 can safely promise something
more in that lme. Best thanks to my
chnm in the slippered East,

(. A
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