“FOUR AGAINST THE WORL!"

Grand Sporting and Adventure Serial Starts To-day.

(Read this week's amazing complete story of Harry Wiarton & Co.—"" Foes of the Sahara! " —describlag their adveatures
inm Northern Alrica —iaside.)



GET BUSY WITH THE COUPON ON PAGE 6, BOYS!

Your Editor ls always
are in trouble or need

omrknY, The

“FOUR AGAINST THE WORLD !
By Hedley Scott.

N this isspe ‘of your favourite paper
you will find the opening chaljlters
of our grand new sporting and ad-
venture serial. The Melton brothers

are courageous, big-hearted fellows, de-
termined to win through. On their side
18 youth and its proverbial optimism;
but even the cheery spirits of these
Meltons suffer a sct-back in the sccond
instalment. It would seem that an un-
Kind fate is for ever dogging their foot-
steps—just when success is imminent a
reverse of the wheel sets in.

UP AGAINST IT!

fully describes their position in the busy
metropolis wherein they hope to accom-
plish great thinslg‘ Will they win
through or not? That is a big question
which T will leave Mr. Hedley Scott to
answer in his own ipimitable way.
Make no mistake about it, chums, this
powerful story 1s going to create a bi

sensation. “Be sure and follow it through
from week to week. Perhaps your non-
reader chum would be pleased to make
the acquaintauce of the Meltons. You
can cffect the introduction by lending
him your copy of the MaGNET for this
weck—next Monday he'll want to buy
lits own copy sure as “egEs is eggs !

adwice. A’

Amalgamatéd Press (1
Stroet,

«]N THE POWER OF THE SHEIK !”

By Frank Richards.

This is the next ripping story n our
grand holiday series dealing with Harry
Wharton & Co. in Northern Africa. The
plucky Removites still forge on into the
desert, Billy Bunter still continues to
“grouse ” from morn till night, but the

al looms nearer with each setting of
the sun. Somewhere in the deep recesses
of the désert lies Major Cherry—a
prisoner in the hands of Mustapha ben
Mohammed, the usurper sheik. At his
side, unruffled by the turn of events, is
young Ali ben Yusel, the rightful sheik
of the wild Tahar tribe. ege two—
the man and the hoy—are [hghting a
battle with themselves. And the stake

THE EYE OF AHMED,

a sacred talisman that, according to
custom, must always be in the posses
sion of the rveigning chief of the tribe,
Mustapha ben Mohammed would give
his soul to possess the Eye of Ahmed, for
without it his position as Sheik of the
Tahar tribe is anything but a sinecnre.
Only Major Cherry, fo whom it had
been entrusted by Ali's father, knows
the whereabouis of the talisman, and
despite Mustapha's tbhreats to put him
to the torture should he remain obsti-
nale, the gallant old soldier refuses to
accept life itself as the price of his
honour.
Tug Macxer Liprany.—No. 867.

Lendon,

to ‘hear from his chums. Write to him when you
stamped

and b rwened anvolo;iv_." Em ensurs &

Lettérs shouie be sddrsssed = The Edior,”

The Flésterny Houss, Farringdon
ECa. !

THE CLIFF HOUSE GIRLS !

'Tis then that the cunning desperade
of the desert plays his trump card. His
men have kidnapped Marjorie Hazeldene
and Clara Trevlyn—in fact, they are now
close prisoners in the Arab camp. Mus-
tapha, knowing the Englishman's code
of honour where women are voucerned,
threatens to put the plucky Chff IHouse
girls to the torture, unless Major Cherry
delivers up the talisman. Shaken to the
core, the old soldier realises that the
positton is hopeless. Heé caunot let these
ﬁoung Eirin suffer on his account. But

ark | Through his despair and misery
come the tramp of feet, the sound of a
familiay voice—a vaice he had been led
to beheve would never greet him again
in thiz world! What does it all mean?
It means that—— Bui there, it would
be spoiling a -good thing to say anything
further. Let Frauk Richards lead vou
to this desert encampment e s awn
way. Iis is the maszter touch of a born
craftsman. Not a dissentient voice will
be raised when my chums have read

<IN THE POWER OF THE SHEIK !

for it beals anything that has ever Aowed |

from Mr. Richards’ pen n the past.
Order your MAGNET carly, boys.  This
wonderful story must not ou any account
be missed,

—

I; FOOTBALL !
1 Hurabh' E ne's walking about
with a smi!i:n;‘?nge mow that EKmg
Footer has come iste hiz own again,
and what better, my churs, than a
special supplement to celebrate the grand
ocegsion. The “Herald " staff  has
turned up trumps once wmorve, Both the
serious and frivolous side of football have
been treated in this coming supplement,
and you'll vote it a huge success. Liue
up, Goye, for the kick-off L

A BIKE FOR THREE WORDS !

Refecence must be made to our simple
competition—which, by the way, is going
great guns—and its wonderful weekly
prize, An £8 bicycle s not a prize to be
snvered at. Every week your Editor is
offering ane of these haudsome * jig-
geré ' free.  Thiuk ef it, chums, for
three words one of these bikes may Le
youts, There should be very little hest-
tation on your part in filling wp the
coupon on page 6—it costs yau pothing
excopt the rli)';ue-ha'ponrry stamp to cover

ostage. For simplietty, too, the
Macspr © Characters ¥ Competition rve-
quires a lot of beating—a glance at the
winning line at the foot of theso columns
will wdicate bow easy it is. 'Nuft said!

THE HOLIDAY ANNUAL.

Now is the tiwe to trot along to your
newsagents and securc a copy of
world famous book. There’s bound to be
a rush for 1t—360 pages ol real value
such as yonr editor offers for the modest
price of six shillings is a bargain indeed,
and where there are bargains there are
crowds. Most of you are familiar with
the * Holiday Annual " and its wonder-
ful attractions. Besides containing long
complete stories of your fayvourite charse-
ters— Harry Wharton & Co., Tom Merry
& Co., aund Jimmy Silver & Co.—the
Annual abounds in stirring stories of
adventure on land and sea, plays, poems,
tricky, gorgeous coloured plates, apd
splendid photogruvures, cte.
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GLASGOW READER WINS

A BICYCLE

THIS WEEK!

Result of ‘“Hurree

HARRY STANLEY

Yoker

for the following line :

* Sometimes Needs Interpreter!”

Three words for an £8 bicycle, chums!
repeated this week—you’ll find full particulars on page 6.
Go in and win!

e

Competition !
In this competition a prize of a Gent’s ** Royal Enfield”
Bicycle has been awarded to:

3, Beechmount Cotts,

Singh” Characters

HILL,
Road,

Scotstoun, W,

GLASGOW,

The offer is
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Beneath a scorching sun our Greyfriars chums trudge their weary teay through the vast Sahara—an endless visia

of sand and rocks, bushes shrivelled by the intense heat, ond an occasional clum p of stately palms.

During the

day the wild beasts of this illimitable desert dog their footsteps ; at night their dismal hoiwls break in upon the
But these plucky Remavites still trudge on torwards their goal, scorning to

slumbers of Harry Wharton & Co,

relreat from the steaithy —
- = ;

THE FIRST CHAPTER.

The Oasls In the Sahara !
a. DOZEN palm trees, rearing tall,

graceful heads against the blue.

A straggle of serubby bush,

scorched by the heat. A tiny
spring, welling up, glistening among the
sand particles. And round and about,
on all sides, the Sahara—the endless,
illimitable desert!

By the palm trees, a little tent, and
eight camels stretched on the carth, at
cest.

It was the camp of Harry Wharton &
Co. of the Greyfriars Remove, far
enough pnow from Greyfriars.

Many a long hundred miles lay be-
tween the Famous Five and the old
school they had left bebind.

Harry Wharton stepped out of the
tent, vubbing his eyes. The sun had
leaped up in the east—it was a new day
in the desert. The last howling hvena
had retreared, darkness rolled away like
a curtain that i= drawn. Harry stood
before the tent and looked round him.
Norih, scuth, east and west the view
was the same—sandy flats that stretched
on to the horizon, seemingly endless,
No sign of life, no wandering Arab
horseman, not even a bird on the wing.
In all that vast expanse all was silent
and still as in death, save in the camp
of the Grogfriaes juniors at the tiny
oasis.

“Hallo, bhalla, hallo!” Tt was Beb
herry’s  voice.  “Wake up, you
slackers !”

Jobnny Bull and Nugent and Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh ecame out of the
tent. Billy Bunter did not come out.
EHis resonant snore was still heard.
Bunter hated the desert and everything
connected with it. But it had one advan-
tage—there was no rising-beil in the
Sabara! Billy Bunter snored on con-
teatedly.

“ Nothing in sight,” said Johnny Buli,
staring round at the sandy plain. “I
heard a lion a good many times during
tho night. Lucky he gave us a miss.”

“The Juckfulness was tovrifie,” re-
marked Hurree Singh, “and still more
lucklul that the esteemed and exeerable
Mustapha ben Mohammed has not found
us.!}

“I fancy we're safe enough here from
the jolly old sheik,” said Frank Nugent.
“Looking for anybody in this desert
must be like looking for & needle in &
haystack."”

“Only we're going to look for him
soon,” said Rob. “That's when the
cireus will begin.”

“No good meeting troubles half-way,”
said Frank cheerily, *“What about
brekker 7"

“Bunter ! Bob shonted into the tent.
“Bunter !"'

“ Groogh I”
““Turn ount
“Sha’n’t !”
“ Brekker !" roared Bob.

“Mmmmm " mumnbled Bunter. Even
the magie word brekker failed to rouse
him. He turned over and slumbered
again,

“The fat duffer!” growled Bob, “1f
he hadn’t been a born idiot he wouldn't
have landed himself on us for this trip.
Asd now we're here, the born dummy
wants to take it easy. Tl give him
easy. Bunter!”

* Mmrmymm !

“Wake vp!”

“Groogh ! Beast !

“Are yvou coming out of that?”

“Mmmmmm !”

Bob Cherry reached into the tent, He
grasped hold of a plump ankle and
prlled. There was a roar from within,

“Yarooh! Leggo!”

“ Come out !V

“Sha'n't!" welled Bunter,

“Well, your jolly old ankle’s coming,”
said Bob. “You can please vourself
sbout coming along with it.”

“Ow! Deast!"”

Bob Cherry tugged at the ankle. It
camo out of the tent. Needless to say,
the rest of Willlam George Bunter
followed it.  The Owl of Greyfriars
landed in a sprawling heap before the
tent, yelling.

T

_,_—._‘_ﬂ:n_;—ﬂ_?—:——; A Magnificent New

-

., Long Complete
~ Storyof Harry
Wharton & Co,,

describing their
breathless adven-
tures in the heart

of the Sahara.

“Ow! Beast!
Bob Cherry 1"

“Go it !” chuckled Bob.

"1 say, vou fellows, if you think I'm
going to stand this you're jolly well mis-
taken !” roared Billy Bunter.

“Shnpt up, Bunter!” said Harry Whar-
ton. “We're starting early. Don’t you
want to feed before you start ?”

“I don't want to start.”

“Do you want to be left behind, fat-
head 7

“I want to get back to Biskra, and I
don't want to start for a coupie of hours
vet,” hooted Bunter.

“Well, we're not going back o Biskra,
and we're going to start under half an
hour,” said the captain of the Remove.
“Ploase yourself about grubbing frsi.”

“ Beast !"

Billy Bunter picked himself up and
yawned, and rubbed his eyes, and
jammed his spectacles on his fat, little
nose. He gave the IFamous Five a
glare of scornful reproach. According
to Bunter, bhe was a deeply-injured
person.

He had insisted vpon joining the ox-
pedition into tho deserf, refusing to be-
lieve that (here was anv danger—till it
was too late. Now it was clear cven to
Bunter's obtuse brain that the journey
was & terribly perilous one. Bunter's
idea was that they should head for
Biskra at once, and get oul of the desert
at the earliest possible moment,

As the Famous Five had set out to
make an attempt to rescue Major Cherry,
now a prisoner m the hands of the desart
sheik, Mustapha ben Mobammed, they
were not likely to act on Bunter's sug-
gestions., Bunter's comfort, and Bunter's
safety, werc secondary considerations fo
them, To Billy Bunter they loomed up
as tho most 1mportant considerations
within the wide circle of the universe.

Billy Bunter and the Famous Five
wore not likely to agree on that subject.
Fortunately, it did pot matter whether
Bunter agreed with the Famous Five o1
not.

'l jolly well lick you,

Tae MacgNer Lisrary.—No. 867
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Bunter blinked round at the spacicus
desert and grunted. He would have
given all the treasures of Africa to have
exchanged it for the view from the pier
at Blackpool.

“T say, you fellows—— )

“Don’t  bother!” said Bob. His
father's danger was ever present to Bob
Cherry's mind, and it was telling a little
on his good temper. lle found it less
casy than of old to bear with Billy
Bunter’s perpetual grousing.

“1 say,” howled Bunter, “let a fellow
srcak, can't you? I'm the only chap in
this party with any sense in his head.
Look here, I'l] start as early as you like
if you fellows will agree to head for
RBiskra.”

“Cheese it !”

“Weve had enough eof i1, =aid
Bunter, "1 know I have, at any rate.
I don't want to see any more of dashed
descrts than s fellow can see on the
films at home. See!”

“Yes. Now dry up.”

“As for resewing your pater, Bob,
that's all silly rot.”

“Is it 7 growled Boh.

“Yes, and you know it. As for All
ben Yusef, blow him. I never did like
the chap at Greyfriars. The brute rte-
fused to cash a postal-order for me, T
remember. He's only a heastly Arab,
anyhow, and if the other beastly Arabe
want to do him in, Jet 'em! That's what
I say!"

“ And that’s about enough,” remarked
Frank Nugent.

“The enoughfulness
esteemed fat Bunter.”

“If you fellows go locking for treuble
with that thumping old sheik Mustapha
you'll find it. bad,” went on Bunter.

" That's very likely,"” assented Harry
Wharton.

“The brate would think nothing of
sticking the lot of you.”

“We know that!”

“ And me, too!” howled Bunter.

“Yes, yos; give us a rest!”

“You—you blithering idiot!” roared
Bunter, in great indignation. “Do vou
think I want to be stuck ?”

“If you weren't a born duffer, you'd
be safe in Bickra now, with Hazel, ™ said
Nu?mt' “Now it’s too late, so dry up.”

“Lot's go back at once—"

'You—you rotters—"

Bob Cherry picked up a tent-peg.

;“{hem will you have it, Bunter 7 he
asked,

“ Beast I

Bunter dodged the tent-peg, and re-
lapsed into sulky silence. o was sulky,
© was angry, he was alarmed for hie
precious skin,  Nevertheless, his appe-
tite was not affected, and he joined the
Famous Five at breakfast, and for some
time to come his plump jaws were too
busy even for grousing,

3

is terrific, my

—

THE SECOND CHAPTER,
Black Treachery !

i“ OBLE gentlemens—"
It was the voice of Tbrahim,
the guide, from the tent.
Ibrabim, the guide, had
spent the night with his hands bound,
and fastoned to a cord that was tied to

B peg.

g‘e;he chumes of Greyfriars had not stood
on ceremony with the treacherous guide
who had almost sueceeded in betraying
them into the hands of their enemies.
They were taking no chances with
Honest Ibrahim,

*Hallo, hallo, hallo! We may as well
Jet that rotter Joose,” said Bob. '?ettmg

Tre MacxeT LisRary.—No. 867.

up from the sand.
have some brekker.”

Bob stepped into the tent, and releaszed
Honest Ibrahun.

The Arvab guide salaamed effusively to
the juniors as he emerged, smiling, with
a flash of white teeth.

It did not seem to lie on Ibrahim's
conscience that he had been detected in
an act of the blackest treachery. Neither
did he seemn to resent, outwardly, at
teast, his unceremonious handling by the
Greyfriars juniors, Rasczl and traitor as
they knew him to be, lie scemed to be
still seeking Lo ingratiate himself, and re-
cover their good graces.

“ Fine good morning, my noble gentle-
mens!" said Ibrahim, as he salaamed
again.

Bunter blinked at him uneasily.

"I sny, you fellows, you ought to kick
that Arab brute out,” he said. “You
jolly well know he’s only waiting for a
chance to turn on us.”

* My noble sir{” protested Tbrahim.

“Oh, shut up, you dashed nigger!”
snapped Bunter,

“We know it well enough, Dunter,”
suld Harry Wharton quictly. “But we
~<hall take good care that he doesn’t turn
on us, and we haven’t done with him
yot.”

" We could make himi gnide us back to
Biskra, and chuck up this rotten ex-
pedition altogether !” suggested Bunter.

“Cheese it !

“ My noble gentlemens get breakfast.”
said Honest [grahim sorrowfully. “That
is for Ibrehim. You trust Ibrahim: he
do your business, Is not Tbrahim the
dave of the noble English gentlemens
Ibrahim, him make coffee, yes.”

“May as well,” assented Bob. o
know vou can make jolly good coffce.”

“Ibrahim make best coffee in
Algeria,” said the Arab. “TIbrahim,
him very clever fellow. Only honest
guide in  Algeria—all American and
English gentlemens say so.”

“Oh, cut the cackle, and get on with
the coffee,” grunted Johnny Bull. “ You
may as well make yourself useful, as
Fe'\rg’ wot to let you worry ns with your

“Yes, rather 1”

“To hear is to obey, my fine gentle-
niens 1
Honest ¥hrahim proceeded to light a
little brazier and make the coffec. Harry
Wharton kcﬁb his eves on the Arab,
while the other fellows devoted most of
their attention to their breakfast,

In a very short time Ibrahim, smiling
and salaaming, brought them the cuffee,
steaming hot in tiny cups, on a lacquer
tray.

“Very fine good coffee, noble gentle-
mens,”  said  Ibrahim. “Yeou  trost
Ibrahim—he do your business.”

“That smells good,” said
reaching out for a cup.

“Hold on!” said Harry Wharton,

Bunter snorted.

“I'm_jolly well
coffee, I suppose !”
want all the coffee ¥

“Hold on, you fat fool !*

“Rats!”

Wharton reached across, and knocked
the little cap from Bunter's fat hand, as
he was ralaim_-hit to his lips. There was
a yell from Bunter, as the hot coffee
spurted over his knees,

*"Whooooop !”

“What the thump!” ejaculated Bob
Cherry.

“Hold on, I tell you,” said Harry
Wharton. * Ibrahim, vou may take ane
of these cups of coffee.”

“Ow, ow, ow!” howled Bunter.

“1 suppose he's to

Bunter,

oing to have same
e roared. “Do yon

“My noble gentlemens, Thrahim de not
drink with his lordly masters,” protested
the gurde. “Who is Ibrahim, that he
should have so much honour ¥

“Never mind about that,” said Harry,
his lips setting. “ Take that enp of eoffce
at once, and drink it.”"

“Good heavens!” murmured Nugent,
his face paling.

. The juniors understood now what was
in Wharton’s mind. Only Billy Bunter,
mopping his knees, did not heed.

“I'm  wet!” howled Bunter., “I'm
scalded! Ow! Wow ! Wharton, you
l(m)oa.«t. I'l jolly well lick vou for this!

w!”

“8hut up!” roared Bob.

"Ow, ow, wow!”

Wharton was on his feet now, his eyes
fixed on the guide. Ibrahim was still
smiling and making deprecatory gestures,
but there was a gleam of alarm in his
black eyes. His hand went, as f by
instinet, to his girdle, where his knife
had been. But no knife was there now.
The juniors had taken good care to dis-
arm the treacherons Ara

Wharton picked up his rifie.

The other fellows watched him in
silence, as he put the rifle to his shoulder,
and levelled it full at the Arab,

Ibrahim shivered,

He was looking in the face of death,
and he knew it.  Wharton's oye gleamed
along the levelled rifle at him,

“Drink that coffee ! said Harry.

“My noble master—”  faltered
Ibrahim.

“Take it at once, you villain!*

Tbrahim picked up the tiny coffee-cup,
with dusky fingers that trembled,

“The villain?” breathed Bob Cherry.
“Poison 1"

“I think so0,” said Harry,

M Pull the trigger,” said Bob, between
his teeth. *“The reptile isn't fit to live.”

“Let him drink the coffee of his own
making,” said the captain of the Remove
grimly.

Jbrahim’s knees knocked together in
his baggy and brilliant blue trousers. Hjs
dusky face was growing grey in colour.

“Noble master——"

" Drink it 1”

The cup fell from Tbrahim’s hand, and
was shattered in pieces on the sandy
earth. The guide fell en his knees,

“Mercy I he gasped,

“I say, you fellows, what's the row?
Gimme some of that coffec:” howled
Bunter,

“You can have all you like!” snapped
Bob. “It's poisoned.”

“What *” yelled Bunter,

He jerked back his fat hand, as if the
coffec-tup had become suddenly red-hot.

Ibrahim, on his knees in the sand,
raised his dusky hands in beseeching
appeal. Nugent quietly poured away the
remaindee of the coffee into the sand,
The rifle in Wharton's hands bore full
upon the treacherons gnide, and Harry
was strongly tempted to wll the trigger.
Had he done so, not a hand nmong his
eomrades would have been raised to deter
him—even Nugent's kind, good-natured
face was bard and merciless.  The
wretched Arab saw death before him,
and he bowed his turbaned head.

“Allab  is Allah!” he murmured.
“There is no (God but one God, and
Mahomet is his Prophet! Son of a
thousand dogs, you may send Ibrahim to
the houris in Paradise—Gehenna waits
for you and all unbelievers!”

And he bowed his head to death.
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THE THIRD CHAPTER.
For Life or Deaih!

ARRY WHARTON paused.
H It was a pause full of {error
for the wretched miscreant,
kneeling in the sand befare the
rifle.
Wharton lowered the weapon_at last.
Ho was in the desert now, and he had
learned some of the ways of the desert.
In the eyes of the desert Arab, merey
to a defeated enemy would seem nothmg
but foolish weakness. In Wharton's
place, Ibrahim would have pulled
tha trigger without the hesitation of a
moment. But the Greyiriars junior was
made of different stuff.

“ After all, we need the scoundrel,”
said Harry. “Without him, we cannot
find our way to \Iustnpha ben
Mohammed’s encampment,”

Ibrahim looked up

“1 will guide noble English gentle-
mens—I will fght for my generous
maater—-I am Ibrahim, the honest guide
A

“Oh, shut up!” said Wharton, in dis-
gust. “We must keep an eye on the
b;ut(}!}, you fellaws, till we can get rid of

"‘iix at out, you rotter I* growled Johnny
ull.

Honest Jbrabim rose to his fect. He
understood that his life was spared; and
his feeling, probably, was one of con-
temptuous wonder.

He backed away,
went.

“Pack up the tent!” called out Bob
Cherry. The brute may as well make
himself useful”

“Ibrahlm serve his noble masters till
him die!" said the guide.

“ Hold your tongue!”

Ibrahim held his tongue, and pro-
ceeded to take down the tent, and pack
up the camping materials on the bagga e
camels. In a very short time he was
sroiling, polite, o%mive self again. I]\E-n
after his latest sot of black treachery. he
did not seem to have given up the %1

saleaming as he

of ingrafiating himself with his “fine
gentlemens "

While Tbrahimm was packing the
Cﬂmelv. Harry Wharton & Co. held a
brief council of war,

Billy Bunter sat and listened, with a
frowning brow.

To Buater's mind
i rot”

The party had escaped the trap sei
far theran by their treacherous guide—they
had escaped being delivered into the
hands of the sheik. They had a chance
of getting away to safety; and it seemed
to Bunter (‘rzl:& iol] not io take ad-
rantage of it. for Major Cherry
and Ali ben Yusef in the midst of the
savage Arabs of the desert, seemed to
Billy DBunter sheer madness. It was
going to hunt for the danger they had
already narrowly escaped.

Harrs Wharton & Co. saw that quiie
as clearly as Bunter—more clearly, per-
haps. But there was no faltering among
them. They knew that they were taking
their lives in their hands, in the attempt
to rescue Bob's father from the sheik.
They knew how heavily the chances were
against them. DBut Bob was determined
{o save his father or die in the attempt;
and his comvades would never have
dreamed of deserting him,

The titne for hesitation was past. It
only remained for the chums of Grey-
friars to lay their plans as cantiously as
the} could. and trust to fortune for the

it was all utler

I Harry Wharton called to Ibrabim at
ast.

The Arab came up, smiling and salaam-
ing.  Looking at him, it was difficult to
believe swhat smp]acable freachery lay
behind the handsome, dusky, smiling
face. But the Grc&frlars juniors quite
understood “Honest * Ibrahim by this
time, In Biskra and the holiday towns of
Algeria, he was a Iying, persistent, cheat-
ing guide—in the desort he was a primi-
tive Arals, prepared fo cut the throat of
friend or foe for a few franes,

“¥ine gentlemens want Thrahim 7" he
asked. “You trust Ihrahim—he do your
business.”

The Arab really scemed to have for.
gotten the incident of the poisoned
coffee.

The Famous Five, indeed, did not feel
towards him, as they would hgve felt
towards an European for such an offence.
Ibrahim, the child of the sun and the
desert, in his turban fastened by a false
rltbr "his dingy gold-braided jacket, his
brilliant blue trousers and ye]{ow boots.
was hard to take seriously at all

“Iasten to me, Ibrahim,” said Whar-
ton quietly. You know that we left
Biskra to find Major Cherry, who is Mus-
tapha ben Mohammed's prisoner some-
where in the desert.”

“JIhralim, him know.”

“You know where to find the encamp-
ment "

“Know fine.”

“You are going to guide us there.”

The Arab's black eyes glimmered.

“Ibrahim, him gmde' Tbrahim only
honest guide in Algeria."

“I know what you are thinking,”
went on the Gregfriars jumior, in the
same quiet tone. “You think you will
have a chance of handing us over to Mus-
tapha, after all, and getting hold of the
bribe he has offered you to deliver us
into his hands. You can eut that out.
You may bave a chance, I know. We're
risking it. But at the first sign of
treachery, you will be a dead man!”

“Ibrahiin no could betray noble gentle-
mens,” seid the Arab.  “Ibrahim, him
faithful and honest. “'hut- you think?
Bon garcon, mais ouni.”

“How far is Mustapha's camp from
here?”

“{ne day.”

“Then we can wnch it by nightfall?”

“Oh, yes! Yes!”

“We've got to get in sight of the
place, without being seen by Mustapha's

men,” said “atl‘}f

“Na possible.”

“You must make 1t possible, somehow,”
said the eaptain of tLo Remove grimly.
“If we are seen and attacked you will

-get the first bullet throngh your heail.”
Thrahim made a grimace,

** Let him drink the coffee of his own making,”’ said Harry Wharton, levelling his rifle at the shrinking guide.
knees knocked together ; his dusky face grew grey in colour., he
Wharton sternly, The cup {ell from Ibrahim’s hand, and he dropped on fo his knees,

“ Noble master——"*

{brahim’s
an, ‘‘Drink it!’' commanded
“ Mercy ! *’ he gasped. {6ee Chapler 2.)
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“Now think, Ibrahim show emsn)r-
ment to noble gentlemens from a hill,
and desert Aralb no see fine gentlemens.”

“1 thought you could manage it,”
assente® Wharton. *We know quite
well, Ihrahim, that we are very lLikely
going to our deaths—and from that you
can understand that we sha'n't deal
éntly with you »f you pla¥l any tricks,
%"hm we've sighted Mustapha's encamp-
ment, we shell have done with you.”

“Then Ibrahim, him go!” asked the
Arab,

Johnny Bull gave an unﬁrj' snort.

“To warn Mustapha that we're at
hand. No jolly fear!™

“Ibrahim swear—"

“Cheese 1t !” growled Johnny.

“We shall have to leave vou safe
somewhere,” said Harry. “We shall
leave you with Bunter. If we do not
rejoin you, you will know that we have

n killed, and you will take Bunter
back to Biskra. I shall give yoii a letter
to Mr. Hazeldene at Biskra, asking him
to hand you a thousand francs if you
bring Bunter back safely. 1 have left
money in his charge, and you will be
paid.

“Ibrahim understand.”

The Arab gazed curiously at the
juniors. His belief was obvious that they
were going to their death. That little

civcumstance did not trouble Ibrahim,

What troubled him was that he was going
to lose Mustapha's promised bribe for
handing them over to death.

“That's all,"” said Harry. “T depend
on you to keep us out of sight of the
Arabs till we're ready to act. You had
better do so, because your life depends
ok
“Ibrahim know.”

“Now we're getting on, then,”

“I say, you fellows—"

“ (et on your camel, Bunter.”

The Owl of the Remove blinked
angrily at Wharton.

* Look here, for tho last time

“For the last time, shut up!”

“You fellows can chuck away your
lives if vou like!"™ exclaimed Bunter in-
dignantly. “My life’s of some value,

see

“Blessed if T see it,"" grunted Johnny

Bull.

“Oh. really, Bull—"

“YWe're doing the best we can for vou,
Bunter,” eaid s-hrry patiently.  “You
have a chance, at least, of getting back
eafe, if we—if anything happens to us."”

*That's all very well. Pretty selfish
and inconsiderate of you, [ think, to rely
on that Arab thief to take me back to
Biskra. Buppose something happens to
me? I'm not thinking of myself,” added
Bunter loftily. “I've got pluck, T hope.
But what about Marjorie?”
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“Marjorie ?”” repeated Wharton.

“Yes; what would she feel like if any-
thing happencd to me?” said Bunter.
" You know she’s rather spooney in my
direction—— Iere, Bob Cherry, you
beast, keep off!  Yoop! Wharrer you
kicking a chap for? Ow!”

Bob Cherry did not explain what he
was kicking a chap for. But he kicked
hard.

Billy Bunfer made a rush
camel.

He clambered on the kneeling animal,
and the camel lurched to his feet, lifting
Bunter out of reach.

“Beast ! yelled Bunter.

“Let's get off ! growled Bob,

And the Greylriars party turned their
backs on the oasis.

for his

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The Mirage in the Desert!

HE sun was high in the heavens
now—the heat of the tropical day
was burning down upon the
Bahara.

Behind the ecamel-riders, the palms of
the oasis sunk below the horizon of
scorching sand.

Unbroken desert lay around them,
glistening sand-particles kicked up under
the hoofs of the camels. A liggb wind
rose, but it did not bring coolness—it was
hot as the breath of a furnace,

The camels plodded on patiently—the
riders, under their pith ﬁ:lumts, per-
spired in the heat.

Ibrahim ran with the party, urging on
the baggage-camels, active and untiring,
seemingly impervious to heat.

Mile after mile glided under the hoofs
of the camels, and the running feet of
Honest Ibrahim,

How the Arab knew the route, in the
seemingly trackless desert, was a puzzle
to the juniors. Doubtless there were
landmarks visible only to the practised
eye of the son of the desert.

Solitary, fearfully solitary, as the
desert looked, there were not wanting
evidences that other travellers had passed
before them.

White bones of dead camels bleached
in the sun, on the burning sand, relies of
old caravans that had passed, Once the
juniors canght sight of a grinning skull
half buried in the sand.

But for these ghastly relies, the juniors
might almost have believed that they
were the last surviving inhabitants in a
lost world, so deep was the silence and
the solitude.

And yot they felt the fascination of the
great spaces—of the rough open-air life
of primitive man. There was something
within them that answered to the call of
the desert,

Higher rose the sun, hotter grew the
clear air, and the light wind seemed
edged with flame as it fanned their
cheeks,

“T say, you fellows!” hooted Bunter
suddenly.

Wharton glanced at him.

“1 knew you were only pulling my leg.
vou beasts,” said Bunter, with an angry
blink. “1 knew it was only an ecxcur-
sion, and we were getting to a town.

Bh (Ll

“What on earth do you mean!"” de-
munded Wharton, wondering whether
the sun had affected Bunter's sences,

“You jolly well know what I mean!”
snortedd Dunter.  “Look here, turn to
the left a bit, and let’s get to the town
and get some grub there. I'm fed-u
with your measly rations, I can tell
}'OU.“

“fTe’s wandering in his mind," eaid
Nugent.
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“Sunstroke, I suppose,” said Bob.
e—what——  Hallo, hallo, halle!
Hea's right! Look!”

“My hat !

Bunter had raised a faf hand to point
towards the left of the route the Grey-
friars party were following,

The juniors halted their camels,

It was a strange scene that their eyes
rested upon—a startling sceme, in ihe
heart of the desert they had believed
solitary and untrodden,

Less thian a mile away, as it seemed,
rose the high white walls of a eity.

They could ses the gates, wide open,
and moving figures that passed in and
out of an ancient embattled gateway.
Flat garden roofs, soaring towers and
glistening minarets, clustered before their
eyes,

“(reat Scott!"” breathed Wharton.

e gazed in astonishment, incredu-
lousli;. at the scene, He knew that he
was looking upon one of the strange old
cities of the Sahara—one of tho walled
Arab cities accessible only by caravan
across great spaces of desert.

He turned towards Ibrahim,

The Arab guide had halted, with the
rest, and was standing looking calmly
towards the shining city in the sunlight.

“Ibrahim !” rapped out Harry. Fe
dropped his hand to his rifle. His first
thought was that the Arab had tricked
him, and was guiding him to the nearest
town instead of towards the desert en-
campment of Mustapha ben Mohammed
and Bou Saoud.

' Noble gentlemens ™

“What town is that?”

“Iil Geb," said the Arab,

“You know the place?”

“TIbrahim know.”

“And what are vou taking us there
for?" demanded Wharton, his brows set-
ting grimly, * What trickery is this?”

Ibrahim grinned and salaamed.

“No take noble gentlemens to EIl
Geb.” he said. “No could take. Hun-
dred and hundred miles to El Geb,”

“What the thump do yon mean$” de-
manded Dok Cherry savagely. *The
place isn’t a mile away. Why, T ean
make out the watchman on the walls,”

Ibeahim’s grin grew wider,

“Mirage ! he said,

HVWha-a-at?”

fMirage! No real”

“Oh ! ejaculated the juniors together.

They hiad heard, of course, of the
mairage n the desert—of the strange pie-
tares of distant places seen reflected on
the burning air. They staved again to-
wards the dreamy eity. It was hard,
almost impossible to believe, that it was
a vision of a city [ar distant—that it had
no reality.

“Rot!” rcared Bunter. “Don't talk
tubbish to me about mirages! Look
here, vou fellows. that's a civilised town,
and we're going into it, There's a
French resident in all these Sahara
towns, so 1 shall be zafe there all right.
1 can tell vou I'm going there. You
fellows can keep on if vou like,”

“Don’t be an ass, Bunter.
mirage !"”

13 Ra*sl"

Billy Bunter turned his eamel towards
tha visionary city.

“Btop, you silly ass!” roared Dob.
*Do kou want to get lost in the desert
by yourself ™

“Rats 1"

“Him keep on,” said Ibrahim.
minutes, and hitn see no more,”

“Oh!"” said Bob. He understood that
the mirage would be visible only from a
particular point, and that st a short
distance it would vanish into nothimg-

ness,
“Iollow the silly duffer,”

It's a

“Few

said Iarry

1and the keen edge of the blade remained In the lon’s skull.

In an instant Ibrahim rolied away the full length of the rope from ihe tent peg.
The lion would have elutehed him as be rolled, but at the same iime Bob Cherry
struck with the axe. So forceful was the blow, that the axe flew from his grasp,

{See Chapler 8.)

mmpatiently. “We sha'n't lose much
time."

The party followed Dunter.

Quite convineced that it was a real city
lte was staring at, Billy Bunter urged on
his camel, dotermined not to be stopped.
e was yearning to find himself safe
under a roof agan.

His camel trotted on swiftly over the
sand, and it seemed to Bunter that the
city was deawing nearer and clearer,

Then, all of a sudden, it vanished,

Buanter jumped.

He had passed ont of the zone from
which the mirage was visible, and the
Sahara city had vanished from his sight
—walls, and towers, garden roofs and
minarets, were gone as if by magic, and
in their place lay the dreary waste of
scorching sand.

“Wha-a-at!"” stammered Bunter.

He pualled in his camel and took off
lris big spectacles, and rubbed fhem, and
jammed them on his fat Hittle nose again.
He could not believe his eyes or hia
spectacles,

But the city was gone! QOnly the
waste of sand, scorching under the sun,
met Dunter's eager eyes.

S Oh dear t”

Tioh Cherry came trotting up on lis
camel.

“Well, you fat doffer, are you satis-
fied now?” he asked.

“It—it—it was only a rotten mirage!”
groaned Bunter. dear, what a
rotten swindle! Oh erumbs!”

“Come on, fathead !

Billy Bunter dispiritedly {urned his
camel back.

The Greylriars party resumed their
route. A few minutes later Ihrahim
raized a dusky finger to point.

“Him come back,” he said,

The juniors looked. There was the
city again—walls and towers and
minarets shining in the sun. Billy
Bunter blinked at it, and grunted, and
shook his fist at it.

A few minutes later, as the camels
trotted swiftly on, the mirage was lost
again, and the sapdy desect stretched un~
broken on all sides.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
The Lion !

T was past noon when Harry Whar-
I ton & Co. rode into & rocky valley
in a range of low hifls that broks
the sandy flat of the deseri. It was
time to halt and rest, and the juniors
wete glad to get into the shade of high
rocka. The rocks were scorching to thé
touch, but they afforded a little shade
from the blazing sun. Gladly enough
the Greylriars party dismounted from
their camels.

Billy Bunter, baving devoured his
rations and asked for more, rolled on &
riug in a shady nook, and was soon fast
asteep. Harry Wharton & Co. decided
to follow lIus example. There was
nothing to be dono till the burning heat
of midday had passed, snd that night,
too, they were not likely to sleep. Night-
fall had to see them within touch of the
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encampment of Mustapha ben Mobam-

me

Ibrahim blinked sorrowfully at the
Juniors as thef secured him, .

“Fine gentlemens no trust Ibrahim,”
ha eaid.

Tho juniors did not trouble to reply to
that remark.

Honest Ibrahim's hands were secured
behind him, and the énd of the rope was
fastened to & tent-peg jammed in a
crevice of the rocky soil. The Arab sub-
mitted with Oriental resignation and
relled his burnous around him, and
stretched himself in the shadiest epot he
could find. His calm, untroubled face
and regular breathing soon showed that
he was asleep. )

It was not sa easy for the Famous Five
to sleep.

The climax of the expedition was at
hand now. A few. hours more and they
would be in danger, from which, they
knew, escape was unlikely. The thought
¢id not shake their nerve. They had
long ago made up their minds to it.
Put it made them very serious and sub-
dued. When the struggle came with the
sheik all the odds were against them,
and well they knew that they had no
merey to expect from the robber Arab
of the Sahara if they fell into his power.
They thought of it quietly as they eat
in the shadow of the hot rocks: but it
was necessary to sleep, to refresh them-
selves for what was to come, and they
closed their eyes at last and glumbered.

Johnny Bull remained awake toovateh.
It was necessary to keep watch and ward.
So near to the enemy, it was possible
that at any moment some eavage horse-
man might come riding into sight.

But the heat and the silence made
Johnny drowsy at last, and he nodded dés
he sat with his rifle across his knees.

There was a faint sound of movement
among the rocks near at hand, but
Johnny Bull did not observe it. A great
head and a tawny mane rose above the
rocks, and twe gleaming eyes looked at
the camp. A full-grown African lion
crouched within the distanceof a spring.
Doubtless the arrival of the party had
disturbed the lion in his hidden lair
smong the rocks.

Crouching there, the lion watched the
camp for long minutes, his hungry,
savage eyes lingering on the sleeping
juniors, the sleeping Arab, the recum-
bent camels, Johnny Bull, nodding over
his rifle, did not see the fierce beast.
But there was an uneasy stirring among
tho tethered camels. They stirred and
grunted and Jurched up, straining at
their tether, and the commotion startled
Johnny into watchlulness. He looked
up and jumped to hie feer.

i What__)l

He was imterrupted by a low, deep.
bload-curdling growl. The junior stared
about him.

Then he saw the lion.

Crouching on the rocks at a short dis-
tance, the savage animal glared at him.

“Oh, my hat! Wake up, you chaps !’
velled Johnny Bull,

The juniors were on their feet in &
moment,

“What—"

‘A lion! Look!”

A loud roar reverberated among the
rocks. Tt echoed back like thunder from
the hollows of the hils. The lion was
on his feet now, lashing his sides with
his tail.

“Oh ernmbs!" gasped Bob Cherry.
“Look qut!”

“1 sav, you fellows—"

The juniors did not heed Bunter. The
fat Owl of the Hemove sat up and
yawned, and rubbed his eyes.
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“1 say, was that thunder?” he asked
drowsily.

“It's a lion!”

“Yaroooh !

Billy Bunter bounded to his feet. He
gave the lion one terrified blink, and
started scrambling away frantically over
the rough rocks. A deeper roar echoed
in the hills.

A sinuous body launched itsell through
the air. It dioppedl within six feet of
the Greyfriars juniors.

“Shoot " shouted Harry.

Five rifles rang out, the reports almost
blended into one. A fearful roar from
the lion answered.

There was blood on his hide as he
staod growling and clawing, and he
scenied to be daunted. Roar after roar
pealed from his powerful throat as he
clawed at the ground.

The camels were almost {rantic with
tervor, straining to tear away from the
tether-ropes,  Tethered as they were,
they were at the lion's merey if he came
nearer. Harry Wharton, his rifle still at
his shoulder, his eyes steadily on the
savage beast before him, called out to
ilob Cherry without turning his head.

“Get the camels away, Bob. Quick!
If we lose them we're done for.”

“Noble gentlemens——" came a howl
from Tbrahim.

But the juniors were deaf to Ibrahim
at that terrible moment. They did not
remember that the Arab was tied up;
m'deml, they did not remember him at

all.

The lion, daunted by his hot reception,
stood growling and roaring and clawing
the ground, lashing his sides with his
tail, and working himself to fury. Four
of the party, though with pale faces,
fronted mm steadily, while Bob Cherry
hurried to get the camels out of the
reach of another spring.

With a clatter and a din of terrified
snorting, the group of camels trampled
away, Bob Cherry holding them to-
gether. The lion's savage eyes turned
after them.

Crack, crack, erack!

The rifles spurted again. Twice the
savage brute was struck, and his atten
tion was turned on Harry Wharton &
Co. once more. He growled savagely
and sprang.

In an instant the four juniors were
scattering from the leap.

But for the fact that the beuast was
wonnded, it was doubtful whether one
at least of them would not have fallen a
victim to the spring. As it waa, they
scrambled on the rocks in safety, and
the lion dropped short, roaring with
pain and rage.

Wharton gave a hurried glance after
the camels. Bob Cherry was helding

‘them together with the roves. but they

were out of hand and trampling away
wildly. But they were out of rcach of
the lion, at all events.

“ Look out, Harry !

The wounded brute was elambering
after Wharton over the rough, jutting
rocks,

Wharton leaped aecrass a crevice—a
wide gap between two big rocks—of a
width he would scarcely have attempted
at any other moment. But he landed
safely, and the lion stopped on the near
side, voaring furiously. Blood drenched
his tough hide, and he was fecling the
loss of it, otherwise it would have.been
an ecasy spring for the brute, and the
captain of the Remove would have been
in his tearing claws.

Johnny Bull fired from another quarter.
and the bullet struck the lion in the
flavk, calling his attention from Wharton
agaia,

He spun round and made a furious rush

at Johnny, hut that active youth was
already scrambling out of reach, and a
bullet from Hurree Jamset Ram Singh’s
rifle was buried in the brute's neck,
again causing him ta whirl round, rear-
ini_with rage,
ike thunder the roaring echoed,
ratthng back from the hills in peal after

pesal.

Shot after shot rang out, and the lion
rushed to and fro. but the loss of blood
was telling upon hun severely, and the
Irthe juniors were able to scramble out
of his reach-in turn. Had the brute con-
centrated his whole attention upon one,
doubtless that one would have fallen a
vicktim, but the attack repeated from
different directions confused him, and ho
wasted bhis waning strength in frantic
;ushmg after one and then another of tho
our,

And then suddenly his bloadshot cyes
fell on Ibrahim.

The guide, his hands bound, secured
by the rope to the tent-peg, had lain per-
tectly still and silent, only his wide-
open, frightened eves giving a sign of
life.  He was helpless, at the lion's
merey i the beast turned on him, and
his only chanece was to eseape attention;
and though his dusky face was grey with
fear, he had nerve enough to remain
motionless,

Bur_as the lion’s wild eyes turned on
him, Ibrahim realised that he was lost,
and he gave a faint moan of horror.

With a shambling run, dropping blood
on the rocks at every step, tﬁo lion
reached him, and his fearful claw was
laid on the breast of the shrinking Arab.

FE—

THE SIXTH CHAPTER,
A Fight for Life !

OB CHERRY, rifle in hand, came
ronning back to the camip. He
had succeeded in hitching the rope
on a pownt of rock and knotting it

there, and the bunch of camels, still
snorting and iframpling with effright,
were safe from bolting. Bob ran desper-
ately back to the help of his comrades,
fearful of what might have happened
during the few minutes of his absence.

“Look out, Bob!" shouted Nugent,
from a high™ rock.

“ You fellows safe?” panted Bob.,

“Yes—yes; keep clear of the brute !”

Bob stopped,

“He's got Thrabim!” called out
Johnny Bull.  “We're all right, and
Bunter's bolted. Keep clear.”

“Ibrahim !" muttered Bob.

He looked at the wreiched Arab, and
raised his ritle, and lowered it again.
The lion. crouching over the scared
man, half-hid Ibrahim from view; it was
impossible to fire without an equal
chance of hitting the man instead of the
brute.  Wharten came down the rocks
and jomed Bob Cherry, and his chums
followed him, breathless and panting.

The licn, crouching over the Arab,
glared at them across the miotionless
man, growling horribly, with foam-
flecked jaws.

Only that one moan of terror had come
from Tbrahim. Now he lay still and
silant, and the juniars wondered whether
he had fainted, or indecd perhaps died
of fright.

“He's done for,” muttered Nugent,
with white lips.

“Zhoot. and chanee it,”" said Johnny
Bull. “Better be killed by a bullet than
by those claws.”

“Yes: but—"

The juniors hesitated. Ibrahim had
heen a trattor to them; only that morn-
ing they had escaped his last and
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bLlackest act of treachery. Dut it was
terrible to see him thus, Traitor and
cheat and thief as he was, he was a
human being, and the Greyfriars juniors
would have risked much to save him.

They drew closer to the spot, their
rifles ready in ecase the lion should turn
on them ngain. But the weakened brute
remained where he was, growling feroci-
ously, his claw extended over the Arab.
Possibly he was deceived by the man's
passivo stillness, and believed him dead—
the lion will not tear a dead body hike
a hyena or a jackal. But as they drew
closer, the juniors observed Ibrahim's
face, which was turned towards them, and
his eyes wide open and dilated, gazing
at them with a dumb, beseeching appeal.
He was not dead—he had not even
fainted—all his senses were on the alert,
though it was easy to read in his pallid
face that he despaired.

His treackery, his endless rascality, the
juniors forgot in those terrible moments.
Thev remembered only that he was a
man to be saved at any risk or danger.

But it waz not casy to see what was

to be done. Even if a volley finished
the lion., it was probable that in his

death-throes the claws would tear the
wretched Arab to pieces.

Bob Cherry set his teeth.

“We've got to save him!” he mul-
tered,  His sunburnt face was white.
“Wo've got to save him somehow.”

“Shoot ! muttered Johnny  Bull.
“Shoot, and chance it! It's better far
the man.”

“old on a minute,” zaid Dob.

He hurricd to the stacked camel-londs.
Ha eaught up an axe and came running

ack.

“WVou fellows stand ready to five,” he
muttered. “T'ta going to chance it.”

“ Bob *

“You sha'n't—for that brute—"

“Stand ready !” answered Bob.

And he strode towards the crouching
lion, axe in hand, His comrades watched
him breathlessiy.

The lion glared and growled as the
junior came at him, axe in hand. There
was a paol of blood on the rocks where
the lion crouched, thickening every

moment ; he was already hard hit. The
huge brute was weakening; but his
aspect was terrible as he glared at the
junior, his eyes blazing like fire. DBob
Cherry's heart beat fast; but he did
not pause. Only by drawing the savage
monster away from the Arab could he
cave the man's life, and he was risking
his own for it.

“Come on!" muttered Wharton.

The four juniors followed Bob.

There was a deep, ferocions grow! from
the lion, as Boh came closer, and he rase
from the stretched, motionless form of the
Arab—the terrible claw that had rested
on Ibrahim's breast was removed.

In an instant the Arab rolled away,
the full length of the rope from the tent-

g.

The tion would have clntched him as
he rolled, but at the same instant Bob
Cherrv struck with the axe.

So forceful was the blow, that the axe
flew from DBob’s hand, and the keen edge
of the blade remained embedded in the
lion's huge skull,

Crack-ack-ack-ack!

Four rifles spattered at the same mo-
ment, and every one of the bullets struck
the lion, as Bob Cherry leaped back. A
lashing claw missed Bob almost by a
hair's breadth.

For a second it seemed to the juniors
that the lion was upon them, tearing and
clawing ; but his strength was spent now,
and he fell on the rocks, roaving and
tearing at the earth in the throes of
death.

They scudded back, to give the brute
ample room, and from a distance fired
again and again, pumping bnllets into
the writhing body. But Bob Cherry
pauzed a moment to slash his knife across
the rope that secured Ibrahim to the
tent-peg, and to give the Arab a helping
hand to run.

The roaring of the lion died away in
feeble yumbling, and the huge body was
stretched at last on the rochs—still and
silent! Even in death his aspect was

terrible, and the slayers regdrded him
with uneazy planees.
muttered Johnny Bull,

[ i

‘He’s done!

PRICE 9
TWOPENCE,
He wiped the sweat from his brow.
He's done! We—we've been lacky !”

Ibrahim sank on a rock, trembhng in
every dusky limb, His nerve had lasted
him through his terrible ordeal ; but now
he was shaking like a leaf in the wind.

Boh Cherry dropped a hand on his
shoulder,

“Buck np! All safe now.”

He cut the Arab's hands loose.
Ibrahim did not speak—he lifted his
trembling hands, and sat with his _head
bowed into them. without a word, Harry
Wharten looked round, remembering
Bunter,

“ Where's Bunter®”

“ (Goodness knows,"

The Owl of the Remove had vanished,

“ Bunter " roared Bob Cherry, " Hallo,
hallo, hallo ! Bunter!”

* Bunter ! shouted Wharton,

Faintly from afar came a feeble howl:

o HeIp !)i

“ He was bound to tumble into trouble,
of coursa,” growled Johnny Bull. * What
the thumyp’s happened to him now? He
took jolly good care to keep clenr of the

n.b
“Weall, he wouldn't have been of much
use, if he'd staved.” said Bob, with a
faint grin. “‘ Let's look for the duffer.”
“Help "

The juniorz hurried in the direction of
the howl.

A hundred yards away, they came in
sight of an expansive patr of trousers,
but for the moment they could see nothing

more than that of William George
Bunter, The Famous Five burst into a
laugh.

Bunter was jammed between two rocks,
In his hurried flight, he had striven to
shove through a erevice—and the crevics
had been a [ittle too narrow for Bunter’s
cxtensive circumference,

Head first the Owl of the Remove had
sought to jam himself throngh—and his
head and shoulders and arms had gone
through the opening; but his waist was
caught [ast—so fasi, that Bunter could
neither advance nor retreat. He way
jamamed in the fissure, and there he had
remained during the juniors’ struggle
with the lion.

‘“ All together ! " grinned Bob_f}i;a;rry. b A long pull and a strong puil, and a pull all together !>’ * Go it ! " gasped

Nugent.

The Famoeus Five grasped Bunter's legs and pulled.
yeu dummies ! Don't jerk my blessed legs off, you chumps !
ull

Ow! Ow!

“ Heave-ho ! (See Chapler 6.)

There was a dismal howl from Bunter.
Yow ! "

“Ow! Careful,
““ He's coming !’ said Johnny

1
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His fat legs were wriggling spasmodic-
ally as the Famous Five came hurrsing
up over the rough rocks.

“Qw! Help! Keep him off I

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“1 say, you fellows, is that you?”
squeaked Dunter. ‘I say, help a fellow
out! 1'm jammed.”

“Ha, ha ha!® roared the juniors.

“Blessed if T see anything to cackle
at 1" howled Bunter, “Uan’t you help a
fellow get loose, before that beastly lion
comes up? Get a move on, you dummies
—guick—eguick

“The lion's done for, Bunter,” said
Harry Wharton, laughing. “Its all
serene now.”

“Bure?” gasped Bunter,

“Quite sure.”

“Oh, good! I—I was just coming back
to—to help, when I got stuck in this
beastly place. Look here, are you going
to help me out, or are you not going to
belp me out?’ yelied Bunter.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“ All together!” grinned Bob Cherry.
“A long pull, and & strong pull, and a
pull all together.,”

“The pullfulness is terrific.”

“Go it 1" gasped Nugent.

The Famous Five grasped DBunter's
legs, amd pulled. Therp was ¢ disinal
how! from DBunter,

“Ow! Careful, you dumnies! Don't
jerk my blessed Jegs off, you chumps!
Ow! Ow! Wow!”

“He's comung !’ gasped Johnny Bull,

Bunter came—slowly. The fissure was
much too narrow for him—and Bunter
must have used terrific efforts fo jam
himself so far in. He came out a good
deal like a very tight cork from a bottle.
Slowly, by degrees, Bunter was extracted
—till he came unstuck, as it were, and
then he <hot out suddenly, and ihe
Famous Five sprawled over the rocks
with him. Bunter sat up and roared.

“QOw! Beasts!”

“Oh, my hat! Is that your way of
thanking ws, Bunter?*® gasped Bob
Cherry, as he picked himself up.

“¥ah! Rotters!"” howled Bunter.

Bunter seemed to feel z little damaged.
And, as usual, he seemed to feel that s
damages were the direct fanlt of the
other fellows. He sat and rubbed his {at
limbs, with an engry and indignant
brow,

“Come on. Bunter!” zaid Harry,

“Yah! I'll come when I like!”

“When you like, then,” assented
Harry, and he turned back to the camp
with his comnrades,

“Beasts! Don’t leave me here alone.”
*Lome un, then, fathead !
“Yah!

‘Buntm—' limped after the Famous Five,
siill grousing.

“What about Ibrahim?” said Bob
saddenly. In looking for Dunter, the
chums of Greyfriars had forgotten the
guide for a few minutes,

“0Oh, my hat! Bolted, of course,”
said Wharton, ' We've seen the last of
him, 1 suppose.”

Johnny Bull gripped his rifie.

*“ Not if he's within rifie-shot ! he said
grimly, And he ran back to the camp.

But Honest Ibrahim was not gone, He
bad had his chance, so eagerly watched
for hitherto, of escaping, and geiting
clear of the Greyfriars party. Jut he
had not taken it. He was still sitting on
the rork, with his head bowed in his
hands, when the juniors reached the
CRMp.
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THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Honest lbrahim 9

BRAHIM looked up. .
Iis dusky face was still pallid,
and there was a strange gleaw in his
black eyes.

He rose to his feet, and salaamed o
the juniora,

“You're not gone ! said Beb.

“Ihrahin no want go."’ y

"You were keen enough on boliing,
before,” said Bob, puzzled. T expected
fo find you gone—or trying 1t on, wt any
rute. Never mind.” .

‘1brahim only live to serve him fine
gentlemens,”

“ Bow-wow !

*You no helieve ?”

“Of conrse not,” said Harry Wharton
wnpatieutly. “Cut it out, Ibrahim? I
don't know why you haven't bolted—"

“He vouldnt have got out of range
in the time,” said Jni‘\zsmy Bull coolly,
“and I'd have potied him like a rablet
if I'd seen him an the run.”

“Bame here,” said Bob.

“* The samefulness is terrifie,” remarked
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

Ibrahim regarded the juniors with a
strange look, Perhaps the terrible vrdeal
he had heen through stitl had its effect
on him; the juntors could see, at least,
that there had been soime chanpge in the
Arab. He was unharmed: only his bur-
nous had been torn by the lion's claws,
He knew that he owed his life to the
Juniors: he knew that Bob Cherry espeei-
ally had run a fearful risk to save him:
but the Greyfriars fellows did not expeet
that to have any effect on the treacherous
Arvab., It hai not even crossed thenr
minds that Honest Ibrahim
anything like gratifude.

Ibrahim ponted to the lion, stiff and
stark under the hlazing sun,

“Him kill Ibrahim.,” he said. " Fine
gentlemens save Ibrahim him life”

“That's all right,” said Boh, staring
ot the Arab,  “ Don't pile it on. old man.
We know what your chin-wag is worth,
you know."”

“Ibrahim, him dic for noble gentle-
mens,”

Y1 don't think!” grinned Nugent,

“You no believe?” said the Arvab
sarrowiully. And it seemed ta the juniors
that his manner was unusually earnest.

But they had had too much of
Ibrahxm's‘frickel‘y and lying, They had
not the slightest doubt that this was new
trickery ; that by an affectation of grati-
tude he hoped to throw them off their
guard, and $nd ap opportunity for
further treachery.

* Believe " grunted Johnny Bull, “I'd
as soon believe a Prussian” Hun or u
rattlesnake. Chuck it, for goodness’
sake."”

Ibrahim’s dusky hands rummaged in
_tI.m recesses of his voluminous garments.
The juniors watched him curiously, won-
dering what was coming. He drew a
small metal tube from some hidden recess
and held it out to Bob Cherey.

“ What's that?” asked Bob,

5 Hrm’ put in coffee.”

DR

could feel

The juniors understood that this was
the poison wlich the Arab had attenpted
to use that morning. Bob caught at the
little tube, and threw it ta the ground
and crunched it under his heel.

“That's done with!” he grunted.

“Now you believe?” asked Ibrahim.
Apparently the Arab had given up the
poison as a proof of good faith,

“0Oh, rot!®

Ibrahimi bent down, and fumbled in-
side one of his yellow hoots. The juniors
had searched him for weapons when hret
they discovered his treachery and made
him a prisoner. They were considerably

startled now to see him produce a keen
dugger from a ludden recess in his koot
The sharp blade flashed in the sun s he
lifted it

“My het!” ejsculated Johnny DBall,
raising his rifle, “ Put that down, you
villain 1

“Lucky we kept him tied up.” said
Harry Wharton dryly. “If we'd left his
hands loose, we can guess what he would
have done,”

1beahim held out the dagger by the
Iade.

*Von take!" he said.

*“Well, my hat!” said Hob Cherry.

The juniors stared at the Areb in won-
der. They had not suspected that the
rascal had a concealed weapon, and his
production of it staggered their doubts,
They waondered whether it was possible,
after all, that the treacherous Afvican
had some rag of decepey somewhere in
his nature, and really intended good
faith,
“Oh, let himm keep his sticker,” said
Bob Cherry. “He could have kept it if
he'd liked, and we shall be done with
him soon.”

“Ibrahim never leave him noble
gentlemens, till sefe again in Biskra.”

“We'll see,” said Harry Wharton.
“You can keop your knife; pot it away.”

“Better take it off him!” grunted
Johuny Bull. “The fellow’s a dashed
reptile 1"

“I fancy he means what he says”
said Bob.

“You're rather an ass, old chap.”

Bob Cherry laughed.

"All serene! But let him keep his

carving-knife. He can’'t do us any
demage  with it, anyhow, now we
know. Look lere, it's time we got
going.”

“1 say, vou fellows—"

“Come along, Bunter.”

T haven't finished my nap—?>

“What 47

“That beastly lion woke me upl”

complained Banter. “T jolly well want
u snooze before we go on—iwe Dhours,
at least!”

“Take a dozen if you like,” said Bob,
“We're going on. Lend a hand with
the camels, Ibrahim.”

“Ta hear iz to ocbey!”
Ibrahim.

“Look here, you rotiers—-"

“3hut up, Bunter!”

The baggage-camels were packed, and
the juniors mounted to reswme their
journey, to an accompaniment of indig-
ngnt grunts from William George Bunter.
The stark body of the lion lay on the
rocks, already buzzing with innumerable
flies that seemed to have appeared [rom
nowhere. As the juniors rode away, u
hidecus head appeared from & crevice of
the rocks, and a hyena's gleaming oyes
watched them go. Long howls echoed
behind them, as another and another
of the seavengers of the desert crept to
the hideous feast. z

By rocky waste and ravine, the Grey-
friars party rode on through the low
hills, ever southward. The sandy desert
burst on their view again &t lasi, streteh-
ing on and on before ibem into the
regions of the san. Far away to the
southward, beyond the waste of burning
sand, a dim line was seen on the horizon
—it marked the range of hills where, as
Ihrehim had told them, Mustapha ben
Mohammed's encampment lav—far be-
vand the power of the French soldiers.
That dim line on the horizen was the
destination of the Greyfriars pariy. 1t
was there that the desperate. enterprize
was to end, and they knew only too well
how it was likely to end.

Ibrahim was driving the baggage-
camels as usual. He left them for a
few minutes, and trotted by the side of

murmured
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Harry Wharton's camel, looking vp at
thie junior's sunburnt face with eager,
earnest eyes,

“Yon no trust Ibrabim*" hie said,
Wharton shook his head.
“Ihralim, him tell you,
death,” said the Arab earnestly. “No
Roumi could escape the sheik in the
esért—pas  possible.  Here 1t it
Mustapha ben Mohammed who reigns;
his spearmen will find wou, and the
desert will be vour grave. TDut even
now. my fine gentlemen, Ibrahim will
guide you lmoi to Bizkra, you give
order. You listen to Honest Ibrakhing,
and turn back. N'est.eoe-pas?”’
Wharton looked curiousiy at the Arab,
but he shook his head again.

“1 daresax you mean well, Tbrahim,™

vou go {o

he sald. “If we don't trust you, you'se
only got yourseli to blame. But we
cannot turn back. We are here to

rescue Major Cherry, i we can.”
¥ Pas posaible

“Very likely! Dut
try.”

“It iz death.”

Wharion did not anzwer that, He
knew the peril as well as t(he Arab
knew if,

“You no tnrn back?" asked Tbrahim,

ow r\'.o T

we're going to

“Tt iz the will of Allah!” said the
Arab. “You die under the spears of
the Tahar. and Ibralim serve vou til
you die,”

And he ran after the baggage-camels
again. and plied his stick and voiced
loud Arabic objurgations te urge them

There was a sudden shout from Bob
Cherry,

“The Arabs!”

From a fol! of the sand. at a little
distance, a borsernan  had  snddenly
emergod, not a hundred vards from the
camel-riders. They drew in their camels,
and the horseman, at the =ame moment,
dragged in his steed, so anddenly that
it almost fell on its haunches. In the
glare of the sunlight the juniors recog-
nised the man—Suleiman, =and diviner
of Biskra—the spy of the sheik, with
whony Ibrahim had plotted to doliver the

Mustapha Len

Kmiws into the hands of
scoundrel 1™ mutlered  Bob

ohammed,
“That
“He's seen us—he knows us—

Cherry.
but he

sha'n't ecarry  the news fo
Mustapha,”
He lifted his rifle.
Suleiman  whirled round his lorse,
Suddenly, uncexpectedly. he had come

on the Greyfriars party. and he had
news now for the desert sheik, if he lived
to-carry it to Mnstapha's encampment.

Ibrahim called ont hurried to  the
juniors,

“No shoot! You no shoot! You tyrusi
Ibrahim ™

He ran towards the mounted Arab.
waving his hand:. SBunleiman reined in
hiz horse, and waited for the guide 1o
reach him,

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER,
The Way of the Desert !

ARRY WHARTON & €O, sat

on their cawels and watohoil.

What Thrahim’s intentien was

they did not krnow. but they

more than suspeeted that §6 was some

new treachery, DBut they realized that

ir was wiwr fo avei! shooting, i pos

sible.  The veports of the rifles, echong

far over the deseet. might have reached

many cars, now that they were drawing

near to the headquaricrs of the sheik.

Yo give the alarin ta the fieree spearmen

of the desert was to endanger what little

chance they had of carrying ant their
eaterprise suceessfully,

ibrahim’s sinewy hands were suddenly twined in the horseman’s burnous, and
Suleiman, utterly taken aback by that atiack from the man he regarded as his
accomplice, was dragged from the saddle.
(See Chapler 8.)

Cherry.

“ Good man !’ eiaculated Bob

“Wait!” called ovi Harry. as Johnny
Bull put hiz ritfle to his shoulder,

YAl serene!” grumted Johnny Buil.
“But that rotter's not going to get
away. If we can make him a prisoner
all the better; but he's not going to
tell the sheik that we're here.” L

* A rifle-shot might tell him as much,”
said Bob Cherry. “Watt! 1 faney
Ibrahim means well.”

Another grunt from Johnny Bull. He
was not disposed {o place the slightest
farth in Honest Ibrahim.

But the juniors waited and watched.
Ihrabim reached the mounted Arab. and
criered into talk with him.  Suleiman
talked from his horse's back. keeping
one  suspierons oyve on the (revirars
party, ready to ride like the wind if they
advanced fowards hith,  Whether they
linew or nat that he was a spy of the
sheik Mustapha, he did not know; hut
he was too conming and wary to trust
himsell in their power

Nut of {brahiu, of conrse, he had no
donbts, Tbrahim was lus confederate u
tha plot ta hand over tha juniors to the
sheik. He knew that Ibrahim had not
set kept the acrangement, and he
tistened while  the guide volubly ex-
plained.

Tbrahim drew neaver to the horseman,
and rested his hand familiarly on. the
saddlo while e tatked in rapid Arabne,
amd Suleiman answered him, still watceh-
ing the jnniors suspiciously,

What happened next came with dra-
matic suddenness,

Ibrahim’s sinewy hands were suddenly
twined in the horseman's bornous, and

Buleiman, utterly taken off his guvard }

by that attack from the man he re-
garded as his accomplice, was dragged
from the seddle.

He came down on the sand with a
crash,

“Good man!” ejaculated Bob Cherry.

There was a savage yell from Sulei-
wan, and he struggled with the guide,
who had planted a heavy knee on liis
chest, pinning him dowa on his back on
the earth.

Something bright flashed in the sun
in Ibrabim's dusky hand.

Before the watching juniors knew what
was happening it had happened. A wild
cry from  Suleiman pealed over dhe
sands, as Ibrahim’s dagger was driven
home,

“{iood heavens ' gasped Wharton.

He stared on, blankly, scarcely able
to believe in the tragedy that had so
snddenly happened undet his exes. The
juniors drove their camels forward.

lbrahim sprang lo his fecf.

Crimson dripped from the dagger in
his dusky band. At his feet lay the
sheik's spv, motionless, his wild and
savage face turned up unseeing to -the
sun.  With the swiftness of death in the
desert. his fate had come wupon Bulei-
man, the sand diviner.

Ihrahim held up the dagger with a
trinmphant look.

1

“Fina  gentlemens believe  Ibrahim
now,” he said coolly. “Now yon trust
Honest Ibralim, n'est ee past”

Harry Wharton & Co. lacked at him.
For the moment they couvld not find
words to speak.

T'ne Macxer Lismary.—No. 857,
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They turned theiv eyes with horror
from the savage, set face of Suleiman.

“You—you awful villain!" gasped
Johpny Bul. "“You've killed him!”

Ibrahim nodded. .

“Him dead—c’est la mort ¥ he said
camposedly, “He was enemy of my
noble gentlemens.  Ihrahim kill him,
Now he tell nothing to the sheik Mus-
tapha ben Mohammed, e carry no
news to Bou Sacud the Spahi. Have 1
done weli#? .

Evidently Ibrahim supposed that his
deed had reinstated him in favour. It
was a terrible proof of his good faith.
Even Johnuy Bull did not doubt further
that the Arab guide was loyal to the
fetlows who had saved his Jife, He could
not. have proved his good faith more
thoroughly ; and he did not even nnder-
stand the horror in the faces of the
Greyfriars juniovs.

Coolly the Aral stooped to wipe his
dagger on the dead mwan’s burnonse, and
returned the weapon to its sheath.

“Good heavens!” muttered Nugent,
sick with horror. “I—I suppose that’s
the way of the desert? Let's get out
of this, for merey's sake!”

“He means well—he knows no beiter,”
nigttered Bob Cherry, *“Half-devil and
hali-child—that's what somebody says”

Ibrahim stared at the juniors.

"You no believe now?” he asked.
" Ecoutez! For the death of Suleiman,
Ibrahim’s life is not worth a centime in
the desert, If the sheik should lean,
Jorahim him die by torture in the camp
of the Tahar, But you no believe?”’

“Yes, yes!” gasped Wharton, “But
vou should not have kifled him. You
should not——" He broke off. He
realised that it was impossible to make
the Arab of the desert understand the
Luropean point of view.

“Now him ne carry news,” said Ibra-
him.

“Yos, ves. DBut—a man's life—

Ibrahim grinned.

“It is nothing—rvien I” he said. “*Sulei-
man, all the same. Hmm kill dancing-
Firl for the gold coins. Ibrahim kill him
lor the saferv of him fine genilemens.
Nothing [

“Let's get away !” muttered Nugent.

The Greyfriars juniors turned their
eamels, and fhrahim trotted after the
baggage animals in cheery spirits. He
had proved his good feith now, and his
“fine gentlemens ” trosted him, and
that was a2l Honest Ibrahim wanted.
As to Suleiman, he did not give him
another thought. The camels plodded
on over the sands, Harry Wharten & Co.
silent, with troubled faces; Ibrahim
singing sofily an Arab song. Behind
themn a liyena crept out of a lair, and
growled hideously over the stark form
of the sand diviner. The juniors did not
turn their heads as they rode away.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
The Sheik !

4 QUMI dog 1™
.\Iagor Cherry
quietly.

The -sheik sicod before him,
Dimly the light of the sun penetrated
into the recesses of a deep, gloomy
cavern in the desert hille :
The rough rocky walls dropped iwith
meisture, ihe stony ground showed little
glimmering pools,
At the mouth of the cavern the hot

looked up

blaze of the African sun fell in blinding’

light. But in those gloomy recesses all
was shadowy, dim, and damp.
A leathern girdle secured the prisoner,
From the girdle a strong hide rope ran,
TBE MAGNET L1RRsRY.—No. 867,

fasg‘tmed to an iron bracket in the rocky
watll,

Such was the prison of the man whe
had fallen into ihe hands of Mustapha
ben Molarmed,

At a little distance from the major
another prisoner lay asleep on the rocky
grould,

¥t was Ab Den Yusef, once a school-
hay in the Remove at Grexiriars, and
the comrade of Harry Wharton & Co.

The hapless boy, so long a prisener
in the hands of the uswper sheik, was
very changed from his Greyfiiars days.
His handsome face was thin, and worn,
and haggard, He slept fitlully, as he
lay on the hard earth.

From the blinding hight without the
sheik stepped info the dim cave, and
advanved towards the prisorers.

Mustapba ben Mohamimed was a tall,
powerful man, In his voluminous white
garments he was not without & certain
dignity. His hard, dark face, with its
gleanung  black oyes and prominent,
agniline nose, was arrogant in its ex.
pression. He looked what he was—ihe
savage lord of life and death in the
desert.

Major Cherry regarded hiwm quietly.
Long he had lain a prisoner in that
desolate cave, close by the encampment
of the Tahar Arabs, and he had no hope
of rescue, only the ' faintest hope of
escape. But the bronzed face of the old
soldier was set and steady., His life was
in the hands of the Sahara sheik; but
it was not in Mustapha's power to make
him tremble.

At the decp voire of the sheik Al
awakened., He rose to his feet and stood
gazing at the chief of the Tahar with
eves that gleamed with deadly animosity.

The sheik paid him no heed. His
black, glitiering eyes were fixed on the
major,

“Roumi dog, son of a thonsand pigs!”
said the sheik in his deep voice, speak-
ing in English, “have you come to your
senses vet ™

Major Cherry shrugged his shoulders,
and did not’answer.

“AWhere 13 the Eye of Ahmed 7

“Where you will never find it,” an-
swered Major Cherry quictly. “¥ou
have asked me the guestion a score of
times, Mustapha ben Mohammed., You
will never reccive another answer, Find
the amulet of the Tahar if you can.”

The sheik erossed his anns on his
broad chest, and stood staring gloomily
at the prisoner.

“1 have offered you your life for it,”
he said.

“It is not mine to give.”

“1¢ is in your keeping”

“And it is in safety,” said the major,
*Kill me, if you choose—that is in vour
power. But yon will never wear the
amulet of the Tahar, and without it you
cannot reign in safety in your tribe
Kiil Al, the son of Yusef, and still you
are not safe. There are others of the
blood of Yusef, and the amulet will pass
into their hands, and you will be driven
from the place you hold, You know it!
Your own tribesmen will turn upon
yvou when a chief of the race of Yusef
appears amaong them wearing the amulet
of the Tabar, The Eye of Ahmed will
yet bring you to your punishment.”

The brown hand of Mustapha ben
3lohammed groped for the scimitar that
hung at his side.
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“You, at least, will never live to see it,
son of a thousand dog= " hie exelaimed,

The bright, keen blade of Damascus
fizslied over the major’s head,

Major Cherry did not stir.

His cold, calm eyes were lixed on the
shetk, and not o tremor passed throngh
him,  Night and dey he had lived in
the shadow of death since ltis capture hy
lou Saoud, the son of lhe shiek. I
death had come at last, he was pre-
pared to face it.  There was a slightly
scornful smile on the bronzed face look-
ittg at the envaged sheik.

ﬁ‘wice the glittering steel Nashed over
the major's ummoving head, and it
seemed that the enpaged tyrant of the
desert would strike.

But Mustapha ben Mohammed lowered
the seimitar.

“There are other ways,” he eaid.
“When the diamond is in my hands yan
shall dic by a slower death, Dut I
know that the amulet is in Africa—you
Liave hidden it in Biskra, Tt was your
mtention fo find Ali, and to present him
to the tribe of the Tahar wearing the
amulet, as the son and successor of old
Yusef who died in the desert—="

“Whom Bou Sacud murdercd, at your
orders,” said the major.

The sheilk did not heed.

“The smulet is therefore not far
away,” he said, '"Did you not plan te
keep All ben Yusef in England till he
was of man’s age, and then bring him
to the tents of the Oued Tahar, with the
amulet of Ahmed, and call on the tribe
ta obey him as their sheik,”

“TIt s true”

“ And when my son brought him here
a prisoner, you followed to save him, and
you ’l}rought the amulet to Africa with
FOu,

The major did not speak.

“You left it in Biskra when you came
into the desert.”

No answer,

“In the keeping of your son, perhaps,”
said the shetk, his glittering eves seek-
ing to read the thoughts of the major
in the impassive, bronzed face. “Well,
vour son and his friends will soon be in
my hands.”

“Your power does not extend to the
French jines,” said the major scornfully.
“The boldest of your spearmen would
not dare to ride into Biskra.”

“Your son and his friends have entered
1be desert, Ibrahim, the guide, earried
them news of your capture, and they set
ouf to seek you.”

The major started.

“Ibrahim is in my pay, and he will
hand over the schoolboys to me,” went
on the sheik, “Every hour now I look for
Suleiman, the spy, to arrive, to tell me
where my spearmen shall fall upon
them.”

The bronzed face of the prisoner paled
a hitle,

“If the amulet s in your son’s keep-
ing, it will soon be in my hands, Roumi
dog.”

"It is not in his keeping," said the
major.

“Is it hidden, then, in your housc at
Biskra? Fool! FEvery Arab servant in
your honse has taken my bribes, and 1s
searchivg for the amulet.”

“TIt will not-be found in my house at
Biskya.”

Do it so! But vou will teli me where
it is to be found, when your son stands a
prisoner bere, and a scimitar is raised to
strike off his bhead.”

The major’s stern lip quivered.

“Even then I chall not speak,” he said.
“The sheik Yusef was my friend. and
his son was in my care; and even to save
my boy's life I cannot betray my trust.”

{(Continued on page 16.)



GRAND “DORMITORY’’ SUPPLEMENT!

PHE

Supnlement No. 192.

THE FAGS’ MUSICAL
FESTIVAL!

{To be held in the Second Form Bormitery
at Midnight.)

Mr. BARRY TONE

Conductor:
{Alias DICKY NUGENT.)

OPENING CHORUS:
"FROLICSOME FAGS

ARE WER!

Io which ail the fag fraternity i3 requested
to join.
Alter Uhis—provided no master or pre-

feck bas arrived in the meantime to see
what all the rompus is about ' —MASTER
SAMMY BUXNTER will sing

“THE GOBBLER'S SONG "
(from = Cha Chin Chew ™).

MASTERL DICKY NUGENT
reuder the well-known soug,

“THAT OLD-FASHIONED BROTHER OF

will  then

MIXE!
The audivnce s sacnestly vequested to
retraln from throwing =lippers or from

giving the singer “socks "}
Next comes a concerted ilem by
THE MERRY MOUTH-ORGANISTS

Al
THE TRIBE OF TIN WHISTLERS!

GEDHGE GATTY (President of the Fags'
Deep-Sen Fishing and Anglivg Soclety} will
then recite:

“HOW 1 LANDED A TEN.POUND TAD-
POLEL"

After which there will he & “Poker”

Dance, invented about the time of Alfred

the "Urate.”
MASTER MYERS will then sing
“EVERYDBODY AD-MYERS ME!"

Then comes the GRAND FINAL CHORUS

by the entire strength of the Company.

Mouth-organs, tin  whistles, combs and

tissue-paper, and ofher melodious instro-

ments will eombine v o deafening din!
Kyplrment i}

TN

s

ADMISSION FREE TO FAGS. Members of

bigher Forms must pay a bob for "bed

sitting room " ahd a tanner for standing

room, A limited number of fellows wiil be

uliowed to stand in the doorway for
twopence,

Tea and Shrimps will be served—if the
“8Shrimps * like it—immediately after the
Concert. There will be a collection on
behall  of ihe Universal Lemon  Aid
Soclety, Hon. Sec.,, MR. SQUASH.

The proveediogs will terminate with
A GRAND UPROAR!

Ineluding & FEirework Displav, Fireworks
may be procured at the douvrs by those who

have neglected to bring them o their

porkets,  There will be a  grand, free

distribution af toftee (home made). Lights
Out, 2 a.m.

ROLL TP IN YOUR THOUSANDS!

DO WE SLEEP TOO
MUCH ?

An Interesting Discussion in which
there is o shoarp clashing of opinions.

BILLY BUNTER:

Sleep too much? Not likely! Why, |
reckon we ought to he aloud to sleep at
leest twenty hodrs out of the twenty-four.
The trubble is that we don't get holl ennfl
sieep. A fellow should sleep in proportion
to the amonnt he ewts.  His Koustitution
needs it, for it iz dorink sleep that the
digestive funkshuons are restored. Of corse,
a fellow with a feeble appytite duzzent
reguire moch  sinmber. The sistem af
treating all fellows alike is a most per-
mshus one, and | shadl tefll the Hewd so
when [ suggest the above scheme to lim.
One man's mest i3 another man’s poyson;
and whut s & loug, refreshing sleep to ope
tellow iz a bLreef doxe to another., The
2oouer there is a refurm in this respeckt,
the better!

BOB CHERRY:

Yes, 1'm joclined to think that most of
us sleep too much, The reason why we
sametimes feel so drowsy in the morping is
ot becavze we haven't had sufficient sleep,
but becanse we bave slept ourselves stupid!
To my mind, ton much sleep s just as
harmlal as too little. It i3 difflendt to luy
down & hard-and-fast law on the sublect,
bt T think cight hours' sleep per night is
atl-sufitelent for the average heslthy fellow.

LOND MAUVLEVERER:

No need to ask my views on this vital
subject, My love of sleep is well knowi,
and 1 believe I could sleep for twenty-four
hours at a stretch and then not feel satis.
fied! ‘The fact i5, we don't get haM enough
steep; and it's high time the authoritie:
“woke up T to that Tfact!

DICKY NUGENT:

No, I'm afraid we doo't get enufl sleep,
bt | mdmit it's our own fault, io my
dorm we zbay up } the pight, what with
pillo-Aghts and midnight feests and all sorts
of larx and -praox amd capers. we never
dreem 0! going to sleep as soou as our heads
touch the pillo. and life would be a jolly
tame affair it we daid,

WILLIAM GOSLING:

“Does we geb enough sleep?  Well, {
dunno ahout schoolboys; but speakin’ for
Rate-porters—members of me own tribe, so
to speak—I says most emphatic that we
vever gets emough sleep, No sooner do we
rest our weary 'eads on the piller than
some  Tate-comer starks a-riogio’ an' o
clangin’ of the gate-bell, an’ we 'us to get

up ar' grops our way dowastairs iz the
dark ap® go an’ wnisck the pates. No

sooner does we get back to bed thaup some-
body else starts a-riogin’ an a.clapgin'—au’
sa0 1t goes on pretty near ali  the wight
through. 1 dare swear I ‘aven't 'ad n
night's nnbroken sieep this  last  twent
year 4s ever was.  An’ wob I says i3 this
ere. It's o crool shame that a man of my
age "az pot to Keep wide-awake all day an’
all night into the bargain!

THE HEAD:

The hours of slumber as faid down In the
present school routine astrike me as being

vory fair awd reasonable; sod [ eannoat see

my way to make any extemsion or cortail
ment. Bonter of the Hemove hss been ta
me with a petition. advocaling longer honurs
nf sleep; and owvother junior wapts me tn
shotten them., But I am  well satizfled
with the present system.

THE MIDNIGHT
FEAST!

BY
DICK PENFOLD.

IT a sound wad made, not a move
ment henrd,
45 the grub to the bedside we

carried;
Nut a fellow there uttered a single word
Aroupd by the bed where we tarried.

We laid it ont awiftiy at desd of night;
thr sheet: into tabiecloths torning,
By the faring gas-jet's smoky light
Amd the candles dimly burning.

N useless trifles sncumbered our feast,
Netther bread nor wader we tasted;
Wit the "nuts of dough " and the buns
nicely greased
Were eateny, wmd nothing was wasted,

Few and abrupt were the words we all said,
And we showed oot a sign ol sorrow;
But we wistfolly gazed oa that vanishing
spread,
And bitterly thought of thie morrow.

We thought, as the ginger-pop flowed o'er
the bed,
And the fum fell in fumps on the pillow,
Thut the morrow wonlt see ns hauled vp
1o the Wewd,
And probably swished with a willow,

But half of our midnight weal wasz done.
When the “zcout ™ gave the sign [for
retiring
And two minute: Tater all traces were pone,
Suve the smetl of the vamiles expiring.

Softly old Quelehy crept 1u at the door,

And his paze was severe and searchiveg:
But we mave not o sign, £ate & S0norous
snnre,

Apd thus we ccaped from a h]rc:hinc:,‘”
Tur Magxer Liprary.—No. 857,
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MONDAY.
A terribly trying day, begad!

Woke up
vorefreshed after sleeping the clock roumd.

Feit too weygry for words. Mavaged to
seramible inte my fogs and get down to
brekker in the nick of time, Too fagged
to eat. Nodded off to sleep .over the eggs
and bacon, That clumsy idiot Bunter woke
e _up by knocking the coffee-pot over. 1
was sxtorated with the scaiding liquid, apd
wy yells of unguish rang throegh the dining-
hatl, Sieep was out of the question after
(hat. However, I contrived fo take *forty
winks ¥ doring morning lessons, and
Quelchy roused me in s usual vigorous
uranuer—with a pointer! From time to time
during the day I was able to get snatches
of sleep, only to be rudely awakened on each

oceasion.  Bob  Cherry  was  usually  the
awakener. He can’t stand the sight of me
sigeping. He has prodded me in the ribs

with cricket-stumps unkil I'm o mass of
bruises, begad! But it's bed-time st last,
and I shall now be able to take & long spell
of delicious, dreamy repose. Three cheers for
the merchunt who invented sleep!

TUESDAY.

Precious dittle chance o! gelting uny sieep
to-day. HBoh Cherry had me constunily under
s eye. When lessons were aver, he murehed
me out to the cricket-field. snd mude me
take part in a practice-mateh, Whilst fleld-
ing n the “deep,”” a fecling of inténse

drowsiness came over me, anl I sank down

m the long grass and went right off to
sleep.  As the song says, “ Mony brave hearts
are asleep in the *deep,'® and 1 was one
of them! But I didn't sleep fong. Wharton
was batting, and be made a mighty drive.
The ball landed “plomp * on wmy chest as
{ lay slumbering. and it was 2s if a thunder-
volt had dropped from-the skies! Instesd of
apologising, Wharton said it served me jolly
well right for being such & slacker!
WEDNESDAY.

I overslept this morning. ¥For once in a

THE GREYFRIARS

way, Dob Clerry forgot to rouse me. My
elegant form was concealed beneath the bed-
elothes, so I suppose nobody noticed me.
Anyway, I didn’t wake up till the bell rang
for morning lessons! 1 sprang up and
dressed, and dashed down the stairs three
at a time; bot 1 was ten minutes’ late when
1 presented myse!f in the Remove Form-room,
and in my hot haste I had forgotten to
don a collar and tie, and my shirt had been
put on inside-out. Morevver, I'd clean for-
gotten to brush my Golr. Old Quelchy had
several sorts of o Nt when [ gprinted into
the Form-roow. ' Manleverer!” he burked.
“How dare you come rushing into the room
in sueli a wild and  dishevelled state?”
“ Awlully sorry, s, 1 replied, “but I over
slept. You see, 1 went to bed five minates
fater than usual last night; that's why 1
couldn™t  woke up this morein’” Quelchy
ordered me io ge back to the dorm and ecom.
plete my toilet, and when [ reappeared ln the
Form-room he presented me with five hundred
lines. Five bundred, by Jove! I shall have
to stay awake for a week fo get them
written! Ob, dear! s a sad, bad world
for a fellow who has the misfortune to Le
born tired!

THURSDAY.

Didn't get o wink of sieep all day. Bob
Cherry stuck to me like my own shadow, and
wontdn® let me out of his sipht. He kept
me on the go all day long, and [ feel abso-
lntely dop-tired to-pight.  I've pluced an
alarm-clock on the locker mear my bed, to
prevent mysell oversleeping in the morning.
One IIc:axn't. de that sort of thing twice run-
ning !

FRIDAY.

Confound it! Botber #! Likewise. dash
it! Something went wrong with the heastly
alarm-cioek, and i started itz merry musie
at four n.m. instead of seven! It kicked up
sueh a hullaballoo that it woke the whole
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4 Peep lo the Privale
Chranicles of Lord MAULEVERER
the <lacker of the Remove

dorm. The feltows were furious about it.
They dragged me out of bed and gave me
a bumping; and I felt so jolly sore that I
found it impossible to get to sleep agnin. It
wasn't until lessons were over for the day
that I had a chance to steal away to =
quiet spot and enjoy & nap. I stretched my
weury Hmbs on tbe grassy bank of the
River Sark, amd clmp?ed into a delightful
doze. T mwoke suddenly, to find myseM
struggling in four feet of water. In my
sleep I must have rolled to the edge of the
bank and tumbled inte the river, I mapaged
to struggle on to terra firma, and then 1
sguelched my way back to Greyiriars, looking
mere like a drowned rat than an elegant
member of the aristoeracy. Ves, hegad! Lifa
is hard and eruel for an ardent disciple of
the celebrated Hip van Winkte?!

SATURDAY.

“0ne glorious hour of blissful steep is
worth an sge without a name!* And I was
able to enjoy several glorious hburs to-day.
There were 1o lessons, and so, after the
exhausting and merve-racking experiences of
the past week, 1 crawled away to my study,
and  locked rmayself in, and sank to slumber
on the sofa. I must have been ahsolutely
worn out, for I didi't wake even for meals,
All dey long I slept the sleep of the just,
and the energetic Bob Cherry hammered at
“the door in vain, I awoke this evenipg,
feeling like a giant refreshed; and to-morrow
—Sunday—will be another day of placid tran.
quiliity. 1 dare say Bob Cherry will’ take
it out of me on Monday by making me play
cricket, and sprint round the Close, and per-
form all sorts of exhausting copers. Stil,
sufficient pnto the day is the evil thereof,
I have slept soundly all day, and now I
shall sleep soundly all night, Am abouf
to wenil my way to the Remove dorm. and
in that delightful haven of rest I shall sink
into merciful oblivion for a dozen hours or
s0.  Yaw-nw-aw! I'm begloning to feel
dreadfully drowsy again!

EDITORIAL!

By HARRY WHARTON.

This week we are taking for our subject
the ** night life” of Greyiriars.

A dormitory would be a very dull place if
we went there just to sleep. Apd school life
would be a dreary affaiv if there were mo
inidgnight revels and bavquets and pillow-
fights,

The day's enjoyment does pot end with
“lights out.” On the contrary, it is just ahout
to begin!  As soon as Wingate of the &ixth—
or Loder, or Gwynee, as the cuse may he—
has glven wus ' Good-pight,” we put our
heads together apd discuss o plan of cam-
paign. Sometimes we decide io rald a rival
dormitory. Sometimes we hold a court
martia} op  some unhappy offender, and
procesd to toss him in a blanket. Qccasion.
alty, if there is no master within earshot,
we hold a grund copeert. And there are
times wien we break bounds in order to
pay & visit to Sir Hilton Popper’s orchard,
or_ perchance play that good old game
aalled * Jack-o-Lantern "—a glorious ganie
for a moontess night, T can teil you!

Gn nights when there is nothing special
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Y doing,” we lie awake and *‘jaw '’ until
past  midnight. The formation of the
Remove footer team s discussed; ghost
stories ave told; the doings of the day are
{reely debafed. And it is not until we are
weary of the sound o! cur own voices that
we sink blissfully into the arms of Mor-
pheus,

There are some fellows who take no part
in these nightly disenssions. Lord Maul
everar nses the dormitory for its proper
purpoze.  He goes there to sleep! Long
hefore the prelect come: in to exiiopaish
the lights, his lordship drops inte o dreamy
repose.

The same remarks apply to Billy Bunier
—nnless there happens to be = midnight
feast on the tapis! Bunter would vobt miss
a midpight feast for uwntold gold. Even if

‘B"\e Chlc{hen'g 525! Cloured R\per
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he happens in fall asleep beforehand, he
always manages to wake at just the right
moment, He possesses a  *sixth semse,”
which emables him, even in sleep, to tell
whenp there is any grub koocking around.
If you were to bold a fryisg-pan. full of
sizzling sausages, under Bunter's poze while
he slept T goarantee he would wake in-
stantly!

The Remove dormitory has the reputation
of heing the most unruly dormitory at
Greyfriars, and we have fo tread warily ip
onr midnight escapades; for therg is gener-
ally a master or a prelect on the prowl,

But our " scouting ' system is perfect, and
the fellow on duty iovariably give: the
alarm  at the approaeh of the common
ENEMF.

I faney you will all enjoy thiz number,
and wish you could come to Greyfriars and
share in our merry adventures " gt the full
o' the moon.” The night life of Greytriars
brings plenty of excitement in its frain!

Talking of excitement, you'll find plenty
of that tu our nest Suppiement. King Footer
is here, and the merry journalists of the
“Herald ¥ have “crowned ® Dim in their
own inimjtable fashion. Mind you are
present at the “ coronation,” ehums!

HARRY WHARTON.

[Supplement ii,
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“ UNTER!”

The volce of Mr. Quelch, the
master of the Remove, was like the
rumble of thunder,

Snore!

Mr. Quelch gave a jump. He bestowed the
glare of a basilisk npon Billy Bunter; bunt
the fat junior was happily uwnconscious of
that glare. His arme were stretched out on
the desk in fromt of him, his head rested
on his arms, and he was—or appeared to be—
fast aeleep. His snore, which was like the
grunt.of a plg, quite startled the cluss, And
it startled Mr. Quelch aleo,

‘“‘Bunter!™

It was a stentorian shout this time—a
chout whieh wonld have awikened the cele-
brated HAeven Sleepers. Hut it failed to
awaken Billy Bunfer. The fat junior re-
mained in &n attitude of placid repose.

Mr., Queleh gave a snort. He picked up u
pointer, and took a guick stride towards the
glumbering Bunter.

Bolsover major, who waa sitting next tu
the Owl of the Remove, gave him a dig
in the ribs with hiz elbow, and muttered,
“ Wake up, fathead!” But even this failed
to have the desired effect.

Even when Mr. Quelelr grasped the fat
famior by the collar, and shook him, Bunfer's
eyes remained closed.

But wben the pointer was brought into
ulay, and fell across Billy Bunter’s shonlders,
the sleeper awoke—with a yell that rang
through the Remnve Form-room.

“ Yurooooh !

Mr. Queleh looked grim.

“ Bunter ¥ he thundered. “ You have had
the temerity to fall asleep during lessons!
Not only have you slept, but you have snored
in a mast revolting manner! There Is no
excuse for your condoct. You have had
nine hours’ eleep in the dormitory, and that
is ample.”

Billy Bunter, having recovered from the
effects of his rude awakening, gave a por-
tentous yawn.

“Yaw-aw-aw! T—I'm sorry I fell asleep,
sir, but 1 couldn't help it. I shall drop
off again in & minute,”

“Wow-what!” gasped Mr. Quelch, scarcely
able to believe hie ears,

“ You see, sir,” explained Bunter, blinking
drowsily at the lemove master, “ I'm suffer-
ing from the new disease—sleeping sickness.
Lots of people die of it every year, and I'm
afrald I shall be the mnext vietim, sir. It'a
awful! I don't know how I cavght the germ,
but I've got it all right. T ean hardly keep
my eyes apen.”

Even as he spoke, Billy Dunter's
sagged down on ta hiz arms once more.

Mr. Queleh looked grimmer than ever. 1t
was quite evident that he did not believe
Billy Bunter. He lacked that simple faith
which is supposed to be so much better than
Norman blood. ;

“B0 you have contracted sleeping sick:
ness, Bunter?” said Mr. Quelch, in ominous
tones.

“Yeasir !

o Then T will endeavour to apply a cure!”

S0 eaying, Mr. Quelch brought the pointer
lnto play onece mare. And on this aeeasion
he wielded it with tremendovs vigour. Billy
Ttunter shot up from the form like a plump
jack-in-the-box, and he shrieked and squirmed
under an avalanehe of blows.

“Ow-ow-ow!  Give over, sir! Stoppit !
Can't you see how you're hurting me, sir?”
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And

“Curing you,” eorrected Mr. Quelch.
there was a titter from the class,

The cure certainly seemed effective. Billy
Bunter was wide-awake wpow, and he
appeared to have ““that Kruschen feeling.”
for he jumped clean over the form, and out
of range of those merciless blows.

“Now, Bunter,” panted Mr. Quelch, * per-
haps you will oblige wme by remaining awuke
for the rest of the lesson !

Billy Bunter obliged. And it wos generally
believed that his * sleeping sickness ™ wus
completely cured.

Such was not the ease, however. When the
class was dismissed, Billy DBunter rolled
weurily ont into the Close. He staggered
towards one of the old elms, and stretched
his tired limbs benenth ite grateful shade.
Within & mwoment be appeared to be fast
asleep.

Harry Wharton & Co. saw the fab junior
Iying there, and they were smazed.

“ Malle, hallo, hallo!” ejaculated Bob
Cherry. “ Looks as if Bunter was=n't sprue.
ing. after ail. He's gobe to bye-byes again!™

“He's merely putting it on,” growled
Whartan.

“He is tr{ing to kitfolly spoof us that he
fias  the sleepful siekness,” sald Hurree
Singh.,  “But I will wager a bag of dough-
nuts that he waekes up when the esteemed
divner-heil goes!”

“ No takers ! chuckled Nugent.

Hurree Singh's propliecy was fulfilied. For
no seoner did the dinner-bell ring out than
Billy Bunter *sat up and took notice,” =0
to speak. Then he jumped to his feet, and
hurcied away towards the dining-hall.

After dioner Dunter became drowsy agam.
It was o half-holiday, ond he spent it on
his study sofa, He Jocked the door, ns a
precantion ageinst being disturbed. and,
judging hy the sounds of snoring which came
from Stody No. 7 all the afternocon, he did
not once wake.

Yet it was rather strapge that, when his
study-mates came in for tea—they had {o
clumber in through the window—they found
asll the eatables already consumed! As Peter
Tadd cemarked, Bunter must have waiked in
his sleep!

Efforts were made to rouse the fat jumior,
but they proved unavailing. Billy Buntér's
huge bulk was spread ont on the sofa, apd
he seemed to be sleeping very deeply indeed.
Even when Tom Dutton started playing his
concerting, Bunter did not stir.

Peter Todd began to look worried. He
began to wonder if there was really sany
teuth in the statement that Buonter was
suffering from sleeping sickness. For howr
after haur the fat junior bud lald oo the
sofa, oblivious to all that went on around
him,

Peter communicated his fears
Wharton & Co,

*“1'm beginping to think there must he
something wrong with our prize porpoise.’” he
said. ““He's sleeping like a log. Nothing
seems 10 wake him.”

“ He's swanking,” said Wharton.

“31—1 suppose so,” replied Peter. ¢ And
yet I should like to make ahsolutely cer-
tain.™

“We'll make earbein to-night, in the
dorin,” said Bob Cherry, with r twinkle in
his eye.

“How?”

“ Leave it to me,” zaid Bob. “I'll under-
take to find out in two minutes whether Bun-
ter's really got eleeping sickness, or whether
he's spoofing.”

to Harry
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Billy Bunter zlept ull that evening. When
bed-time came he stiil slumbered. Wingate
of the Sixth, who was shepherding thie juniors
to bed, stepped into Study No. 7, and bawled
to Buoter that it was bed-time. The fat
tunior did not hear; at all events, he did
not heed.

Wingate strode towards the eofa, and gave
Billy Bunter a shaking. But the sleeper’s
eyes remuined tightly shut.

“Wake up!” ronred Wingate. *“It's bed-
time, you young duffer!®

There was no response. The ecaptain of
Greyfriars looked lomg and searchingly at
the slumbering form. It struck him that
Bunter's complexion was rather paler than
wzoal, And, like Peter Todd, Wingate hegan
to wonder whether, after oll, it wus a
genuine case of sleeping sickuess,

“ Nothing seems to rouse him,” he mur-
mured. " We shull have to carry him up
to his dormitory, I suppose.”

Wingate summoned Gwynne of the Sixth
to help bim, and between them they carried
the slumbering Bunter upstalrs.

“Fuith, an' he seems dead to the world
entirely ! said Gwyanne. “ We shall have ta
undress him and put him to bed.”

“He's shamming!” growled
major,

But the two seniors didn't seem to think
a0, They remaoved Bunter's clothes, and

ut on his pyjamas, apd heaved him into

is bed. During these aperations Bunter
never once murmured or opened his eyes,

“ Heemsa to be something radically wrong
with him,” sald Wingute, It looks as if
we shall have to get the deoetor to him in
the morning.”

Abont half an hour after lights out Cherry
Lighted a candle and got out of bed. The
ather members of the Famous Five were
still awake, and they grinmed st Bob.

“ Now, what aboot this feast, you
fellowz?" said Dob. “The grub’'s under my
bed, in a hamper, Shall we msake a staré?™

“Yes, rather!”

Instantly Billy Bunter's eyes opened, as
it by mnﬁlc‘ And when Bob Cherry. started
to move his locker, as II he were dragging
& tuck-hamper from under hiz bed, Bunter
sat bolt upright

“1 say, you fellows! Why didn't you tel)
me you were going to have a feed? You'll
count me in, of ecourze?’

*“Hallo, hallo, hallo'” exclaimed Rab
Cherry, in surprise. “ The sleeper awakes!™

“And, what's mare, he's been awake all
the time!" growled Johnny Bull
spoofer!
on.”?

“Oh, really, Bull—"" began Billy Bunter.
“7 any! Where's the feed?”

“There isn't one!” said  Bab
aweetly.

" “.'hat‘i.n'

“It was just a ruse, my pippin, to szee
if you were shamming ar not.'”

“0Oh erumbs!™

“ Goondness knows why vou've heen sham-
ming sleeping sickness, Bunter,” said Harry
Wharton. “ P'r'aps it was with the {dea of
dodging lessons, or else having a nice time
in the sanny. But whatever your reason,
we've bowled you out; aud now vou're going
to get the bumping of your life. Tumble out,
you chaps!™

Billy Bunter pleaded and protested, but in
vain. He was heaved ont of bed, and
bumped with great vigour and heartiness.

Billy Bunter's brief bont of “slecping sick.
ness ¥ was now completely cnred!

THE END, .
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“The fat
I knew he was only putling it

Chierry
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(Cantinued from page 12.)

“Even to save the girl who is vour
sou’s friend in Biskra?' said the sheik
grimly.

“She is not in your power, and will
never be,’ said the major. “You will
never moke me believe 12.*

The sheik langhed harshly.

“1t is troe that my spearmen dare nol
ride into the French lines,” he said. “1f
all the Arab tribes were of my mind, they
would rise and sweep the Roumis into
the sea. Dut it is not so; and where the
French soldiers ride, the Arab must how
his head. In Biskra the Arab is a cring-
ing slave; but the slave has his cunning.
Tor many days now yon have not seen
Bou Saoud.”

He paused,
sardonically, )

“Boun Saond is in Biskra, watching his
chance. The two girls at the white villa
are already in his hands. or soon will
be. A swift camel will bring them into
the desert, and in the desert I am master,
What will you say when they ave here—
when they are handed over to the tor-
turers if vou do not speak?”

“You scoundrel 1 "

The moisiure stood on hiz forehead, in
great drops.  The sheik had succeedod at
Iast in penectrating his iron composure.

There was an echoing sound of
trampling hoofs in the valley, echoing
faintly in the hollow cave.

The sheik turned his head and listened.
Then he fixed his eyes on the prisoner
with a grin of savage malice.

“Bou Ssoud has returned,” he said.
“Listen to that signal—it tells of snccess!
The two English girls ave here, in my
hands. What will you do to save
them " }

“You seoundrel ” ‘muttered the major.

“Think of it!" said Mustapha ben
Mohammed.

He turned and strode away, For a
moment the tall, white-clad figure barred
the bright sunlight at the mouth of the
cave, Then the sheik was gone, and the
prisoner was lelt in the silent, shadowy
cave to his torturing thoughts.

and langhed again

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
" ARJORIE!”

“Yes, Clara !”

“Ready, old bean?”

“Bnek up!" called out Miss Clara
cheerily from the garden of the villa at
ready.”

Marjoric Iazeldene was in her room
above.
the many execursions that filled in the
holiday days at Biskra. Hazel and Mar-

oman ruin a dozen miles from the town,
and lanch at a French auborge there.
Marjorie held in her hand a little
leather, less than an inch in oxtent.

What the tiny case contained Marjoric
did not-know,

The Swoop of the Spahi !
“¥Fm coming.”
Biskre. “The gnide's waiting, and ali's
She was drested for the ride—one of
{%rie and Clara were to ride out to a
feather case—a tiny case of Russian
TsE Macser Lisrany.—No, 857,

All she knew of it was that Major
Cherry, before he had left Biskre on his
ill-fated expedition, had placed it in her
keeping.

That it contained something of great
value was certain; she knew that much,
at least, The major did not care to carry
it with him on his dangevous jeurney in
f quest of AlL ben Yusef. Neither had he
cared to leave it concenled in his house.
Certainly no one was likely to guess that
he bad placed the amulet of the Tahar
tribe in the hands of a schoolgirl.

But the major was a shrewd judge of
character. He knew that Marjorie could
be trusted to keep a secrety and she had
kept it. Even Clara Treviyn knew
nothing of the trust.

The major had told her to keep the
little case till his return: and if he did
noft refurn before she left for England, to
take it home with her and hand it to
Colonel Wharton, Harry Wharton's
unecle, That was all she knew.

But she vealised that it was a matter
of importance, and the tiny case with
its hiidden contents never left her keep-

ing.

She had fastened a thin gold chain to
the little case, and now she passed the
chain round her neck, and slipped the
case out of sight in her dress.

“ Ready, Clara!”

She joined Miss Clara in the garden.
Hazeldene of the Remove came ont of
the house and waved good-bye to his
parents on the veranda. Clara waved,
too; and Marjorie ran up the steps to
say good-bye to them before she went,
little dreaming of how long the parting
was destined to be.

Then the three went into the court-
yard, where Haniid, the Biskra guide,
was waiting with the horses.

Ilamid =salaamed to the ground as they
came up.

“We shall expect you back to tea!”
Mr. Hazeldene called from the veranda.

“Right-ho, dad!” called back Hazel

“You will not be late, Marjorie,”
edded Mrs. Hazeldene,

Marjorie smiled and waved her hand.

The three riders turned out of the
courtyard, into the road that ran past
the villa from Biskra into the desert.

Hazel was in cheery spirits, and Miss
Clara was merry as usual, Marjorie was
a little silent and thoughtful.

She was thinking of her Greyfriars
friends, of whom she had-heard no word
since they had ridden into the Sahara
with Ibrahim. Hazel glanced at her,
and read her thoughts easily enough.

“Tho fellows are all right, Marjorie,”
he said lightlv. “They'll be back in
Biskra in a day or two. Their jolly old
guide will lead them up and down and
round about, and then bring them back.
They won't find Mustaphsa ben

1 Mohammed. any more than they'll find

the jolly old original Mahomet himself."”

Marjorie shook her head, but did not
answer,

The thought of what might havo hap-
pened to Harry Wharton & Co., in the
trackless dezert, was alwavs in her mind.

The riders turned irom the road, and
followed a barely-marked track that
seemed to lead into the open desert.
Hazel rose in his stirrups and stared
round him.

“Hamid " he called ont.

The guide turned his head.

“My master !”

“Is this the right route?"

“Hoamid know!" said the guide. re-
assuringly. “‘Soon you see the date-
trees.” >

“Oh, all right !**

The miles ghded under the trotting

boofs. Many plea~uve parties from the
holiday towns were passed, and Hazel

exchanged greetings with soms of them
that he knew.

But after a time the route i;rew mora
solilary. and Iazel, scanning the ground,
was_ unable to discern anny sign of a
track. Again it eame into his mind that
Hamid had missed the way.

“ Blessed if I don’t think that fellow is
making a mistake,” said Hazel. “You

know these deshed guides—they ’cls.im to

krow evertthing—to get a job.'

“Well, we've had this guide a dozen
times before, and he seems to know his
way about,” said Clara.

“I know!” assented Hazel. “'But,
look here, Hamid, isn’t it about time we
got to the auberge "

The Biskra guide raised his hand and
pointed across the plain. In the distance
the graceful tops of a elump of paim-trees
waved,

* 1t iz there !™ he said.

“Oh, all right!"

Tho pariy rode on. Tf was almost
noon, and the sun blazed down with
fierce heat. when they reached the clump
of trees. They glanced with slight in-
terest at a number of camels sprawled by
the trees, and four or five Arabs who
lounged by them, There was po sign of
an auberge, or of any othor habitation.

“That ass has found out by this time
that he's gone wrong, T think,”
grumbled Hazeldene. “Lot of time
wasted !

One of the waiting Arabs came towards
the party as they halted. He was a hand-
some fellow, in a swaggering bold way.
Arab as he was, in Arab garb, he carriod
himself like a man who had known
military life. Hazel stared at him. He
had seen the young man in Biskra
before, and knew that he was Bou Saond,
the son of the desert sheik. and the
enemy of Harry Wharton & Co. A
vague misgiving rose in Hazel's breast,
{t seemed impossible to him that the
Spahi could or would dare to act law-
lessly, so close to the French holiday
town, in the district patrolled by ths
French {roops. But the mocking grin on
the Spahi’s face was not reassuring.

Bou Bacud salaamed to the two girls,
his hold gaze resting on them impudently,

“Welcome to the deseri!” he said.

Hazel pushed forward his horse,

“What does this mean?” he exclaimed,
" How dare vou speak to my sister, you
blackguard "

Bou Saoud laughed.

He called to Hamid, the gnide. Under
the eves of HMHazel, he threw a five-
hundred franc note to the man. Hamid,
%r_n;\ning, turned his horse back towarda

iskra,

“Hamid !” shouted Hazel, astonished
and alarmed now. *“Hamid! Where are
you going? Come back!”

The guide rode on without heeding.

“Good heavens!" breathed Marjorie,

“What 2
“There is no danger,” said the Spahi,
smiling, “You are the guests of

Mustapha ben Mohammed—that is all.
You will ride with me to the tents in the
desert.”

“Oh!" gasped Clara,

_ “You villain I" shouted Hezel, grasp.
ing his riding-whip. “ Do vou think—"
. “Taisez-vous !" soapped the Arab. "It
i« not for you to speak. You will not
come—you are not wanfed."”

“Do you think I will leave my sister
with  you. you scoundrel?” shouted
Hazel. “Why, [—-I—*

" Seize him!”

At the word, two of the lounging
Arabs flung themselves upon Hazeldene,
and he was dragged from his horse.
Mazjorie gave a cry.

Another of the Arabz led forward a
camel—a  tall, powerful animal with a
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valanguin on its back, Marjorie, with a
sickening dread at her heart, realised
that this treachery had been planned—
the palanquin was there to take them
into the desert; the Diskra guide had
been bribed to lead them info the trap.
Hev terrificd glance swept the horizon;
there was no help,

Hazel, straggling fuviously. was heln-
less in the grasp of the two ruffians who
fiad seized him,

The Spahi spoke in Arabic, and the
junior was flung to the ground at hus
feet, Bou Saond swept his scimitur into
the air, over the breathless schontboy as
he lay. Marjorte, with a ery, sprang
from her horse, and threw herself before
her brother,

“You will not kill him!"” she panted.

“He is not wanted,” said the Spahi.

“For micvey's sake——""  sereamed
Marjorie.

The savage Spahi lowered his weapon,
with a grin.

“For your sake, if vou choose,” he
said, laughing and shrugging his
shounlders. * It matters little—let him
live !

“Oh, you villain!" panied ITazel
*“You shall suffer for thic, you dastard !"

“&ilenes, while you are safe ! snapped
the Spahi.

He snapped out avders in Arabie to his
men. The two girls were lifted into the
palanquin. Hazel, grasped again by the
Arabs, was helpless {o intervene.

The desert yniders mounted their
camels. A savage blow from a spear-
butt sent Hazel reeling, and he rolled on
the sand, He picked himself up, his
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brain in o whirl. Marjorie’s white face
iooked at him from the curtains of the
palananin; her hund waved to him, and
then she was gone. The swift eamels
bore away the prizoners and their savage
escort,

Hazel groaned.

Ha staggered blindly after the raiders.
but soon the swift camels were mere
moving dots on the vast expense of th>
desert, and then they vanished from
sight.

Marjorie was gone.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Discovery in the Mirage !

o RADBS!"
A “The giddy enemy !”
The sun blazed on IHarry

Wharton & Ce,, as their eamels
trotted on over the sand. The aiv shim
mered with heat. Even IHurree Jamset
Ram Singh adimitted that it was hot.

Far to the south-west the dim line of
hili-tops grew cleaver, as the juniors rode
onward, Dut they were still distant,
vague in the shimmering beat of the
horizon,

Suddenty, almost with the suddenness
of o film scene, a caravan burst on the
sight of the riders.

Wharton shaded his eves with his hand
under his sun-helmet.

Quite close at hand, almost within
voice-range as it scemed, a dozen camel
riders had started out of the desert, 1n
the midst of the party was a tall and

iy
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powerful camel, with a curtzined palan-
quin on its back., And at the head of the
puarty rade o hovseman whom the juniors
knew. 'They know that handsome, dark
wicked, and reckless face—ihe face o
Bou Sgoud, once an officer of the Spahis
in the French service—the man who had
kidnapped: Al ben Yusef av Greyfviars,
and placed b in the bands of the sheik.

Wharton grasped his rifte.

Dot the next moment e lowered the,
weapon, with a smife. 3t was Boa Saond
he was looking upon, but not Bou Saowd
in the flesh. 1le remembered the dream
city of the Sahara, and he know that this
was the whage again.

"My hat! That willaint"
Johony Buil.

“It's the mirage!”

ORI

The Greyfriars party halted, and stared
at the sirange scene from thetr camels.

So close were the pictuved figures that
it seemed as if they eould have called to
them,  Yet probably the Spahi and his
men were fifty miles away, in what
direetion the juniors could not even
gness,

“TIt i< mirage. my fine gentlemens,”
said Thahim, “You see Bou Suoud; he
hide with prisoner,”

“Prisoner ¥ repeated Wharton.

“My lord see palanquin on big eamel,
That 15 for women,” said the gatde.

Wharton knitted his brows,

He understood that the Spahi and his
men had been npon some raid, and were
returning to the sheik’s encampment in
the dezert hills, probably with plunder,
and with prisoners,

exclaimed
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Tbrabhim smiled.

“ Perhaps some of the OQuled Nail,” he
said.

e what 777

“The dancing-girls.”?

In Biskra, the Greyfriars junjors had
seen the Arab dancing-givls, who were
mosily of the tribe of the Ouled Nail
They knew it was the custom of the
dancers to string theic gold coins. and
woar theim in elattering clusters, overy
new gift from their admivers adding to
their jingling treasure. And they had
heard of the dancing-girls being some-
times cavried off, and even marderad, by
the Arubs, for their strings of gold coins,

“The awfol rotter!” nuiricred Do
Cherry, hugering his rifle. “T wish he
were within range !

“*The wi;h[uﬁxcsa 1z teeiiflie!”  mur-
mured Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, his
dark eyes glittering at fthe pictored
riders, .

Ibrahiny raised a brown finger to point.

“Now, vou see!” he said. “The enr-
tain him open.”

Fhe juntors’ eyes were fixed on the
palanguin that swayed on the high back
of the powerful canrel.  Dusty white cur-
tains closed in its sides, and as thoy
gazed the ecurtain on the side turned to
thent moved, drawn aside by ¢ boand
within. The prisoner of the palangquin
was about to look out at the desert.

They expected to see the brown face of

girl of the Ouled Nail, as the curtain
was_ drawn aside,

Bot it was a white face that looked
out.

Bab Clierry gave a husky ery.

H Marjorie [

Y Marjorie I repeated Harry Wharton,
in uiter amazeinent and dismay,

“Good heavens!”

Ibrabim stared and nodded.

“Dou  Saoud has taken her from
Diskra,” le satd. > Bee, there is another
in the palangnin!™

A seeomd face looked oul into the
desevt, It washe face of Clarn Treviyn.

In witer hovror, ITarry Wharton & Co.
stared at the dream-pictare of the desert,

Their faces were sef. )

“Marjorie, in the hamls of that vil-
fain I’ nwitered Dob Cherry hoarsely.
“What ean it mean? Why——"

*“It is the order of the sheik!” said
Ibeahin.

“Good henvens!" mutiercd Nugent.

With fense faces the junmiora watelied
the mirnge. It came as a stunning blow
to tliem to discaver that Marjorio 1azel-
dene was in the bands of the robber
Arubs, It had never even enfered their
thoughts that she was not safe in Biskra,

Rob Cherry shouted to Thrahun,

“Ibralici, where ave they?  Cannoi
you tell where they are?”

Ibrahim shook his head.

“It is a mirage!” he said, “Perhaps
ten mile—perhaps  fifty—who  knows?
Personue ! Tbheahim nu can tell”

Bob gripped his rifle convilsively.

“The villaint The villin!”
muttered.

“Tt's going ! whispered Nugent,

Bon Saoud and his men were riding on
into nothingness. The mirage vanished
as swddenly as it had arisen.

wce more emply space was before the
eves of Harey Wharton & Co,

Only for a couple of minutes had that
strange scene been picturcd to them in
the shimmering heat of the desert,

Likn spreires,  the  Arab  raiders
vanished from their sight.

The juniors’ faces were white and set.
Marjorie and Clava were in the hands of
the Spahi—prisoners in the power of the
desert sheik!  And they were utterly
belpless to aid, It was impossible even
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he

o guess in what direction the Spahi had
vanished,

Thers waz a long silence.

“They must ba going to Muslapha's
encampment ' said Harry Wharton at
last.

Ibrabim nodded,

“1t 13 20,” he said,
returning from his vaid.
fus prisoneirs to the sheilk.”

“3We shall find them theve,” said Bob
Cherry, between his tecth., “Get on,
vou fellows. 1t i3 noi only my father

" Don
e

Sacud is
is taking

that we have to  save irom  those
scoundrels now " .
The juniors wrged on their camels

again,

Fven Billy Dunter’s face was serious
now, and he forbore to gronse.

Under the burning heat of the sun the
camels trotted on, and the distant line of
hills camo ever and cver nearer. Rocky
ridges cropped up in the wasle of sand,
lnoso stones chinked vound the trotting
feot of the camels,

The sun was deep on the hovizon now,
a blazing ball of crimson.  Its obligue
rays swept the desert ltke flame,

Lower 1t sank, till it dropped bebind
rhe horizon, and the night ‘lmd fallen,
Bl o silvery light was streaming from
the cast, and a bright woon sailed over
the waste,

Y When are wa camping, you fellows
callett out Billy Dunter.

“We're noi camping !
Wharton eurtly.

“1 say, vou fellows——"

Y Dan't taik now, Bunter,” _

Ihrphim, beating the baggage-camels
with Iris stick, was no longer <houbing to
them 1 the asual wav of eameludrivers,
Yoicea cavried far in the stillness of the
desert, and the Grexfriars party were
now drawing near to the headquarters of
thie sheik, Under the shining moop the
tired animals frotted on. But Harry
Wharton & Uo. were no longer conscious
of fatigue, The sight of Marjorie and
Clara in the hands of the robber Arabs
bad filled them with o bitter determina-
tion.  And even Billy Dunfer said no
maore, ard did not even tell lis com-
panions that he was hungey.

Under the mooniight the Greyiriars
party rode into a broad. low valley in
the desert hills.  Drefore them, in the
bright Hight of the moon, va=e a stranpge-
looking building. Ilarvy Wharton called
to the guide,

“Tbrabim, what is that®"

“It is the Pordl” said the gmide.
“There we stop, my fine gentlemens.
The tents of Mustaphia ave one mile.”

And the camels halted in a deserted
courtyard, iu the midst of which rose the
sgquare brick tower of the Bordj.

w11

answered

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
The Bordj in the Desert !

fl'\ﬂl'l Bordj stood lonely, sohiary,
and silent, in the bollow of the
hills, like a forgoiten seniinel
keeping warch um% ward over the
waste of sand and rock.

It wasz a square tower built of bricks
of baked mud, pierced with loopholes in-
stead of windows. There was but one
door, and that was closed and locked
with & huge iron lock. Round it lay
the low.walled courtvard, with a well.

The juniors had heard of the “ Bordj,"”
though this was the first one they had
seen. Here and there, in the lone sandy
wastes of the Algerian deserts, the brick
towers are scattered—sometimes never
visited from one veat's end to another.
In the Bord} is shelter, and if necessat
a refuge from atlack, for the Frenc{

patrols that ride into the recesses of the
Sahara. Sometimes an Arab village of
rentz or mud huts will grow up around
tho Bordi.

But the Bordj at which Harry Wharton
& Co. lad avvived was utterly deserted
and solitary. The mud walls of the court-
yard were crumbling, and clanging eries
from within the tower showed that desert
birds had made their homes there, and
were startled by the unosual sounds of
trampling of camels without.

Probably years had elapsed sinece someo
French cavalry  detachment, riding
through those arid wastes, had camped
at the Bordj. There was no sign that a
haman foot had trodden theve.
 IHarry Wharton tried the door of the
little tower. The rusty ivon lock was
fast.

' Me open!” sald Ibrahim.

1t the juniors had needed any further
proof of Thrabim's good faith this would
inave been enough.  They had known
nothing of the existence of this lonely
post in the desert, but they realised at
onee of what service it might be to them,
Within those thick walls of sun-baked
bricks, they could have held their own
against an attack by much greater num-
bers—and the little fortified post might
prove their salvation when the struggle
came with the sheik.

_Omly a mile away, over the dim rugged
vidges of the hills, lay the encampment
of Mustapha ben Mohammed, swarming
with savage spearrmen. At any hour now
the vells of the desert robbers might ba
heard, and the Greylrmars juniors might
J;c[- engaged in a desperate struggle for
ife.

Ihbrahim took an axe from the baggage.
The lock on the door was strong, and of
great size; but rust had eafen into it,
and in & fow minutes Ibrahim had forced
it open.

The ereaking door swung baek.

There was a clatter from the desert
hirds, eseaping in alarm from the loop-
hioles in the walls,

Within there was a room with bare
earth floor, bare walls of mud bricks,
furnished with a rongh trestle table and
two ot three stools, A stair of brick led
lo an upper room.

The place was evidently deserted, but
the juniors searched it. A snake hissed
on_the floor, and Ibrahim prompiy cut
it info two with the axe. The Lirds were
gone, andt no other living thing was
found in the interior.

“We conld put up a big fight here if
it camo fo that,” said Johmny Bull,
glancing round him. “We can get all

the baggage i here, and the provisions

—and at a pinch the camals could be
driven mto the lower room. This is luck
for us!”

“Yes, rather

“What about water?"” asked Nugenr,

“There is a eistern,” said Thrahinw
“We shall G it from the well—yonr
slave 1brahim will 6l it while his fords
rest.”

“Rot!” said Bab Cherry, Al hands
to the mil"”

“1 say, vou fellows. Y'm tired—"

“You can unpack ihe grub, Bunter’

“Oh. oll righe!”

A zine bucket was found on the rope
at the well  The rope waz  rotted
through ; but a camel-rope soon replaced
it, and the juniors were busy drawing
water very gquickly

Without discussi they had settled
that the Bord] was to be their head-
quarters, and 1t was necessary to place
it in a state of defenve. Desperate aa
was the enterprise of the Grevliviars
juniprs, almost certain a3 it :cemed that
they were secking destruction, they in-
tended to neglect no precaution.

The long duy’s ride in the blazng
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African heat had tired them; but there
wus no time to think of fatigue. Bucket
after bucket was drawn from the well,
and the cistern in the tower was filled
to overflowing, as well as the water-
bottles and the camels’ water-skins. The
water was & Jirtle brackish; but it was
good; and in the Sahava it is water that
is the prime necessity of life, Indeed, it
i the endlesz disputes about the springs
and wells that cause many of the in-
cessant petty wars among the Arab
tribes of the Sahara. The turning of
some petty stream pear its source may
cause & war to the death between two
tribes, and a feud that may never end.

he cistern filled, the baggage was
stacked in the lower room of the Bordj,
only the camels being left tothered in the
courtyard.

Harry Wharton looked at the broken
Jock on the door, but it was past repair.
But within there were iron sockets for
the reception of bars, and the stout bars
of palni-wood stood ready.

The hour was Jate when the juniors
sat down wearily to snatch their supper.
Bunter had already supped amply, and
Wes snering on 4 rug in a corner.

Then it was necessary to held a couneil
of war. Ibrahim, the guide, had done
his duty, and he was free to go. It had
been Wharton's intention to leave him
bound when the rescuers szought the
sheik’s camp, in the keeping of Bunter;
but that was not. necessary now, They
knew that they conld trust Ibrahim not
to betray them now.

“ Now, about Bonter and Ibrahim,”
said Bob Cherry. “We've done with
Ibrahim, and there's a chance of getting
Bunter back safe. He's po use here, of
course.”

Bunter opencd one eye and blinked at
the juniors,

“Cheek ! he murmured.

Bobr smiled faintly.

“Do you want to stick on, Bunter?”
he asked. *We're going from here to
the Arabs' encampment. The chances
are sbout a ihousand to one that we
shall never come back,”

We shall not come Dback
Marjorie and Clara,” said Harry Whar-
ton quietly. *We know now that they
are prisoners of the shetk; and we shall
save them, or die tyvying |’

*“That's sottled,” zaid Jobhnny Bull

Biliy Bunter was wide awake now.

“Of course, I'm not going to desert
vou fellows,” he said. *“ Buk if you like,
Il get back to Biskra and—and—and
feteh help.”

CAIL right,” said Bob, “Let it
that; anyhow, you're going bhac
Biskra, and goodness’ knows I hope
you'll get there safely. Ibrahim will go
with you, and we ean trust him now.”

Ho locked at the Arab guide, whe
stood in silence.

“Ibrahim 1"

“My fhne
Thrahim.

“You've done all you have to do now.
You rcan point out to us the way to the
sheik's camp.'’

“Tt is near—in the day, from the
fower, you will see the tent of the
sheik. "

“(iond! Then we're finished with you,
oid bean, You can get back to Biskra—
yon shall take 2 camel for yourself, and
as much of the food as you necd. Take
Bunter back safely, and you shall have a
thousand francs.™

“1 will give you a letter to Mr. Hazel-
dene at Diskra, and he will pay you the
money, as soon as Bunter is there,” said
Harry Wharton.

Ibrahim was silent. His black eyes
were fixed on the Famous Five, with a
curtous expeession in them that the
jupiors rould ot nnderstand.

without

a at
6]

gentlemen ! murmured

{ Marjorle’s white face looked at Hazel from the eurlains of the palanquin, her hand

waved to him—and then she was gone.
| and thelr savage escort.

The swift camels bore away the prisoners

Hazel, groaning in spirit, staggered blindly afer the
raiders uniil they vanished from his sight.

(See Chapter 10.)

“Does that satisly you?" asked Harry

“My lovd, no.”

“ No need to haggle,” said Bob tersely.
“We've not likely to want again the
money we left with My, Hazeldene. Let
him have two thousand franes, Is thai
all right, Thrahim %"

“Ay lord! Noi™

“What the thump da you
then? growled Johnny Bull.

Hemest Ihrahim salaamed.

“No want go to Biskra,” he suid
“Ibrabim, him live only to serve his
hine g'uutiemcus‘; Torahim stay.?

“Oh, my hat!"

want,

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Enemy !

ARRY WHARTON & Co. stared

H at the guide.
That there was some good
somewheore in the treachecous,
tortuous nature of the desert Arah they
had learned. Undoubtedly he had had
a change of heart since the juniors had
risked their lives to save him from the
jaws of the lion. The death of Sulei-
man had been a terrible proof of it,
and his guiding them to the refuge of
the lonely Dord] was another proof. But
that his gratitude went further than

that they had not supposed. Dut
apparently Honest Ibralnm  was no
dealer in balf-measures, He had
changed his allegiance, and he  had

changed it thoroughly—lock, stock, and
barrel, as it wera. 'There was no deubt-
ing the earnestness in his dusky face.
Once back in Biskra, Honest Ibrahim
would bo ones more the lying, cheating

guide; once more loose in the desert,
be would be again the ruthless rascal
ready to cub the throat of friend or foe
fov a handful of [vanes. But te Harvy
Wharton & Co. he was deveted; he was
incapable of betraying them, of desert-
ing  them, probably even of thieving
from their baggage. With all the ruth-
less wickednese and dishonesty of the

savage Ar(}b, there was ap almost in-
fantile  simplicity in  his  strange
character.

The juniors looked at him, perplesed.

brahim salaamed again.

“Tbvahim stav,” he said. “Him die
far his tino gentlemens! Thrahim live
only to serve noble English lords.”

It was the same Howery language the
juniors had always beard from Honest
Thralim when he was cheating and steal
ing, and planning to deliver them over
ta their enemies, But there was 2
difference now, in that he was sincere.

Baob Cherey rubbed fiis nose thought
fully,

“You know the danger we've in here
Ibrahim,” he said.

“Ihrahim, him know.” said the Arak
guietly, *“*Not one of us live to sce
Biskra again.  Me know, Mest o
mwort! Ihrahim, him die with his finc
gentlemens,”

The juniors could not help being
touched, They cherished a hope, faint
as it was, of sucecess and escape.  But
it was clear that Ibraliim Jooked on the
expedition as hopelessly doomed; that
he fully expected death at the hands
af the sheilk and his savage spearmien,
All he asked was to die with them.
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“Dash it =all, there's a chancet”
growled Jobuny Bull, * We're not dead
vet; .and while there's life there's

hope.

brahim shook his head. i

““Die to-day—die to-morrow " he said.
“What matters? It comes to all to die.
To-morrow Tbrahim will be with the
hiouris in Paradise.” He shrugged his
shoulders. “There is no God but one
CGod, and Mahomet iz his Prophet.”

“You resally want to stay and share
our luck?" asked Harry Wharion, after

a4 pause. ?
1 have said i.” .
“We'll be glad, of ecourse™ said
Harry, “DBut—" His glance rested
on Bunter,

“1 say, you fellows, I can't get back
to Biskra by myself, you know,” said
the Owl of the Remove in alarm,

“You shouldn't have come!” growled
Johnny Bull.

“Oh, really, Bull—"

“The esteomed and fatheaded Bunter
asked for it.,” murmured Hucree Jamset
Ram Singh, shaking his head.

“ Beast " .

“Ibrahim, him no go baek,” said the
Araly stolidly. “To hear is to obey, but
Ibrahim him deaf. No leave his fine
gentlemens.  Eeontez!  Mustopha does
not know that I[brahim is the faithful

servant_of the Roumi gentlemens. Him
think Tbrahim give up his gentlemen
for a roward., Dead or alive, Ibrahim

was to receive five thousand franes for
his fine gentlemen, Now it is changed:
but the sheik does not know. Ibrahim
can go into the epncampment of the
Tahar—he will tell lies to the sheik—"

“What "

“He will say, the fine gentlemens are
dead, and their bones picked by the
jackals in the desert,” said Ibrahim,
“He will say it was the poizon.
Musiapha believe that Ibrahim st
serve, him. In the camp of the Tahar
Ibeahim will spy for his masters; he
will find ont where are ihe prisoners,
and if they yet hive. He will veturn with
news to the Bordj, Have I said well?™

“Good ¥ taid Bob with a nod.

The juniors realised at once the value
of Ibrahim as a scout. Tt was true that
he could enter the canip of the tribes-
men without fear;: the sheik knew
nothing of the change of sides, or of
the deaih of Soleiman.

Harey Wharton nodded thoughtfully.

“It might make all the difference
between suecess and failure he said.
“It's mo good blinking the faet that in
going to Mustapha's camp we are going
into the lion’s den, with precious Iittle
chance of getting out of it alive. If
Ibrahim will seout for ns—"

“You teust Thrahim—he
business," said the guide.

“We do frust you,” said Dob.

“Then it’s  setdled,” said Harrey
Wharton. “Ibrahim. you sav that the
sheik offered vou five thonsand franes
for us if von betrayed vs.  Yen shall
have twice five thousand franes if we
resene the prisoners and get them back
to Biskra.”

Y Onowy head he it!” said Ibrahim.
“The line  gentlemens are  generous.
Tbrabim will not live to sce Biskra
again—him walk no move in the bazaar,
and never wore see the dance of the
Ouled Nail. Ibrahim him ready. My
lords sleep in the Bordl. while Ibrahim
him go to the tents of the Tahar.”

“And Dunter——" muttered Dob.

“Bunter must take his chance with
the rest of us" said Hary quietly.
“We  shall leave him here with the
ramels when we go, and he will have
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do your

a chance at least of getting clear—more

than we shall have.”
“That’'s the best we can do for you,

Buntey,” said Bob.
Snova!
Billy Bunter was asleep again.
The juniors left  him  sleeping.

Ibrahim, nnder the saning moonlight,
quitted the Bordj, and from the narrow
doorway the juniors watched him dis-
appear info the shadows of the rocks,

Perhaps, for a moment, a misgiving
entored their hearts. It was in the
5uide's power to betray them, to bring
own a horde of savage enemies upon
them before the night was an hour
older. In trusting him, they were trust-
g him with their lives and with all
their hopes of saving the prisoners of
the sheik, And faithful as he had been
that day, they did not and could nof
forget his long treachery,

But the die was east now.

Harry Wharton closed the door, and
dropped the palm-wood bars into the
iron sockets.  The juniors were safe
from a surprise, at least, and behind the
walls of the Bord] they werve prepared
to give a good nccount of themselves if
the enemv came,

Then they faid down to vest, to make
the most of the enforced inactivity
during Ibrahim's absence.

Billy  Bunter's deep snore echoed
through the little brick tower; the Owl
of the Remove slept as soundly in the
Bordj in the desert as in the old
Remove dormitory at Greyfriars. But
it was not so casy for the other fellows
to sleep, fatigued as they were. The
thonght of the two girls in the hands
of the savage Arabs was torment to
them, and it haunted their minds,

But they slept at last.

There was no alarm in the night: the
knock of Tbrahim was not heard at the
door. The guide had promised to
return by the dawn if it were possible;
but the yosy dawn glimmered in at the
varrow loopholes of the Bordj, and the
juniors still slept undisturbed.

Havey  Whartan the
awaken.

The room was hot and stuffy, heated
by the Dblaze of a tropical African sun
without. It was high day, the sun
blazed over the rocky hills, and burned
down on the lonely walls of the Bovdj.
Wharton started to his feet, angry with
himself for having slept so long., His
comrades still slept; Bunter snored on.

was first to

There were sounds outside the wails.
Wharton supposed, for the moment, that
it was a stirring of the tethered camels
in the courtyard. But he heard a hand
groping over the barred door, and the
thought flashed into his mind that Ibra-
him had returned at last. He ran to
the door, and, at his movement, his
comrades awakened.

Wharton's hands were on the palm-
wood bars, but he paused. Instead of
reraoving the bars he called out:

“Who is theye?”

A startled exclamation in French an-
swered hin.

Y Diable I
It was the voice of Bou Saoud, the
Spahi,

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Last of Bou Saoud !
ARRY WHARTON caught his
H breath.
“ Bou Saocud!™ he muttered.
“The cnemy!” Bob Cherry
gritted his teeth savagely. “That scoun-
drel? Open the door, Harey 17
“Has Ibrahim beirayed us, after all 3"
growled Johnny Bull

“I'm osure pot,” said Bob. “1 trust
hiin I
“The trustfulness is forrific,” said

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, “ But the
esteemed and exccrable Bou Sacud has
found us.”

“Let us get at him,” said Bob, his
eyes gleaming, “I only want to stand
face to face with that scoundeel 17

“Don’t be an ass, old man,” muttered
Harry.  “There may be a swarm of
them. We can see from the roof. Come
up the siairs.”

Knock !

“Mes enfants!” It was the well
known, mocking voice of the Spahi. “ 8o
vou are here?”

“We are here, you villain "
Bob.

“Here—alive 1” said the Spahi, “ Then
Ibrahim has lied—he has spoken falsely
to the.sheik, And I have found vou-
by chance! A la bonne heure !”

The juniors remembered what Ibeahim
had said—that he intended to make a
false report to the Sheik Mustapha.
They looked at one another. Ibrahi:
had been faithiul, though in his ows
false and torfuous way. And evident:
he had not teturned—he was still in the
shoik’s camp, where his life was no-
worth a moment's purchase if Bou Suon!
returned  with the news that be hall
plaved Mustapha false,

arry Wharton ran quickly up the
brick staiv. From the upper room of
the Bordj another stair gave access '
the flai roof, which was surrounded by a
loop-holed parapet.

The juniors were quickly on the rosf.

Thev looked down.

At the gateway of the courtyard
bhandsome Barbary horse stood, wair
for his master. It was the steed of P

answered

Saoud. By the doorway below ti -
Spahi was standing.
He was alone. There was nn oth

Arab to be seen. From the rvoof of tie
tower, far in the distance, a gleam of
flowing water could be scen, and by -
the shining {ents. The encampnient o
Mustapha ben Mohammed lay thers.
*“He's alone ! muttered Bob.
“Alone! And he knows that Tbrahin
has turned against his gang, and if [
goes back——"
“If he goes back Ihrahim iz a doz
man, and we're not better I said Joln:
Bull quietly, “He's not going hack !
He lifted his rifle over the paraper.
Wharten caught his arnu.
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“Are you mad? A shot would be
heard at the sheik’s camp, Stop!”

“Beiter that than Bouw Saoud going
back,” answered Johnny Bull,

“Thera ara other ways.”

“Ha!” The Spahi looked up, and
caught Johnny Bull's glance, as the
junior looked down over the parapet.
“Vous etes la! DBut I wait for the door
to be opened, mes enfants.”

He laughed mockingly.

Scoundrel and blackguard as the Spahi

was, there seemed nothing like fear in
him. He looked up coolly and mock-
ingly. Possibly his belief was that the
schoolboys wauld he tervorised hy the
mere sight of him, and that they weuld
not dare .io raise their hands against
him. [f that was his belief, he was soon
to be undeccived.

“I bave found you,” he went on, in
the same mocking tone. “Peste! [
came to hunt for gazelle in the hills,
and I have found sheep. Ha, ha!”

The juniors understood then,

The Arab, riding past the lonely Bord;
to hunt in the hills, had seen the tethered
camels in the courtyard, and guessed at
once that some travelling party had
camped there. He had dismounted and
tethered his horse at the gate to investi-
gate. So near the encampment of the
Bheik Mustapha, the travellers, whoever
they might be, were at the mercy of the
desert robbers, But Bou Saoud had de-
sired to know wha they were hefore be
called his savage spearmen to the attack.
Had it been a French miilitary party
camped in the Bordj the cunning Spali
would have given them fair words, and
left them, to take counseliwith the sheik
whether there should be an attack. The
discovery that the party consisted of the
Greyfriars juniors was an amazing one
to him, that was clear. for Ibrahim's
false repert had been believed in the
camp of Mustapha ben Moharamed.

The Bpahi's wicked black eyves wera
dancing with glee as he looked up.
Obviously hie believed that the juniors
wera at his mercy, and thet their fate
was in his hands.

Wharton whispered to his comrades,
while the Spahi's wocking laugh rang
below.

“Wea've gat to get hiwm—without a
shot, il possible !”

“But how 1"

“Keep him in  talk, if you can*
Wharton held up a long camel-rope he
had brought up to the roof, “ You come
with me, Dob. You others stay here,
Keep him in talk if yon ecan. but if he
tries to mount his horse, shoot him
dead !”

“Right !

Frank Nugent and Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh joined Johnny Bull at the
parapet over the doorway. The Spahi
waved his hand to them in ironical greet-
ing. They did not show their rifles, and
probably he did not know that they were
armed at all.

Wharton and Bob Cherry crossed the
flat roof to the back. The end of the
rape was fastened quickly fo the flag-
staff that stood on the roof. Quietly the
long rope was let down at the back of
the little square building,

Silently, but in haste, Harry Wharton
swung himself over, and slid down the
vope, his rifle on his back. As swiftly,
Boh Cherry followed him, In a very fow
minutes they stood on the earth, the
building between them and the Spahi,

Meanwhile Bou Saoud was calling up
to the three juniors whom he coyld see
on the roof.

“You will not descend and let me in?
Mais, allons, done! 1t is inhospitable,
n'est-ce-pas? I welcome you to the
desert, mes amis!”

Thers was a erash as Johnny Bull flung his rifle at Bou Szoud's head. The Spahi

reeied, uttering a sharp ery.
him.

In an instant, Harry Wharion was rushing upon
““Quick, Bgb!* he panted. The two juniors flung themselves upon

Bou Saoud, tearing his rifie frem his hands, while reassuring shouts from above

showed that the rest of the Co. were hastening to the scene.

(See Chapter 14.)

“Where is Ihrahim?" asked Nugent,
rather to gain time than in expectation
of an answer,

The Spahi Janghed again.

“In the camp of Mustapha, my
father,” he answered, “Have you
bribed him with & great sum? He came

to us and lied. Ile told us that the five
Roumis were dead in the desert, and
that the hyenas had picked theiv bones!
Ibrahim will pay for deceiving the sheik.
He shall die by the torture. But you,
will you descend and give yvourselves up
to me, or will you wait till I signal to
my spearmen?”

He grinited with enJoyment.

" Shall T give you some news ™ he said.
“Shall T tell vou that the white girls
are in the camp of Mustapha. That I,
Bou Saond, seized them at Biskra and
carried them iuto the desert?”

“You sconndrel ! said Johmmy Bull,
“We know it. We saw you yesterday—
in the mirage in the desert.”

“Is it so? Then you know that they
are prisoners, to die by torture if the
Eye of Ahmed is not given up to the
Sheik Mustapha " Bou Saocud stepped
back from the door and picked up his
rifle.  “ Regavdez, done! Three shois
are the signal—to bring my-viders here,”

He laughed again

At the same moment Harry Wharton
appeared at the corner of the bulding,
and the Spahi started as he saw him.
He threw up his rifle to a level, aiining
at the captain of the Remave.

There was a crash, as Johnny Bull
flung his rifle from the roof. It crashea
on the Bpahi's turbaned head, and Bou
Saoud reeled with a sharp cry.

In an instant Wharton was rushing
upon him,

“Quick, Bob!” panted Wharton.

Bab Cherry, only & few seconds behind
his comrade, rnshed on the Spahi.

A savage curse in Arabic broke from
Bou Baoud, as he struggled in the grasp
of the twho juniors,

His rifle lay on the ground, but there
was a long knife in his girdle, and he
clutched at if.

The three juniors on 4he roof rushed
frantically down the steps into the build-
ing. They tore open the barred daar
and rushed out to join in the fray.

Wharton and Bob Cherry were both
sturdy and strong, but the powerful
Arab was like a tiger in their hands.
Wharton seized his wrist and dragged
his grasp away from the knife, but Bou
Saoud tore it loose again. Bob Cherry,
grasping the ruffian’s loose burnous,
hooked his leg, and brought him with o
crash to the ground.

Both the juniors fell with him.

Bou Saoud, active as a panther, tore
himself loose, and gained his kuees.
Panting, snarling like a wild animal, the
savage Arab dragged at his knife.

It was then that the door of the Bordj
flew open, and Nugent, Bull, and the
nabob rushed out. They hurled them-
selves on the Spahi,

The knife wag gleaming in the air as
they reached him, aiming at Bob Cherry,
Johnny Dull’s heavy fist reached the
Spahi in time, crashing on his jaw, and
Bou Saoud rolled over on the earth,

A loud and tervible ery rang out and
awoke the echoes of the hillse. The

(Continued on page 28.)
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BEGIN THIS WONDERFUL NEW SERIAL RIGHT NOW !
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Rank Deflance !

Par!”

“TI—IE school won't stand for it,

(ieorge Meélion, the popular,
athletic'  captain  of  St.
Bartholomew's, ceased his agitated

perambnlation of the study carpet, and
faced his bosom chum,. )
“You hear, Pat? They won't stand

for it {7 )

Pat ('Shea nodded gloomily.

“Sure, &r’ it don't need an over
powerfuf inteflect  to  gresp  that,

George,” he said slowly. “Si Dart's is
gaing down the hill, and—"

JHis words trailed off, and he glared
at Melton, seeing in the other’s face a
reflection, as it were, of his own
thoughts.

. For over & month now the scholars of
St. Bart’s had been compelled to keep
their noses to the grindstone.  Dr
Saunders, the headmaster, once—now in
the dim past—known to all and sundry
as “0id Dozey,” had suddenly wakened
u[:‘ to the fact that St. Bart's was a
scholestic institution, The pupils under
Lis charge were at school to learn things
other than how football, cricket, fives,

tennis, and kindred sporis shonld be
played. Which was a surprising state of
affairs when one considered that Di.

SBaunders had held the reins of office for
fifteen  years without bringing his
mighty intellect to bear upon snch an
ohvious viewpaoint,

But once having seen the obrious, Dr.
Saunders had stirred from his lethargic
comfort, determined that, having stirred
himself, his pupils should do likewise.
Thus it was the rather self-willed
schotars at 3t Bart's suddenly found
their liberty of movement curtailed,
No more slacking, no more were bounds
made to be broken, no maore were timid
masters merely machines that chalked
mysterious and uninieresting things on
the blackboard,

8t. Bart's had heen changed in one
short, but well-remembered day. With
the backing of Dr. Saunders himself
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Irets the Melton brothers sef forth on a great adventure, thelr lack of finance being
Take them by the hand now, chums, shore their troubles

. &HeNe\i Seott:

A Stirring, Sporting and Adventure
| Story, telling of four brothers’ plucky
! fight against adversity.

behind them, the wmasters had {followed
out his instructions to the letter, Mem-
bers of every Form had discovered that
a Form-master’s will was law. No more
checky answers, no more inattention; in
fact, the scholars at St. Bart’s were so
completely overawed by thiz sudden and
unlooked for change that they allowed
themszelves to be ordered hither and
whither by those in duthority, unable te
do anght but obey.

A weck of such treatment bad seen Bt
Bart's well under control, although the
germ  of rebellion had taken root
Gradually, bit by bit, Dr. Saunders had
deprived St. Bart’s of the hours gener-
ally  allotted to sports. Half-holidays
were things of the past, late passes wera
things talked aboui, but never seen; and
woe betide any daring young fellow who
set law and order at defiance, and broke
bounds.

Reginald Glvnn—one of the darlings
of the TFifth—had thought #it to show
Dr, Saunders what he thought of his
sudden awakening by walking out of the
school gate, late at night, under the very
nose ot that learned gentleman himself,

Poor Giynn. They onl{ talked in
whispers of his daring exploit now, for
Glynn, like half-holidays, was a thing of
tha past, so far as Si. Bart's was cop-
cetned, at any rate,

Cricket had faded out unmourned by
any who wielded the willow. Cricket in
the new ecircumstances had become a
labonr, not a sport. But football! Ah,
football would be different! Se thought
the optimistic members of St. Bart’s.

But Dr, Saunders was still very much
awake. Indeed, he possessed such un.
comnton activity that certain disrespoct-
ful faga of the Second had been led to
the conclusion ihat Old Dozey had
undergone the thyroid gland treatment,
Notices appeared on the board every
day in his scrawling handwriting. Per-

aps Dr. Saunders was making up for

lost time. Certain it was that in one
month he had issued more orders than
he had ever done in the fifteen years
preceding the “change.™

e

And it had been George Melton's duty
to pin one of these notices to the board
only 2 few moments before, Having
done which, the handsome skipper of the
school had rejoined his pal, full of pessi.
nmistie forebodings,

Thore was ample cause for pessimism
on Melton's account, for following his
retreat from the notice-board had arizen
a rapidly growing tumult of angry dis-
zension.  Juniors and seniors were all
hastening to the board in Big Hall.
there to read for themselves “ Saunders’
latest balletin.”

In less than ten minutes Big Hall was
the scepe of a wild disorder, Fellows
were talking heatedly amongst them-
selves. Some were mounted on chairs,
addressing  theie angry Form-fellows,
others were punching at imaginary Dr
Sannders.
) “Listen, Pai!” said Melton grimly.
‘Have sou ever heard a row like this
sinee vou came to St Bart's®”

“Only once,” returned Pat, “and {hat
was, when you scéred a hundred not et
against Rookwood, and saved St. Dart's
defeat. Dut serious, old man, I'm afther
thinkin' that the end iz near. The kid:
have been bottling up their feelings for
a menth now, and—"

“Now the cork’s drawn,” put in
Melton, with a mirthless laugh. “I think
you're right, Pai. Perhap: we had
better run down to Big Hall, and irv
and put things straight. After all. old
son, we're prefects—upholders of law
and order.”

“Bless you. I've a mind to ga over (o
the encmy ! said Pat O'Shea. “I'm
all for the kids. It's time Bannders gnt
the order of the boot—"

“('Shea!”

The mame was rapped out in a voies
shaking with anger. Both the seniors
turned sharply, and faced the cpen deor
of the study. TDir. Saunders himaalf
stood framed in the aperture. a grim ex.
pression on his lean, angular face, e
steely light in his watery eyes.

Pat O'Shea flushed an uncomforiablc
red, whilst George Melton suddenly
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found great entertainment in studying
the pattern of the wall-paper,

“O’'Shea!” barked Dr. Saunders.
“How dare you spesk of your head-
master in such disrespectful tcrms. The
‘ order of the boot,” indeed! And vou a

refect!  O'Shen, consider yourself no
onger a prefect. I've had doubts for
some time past as to the advisability of
your remaining in a post of honour and
trust; but—but—‘ order of tha boot'!
Impertinent! TDisgraceful! And vou,
Melton—I'm surprised and shocked 1o
find you a ready listener to such in-
sulting chatter——

Dr. Saunders broke off, breathing
herd. An impaired wind stopped him
from giving Melton a “dressing dowp,”
for which affliction George Melton was
truly thankful. St, Bart's headmaster
was fond of hearing his own veice.

It was while Dr. Saunders was drink-
ing in great gulps of air that Pat 0'Shea
cieared his thcoat.

“Now that I am relieved of the great
honour you once saw fit to repose in me,
sir,” ho said gravely, “1 would like to
make a fow observations that, from o

int of loyalty to you, I could not utter

ofore. "’

“What 7”

“In the first place,” continned Pat, no
whit perturbed by the angry menace in
Dr. Saunders’ watery eyes, “if ‘I may
say so, you are drugging St. Bart’s down
hill fast. The boys have no faith in you,
have no respect for you, or for your
tyrannies. In a few hours, to save your
position, you will be called upon to expel
many of these who once upheld the good
name of the school. I can see it coming.
, for one, do not intend to remain at
this school for another week. Dr,
Seunders,” added Pat gravely, “I shall
be leaving 8t. Bart’s the day after to-
morrow,”

Dr, Saunders starvted, and his face
twitched, Ho was unprepared for such
o statement, 2s he was unprepared for
the storm his latest order was to bring

about. He gulped in more air.

And while the two seniors looked into
his irvesolute face, there came the
trampling of many feet in the corcidor
without, Dr. Saunders’ scragey neck
shet forward as he heard the commotion,
and his equally scraggy features became
visible to a erowd of juniors and seniors
who were tramping along the corridor.

At once a shout went up.

“There's the rotter!”

Cat-calls and boos, hisses, and groans
followed the shout. Angry faces glared
hostility at Dr. Saunders, angry
were flourished almost under his nose.

“Boys,” stermed the Head, backing
& pace, “how dare you! Disperse ut
onea to vour studies!”

“Rats "

“Down with him

No authority on earth could have
cowed that unruly and out.af-hand mah
at that moment. The erisis had come.
Dr. Saunders turned to George Melton,
the captain of the school.

“Melton,” he rapped, his harsh voice
cracking, “kindly exert your infuence.
These boys are out of hand.”

The captain of the school squared his
shoulders,

“Dr. Saunders,” he replied quietly, “}
cannot undertake a duty when my heart
is not in the work. As O'Shea as good
as said just now, you've brought this
trouble on yourself.” My sympathics are
with the boys, Kindly accept my
resignation as captain of the school !

A cheer rang out at the “skipper's ”
words, a cheer that drowned the impre-
cation Dr. Saunders was weak enough to
kive voice to, Spluttering with wrath,

his skinny hands clenching and un-
clenching spasmodically, the Head of St.
Bart’s turned savagely on Melton.

" You—you refuse to heln
Melton 7 he hissed,

“Call it what you will, sir,” refurned
Melton. “I've finished trying to patch
up the troubles you've continually
thenst on the school for the last month.
Things bave gone too far.”

“Too far!” shricked the Head. “I
should say they have, when niy head
prefect shows rank disobadience to my
face, Melton, you will be expelled from
the school to-morrow. Now.” added Dr.
Saunders, turning threateningly fo the
crowd of juniors and seniors in the
corridor, “the same punishment will be
meted oubt to any of you who refuse to
obey orders,”

“Go and eat coke!” A high-pitched
veice rase above the din.  “Qur foater is
not T;,z’c:mg to be stopped by you or any-
one

me,

The Penalty !
HERE was a chorus of acclama-
tion from the erowd, Thirty

juniors moved forward threaten

ingly, at the head of them John
Matthew Melton, the captain of the
Fourth, Ranged on either side of him
were Dicky and Marcus Melton, the
Terrible Twins of the Remove. Thoir
blood was up now that their big brother
had been expelled.

A trifle unruly at the best of times,
but decent enough fellows otherwise, the
Twins of the Remove were now egging
Matthew on, not sceing, or not wishing
to see, the warning glances George
Melton gave them,

“ AR rapped Dr, Saunders savagely.
“I seo it is a family conspiracy! You
Meitons had better fake heed from the
oxample I have made of your eldest
brother. Return at once to your studies,
do yon hear me?”

“We want the order washed ont !

Something like o chant rose from the
crowd of juniors behind the Meltons.
And Matthew Melion, in the van of the
rebel juniors, echoed it.

“You've no right to forbid us to play
football,” he added defiantly. “ We've
not standing it. And this is what we
think of your notice!”

As be spoke Matthew Melton drew
from his pocket a erumpled paper, which
he deliberately tore into four pieces and
tossed over his shoulder. It was rank
defiance, Not wholly creditable perhaps
to those who upheld it, but, in the cic-
cumstances, understandable.

Dr. Saunders took a step forward, his
eyes glinting savagely.  His vight arm
shot out, and Matthew Melton received
a cuff on the ears that sent him spinning
into the ranks of his followers. It was
about the worst thing Dr. Saunders
could have done. For ono month now
had St, Dari’s endured his tyrannies
without any epen show of resentment.
Dut that box on the ears wae like unto
the loading of the last straw on the
camel's baek.

In a moment thirty juniors swept for-
ward, yelling loudly, in effect, for Dr.
Saunders’ blood. The headmaster of
St. Bart's was seized in the grasp of
many bhands and brought to tha Roor.

Above the din could be heard his yells
of anger and hiz aopeals for succour.

playing inconsistently with his wild
threats of vengeance. Above the din,
teo, could be heard George Melton's

voice calling upon the juniors to desist,

But the juniors wero deaf fo the cries
of anthority. Dr. Saunders was
pommelled, bumped, and generally
“handled,” until big George Melton and
Pat O'Shea had succeeded in dragging
him away from bis captors,

“Run, sir!” urged George Alelton,
steadying the fuming headmaster an his
feet. “They are out of hand. I'll hold
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them here if you will go to your
study.”

Dr. Saunders saw the wisdom of the
advice and acted upon it. For the first
time in the history of 8t. Bart’s 2 head-
master was scen to run, almost in fear of
hig life, from his own pnopils. Not until
Dr. Bannders was out of sight did the
clamour die down,

. And then George Melton spoke to the
juniors,

“¥You kids had better clear off,” he
said quietly. “You've done yourselves
enough harm without esking for any
more.”

The crowd dispersed, and CGeorge
Melton beckoned to his younger brothers
to come into the study.

“You know what this means, kids,” he
said, when ihe trio were scated.

“The bullet! vyeturned Matthew
briefly. “Still, we don't want to hang
on here if you're going, George.”

“That's a fact!” gtoutly averred one
of the twins. ' Besides, for some un-
accountahle reason old Saunders has had
his knife into us for ihis last month.
Once you're gone, George, it would be
perfect mizery here.”

George Melton glanced across at Pat

‘Shea,

“What do you think of it, Pat?” he
said, shaking his head. * You'rc going,
old fellow, I'm going, and these young
idiots have more than earned the sack.
Ring-leaders, that's what you young
asses arce.  Expect Saunders will flog
you!” George wineed as he uttered the
words, as if undergeing the floggin
himsell. He always reckoned himself
respousible for his™ younger brothers,
and he blamed bhimself now for mnot
having acied differently at the com-
mencement of the rebollion.  Still, jt
was no good crying over spilt milk.

“Cheer up, George!” said Pat com-
fortingly. “Yon bhad nearly run your
course here, at any rate. Vou were duc
to._leave next month, weren't you?”

“That's so,” replied George. ihinking
ol the irate guardian he would have to
face.

“And Justin Mahone will look after
us,” sail Matthew, knowing less of his
worthy guardian’s uncertain  temper
than did his elder brother.

Y Well, vou kids,” said George. with an
air that suggesied that he wished them
to devart for their own ouarters, *“vou
had better mind your P’s and Qs al
prayets to-night.  Saunders will have
recovered by then, and will be in dan-
gerous mood. No back answers, mind.
You've played your tune, now stand the
racked.”

And, with an affectionate nod to each
ol his brothers in torn, Georgs Melton
watched them depart from his study,

When they hed gone he turned to his
chum,

"“It's a nasty thought, Pat,” ha said
suddenly. “Put it seems as if old
Saunders has deliberately played for a
culmination to his tyrannies, such as we
have just witnessed.”

“Doun't quite get you, old ecout,” re-
torned Patr, perplexed.

“Listen, Pat! T warned Saunders an
two occastons, while he was contempla-
ting culting the footer out of the curri-
eulum, that it would end in rebellion,
or something akin to it.  Does one
feature of the {rouble stand out more
than any ather when you come to waigh
it ap carelully, Pat?”

“Can’t say it does,” was the reply,
after a moment’s thought,

“Then, doesn’t it strike vou as signifi-
cant that the chief persons who will
suffer over the whole affair are. with
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the exception of vourself, my three
brothers and myself?”

“Phew!” whistled Pat.  “That is
significant, old boy, pointed out Iike

that. What's the game?”

“Heaven only knows!" said George
gloomily. “But I have an uncanny
instinet that there is more in this affair
than hits the eye. As you know,
Matthew is captain of the Fourth, and,
therefore, a person of responsibility in
his gmall way., The twins—well, all the
schoo! knows that they rule the roost in
the Remove. And they are the unfortu-
nates upon whom the wrath of Saunders
will fall, and fall heavily,”

“You den't really think that Saunders
will expel the lot of you?”

“1 do!" came George Melton's reply.
“ And, Like a fool, 1 played into his hands
in refusing to order the silly young cubs
back to their cquarters. I rather think
he knew that I would take that attitude,
for I had given him more than a hint
that T did not agree with his methods,
and, if he persisted in cutting down the
school’'s sport, I should have fo resign
my office,”

“Queer—deuced  queer!” said Pat
O'Shea.  *“Anyway, we shall hear the
worst at pravers to-night. One thing,
though, I'm glad I'm going. The pater
has been fidgeting for me to enter the
business, Well, now’s his chance. You
and 1. George, will see a lot of each
other.”

“1  wonder? murmurved (eorge
slowiy, again bringing un before his
meuntal vision a picture of his guardian.

“IWhy, surely vou don't think that 1
would forget my best chum?” began Pat,
in a tone of reproach.

“OF course not, old scont!” smiled
George, “ Dnt—ob, well—"

He broke off. at a loss for words, but he
covered his confusion by gripping Pat's
hand tightly, a pressure that was at once
reciprocated.

A pin could have been dropped and
heard in Big Hall at prayers that same
svening ‘when Dr. Saunders rustled in.
He took his stand on the raised dais in
the centre of the Hall, and scrutinised
cach line of his pupils, as though fully
capable of discerning an absentee.

But the roll was called, and every St.
Bart's schplar was in bis accustomed
place.

Prayers were said in an atmosphere of
unrest.  Something like that interval
between a deadly calm and the out-
break of a storm. At lust Dr. Saunders
cleared hiz throat and approsched the
matter which was oceupying the minds
of everyone Lefore him,

*“This afternoon,” began the Head, his
watery eyes roving over the assenbly,
“1 was, a3 you know, or have, doubt-
less, heard, the victim of a hcestile de-
monstration on the part of a gathering
of juniors from Lower Forms. Such an
outrage has never ocenrred before in
the whole ferm of my office as head-
master, and, what is more to the point,
I shall see that it never happens again.”

Dead  silence  dollowed his  words,
althongh meaning glances were thrown
at the chief culprits.

“I called upon George Melton, your
late ecaptain, to exercise hiz anthonity,
bhut he flatly refused to queil the riet.
George Melion, stand forward

Amid a buzz of whispered remarks
?Iljlton stationed himself in front of the
dAnig.

“ Another wretched bov. filling the
pasition of captain of his Form, was. 1
regret to say, the chief ringleader of this
—this disturbance.  Matthew Melton,
stand forward !*

Amid just such another buze of whis-
pers as had broken out when Meion
senior stepped to the front, Matthew
joined his brother.

“Mattheyt Melton was aided an!
abetted by his twa brothers—Richari
and Marcus,” continued Dr. Saunders,
in a cutting voice. “And from what |
know of their record they appear to Lo
the dominant characters in the Remove.
Richard and Marveus Melton, kindly
stand forward 1"

Heads erect, their faces bearing the
saing expression of stoicism as Melton
senior, the iwins stepped forward. And
the strange likeness they bore each
other was maere pronounced than ever it
had been before. Indeed, there were
many present who could not for the lifa
of them have told which was Marcus or
who was Richard.

“1 am about to deal with these
wretehed boys,” continued  the Head,
“in so drastic a fashion that I trust the
memory of it will be a lasting lesson
and a deterrent to those foolish enough
amongst you who might be tempied to
follow in their footsteps. Mr. Mitehell.
vou will kindiy send for the porter—and
a birchvod.”

Mr. Mitehell, the easy-going master
of the Remove, hastened put of Big Halt
on his uncongenial errand,

“To continue,” said Dr. S8aunders cut-

tingly. “The names of these bovs have
already been strack off the ~ schaal
register. In short, they are expelled!”

A murmur of surprise ran round ihe
assembly, all the more acute when the
school porter appeared at the heels of
Mz, Mitchell,

3y, West,” rapped out the Head io
the school porter, *take Richard Melton
upon yaur shoulders—"

“He will do nothing of the kind ™

George Melton’s voice rang our clear
and sharp—and final. Gasps of astonish-
ment eseaped the assembly.

“PBops,”  continued  Melton  senior
addressing his brothers, “vou will go 3t
once to your dormitories, pack your
boxes, and meet me in a qoarter of an
hour’s time."

The only person who was not dumb-
founded ar this outburst appeated to bLie
the Head himseli, Without a word of
protest he saw the fwins and Matthew
Melton turn on theic heels and hurry
out of Big Hall. Then he fixed George
Melton with his watery eyes.

“8t. Bart’s would seemr well rid of
such  turbulent  characters as  the
Meltons," he said sneeringly. “Your

impertinence has saved Mr. West an un-
congenial task. George Melton, but for
your age, I would canze vou to take
the place of your vounger brothers
However, as you choose to free St
Bart's from your undesirable company
at such shert notice, T shall allow your
insubordination and impertinence to go
wnpunished. Nevertheless, your guardian
shall hear of this. Perhaps he can find
a way o guell that arrogant spirit of
yours.”

It was on the fip of George Melton's
tongne to “chastise ” Dr. Saunders in
the same way ; but he controlled himself,
With a look that Dr. Saunders was de-
stined to remember at some distant date
the one-time captain of the school walked
out of Big Hall, the adrairation of all the
junior bovs present, asnd the object of
sympathy from the seniors.

Fifteen minutes later the dormitory
windows were filled with eager and solici-
tous faces as the Meltons, bearing their
trunks and boxes between thom, passed
out of the big gates of 8t. Bart's never
o return,
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“The names of these boys,” said Dr, Saunders cu
added, {urning {o the school porter, ‘* take Richard Melion upon your, shoulders—*’
George Melton’s veice rang out clear and sharp—and final,

Gasps of astonishment escaped the assembled school,

ttingly, ‘“ have already been struek off the register. Mr. West,”” he

““ He will do nothing of the kind ! **
" Boys”’

continued George, addressing his brothers, *“ you will go at once to your dermitories and pack your boXes ! " {See puge 24.)

And from the safe harbourage of n cur-
tained window Dr. Samuel Saunders
e{ed their departure with a cunning grin,
the while he rubbed his hands with saiis-
faction, after the manner of a man who
has performed some advantsgeous move
the value of which he alene knew and
could gloat over.

A Surprise Meeting |

8 lick would have it the expeiled

A Meltons came across a carrier's

cart bound for the station, and

without loss of time to the carrier

their boxes and {runks, already labelled
for London, were taken aboan

“That's a load off our minds,” said
George, wiping the perspiration from kis
brow.

“And off our backs,” chuckled the
irrepressible twins. "' Don’t laok so
worried, George,” added Marcus, noting
the furrows in his brother's brow.

George smiled. Being the clder brother
he felt that ull the responsibility of their
present pagitian was due fo him; and
George Melton bhad a way of taking
things to heart more than is good for the
average person. But the twins and
Matthew Melton found great novelty in
the present situation—youth was in their
favour.

Forcing a smile and a cheery conver-
sation he felt far from feeling, George
Melton slackened his steps,  What
awaited him and his brothers he had not
the slightest iden, for their guavdian,
Justin Mahone, was a hard and bitter
man—a bachelor, who dabbled in stock
and shaves, and who, if what rumour said
was true, was something of a mysterious
character. ‘The fate of the Meltons was
in his hands, for Justin Mahone wa$ the
executor of Murgatroyd Melton's wiljl—
a will that by reason of its pecobarities
bhad aroused muoch camment in the cousts
when it had been admitted for probate.

The lights of the town were beginning
to show up clearly now as the Melions

left Bt. Bart's far behind,  Aleng the
road could be seen a group of young
fellows all shouting at the top of their
voices the strains of a popular music-hall
ditty,

George Melton paid little heed at first
fo the party moving towards them until
the face of the leader of the group be-
cawe visible in the strong glare of light
from a neighbouring stveet lamp.  Then
George Melton halted wnconsciously, his
hands  clenching  avtomatically,  his
tugged jaw theust forward aggressively,
For he had seen what his younger
brothers had missed—the face of Bully
Townsend, an assistant to one af the locsl
butchers, Townsend claimed a sort of
unchallenged leadership over a gang of
rowdy, lazy youths—a regular pest to the
netghbourhood and a continual souree of
menace to any who wore the eolours
of Bart’s, They were soon known, hy
reason of their leader’s name, as the
“Tawnies.”

In the past George Melton had
thrashed the butcher’s assistant for bully-
ing a Second-Former. The thrashing had
ended in a riob almost, for Bully Towns-
entt had called upon his followers when
he found himeelf beaten, urging them
to take up the cudgels on his behalf. On
that ocrasion George Melton had fonght
the fight of his life. Not for nothing had
he been chosen to represent St, Dart's in
the Public Schools’ Boxing Champion-
ship at Aldershat. Not for nothing had
he reached the final and lost the spoils of
victory when the spoils were his for the
asking.

But when he had engaged Dully
Townsend’s crowd—a lone hand fighting
a score of vicious youths, help bad come
at an wnexpected montent in the shape of
a dozen St. Bart's fellows, brought to the
spot by the Second-Form fag who, find-
ing his captain yuite competent to thrash
Bully Townsend, had vushed back to the
schoal in order to bring some of his
chums on the spot to witness the
“hiding.”

The free fight, for thas i became in
lass than no time, ended in the complete
tout of the Townies, Bully Townsend
himself setting the example by showing a
cleaner pair of heels than any of his pals.
But before he had thug wisely retreated,
Bully Townsend had sworn to be avenged
upon George Melton.

And it was of that lorid threat Goorge
Melton thoughi now. Quickly he counted
the number of “toughs ' accompanying
Bully Townsend—ten in all. Strong
fellows all, their average age about nine-
teen.

With a grim expression George Melton
turned to iis young brothers. They, too,
had spotted the crowd moving in their
direction now, but wisely remained silent,

“There's going to be trouble, kids,”
satd George. “ Will you face it out, ¢r
shall we beat a strategic retreat "

“Retreat 1" exclaimed Matthew Melton
scornfully. " 'What, before this gang of
rotters ? Not likely 1™

And the twins no less valizut or scorn-
ful chimed in:

“Let’s give 'em socks, George!”

George nedded, and a steely gleam
came into his blue eves. But he did not
underestimate his likely foes. If it came
to a hight—and for his brothers’ sake he
fervenily hoped that it wouldn't—the
combat was going to be an unegual one.

Snddenly Bully Townsend caught sight
of the ex-St. Bart's fellows, and immedi-
ately he let out a whoop of triumph,

“Schoo) kids, boys!” he roared, his
beetle brows coming together so that they
met. “And that hutking brote Melton’s
with 'em! This iz cur chance to wipo
off the debt, No fear of any dashed
kids from the school coming along to
chip in this time.”

He whispered a few words to his
cronies, who at once spread lhemselves
out across the entire widih of the read,
and strolled on still yelling at the top of
their lungs.
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Only & few yards separated them from
the Meltons now.

“Kase up, kids,” said George Melton
softly, “ Back agdinst this wall—we'll
wait for them.”

The Meltons obeyed. They ranged
themselves in a fighting group in fiont of
the brick wall of a furniture repository—
and waited.

“Ho—ho!” leered Bully Townsend, as
he came on a level with them. ~‘What
ara you school kids deing out of your
bye-byes at this time of night?”

A coarse guffaw of langhter came from
the “Townies ” at their leader’s words,
» promise of what was to follow. DBus
the laughter.faded out as George Melton
strode forward.

“I've got a fair idea of your inten-
tions, Townsend,” he said grimly. “1I
haven't known you now for five years
without heing able to sum you pretéy
accurately. You're looking for trouble.
I've got a sporting proposition to make
to you——"

“Ho-ho!” leered Townsend, winking
at his comrades. “Let's "ear 1t !"

“I'm willing to take onm together the
two bast among youn,” continucd George
Melton, “and give you all the fighting
you want.”

He looked fully capable of proving his
words as he stood there, a scornful smile

laying about the corners of his mouth.

t was o sporting chance that he might
shoulder the whole trouble himself and
spare his brothers. But Bully Towns-
end was not prepared to take on such &
'Fanemus-—-xnd hard-hitting—{oe when he
iad a crowd of pals at his back. He
winked at his comrudes again,

“ What do you take us for!" he de-
manded  insolently. “You're going
through the mill this time, an’ no error,
me lads. I see you've got yer bloomin’
brothers with yer. Well, they can all
take 8 'iding, I suppose?”

He geomed to think there was a great
joke in the words, for he laughed up-
roarionsly, and his cronies provided a
splendid “echo.”

Matthew Melton sidled up
brothar,

“You're a plucky lot of Jouts, I must
say,” he said hotly. “Let's get on with
this hiding you're talking sbout.”

The laughter went out of Bully Towns-
end’s face in the instant, and a savage
expression took root, e reached out
with the intention of boxing Matthew’s
ears; but the cx-8t. Bart's junior did
not intend to suffer the insuft. He side-
stepped with consummate ease, and be-
forse Bully Townsend had gquife grasped
the fact that he had been made to look
foolish a forceful straight left took him
between the eyes. L.

Down he went in an undignified heap
at the feet of his cronies, uttering o
string of lurid imprecations. The next
moment the ight had started.

Bully Townsend struggled to his feet
and ealled upon his cronies.  But they
needed little urging. This was a fight fo
their liking—ten against four, and the
four all younger than themselves.

“Keep your heads!” roared Dig
George Melton, singling out the three
largest of the Townies. ' And keep to-
gether, kids!” ’

That was all George had time to say.
The next moment he was ]ut-tinf out
with right good will. Two of the
Townies staggered back with damaged
noses, whilst the third, who had found
himself opposite the sturdy ex-skipper of
3t. Bari's began to wish that he had
chosen one of the twins as his opponent.

to his

He thought so still more when he joined
his pals on the ground—the variation of
treatment this time being a rapidly
swelling eye.

But not for long did the battle wage
in the favour of the Meltons, The fwins

were barely holding their own. Their
age, height, and reach, were severe
handicaps. Only in one direction were

they the superiors of the Townies, and
that was in the matter of pluck, Marcus
already had a nasty gash in bis cheek,
whilst both of Dick Melton's eyes had
closed. Still they fought on, giving
back all they received in quality if not in
quantity.

Suddenly Matthew Melton was floored
by a savage right-hander from Bully
Townsend. A cheer went up from the
Townies as they witnessed it. But the
cheer goaded George Melton into a
savage fury. He stood-over the prostrate
form of his brother, while the twins
edged closer to him, and fought with all
the ferocity of a tigress guarding its
young.

Smack! Biff ! Thud!

Three blows that took as many seconds
to materialise put three of the Townies
on their backs, streams of crimson flow-
ing from their mouths. But they came
on again with redoubled fury.

Now one of the twins was down—
vietim to a stealthy blow from one of
the hangers-on of the crowd who pre-
ferved to wait on the outskirts of his
fighting comrades until he saw an
opportunity of dealing damage without
bewng called upon to pay the price.

But George Melton saw the sneaking
“brave,” and immediately singled him
out. Hitting out right and left, he
forced a passage through the roughs
and reached the cringing figure of the
fallow who had put young lfsrcus down
so dastardly., George's right fist sang
through thé air, and Marcus had beer
avenged. One of the toughs at least
would play no further band in that un-
equal fight for ten minutes to come,

Again Ueorga fought his way back
to Matthew and the twins. All werd on
their feet now, although Marcus and
Matthew were looking decidedly groggy.
One look at their gntterad faces and
Gearge Melton waded into the Townies
again. None could stand u{) before that
human battering-ram. Bully Townsend
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reccived the full benefit of a hali-arm
swing that shifted his jawbone & matter
of an inch, and left him feeling auy-
thing but a fighter or a bully.

Lieorge himself had suffered consider-
able damage. Great streaks of crimson
were gushing down his face, both eyes
were puffed, both lips were gashed,
but the spirit of the fighter burned on
undiminished ; burned on although the
hard knuckles had bitten through the
tightly-drawn flesh, leaving the bones
exposed to view. His breath was
coming in great gasps, the perspiration
oozed out of him, but still those whirling
fiste would not be denied.

“Down "im!" gasped Bully Townsend,
scrambling to his feet and beckoning to
tiree of his s. “Get him down, and
the rest will nowhere !”

But that was easier said than done.
The pluck had been knocked out of the
majority of the Townies by this time,
leaving oniy a rancorous hatred and a
desire for revenge.

Big George Melton did not give them
a chanee to rally. He waded into them
with & careless disregard of plunging
fists that were not too particular where
they landed. Down went the Townies
in his passage under that territic on-
slaught, leaving only Bully Townsend
himself and another on their feet.

But the damage had been done for all
that, although the victims were the
twins and not their elder brothers,
Three of the Townies had made a deter-
mined onslaught on the plucky
voungsters, and force of numbers had
told.

Smack !

Mareus sank down to the ground like
a felled ox and lay still, uncannily still.
Dicky was not g second behind him.
Two cruel fists reached him—one in the
pit of the stomach, the other fair on the

point.

But the Townies had not time to gloat
over their triumph, for big George
Melton was fghting his way back to
the wall with Matthew not far from
him nlso hitting out lustily.

“Tt's now or never!” grunted George
to his brother. “Let them have it, old
hoy 1"

Four more blows were struck—the
last four of that memorable fight, And
then the Townies were in full flight.

“once more Bully Townsend showing the

fastest pair of heels amongst them,

Big George silently gripped Matthew's
hand as he watched the rvetreat. and
then the two elder brothers bent over
the twins,

George winced and shuddered naz he
looked at the beuized and baitered faces
of Dicky and Marcus. although his own

features were swollen almost out of
recognition. b
“The curs!” he breathed, tenderlv

wiping & stream of crimson from a gash
in Dicks’s cheek. “The cowardly

rotters!”

And Matthew, attending to Marcus,
re-erhoed his brother’s sentimonts,

VWith all the care and tenderness of a
mother for her children, Matthew and
George Melton did what they conld for
the comfort of the twins., Quite five
minutes had gone by before eithor
opened his eye, or, to be more correct.
hefore either attempted to open his eye.
Creat puffs of brnised flesh had formed
on each cheekbone, almost reducing
the eves to narrow slits,

“Hallo, boys!” =aid Mareus. with an
attempt at cheerfulness, an attempt that
caused him great pain, for to wrinklo
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Suddenly Matthew Melton was flcored by a savage righ
Townies as they witnessed if. But the cheer goaded George i

twins edging closer to him, and hit out right a

t-hander frem Bully Townsend.
nte a fury. He stood over the prostraie form of his brother, the
nd left with all the feroeity of a tiger., (Sce page 26.)

A cheer went up from the

bis hattered features in a smile was like
unto , the slow deawing of a tooth.
“Have they gone$”

“Yes, poor old son,” said  {eorge,
with o lump o bis throat.  “Are you
hard it

“No more than any of us” returned
Mavens bravely. “Poor old Dicky here
is iv a bad way, George.”

“ Not so niuch of it came the hoarze
voice of Dicky. who had  recoverod
somewhat, “1—=J'm as fit as a —>

“Easy, old feHow,” said CGceorge,
pillowing his younger beother's head in
his sirong arnt, * YVou had better rest
for o bit.” You're gone up!?

And despite the avowals of the twins
that they were fit as fiddles and pre-
parved to move off without delay, Ceorge
and Matthew persisted gently and vet
Grmly thai they must rest for awlile.

.

The Occupant of the Carriage !

EN minute: had now passed since
the last of the Townies had dis-
appeared  from  sight, bLat sod-
denly Maitthew caught tie tramp

of many fect along the voad, and be
looked np sharply at (eorge.

‘The big brother of the fawmiiv had
heard the sounds. too, amd an ahxious
look erept inte his face. Were the
Tawnies coming bLack with reinforee.
ments, he asked hioself?

The bare thought was enongh to seru!
a shidder down his spine.  Not that big
Georgo Melton ever shirked a iight;
more often than ot he revelled in one,
for he was by natuve a born bghter, But
his strengih had left him after that
stern tussie, and he was thinking of his
brothers—those  Dbrotheys  whe  had
foupht  as  only  Aeltoens  can—those
brothers  whoe =~ were  now  reduced
temporarily to baitered wrecks.

g George rose to  his feek and
crazzed the voad. The {vamp of foot-
steps—running  fooisteps—were  nearet

uow, What did they mean? An agile
spring and George Melion had  clan-
beved on to fhe brick wall of the

furniture vepository. And what he saw
fram that point of vantage causcd a bow
ery of ansiety to escape him,

Along the road, at present ohseured
from the view of those below by the
bend in the road, were racmg a crowd ol
Townies. At a vough caleulation George
put their number at twenty. In the van
was Buolly Townsend, no mistaking his
ugly — yes, and  battered — features,
despite the dim light that obtained.

With a nimble spring George Melton
was ot the ground agein beside his
brother,

“Aatthew,” he said anxtously, “can
you carry- Dicky ¥

“Eh, what's thai?” gasped Diek in-
dignantly.

" Never mind what be savs,” continued
George harrtedly.  “'The . Towniezs ace
coming back again—this time there is
a whole crowd of them. We can'r
pos=ibly stoy and Gght it ont. We nint

beat an  henowrable rveireat to  the
station.”
ST ogel you!” returned Matthew, And

withont more ado he stooped and picked
up Dicky, tucking, him under his amn
in a fashion which wadev entively dif-
fereni circumsiauces night have been re-
garded as comical—as far as Dicky wes
concerued, at any rate.

For George to do likewise was but the
mwattor of a second.  With Alareus nder
his left arn awmd  Matthew =imilarly
taden by his side, the two elder brothers
broke into a run.

They were sut of sight of their pur-
suers by the time the atter bad rowmded
the bend,” every cecoud widening  the
gap between them.

e spurt on, Matihew,” panied
Ceorge. " We shall give them the slip.
I rathor faney they won't eome too near
the station for fear of rouning foul of
the police.”

e quickencdl hiz pace as be spoke,
aned Matthew, some twe vears fns junor,
found it was ail he could do to keep up
with lis beother's long, loping stride,
He stuck gamely {o bis task, however,

until lie trod on a lonsn stone. A spaem
of pain shot through his ankie, and he
all but fell.

“1 ean’t go on, Georpe,” he said
faintly, liniping to a balt. ~ I've ricked
my confounded ankle !

Something  like a pgroan cscaped
George Melton as he slackened down,
He gilanced at his brother's fare, tavisted
in pain, and then looked back along the
road for sign of his pursners,

But Bully Townsend and his cronies
were tobt yeb in sight.  Evidently they
had pauzed by the old brick wall, unable

to account for the abscuce of the
Meltons.
George was taking no chances. With-

aunt remark he snatched the inevt ligure
of Ilicky from beneath Matthew's arm,
and the pext nroment he was racing off
again—this tune with a double burden.
YVou ean't carry them botht” panied
Matthow, “1—0
U Come on ! snapped George abruptly.
“Brick it out, Matthew—not far to go

now '
Relieved of the weight of Dicky,
Matthew econld now muuage ta b

along at the heoels of his elder Lrather.

And o, strange procession they made.
e old  yukel, who was o ging
togards theur, stopped  and  staved  in

amasement as they went by,

“SWell, OClF be Tanged ' he oxclaimed.
sevatehing his heasl  “Be this some new
earie 77

A fow wmomonts later the Alelions
cotered the station precincts, Then,
and uwob it then, did George put ihe
twisiz on {leir feet. " Matthew <ped awax
to the baoking-affice for the tiekets to
Lomlon, and 1eturned in 2 breathlpss
safe "a few  moments later with ihe
mformation that a train waz about to
“tart for fown. The next {vain, he had
discovered, did not leave until midnight.

YCome atr, kids,” said Licarse, hroak-
ing “ir:m & run UWe'l catch this
ohe, =

{Cawtinued en nert page
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Whispering a fow words to - potrte:
whone e koew Ly sight, concerning the
fabelhng and shipping of their Duggnge
to Waterloo Station, Ueorge cauglit np
with Dibs Breodhers just as they ceached
tHwe Ueket baveier,

The collector was closing the gaire,

“Too late, voung gent=1" he hawled,
hursing the Aleltons” progress. " Hla's
jr-l abont to staet”

Ceorge fred =t bis beavt on catehing
Ahat particedac drah, " and this was a
tiwe for action, not wowls. He shoved
he  colleetor  wsdde, and e next
montent the Meltans were veing wlong
ihe platform, spread out in single file
e their wake they left a gronp of yeil-
g portevs and an ewmged  tickaets
“eollector, Veople turned and starad af
the Meltons asx  theugh they  were
daugevous cusiorers that had broken
lonse from gol A povier near the
carriage  into  which  the  Meltons
vlambered as the train gobl upder weigh
tricd to stop them, but e was gonthy
am! Thmdy P ant dowe”

The train derw ont the

of sadion
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ptowly aad majesdiealfy, eaving four ex.
megbees of B, Bart's gazing oui of the
witiflow, ot Hhwe distant pile of gvey stone
buildings  that had e sheltered
flrent. And each of Thern was wondee-
ing wheiler hie wouht ever see thoso fine
clil walls aain,

ticarge beathed a derp sigh of reliel
when the school failed inin the dusk,
sned tooned his affenton jo s brothers.
1 Then  wod then oale did be become
aware o another  pasaonger o the
LS N H N

And bz identity canee ns ihe biggest
sheck of the day. For the sharp: scowl
ing fuce—the morve clearly defined now
that  ithe  averbead light had  bLeen
switehed,  ou—peering  out  from  the
corner of ihe compartment was ile faco
of  Justin  Mahone — the  Meltony
guardian!

{Suek on illtimed weeltivg with the
wan wha holds thelr Jutwvie ecavcers in
his hand, so to speak, lewvea the Mel-g
fons  guaspiig . asfouithment, A
surprize i in stare for them—and for
wor! Next week’s long instqlwment of

FOES OF THE SAHARA!
({Continned fram poge 211}

Famouns Five, closing in on the sprawling
Arab, pavsed, His hurnows was shrenched
with Blood. the fiecee dusky face hapd
gone grey, the savage black ees roifed
with fear and agony.  Bou Ssoml,
the Spahi, had falen on his own koife us
Iie rolled over under Johany Bull’s blow,
and the Llade was bnried almost to the
hili in hiz body.
Bou Faoud was dead !

. . . - .

L]

The blazng sun rose higher over e
Sahara. A score of yards from the gate
of the Tonely Bord] a heap of sand hid
for ever the savage Spahi, On the roof,
Horvy Wharton & Co. watched, with
anxious hearts, for Theahim.

THE END.

(Dur plucly Removites wmight el
Lfret anziops.on' fbreliim’s veeduat, for
bihe AralJguidels safe retwrn do the
Bardj meang the first sign of suceces i
tireir: hazerdous Zenturc. Be sure awd
read “In the' Powér of the Sheik? -

flhis new serind will telt yow oll about 7.

next tweek's gloriows story of Hoerry
Wharten & C9))
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