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Somerrhere in the ding veeesses of the deserf,
farndn of Mustupha ben Molianuned, the nsuvper sheils,

Ali ben Yusef, teho was kidnapped from Greyfriars, is a prisoncr in the
Horry Wharton & Co, arc delermined 1o accompany

Majo_r f"ht'rry in his guest fo save the goung rab, but the old soldier fas rig own {deas about that dangerous tasi:,
and insists upon the Greyfriars Chams remaining af Biskra,

THE FIR3T CHAPTER,
On the Mediterranean !

LU OT!" said Bol Cherry.

H He soopped his brow, push-
ing back bhizs =traw hat.  His
face, alvuays ruddy, wes lLike

unto a l‘lt‘\l]j -bouled hrcr‘ oot.

Hot isn't the woed,” said Harvy
Whartou, fummw hims=cl with & French
newspaper.  Baking!”

“Prnzzting 7 smid Nougent, with a

grin,

Johnny Bull, being a fellow of few

vords, giunted to express his assent

But on the duske face of Hurrea Tam-
sot Ram Singh there was a smile of
beatific contentment.

The solar heat blazing down on the
steamer was grareful and comferting to
the dosky junior from India, It e
minded him of his native clunate.

Hurree Singh leaned back in his deck-
chair, with the sun-blaze on his dusky
face, turning it to shining bronze.

“"Whe enjoyment s great,” he
remarked.
“You don't Gl du chilly, Tokyi”

grinned Bob Chervy,
crimson brow,

And the Greyfviar: junions chuckled,
All the chums of the Remove were look-
ing forward keenly to thetr heliday in
Africa. Dut Hurree Singh was the only
member of the party who was likely
really to enjoy the clinate.

“It will be hotter than this in Alvica!
remarked \ugm-t.

“Oh, my hat!”

“This 15 only a foretaste of the giddy
wrath 1o come!” grinned Bob Cherry,
v Sull, it's a change from Greyfriars.”

“ It is—and no nistake!”

“1 say, you f{ellovs .

* Hallo, halila, hallo, Bunter! Meliing,
old fut top?” asked Bob Cherry cheerily.

Billy Bunter really laoked as if be
were on the point of melting, An
immense Panama hat shaded his fat
face from the sun.  But e fat face
streameldl  with  perspiration, and  his
littie, round eves had a Dboiled lnok
Lehind his big spectacles.

sl mopping bis

Bunler came rolling aiong the deck
towards the [famouz Five, who oovu-
TH“‘I q4omroug of deck- (h.\l:l~ [ 1!( ked
his way among piled baggeges, and the
feet of passengers who were sprawnling
o the hot deck. The *'Lransports
Maritimes ¥ steamer  was  crowded.
Besides the other passengers, there was
a detachmoeny of conseripts on board,
going out to their milhiary daties in tha
arid wastes of Algeria,  On all sides
there was a buzz of hucried French,
nmingled with taik in other tongucs—
Iralian, Greek, Arabic Most of the
Mediterranean races seemedd to be repre-
<ented on the steamer {rom Marseiiles,

"1 say, you fellows,” gasped DBunter,
“it's hot 7

“Go hon " muiml.ii‘tl Nugent.

“Horend hot,” said Dunter, hlmkmz
reproachially at the Famous Five
pever thought it would be like this.”

Really, Bunter seemed to think that
Harry Wharton & Co. wern somehiow
respon-ible for that state of affairs

" Like to turn back?”

inguired Dol
Cherry hunioronsls,

w1 dare say the

skipper would turn back to Ma f:l”.'u
if _\'nn Akl him. Tey it on, nn\.\.n\
h’ s beasly,” suid Dunter, By by

peopie go abroad for holidays Leats me.
Blackpoo! is better vhan this”

“Mach lu‘-r'r agreed DBob,

Y30, 1's hiot evervwhere in Septom-
ber," a-‘n:.ul.wl H.xnv Wharion. i}
dare sav it's hot in Blackpool, Bunter,™

Y Nat hke this, llru:rgh.l‘ groaned
Bunter. " It's realiy too thick. And
this dashed steamer pitches like any-
thing.”

“Sreamers do piteh,”  agreed Bob,
“Can’t be helped, old bean”

T And the smo'li from the engines is
almpis ghastly,”  wenl on Bunter.

fSimply Mnln.mg vou know.'

“They must have forgotten to sprinkle
them with eau-de-Cologne,” said Bob

ﬁm\ ely. “We ought to complain about
this."

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Oh, really, Cherry—"

“Grin and bear #H, you duffer,”

A magnificent new
extra-long complete
story of Harry
Wharton and Co.
in Africa,

By
FRANK RICHARDS.

o
grunted  Johnav Duil. “What's  tho
wonil of grousing?”

“rhat's all eery well, Boll, Dut T'm

acettstomed to haviug a boliday 1n com-

fort,” sanl Dunter varmly R I
kpown what it wonld Ll’\ like, ¥ou
wouldn't feve gut me here, T ocan tell

your,”’
Whereat  the
arinned,

Too late now,” <aid Bol,  “You're
booked, Bouter., Yo wonlan't chuck
while vou had a chance; and now you're
bonked. H\' the time we odis SR v Qf"!r'a
vou will have melted. Bur every cloud
has a silver liing, o'd fellow. ~ When
vou've fimishad melting, we'll sefl what's
eft of vou to a tallow merchant,”

chums of  Greylriars

“You silly a-s'" howled Bunter,
“That onght to ser us ap in }pmko{-
money," went on Bab  thoughtfully

“Anvbody know the price of tailow an
Algeria, by the mn"’

*Ha, La, ha!’

The fat jumor of (:rrv_\'frial's blinked
wrathfully at the Co. XNo doubt it was
very hot, and the stcamer cerainly did
rolf, and the smell of the engines was
not by any means remimscem of attac.
of-roses.  But the cheery Co, woomed o
be keeping up their cheery spicits all
the same.  And they veallv failed to ser
why they should worry abens Bonies’a
Iin?- discomforts, when they did ner
werry ghout their awn,

Dunter's view was quite diffevont,

The discomforts nf athers he eanld bear
with great foiticude,  Bot discomioris o
his own fat person loomed large and
portant to his podgy mind.

Near by was a group of unln:\*q % con-
seripts, each with his Litle bundle, and a
troubled, thonghtful face, nost of them

looking Lack rowards she fair land of
France which they had lefr-—in enme
cases for ever. Their hearts and thesw

thoughts were in the hamble little homes
from which they had been plucked, To
them Alrica loemed dunly az a zirange
and cruel land, which was te devour
them like 2 huge. ravepous monstor,
Tur Macrtr Lipranry.—No. 855
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THE OPPORTUNITY OF A LiFETIME —ON PAGE 6!

The French military law called them,
and they went, to spend years of their
youth in the burning desert, some of
them; perbaps, to spend their iife-blood
there, But #rom all that troubled group
there came less "grousing ” than from
William George Bunter. )

Biliy Bunter did not even notice
them. He was too foll of his own griev-
ances to give a thought to the troubles
of othera.

“You can cackle,” he growled. “DBut
I tell you what. My opinion is that
I'va been diddled.”

“Dear man!” said Bob.

“This isn't the holiday T _was expect-
ing," said Bunter, “and I've a joliy
goond mind not to keep on {o Biskra
with you, but te take the next steamer
back when we get to port—tlere !”

Bunter uttered that crushing threat
with a lofty blink. Really, he seemed
to expect that the Greyfriars fellows
would be withered on the spot,

But they did not seem withered.

“You menn that?’ asked Johnny Bull
cagerly.

“1 do!”

‘‘Bravo, Bunter!”

“Why, you beast—"

“We'll give you a send-off, if you keep
to thet,” said Frank Nugent heartily,
“We'll get vou a first-class ticket—-"

“Yes, rather!”

"And we'll all come down to the boat
and see you off—with pleasure!”

" The pleasurefulness will be terrific.”

“Is it a go, Bunter?” asked Wharton,
laughing,

Billy  Bunter surveyed the cheery
group, his very spectacles gleawing with
indignation.

“ Beasts !” was his reply.

And with that crushing rejoinder
William George Bunter tolied away,
seeking a shady spot for repose.  And |
soon afterwards a deep, reSonant snowe
mingled with the throbbing of ihe
enginea,

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Bunter Looks for Trouble !

ARSEILLES had faded behind

into the blue sea.
The juniors had watched the
" noisy city with its busy ship
ping disappear—the church of  Notre
Dame, perched on its great rock of white

limestone—the  chateau d'Hi, the
romantic fmson of Monte Cristo. The
steamer throbbed on through the Gulf

of Lyons, under a blazing sun in a cloud-
less sky, There was a voyage of thirty
hours before them, after Marseilles was
ieft behind, and then—Africa!

Major Cherry paced the deck, oblivious
of the heat—the sun-blaze of the Medi-
terranean wag little to the old soldier of
India and Mesopotamia. Hurree Jam-
set Ram Singh fairly basked in the
blaze. 1t was long since his native sun
of Bhanipur had burned on the nabob’s
dusky face; and every league southward
added to the Indian junior's happy con-
tentment, Billy Bunter smored in a
shady corner, Nugent dropped info a
doze, with a newspaper over his face,
and Johmny Bull wandered away in
search of a lemon-sguash, Wharton
yawned and rose from his deck-chair,

“Let’s have a look round the steamer,
Bob,"” he suggested,

Bob Cherry nodded, Even in the semi-
tropical heat of the Mediterrancan, Bob
was full of energy, and found it difficuit
to keep still,

“Let's,” he assented.

The juniors sauntered along the deck,
There wus plenty to interest them on the

to their surroundings.

THE MacyET LiBRARY.—No, 865,

packet-boat from Marseilles to Philippe-
ville.

The group of French conseripts, talk-
ing in low tones aomiong themselves, or
sitting silent and moody, gave little heed
There were two
or three dozen Arah passengers, most of
them grave and silent. There were
English and American tourists—French
commercial  travellers, Greek and
Italian merchants, two or three Egyp-
tians, and a family of Kabyles—Africans
almost as white as the Europeans. The
juniors heard many strange tongues as
they sauntered along the blistered decks.

“I wonder—" said Bob,

Wharton glanced at him.

“T was thinking of that Arab scoundrel,
Bou Saocud,” said Bob, “I wonder if he
is on this boat, by any chance

Wharton glanced  over the varied
crowd, The same thought was in his
own mind,

“Likely enongh,” he said. “ We should
n]ot 1‘J!e likely to spot bim in a erowd like
this

“We shall be at Biskra in a few days
now,” said Bob. “The Hazeldenes are
theve before this—I shall be glad to see
Marjorie again.”

“Bame here.”

“The pater thinks he's going to leave
us in Biskra, doing the sights, while he
goes into the desert to hunt for old Ali,”
said Bob, with a faint grin. “But—*

“But he isn't,” said Harry,

“No. We've got to wangle it some-
how to go along with him,” said Bob.
"We're going to be in at the death.
Besides, T want to keep an eye on the
pater. It's too jolly risky for him 1o
go on his own.”

Harry Wharton laughed.

According to the programme mapped
out by Major Cherry, the Greyfriars
juniors were to accompany him as far as
Biskra, the holiday resort on the border
of the’ great Sahara. There they would
mect Hazol of the Remove, and his
sister Marjorie. And there they were to
remain while the major undertook the
search for Al ben Yusef, the Arab
schoolboy of Greyfriars, who had been
kidnapped by Bou Saol:::l.

Somewhere in the dim recesses of the
desert Ali was a prisoner in the hands of
Mustapha ben Mohammed, the usurper
sheik, the (ather of Dou Saoud, the
Bpahi.

The rescue of Ali was the object of the
major's journey to the south. And that
journey had already praved full of peril.

From England the footsteps of the
Greyfriars party had been dogged by
Bou S8aond, and twice the villainous
Spahi had attempted the life of the
major, and failed.

That he was still following the party,
and that he would reach the African
desert when they arrived there, was
fairly certain.

The nwjor's plans were mapped out;
but the Famous Five were by no means
in full agreement ‘'with them. They had
no mind io remain in Biskra whife the
major went into the desert. But the
major’s word was law ; and he was not a
man whase commands could be disre-
garded. So, as Bob put it, it had to be
“wangled ”  somchow.,  Somehow or
other, the Famous Five were going to
take part in the hunt for Ali ben Vusef,
and his rvescue from the hands of the
desert sheik,

As they sauntered over the crowded
steamer, the two juniors ecanned their
fellow-passengers, wondering  whether
Bou Saoud was among them,

If he was there, he was doubtless in
some disguise. Certainly they saw no
one who resembled the handsome, black-
guardly Spahi.

=

. They paused in the shadow of a swing-
mg boat, to look out over the sea towards
the mountains of Corsica on the ports

side,

A black African sat in the shade there,
with his eyes half-closed. His half-closed
eyes rested on the two juniors, but they
did not observe him specially.

There were a dozen or more negroes
t on the boat, among the ether passengers.

“Well, i that rotter Bou Baoud is on
board, we haven't spotted him,” said Rob

“lierry,

“Most_likely he would have a cabin,
and would keep in it,” said Harry. “yf
he showed himself, he could be collared.
He is wanted by the police in England,
and could be put under acrest.”

The black African’s half-closed e}ycs‘
opened a little wider, with a peculiar
glint in them. Had the juniors ob-
served him more closely, they might have
noted that his features were well cut and
regular, little like those of a megro,
though his complexion was black as the
ace of spades.

“Or he would be disguised somehow,”
said Bob. “He rigged up & black beard
when he followed us across the Channel
from Folkestone. Ile might be one o
those frowsy-looking Grecks yonder, and
we shouldn't be any the wiger.”

* Likely enough,” assented Harry.

“J say, you fellows——"

“Hallo, hailo, hallo, old fat top!
What's the irouble now? Have yon
asked the skipper to turn back, and has
he refused ¥ grinued Tob Cherry, as the
Owl of Greyiriars came np.

“Oh, really, Cherry!” Bunter grunted
and perspired. “1 say, what about
grub? Fm jolly hungryt”

“'Twas ever thus!” grinned Bob,

“Look here—I say Oh, my hat!
What's that?” ecjaculated Bunter, as he
sprawled over the extended legs of the
{.»Iack man sitting in the shade of the
saat.

ook out, you ass!” exclaimed Harry,
w It

The <hort-sighted Owl of the Remove
did not look out in time, He sprawled
over the black man’s legs and sat on the
derk with a bump.

He sat there and spluttered,

" You silly black chump ! What do yeu
mean by sticking your silly legs in ‘my
way ?”" howled Bunter.

“Shut up, Bunter, you ass—"

The black man sprang to his feet,
For a moment his look was so fierce and
savage that Wharton and Bob Cherry
stoad ready to collar him, as he glared
at Bunter. But the man controlled his
rage, and turned and stalked away.

“You silly owl!” said Dob. “What
do you want to call a man names for,
instead of apologising for tumbling over
him?”

“Yah!" Bunter snorted. *“Catch me
apologising to a dashed nigger! T've a
glo![y’good mind to go after him and kick

im !

Billy Bunter glared after the offending
black man. For a moment he had been
scared, as the black man glared at him;
but the man's prompt retreat vreassured
him. Bunter was 23 brave as & lion in
the presence of & retreating enemy,

oy,
“ 1y

“Look_here, you fat duffer—"
“I'm jolly well going to kick the

cheeky cad!™

* Bunter, you ass——

Bunter did not heed,

He had a lofty contempt for
“niggers,” and he considered himself
fully entitled to kick a nigger—if the
aigger would let him.  And this par-
ticular migger seemed so keen on avoid-
ing trouble that Bunter had no doubis

2

aboué being alile to kick him if he liked.
He was hot, he was hungry, he was
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freitable and ]'\r-."\l-n, and in ’{IR‘ frame
of mind there was solace—to Runter—in
v ning somebody. The ouly question
was, whether it would be safe to kick.
and it seemed safe in thns caze. So Dally
Buiter jumped up and rushed after the
bLiack man.

* Buntey !

“Yah!

“Bunter, yvou a= '’ velled Wharton,

“*Rats ! Stop, you confounded mgger?”
shoutcd Bunter.

*“Oh, my hat!"

“ Bunter—"

a“ qlop i

Ttterly unheeding, Bunter reached the
black man and kicked. The hlack man
spun round at  the same moment.
Bunter's kick missed, and a heavy black
hand shat aut and smote Bunter.

Crash!

The Owl of the Remove rolléd on the
sunny deck, There was a lavgh fiom a
crowd of passengers, who had stared
raund in BUTpriEe at the scene.

Bunter rolled and roared.

roared Bob.

“Ow! Help! Yooop! Obh. my hat!
Dack me vp, you fellovws! Keep him off !
Ow'! Wow!”

“11a, ha, ha!”
Wharton and Boli Cheiry rushed to
pick up the Owl of the Remove.,  Ihily

Bunter, splutiering and gasping, was
jerked lo iis feet.
“Ow! Keep him off ! he yelled.
“Yon silly ass!" gasped DBob. *‘He's
one ! o

" Ha, ha, ba!"

The black man had already dizappearcd
belaw,

“Oh! He's gone, the roften funk!™
rasped B:mtcr. rrm\o*mx his courage
once more.  “TH jolly well go after
hime and——""

“You jolly well won't!” grawled Bob

Cherry. * You gilly chump, stop playing
Iim goat !
‘Do yon think T'm going to be

punched by a dashed nigger, a blossed
black man? snorted Runter.
“I think you're going (o be punched
Le oa white man, if vou don’t shuat vpl”
Job. “Like thnt!”
Yaroaoh ™
“And like that!"
“Whaoop! Keep off,

Eaid

vou heast!”

“Ha, ha, ha'”
“Naw let’'s go and leck for <ome
ziuh.”? said Bob Chervy, with a ehuckle,

“And if vou kick up a slundy again,
Puouter, wo'll jolly well bomp you”

' '\'nl‘ L]

But the prospeet of “grub ” consaled
Buonter, and he allowed himse!f (o be
led awaw,

——

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Rough Weather !

ITE Mediterrancan  was like &
sheet of glass nnder the bhurmin
sunset. Harvdly a breath of ar
seemed to stic on the sea, and

the steamer was insufferably hot, Even
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh  admitted
that it was warm. Tiut Billy Bunter
alinost forgot the heat as he procesded
to do jmtuc to a feast of the gpode. It
uas shuffy in the room, and the heal and
the stuffiness and the scent of many
foods made the other fellows anxious to
get back on deck as guickly as possible.
Not so Bunter. Ho was enjoving his
first comfiortable hour since the party had
sot foot on the steamer of the Tran<ports
Maritimes,

A steward came n{ong and cloted a
porthole near the juniors' table, shutting
off what ventilation there was.  Billy
Bunter looked up with a growl.

“The silly ass! Doesn’t he think it's
warm cnough?”’ he exclaimed. “Here,

my man!  Garcon! Homme! TLook
heie! Voyez vous, ™

IThe man glanced round,

“Maonsienr 2™

“Open that dashed porthale, do you
hear®™

* Commoent?™

“Who's  commen,  you  checky
bounder®” exelaimed Runter indignantly,

“Ha, ha'" roared Bob Cherry. *“Com-
ment means that he doesn't catch

on,
fattx.”
“Oh, rot! Look Lleve, homme
gal'{nn--—-—"

“Plaital?® said the man inquicing'y.
“ Oypen 1h.11 window 1
“Plaitil:

“What does ke mean by plav 6li®”

enoried Bunter. “QPlay till when, and
at what? Js he potty?

“Ha. ha!”

“Uonsicur desire  quelgue  chose®”

asked the puzeled steward.
Ouvres!” said Buntee, breaking into
French, “Quvrez cela, fathead!”
The man shook his head.
" Pas possible.”™
“Why —lx)urqum'”
“L'ovragan——"'

“My hat! Does he mean an ourang:
outang, or what!” asked Dunter, in per-
plexity.,  “There’s no  ouang.outang
here that T can sce.”

“You ass, he means a storm !

“How can he mean a storm 1\l:cn it's

as calin as Hampstead Ponds®” growled
4] -nl\'l. “Talk sense!”

The steward, unbiceding —Bunter
further, went along closing  the ports.

There wa: a rapid chatier of French and
Italian and Greek at the other tables.
Evidently a storm was expected, which
was wn|-r|~|ng onhugil to the (J!'l viriars
juniois.  From the portholes the sea
looked like glass, and scarce a breavh of
wind was stirring.  Only in the east
towards the Corsican mountams a black
cloud loomed up in the blue sky—Dblue
that was naling to a stcely grey.
“8torms come on very suddenly in

these  waters, 1 believe,” remarked
Nugent.

“Rot'" said Bunter.

“Anvhow, they know their business
hetter “than you do. old bean.” said
Frank. " Give vour clin a rest.”

“Rats!"

Bunter smiffed and continved  his
dinner.  The major had already gonc

back to the upper deck.

“Better go casy on the grub, Bunter,”
satdd Wharton.  “H rough weather is
ceming on you don't want to be sea-
sick.”

Sniff ! from Bunter.

“T'm never scasick, T'm a better
sailor than you chans.  Besides, rough
weather 1sn't coming on.”

“You've had enough for six or seven
already,” urged Johnny Bull.  * Leave
off when you've had cnough for nine or
ten, anyhow.”

“{h, rl‘:ﬂ!:\', Bull —"

& H.ﬂl:). hallo, hallo! There's that dark
jolinny !" murmured Bol Cherry, as a

black man, passing the deorway of the
salle.a-mmanger, glanced in, pausing for
a moment or two,

the floor, and longed to die.

Bunter slid from the table and collapsed on the floor, gurgling. A plate lell on
his head and cracked in pieces round him, unheeded. The steamer rocked and

swayed, and the fat junior lay extended with his head under the table, his lace on
‘¢ Groooooough ! "' he moaned.

(See Chapler 3.)

Tue MacNET LiBnany.—No. 865,
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. Wharton looked at the man carclessly.
It was the black African, over whose legs
Bunter had tumbled on deck. The light
was full on hia face, and it struck
Wharton that there was something
familiar in the man’s features—in the
aquiline curve of the rather prominent
nose, very unlike a negro’s; something
familiar, too, in the glint in the black,
penetrating eyes. The man was staring
towards the table wHere the juniors sat.
But he did not enter the room. After a
moment or two he passed on and dis-
appeared.

* Seem
before somewhere,”
marked, ruminating.

‘1 was just thinking so,’

to have seen that johnny
Bob Cherry re-

]

eaid Harry.

“His features are more like a white
man’s than a black’s.”
“Checky rotler!” said Bunter. “If he

comes in here I'll jolly well kick him
out !”

“ Fathead !"

“Pass that pigeon.pie, Nogent !”

Nugent grinned, and passed  the
pigeon-pic, DBunter had abeady been
right through the "table d'hote ” menu,
and had ordered several dishes “a la
carte.,” Where there was room, even
in his extensive circumference, for the
pigeon-pic was o mystery to his com.
rades. DBut the Owl of the Remove

found room, The pigeon-pie disap-
peared at & great rate,

“That's a good pie,” said DBunter.
“I'Il have another.”

* Another ! Great Scott!"

“And then some of that ice pudding
and——"

“Phew !”

“And then T think a few biscuits and
a bunch of bananas will do for me,”
said Dunter. "I can't eat much in this
hot weather.™

“We'd better leave him to it,” said
Bob Cherry, laughing. “If it comes en
to blow, Bunter, you'll repent of that
pigeon-pie.”

Unnot !!’

Harry Wharton & Co. went on deck,
leaving Bunter to continue his feast.
The Owl of the Remove devoted bhis
altention to the second pigeon-pie, and
it followed the first. Then the iced
pudding claimed his attention, and it
was so nico that Dunter disposed of a
second large helping, and then a third.

By that time even Bunter began to
think it was time to go slow, A bunch
of bananas kept him busy for ncarly
five minutes—and then a plate of sugary
biscuits went down still more slowly.

Dut there was still room for coffee;
and after a glance round to make sure
that the major was not in slght, Bunter
ordered a cigarette tu go with the coflee.

EASY AS FALLING OFF A LOG !
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Most of the diners smoked after their
dinner; and Dunter did not see why he
shouldn’t put on a cigarettee, too. He
hoped it would make the other
passengers observe that he was a man
of the world, and not a mere schoolboy
fike the other fellows,

A large cup of cafeau-lait filled up
all the vacant space that waa left inside
Bunter. He leaned back in his chair
and puffed slowly at the cigarette.

More and more slowly he pulled.

Finally he lawd the cigarette, half
smwoked, on his plate. e realised that
it would be too risky to finish it. As
was gencrally the case when opportunity
offered, Billy Bunter had dined nat
wiscly but too well. He was fervently
glad that the sea was smooth as glass.
What would have happened te him had
the ship begun to roll he dared not think
ofl. He sat very still.

And then suddenly there was a scurey-
ing ol fect on the deck.and a lond shout-
ing. A heavy roll of thunder broke the
silence, and a sudden blast of wind
shook the steamer. All the passengers in
the salle-de-manger were on their feet
in a mowent, and thera was a clatter of
shifting crockery. The steamer reeled
and plunged and rocked on the disturbed
waters,

“Oh!" gasped Bunter.

He clutched at his chair, and held on,
his eyes glassy, his face turning white
and then a pale green, tinged with
yellow,

Sudden gloom Lad blotted out the
Llaze of the sunset, The sea, so calm a
few minutes bkelore, was voaring and
boiling.  The stcamer rocked end
plunged and raitled from stem to stern.

“Oh dear! Greoogh!”

Bunter feil forward on the table. Out.
side, Nature scemed to be in convulsions,
raging. But the convulsions of Nature
were nothing  compared to the con-
vulstons ipside Wilbam George Dunter,
The prgeon-pie was taking its revenge
now.

Bunter slid from  the table and
collapsed on the floor, gnrgling. A plate
slid off the table and cracked on Bunter's
head, and fell in pieces around him, un-
heeded. The steamer racked and swaved
and plunged; and winle it rocked Billy
Bunter fay  extended, with his head
under the table, his face on the floor, and
longed to die.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The Unsecn Enemy !

(11 Il erambs! What a ﬂidd’
O change ! gasped Bob Cherry.
“Terrific!”  panted the

nabob.

The Famous Five were on  deck,
drenched to the skio through theiv light
snmmer clothes by the teaving spray.
‘T'hey had to hold on to keep themselves
from being swept away by the fierce
wind,

The change was startling, from the
glassy cahin of a short while before. The
steamer was pitching and tossing pow in
what scemed like a boiling cauldron of
wateks. The juniors had heard of the
sudden tempests of the Mediterrancan;
this was their first experience of one,
and it was starthng.

“*Hold on, my Loys!” Major Cherry's
deep voice was heard through the wind,
*No danger—and it won't last long!
But hold on!™

“What-ho ! said Bob.

The engines still throbbed on; the
Mavrseilles steamer ploughed on through
the hoiling sea, drenched with spray and
breaking waves. Most of the passengers
bad buddled below. Lut a gnod many
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were still on deck, facing the wind and
the spindrift. DPut in the thick gloom
that blotted out the sunsct it was difficult
to sce—night seemed to have closed in
like a dark curtain on the waters.
Through the dimness the white crests
of leaping waves gleamed. Faces white
and black and brown appeared and dis-
appeared in the gloom. An Arab stag-
gered past the juniars, his drenched
burnous tangling about them till he
dragged it free; a panama hat fiew by on
the wind and disappeared over the rail.
In tense excitement the juntors stood,
holding on, on the heaving deck of the
steamer, ploughing on and on through
wild wind and thundering biflow.

A red fez, torn from some head by
the wind, whizzed by Wharton's face,
grazing him. The next moment he had
a glimpse of a black man who passed him
like a shadow in the gloom. He.remem-
bered that the black African whom
Bunter had quarrelled with had worn a
red fez. 1t was that African who had
flitted near him like a ghost and
vanished agam. He canght another
glimpse of the black man, holding on to
a skylight with both hands as a powerful
gust of wind caught him. Then he
vanished again. But even in the gloom
Wharton had noticed one curious thing
—the black man's hair, blown out in
the wind, was not woolly as a negro's
would naturally have been.

But Wharton had no leisure to give
thought to the black African. The beat-
ing of the wind almost dazed the juniors,
and more than once it seemed to them
that they would be torn from their hold
and sent rolling along the pitching deck.

“By gad!”

It was a sudden exclamation in the
major's deep voice—in startled, angry
tones.

*You scoundrel I

Something rolled past Wharton in the
darkness—something that swayed and
struggled and panted as jt rolled on the
sloping deck. He caught his breath.
Two men, locked in a close grip,
struggling fiercely, had rolled by on the
slant of the deck, disappearing from hia
sight in a second.

But one of them was Major Cherry,

Wharton panted.

“Bou Saoud!”

He Lad vot seen the major's azszilant,
only he knew that he must be the Spahi,

Wharton let go his hold, and rushed

after the struggling pair. In a second
he had lost his footing, and was stum-
bling and tumbling wildly, He came
with a crash against the rail, and held
on for his life, panting, gasping, sud
staring about him, seeking to penetrate
the gloom,

What had happened to the major?

Bou Saoud, the spy, was on heard;
in the storm he had scized his oppor-
tunity, Wharton knew that now. What
had happened to Major Cherry ?

Wharton dragged himself to his feet,
holding on to the rail. The fierce wind
seemed to pluck at him like a giant's
hand, the darkness blinded him,

A Hash of lightning tore apart the
blackness of the clouds, and for an
instant the heaving deck of the steamer
was Hluminated. In that instant Whar-
ton caught sight of the major—{ree of
his  assatlant now; of the shadowy
azsailant he could see nothing. The
major reeled on the heaving deck, and
came stumbling down the slant towards
the rail as the vessel pitched. DBlackness
blotted out the scene again: but Whar-
ton felt the major beside him in the
darkness, holding on to the rail.

“ Major Cherry—"

“Ts t{mt you, Wharton 7

“Yes! Are you burt?” panted Harry.

swamping him.

“He, he, he [ 7’ eackled Bunter.

The sudden stream of soda-water caught the African full in his black face, Iairly
He staggered and yelled :
him, spiashing him right and left, ** Ch
**Oh, my hat!” said Bob Cherry fainily.
{See Chapter 0.)

Bunter played the soda-siream on
it, you duffer ! ** gasped Johnny Bull.

“No.” The major's voice was hard
and strained. “Only a scratch, I think.
Did you sce him ?”

“Noj; but it was Bou SBaoud—"

"It must have been, though I did not
sec him. He came on me suddenly in
the dark, like a tiger.” Major Cherry
breathed hard and deep. * We fell to-
gether, and I got in one blow. I suppose
that is why his kpife missed—"

The howl of the wind drowned his
vaica,

Wharton shuddered.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
After the Feast, the Reckoning!

“« HORYT and sharp!” said Bob
Cherey cheerily.
The storm  had died away

almost as suddenly as it had
risen. ;s

The sea still heuved, with a long oily
swell, and the Marseilles steamer pitched
uncomfortably. But the wind was gone,
the waves were falling, and overhead a
sky of sapphire was spangled with stars.
The treacherous Mediterranean smiled
onee nrora,

* Jaolly glad it's over,” said Johnny Bull.
“I'm wet through! Better go down and
get a change,”

“The changefulness of the clobber is
the proper caper,” assented Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh.

Bob gave & sudden chuckle.

“What about Bunter? Anybody scen

Bunter "
“My hat1 DBunter must have been
through it, after that giddy feed,”

grinned Nugeut. *Poor old Bunter.”

“You're looking rather sickly, Whar.
{on, old man. Not mal-de-mer?” asked

Harry Wharton shook his head. .
" Bou Saoud is on the ship,” he said
in & low voice.

" L1

{ou've seen him?
“NO, but—""
Bob gave his father an anxious Jook.
he sleeve of the major’s coat was

riﬁped open from the stroke of z knife.

There was a dull crimson stain on the

cut slesve.

“Father !"” exclaimed Bob.

“Don't worry, my boy,” said the majox
composedly, “ His knife missed and only
cut my sleeve and grazed my arm, It i3
only a scratch. No harm done.”

“Oh father!”

“I am going to speak to the captain
and the steamer wiil be searched for
Bon Saoud,” said Major Cherry, *Iie
will be put in irons as soon as he is
found, and we shall be clear of him.’

“Thank goodness for that,” muttered
Bob.

Bob's ruddy face had become quite
pale, In the darkness he had seen
nothing, and he had been unaware, till
now, of the terrible peril the major had
s0 narrowly escaped.

“You had better go down and change
and look after Bunter,” added the
major. **You will probably find him ill.”

“You—you're sure you're not hurt,
father #*

“Quite,"”

The major dismissed the matter with
that, Iis life had been too full of perils
for his narrow escape to have any cffect
on his iron nerves,

Tue Macxer LiBraky,—No. 865,
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“Let's Yook for Bunter,” said Harry, as
the major tacned away.

The juniors descended to the salle-a-
manger, where they had left Dilly
Bunter Lefore the tempest, The rooin was
in great confusion, and the stewards were
busy in setting it to rights. Billy Bunter
was found extended on the floor, face
downwards, groaming occasionally. lle
seemed in the deepest depths of woe,

* Bunter, old man! said Harry,

Groan !

* Have you been sick "

Groan !

“Feeling bad ! asked Nugent.

tiroan !

“"The sickfulness of the esteemed
greedy Bunter s terrific,”” remarked
Hureee Jamset Ram Singh compassion-
ately.

Groan ! .

< Buck up, old nran,” said Harry, “It'e
over now. Let’s help you to your bunk.”

Groan!

Wiiliam George Bunter scemed too fur
gona to do anything but emit fecble
gl'(]ullg. 3

Tl chums of the Rewmove picked him
np, and the hapless fat jumor hung on
thom as belplessly as a sack. 1lis fat face
was white as chalk, s eves blinked
wearily.,

“Ow! T say, you fellows,” moaned
Bunter, “it—it wasn't the pigeon-pie
that S

“What 27

“I1—1I think it was the bananas—""

“Oh1” )

*“{3r it might have heen the pudding.”
moaned DBunter.

“ome on, old wman,” said Harry.

It was mot casy for even the famous
Five to negotiate Dunter's dead weight,
and the Ow! of the Remove did not stir
=0 much as a fat finger to help himself.
But they got him to his sleeping-berth at
last, and rolled him heavily into it.

Y Dal-d-don’t leave moe, you fellows,”
mwnbled Bunter, © I—=I think I'm going
to die.”

“Rot, old bean!”

“1 forgive you, Wharton,”

“What "

“You've alwass been a Deast, but 1
forgive you.” suid Runter faintly. * Same
with you others. I'll try to forgive you,
Bob.”

YOl you'll try, will you?" said Bob,
with o glare at the fat junior.

“Yes. You were an utter beast to
bring mwe bere, and you know it. Tt's
all your fault! It would serve yon right
if 1 haunted you, I-1'm expiring, yau
know.”

* You silly owl,” growled Bob. “ You're
eca-sick, as you jolly well deserved to be
alter stuffing as you did, What the
thump did you expect ¥

Groan !

“Oh, pull vourself together,” said
Johuny Ball, “If yvou think that row is
pleasant to hsten 1o, Buanter, you're mak-
& nistake”

Groan !

“Well, T fed up, for oue,” said
Johuny, and he deparcted.

Punter biinked feehly at the juniors,

“Thai’s nght ™ he sand bitterly, " Go
away amd leave me to die in solitnde!
Beusts 172

1

athead ! saidd Bob, and he followed
Johuny Baoll,

“The Jiefulnes: of the esteemed Bunter
te nat probable.” said Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh. *There is no such luckful-
noss.

“You black beast

Hurree Bingh grinned and  followed
Bob. Nugent went with hitn,  Bunter
was not the kind of invalid that fellows
were keen to look after.  Wharton hesi-
tated.  Ife slid not want to remain in
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the stuffy little berth and listen to
Bunter’s disinal groans; but he decided
not to leave the Owi of the Remove
alone.  So he sat on the corner of a
cabin tronk to keep him econipany.

The steaniter was rolling uncomfortably
on the heavy swell of the sea, and for a
long time it roiled to an accompaniment
of feeble groans from Willlam George
Bunter.  Bunter was still groaning when
it was time to turn in for the night. Tha
berth above Buntet’s was Wharton's, aud
the captain of the Remove turned into
1t

e was dropping off to sleep when
Bunter's voice was heard from below.
The fat junior was not groaning now.

1 =ay. Wharton,”

Wharton started out of his first
shumber,
“Kh! What? Is that vou, Banter?”

“Yes. I'm feeling better, old chap.”

“Glad to hear it, though I wish vou
hada’t woke me up to tell me,” growled
ihe captain of the Remove,

*Oh, veally, Wharton——"

Y Good-night 1"

" Good-night, old chap! But, T say—>

“Well, what s it nowt”

“I'm bungry.”

“What?” roarved Wharton,

* Hungry !

“Have you woke me up to tell me
you're hungry, you fat dummy 7

“Yes, old chap! I—I think I might
recover if T had a good square meal
now.  Will you go and get it for me

* Fathead "

“1 can’t get up myself, Wharton, I'm
comfortable now—I mean, I'm frighi-
fully weak. IHelpless, in fact, Will vou
go and find the steward, and tell him
to bring me something decent, and
p:c!ny of 1t? Mind you mention plenty
of it."”

“ o and eat coke 1™

Wharton closed his oyes again,

“I say, oll chap——*

* Shurrup !

“But I'm hungry I**
" Another word,” said the captain of
the Remove, in concentrated tones,
“aml I'll reach down with my pillow
and give you the thumping of your life,
Bunter, Shut up!”

“Beast!”

Wharton dropped off to sleep aguin,
It was guite a long time before Billy
Bunter wade up his mind to leave his
bunk and o forth in quest of provender
himself. He was torn between greesli-
ness and laziness; but finally greediness
conquered, and he rolled out of his
berth. He reached up and caught hold
of Wharton and shook himi. Unfortun-
ately, in the darkness. it was Wharton's
no=¢ that he canglit hold of. Wharton
awoke with a startled howl,

* What—"

Y1 e !”

“By Jove, T -1-I'll-—*

“I'm going out to (ind some supper,
Wharton. I shail have to tip the cteward,
{ expect. Leml me a bundred franes1”

\\'SI(\rt(m =at up. amd gave another
howl as he humped his head. Then he
ricachod ool and annexed Bunter's car.

“ Whooooop "
“There, you fat villain—>"
“Ow! o Wow!  QOw!”

Daunter jerked bhis fat ear away and
departed, withowt warting for the huan-
dred francs, Wharton slept agam, amd
he was soll asleep when Bunter came

back.  Fhe fat haior rolled into his
berth, opparently  having  found  the
eward  obliging, and  baving  negoti-

ated a substantial sopper. Wharton, fast
asleep in the nppee berthy, decamed that
he was listening to deep groaning, and
be awoke at last, and found that the

groans were real,
the lower berth.
" Bunter ™
Groan!
“Look here, you fat idiot, if you're
really hungry——" .
Liroan!
“ Bunter, you dummy —*
“I'm not hungry,” came a faint volce
irom DBunter’s berth, “Ow! i've had

They proceeded from
He leaned over,

supper! Ow! I don't know what's the
matter! Wow! It couldn’t have been
the chicken. The chicken was all
right——"

“What #"

_ "1t couldn't have heen the pudding;
it was a joily good pudding, = It may
have been the macaroni.”

Wharton breathed hard.
~ " You fat vitlain! You've been stuff-
ing agan !’

Liroan?

*And you're sea-sick again—"

(iroan!

“Serve you jolly well right!”
Wharton,

Groan!

He drew the sheet about his ears to
shut out the noise, and slept again. And
Williama George Bunter, suffering from
the roll of the ship, or the cold chicken,
or the pudding, oc the tnacaroni, or all
together, groaned dismally till morn-

ing,

growled

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Bunier Makes a Discovery !

AJOR CHERRY'S bronzed face
waus knitted grimly the next
day. He was puzzled and
.angry.  The attack made on

him during the storm had not shaken
his nerve in the least; but it had made
him bitterly determined to come to con-
clusions with the Spahi. Bou Sacud
was on the steamer; that seemed certain
now. From the steamer, in mid-
Mediterranean, there was no escape for
the murderous Arab. It seemed, there-
fore, that a search of the vessel could
not fail to bring him to light, and that
le would finish the voyage in trons, to
be handed over to the French police at
Philippeville, in Algeria,

Bt Bou Saocud was not to be found,

The captain of the Transports Mari-
times steamer was keen enough to dis-
cover the attemipted assassin, The erew
Wwere called over. and the passengers
scanned.  Among the two or three dozen
Arab passengers on board, Bou Saoud
cectainly was not to be found. If he was
there n some disguise, his disguise
seemoed to defy penetratron,

As the day wore on, and the African
coast loomed into sight, the major's
brow grew grimmer and geimmer, The
captain had done all that he could. and
did not eonveal his opimion that the
major was postaken, and that an un-
known Arab was not hidden on the ship
at all. His opinion was that the attacL
had Leen made by one of the more law-
losw of the passengers—some Arab or
Kabyle—with the iuteution of robbery.

But which man it was rewained un-
dizeoverable,
Fven the major began to doult

whether Dou Saocud was, after all, on
the steamer, 1t was possible that the
attack hasd been mwade by some other
agent of Mustapha ben Mohammwed. Ono
of the Arab passengers might very well
be in the pay of the dosert sheik.

“1'm jolly glad we don’t pazs a second
night on this steameer,” Bob Cherry reo-
marked to his choms, as they stood
watehing the African coast rising oat of
the sca to the south. " it's rather (co
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close quariers ta he comfartable, with a{on the deamer preparing for disem-| “Hallo, halle, hallo! Look out,

innrderons villain hike Bou Saoud on
board.”

Havrey Wharton nodded,

“Esther he 1= on hoard, or another
razcal of the sawe kidney,” he said.
*Anyhow, we get off the boat this even-
ing.”

The steamer was entering the wide
Gulf of Stora, in which lay the Algerian
reaport of Philippeville. Al trace of the
+torm had long vanished. The steamer's
prow cut through the sea like glass. The
sun, sinking towards the west, glowed
like a ball of lire in the unclouded blue,
With keen and eager cves. the juniore
watched Africa rise on their view. They
caught glimpses of white walls and palm-
trees as they drew nearer to the port,

“1 =ay, you fellows—"

“Hallo, halo, hallo! 8ick again, old
bLean ¥

“I sox, T shall Le jolly glad to got
ashore, you fellows" said Biily Donter.
“I Dbaven't veally been sea-sick. of
course. I'm too good a sailor for that,
but I don't like this dashed old steamer.,
I say, there's that beastly nigger agein.”

The black Alrican was at a little
distance, looking shoreward. Hany
Wharton glanced at him, and again the
man’s aquiline features struck him as
familiar. A startling thought came into
his mind. The black man had passed
him on the deck during the storm, only
a minute or two before the attack on the
major. Was it possible that thiz man
waz the hiceling of Mustapha hen
Molhammed—that it was he who had
attacked Major Cherry? It was possible
—it was likely enongh—but there was no
telling.

Bunter blinked at the man with strong
di~favour. He had not forgotten the in-
cident of the previous day.

The black man did not seem to be
looking at themn, yet it struck Wharton
that he was observing them in a stealthy
kind of way. The nman stood and stared
towards Philippeville, over the shining
waters of the Gulf of Stora. The town
wai coming more prominently into sight
now, and there was a buzz of passcngoers

Larkation,
1 say,
Buner,
“Not really!” zaid Bob, wiping his

vou [fellows, it’s hot,” said

hraw,

“Which of you chaps is going to fetel
me a lemon-squash *" asked Bunter,

“The whichfulness is terrific.”

* Bleswed if 1 ever came acroz: such a
selfi:h ser.” said DBunter pecwvishly., “I
=ay, vou buzz down and get some lime-
juice and a soda syphon, Nugent., It's
no end refveshing !

“Caich me!™ said Frank,

“You ga aiud call a steward, Whar-
ton. and tell him to bring them along,
will you®*"

“Can’t ¥ou call a steward yourself.
yvou fat slacker!”

“I'm sitting  down!"™ zaid Bunter,
with dignity.

“"You've squatted in my  deck-
chair . growled Johuny DBull. “T'l
be glad if you'll get out of it,”

“If woure going to be selfish,
Dult—=""

= Brovoprae [

“If there's one thing T can’t stand
it's selfi-hness,”  said  Dunter. “You
fellows really might try to follow my

example a little. cllow’s never
worse off for thinking of others a
little.”

“Oh, my hat!™

“There's a steward," said Dob.
“You can give him your order,
Bunter.”

“I've run out of change.”

Bob called to the steward. A lray

wns brought up, with a bottle of lime-
juice, a soda-syphon, and glasscs on it.
Bunter took up tie syphon, and
blinked round him. The black African
was standing quite within range of the
syphor, and Bunter's eyes gleamed at
hin: through his big spectacles. That
black man  had had the unexampled
cheek to fAoor Bunter the day before,
instead  of tnking Bunter’'s  kick
patiently, as he ought to have done, in
the fat Owl's opimion. Now it was
Bunter’s turn.,
Fizzzzzz !

von [at dufler I” roared Bob Cherry, as
e caught a spraving of soda-water,

“He, he, he!"

“ Bunter—"'

* Look out—"

There was a vell fiom (he Africen.
The sudden stecam of soda caught him
full in bis black face, fairly swamping
nm.  He staggered and  velled, and
Bunter plaved the soda--iream on him

as he staggered, splashing  him  right
and left,
“You daffer! Chuck it!" roared

Johnny Bull,

“He, he, he!”

“ Look owt—""

The black man dashed the stingin,
soda-water from his cves, and glare
round like & wild animal. 1lis savage
wlance foll on Bunter, with the almost
empty syphon in his bands. and he made
a soring towards ihe [at junior.

=1 sav, you fellows, back me upl™
yelled Dunter,

“You dummy—>7"

“You fathead—""

“Hallo, halle, hallo!" roared Dab
Cherry, almost rransfixed as he caught
sight of the black African's face.
“Look at him: What the thump—=>"

The black African’s face was no
longer wholly black.

Where he had rubbed the soda-

water away with his sieeve a patch of
light brown showed amid the black—hia
complexion had shifted. The amazned
linminrs stared at him, realising as they
ooked at him that he was not a negro
at all; and a sudden light fashed on
Wharton's mind. He knew now where
?e had scon those aquiline features be-
ore !

“RBou Saoud!” he shouted.

My hae!”

“The—the Arab!" stuttered Nugent.

“TBoun Saoud. fthe Spahi!” roared
l\\‘lmrtnn. “I know him now! Collar
nm !

The disguised ®pahi was springing at
Bunter, but he sropped suddeniy as his

name was spoken. He sprang back,
glaring  savagely at the Greyfriars
juniors,

A

Wharton shook his head.

Before the major’s outsireiched hand could reach him, Bou Saoud had leaped over the rall into the sea. Down into the
biue waters he went like an arrow, and the sea closed over his head.
* He wouldn’t have risked it i he were not a good swimmer,”" he answered. A 1
The Juniors rushed to the rail and looked into the curling waves. But Bou Saoud was nol seen again. (See Chapter 6.)

“ My hat, he'll be drowned ! *’ muttiered Bob Cherry.

* Look for him ! "

Tue MagNeET LiBRARY.—No. 865,
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“Father ' roared Bob  Cherry.
“We've found him—"

“Bou Saoud!” yelled Johany Bull.

Major Cherry was_ already striding to
the spot. The disguised Arab backed
away, showing his white teeth in a
snarl.

“It's DBou Saoud!"™ panted Wharton.
“Ho was got up as a negro—  It's
the man, Major Cherry!”

The major did not stop to answer; he
strode at the Spahi, his bronze face
grim, Bou Saoud—{or there was no
doubt mow that tha supposed black
African was the Spahi—leaped on the
steamer's rail.

Before the major’s outstretched hand
could reach him, he had leaped into the
gea,

Down into the blue waters went the
disguised Arab like an arrow, and the
sca closed over his head.

The steamer swept on.

“My hat! He'll be drowned!”
tered Bob Cherry.

Wharton shook his head.

“He wouldn’t have risked it if he
were not a good swimuner,” be answered.
“Look for him.” ) .

The juniors rushed to the rail, with a
crowd of other passengers, A hundred
eyes watched the cuvling waves for the
Aral’s head to reappear.

But Bou Saoud was not seen again.

There were fishing craft out on the
gulf, manned by balf-clad Arabs or
negroes, and a Maltese felucca was
gliding by. If the Spahi came to the
surface he was screened from view by
some of the craft dotting the blue
waters. From the deck he was not
ssen again, and the steamer glided on to
her berth in the harbour of DPhilippe-
ville.  Bon Saond, the Spahi, had
vanished—and whether he was alise or
dead only the future could tell.

mut-

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Standing Room for One Fly !

ARRY WHARTON & CO. were
H gled enough to find themselves
on  terra firma onec mere—
especially  Billy  Bunter. At
the Grand Hotel de Philippeville, that
evening, the Owl of the Remove e¢o-
joyed a tremendous feed, with no fear
of unpleasant consequences to follow.
The next morning the Greyfriars party
had a walk round Philippeville, and
found it like a French provineral town
with a strange admixture of Africa.

“\We're really in Africa at Jast " said
Rob Cherery; and it was an  exciting
thought to the Greyiriara juniors.

“1 say, you fellaws, 1 suppose we're
going on on camels now,” said Billy
Bunter  dubiously.  *“T've heard thm
camels arce beastly savage, and they bite
sometimes, "

Harry Wharton laughed,

“We're going on by train, fathead.”
he said. **'The railway ruus all the way
to Diskra.”

“QOh, good!" said Dunter, in great
relief. “Can you get lunch-baskets put
on the train in this country?”

“Ha, ha, ha!™

“It's not a lavghing matter. yon fel-
lows. Look after the grub, and other
things will look efter themselves pretiy
well.,” said Bunter sagely, " You cany
Le ioo carcful about grub. That's im-
portant,”

“There's =ome Roman ruins here,” re-

marked Nugent,

“0Oh, blow the Roman ruins!™ said
{’.un]t_or. “Is there a tuck-shop of any
cnind #7

Notwithstanding  Bunter, the Grey-
frinrs party looked at the Roman ruins,
I'ne MaGieET Linrany.—No. 865,

and visited the museum, where there
wero plenty of Roman antiquities to be
seen. Bunter was not interested in the
reics of that aucient, mighty people
whose dominion had extended from
Dritain to Egypt and the desert. All
the Roman coins in the museum he
would willingly have exchanged for ane
currency note, to be cxé)cndr:d al Mrs.

Mimble's tuckshop at Greyfriars,
But the party did not linger in
Philippeville,.  The same day the train

wae bearing them southward to Con-
stautine,

With eager eyes the Greyfriars
juniors watched from the carriage win-
dows.

Billy Bunter settled himself down in
a corner seat, put a newspaper over his
fat face to keep off the flics, and snored.
A new continent was nothing to Bunter.
He had had en immense lunch, and it
was hot, and he was sleepy. So he
slept the sleep of the just, while the
train rumbled on into the interior. But
the Famous Five lost nothing of their
new and strange surroundings,

Littie grey hills, with sparse scrub
growing here and there; sometimes a
palm-tree standing proudiy against the
blue sky. Herds of goats guarded by
bare-legged Arab boys. Once, swinging
along an arid, dusty road near the line,
came a company of French infantry,
dusty and perspiring, and for some time
a stirring strain of mililary music was
heard as the train rattled on.

Far belund the rattling train tho sea
and the coast were out of sight., Barren-
looking mountains  were ahead—tihe
great mountains of the Tell that barred
off the desert. Beyond those mountsins,
as the juniors knew, lay the wastes of the
Saharu.

Vegetation grew scantier, the aiv grew
hotter, drier, and particles of sand
ffluttered 'in the railway carriages.

Billy Bunter grunted uneasily in his
sleep.

His newspaper had slipped aside, and
sevoral flies sctiled on his fat face. Dob
(‘herry good-naturedly reached over and
brished  them off, and Bunter's cyes
apened,

" Breast 1™

e F:ll?"

“Can’'t youn let a fellow snooze?
Wharrer you waking me up for? de
manded Bunter indignantly.

“You silly ass, I was brushing the flies
off your silly chivvy,” said Bob.

“Well, let "em alone.”

Bunter closed his eyes.

In & few seconds he was asleep again.

“Nice chap,” murmured Bob, “So
touchingly grateful when a fellow does
him a little service.”

A floner-seller came along the corridor
of the train. Hurrce Jumset Ram Singh
stepped out of the ecarriage, and came
back with a palin-leaf.

“Good wheere!” yawned Bob.
can fan me if yon like,”

The dusky junior grinned,

“It is for the estcemed Bunter,” he
said.

Hurree Jamszet Ram Singh sat down
opposite Bunter.  'With the palim-leaf he
proceeded to tickle Bunter's fat little
nose az he slept.

The jnniors looked on. grinning.

Buonter  stirred in his sleep,  and
muombled  and  grambled.  His  ¢ves
opened at Jast. and Hurree Singh in-
stantly whisked the palo-leaf sul of
sight.

“1 eay, you fellows, there's a lot of
tHies about!” mumbled Bunter,  “(Can
YOuI 500 ane on iny nose

“Ha, ba! No!"

“Where's that dached newspaper?”

“It’s fallen under the seat”

“You

“Get it for me.”

;;])cnr man, can't you get it wyour
self 1"

* Beast !”

Bunter closed his eyes and dozed
again., As soon as his deep snore was
heard, Hurree Jamset Ram Singh led the
p:ﬂm-lonl’ droor over his nose again,

tickling it gently.

“ Bother that fly!" howled Bunter,
opening his eyes. *“Look here, vou
follows, you might keep the flies off a
chap when he's taking a nap. Don't
be selfish.”

“1 don’t see any flics on you, Bunter,”
said Harry Wharlon, laughing.

“There’s a beast that keeps on settling
on my nose!” DBunter rubbed his nosze.
“Blow iL!”

He dozed again.

The palm-leaf resumed its occupation,
Billy Bunter slept unecasily, and awoko
agan, and clutched al his nose. The
palm-leaf whisked away at once.

“Oh, erumbs! That beastly fiy—""

*“ Ha, ha, ha!”

“What are you silly duffers cackling
at? howled Bunter. *Where's that
dashed fly? I'm going lo smash it!”

** Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the juniors,

“ Beasta!”

The Owl of the Remove sat and
glowered at his comrades for some time,
while the low hills rushed past the train.
But he sank inlo slumber again at last,

“Go it, Inky,” grinned Bob Cherry.

The palm-Jeaf tickled Bunter’s fat little
rioze once mare. Once more it whisked
out of sight as Bunter’s round eyes
opened behind his big spectacles,

“That beastly fly!” gasped DBunter,
“1t keeps on seltling nn my nose. I'll
joly well carch it next time,”

Ie leaned back in his seat, and rested
nne hand above his head on the soiled
white covering of the carnage. Then he
closed his eyes, but he did not snore.

He was waiting for that fly to setile
on his nose again.

It was an ambush!

The Famous Five suppressed their
ﬁbucki(‘s with difficulty as they watched

im. \

Stealthily, Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh
pushed forward the palm-leaf again, and
allowed the tip of it to tickle the Owl's
fat little nose.

Smack!

Down eame Bunter's fat hand on the
supposed fiy!

. “_cr!

The palm-leafl was jerked away in time.
Had theve been & {ly on Bunier's nose.
certainly that smack would have finished
its varcer for ever. As it was, it neariy
finished DBunier's nose. In his keenness
to squash the fly. Bunter had rather
overlooked the faet that it was his own
nonse he was smacking,

“Yaroooh! Oh! Ow!”  howled
Dunter.
“Hallo, hallo, hallo! What's the
row?"”
“Ow! My noese! Yow!” wailed
Bunter,

“1a, ha, ha!” roared the juniors.

“Yow! I've hurt my nose! Wow!"

“Never mind—ihe giddy fly's gone,”
chuckled Dob Cherry, aa the grinning
nabob allowed the ‘palm-leaf to foat
away from the rarriage window,

"“1la, ha, ha!"

Billy Bunter did not sleep again. He
sat and rubbed his nose and glowered.
Hiz no:e glowed as red as the sunset,
and there <cemad to be a painin if.

The train clattered to a halt. The
major’s bronzed face looked into the
carmage fram the earridor.

“Conatantive ! Turn out!"

Aml the Crevfriars juniors {urned
cheerily out.
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THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Honest Ibrahim !
uCO:\'STANTINE’:" grunted Billy

Duanter.
“That's it,” said Harry.
“Who is he?”

" What

“Who the thump is Constantine?” de-
manded Billy Bunter peevishly. *1I
didn’'t know we were meeting anybody
here. One of those [rowsy-looking
Greeks, I suppose?”

“Ha, ha, ha'"

“ Blessed if I sce anything to cackle
at,” growled Bunter. “Look here, 1
want some grub. I don't want {0 meet
eny dashed Greeks, Blow Constantine,
whoever he 15"

“You silly ass!"” howled Hub., “Con-
stantine s J)e name of ihis giddy town.”

“Oh ! said Bunter, ** Silly name for a
town. It's the name of a giddy Roman
emperor. Waell, where's the hotel? 1
a;:ps)osc there’s an hotel—and grub.”

The platform at Constantine was
crowded—fruit-sellers, guides, porters in
divty turbans, draggled Arabs fom the
desert, lounging soldiers—a jostling
swarm of dusky hupanity. The Grey-
friars pariy walked cheerily along,
Bunter indulging in bis usual grombie.
thinking of the all-important question of
“grub,” and heedless of his new and
siranga surroundings.  All the party
weore tired with hours in the lrain; bot
the Famous Five were not too tired to
look ahout them with interest.

“Yon wanter guide?”

“Thank you, no!" said the major.

The party had to ron ithe gauntlet of
miymberless guides, some of them very
Lright and smart, some of them ex-
tremely frowsy. Apparently nearly every
idier in Constantine was more or less of
a guide,

The guides were shaken off, and ihe
party emerged from the station. Two
or threa followed them out, vociferously
recommending hotels. The major, an old
travelter, did not heed. He glanced
round and signed to the omnibus of the
Hotel de Nemours, where the parly were
to put up for the night.

Arvab porters put the baggage on
baoavd, and the Grevfriars party entered
the vehicle. As it rolled away a young
Arab jumped on. Ho had a face the
olour of a coffee-bean, large, handsome
black eyes, and he wore a scarlet fez and
a dirty jacket braided with gold, and
chort trousers of a brilitant hue.  IHis
colour scheme was decidedly striking to
the eve, and still move striking was his
beaming smile and his effusive manner,
He salaamed three or four times to the
travellers in the hotel bus, and grinned
incesSantly with a gleam of dazzling
teath.

“Ibrahim!” he said. **Me Ibrahim!
Very honest guide! Speak English!”

The major smiled.

“We do not want a guide,” he said.

“I have written words of travellers
!ay{m:r me good honest guide, 1 show
you!l'

“Don’t trouble!”

“For the great gentleman it is no
trouble! You look!™

From a capacious pocket in the bril-
liant blue trousers Ibrahim produced a
batch of dirty papers.

These, apparently, were his testimonials
from previous travellers who had been
fortunate enough to obtain his servjces.

“Me no read!” he said “8Bpeak
English very fine--vead him, no! Much
¥ rench—small English! You read um!”

The major waved him back. He had
neither time nor inclination to be
bothered by Master Ibrahim.

S !“{ & W i

|
I

1

Smack !
palm-leaf was jerked away in time.

‘“Yarooooh ! Ow !

Down came Bunter’s fat hand on the supposed fly.
Had thers been a fly on Bunler's nose
certainly that smack would have ended its career. In his keenness to squash the
fly, Bunter had overlooked the fact that it was his own nose he was smaeking.
Wow ! ! he howled.

(See Chapler 7.}

“Ow!’ The

¢ Ha, ha, ha ! ** roared the juniors,

The CGreyfriars party, as it happened,
were the only guests for the Hotel
Nemours, and they had the bus to them-
selves, Ibrahim  insipuated  himself
farther into tlie vehicle, with an in-
gratiating grin. Evidently he was deier-
mined uwpon custom.

“You read um!” bhe urged. “"Yon
read, and then you never take any guide
only honest Ibrahim.”

Major Cherry stared siraight before
him without answering. He had wasted
enough words on lbrahim,

“All the FEnglish ask for Honest
thrahim!” uwrged the guide. “Him
cheap and go Great gentleman deign
to read.”

The great gentleman did not deign to
take the slightest notice of the honest
youth. DBut the juniors were smiling
now, amused by the fellow’s persistence,
and their smiles encouraged 1brahim, He
transferred his attention to the younger
members of the party.

“Fine woung gentlemen rexd um!™
he implored.

Bob Cherry kindly took the sheaf of
well-thurmnbed papers to look at it. He
really iad not the heart to disappoint
Honest [brahim,

“You read um!” said the honest nne
anxiously. *“I ask always the English
to give me written words to show. You
read um and see what English tourist
think of lbrahim!”

“0Dh, my hat!” gasped Rob.

Ibrahim’s testimonials from the English
travellers whom he had served were
rather startiing, Certainly, if the honest

man had been able to read English, he
would never have shown those testi-
monials to prospective customers. The
fivst paper ran:

#*1 hereby testify that I have employed
Ibrahim as a guide, and found him the
most dishonest seoundrel in Africa.

“Bigned, J. Wirtians”

“You like um, ves?” asked Abrahim,
eveing Bob., DPerhaps bhe was accus-
tomed to seeing English travellers smile
when they read his testimonials,

““Ha, ha, ba!” roared Bob.

“What's the joke?" asked Harry.

“Ha, hel Look!”

The second testimonial was as good aa
the first. The juniors all read it together,
with many chuckles.

“Y warn anyone who employs this
scoundrel Ibrahim to look after his money
and his purse. The rascal will steal any-
thing he can lay his hands on,

“H. Joxes."

“Ya, ha, ha!” roared the juniors,

Honest Ibrahim smiled expansively.

“You read um?' he said. * You learn
what noble Fnglish think about Honest
Ibhrahim. Yes?”

Tho third paper was on a par with the
first two. The juniors began to enjoy
the pernsal,

“8o far as I know, Ibrahim has never
committed murder, but my opinion is
TeE Macxer LiBrary.—No. 865
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that he has done everything eke. He is
a liar and a cheat and a thief and every
durned variety of & hoodlum. I guess he
wants hanging.

“Hirau Horrer.”

“Ha, ha. ha!”

The major glanced round. .

“You szeem to have something good
there, my boys!” he remarked, :

“ Fine—goad—yes,”  said Ibrshtq\_
“Splendid testimonials of noble English
and .Americans. Yes!”

" On, look!” gasped BDob.

He passed Ibrahim’s testimonials to the
major. Major Cherry's bronzed face
broke into a grin as he looked at them.
The hotel omnibus echoed with merri-
ment. Honest Ibrabim’s expansive sinile
grew more expansive and confiding.

“Now vou read, you want FHonest
Ibrahim!" he said. *1 show you some
sights—native q}uarter——ﬂoman_ bridge !”

*Ha, ha, ha!"

“Urand mosque—-cathedral—wonderful
ravine de la Rhumel—all ﬂlinpﬁa 1 show
you. I charge you little—nothing—five
wndred francs—"" .

“My hat! Do you call that little?”
exclaimmed Bob,

*“\With great gentlemen—irne nobility
—1I charge trifle—three hundred franes.”

*“Make it ten centimes!”™ suggested

The major handed the valuable testi-
monials back to l1brabim. .

“(ive him a franc, Bob, and let him
go," he said.

“1t’s worth that!” chuckled Bob..

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Ibrahim stowed his testimonials away
again in the voluminous blue trousers.

“ Now you want guide—""

“No,” saul Bob, laughing.
frane.”

The dusky hand closed on the [ranc.

“Merei bien] 1 come to the hotel with
great gentleman——"

“You needu’t trouble.”

“ After you are so good, and read um
testimonials, lbrahim live only to serve
you !

*Oh, my hat!”

Honest lbrahim remained on the bus
till it reached the Ilotel Nemours, There
he was left, but when the traveilers sat
down to dinner they caught sight of his
dusky, smiling face peering in at a
window. And when, in the cool of the
evening, they left the hotel for a stroll
round Constantine, Honest Ibrahim
started up from semewhere, and joined
them with a grin and a salaam,

* Now yon want guide—-""

“No, thanks! ”

“1 have waited!” said Ibrabim, with
dignity. "I charge you notilii]ﬂ. The
honour to serve you is enough,”

“Cut off I said Bob, laughing.

“You shall see native guarter—dance
of the Ouled Nail &

* Buzz 1™

The juniors strolled away, leaving
Honest Ibrahim staring mournfully after
them., But as they sauntered along the
Boulevard de 'QOuest, the dusky, grin-
ning face suddenly appeared again.

“*Noble gentleman wanter sec Hotel
de Ville, yes,” said Ibrahim. “I show

[

you—yes—Ibrahim know all. This way!
“Oh, my hat!" said Bob. *He means
business!  After all, wo may as well let
him trot along, and give him a franc or
two !’
*Ob, all serene!” assented Harry,
Honest Ibrahim, beaming with satisfac-
tion at being engaged at last, trotted
along with the juniors, The major bad
forbidden the juniors to enter the native
quarter, where the sights were zearcely
snitable for youthful eyes—but Honest
Tue Macser LisrRary.—No. 865,

“Here's a

Ibrahim showed them the public Luild-
ings, and the Roman antiquities, and
altogother they considered that he had
earned five francs by the time they
walked back to the hotel. Major Cherry
was smoking his cigar on the veranda
when the juniors came in, with Honest
Ibrahim, grinning and expansive, in their
company. .

“ Now you can cut off, old bean ¥* said
Bob. *‘Here's five francs!”

Honest lbrahim took the five franes,
and gazed at it in his brown palm, and
then gazed at Bob.

“I charge you little,” he said. *'Ibra-
him very honest and very cheap. I ask
vou only two hundred francs.”

**Vhat?” roared Bob.

“1 say, you fellows, let’s kick him,”
said Billy Bunter.

Honest Ibrahim backed away a pace.
Perhaps he was not accustomed to being
kicked when he presented his little bills.

“{ireat gentlemen, give me one hun-
drad {tnncsl,"" he said.

“I've given you five francs, you
r(_J?uc." said Bob mdlgxuantly. “We
dide't want you at all”

“You give me fifty francs—""

“It's eoming down,” grinned Johnny
Bull. "It will be down to Kve soon
at this rate."

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Fine gentlemen, vou give me twenty-
five francs,” said Ibrahim imploringly.
*§ have old father and mother——"

“He'll say next that he has a wife and
family to keep,” grunted Billy Bunter.

“1 shouldn't wonder if he has two
or three wives and families, in this
country,” chuckled Bob Cherry. * Here,
you rascal, here's another five francs for
vou. Now chuck it and clear.”

Honest Ibrahim took the second five
rancs.

“Now you give me twenty, and it is
all right,” he said.

“I'll give you a kick if you don't
clear at conce,” answered Bob Cherry.
“Mind, I mean that.”

“"You give me fifteen—>="

“That does it,” said Bob.

He drew back his right boot. Honest
Ibrahim skipped out of reach. He waved
dusky bands at the indignant Bob

“It is all right—fine—oh, yes!” he
exclaimed. “You give me nothing—
nothing no more, I am satisfy—all
satisly.”

* Well, get out, then,” growled Bob,

And the Greyfriars juniors went into
the hotel. DBut a moment or two later
Ilonest lbrahim followed them.

“Fine gentlemen—"

“Oh, my hat! Here's that rogue
again " exclaimed Nugent.

“He wants that kicking after all,” said
Bob, *He'd better have it, if he won't
be happy till he gets it.”

“Yes, rather!”

“The ratherfulness is terrific.”

*Oh, no! Nom! Rien! You listen
—ecoutez!” exclaimed Ibrahim. * It is
honour to serve so fine gentlemen., I
ask nothing! I ask only that you give
me one testimonial.”

“Oh, is that it? said Boh.

“C’est ca—yes, von give me testimonial
like others.,” said 1brahim, dragging the
sheaf of dicty papers out of the blue
i;n{!sers, and prescuting o blank sheet 10

ob,

“Tend me your founiafn'pen, Harry.”

“You ean't give that rogue a testi-
monial, Bol.”
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“Yes, I ecan—like the others.”

“Ol! Here you are,” said Harry,
laughing,

Bob Cherry took the paper, and Whar-
ton’s fountain-pen, and proceeded to
indite a testimonial to Honest Ibrahim:

“I hereby declare that Ibrahim the
guide is a thundering rascal, and ought
to be put in chokey.”

“ Signed, Robert Cherry.”

“Merci bien! Many t'anks,” said %bra-
hin, taking the paper, and putting it
carefully with the rest,

And he salaamed to the Greyfriars
piniors, and walked cut with great dig-
nity, happy in the possession of another
testimonial to his character,

THE NINTH CHAPTER.,
To the Desert!

ke AIN'T rising-bell 1
Thus William George Bun-
ter, on_the following morn-

ing, as Harry Wharton shook
him by a fat shoulder.

“Turn.out, fatty—""

“Lemme alone! Beast!”

Bunter shook himself free, and turned
over to take another snooze. The sun
was filtering in through the latticed per-
siennes at the window; it was yet early
morning, but it was already warm. Out-
side the hotel the Place was already in
a buzz, with rattling cabs and carriages,
chattering Arabs and Jews, vociferous
guides and flower-seilers, and fruit-
dealers.  Tha captain of the Remove
gave Billy Bunter another shake,

“Turn out, Bunter,” he zaid. " Brek-
ker in ten minures—"

“Beast !

*The train goes in an hour.”

“ Blow the train!”

“Well, please yourself,” said Harry,
losing patience, *If ‘}'ou're left behind,
it won't be any loss,’

Bunter sat up in bed. He groped for
his spectacles, jammed them on his fat
little nose, and glared at Wharton.

“Tell Major Cherry that I want to rest
a Dbit,” he said. “1 can’t keep on the
go like this, I don't like it! Tell him it
would be beiter to stay here over to-day,
and_go on to Biskra to-morrow.”

“You can tell him that yourself,” said
Harry, laughing. And he walked out
of the room.

Billy Bunter znorted angrily. But he
decided to turn out of bed; he was well
aware that Major Cherry was not a man
to be argued with. Bunter showed up
in time for breakfast with a frowning
{at face, feeling very ill-used. That
tid not prevent him, however, from do-
ing full justice to an ample breakfast,

‘How far js it to Biskra now?” he
, with his mouth full.

“Nearly a hundred and fifty miles,”
unswered Major Cherry.

*We're not doing all that to.day?

i Yea'll
. “Better take two or three days over
it," suggested Bunter. “ What's the
hurry, when we're on a holiday?”

The major looked at him.

“I am not on & holiday,” he said
curtly. 1 am going to Biskra to begin
a search for Ali ben Yusel, as you know,
Bunter.”

“Oh, that's rot,” =aid Bunter,

“ What "

“I—1 mean—" stammered Bunter,
“Not rot, of course! Nothing of the
kind,”

“I am glad you mean nothing of the
kind, Bunter," said the mejor grimly.
“ What may you happen te mean, then?”

* Well, it’s weeks since Ali was bagged
by those rotters,” said Bunter. * Maost

{Continued on page 17.)
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T scarcely seems a year ago that the
1924  edition of the Greyfriars
“Holiday Annual” was pub{isimd.
How quickly the months flash by !

“'The worst of this 'ere time,” as Gosling
would say, *‘is, it keeps on flyin' "

It has flown so swiftly, in lact, that
the “ Holiday Annual ¥ for 1925 is about
to be placed on the market. It is with
this bumper boys’ book, famous all the
world over, that our Supplement deals
this week.

The *“Holiday Annual  is no stranger
to my great army of readers. Several
fﬂars have passed since it was first
aunched, and there is abundant testi-
mony to the fact that it gets better and
brighter and more popular each year.

1 have been privileged to see a copy of
the 1925 “ Annwal,” and 1 confess that it
fairly staggered me. I thought the 1924
volume, was so good that it would be im-
possible to surpass it. And yet the 1925
volume goes one better. It is a triumph
of journalism. I guarantee there is not
a dull line in its three hundred and sixty
pages.

I shall hope to spend many a happy
hour with the 1925 “Holiday Annual”
as my companion. When the winter
evenings come, and the storm howls
without, T shall sit in my cosy study
before 8 l.;Imr.imic fire, with the “ Annual ™
resting on my knees, and I shall read of
our own adventures at Greyiriars and of
Tom Merry & Co.’s exploiis at St. Jim's,
and of Jimmy Silver & Co.'s escapades
at Rookwood. 1 shall read stories of
adventure in distant lands and historical
romances, and short, snappy stories of
school life. And as I turn over the pages
I shall study the magnificent coloured
plates and the black-and-white drawings,
with which the *Holiday Annual”
abounds,

And I am not the only fellow who is
locking forward to this fine treat, My
choms are in quite a fever of excitement,
and they are counting the hours to
Monday, September 1st. When that
happy day dawns we shall march down
to the railway-station in force, and
bombard the bookstall manager with
requests, or, rather, demands, for the
#Holiday Annual.,” And we shall be
accompanied by a big crowd of f{ellows,
for the * Annual ” is a hot favourite at
Creyfriare. There is nobody who does
not secure a copy, from Wingate of the
Sixth down to the smallest midget in the
First Form,

There's going to be a universal rush
for the “Annual” on September Ist
from what T can hear about it. .And
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the sensible sort of fellow has ordered the
merry volume in advance, so that he
won't be disappointed when the great
day dawns,

Yere's to the good old ¥Holiday
Annual,’” and long may it flourish!

HARRY WHARTON.

By
Dick
Penfold.

OME fellows are potty on Plate
S And all the old classical chaps;
Some revel in Shelley, and Mavrie
Corelli,
And Homer and Horace—perhaps.
With others, whoee tastes are romantic,
“King Solomon's Mines ” will agree;
Some fellows on Dumas are frantic—
The “ Holiday Annual ™ for me !

Bill Shakespeare, T know, was a wonder,
His sonnets are simoply first-rate:

The wisdom of Milton is ripe as a

Stilton,

The ballads of Byron are great.

Some have a =oft spot for old Spenser,
Ilis verses are blithe as can be;

But I'vé a desire that's intenser—
The “Holiday Annual ™ for me!

Romances liks **Robinson Crusoa ””
Will always delight every boy.

I'vo read about twenty fine stories by

Henty,

And followed his lieroes with joy.

But now I've grown tired of old-timers,
1 want something modern, you see;

Some up-to-date writers and rhymers—
The “Holiday Annual ” for me!

The book that's
brightest,
The book that's the talk of the day;
The six-shilling treasure that adds to our
pleasure
And drives all depression away.
The volume that dawns with September,
The finest you ever did see,
September the First, just remember—
The “Holiday Annual " for mel

the best and the
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: By Bob Cherry.
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HY is the “Holiday Annual"
W like an important appointment?
Because you can't afford to
miss it.
& - -

Why is the aforesaid *“ Annual” like
an aching tooth?
Because you feel jolly relieved when
it “comes out.
- - L]

What is the difference betwoen the
“Annual” and & good feed [or Billy

Bunter?
No difference.  They both “filt the
- Ld -

Bill

When Tubb of the Third goes for a
dip in the sea, what does he take?
His “Holiday * Annual” "

- L "

Why is the *Anpual ” like a million-
aire’s mansion?

Because it containg three hundred and
sixty ‘‘pages”

- - "

Why is the “Annual™ like a clever
artist?

Because it always makes
draw."”

“a good

Why is the “ Annual ” like Dr, Locke?
Because it's “well read.”

- - -

In what way did Ananias resemble Mr,
Frank Richarda? .
He had no equal at “telling stories.”

L ] #* -

How do we know that the “ Holiday
Aopual 7 is a cannibal? =~
Decause Billy Bunter's inside it.

- » -

Why is the “Annual” like a rabbit-
ie? . )
Pecanse it is hupgrily devoured.

- - -

Why is the “Annual” like a compe-
tent domestic servant?
Becawse it *finds a place ™
home. . i
Tug MaoNET LiBrary.—No. 855,
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“ TREZZURE-ITUNT!” c¢ried
A Juck Jolly, the leader of the
Fourth Form at St. Saw's.
“Oh, how ripping I
“Yes, rather!” chimed in Merry and
Bright. .
Tie chums of the Fourth were standing
belore the notiss-board, on which  the
followin drammatick  announsement
appeared, in the skollerly handwriting
and precise speling of the Head:

“NOTISS TO ALL AND SUNDERY!

“ A copy of the * Holiday Annual ' for
1525 has {rcou hidden somewhere in the
school presinks. The finder will be han-
somely rewarded. Masters, and boys,
and domesticks, may take part in the
search. It is open to all,

TREZZURE-HUNTERS !
GET BIZZY

*(Signed) I. BIRCHEMALL
¢ Headmaster.”

Natcherally enuff, this auncunsement
caused quite a sensation at St. Saw's.
Within a very short space of time every-
body was hot on the sent of the hidden
vollume. Fellows were huntng high and
low for it, and cggsploring every nock
and cranny.

Even the masters so far forgot their
diggnity as to burrow on their hands and
neeze, crawling into dark corners in the
hope of bringing the " Holiday Annual
Lollighr.

“The puzzle is, where to start sereh-
ing,” sard Jack Jolly to his chums,
“The Head's bound to have hidden the

vollume In some out-ol-the-way place.
Let’setry the roof.”
“But the Head would never have

hidden it there,” saig Merry, “He can't
clime.”

“ Never mind. We'll leave no turn un-
stoned, as the saying goes.”

So the threechums shinnedup on ta the
roof by means of a waterpipe, and started
to eggsplore among the old towers and
turrets of St Sam'’s, They found a good
many things that had long been given up
for lost, such as temmis-bulls; but there
was no sign of the “Holiday Annal.”

" No go,” granted Merry, T knew it
wouldn’t be hidden up here. Let's go to
the other eggstrcem and try the coal-
soller.”

So the juniors clambered down from the
roof, and dived down the fight of steps
leading to the-conl-seller.

But somebody had got there before
them. Jack Jolly switched on his elee-
trick-torch, and the ray= fell full upon the
face of Mv. Lickham, the master of the
Fourth, who was crawling about on his
hands and neeze amongst the coal. Mr.
Lickham’s face was as black as a nigger
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minstrel's, and his clothes were covered land far and wide, but there's no sign of

with grime,

“What are you ULoys
here 1 he démanded.

“We've come to look for berried trez-
zure, sir,” said Jack Jolly.

“That precisely what I'm  doing
mys=elf,” saxd Mr, Lickhan, “and you're
not ﬁoing to queer my pitch. Duzz off I

“ But, sir—"

“Bkedaddle!” roared Mr. Lickham.

There was nothing for it but to beat a
retreet. The chums of the Fourth went
ta look elsewhere for the trezzure. They
vizzited the masters’ studies and turned
them upside-down and inside-out, in the
hopo of finding the preshus vollume; but
they drew blank every time.

As they strolled on to the playing-fields
Jock Jolly & Co. canght sight of a
gentleman in a top-coat and frock-hat,
who was wandering two and fro with his
hands on his face, and an air of dejection
in his pockets.

“Who's that old bnfler 9V asked Merrs.

“Why, that's Sir Bullion Bapgs, the
millionaire,” said Jack Jolly, “ He's the
pater of young Baggs of the Fourth.”

“Well, he don't seem to be very
happy, in spite of all his millions,” saitl
Bright. *He's wandering about as if
he's lost <something,”

“I’r'aps he's huntang for the ‘Holiday
Annual,’ same as we are.,” said Jack
Joliy. *““Halio! What's this?”

Tgu:; leader of the Fourth stopped
short, his voice trembling with eggsite-
ment.

Lying in the long crass at his feet was
a fat wallet. Jack Jolly pounced upon
i, and found that it contained sheeves
and sheeves of banknotes,

"My only aunt!™ he eggsclaimed.
“What a find! Wonder if it belongs to
old Bullion Baggs*"

*Quite likely,” sand Merry, “Still, the
proper thing to do is to hand that
wallet in to the Head.”

“ What about whacking out the notes
between us?” suggested Bright. who be-
leeved in the motto that findings are
keepimps,

Jack Jollv frowned.

“That would be downright dishonest.”
re said. 1 agree with Merrv that 1the
proper thing to do is to hand this wallet
m to the Head.”

Beight shrogged his sholders,

*Just ag vou like,” he said.

So Jack Joily trotted oft to the Head's
study with the wallet,

“1 found this on the cricket-field, sir,"
he said.

The Head's eves glissened, and he
skweezed his hands tightly together, like
¢ wisey gloting over his spoyles,

" Many thanks. my bos."” he said.
““There iz quite a fortune here. I will
find ont who 1t belongs to. and resterc
it to him. By the wav, Jolly, have yon
found the ' Hoiiday Annuel ' yet¥”

*“No, sir. We've hunted high aud low,

doing  down

it."”

The Head smiled.

“Dan't lose hart, my boy,” he said
kindly. “On with the secch, and may
your endevvers be crowned with
suxxess !”

“Thank you. s=ir,” suid Jack Jolly.
And he quitted the Head's study.

- . . . . .

Late that evening there was a vizziter
for the Head. It was Mr, Lickham,

The master of the Fourth locked
utterly fagged out. He had spent the
whole day serching for the hidden vol-
lume, and he was in a terrible state,
having been climbing up chimbleys and
grovelling in the coul-sellar, and good-
ness knows what,

“Dashed i I can find the dratted
thing!" he said irritably. * Now, tell me,
sir, as man to man—where have you
hidden it ?"

The Head grinned a sly grin.

“Naowhere [ he said.

“What! You wmean to say this is all
bunkum about the ‘ Holiday Annual’
being berried on the school presinks 1

'The Head nodded.

“ But—but what's the
siv?”  asked  Mr,
utterly bhewildered.

“1 will eggsplain,” said the Iead,
sinking his voue 1o a wisper. “Sir
Bullion Baggs, the father of one of the
boys, came to me this morning in grate
distress.  He inforined me that he had
lost his wallet, contaiming a hundred
thowsand pounds in notes. He was dis-
trackted. MHe was undone! He said, ¢ If
only I can get my wallet back 1 will give
a reward of a hundred pounds to the
person who returns it to me.'

“ My hat!"” said Mr. Lickham,

“1 therefore set my wits to work,” ihe
MHead went on, "and  organised this
trozzure-lnnt for an imaginary copy of
the * Holiday Annual' [ Kknew it would
never be found, bekawse there wasn't one
to fmd. Butit meant that the school would
be turned wpside-down, and that some
hoy would ynwobably find the wallet be-
longing ro Sir Bollion Baggs, and would
hand 1w m 10 mo. This is precisely whae
happened. Joily of the Fourth found the
wallet, and handed it 10, [ duly seturned
it to its owner, who has given me the
reward of a hundred pounds.”

“Very nmice, 100,”" said Mr. Lickham.
“RBut whera do | come in%"”

The Head groped m his pocket, and
there was a2 jingling of cons.

"I suppose I'd better give you this as
hush-rinnny, <0 that vou will keep your
month ehut gbout this bizainess,” he said.

A number of coins changed hands, and
Mr. Lickham trotted ont of the Head's
study in high glee. He was the richer by
a shillingsworth of coppers !

THE EXND,
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The fat junior was simply burst-
in with  excitement, Harry
Wharton & Co., who were sun-

ning themselves on the School House
steps, waiting for the breakfast-bell to

uI'l."S come " exelaimed Billy Bunter,

ring, stared curioyaly at their plumplk

schoolfellow.

“Eh? What's come?”
Cherry.

“It!" said Bunter impressively. “The
*Holiday Annual!’ ™

“Rats!" said Wharton, *“It isn't on
sale till Monday; and it's Saturday to-

asked Bob

day 1"

“But it's come!” insisted DBunter.
“An carly edition of it, I expect. 'The
postman brought i just now, In a
parcel.”

“Then how do you know it's the
‘Holiday Annuel,” fathead?” asked
Nugent.

“T could tell by the size of it, of

couarse ! said Bunter, with a snort, “ i
was nine inches by seven-and-a-half, and
that's the size of the * Holiday Annual.’
Besides, the parcel had & London post-
mark.”

“Who was it addressed to?” asked
Johuny Bull,

“Quelchy, The IEditor's evidently
sent him an advance copy! Beastly

shame, T call it, that we should have to
wait till Monday, whet Quelchy can get
his copy two dauys before, Still, there's a
chanee of borowing it. I shall go and
see Quelchy after brekker, and ask hin
for the loan of it."”

“1f you do, you'll go ont of Quelchy's
study on your neck,” said Wharton.
“ He's not Likely to lend his * Annual ' to
& junier.”

“QOh, ves, e will—especially as I'm his
favourite pupil!” said Billy Bunter con-
fdently. * Won't it be ripping to spend
the whole morning reading the topping
tales in the ' Annual " ¢”

The breakfast-bell rang at this junc
ture, and Billy Bunter bolted at top specd
for the dining-hall. Even the *“ Holidas
Anpual 7 had to take a back seat wher
breakfast was on the tapis.

During the meal, the whisper went
round the school that Mr, Quelch had
aiready received a copy of the “ Annual 7
through the post.

The news caused something of a sensa-
tion.,  All Grevfriars was eager to see the
“Annuval,” and quite a lot of people
made up their minds to beard Mr. Queleh
in his den, as it were, and request the
loan of the popular velume.

Mr. Quelch, who =at &t the head of
the Remove table, fuiled to notice the
wany ebvious glances that were bestowed
upon him from all parts of the hall. He
hurried through his eggs and bacon, for
he had a busy morning in froot of him.
There were no lessons on Saturdgys, and
Mri. Queleh hoped 0 add yet avother
chapter to his History of Qrevfriare,
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When the meal was over, the Remove
master strode away fo his study., The
brown paper parcel which had artived
for ltim lay unopened on the table. Mr.
Queloh seated himself at bhis typewriter,
and his fingers were soon racing over the

eve.

“If I am not disturbed I shall be able
to make excellent progress!™ he mur-
mured.

But there was rather a big “if ¥ about
that. Only five minufes had clapsed when
there was a tap on the door of the study.

“Come in!" rapped out Mr. Quck&
impatient]y,

The pluop form of William George
Bunter rolled into the apartment.

“Well, Bunter?”  snapped  Mr.
Quelch. “You have brought your lines,
I presume?”

* Wuuno, sic !

“Wheve is the imposition I ordered
you to hand in to me by this morning ¥
“Ahem! Tt—it's not quite finished,

1

sit! I've got one more word to write,”
“Then go and do so at once!” roared

Mr. Quelch.

“ut, sir, I—I came to ask if you
would be g0 kind as to——"

“Lio!” thundered Mr. Quelch.

Billy Bunter jumped through the door-
way B35 if he had been shot, for the ex-
pression on Mr. Queleh’s face was truly
terrifying.  The Owl of the Remove
realised that he would have to defer his
request for a loan of the “Holiday
Annual ” till a2 more favourable oppor-
tamity,

Mr. Quelch settled down again to his
tvping. But he was not destined to be
left in peace. There was another tap on

the door of his study.
“Come in!” he barked.

Billy Bunter was bumped with great

vigour and heartiness on the floor of

the Common-room. His howls of

anguish might have been heard almost
in Friardale.

An Amucing, Short -;?'or)r

of Qgreyfriars,
87 MARK LINLEY,

This time his visitor was Coker of the
Fifth.

“*Hope I'm not
began Coker.

“You are!™ snapped Mr. Quelch,

"1 won't keep you 2 second, sie! I
just want to ask you a favour, If you'll
kindly lend it to me I'Yl prowise to bring
it back in good condition.”

Mr. Queleh frowned,

“You are talking in riddles, Coker!
What do you want me to lend yout”

“The * Holiday Annual,’ sir!"

Mer, Queleh gave Coker a glare.

I cannot possibly lend you something
that I do not possess,” he said. “ Leave
my study at once!”

Coker gave a longing glance at the
brown-paper parce] on the table,

“You shall have it back within an
hour, sir—"" he began.

Mr. Quelch sprang to his feet.

“Begone!"” he thundered. “How dare
you linger in this study after I have ex-
pressly ordered you to go!”'

Uoker was obliged to beat a hasty
retreak, just as Dilly DBunter had done.
And Mr. Quelch made a further effort
to settle down to his work., But it was
bopeless.

A constanl stream of callers arrived at
Mr. Queloh’s study. They one and all
brought the same request with {hem.
Would Mr. Quelch be fgoed enough o
lend them dus copy of the *“Holiday
Annual *? They would see that the
precibus book was not damaged in any
way. They would teke it up tenderly,
lift it with care, so to spesk, and bring
it back unstained, unspotted, and untorn.

Fellows in all Forms flocked to M.
Quelch’'s  study  with  this  request,
Wingeie and Gwynne of the Fifth,
Blundell and Fitzgerald of the Fifth,
Temple and Dabney of the Upper Fourth,
and o dozen Removites, were among the
visitors, Alr. Quelch was not given a
moment’s peace., And he grew more and
more  “wrathy” a&s the morning
advanced. Finally, he was compelled,
for hiz own protection, to pin a notice
outside the door of his study.

“NOTICE!

“1 will not countenance any further
interruptions, on any pretext. Any boy
who knrocks at my door during the
remainder of the morning will be severely

dealt with.
“H. H. Quercs”

That notice was all right, so far as
the boys were concerned. DBut it f{ailed
to keep the masters away. Mr. Prout
dropped in to ask his colleague for the
loan of the *“Holiday Angual” and
shortlv afterwards came Messrs, Hacker
and Twigg and Capper.

By this time Mr, Quelch was in a
towering rage. He pointed out, with
(Continued vn next page.}
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GEORGE WINGATE:

I shall buy three copies of the * Holi-
day Annual "—one to send to my people;
one for my minor, Jack, who tells me
that he has fallen on stony ground, like
the seed in the parable; and one for
myself. Bunter of the Remove has re-
quested me to buy him a copy, for which
he will be pleased to pay when his postal-
order arrives. DBut Bunter will be a
bearded old buffer in a bath-chair before
that much-talked-of serap of paper turns
up i

ALONZO TODD:

1 shall seek the advice of my worthy
and estimable Urncle Benjamin belore 1
decide how many copies of the * Holiday
Annual” I shall buy. If funds per-
mitted, I should dearly love to purchase
about five thousand, and distribute them
amongst the poor, benighted savages of
the Golly-Wolly Islands. My coysin
Peter tells wa that such an act of philan-
thropy would not be appreciated, as the
cannibals in question cannot read! But,
if cannibals can devour humans, surely
they ought to be able to devour the
“ Holidav Annual ” with equal relish?

LORD MAULEVERER:

1 sha'n’t buy a single copy of the
“ Holiday Annual,” begad! I sha'n’t stir
from my study. Some fleet-footed fag
will have to fly down to the village and
effect the purchase for me. Too much
fag to take a route-march all the way
to the newsagent's—even for the
* Holiday Annual.”

BILLY BUNTER:

I have written round to all my rich
relations, asking them to send me three
pounds, so that I can buy ten copies of
the “Holiday Annval” In case they
wonder why I want ten, I have oggs-
plained to them that' I want one for
myself; one for my miner Sammy; one
for my sister Bessie; and one for the

eneral use of the staff of “Billy

unter’s Weekly.” 1 shall give one of
the vollumes.to Gosling the porter, so as
to keep on the right side of him, Then
he'll never report me when I happen to
come in late for locking-up. I shall also
give Dame Mimble a copy, in the hope
of getting a free feed at the tuckshop. I
shall also send ono to Mr, Quelch anony-
nussly, 1 shall write on the fly-leaf:
#From an Unknown Friend."” But
Quelchy’s bound to twig my handwriting.
He'll know that 1I'm the Good Samari-
tan, and he'll let me off lines and lickings
for the rest of the term—perhaps! The
remaining three copies I shall keep by
me in case of emergency. When I get
bhard up I can sell them, and have a good
feed with the proseeds. There’s ouly one
drawback to this wonderful scheme ot
miwe, My titled relations have not

Tae Macyer Lissany.—No. 065,

We have acked our .
Contribufors how mony copnzc
of the “ HoLipay AnNuvarL’

they propose to purchace
on );hif f;_;mr occasionl

turned up trumps with the munny! 1
am living in hopes; but if the postman
duazent bring me a big remittanse by
to-morrow, 1 shall die in despare!

H. VERNON-SMITH :

Deing in a philanthropic mood, T shall
buy a dozen copies of the *Holiday
Annual,” and convert my study into a
sort of lending liprary!

DICK RUSSELL:

Last year I only bought one copy of the
“Holiday Annual.” It was constantly
being horrowed by my pals, and it now
looks as if half a dozen terriers had been
warrying it all at cnce! The covers have
disappeared long ago; lots of the paﬁes
are missing; and nearly all the stitches
have come out. [ onl?' keep it for senti-
ment's sake; it's really onP fit for the
scrap-heap. This year I shall be wise and
buy a couple of copies. One I shail lend
out, and the other will be kept safe
under lock and key!

WILLIAM GOSLING:

Wot I says is this ‘ere—my eyosight's
boginnin' to get a bit dim.ike. After
seventy years on this planet you can't
expect a man to 'ave the eye of an "awk.
Morcover, 1 can’t get a pair of specs to
suit me. Therefore, it ain't no use me
buyin’ the " 'Oliday Annual,” because I
sha’n’t be able to read it. But if some
kind-'earted young gent would like to
come intp my parlour of a winter evenin’
an’ read out extracis from the “ Annual,”
1 shall be deeply obligated, as ever was!

AN
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more vigour than politeness, that his
study was not a lending hbrary; and ho
ordered his visitors about their business.

The Remove master had intended to
write three thousand words of history
that morning. Jnstead of which his total
output was twenty words!

At last, feeling utterly *fed-up ”* with
the endless interruptions, Mr. Quelch
rose to his feet, and jammed his type-
writer-cover on the machine. Then
he snatched up his bag of golf-clubs, and
strode out into the noonday sumnshine,
with the intention of going on the links
and forgetting his troubles.

From the window of Study No. 7 a
pair of prying eyes witnessed the Form
master’s departure.

“Good!” murimured Billy Bunter.
“0ld Quelchy's gone golfing. Here's a
glorious chance of borrowing his
* Holiday Annual.' "™

The fat junior hurried away to Mr.
Queleh’s study. On the table lay the
brown-paper parcel, still unopened. Billy
Bunter. picked it up, thrust it wunder
his arm, and guitted the study.

A brilliant brain-wave had occurred to
him. He wou!d tell all the fellows that
he had succeeded in borrowing the
“Annval " from Mr. Quelch; an o
would offer to read extracts from it aloud,
in the junior Common-room, to all who
paid twapence for the privilege.

Swiftly the news was broadeast thaé
Billy Bunter had the “ Holiday Annual *
in his posses:zion, and was going to give
a ‘‘{wopenny reading.”

An eager crowd flocked into the junior
Common-room. Billy Bunter stood in the
doorway, collecting their twopences as
they came in. But he didn't collect so
many twopences as he had hoped. Lots
of fellows refused t¢ pay, and Bunter
was helpless. Heo could not eject them
from the Common-room by force.

Soon the room was packed. All eyes
wero fixed on the brown-paper parcel
which Bunter carried, and clamorous
shouts arose.

* Buck up, Bunter!”

“Open the parcel, and get 1o business |”

Billy Bunter faced the crowd.

“Lend me a knife, somcbody!” he
said,

Dick Russell promptly obliged, and the
assembled throng wailed breathlessly
while Bunter severed the string. He
then pulled out the volume that was
inside the brown paper, and glanced at
the title. A great gasp of dismay escaped
him, for the title was not the “Grey-
friars Holiday Annual” It was “A
Comprehensive Treatise on the Works-of
Thucydides.”

“Oh, my hat!”
“What a sell!”

The fellows were on their feet now.
And the title of the book could be
plainly seen by all. An angry roar arose
swelling in volume Jike tﬁu thunder o
the sca.

"“Spooled i” shouted Micky Desmond.
“Faith, an’ we've paid twopence apiece
to listen to a lot of highbrow

groaned Bunter.

That’s not the * Holiday Annual’ at all,
at oll!”
“I—I say, vou feHows—" begen

Bunter, in feebls tones.

“Bump him!"” bellowed Bolsover
major.

Many hands were fastened upon the
unfortunate Owl of the Remove, and he
was bumped with great vigour and hearti-
ness on the floor of the Common-room.
And the victim's howls of anguish might
have been heard almost in Friardale.
Bunter was paying the penalty for having
been Too Premature !

[Supplement iv.
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(Continued from page 12.)

l{keiy
they've
brutes, you know.
casy!”

Major Cherry did not answer that
question. He walked away with his
cigar, leaving the juniors to finish their
breakfast. Billy Bunter cast an indig-
nant blink after him, and then blinked
round at the juniors.

“Well, I like that "’ he grumbled. 1}
those are your pater’s manners, Bob
Cherry—"

“Got  anything to say about my
pater?” asked Bob, in a tone like the
rumble of distant thunder.

“Oh! Nunno!” sald Bunter hastily,

“Shut up, then.”

Billy Bunifer grumbled and shut up.
He indemnified himself with a tremen.
dous breakfast, and was a little com-
forted to learn that he was not expected
to walk to the station. With bag and
baggage, the Greyfriars party arrived at
the Constantine station in good {ime,
and boarded the express for the south,

As they setiled down in their seats
for the long journey, a smiling, dusky
face, with flashing white teeth, grinned
in at them from the train corridor.

“Hello, hallo, hallo, that honest
johnny again!” said Bob.

Ibrahim grinned end salasmed.

“You go to El Kantara?” he asked,

" We pass through it,” said Bob,

“You go on (o Biskra?’

“That's it.”

“At Biskra you want a guide, and
fhere are no guides honest, excepting
Ibrabim. I come with npble gentle:
miens.”

“Hook it,” said Bob, laughing,

The major came along the corndor
with newspapers under his arm,

He rapped out a word in Arabic, and
brahim vanished. The express moved
out of Constantine, towards the mighty
mountains to the south, and the Gres-
friars party concluded that they had
seen the last of Honest Ibrahim, On
that point, however, they were mistaken,
Possibly business in Ibrahim’s line was
not floursshing in Coustantine, or per-
haps he judged the party to be worth
attaching hinself to.  When the train
stopped at El Guerrah, and fruit-sellers
and newspaper-boys came along shouting
their wares, Dob Cherry looked out of
the window and signed to a fat Arab
with a tray of large, luscious aranges, A
hithe figure in gold-braided jacket and
bright blue trousers darted across, and
darted back with an armful of oranges.

“Oh, my hat! Ibrabim!" ejaculated
Bob.

Honest Ibrahim grinmed and  passed
the oranges up through the train window
to the juniors,

They could net Thelp laughing,
Torahim's persistence had its enteftain-
ing side.

“Fine gopd oranges, my fine gentle.
mens!” said Ibeabim, “You like wm.
Ayez confiance. lbrahim do your busi-
riese, ™

“Tell the man to come here and Le
paid 1" said Bob.

“You give me fifty franes and I pay
him,”

“Idon't think!” grinned Bob.

you won't find him, Ten to one
killed him  already—savage
S0 why not take it

it

him.

" Cut it out!"™

“You not trust Ibrahim?” asked the
guide sorrowfully, * All the Englizh and
Americans say that Ibrahim the only
honest guide n Algeria. Al others ave
rascals,  Only Ibrahim he honest. You
see iy testimonals. You read um.”

*“Ha, ha, hat®

Bob Cherry tossed a ten-franc note to
the orange-seller. The fat Arab salaamed
thrice in acknowledgment. The train
moved on, and the juniors wondered
whether the discouraged Ibrahim had
remained at El Guerrah, But lbrahim
waz a fellow not casily discouraged.
Evidently he had marked out the Grey-
friars fellows for his prey. After Kl
Guerrah had been left behind the juniors
strolled into the train corrider, looking
at the passing scenery from the windows.
The line crossed a rocky plateau, dreary
with endless salt lakes that glimmered in
the hot sun, with here and there a group
of dirty tents belonging to Arab herds-
men.

“That's a jolly big lake,” remarked
Bob Cherry. as the train glided along an
embankment by glimmering salt waters.
A flamingo rose on the wing and fut-
tered over the train, 1 wonder what
that's called, if it's called anything?”

“My fine gentleman, that is Lake
Tinsilt,” said a soft voice, and the
{nniors stared round and found Honest
brahim at their elbow, He salaamed
and grinned, showing hié flaching teeth,

“Well, my hat! This fellow 1s going
to haunt us all the way to the desert,”
said Nugent,

“Very good guide, sar,” said Ibrahim,
“Show vou all things from the train.
Them mountaine, they ave the Tell—>

“Uive us a rest1”

“1 zay, you fellows, is there a dining-
car on this train?” asked Billy Bunter,
blinking out ol the carriage into the
corridor.

Ibrahim salanmed to Dunter.

“in this season, non,” he said.  “In
winter, yes. DBut yon shall trust Thrahim
to Jo vour business,"

“Well, I Iike this!" said Bunter indig-
nuntly. " Ave we going to starve till we
got to Biskra, yvou fellows ?”

“Lunch in the caveigge, fathead I said
Bob, "It was packed at the hotel in
Constantine.”

“Y'd rather Jdine
griumbled Bunter,

" Change into anather train at the next
stop,” suggested Jolinny Bull.,

" Yah!"

The Grexfriars party humehed in the
carriage, aud after that Rilly Buntes
settled down to a nap.  Major Cherry
saf and read his papervs, probably think-
ing over the camipaign ahead of him—
the struggle that was {o come with
Sheik Mustapha ben Mohammed,  What
was u holiday to the chimes of Greyfriavs
was grim bosiness with the major, and
while the juninrs were locking at the
strange sights about them the old soldier
was giving a great deal of thought to
the strugele that was te come in the
trackless desert beyond Biskra,

At Kl Kantara there was a etop, and
tha trovellers alighted for tox at the
railway  restanrant. Yorahm  paided
them {o it, not that they needed guiding,
Rut by this time Tonest Thealiitn was
toking it for granted that he 1was
officially attached to the party. and ke
hovered ronnd them incessantly, por-
forming small =ervices,

After leaviug El Kantara the train ran
through tunnels, into a magnificent
gorge, where the indelatigable hrahim
pointed out 1 Roman bridge.  The sun
was setting beyond the mountains, and a

You give me twenty francs amd T pay

in 4 dining-car,”

pleasant coolness descended, pleasant
enough after the blazing heat of the
day. Harry Wharton & Co. looked in-
cessantly fram the windows, entranced
by the wild scenery, wilder and wilder as
they drew nearer and nearer to the
desert,

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! There's a giddy
caravan!” exclaimed Doh.

A train of camels, with their riders,
wound its way along a mountain gorge
a short distance from the line,

The juniors looked at them with almost
breathless interest. 'This was real Afriea.
The gaunt, shambling camels, with their
savage-looking n‘rt-engants, in dirty bur-
nous and turban. A horseman rode
with the camel-drivers, a dusky Arab,
with handsome, aguiline features, Harry
Wharton's eyes fixed on him. The train
was pufing vp an incline &t a low speed,
and the caravan wound slong the gorge
within a biscuit's throw of the line for
several minutes.

"“That fellow " muttered Wharton.

Bob uttered an exclamation.

“ Bou Sacud!”

That name brought the major out of
the carriage into the corridor.,

“*What's that?’ he exclaimed.

Harry Wharton pointed.
“Tt's Bon Saowd, sir.
with the caravan,” he said.

£ B}, gud !’l

Evidently the Spahi had not sunk
under the waters of the Gulf of Stora.
Apparently he had not ventured te take
the railway to the south, but he had lost
no time. He was riding along with a
weary air, his chin sonk as if in fatigue
or deep thought. The major's eyes
gleamed as he looked at him from the
train.

“That is the scoundrel I he said, *He
is bound for the tents of his father—
Mustepha ben Mohammed—with the
news that we are here, and that he has
failed to ston us”

The Spahi glanced up at the passing
train,

He canght sight of the white men’s
faces at the windows, and evidently
vecognised the party. A black look came
over his dusky face, and his black eyes

linted with g;ate. He raised a brown
wand and shook his clenched fizt at the
timin, A few moments more, and the
great rocks of the gorge swallowed the
caravan from sight,

Major Cherry went back to his car-
risge with a thoughtful brow. He had
felt fairly certain that Dou Saoud wee
etill on the track, and now he was sure
of it. Alustapba, the desert shetk, would
be warned of the major’s coming, warned
that an attempt was to be made to rescue
his prisoner—once the schaalboy Arab of
Greyfriars in far-off England.

Honest Ibrahitn had Jooked at the
Spahi, too, and now he blinked curiously
at the Greviriars juniors,

“That is Bou Saoud,” he said. "My
fitie gentlemens know him 3"

“We know he is a scoundrel,” said
Raob,

“If he is your encmy, my fine gentle-
man, you take care nat to go into
tesert,” said Thrahini. “Tou Saoud 1=
well known.,  He is son of Muostapha ben
Mobammed, the desert sheik.  Ile has
been officer in the Spahis. He 15 & terri-
ble enemy. 1f he is enemy, for your life
I give nothing f you shall meet him n
the mountains or the desert, my fine
gentleman,”

“Oh. we can take care of ourselves!”
said Dob carelessly.

“Bien! PBut vou do not know the
desert,” said Ibrahim. “Life is very
clicap in the desert.” Ile snapped lus
brown fingers. * Bou Saoud would not
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ive that for your life. 1t is said that he

as killed many. There are white bones
in the desert where Bou Saoud  has
passed.”

*Nice character,” murmured Nugent.

“1le las served with the French, but
Tie hates the French!® saia Ibrahim.
“He was turned out of the Spahis. Some
day he will be sheik of the Tahar, the
tribe of Mustapha Len Mohammed. 1t 1
eaid that he killed the old sheik, Yusef,
in the desert, and buried his son, Ali, in
the sands by the oasis. 1 do not know.
Baut it = sad.”

Ibrahim spoke in a low veice, as il
fearful that the Spahi could hear him. Tt
nas evident that the guide regarded Bou
Saoud with a very genuine fear.

““That is the hill of the Abmar Khad.
dou,” said Ibrahim. *“Soon we shall be
in Bisken now, my fine gentlemens!"

“That looks like a river," said Bob,
staring through the dusk. .

““Phat 1s the Oued Diskra—tho river of
Biskra——"" - :

*Nearly in now,” said the major, look-

ing oul of the carrisge. ‘' Better get
vour bnqs together,  Here, wake up,
unter '"

“Yaw-aw-aw! I'm hungry!”

#*1 show you to finc grand hotel, my
fine gentlomens!” caid Ybrahim cagerly.
“You shall trust Ibrahim, and he wil] do
your business, yes!”

“ Nonsense !" said the major curtly.

“1 say, you fellows,” said Bunter,
rubbing his eyes, “I'm Lo!ly hungry !
Beastly long ,journey, what? Rotten
train!  Bumps like anything! T don’t
see why we couldn't have done it by
cart”

“Never thought of cailing at Bunter

Court brfore we left, and asking your
pater to lend us the Rolls-Royce!™ said
Bob Cherry regretfully.  “Why dide't
you think of it, Buunter?”
“Oh, really, Cherry!"
Y1 suppose wo s])m'n't see Marjoric
this cvening,” remarked  Wharton.
“We'll trot round and cail on Hazel in
the morning.

“Yes, rather!"

RBillv Bunter smirked.

“1 eay, you fellows, rather a pleasamt
surprise for, Marjoric to see us out
here!” hie said.

“Well, it won't be much of a surprise,
as T wrote to Hazel and told him we were
coming,” said Bob. ]

g Diﬁ you mention that 1 wos coming 7"

* Nunno !

"= That's rather rotten!™ said Bunter,
“Yt would have given Marjorie some-
thing to look forward to!"

" 1‘“‘ :)‘

“stil), it will be a joyful surprise to
her," said Bunter thoughtfully. *She
will be no end bucked when she sees
me, after supposing that only you fellows
were coming !"

*Oh, my hat!"

“And there's one thing
settle now, Bob Cherry!
fignly,

“What's that, fatty?”

“1 shall take Marjorie about a good
deal at Biskra—""

“Will you?” said Bob grimly.

" Yos; she will like it, of course, and
I don't mind. 1 always was a lady’s
man. vou know. I don’t want you but-
ting in!"”

“Butling in!"” repeated Bob.

“Phat’s it! You always had a_way
at Greyfriars of butting in wheére Mar-
jorie was concerned,” explained Bunter.
“You never could see, somehow, that
she preferred my society! Conceit, I
suppose I

“1 ceriainly pever could sce ihat,”
agreed Bob. ~ “Neither could anybody

Tur Macser Linrary.—No. 865,

we'd better
said Bunler

else, T fancy, excopting a fat, podgy,
conceited little toad !

= Oh, really, Cherry'”

“Dry up, lor goodness’ sake, Bunter!”
said Harry,

“Yah! I want this thing under
stood '™ sand Bunter. *‘Marjorie will be
giad to sce me, and I dare =ay sho will
stand vou fellows, as you'll be with me.
But [ want no butting in! I dare say
vou can’'t help being a bit jealous—I
can stand that, Good-looking fellows
olways have to stand more or less of

it—

“0Oh crumbs !

“But it's got to be undersiood,” suid
Bunter firmly, *that Marjorie’s got to
be left 1o mwe. It's not my fault that

she's a bit spooney im my direction—"
“What ! roared Bob.
“A bLit spooney——  Yarooooodh "

roarcd Buuter suddenly,

Willinm  George DBunter was strewn
along the corridor, hardly knowing how
he had got there. He was still sitting
and roaring when the train stopped in
the station, and the Greyfriars party
landed-—in Biskra at last.

Honest Ibrahim haunted the party
along the platform. He poured out a
ceaseless stream of English, French, and
Arabic, in his eagerness to carry the
Greyfriars rty off to an hotel, and
to receive Iibr‘om the proprietor thercof
the handsome “tip” he would have
carned by bringing in such a numerous
party. But the major scemed deaf, and
Ibrahim’s stream of mingled languages
passed unheeded.

“Cut it out, old brown bean!" said
Bob Cherey, at last. **We're not going
to a giddy hotel mn Biskra at all!”

Ibrahim’s dusky face fell.

“Fine gentlemens noi going to hotel 1™
he iiacu ated.

“Ha, ha! No: you sce, my father
t‘nqagod & house for vs—a giddy villa—
and we're going there.” explained Bob,
with the idea of putting the anxious
guide out of his misery, as it were.

**Honest 1brahun come with the fine
gentlemens—"

“ Bosh ! Run away and play, old

man "

“To-morrow you will want guide—
honest guide; and there is only ome
honest guide in Algeria!” persisted Ibra-
him, * Now 1 guide vou to your beauti-
ful villa, you tell me name of it."”

“Villa Minosa,” said Bob. “ But—"

“1 know him; he is on the road to

the desert,” said lbrahim, *‘Know
Biskra very well—know all Algeria and
Tunis—know everything. On the desert

road there is Villa Mimosa, and nexi
there iz Villa des Fleurs, which is last

house on the road, Ok, ves! Ibrahim
know all!”
“My hat!” exclaimed Bob. “ Harry,

isn't the Villa des Fleurs the name of the
Hazeldenes' ?!am ere?”

“That's it,” said Harry.

“Then we shall be jolly well pext
door !"

“That’s good!” .

“Come!" interposed the major.

The Greyfriars party left the station;
but Honest Ibrahim, though his services
as a guide were obviously not required,
followed on. Honest Ibrahim wos a
sticker,

THE TENTH CHAPTER,
The Sleeping Beauty !

" ARJORIE!”
M “Yes, Clara!” :
5 'l‘ﬁles ought to be coming

soon !
Marioric Hazeldene smiled. ;
It was morning—the sunny morning of
Biskra, There were shady spots in the

gardens of the Villa des Fleurs, and in
one shady spot the two Chffi House girls
sat in canvas chaws, Hazoldene, of the
Greyfriars Remove, was strolling in the
ﬁgrdou. with his hands in his pockets, and
is straw hat on the back of his head,

“1 shall be glad to see them,” went
on Miss Clara. “We've scen all the
sights of Biskra, Marjorie—all that your
father will Jet us sce, at any rate! I'm
getting a little fed-up with Biskra "

“Oh, Clara!"

“And your father won't let us go into
the desert,” said Clara. “1 waut to see
the desert, and to sce the Arabs on their
native heath. Whon Harry and Bob and
the rest are here, 1 shall make them get
up an excursion into the desert.”

“Perhaps!" assented Marjorie,

“ No perhaps about 1it! I'm going to 1"
said Miss Clava, in her deaded way,
"I've never seen a sheik yet—a real live
sheik ! I want to sce a sheik before we
go home"

Hazeldene came to a halt before the
two girls. He grinned.

“Thore’s v giddy sheik in Biskra,” he
said. “The man who lets out donkeys
calls himself a sheik.”

Miss Clara sniffed.

“1 mean a desert sheik—a ferocious
Arab chief,” she answered. “ Somebody
like Mustapha ben Mohammed, whom
they talk about so much in Biskra. He
has a camp in the oasis only a dozen
miles away, I believe.  You've becn
there, Hazel!™

Hazel nodded.

“Yes; I've seen him,” he said, “A
savage-looking old johnpy—and his camp
is jollv smelly, too! [ fancy the tents
are full of flcas. Most Arab tents are!”

Miss Clara made a grimace.

It was her hirst visit to Africa, and she
bad rather romantic ideas of the desert
Arvabs—founded largely upon a poem she
had learned to recite in carlicr years,
called “The Arab's Farewell to His
Steed.” Smelly tents, with fleas in them,
s]li:l not fit into the romantie picture at

Hazel chuckled and strolled away to-
wards tho house. Miss Clara leaned back
in her chair, and regarded the cloudless
blue sky that stretched away over the
wide desert she longed 1o explore.
Bohind the girls' chairs was the wall that
separated the garden from the adjoin-
msc grounds of the Villa Mimosa. Tt was
a low stone wall, topped with a hedge of
trees overhanging it in thick shady green.

“My hat!"” said Miss Clara sudﬁenly.
“Is that thunder?”

Marjorie sat up and listened.

A low, rwmbling sound, like the faint
mutterings of distant thunder, came to
her ears. )

There was not a sign of a cloud on the
sky. It was one of the finest mornings of
Biskra, where the mornings are zimost
always fine.

“It isn't thunder,” said Marjorie,
puzzled. “It comes from the other
garden, I think.”

“Then what is it ?" said Miss Clara.

“Some ammal grunting—a camel,
perhaps—" . :

“1 know what it souuds like,” said
Clara Trevlyn, laughing. “Do you
remember when Bunter fell asleep at tho
picnic at Cliff Honse last term. He
suored just like that.”

Marjorie laughed.

“I'm jolly well going to see,” added

ara.

She rose from her chair, drew it close
to the stone wall, and stepped on it.
Through the green boughs she looked
down into the adjoining garden.

Then there was a low, nppling laugh.

“Oh, my hat! Look here, Marjoric.”

“What 1s it?"

“Somebody you know.”
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“ What 1"
“Come and look.™ . ]
Marjorie stood on her chair beside

Clara, and looked over the wall. Then
she started and laughed.
In the adjoining garden, under the

shade of the trees, several cushions had
been laid on the ground. On those
cushions was a fat form decp in slumber.
A large pair of spectacles caught and re-
flected the rays of the sun that filtered
through the foliage.

“ Bunter ! murmured Marjorie.

“Billy Bunter ! smiled Clara. “Then
they've come, and they've brought
Bunter with them. Why on carth did
they bring Bunter? Doesn't he look a
bute

Billy Bunter, unconscions of two pairs
of pretty eves regarding him, snored on.
Bunter had put in a good night's sleep
after his journey to Biskra: but Bunter
could do with a great deal of sleep. After
breakfast he had retired to this shady
spot for a further nap. Indeed, next to
eating, slecping was DBunter's great
solave.

U1 wake him up and make him
jump,” said Clara.

8he slipped nimbly over the stone
wall, and dropped into the garden of the
Villa Mimosa. With soft footsteps she
ai)prpachcd the fat junior of Greyiriars.
Marjoric watched her, smiling. ~ Clara
bent over the fat junior and rapped out :

“ Bunter 1"

She expected Bunter's eyves ta open
with a stare of amazement. But Bunter's
e)yes did not open. 1Te was in deep
stlumber, and little short of a cannon-
shot would have awakened him,

“Oh, my hat!" eaid Clara., “Shall I
shake him, Marjorie 7’

“@Oh, Clara! No.”

Miss Clara’s cves gimmered,
came back quickly to the wall,

“Give me my bag over,” che =aid,
“It's got the cravons in if—you remem-
ber, the cravons I bought in’ the Arcade
vesterday. That Arab bounder would sell
them to me. and I didn't want them.
Now they will come in useful,”

* Dut what——"

“Buck up ! interrupted (lara.

Marjorie pas-ed the little bag over the
wall. Clara opened it and picked out a
bundle of crayons. Then she bent over
William George Bunter again.,

“Claral” whispered Marjorie, in
alarm.

“Quict 1”

“But I sar—"

“Chuck it 1 eaid (Tara,

“Oh dear ! erid Marjorie, langhing in
spite of herself as Mis< (Jara set to work,

Billy Bunter snored on. A light tonch
on his fat faca was not likely to awaken
him,  Indeed, a very rough shaking
woild have been reguired to jerk Bunter
out of the embrace of Morpheus,

Miss Clara began with a  erimenn
erayon.  Tn a wminute ar twa  Willy
Bunter's fat little nose was a bright
crimson,

Then she placed blue eircles round his
eyes, and blue spots on his fat cheeks and
s podgy chin,

She

The re<t of his fat face was covered
with erizss-cross work in a brilliant green.

By the time Mis Clara had finizhed,
Billy Bonter’s aspect was startling,

He snored on contentediy,

Miss Clara stond up, with her head on
ane side, surveying her handiwork eritie-
ally,

“No  von  think
Marjorie "

“Oh, Clara '™ gasped Marjorie.

A powerfel voice cchoed through the
garden,

“ Hallo, hailo, hallo!
are yon. Bunter:™
Mizz Clarg gave a juup,

that  will <o,

Bunter! Where

Miss Clara began with a crimson crayon.

little nose was a bright erimson.

the fat junfor’s aspeet was startling.
think that will do, Marjorie ? **
spite of herself.

Then she placed blue circles round his eyes, and
blue spots on his fat cheeks and podgy chin,

*“Oh, Clara !’ gasped Marjorie, Jaughing in

In a minute or two Billy Bunter's fat

By the time Miss Clara had finished
He snored on contentedly. ** Do you

(Sce Chapter 10.)

“My hat ! That's Bob!”

In a few seconds Miss Clara was gver
the wall again, and the two giris had
disappeared from sight,  Bi#lly DBunter
snored on, blissfully unconscicus of the
fuct that his wodgy countenance now
boasted & eolour sel:eme that out-rivalled
the eelebrated coaf of Joseph,

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Bunier Astonishes the Natives!
b HERE'S that duffer?” ex-
W claimed Bob Cherry.
“Oh, let him rip!” said

Johnny Bull,

»Wall, he wanted to come,”

" Bother him [

“ The vsteemed and execrable Bunter is
always a  bother,” remarked Hurree
Jamset Raw Siagh. " But he s in the
ﬁgnlu_-’u somewhere, and we shall find

.

":\.\Tc(-k; somewhere, mwost hkely,” =aid
Harry Whartan. = Hallo, here’s Ihrahim,
Have vou seen Bunter, Ibralim 77

Honest Whrabim suiaamed and grinned.

“ I find him.” he <id. " You trust
[brahita—he do your business, wmy fine
gentlemens,”

* Bother him,’
again.

Major  Cherry had  left the Villa
Mirnosa inmnediately after byeakfa<t {o go
to the Mairte. And the Famou: Five had
decided 1o vall at the nest villa that
morning and apyrise Marvjorie of their
arvival, Ihiuter, of conrse, wanted to oo
with them, amd, equally of course, he
was niot to be found when it was titnie to
sluri,

grunted Johinny Bull

The juniors spread through the
gardens looking for him. Bob Cherry's
powerfnl voice echoed among the trees,

“Bunter ! Hallo, hallo, halio!
Bunter "

Billy Bunter awoke and yawned, He
sat up on the cushions and yawned agaim,
Then he rose to his feet,

"1 say, you feilows!" he called out,

“1nllo, halo, bhallo! Here ho is!
Time, Bunter, you fat bounder! What
do you_mean by keeping us waiting like
this! Oh, my hat! Great Scatt! Dol
Chervy stared at the Owl of the Removo
and burst into a roar. “Ila, ha, ha!”

Buuter blinked at him,

*What are you cackling at, you silly
asg ¥

“Ha, ha, ha!” velled Dob.

“You silly chutnp—"

“Oh, my hat! What have you dons
that for. vou duffer? Are you off your
rocker *" yelled Bob Cherry,

“What  have 1 done,
dummy 2" hooted  Bunter,
vou nean. you chump?”?

“Found him. Bob?"” acked Wharton,
conting up.  “laok here, Buunter
Oh. niy hat! Ia. ha, ha!" Wharton
went off into n wild yell as he sighted
Bunter’s decorated face,

Nilly: Bunter glared at them in angry
amazement. e rounld nat sco his own
face, naturally, and he was uite unaware
that there was anytinng amess with it

yon sillg
“What o

“What's this gane, vou dummies?”
he howled.  “ What are wvou selling
abont 77

*“Ha, ha, ha!™

“What's  the  giddy  joke ™™ asled

Frank Nugent, coming up with Hurree
Toe MacxeEr Liprany.—No, L35
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)
Jamset Raw Sivgh., “What——  1la,
ta, ha, "

“Pa. he, ha!™ velled the uabol,

“Yon silly vt 'Ill\(‘L(‘(l. Buuter,

“What have s ~n owp to, you
dulfer > coared .]t-h.-:._\ Ball, the last
of the (Co. 10 arvive,

“Nothomg, seu asi o Wlat Qo you
nean "’

*“Ma. ha, 2"

e Famong Five roched with laugh-
ter.  Bawter, wuh oo boght  connson
nose, atd bloe cucling wuml his cves,

and crisgoross all over his facc,
was a starthing sight, :md it was too
tinuch for them.  Vhey yelled till they
a!m-nt “"i‘!-

geeen

The Owl of the Remove stared at
them in astonssharent and growing in-
t.lgtmlron

You silly m\Ia—-"

*Ha, ha, lia!"”

“Are vou ready to go?" demanded
Duuter. " Um ready, of that's what you
wanr. Can’t you stop cackling?”

“ You'd better go in and get a wash

first ! roared DBob,

“Rot! I've wathed alreadr. And

T not Jdiety, Like you follows. T don’t

;;.-f-.! suvh a lot of washing as you do."
‘Your facv—-"" gay Wharton.

“My face?” rcm:m-d Bunter. “1
dare say you wish vou had a face bke it,
and chance 111"

“Ha, ha. ha!"

“How dJid you
lloulcd Nugent.

* Like uhnl‘“ snorted Bunter.

“Like it 12! Ob, my hat! Ha, ha,
ha!”

*Oh,
crosaly.
get oft

And Bunter rolled away angrily to-
“a\rn.i the houwe. The juniors followed
1#m, still howling with laughter. Tt
was cvident that someone had been
plaving tricks on Bunter while he slept,
though they could not guess who the
delinquent was.  And the Owl of the
Remove was still i blissful unconscions-
ness of what had bappened.

Bunter paseed lbrahim on the path,
and the honest one fairly jumped at the
sighr of him.

*Oh, my fine gentleman!" he cjacu-

lated.

“Well. what's the matter with vou.
vou ULluwk bounder?” snorted Bunter,
@laring at him.  *Why, the cheeky

get it Jike that?”

Bunter
Let's

don’t be a goat!l™ said
“I.ool: here, I'm ready !

other cads!

cad’s laughing—hike thee
Look here, vou checky rotter——

onest  lralim  backed  away.
solved in laughter. Bunter gave lan
a threatening ;:hw il tramped  on
towanls the house. Iu the shady stone
sreade before the villa were a conple of
Arab  servants—and  they  stared  af
Dunter with wideopon eves Then, to
Bunter’s astosmishment and  wrath, they
burst inta laughter and retrcated inte
e house, stll langhing

“What the thomp - the matrer with
all these willy fools:" exclaimed the
Owl of the IRemove, 1y tntelse exaspera:
tion. 1 say, vou f{ellows, are you
coming? I'm gomg to start now.”

“Ha, ha, ha! Youre not going like
that ! roared Bob Cherry,

“Take what?” shricked Dunter.

“Go and get a wa-h, you fat dununy!”

('1'

vellad Johnny Bull
* Rubbish ! Yook here, are sou
eoming?  You necdu't come, lor the

matter of hat.  Marjocie doesn’t want
to scc you; she wants 10 see me. But if
you're going to butt in, come along.
I'm not waiting for you,

“Bunter " gasy Whatton, as the
fat junior started for the gate on the

rogd.

* Rats!"

Bunter marched ,on.  The  juniors
looked at one another i helpless merri-
ment,

“He—ho=he's going 10 pay a_morn-
ing eali=like lhnl gasped Bob Cherry.
*Ha. lll. ha!"
“ Bunter ! roaruu Johnny Bull.
“Shut wp!”
“I tell you—
“Cheese it !"”
“Your face—"
“Mind your own
Bunter  hurled

"

business !
the gate open and
marched ont. The juniors followed him,
gasping with merriment, Bunter, with
his head very erccl, and a lofty frown
on his fat Lrow, marched along the
dusty road towards the gate of the Villa
dN 1i'!e\m\. which was about fifty yards
an

“ llc—he ho's going—like  that!”
moaned Bob Chrrrr.

*Let him rip * growled Johnny Bull,
“He won't take a tip—lot him get on
with it !"

Tire Famous Five followed Bunier,
wiping away their teavs. On the dusty
road a marabout mounted on a camel
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ame loping in from the desert. The
nan stared at DBunter, and stenek s
amel a sudden blow, snd went fying
on nto Biskra, ovidently in a state of
sreat alarm,  Obviousiv he
Bunter  for a  madman-
dangerous one,

Bunter did not lieed,
the alarmed marabout,
laughtily, regardless,

Under a palmetree beside the road, a
lawer-selier had sat down to rest, \nlll
liis basket of bright Aowers before him.
Bunter pansed as he saw him. The idea
occurred to him of taking in a couple
of noscgays for presentation to Marjorie
and Clara.  DBunter felt that this was
quite a courtly wlea, and bound 10 show
the ChHIf House girls how much nicer he
was than the other feliows.

So he stopped to addeess the (lower-
seller. The man, an undlean Arvab in a
very dirty burnous, stared vp at him,
and lis black eyes rolled in horror and
alarm.

Soch a face as Dunter's had certainl
never bent over him before, The .'\raf‘;
scemed rooted to the ground.

Buntcr picked wvp two bunches of
gaudy flowers,

“How much?™ e asked,

“Allah ! gasped tlae Arab.

“1 mcan, combien?” growled Dunter.
“Why the thump can’t you speak
Enghsh? Combien?t"”

The Arab did not answer—he on}‘y
stared at Buater in dire drcad.  Sud-
denly he leaped uwp, and, regardless of
his Daskot of flowers. started off down
the road, in the blazing sunshine, at a
frantic run. 5

Bunter stared after him in  astonish-
ment.

“You potty duffer!” he roared, “I
want to buy your flowers. Can't you
understand? Well, my hat!"

The alarmed Arab vanished.

“Oh, my hat!” gaspei. Bob Cherry.
‘“Buntor, old man, you'll run in
soon if you go about frightening the
natives like l{‘l(.

“Ha, ha, ha!

“How d:d 1 frighten him?" howled
Bunter.

“Your face—"

“You cheeky rottor!” RBunter glared
at the Famous Five. “‘It's simply sick-
ening that a fellow can’t be good-look-
ing  witiiout Im\-mn all this rotten
jealousy and silly jokes.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”
“I'm jo‘lv wril taking these flowers,”
said Bunter. “If the potty ass docsn't
choosc to ntav to be paid for them, that's

had taken
‘perhaps  a

or oven notice,
He marchied on

al”

[T

his look-out.
“Put the money in the basket,” said
acnt “He will come lu(k when
\ou ve taken your face away.”
“Rats 1

Johnny Bull gave a snott,

“Put the money in the basket, or put
the flowers back, you fat votter!” ho
said. “Or olse Tl punch you!"

“Oh, really, Bull——

“Never mind the giddy nosegays
said ‘herry. S * Look shem
Banter, you must really go in and get
a wash before you call on the Hacel-
denes—""

“Ob, shut up!”

o

Bunter marched on wrathfully. Ile
reached the gate of the WVilla des
Fleurs, and gave a crash with the bronzo

knocker. The gate was opencd by an
Arab porter,

He stared at Bunter for a moment,
rolling black ecyes in alarm, and then
crashed the gate shut, Bunter jumped
back just in time 10 save his crimson
nose,
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shouted Nugent.

There was a elatier of horse’s hoofs on the road.

the juniors on the veranda and shouted : ‘* Major Cherry is gone—gone to his death In the desert.
you {ind bones picked white by the jaekals ! *’

A whife turban gleamed above the sione wall of the garden,

And the Spahi rode on laughing,

‘“Look !**
**Bou Saoud !’ The horseman halted in the road and rose in his stirrups. He waved a brown hand o
You will find him where
(See Chapler 12.)

“Why, the—the cheeky beast!” sa:ped
Bunter, ** What the thump does he mean
by that?"

“Ha, ha, ha !”

Bunter crashed at the bronze knocker
again,

“Open this gate, you
rotter " he roarved,

“You go away!” came the porter’s
quavering voice from within, ~Vous

cz—you go—or I [eich gun.”

Bang, bang, bang went the knocker at
the gate. Bunter was utterly exasperated
by this time. Ile had found his morn-
ing’s experiences amazing and enraging.
He banged furionsly at the gate,

A voiee was heard within—a voire
Bunter recognised as that of Mr. [iazel
dene, Marjorie's father.

*What 15 the matter here, Achmet ¥

A babble of French and Arabie
followed.

“Open the gate,” =aid Mr. Tazchlene.

The Arab porter reluctantly obeved.

“Mr, Hazeldene! ga-ped Bunter.

Y Why—what—"

My, Hazeldene stood in the ga‘eway
and stared at Dunter. He stared as if he
could not belicve his eyes,

*“Who—who—who are you?" he stut-
tered.

“Don’t you know me?” howled Dunter.

“Certainly not. You speak Englich—
arc you English?"” exelaimoed the startled
uld gentleman. * What do you mnan hy
coming herve? Are vou mad®”

“Mad ! stattered Punter, “Wharrer
yonmean? 1 Bunter—E'm Hazel's pal,

cheeky Arab

Bunter., [—I—I—
“Bunter! A Creyfriars boy "
“Yes! pgasped the Owl of  the

Remave,
“Then what do you mean by roming
here in that state ¥

“That—that state! What  state?”
Labtbled Bunter,
“With your face painted in that

rihienlous  mannert”  execlaimed  Mr.
Hazeldene sternly, **TIs this a silly jake,
or what ™
Bunter fairly staggered.
*Pipepip-pip—" Le stuttered, “ Pip-
pip-painted—"

[11]

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the Famous
Five.  They came breatlessly up, and
Mr. Haecldene gave them a kind nod of
weleome,

“Wharton—Cherry—what  does  thi=
mean?” he asked. What is the matter
with Bunter? Is he out of his senses #

* Not more than usual, sir,” said Bob,
laughing.  “He's been asloep n fhe
garden this morning, and somebody =oens
to have coloured his chivvy while he was
ANoozing: i

“What 7’ howled Bunter.

Two girli»hfnnm appeared in the gate.
way. Marjorie was smiling—Miss Clera
chuckling,

“Dear me!

T4 that Bunter?" asked
Miss Clara. “What a colour you've fof,
Bunter! Isit the African sun?”

Billy Bunter blinked at the smiling
faces, wondering whether he was on his
head or his hecls Miss Clara drew a
pocket-mirror from her little bag. and
held it up before himy, Then Willimn
Gearge Bunter saw his face,

O™ he gasped.

Mr. ITazeldene burst into a lavgh,

“Come in. my boy,” he said. * Huzel,
come here—take Bunter away and jou ivim
wash his face.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Hazel. “Ol, mv
hat 1" '

“Come, come, take Bunter in—"

Hazel, still howling with langhtor, jed
the dazed Owl of the Rentove away to the
bouse. Harry Wharton & Coa, walked in
t’hl'(‘rl"]“.' “l‘i]l }{ﬂ:“lnl';f‘ aﬂ‘l C'arﬂ.

Bt how did that happen to Bunier™
asked Miss Clara, closing one cye at
Marjorie. ]

"Goodness knaws" a1l Tloh. " Sanie-
hody™s been plaving teicks on him, o o
how—Dblessed of T know how—or wha——-"

“One of yon maughty boys® ached
Miss Clarca,

“Not g!l}]l_\'.' et Ir:li'r_\' Whav on.
langhing.  * We foond him like that—a
repnbar sleeping heauty—""

“Ha, ha, ha!’

* Posably someane saw him asleep over
the wall,” suggected Miss Clara dem el
* Poseihly—""

“You!" vjaculated Dob,

“Ha, ha, ha!” .
And the chiums of the Remove yelled
again,

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER,.
Left Behind !

£« HERE'S the pater?”?
‘:‘j‘ “Gone |”
It was a week later, In the

red sunset, a tired but olmm'y
party had nidden up to the Villa es
Fleurs, where Marjorie and Clara and
Hazel went in, and Harry Wharton &
(0. went on to the major's hou<e, 1t
had been a cheery day for the chums of
Uroyfriars;  the  party had  wyated
" Views Diskra "—the “‘old town.” in-
habited by natives in their clav-iuilt
huts amid the date-trees of the oasiz, It
bad been a happy excenrsion. und the
juniors and the CHA Iouse girls had en-
joyed it—none the less beeause iy
Buater had chosen ta remain at home,

Bunter had somchow guescod, or sus-
pected, that Clara was the canse of the
highly decorative appearance he had pur
in, on the occasion when he had a<tonished
the nativex.  DBunter was offended.  §le
resalved to punish the chuns of Clit
House.  He pumshed them by giving
thens the “ marble eye.”

So when the party was wade up for
Vieux Biskra, Donfer loftily declined 1o
join it. A a matter of fact. he preforred
ta lounge about, and cat and dege altee-
patelv, rather than exert hnn<elf in the
African heat. And he felt hat 1he
exenrsion wonld soon pail upon Marjose

and  Clara  without  hee fascioanng
PN, And ot wonld serve them
right!

Harry Wharton & Co. found Bunter in
ithe veranda, with a glas< of lrmon-squa<h
at bis elbow, and a stack of sweetr little
sticky cakes from the <hops in the Hoe
Berthe,  DBunter seemed vory comiosiable
amd lazy, and certainly yery sticka,

Bob Cherry asked at onee wheoe his
father was. During the week the niggjor
had heen very busy. The juniors knew

Twe MacxeT Liprany.— No. B85,
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ANOTHER GRAND SERIAL BY HEDLEY SCOTT ON THE WAY!

that he was preparing for his expedition
into the desert, and that he had obtained
some kind of a force from the French
military authorities to help him in the
task of seeking for Ali ben Yusefl.

All the Famous Five were determined
that somehow they were not going tv Le
left out.

Every day there was some excursion
with Marjorie and Clara; but every
morning the juniors found time fo
Ernetisn in the shooting-gallery in the

ne Berthe—getting ready for the cam-
paign, ns Bob cxpressed it.

Probably the major knew of their

otermination, In fact, he could mot
have been in any doubt about it,

But nothing was said on the subject,
s0 far. Only when the time came to
start, the chums of Greyfriars intended to
put it véry plain to Major Cherry. And
with all his grim sternness, the wajor
was a good-natured man, and they did
not realiy think that he wanld held out
in the long run. Ali ben Yusef had been
their pal at Greyfriars, and they had a
right to join in the search for him. As
for the danger of facing the savage Arab
sheik in the desert, that was ing to
them,

There was a lurking grin on Billy
Bunter's face as he answered Bob's
question and sipped his lemon-squush,

Apparentiy, the Owl of the Remove
was entertained by something. Bob
stared at him.

“Gone?’ he repeated, not wuxuder-
standing. “Gone out, do you mean?”

“Gone off ” grinned Bunter,

*“What do vou mean, Bunter?” ex-
claimed Harry Wharton. “ Major Cherry
has not left Biskra, 1 sappose?”

““He, he, he!”

The Famous Five were all looking
serious now, They gathered round
Bunter, with far from amicable looks.

“Look here, tell us what's happened
you fat frog,” growled Johnny Bu'lte

“He, he, he!"

:]‘,!My f;'azeemed and disgusting Buanter
will—'

“He, he, he! You're left!” chuckled
Bunter,

“Will you tell me—" roared Bob,

“He, he, he 1"

Bob Cherry grasped the fat junior by
the shoulder, and jerked-him out of the
chair. He jammed him sgainst the wall
of the house, with a bump that made
Bunter gasp. Bob's face was grim,

“Now, you fat dummy——"

“Yaroooch {”

“Where's my father " shouted Dob.

“Ow! Le "

“By Jove! I—TI'II—"

“Ow! Leggo! He's gone! Don't I
keep on telling you he’s gone!" howled
Bunter. “He left a note for you, you
beast !"

“Why couldn't you say so before, you
fat rascal?”

“Yow-ow! Leggo!”

““Where's the note?”

Bob Cherry released Bunter, glowering
at him. The Owl of the Remove pro-
ceeded to fumble in bhis pockets.

* Blessed if 1 haven’t lost it—"

“What!” yelled Bob ferociously.

“I—1I mean, here it is!” DBunter found
the note very quickly—Bob Cherry was
looking guite dangerous. * Here you
are, you beast. It—it came open by
accident—somehow——"

Bob grabbed the note from the Owl's
fat fingers. The Famous Five read it
together, their faces growing longer as
they read:

“Dear Bob,—It is not likely that I
shall see you again for some time. All
is ready now, and I am starting, with
2 body of French cavalry to see me
through, so you need have no uneasi-
ness, my boy. I am sorry to have o
léave you and your friends behind, but
the desert is no place for schoolboys,
as | have told you, though you did not
seem convinced.”

“Oh, my hat!” interjected Bob. The
letter continued :

“You will remain at the villa until I
return to Biskra. I hope you will have
s good time. I learn that Mustapha
ben Mohammed has shifted his camp
from the Ziban, near Biskra, and gone
south into the heart of the desert. This
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means that Bou Saoud has reached him
and warned him of my pursuit.  But
wherever he is, we shall follow him;
and I hope to bring Ali safe and sound
with me when I return.
“Until then, good-bye.
“ Your affectionate
“FATnER.”

Harry Wharton & Co. blinked at ora
another., This was the end of their de-
termination not to be left out of the
expedition in search of Ali ben Yusef.

“ Done ! said Johnny Bull.

“The donefulness is terrific!”

“He, he, he!” came from Bunter.
The Owl of the Remove seemed to find

something very enterfaining in the
situation. <
“Rotten!" said Harry Wharton. “I

suppose your pater wanted to save argu-
ment, Bob! F had no cnd of arguments
ready for him.”

“Same here,” said Bob, with a rueful
grin, “I—1 wish he'd let us go! He's
in danger out there in the desert, and
he—"" Bob broke off, with a clouded
brow,

“Well, we're bound to carry out
orders, I suppose,” said Harry. “We
can get a jolly holiday in Biskra, if you
come to that, But—"

“We shall get news of him soon, old
fellow,” said Frank Nugent.

Bob Cherry nodded. But the cloud
did not leave his face, From the yeranda
lie stared away across the desert—wide,
illimitable, glowing hot in the setting
sun. Far away across those sandy tracta
his father was riding—riding into wild
lands, among wild and savage people—
into danger—perhaps to death. He
would save Alr, he would return, or—
Bob knew that there was an alternative.
Mustapha ben Mohammed reigned over
the wild Tahar tribe in the desert, amid
the sands of the Sahara his word was
law; and life was cheap in the desert.

Bob drew a deep breath.

“We'll wait here,” he said, “We
must! But—" He broke off, staring
away acrgss the desert again; but his
comrades understood what he was think-
ing, The Sahara sands had swallowed
up the major; but if he did not return
there was one who would seek him, even
to the death.,

There was a clatter of horse’s hoofs
on the road. A white turban gleamed
above the stone wall of the garden where
it bordered the desert road. With
clatter and a jingle the horseman halted
by the wall.

“ Look !"” shonted Nugent.

“Bou Saopd !”

The horseman halted in the road, rose
in his stirrups, and stared over the wall
towards the white villa, His black eyes
flashed as they rested on the group of
juniors on the veranda. Well they knew
the bhandsome, mocking face of Bou
Saoud, the Spahi.

He waved a brown hand to them and
ghouted :

“He is. gone—gone to his death in the
desert! You will find him where you
find bones picked white by the jackals!"™

And the Spahi rode on, laughing. In
silence the juniors watched him gallop-
ing, till the sandy ridges of the Sahara
hid him from sight.

THE END.

(What woill happen to Ma jor Cherry?
Will he full @ victim to the merciless
wrath of the usurpes sheile, Mustapha

Tarfar tribe? These quesfions are
answered in nexrt Mondey's grond
story—*The Call of the Desert.”
Don't on any account miss it, chums!)
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Lon, the jester, declures that the other half of the tulirman iz

: : 3 \ J ! Then the old blind kermit astonishis Tom with the story of his
The blind snan swears that Towa i the vightful Earl of Charndene, Wit the Black Wolf 45 a vsurper.  He says that Tem bears a peculiar

i The sear s theee sere enough ond Tewm, drinking in every teord from the Mind mon's lips,
suddenly discocers thal RE VAUYX and iz men-al-arms have stcalthily folloved him to the heemil's care, Tom springs to Mis fect, picks wp
hig sword and, dashing out into the vpen, ergages De Vaur in combat,

The Fall of the Blind Man of Tarn !

HAT a GHight that was! )
The sweat was streamipg
from us, aur breath came hot

and swift!  Our blades rang
with scarce a pavse, and alveady were
we both bleeding from many a serateh
and ecut, thouzh neither was wounded
sore,

Somehow, ‘twaz all rather like a dream
ta me. My bram still whirled with the
wondrous thing that the blind man had
tald me, though scarce could I realise
vet that m very truth was I Richard
the earl! Ay, like some sirange
dream!  And vet the knowledge of
gave me fresh life with which to fight:
for how could 1 die, or let myscil fall
agaig into ITugo's hands ere the loug,
fierce struggle fo regain my demesne
from the nsurper have even commenced

Suddenly Ile Vaux whiled hiz long
sword aloft, and brought it singing down
above my head, With difficutty 1
parried the blow, amd ent at his thigh.
Sharp and shrill rang the sicel upon bis
sword as he warvded ofl the blow—aud
in a moment his sword had snapped in
twain!

A shout broke from me, and back he
leapt in panic, Jdragging from his belt
the battle-axe that he carried.

For a moment I pansed, Inth to take
the advantage of hin. Then I shook the
thonght from e bunpatiently.  Why
should I waste false pity upon such a
man?

Forward 1
swold,
the

sprang, whirling  my
But I massed my footing upon
uneven  groumd, and  In another

monient he had sent the sword flying
from my grasp with a sweeping blow of
his axe.

_ He was betwixt me and my weapon
in an instant. With a shout of exultant
triurnph, he raised his axe on high and
rushed vpon me. 1 dragged my Jong
knife from my belt, and warted grinly.

There was no chanee of regainmg my
sward—already one of+the men-at-arms
had  stepped forth and seized that.
"Pwas  battle-axe ‘gainst  poniard, and
the advantage was with De Vaox,

His weapon cleaved the air like a
glimmer of gold a3 the sunlight canght
the steel. [ sprang aside only just in
time, striking np at him as 1 leaped,
A ery bioke from him as he felt my
stender blade rip lus hand,

Tossing the hair back from my brow,
again 1 stood poized, awaiting his next
anrush. Bt he stood still, panting,
a snarl of rage wpon his face, bis dark
eyes gleaming with hate as he watclied
me. For a woment I thotzht he was
about 1o call upon his followers for aid:
but his prude evercame the sinpulse, amd
cauticusly he came twards me again,

Bound and round  we  ewcled, each
hoping for a chance to leap . e,
too, had dvagued oue a kuife, and this
he held tu his Lofe havd, the axe in his

vight. Ilis lean, strong frame was ltko
the stealthy form  of some hunting
animal.

“Surrender yourself, and T will not
slay you!” he snarled. Then added,
with a snael: My Lord Richard !

T only laughed at that,

Buddenly he leaped at me, and so

fierce was his assault that T needs must
give ground. Back he drove me, back
t'wards the mouth of the eave where
erouched the Blind Man of Tarn!

At last my back was to the rock. How
T langed for my good sword, then! But
very vain was that hope, and I needs
must defend myself as best I mught.
My poniard was but a sorry weapon
‘gainst his hattle-axe, but my teeth wera
tight clenched—1 was resolved to sell
my life dearly.

M one thing was [ determinad, 1
would never allow myself to be carried
prisorier to the Black \Wolf!

He struck at e again, and missed.
In a flash T saw my chance,

I sprang at him, my left hand clasing
on the handle of the axe above his own.
Ile siabbed at me with the knife, but
I pavried the blow, We staggered in a
fieree emhbrace—1 heard hoavse shouts
from hiz e, heard their running feet
across the glade. Thopping my poniard,
[ dvew hack wmy righi arm. and sent my
st crashing "twixt his eyes.
~He gave a queer grunt, falling in a
limp heap ot my feet.  Av, I had
knocked him scnseless ]

In the Wivking of an cve T had his
axe in my hand. With wmy back to the
roek, [ faced the onvu<hing rogues with
the axe half-raized, and a scornful laugh
brake from mie o sce them halt, un-

cevtain, upon the farther side of the
elade,
“Come ™ 1 crvied mackingly to the

craven brood. “Come and taste of the
Tue Macxer Library.—No, 865
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game  good cheer as your Lord de
Vaux i

They glowered wpon me. muttering
as they stood there with their weapons
gleaming.,  "Fwas migh!‘\' pood to forl
that those five men-at-srms feared me
go !

Dut the eross-bowman I could not see,
Thea, all suddenly, T heavd fus voive,
and on the instant the five hnaves to
the fore drew swift aside, revealing the

cross-bowman with his arblast raked,
directed full at my heart!

I trvied to lean aside, lmt my [oot
caught in the armpit of the senseless

man at ey feet, aud 1 stumbled upon
one knee m the mouth of the cave.
heard a gleeful shout from the cross-
bowman as he tarned his ;im wpon me
dn a moment. At any iustant I thought
to hear the sound of lus accursed arblast
—a sound that could but herald my
death!

Ax, there was no avouling death now,
1 thought, as<, all exposed hke some help-
less creature cornered by the hunter, 1
triedr to struggle to my feet. The end
had come!

And then, all suddenly, there came a
wild, mad cry, echoing strangely into
the Ulack recosser of the eave! A grey
shadow came leapiug "twixt me and the
cross-bowman—even as the deadly bolt
flew forth to slav me, directed with un-
cerring aim t'wards my heart!

Another c¢rv—a horrid,  unearthly
shriek that curdled the blood within my
vei voup-hosg arms, the Blind

Tarn dropped to earth with the
cross-bow bolt in his heart,

For, by some strange instinct, the old
man had realisedd my peril—had leapt
But as be lay

"twixt me and death!

sprawiced upon the grass, his face up-
torned, a =trange, deep peace seemed to
be unan the bivad man's face.

Mad he may have been, in same part.
Bt a st comes before my eves when
1 think of how nobly he died—faithinl
to the end to the menory of my father
whom he bad loved <o well—the first to
the for the white banner of the leopard’s
head in the grim struggle "gainst Hugo
the usurper!

For some mamenis herror filled me,
so that I could not move. Then [
snatched up the axe 1 had let fall, and
with wy back to the cave 1 faced the
six hoarse-yelling mon vacing ‘cross the
glade lowards me!

T

Robin Hood's Promise !

HERE, in the black wouth of the
cave, with Gilbert de Vaux lying

sensele=s at my fect, and the
Blind Man of Tarn steetched
dead beside him, I raed my great

battle-axe to fight for wy ife.

The cross-howman realised that ‘twas
useless to shoot another quarrel, {oc
where I now stood in the cave month 1
coulid casily bave leapt back into shelter,
My cnemies knew that their only weans
of overcoming me was by fighting hand-
to-hand, 8o the cross howman seized my
own sword, which lay migh him, and
came racing with his five villainous com-
panions ‘cross the glade t'wards me,

Thewr shouts rang out wild and lierce
in that greenwood clearing. But a red
mist of passion was before my eyes, for
these were the men who had slain the
old blipd man—he who had remained
faithful for all these years to my father's
banner, that white banner with the

He stabbed at me with the knife, but

I sprang at De Vaux, my left hand closing on the handle of the axe above his own.

poniard, I drew back my right arm and sent my fist crashing "twixt his eyes.
{See page 23.)

I parried the blow. Then, dropping my
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leopard’s head upan it which T hail
vowed should be raised again at Charn-
dene. DBut my first act of ail should be
to avenge the biind man's death.

Out of 1}1;1_! angry mist the faces of my
foes were ringed before me, dark and

evil.  Despite the odds, | never feared
that I wnught fall before them. I felt

like a gant as § brought the battie-axe
of De Vaux hissing down from above
my head.

One of those =ix faces vanished, and T
knew that § had shain the vile rogue. [
luighed—a lavgh harsh and exulrant,
fighting the while like-a madman "gainst
those human wolves who hadeclosed upon
me. Wounded 1 was from my combat
with De Vanx, and I found afterwards
that they had added to my wounds, But
I felt nothing of their steel as 1 swung
my battle-axe, and shouted savagely the
battle-cry of the outlaws: * Sherwood!
Sherwond !

Ay, like a giant I felt then, I say, and
not one of those six lived to tell the
tale. And when at last T leaned vpon
my axe, and raised a shaking hand to
wipe away the mist from belore my
eves, I found that but for the scnseless
baron streteched upon the grass, T was
the only Living man within that glade.

Panting, 1 flung back the hair from
my eyes, and then, all suddenly, I heard
a shont.

The pext moment the lean, nut-brown
gleeman of the outlaws, Alan-a-Dale,
had burst through the trees into the
clearing. And upon  his heels came
Little John and Will Scariet, and a
wore of the bowmen!

How I gripped their hands, laughing
with joy to feel their strong lingers in
mine own!

By St Christopher!”  ericd
Jobn, gazing around. “PBut what a
fizht Las here taken place! We heard
the shouting and the brave clash of

Little

steel—'twas that which brought u:
hither. 1' faith, tad, if thou hast over.
come all these single-handed »

I laughed, breathless, and he clapped
we upon the shouldee with his great
hand, and gave a shout of delight.

“What a fighter he 15!” eried he
“And. by the bones of the saints, surely
‘tis Gilbert e Vaux himesell, Hugo's
jackal, that lies there so still!”

"Av,” 1 told them. ™ He, at least, is
not dead, but senscless. But tell me—
how came you to be in this guarter of
the forest? How %

“We have sought you for days!” ervied
Will Searlet, * Ever since the night that
Lantern came fo our camp to tell us of
seme daring, reckless game that you and
he bad tried to play upon the Black
Wolf and his followers.”

“ Lantern has been like a mad fellow
ever since we found that the scheme had
gone amiss,” put in Alan-a-Dale. “He
blamed himself for it all, and vowed,
had vou come to harmr at Hugo's hands,
to hew out the villain's heart, though it
meant his own death. He went in dis-
guize to Charndene, secking tidings of
vou, and was discovered, and all but lost
his life. But he learnt that you, bound
upon vour own destrier, had escaped in
the forest. We, all sphit into many
parties, have scoured Sherwood for you
ever since !

“"Twould seem that my companion-
ship is greatly sought after!” T laughed.
“For bands of Hugo's men, also, have
been scouring the forest for me—ay, and
one of their bands [ound me here, as
you see.”

“A sorry day for them that they did
s0!” langhed Alan-a-Dale.

Fre leaving the glade we buried the
Blind Man of Tarn 'neath a tall beech-
tree—a sweet, sunny resting-place For
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him. I had not told my companions as
f;ct of the wondrous things the old man

ad todd me—that was I keeping till I
might tell them all, for T wished Lantern
to be among the ficst to hear my glorious
tale.

De Vaux soom recovered his scnses.
With his wrists lashed behind him, he
was led in our midst, a sullen prisoner,
when at last we turned—I riding upon
Starlight's back—t'wards the outlaws'
camp in the secret depths of Sherwood.

Night fell fong ere we came thither,
for 'twas a long ery from the Dblingd
man's glade. When at last we reachied
the camp, 'twas to find Lantern and
Robin Hood just returned from a day
and a night of weary searching. A wild
shout arese fram all the bowmen there,
a wondrous cheer, to see me unhacmed,
save for the slight wounds I had taken in
the combat with De Vaux and his men.

And ah. that Jook in Lantern’s eyes as
he gripped my hand aud locked up into
my face, laughing,

Soon after that Friar Tuck and the
Miller returned to the camp for tidings,
and never shall I forget Tuck's great
booming veice bellowing his delight as
he wrung my hand.

A wondrous night that was! Lon, the
hunchback, was very jovous to tee me
safe, and his merry josting sot aur
laughter ritiging, And then, by the
light of the leaping fire that roared in
the clearing nigh the central cak, 1 told
them all my tale,

Word for word, as I remembered it,
I told them that which the blind man
had told nie of my babyhood, and of my
father. 1 bared my chest, showing
them all the scar where that hirthmark
had been.

When at last my story was ended, a
great silence there was. Then suddenly
"twas broken by the voice of Ranuli of
the Plough.

“Tis true!” he muttered hoarsely,
“*Tis truet! For I knew vour father,
my Lord, and now can I see full well
that you are son of Kdward Athelstane,
Your biue eyes ave as hix eves, your
golden hair is like to his. The cardiage
of your head, and vonr great frame and
wondrons strength—ay, no one who has
seen vour gallent father could ever
doubt but that yvou are flesh and blom]
of the Eart: of Charndene!”

He pauscd: ihen his muttered words
grew land and clear. He sprang to his
feet with flashing eves, and waved his
cap high above his head as he shanted -

“Hail!  Hatl! Hatl  to Richayd
Athelstane the ear]!”

They all took up that shout, and the
voices of the hundred outlaws thun-
dered out with deafening sound in the
clearing as they sprang madiv to their
feet, and waved their caps, and elashed
their swords, and cheered and shouted
like wen gone mad.

“Hail!  Hail!  All hail to Richard
Athelstane, Farl of Charndene !

But at last the clainour died away, and
all eyes were turned upon me. I stood
there in the tense stiliness as they waitod
for me to speak; vet scarce knew 1 what
to say fo those gallant outlaws, aud a
lnmip had risen in my throat.

Haltingly I thanked them, and then |
tuined to Robin Hood, where he stoad
at my side, strong amwd vigorons, his eves
strangely aliglt, and his beavd touelied
to copper in the -haking Lirelight.

“But though 1 am the carl, l:mugh
this great demesne = vightiully e
own, nothing ean T do without vown
help, brave outlaws!” I sand, =1 am
powerless ta fight for that which is mine,
save that the handred gallant bowmen
of Robin Hood will march at my back.
And i veturn, navght have 1 1o offer

All suddenly there came a wild ery.

A grey shape came leaping 'twixt me and the
cross-bowman—even as the deadly bolt flew forth to slay me.
horrid, unearthly shrizk that curdled the blood within my veins.

Another cry—a
With up-flung

arms the Blind Man of Tarn dropped to earth, the cross-bow boit in his heart.
{See poge 24.)

them, only that if right prevails, no
longer shall the fair demesne of Charn-
dene be an accursed place of oppression
and murder. If I prevall o'er the
nsurper, then shail my lands be peopled
with happy men auod free men, living
in pesce and joy ‘neath the white bunner
of my sires,”

I ceased speaking, and looked around
at the great cuclo of strong, tanned
faces, and the gleaming eyes of the
men of Sherwood.  And then a mighty
shout rapg out, ficree and wild, and
Itohin Hoaod, his strong tecth gleaming
white as he smuled, eried so that all could
hear :

“What more could you ofler us, my
Lord Richard? What more could 1 and
my merry men ask than that? Awv, we
will fight "neath your banner, lad—never
donbt us!”

And with that promise ringing in my
cars, Robin Hood's hand gripped mine!

Sir Lancelot !

IIE next day a strong party of vs
I set ont for the spot where 1 had
been captured by Hugo,

I had flung the talisman into
the thick undergrounth, and the chances
of 1ts being fonnd <cemed very slender,
Itut "twas not sale to trust to chance, {or
now that 1 had escaped from the Black
Welf, 'twas very certnin that be vwould
scotir all that place for the talisman until
he found it

When we reached the spot, though no
ane was to be secen, the trampled grass
and ‘the broken bushes showed very
clearly that Hngo had been before ns.
Many hours his men must have searched,

judging by the signs: whether their
search had been successful or otherwise
we could not know,

*If Hugo has found this precious tals-
man, this great treasure is lost to us for
ever,” muttercd Lon, who had accom-
panied us,

Buat & wondrous fortune was ours! For

scarce had the cutlaws formed a long
line, which was to move slowly forward
across all that place, examining every
inch of ground in passing, than there
came a bellow from Friar Tuek:
“ By ail the seints!” roared he, " Tere
it hangs, my sons, in this hazel above
my head! No wonder the Black Wolf's
rufians failed to tind i, for soch evil
spawn keep their exes ever from heaven!
The brambles 'neath it are all broken
and trampled where they seavched, and
all the time it swung oer their heads!
Ho, ho, a merry jusi "

And, reaching up, the brawny Friar
fifted the leathern plait that Lore my
talisman from the twig uparn which it
had been cavght,

"I'was a yare stroke of luck indeed, and
very thankfully did 1 <lip 1t once more
arnund my neck. For though 1 was no
holder with old wives' superstitions, yet
must I confess that ill-fortune seemed
cver fa come to me when T was without
that tahsman. For when I had Jeft it in
the eare of Kobin Hood to journey to the
tonrnament at Charndene, e Vaux had
captured us at the red inn, and dragged
usz captive belore Jlugo; and later that
night, with Huwre's talisman in my very
hands, it had been snatched from me.
And wpon the sccond time that [ came
to be without it, though I had escaped
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freen Thaso, ¥ odmcd afl Lae dial vpan il
Lk of 1y ovn sarhore!
S Naw 1o snake our old fuiemd, Golbart

de Vawuy, tell ns what was wew upon
Fivuga's taliswan. cre G 1 |
crished ie Tneait bos heed T 4 bLar
tern, ns we turned oo meve e s the
etthivws” camp.

"o some howrs ore we veached 3

ared on dhe way thiber 1 leavnt from
Wadin Homd of tilings that had come o
the camp a fovw dave agone—tidings of
the king!

Hl pews enouzl: ! Tt seemed that the
Lisn-dleart’s place of conlinement had
bren discovered by the Chancefior, Long-
chatp, Tashop of Elv: Lut a ran-ome of
0o toss than a hundesd thousand arks
was demranded for his celease!

“Paas a bluck hnln [ar Fngland tlad
the Lion eart sailed away open this last
cruise " sand Robin Heod sorroufully.

v it laoks, in teutl, as though the
Prin.o's evil schemes wiil prevail.” mud.
teved Lantern. = Bat it us not despair
Shovhd the Chancellor sueeeed in rising
thi= vast vase-om for s king, be vy
sure that once - herni '||rrnin b srts foot
in Enelond, Princa John's followers will
falt fremm hne hhe  antumpn leaves!
Theiv ceaven hearrs will trendble at tIr-
vers wiisper of e Tion-Mear s pame.

Yhat i w0, sand Rnl in Haod—"if the
vanson ern be yaised ! But what chanee
is there of thai Fer limu[.:h tis said
thai Longechamp <ivives tesperately 1o
raise this great stim, 'ris likely to be but
a vain effort, with the country =0 im-
poverialied. and Prince John luurﬂcll and
hi- evil followers working 'gammst ihe
Chancelior.”

!{obm Heool's woi rds were bot too teoe !

Vo all reabised how mighty «-I{\mlrr was
the chance thut the king would c'er set
foot on Engli-h <ail agatn, and our hearts
wore heavy when at last we came to the
outlaws’ canpe,

I lad all but forgorten Gilbert do
Vaux. Dot back at the camp Robin
Hood sent for the Norman, and lis

guards led hiin before us,

Mighiy savage were e Vaux's eses
as e stood before Robin Hood. The
outlaw turne:l (o me.

“ Ques-

“1le i vour pris oner,
tion him as you will.”

Bit De Vaux. when T questioned him,
devded all hnowledge of the words writ
i:pnn Hogo™s talieman, I turned to
.on

“Bat veu saw Hugo show him the
talisman?” T asked.

L S _:Jnl the hunchback. <1 re-
member it right well. ”ugr} knew not
that I was there, and——"

“'Tis true H' it Farl Tuga showed me
the talisman,” said De Vaux swiftly, his
eves glv.uml\-v darkly wpon the jester.
“Rut T amt no clevk, bot a man of war—
Y could not read the words writ upon it.
I iell you T krow not what the words
were!  Earl Hugo was excited with wine
that night, or I doubt not that he would
ne'er have shown to mie his talizsman,
He has ne'er shown it to me since then.
and he has told me not what words are
writ there.”

“XHe lies!” cried Lon: and again De
Vaux's cves flashed savagely.

I, too, believed that De Vaux lied.
But what was I to do? The man was in
our power, and we might have tortured
him to numke bim speak—in similar case,
he himsell would have hesitated not a
moment ! That he was afraid of torture,

A—

said he,

T eondil ~enwnd “twas but a geeater foar
of Tuen that kept biin sdent. But we
‘Ull}lz Linad Lr:lr; ourselves 10 foree ]Ii~
tonzoe that v,

R BITERE
apeali.” whispered

1=t ooy

Iin

v ta wmake him
1lood to me.
cep him here—
mighty incon.

=l 1o pog want gl

such a pri-oner weddd be
Lot e—"

\ml then Fanern
anl linghed gusiy,

“Tridt by combat ' e he-="there
Les the sohation ' Give thi= man a swoerd,
and det gne apeet lum in faie fight! 1
he overcetes me, et hia go free; if he
i~ overcome. Jet him .|4|x,ul that he iies,
and et bing rell as all bhe knows!”

There carmie 2 neermue of approval from
SO ﬂf ’!‘I(‘ ]Jr)‘\]."l(‘f" iITI{! i L3 A1} ])C
Vaus's eves ligld op at that. For though
e knew  Lantern’s wondeons skl with

pring to his fect

the swoud, set was he bineelf a tine
snordsiuan, and hie saw that Lantern’s
face waa lined and drawn, the resnli of

I weary scarch through Sherwood for
myacll. But then the Norman ericd
pln.l(“}'

“Though T fuve vrosied swords with
vou i lighy, a teiel by eowmwbat s a
matier of a aother kimd 1 wilt undertake
it pob, save wib one of noble Liood !

1 C\pl'lhd ta see Lantern's face grow
dark at the=e encering words,  But he
rrm:l__ with a merry laugh:

“Stab nae ! sags he, “Be not urrasy
upon that poini! Pevchance the blood
\\.1"mn my \mm TUNS Ay l'qhi\ as thine,

prontl Novman! 1la-t ne'ed heard of
one, Sir Lancelot Ashdown?™
e Vaux started  slrangely, Dut

though Lantern :poke to Inm, his eyes
were now  turned  Uwards me—those
golden, fuscinating eyes, dancing like the
evening star!

“1, at least, have heard of that rallant
knight ! 1 craed L‘ng‘l‘l'!_\‘. “ Ay, well do
I know that nmanwe! For the captain of
the men-at-arais at Hadleigh Priory told
the tales of many a brave deed and
gallant enterprise of knight-errantry, and
the name of 8ir Lamelot Ashdown, the
noblest of the English kuights, whose
sires  fell—as  did  mine own'!—with
ITarold at Hastings, was oft-times upon
hli lips®™

“1am he,” said Lantern simply. My
sable shicld, upon it a stag’s head, argent,
was once not unknown to the chivalry of
Europe. But my enemics brought about
my downfall, even az Fulke de Ploermel
Lrought about your father's, They made
it =0 appear that I had done a deed of
great dishonour, and outlawed 1 became,
fint "neath the name of Lantern, which
15 not vastly nnlike Lancelot, I became
not ill-known to the rcbel barons, the
followers of Prince John, as an enemy
to be feared whene'or single combat was
the order of the day. Vor though Robin
Hood and his merry mien alone knew my
true name, I have still fought, as an out-
law, over for right and the king 1

“ And you never told me!™ T cried.

“Brab me,” laughed he, “but I vow
I liad all but forgotten, till our old friend
De Vaux fickled my memory. And jas
for the outlaws, they had pmnm:\d ne'er
to tell a soul who I really was.”

And with that strange, wondrous knaw-
ledge rmgmg in my brain, I took my
place "twixt Robin Hood 'and Alan.a.
Dale, as Lanteri and De Vaux, with the
merry men of Sherwood ringed around,
faced each mher with naked swords in
the dving light of eventide for the great-
est light of Lantern's life!

The Seerat of the Goid!

I ANTERN was armed the
sword he laved -a ar , slene
der blade, bt s o vibhea, De

Vianx had choser n weanon long

and beave, amd never had T o-cin g

face lock o viuet and fivree w3 now,
s Sean nedk was thyvesr fore avd Jrom
s Black tanic, on wihih wos eme
Liotdesed his crwblern of the five wlie
Foses, rp”“ his v ke faoe was a
Ionk ol dreadful bate amd malie 6s bhe
alared at Lanteen, aud hiz Upe were
movieg quecyiy, Upan his brow was
the livel scar that U had once pur wpon

it,

As for my comvade, thengh his eves
were  bricht awl vigilant,  his  faeo
recined very pale and fatigued, Degpe
lined was his [ace. like thur of a sick
wan, anid 1 1ewmeimbered what Alwisn-
Dale had told e of Lantern's bare

i from death when e visited the
vasite of Charndene i disgui-e in search
of me. Had he beon well, never wonll
1 have doubred his skill for a moment;
but now, a sudiden fear smote me. What
it the ht!ic svovdsman  should  not
provail?

Bur despite his 11'1!0 fined face, very
shight and bovish id Laniern lock as
IH‘ \fcmi there in the cirele of the owt-
laws, facing De Vaux. His wiie shirt
Was thrown open at the chest, showing
lis tanned neck; s sleeves were rolled

Lack, and he wlupped the air lightly
with his slender =word as De Vaux
approaciied him.

And thep, with a sndden gay laugh

from my comrade, their steel clashesd
tiereely !

Ay. just that ene lungh he gave;
then hiz face set grim and Brm.  But
I missed the merry twinkle of his eves,
which most times danced like gqltlen
stars when he fought, and my hewrt was
heavy ro miss it now.

De Vaux swung his great weapon,
and rushed with a savage shout to the
uttack. Lantern sprang back, and De
Vaux followed hot wpon him with a
sweeping stroke of his blude, which was
swiftly parried. Then Lontern darted
in, and a: he thrast at lus antagonis
the sword-play was so wondrous swift
that ¥ could not follow it.

Those flashing blades leapt with a
merry ring, but all the while anxious
fears were crowding in my hearr. For
quick though he was, [ could sce that
‘twas indeed as I bhad feared ere the
combat commenced; Lantern was not
displaying quite the same lightning
swiftness thar had made his name one
to be so feared. While De Vaux, upon
the other hand, amazed me with the
fierceness and skill of his attack—he was
fighting now as I had never scen him
fizht before!

Ever a fine swordsman, the Norman
was excelling humsell this day! A ery
choked in my throat te see Lantern slip
u}mn the grass. ‘There came a2 shout
of evil triumph from De Vaux, and he
ran madly in, striving to cut niy com-
rade down. But though he was upon
one knee, I saw Lantern’s nimble blade
dart up at his enemy once, twice, thrice
-—and with a curse {Jc Vaux was driven
back, his chance lost.

The Norman aimed a cut at Lantern
that nearly split my comrade’s skull; had
he leapt aside an instant later than he
did, “twould indeed have ended the
struggle there and then. But somehow
the Jittle swordsman escaped that hiss.
ing blade, and a moment afterward he
was attacking De Vaux with a fierce
vigour that filled me with amaze.
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“Hail ! Hail !

Hail to Richard Athelstane, the earl!”

gone mad, (Nee page 23.)

- . ; They all took up the shoui, and the voices of the outiaws
thundered out with deafening sound in the clearing as they waved their caps and clashed their swords and cheered like men

Cursing  horribly, the Norman was
idriven back relentlossdly before the light-
ming sword-play of Laniern. In the
hash, broken ouly by the song of the
swotds, and the soft, swift footsteps of
tho antagomists, the tense oxcitement of
those who watched conld be folt s the
striness like a thing tangible,

Robin Hood’s face was set gvim and
fiem, Jus exes flashing ar cvery good
stroke and skilfub passage.  Upon my
left B oeould hear the breath of Alan-a-
Nale coming short and sharp as he leoned
forward, nughty ecager, & Land upon
cither knee,  From Friar Tuck T heard
a deep grant of approval as Lantern pay-
rind a terrible, sweeping blow. And
then a wild shout broke from all the
outlaws as Lautern sent his foe's weapon
twisting From hig land,

Many of them, I think, expected 1an-
torn to take thes chavee; Lut I, whe
Enew Lantern better than they, gucssed
that he would scorn fo gain the victory
=0 casily, He waited while e Vauox
snatehed up bis weapon; aud then ey
were steiving  desperately  agein

Many a munute passed, and vet conld
reither steike the other down! A fight
c0 ficree and long have 1 never Leheld?
Amt ihen T eried out io wee De Voux's
Ulade pierce my comyrade’s arm.

Lantern's sword fell to the grass, and
I thought that the Nonuau would leap
npon im, Par to my amaze Pe Yanx
drew back,  He waz not so utterly evi)
as to slav s foe, after los Wfv had been
geanted him in sinilar case Lot a few
mmnotes azone,

T give you your Tife. Siv Lancelat,”
said he haughtily, 1 truasi thas imen of
Ir-uhlc Llaad, though the one Le out
lawed —

Lantern faughed his pay laugh

“vammrerey, wmy Lond Gilberr,™ said
he, "1 kindly spoken. Dut T accept
my life fram no ome who heaes allegi-
ance to the Rlack Wolf and Prince Joln,
Guartd yourself "

Auwd slooping, he picked up his sword jrhat which aroused his suspicions, and

in his left hand?

There was o murmur of amaze from
all wronwsl o this mad, rash aer.  Gil-
Tert de Vieux was vastly takea aback.
Bt then his brow darkened, and e gave
# suecving fungh.,  He came forward,
it Cantern did net. as [ expected,
avant the olher’s attack !

With his left hand, Tantern drove his

for before him! "Twas glorious 1o
watelr ihe sword-play—ne’er had I scen

the like! .
Those fNazhing blades, Dke dancing

tongucs of fire, bewitched me! I conld
not have tinned my eyes had I so wished.
And then suddenly there came a screech
of steel. *Twas all so swift that 1 could
not sec all that happened, but the next
moment, with a dreadin! seream, De
Vaux bad tossed his arms and let {all
his long sword, and crumpled sideways
upon the grass!

When "twas seen that he was dying,
we caviied him to one of the huts, and
there lefe him with the Triar. Twas
some Lime ere Tock ecame out to us, a
strange look upon his face.

“He Vauy i dead,” sanl he quietly.
“Tart o was shriven ere he died. And
in his lust minutes his conscienee awoke,
atul remerseful e became Tde all hes
cvil ddeeds with Huge: and a strange
tale has he tokl e, for he wished to
make amends for helping o wrong you,
lad, to rvob vou of vqur vights as Earl
af Charodene 7

Wo listened, puzzled and eager, and
Turk went on,

“That + talisman which Ve Blois
destrexed was bt a sham ™ said he.
*Whethier it had foeled him, av,whether
he vealised the truth and destroved it
bhut to rou-e vou, lad, we can pever
know. Bat h seems that on the day of
vhe tourney at Charndene, IHugo saw
your eyes upon the talisman around his
neck, zaw them gleam through the bars
of your visor as thoy rested on it! "Yuas

caused himi to have you followed io the
Red Inn. And fearing that an attempt
would be made upon the talisman, he
changed it for a false one, with false
words writ upon i, and charged Dia
Vaux with the costody of the real tabs-
man !

I dvew o deep, wondering breath.

“ 8o that was why Hugoe did not fight
more liercely to defend it when I took
the talisman from him in the north
tower!" I cried,  “T thought then that
he was weak with his wounds; but 1
should have known he would never have
allowed me to iake it so easily, And
"(was but a faked thing!”

Tuck nodded.

" Ay, Hugo is a cunning rascal! And
now De Vaux bhas given it to ine to give
to you, lad, bidding you find the gold
and do with it what vou will 1"

And with that the Friar held out some-
thing that daugled vporr a slender chain
of steel—a rongh hall-civele of pohished
horn, such as was wy ownl”

As in a dream I taok it from him and
slipped my own talisman from around
my neck,

' They it ! eried Lantern.

“Ax,” Iinurwared, * they fit!"”

And a steange light was in tny cyes,
1'il warrant, as I stared down at thoso
twa pieces of the broken talisman that
so many men had strivem to lbring
together for so long !

The seervet af the geld was in wy bands
at last ! What words was 1 about te read
npon it?

{Even though the seeret of Sherwnod
Gold is in Tom Hadleigh's Inmads vinele
miight happer eve ouwr brave gowg
hervo comes into his orwen as the righiful
Fari of Charndene. The concluding
chaplers of this amazing storyg will
keep my readers’ interest at o high
piteh. Don't niiss the next and final
instalment of this gevial, Logs!)

THE MacxrT Lirkaky.  No, 865.
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YOUR EDITOR'S CHAT!

ON SALE TO-DAY!

HOSE well-known words will poss feom
mouth te mouth among my many
l thousands: of loyal readers who have
heen looking ' forwivd to the time
vien the “ HOLIDAY AN\L'AL * mukes ity
-qrpvm.m;e on the market., " Well, the DAY
ta lere!  Every bookstull. in the kingdom
will be graced by the 1025 edition ol this
world-famons bosk ; cvery boy and girl who
have fonnd those pr-pul.u characters, Harry
Wiharten & Co, Tom BMerry & o, snd
dimmy Silver & Co., as part and purcel of
1beir existence will he eager to secure this
wander * Anuual ” telling of their fucther
adventures.  And those adventures, mark me
will, will add fresh laurels to the trio of
anithors whose works are read in every
wiatter of the globe, [ refer, aff conrse, to
Missrs, Itichards, ©lifford, aud Conquest.

360 PAQES OF SOLID VALUE!

a how we can dereribe the ' Holiday
.t Pherets not adry line in it frem
wiing- to ehd: © Aboundiog in ‘stories,
arlicivs, poedi=, piays, tricks, eolonred piates,
aod splendid phwtogravures that have been
cobiected awd compiled nfter due ecousidera-

tvin of wint THE COMPANION PAPERS
Pt BLIC mecns,  this year's  “ Holiday
Vel 7o surpaeees any tliug your Editor hus

pettierio pit before yon,

RON'T LEAVE IT TOO LATE!

That's bt oa pieee of  Friendiy  adviee,
! Theve s housed € be a rush at every
' conbs' tlromghont the eountry.  Fvery-

ol \ull he clamoirring for the “ HOLIDAY
ANXUALY aml seme, alus! might think it
eopveniEnt to lvave their grder untit » Iater
fate From what I ean guther from the
thon-nmls of Jetters that-Juve ponred-into
thi- oliice eoncerning the new “ ANNUAL,™
SaeleTs going to be w record safe. ‘That

hring so, some wnfortunuzte people are going
1o be disuppointed. You don't want yoor
lmw! pewsagent to geeet vou with * Sold ‘out,

Sl wlhew yon” Sppiy . for & copy of the
CAmmal, do et There's poor consolatiou
i thet,  Therefore—

OADER YOUA COPY NOW!

Now for a few remarks aboul gext Mon-
doy’s bumper programme of good things.
As usual, there will be an extra- -long story of
Harry Wharton & Co.. telling of their ex.
periences. in Bisken, telling, too, of Billy
fiunter's wisfortaves, for the Owl of the
ltemove continually puts bLis foot. into it,
and is for ever oa the “ groose,” Rpace does
aob permit of my ~dealing further with next
Monday's grand stery, but {rom the- title
afone Sou can gather more thun an idea of
what i3 to come. Make no mistake about
it, my ehims,

*"'THE OALL OF THE DESERT!"

will rhuk a6 the fneai story Ar. Frank
tichurds Nixs ever written, and having sai!
that I will leave il for you to endorse my
word:.  Tell ¥o0r chinms about this amazing
serit= of holiday sdventore stories, and per;
stade them to make the acguaiptance of
Frank Richprds.  Woateh their frces when
they vepd their ficst “ Magnet *!

¢ SHERWOOD QOLD ™
{Conclusion.)

It is with regeet almost that I pen these
words, for Mr. Francis Warwick has proved
himsell « prolific aud skilled writer, who
speeindises i yorns dealing with the “goad
old days.” But all good things must come
to an eid, and thos next week we see the
curtain ringing 'down on “Sherwopd Gold.”
Tom Hadleigh romes dnto bis own, as Is
only right and proper; the same may hs
suid of Lantern. the fittle swordsman who
Iins endeared himszelf to you all. But there,
vou will find these tiings out for }ou:selvea
next Mouday.

QRAND NEW SERIAL!
A headline 4z most sppropriate In
And the new serlal F

Sueht
thie circomstapees.

Wave in mind iz weitfen by pone otber thin
Hedley Scott. who made sich a .hib wilh
“ A Marked Man'” and * The Vellow Claw.”
This time Mr. Scott has gone eub to recond
the srrogeles of ‘four tough young feHows
who lhave fallen on bad times. Your sym-
pathy, 1 feel positive, will go ouwt o them
when you bave Rpishied resdthg the first
instalment of

“FOUR AGAINST THE WORLD!"

That’s the title, chums; look out for it
the week after pext! As an extra fit-bit ¥
may be allowed to mention that Ferrers
Locke, the wirard detective, plays a part m
this coming treat,

OUR BIKES!

On page 22 of this issue will be found the
name and’ address of the prizewinner in the
* Alonzo Fpdd # Charaeters Competition. He
wins a Handsome Royal Enflleld bicycle listed
at LB, Now, chums, there are plenty more
hikes to be won, and it's up to you-to “bag
m."  There's nothmg diffiewit about this
competition—five minutes’ work, and one of
those £& bicycles may be yours. Sueh n
wandertul opmnlt does not come -yery
often, and, after 'sl, opportunities shouid
be ecized with enthustsm. LI S0y RO nore
exeept to remind you thpt the entrawes
COnpon i be found on gage 6. Go in ad
win !

WHAT EVERY MAGNETITE SHOULD
DO !

Complaints have reaclied me Tutcly foom
different parts of the covotry that rt"ullr'
have found difficulty in secoriug theid cupiv-
of the “Mugnet.” That iz a compluiut
possessing  one  remedy—a very  wimply
remedy.  Oftea have I mpre%ed npen my
layul chums the need for ordering their copy
of the * Mngnet ¥ in advance, In the circunt-
stances, it witl bear repetition, sl should
be acted upon. Don't forget, my dizap-
pointed chums, to

ORDER NEXT WEEK'S ‘“MAQNET *
NOW !

2’6
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Strenglhening

ARE YOU

of meeting po(aple. mixing in company, goleg to social gather:ugs
¥0u lack Self-tonlidence, suller :from Nérdohs
Fears, Depression, Blushing, Timidily,
full of Courage, bright and

ny stemps for particulats of .the Men!
. reatment.
FUNDED. — GODFRY ELLIOTT-SMITH, L n., ‘643, lmpcual
Buildings, Ludgats Circus, London, E.C, 3.
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MAG]G TRIBKS

Instrument.
Privefd: e 11 Aforl)

etc.—Parcela, 2/8, 5/8. Ventrilogquist’s
Invisible.
=T, \\ 1larrison, 239, Pentonville Rd., London, N1

Imitate Birds,

HEIGHT COUNTS

‘o winning suceess, Let the Glrvan Bystem Increase
your height. “Wondetful results. i ry
ticulars and our £100 goaranies
A.M.P.. 17, Strond Green Road. London, N
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M‘A’GIC TRICKS, Etc.

Ventriloquist’s Tnstrurment.
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Beasts, 6. each, 4. for -1/-—P. FEARING, |
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