“THE VENGCEANCE | “FOUR ACAINST THE | SPECIAL HUMOROUS | GRAND BICYCLE
OF THE SHEIK!” WORLD ! ” SUPPLEMENT ! COMPETITION !

No. 869, Voh XXVI.  Wesk Ending October 4th, 1924,

U EvERY 1
; { MONDAY. |

THE VENGEANCE OF THE SHEIK!

BOB CHERRY’S TERRIFYING ORDEAL IN THE HEART OF THE DESERT!

(A gripping incident in this week's magnificent 25000 word complele story of Harry Wharton & Lo, freafili,)



2 THE BEST BARGAIN OF THE YEAR—THE *‘ HOLIDAY ANNUAL." “sxie™

YOUR EDITOR.

“BILLY BUNTER'S WEMBLEY
PARTY !
By Frank Richards.

* 08T of my readers who live within
casy reach of the greatest Exhibi-
tion the world has ever kunown
have taken the opportunity of

paying it a wvisit. For myself, one vizit was
not sufficient fully to appreciate the hundred
and one exhibits, and so Your Editor passed
through the turnstiles on three more ocea-
sions. DBut this is by the way. What con-
cerns us most is 4he fact that it struck me
as being a good idea to stage one of our
Greylriars  stories  within the Exhibition
walls. The idea had mo scoper taken root
than Mr. Frank Richards was nolified.
Result — the  above-named  story,  which
features the Famous Five and the fat and
fatuous Owl of the Remove * doing the
sight » at Wembley.

BUNTER’S GENEROSITY!

It is not often that Billy Bunter surprises
the natives at Greyfrinrs with a generous
invitation to accompany him apywhere—
those who are foolish emough to accept
usually find themselves * cashing 2 innumer-
able postal-orders. Therefore, Bunter's latest
invitalion is turned down-on all sides—at
first! No one helieves that the Owl’s inten-
tion Lo take a party of jumiors to Wembley
at his expense is founded on fuet. Strange
as It may seem, however, il is founded on
fact, How all this comes about I will leave
Mr. Richards to explaln. There is a rare
twist to this coming yarn which 1 am sure
you will appreciate, Don't miss it.

“ FOUR AGQAINST THE WORLD!"
By Hedley Scott.

Once again we sce hig George Melton in
the ring at Belcher's Stadium. This time his
opponeut is none other than the British
heavy-weight champion. There is plenty of
“punch ** in this comifig instalment, as well
you might guess, and I know where your
sympathy will:lie when the curtain rings
down on as memorable a fight at Belcher's
as its patrons have ever known. There's a
big surprise in store for you, chums. Mind
you are présent at the ringside. In other
words, order next week's MAGNET in good
time.

CHARACTERS.

This is not a lecture, chums, hut just a
reminder that the MAGXET competition is
going as stroug as ever. Bikes are being won
every week, and there are plenty more await-
ing delivery. All of you are conversant with
the characters selected week by week. All of
you Enow, for instance, that Lord. Maule-
verer—this week’s character—was born tired,

Ahat he is a schoolboy earl, that he has un-

limited eash at his disposal, that he is good-
patured and free with his quidlets, that he
never tukes part in any sport unless Bob
Cherry drags him down to the playing-fields
and keeps a watchful eye on him. There are
many more sides to Mauly's character which
I ‘could «uote, but space does not permit of
their appearance in these columns. 5till, in
the {foregoing there is sufficient subject
matter from which to huild a three-word
phrase. Have o shot at It this week. The
coupon’s on page 8,

YOUR EDITOR'S SURPRISE GIFT!

This is something that concerns all
Muarer readers who have been loyal to their
Editor's standard. It takes the form of o
series of beautiful photogravure presentation
plates, twelve in all, printed on fine art

paper, that will oulshine anything presented
elsewhere both in #ize and quality. The
whole set has just passed through my hands,
and without hesitation I declure that these
photogravare plates will grace the album of
any collector with credit. That there will be
a rush to secure these presemtation photo-
gravures goes without saying, and in order
that my regular readers shall not he disap-
pointed when the first one of the serics
appears I am pgiving them the tip well in
advance.  Watch next week’s Chat for
further particulars, and safeguard yourselves
by placing a regular order with your news-
agent at once!

THE ‘'HOLIDAY ANMNUAL"!

This world-famous volnme is already selling
like hot cakes, From all over the globe
orders are Mocking in; such is the reputation
of the “H. A" A smile of satisfaction
crosses Your Editor's face when he reads the
report of the ** Annual's ™' lightning sale on
the market—that is only natural in the cir-
cumstances. But, by the same token, I feel
anxious on my readers’ account. Home of
them, 1 know, will leave their onder for the
1025 * Holiday Awvpudl™ till to-morrow,
When to-morrow comes fomething, perchance,
will happen to postpone the buying of the
¢ Annual,” and  then—perhaps  disappoint.
ment, . That can be avoided if my chums
act on®the following advice now. All of you
live fairly close to a unewsagent's, I'll be
bound. Well, then, next time you pass his
shiop stop a mioute, ask him for a glimpse
of the 1925 edition of the * Holiday Annual,”
and my advice is not needed Turther! Auto-
matically you'll want your '* Annual,” and
you will give the newsagent the order on the
spot.  You see!

Your €ditor.

-0.....'.........I.........'ll.l....O.........ﬁ‘q....'.....................l........l..‘...
-

THE BOOK OF THE YEAR—NOW ON SALE AT ALL NEWSAGENTS!
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For six shillings the 1925
Edition of the world-famous
“ HOLIDAY ANNUAL"™
presents an unparalleled
value-for-money proposition.
Every British boy and girl
should make a point of se-
curing a copy before it is.too
late! 360 pages crammed
full of first-class school and
adventure  stories, plays,
tricks, puzzles, how-to-make
articles, poems, wonderful
photogravures and gorgeous
coloured plates, etc.—for

SIX SHILLINGS'!

BUY YOUR COPY
TQ-DAY, CHUMS!
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THE FALL OF THE MIGHTY !

a regular Ishmacl of the desert, with every man’s hand against him.

Once a proud and haughty chieftain Mustapha ben Mohammed now finds himself
But before hix usurper standard is lowered

Mustapha wreaks his vengeance upon Mujor Cherry by driving out his son, bound to a camel's back, into the
ilHmitable descrt. to fuace n death of torment from hunger and hirst.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
In Merciless Hands !

NOTHER shot rang on the still
A desert air, and Harry Wharton
felt the wind of the bullet as it
passed.
But he did not stir.
The sun was up on the Sahara; on the
wide desert and the sandy hills was a
blaze of heat and blinding light.

The sun-rays poured down upon the
flat roof of the Bordj.

Wharton looked over the brick para-
pet on the roof of the little tower, his
face pale and set.

At a little distance, beyond the cireling
wall of the courtyard, Arab sharp-
shooters were lurking in cover, and at
frequent intervals a report echoed dully,
and a bullet spattered on the brick walls
of the Bordj.

TFarther in the distance, half-hidden
by the irregular rocks, stood a great
tent—the tent of the Sheik Mustapha
ben Mohammed.

Round about the tent many figures
were moving—dusky Arabs in dirty bur-
nous and turban. Somptimes they
looked towards the little tower, to scowl
and make threatening gestures, or to
loose off o futile shot. But no shot re-
plied from the Bordj. Cartridges were
running short in the little garrison.
What was left of the ammunition was
reserved for the next attack, when it
should come.

From the tent a tall, imposing figure
stepped ont.

It was the sheik,

Mustapha ben Mohammed turned his
black, g 1ttering eyes towards the Dordj,
his dark, aquiline face convulsed with a
scowl of hatred. He stood for a moment
or two, a grim, threatening figure in. his
white robes and spotless turban, his
brown facer marked by every evil passion,
;.]C_l:lcn he moved away, and the rocks hid

im,

Wharton drew a hard breath.
Somewhere there, in the lair of the
desert robbers beyond the rocks, Bob
Cherry was a prisoner.

With the new day he was to die—to
die by torments in the sight of his com-
rades besioged in the Bordj.

That.was ithe threat of the sheik, and

well the Greyfriars party knew that
Mustapha ben Mohammed would keep
his word,

The long night had worn away, the
new day had coine, but the sheik seemed
in no hurry to execute his threat. It
was noon, and still the prisoner was not
to be scen. It was éasy to guess that the
robber sheik found a pleasure in keeping
his enemies in the torture of anxiety
and suspense.

Harry Wharton did nol feel the heat.
His face, burned brown by the African
sun, was pale under its tan. His com-
rade was doomed, and there was no
help !

Crack !

Another shot rang from the Arabs
lurking by the couriyard wall. They
had seen the set face peering over the
parapet.

A strong grip on Wharton’s arm
dragged him back into cover as the
bullet whizzed over the roof.

“Do vou want to throw your life
away ?” rapped out Major Cherry.

“I don't think I care much,” mut-
tered Wharton, his lips quivering. “If
we can't save Bob—"

“There are others to think of, Harry,”
said the major quictly, “We have the
two girls to care for. But for that, I
should not be here now—I should die
with my boy. But duty comes first.”

“I—1 know. But—"

Wharton broke off with a groan.

Fortune had favoured the Greyiriars
party till now. Against all hope they
had succeeded in rescuing Major Cherry
and Ali ben Yusef from the power of the
sheik. They had torn Marjorie and
Clara from the grasp of the robber
Arabs. Within the strong walls of the

. Bordj they had held their own, and

beaten off all attacks. And Ali hben
Yusef had escaped in the night, and
gone to call his tribesmen to the help
of the beleaguered rescuers,

A Magnificent New
Lox omplete Story
of Harry Wharton &

Co., staged in the il-

limitable deseris of
orthern Africa.

'old by Popular---

FRANK RICHARDS.

Through a thousand perils the Grey-
friars party had won their way, and
now-——

Now it all secraed to go for nothing.
Fortune, that had favoured them so far,
had now turned a cruel foe.

What was the worth of their success,
if they were to sec Bob Cherry die with-
out being able {o lift a hand to save
him ?

Wharton looked round at his com-
rades. '
They were all on the roof of ilw

Bordj, weiting for the terrible sight
which they knew they must sce. Frank
Nugent and Johany Bull locked white
and worn, Hurree Jamset Ram Singh's
dusky face was full of misery. Even
Billy Bunter, fhough not much_ given
to thinking of anyone but himself, was
troubled and subdued.

Ibrahim, the Arab guide, had lost his
smiling cheerfulness. It was Bob who
had risked his life to save Ibrahim from
the lion in the desert, and the guide,
rogue as he was, had not forgotten.
Ibrahim moved about restlessly, mutter-
ing to himself in Arabic.

The ~vengeance of the sheik had
already fallen upon those who lad
baffled and defeated him. Bob Cherry’s
friends were mnot likely soon to forget
these long, long hours of anxiety aud
anguish, :

1t they could only have helped him,
even at the cost of their lives! But it
was impossible.

To emerge from the shelier of the
brick walls of the Bordj was to fall
riddled with bullets, even before they
could reach and come to blows with the
besieging Arabs.

That consideration alone would not
have stopped them. But Marjorie and
Clara were in the Bordj, and they could
not be left to their fate. Fven at the
cost of looking on idly while their chum
was sacrificed to the vengeance of -the
sheik the Greyfriars pariy had ibeir
duty to do. .

The major's face was set like iron.
What he was feeling Harry Wharton &

THe Maeyer Liprary.—No. 509.
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Co. conld well guess. But little of it
showed in his grim, bronzed visage,

There was a step on the briek stair
in-the interior of the Bordj, and Mar-
jorie Hazeldene Jooked out into the sun-
light.

The majoi made a quick gesture.

“Go down, Marjorie! Go down, my
child !”

Marjoris’s eyes scauned the party on

the roof.
“Where is Bob?” she asked. “Tell
me! I know that something happened

in the attack last night. Tell me, is he
—is_he—" Her voice broke, .

“He is nol dead!” said the major
hastily.

"“He is—hurt "

"NO.”

“Then what—"

“He is a prisoner!” said the major
reluctantly. ‘8o far, I do not think he

he has been hurt, snd—and we must.

hope for the best.”

Marjorie’s face grew very while. She
had heard the threat that Mustapha ben
Mohammed had shouted, after the
failure of the night attack, but she had
not understood the Arabic. But that
savage, denoniac voice still seemed to
ring in her ears.

“Go down, my dear,” said the major
genily.

Marjoric bowed her head, and des-
cended to the upper room of the Bordj,
where Clara Trevlyn awaited her. She
had not been told, but shg knew that
there was no hope. 3he knew that Bob
Cherry was irrevocably doomed in the
grasp of the ruthless Sahara sheik., The
tears ran unchecked down her face,
while on the scorching roof, with aching
hearts, her friends waited and watched
jor the terrible scene that they knew
must come.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
A Fearful Doom !

L1 OXN of a dog!”
Bob  Cherry
wearily.

He was bound hand and foot
with thick camel rope, as he lay in a
niche of the rocks.

For long, long hours—ages as it
seemed to him—he had lain there un-
heeded by his captors. Now and then
an Arab, passing near him, would spit
on him, or growl out an Arabic curse.
Otherwise he had been left alone since
he had been flung there after his capture
in the night.

Why his life had, so far, been spared
he did not know. He had looked for
instant death at the hands of the sheik.
He realised clearly enough that if he
was spared it was from some cvil inotive.
He wondered whether he was reserved
for torture. It was only too likely. VYet,
in his weariness, he had slept for hours,
till the heat of the sun had awakened
him, In the niche among the hot rocks
it was like an oven, under ihe pitiless
rays of the African sun.

He loocked up at the deep, cruel vaice,
and saw the sheik standing over himn. It
was long past noon now—ihe sun was
sinking in the crimson west. But there
were still many hours of daylight and
blazing heat.

“Son of a dog, your hour has come !”
said Mustapha ben Mohammed, his
black, fierce eyes burning at the prisoner.

Bob did not answer.

The sheik lifted his hand and iouched
a gash, half-healed, on his brown, hard
check.
furrowed.

TrE Magxer Lisriny.—No. 869,

glanced up

Ji showed where a bullet had

“This came from your hand!” he said.
“Yt was your shot,”

i | wijl it had gomne through your
head,” said Bob Cherry quietly, “That
was what I intended.”

Mustapha ben Mohammed bared his
teeth in a savage grin that was like the
sharl of a wild animal.

“8on of & pig, you shall repent it with
tears of blood. You first, then the
others,"”

“Not the others,” said Bob. *“You
will never touch them. Your men will
never take the Bordj, Twice you've
tried, and twice you've failed. And
how many of your men bhave gone
downi?

“You at least,” said the sheik, “Son
of a dog, your death shall be one of tor-
ment that will linger on for days and
nights—nights and days of suffering.”

Bob was silent.

The sheik watched his face, perhaps
hoping to read there the terror he ex-
pected his words to Inspire.  But the
Greyfriars schoolboy's face was calm.

“ And et,” said Mustapha Then
Mohammed, after a pause—'yet even
now I might spare your life, Even now
I would send you safe to your father if
the price were paid,”

Bob looked at him questioningly.

“You know the price—the %yo of
Ahmed,” said the sheik, watching him:
“If the major will hand to me the
amulet of the Oued Tahar, you shall go
back to him in safety.”

Bob spiled faintly.

The offer came too late, even if Major
Cherry would have ransomed his son's
life with a treasure that was not his
own. For the Eve of Ahmed—the
hereditary talisman of the chiefs of the
tribe of Qued Tahar—was no longer in
the Bord). It was gone with Ali ben
Yusef.

Unknown to the sheik, the words
brought solace to Bob. For they showed
that Ali had succeeded in getling
through the enemy in the darkness of
the previous night, during the tumult of
ihe attack on the tower. Had he been
captured the ialisman would have been
already in Mustapha's hands.

The sheik, watching him, looked puz-
zled. He did not understand the smile
that flickered for a moment on Bob's

ace.

“What do you say?” he exclaimed
abruptly. “Listen to me! In yonder
tower are your friends, your father, the
two English girls. Hunger and thirst
will deliver them into my hands at last.
But if the amulet be given up to me I
will withdraw my men, their lives shall
be spared, they shall be free to go
whither they list. Answer, dog!”

Bob shook his head.

The sheik scowled savagely and called
to his men. A couple of Arabs came
forward, and Bob was lifted to his feet.
The rope round his ankles was un-
bound, so that he could walk, but his
hands still remained tied.

The two Arabs grasped him and led
him away, following the sheik, who
strode ahead.

In a few minutes they came in sight.of
the Bordj,

Bob Cherry’s eyes fixed longingly on
the little brick tower, whose walls shel-
tered his friends from the hate of the
sheik.

He caught a movement on the roof.
He knew that his friends were there.
He was now in full eight Irom the Boxdj.

Leaving him standing between the
two musenlar Arabs, Mustapha ben
Mohammed strode on towards the tower,

“ Abdullah !

He rapped out the slave's name with-
ont turning his head. The Nubian

| He Jooked celmly on the ri

lifted a white flag and walked befors
the sheik towards the gate of the courts

ora.
¥ Full in view of the garrison, in easy
range of the rifles on the roof, the
Sahara sheik stood, with the Nubian
beside him, holding the flag of truce.

In a moment tha parapet above was
lined with faces.

There was no danger of a treacherous
shot from the Arab marksmen whilg
their chief stood exposed to the fire of
the garrison. Major Cherry leaned a
rifle on the brick parapet, the muzzle
covering the tall figure of the sheik,

Mustapha ben Mohammed smiled sar-
castically.

Villain and robber as he was, the Arab
sheik had no fear in his savage nature.

ﬁe in the
hands of the man who longed to send a
bullet through his wicked heart,

“Does not the Roumi soldier respect
the white flag?”’ he asked, with a sneer,

“So long as your scoundrels respeet it
yes,” answered Major Cherry from the
roof of the Bordj. ‘At the first shot,
the Grst gign of trickery, you arc a dead
man, Mustapha ben Mohammed !

broad

Mustapha  shrugged  his
shoulders,

“1 have bidden my men not to fire,
My life is in your hands, Roumi, if they
disobey me.”

“Why are you heve?” rapped out the
major.

Mustapha ben Mohammed swept his
brown hand towards Bob Cherry, stand-
ing between the two Arabs at a dis-
ienee in the blaze of the sun.

“You see your son?” he asked,

“T see him."

“What will you give for his life?”

The major's lip quivered.

“My own, if that will satisfy you,” he
answered.  “Send the boy safe lere
and I will take his place.”

The sheik laughed harshly,

“\What will that profit me?” he zaid.
“Your own death would be a light
revenge compared with the torture of
your boy. Yet you have that in your
hands which T will take as the price of
his life,”

The major was silent,

He knew what was coming now—a
demand that it was no longer in his

power to grant, even had he wished.

“The Eye of Ahmed,” said the sheik.
“You slmil ransom the boy's life with
the amulet of the chiefs of Qued Tahar.
Give it me, or give me word where 1
shall find it, and the boy lives.”

“I cannot;” said the major hoarsely.

Harry Wharton & Co. listened in
silence. Had Ali ben Yusef been still
in the Bordj with the Eve of Ahmed in
his possession, they would have deemed
the talisman a cheap price to pay for
Bob Cherry's life and liberty. But Ali
was far away, doubtless by that time
already on the palm-shaded banks of the
Oued Tahar, among hig tribe. Tf his
mission was a success, if his tribesmen
rallied to his call and to the magic of
the talisman, he would return and save
the garrison of the lonely Bordj. But he
could not return in time to save Bob
Cherry.

The sheik’s eves gleamed up at the
major's bronzed face.

“You do not believe me?" he said.
“But listen! The Eye of- Ahmed cannot
save ‘you mow. It cannot help you. It
will not serve the boy, Ali. whom Fou
have taken from my hands, but who can
never escape from my power. You have
driven off my men. Mony of my kins-
uren have fallen in the ‘struggle, but
hunger and thirst will place you in my
power ere many days have passed, What
is the worth of the talisman to the boy
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A dozen horsemen rushed towards the tall, savage figure ol the usurper shelk,
that All ben Yusel had given, With a sudden spring Mustapha leapt on the
urging his steed in full flight, raced for the valley.

back of the great,
(See Chapter 5.)

It was the order for Mustapha's death
black Barbary horse and,

Ali when I shall order his head to be
struck from his shoulders? Let it como
into my hands and I will swear by the
beard of the Prophet to ride away with
my men and leave you in peace!"

The majot’s cyes rested on Bob. Had
it still been in his power, would he have
surrendered the talisman trusted to him
by ‘the dead sheik Yusef, the birthright
of Ali, to save his son? MHe hardly

knew. But it was no longer in his
power. The Eye of Ahmed was far
AWway.

"‘:S{um; answer !"” snarled the sheik.
ol”

“Fool!"” hissed Mustapha ben Mo-
hammed, his .black eyes flaming with
rage. “I shall yet possess the talisman,
in spite of you. When you are in my
hands again, torture shall wring from
vou where it is hidden.”

“Do your worst, dastard that you
are!” said the major steadily. * Your
punishment will come! Already among
the tribes of the Qued Tahar your life
is not safe, save in the desert among
your own kinsmen. -Ali ben Yusef will
appear among the tents of the Tahar,
with the amulet of his fathers in his
turban, and call on the tribes to avenge
the death of the Sheik Yusef, whom you
murdered in the desert. Your hour will
come—perhaps before many days have
passed. ' Son of a thousand dogs, get out
of .my sight before I forget to respect
the white flag!"

“That is your answer?”

“That is my answer, Go!”

The tall, powerful form of the desert
sheik shook with rage.

“Then look your last on your son!”
he shouted furiously. “Dog of a Roumi,
heéar what his fate is to be. Ile shall be
bound to the back of a camel and driven
into the desert. I'dr days and nights he
shall look on the sun and the stars while
death slowly creeps upon him—death by
hunger and thirst and pain. The hyenas
of the Sahara shall pick his bones, when
at Inst his starving camel sinks under
him, and he lies at their mercy on the
desert sands.”

Major Cherry gripped his rifle.

“Villain! Go, ox-—"

The sheik swung round on his heel
and strede away by the gateway of the
courtyard. Not once did he hasten his
ateps.

Ile disappeared; the white flag van-
ished. There was a burst of sudden
rifle-fire from the Arab marksmen; but
the defenders of the Bordj were already
in cover of the parapef.

Major Cherry wiped the sweat from
his brow.

“My boy,” he whispered.

Harry Wharton & Co. spoke no word.
They waited, their hearis sick with
L horror.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Vengeance of Musiapha !

USTAPHA BEN MOHAM-

MED fixed his eyes upon Bob

Cherry. His dark face was

malignant with hatred and
revenge.

Bob stood silent, calling on all his
courage to bear the ordeal that was
before him. Not if he could help it,
should these scoundrels of the Sahara
see one of English blood tremble.

The sheik growled out an order in
Avrabie,

A camel—the powerful camel that had
once belonged to Ibrahim, the guide—
was led out by the Arabs.

‘The animal kneeled to take up his
burden.

Bob Cherry was lifted on the humped
back of the animalr He was stretched
there on the camel’s rough hide, with his
face to the sky.

Strong ropes
camel’s back.

The Arabs were grinning as theE
bound him, knotting the ropes wit
savage care.

Bol's eyes turned towards the Bordj.

IHe knew that his friends could not
help him; he knew that with the two
girls to guard and save they could not

bound him to the

even die with him. He was taking his
last look at life before he went to his

hideous doom in the burning sands ol
the Sahara.

There was no hope in his heart now
Ali ben Yusef might veturn with his
tribesmen and save the others. They
could nét save him. His friends—hix
home in far-of England—the green old

uad at Greyiriars—he would never sec
them agiin! But he was calm. Well he
had known the risk when he came into
the desert to the rescue of his father.
He had known it, and faced it guieths.
Now that he had to pay the price he
did not complain.

The evil, brown face of the sheik
loomed over him like some ghastly
vision of horror seen in a nightmare.

“Dog, and tho son of a dog!" hissed
Mustapha -ben Mohammed. * Go—go to
your death! Go to your torture! Go
where your friends shall follow when
they fail into my power!”

With his clenched Land the sheik
struck the face of the boy bound upou
the camel's back. ,

Then he snarled an order in Arabio o
his men, and the camel was released.
With cracking sticks and loud shouts,
the Arabs followed it down the rocky
valley towards the open deserf,

Bob Cherry cloged his eyes against the
blaze of the sun.

Ho could not see the Bordj now: Ie
wondared whether the eyes of his com-
rades were still upon, him. . i

Faster ran the camel, snorting with
angér and' pain under the harsh blows
rained on it by the Arabs.

Many of the blows fell upon the
Greyfriars schoolboy stretched on the
back of the beast.

ith loud shouts and ceaseless crack-
ing of the sticks, the savage -Arabs drove
the maddened camel onward.

The low, rocky hills were soon left
behind; before "the thudding camel
stretched the open, limitless eands ol
the Sahara, baking in the tropical sun,

There the Arabs halted.

A last savage beating, a last burst of
shouts and yells, and the camel tore on

Tye Magxer Lisnamy,—No. 869,



6

HARRY WHARTON & GO, AT WEMBLEY —NEXT WEEK!

over the sands, kicking up the shining
particles as he timdded on.

With mocking laughter, the Arabs
iurned back towards their camp; Bob
Cherry was left alone in the desert.

e was able to move his head, though
not his limbs, He raised his head and
looked about him. .

The camel, maddened by pain, wae
still running swiftly, the long, ungainly
legs covering the ground at a great

speed.

Already ihe low hills in the midst of
which stood the Bordj were sinking into
the level of the desert.

Round the racing camel siretched the
sand—the yellow sand of the thirsty
Sahara, unbroken for many a long
hundred miles. . .

Not a speck on the horizon! XNbi a
palm-tree ! Not a trace of life! Dreary
cmptiness where the buruing plain met
the burning sky. .

Bob Cherry's head sank back wearily
against the camel’s hump.

Once or twice the camel's long neck
twisted round, and he looked at his
rider as if surprised by his sirange
posture. IIis pace was s ackening now
—now that he was no longer driven by
the yells and blows of the Arabs.

But he was still running, churning up
particles of glistening sand with his
thudding feet, .

Bob closed his eyes again,

No hope—no hope! IHe wondered
how long it would last. The sun
scorched his face and his limbs.  He
was aching from his lionds—aching,
aching. And vet the pain seemed little
in comparison with the fierce, blinding
hieat that poured upon hin:,

Ilow long was it to last? Sunstroke,
perhaps, might put an end to his
conscious sufferings. The camel might
carry on & gibbering lunatic to death in
the desert. Ilob shuddered zi the fearful
thought. At any price of pain or
suffering, he prayed that he might keep
his reason to the end. They had left
the sun-helmet on his head. He won-
dered whether it was from a merciful
impulse or from an intention to prolong
his torments.

The camel’s speed slacked more and
more. The animal dropped into the
usual loping trot of the camel of the
«desert. Bob raised his head again. The
low hills had sunk below the sand now.
He was not even sure in which direction
they lay.

Alone i the Sahara! .

Still the camel loped on, unguided,
following his own fancy. Sull the
burning sun scorched on the helpless
captive. Bob Cherry prayed for the
uight to come,

His throat was dry and parched; all
(he treasures of the mines of Africa
would have been a light price to pay
for & gulp of cool water. The sand-
dust burned on his lips.

When would the night come?

The western horizon was o sheet of
«rimson and gold; the sun. a red ball
of fire, was sinking into the boundless
desert.

When would it be night?

With the suddenness of the rrapies it
came. The round red sun plunged below
the horizon, and it was night.

Night in the desert!

The camel loped on. Darkness eame
as a blessed relief to the Greyfriars
junier. UWis wide-open ¢yes stared at the
velvety sky. The torturing sun was gone.
Slowly the terrible heat faded. Darkness
and coolness: for a time it secmed to
him that he could ask no move, so
immense was the relicf.

" Thyongh the darkness the thudding
boofs of the camel echoed cerily. Irom
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‘came shafts of gleaming

somewhere in the distance came a low
howl, He knew that it was the cry of a
roaming hyena,

Once, fierce, hungry eyes shone in the
darkness. But the camel raced madly on,
and the savage brute, whatever it was,
vanished in the night.

One by one the stars came out in the
desert sky—bright, placid, shining down
peacefully on the desert. Under the
scintillating stars of Africa the camel
laudded on with his burden, on and on
in the journey of torment and death.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
At Last !

i E is gone!”
Harry Wharton descended
the brick stair in the Bordj,

stumbling almost Llindly.

Bob Cherry was gone—gone o a fear-
ful doow, und his comrades had watched
him go, unable to lift a hand to help him.
It scemed to Harry then that the misery
of it was greater than he could bear. He
reproachad himself for having stood idle
while his comrade was done to death. At
least he could have rushed on the enemy
and died with him if he could not heip
him.

‘.Hai'l'-y l!}

Marijorie looked out of the upper room
of the Bord]j as the captain of the Remove
came stumbling down the narrow stair,
She shivered as she saw the ghastly look
of his face.

She caught at his arm to stop him.

“Harry, tell me—I heard what Mus:
tapha shouled —is it possible that
that—"

“You must know ii now,” muitered
Harry brokenly. “We sha'n’t see old
Bob again!”

“Oh1” brealhed Marjorie.

“What have they done?” whispered
Clara, her colourless face glimmering
from the dusk of the room, almost like
the face of a phantom.

“They've bound him to a camel and
turned him loose in the desert!” mmui-
tered Wharton.

Clara gave a cry, and covered her face
with her hands,

“We could not help him!” groaned
Wharton. “We've got to ‘keep those
fiends off till lielp comes—if it ever does
come, Bob wou{d have been the first to
say so. But it's horrible !”

He went on down the staircase. In the
lower room of the Bordj it seemed
densely dark afler the blazing sunlight on
the roof. Only through the loopholes
light.

Nugent and Hurree Singh and Johnny
Bull followed the captain of the Remave
down. Ibrahim, the guide, came down,
and the major was left alone on the sun-
lit roof. In that {errible hour Bob
Cherry’s father wished to be alone.

The juniors did not speak; there was
nothing to say. Billy Bunter blinked at
them through his big spectacles. DBut
even Bunter forgot to complain and
grumble. The fat junior curled himself
up on the rugs in the corner, but for
once he found it difficult to sleep.
Ibruhim the guide moved restlessly about
in his bagey Dblue irousers and gold-
braided jauﬁvt, his brown face full of
trouble,

“AMy  fine  gentlemens,”  murmuved
Ihrahim, at last, *he is gone. It is the
will of Allah! We shall not see the brave
one agzain, DBut if the boy Ali shall
return with his spearmen we shall avenge
him. The Sheik Mustapha shall die. T,
Ibrahim. with my own hands, will place
the burning irons on his feet.”

Wharton :hook his head
speaking.

without

He longed, with a fierceness he had
never believed himself capable of for
vengeance on the Sahara sheik. But it
was not Arab vengeance that he thought

of.

“If Ali should come back—if he should
be saved,” muttered Nugent, * there may
be a chance yet! Ibrahim, would there
be any chance of finding Bob in the
desert, of tracking down the camel?”

Ibrahim shook his head,

*The sands of the Suhara tell no tales,”
he answered sorvowfully. * And who
shall say whither the camel has wan-
dered? This night—" He broke off.

“This night—" repeated Johnny
Bull, looking at him.

Tbrahim made an expressive gesture.

“The lions of the desert, the hyenas,
the jackals,” he said, “the camel will
not escape them, be he as swift as the
wind, If we seek for the brave one to-
morrow, we shall find the bones that the
jackals have left.”

Wharton shuddered.

“Tnough ! he muttered.

There was no hope, and they knew it.
Only by a miracle conld Bob Cherry be
saved; only by a miracle could they
find him, even if they were free to
seek. And they were still besieged in
the Bordj by numerons and savage foes,
and still it was death to take one step

"beyond the door.

In dumb misery the hours passed.

The juniors’ thoughts followed their
lost comrade in his wild and terrible
journey through the trackless desert.
Already in the sunset he might be twenty
miles away swallowed up in the trackless
Sahaca; already the {ecth of wild beasts
might have torn him limb from limb;
already the glare of the sun might have
driven him from his senges, It was
terrible, it was futile to think of it, yet
they could think of not?ling else.

The day was gone at last. Night
descended on the Bordj. Ouce more the
juniors ascended to the roof to keep
watch and ward. Billy Bunter slept at
last, but no one else thought of sleep.
In the upper room Marjorie and Clara
scarcely closed their eyes, On the brick
roof, under ihe shining stars, Harry
Wharton & Co. watched wearily.

They would have welcomed an attack,
they would have welconied the fierce war-
shouts of the Arabs—any danger and foil
{o break the fearful monofony of their
vigil, to drive torturing thoughts irom
their minds.

But there was no attack.

The robber Arabs had suffered too
severely alréady in the struggle to cap-
ture the Bordj. Too many of the fierce
kinsmen of Mustapha had fallen in the
fight. Almost half his band had given
their lives, and given them in vain.

Round the Bordj the Araba watched,
like tigers watching for their prey, con-
tent to wait, with the knowledge ihat
sooner or later their enemies must fall into
their hands. Tt might be days, it might
be weeks, bnt the end must come, Food
must fail. water must fail, and then the
grasp of, Mustavha would close on the
Bordj and ils garricon. 1lelp could not
come, there was= no hope. Of Ali's depar-
ture the sheik knew nothing. He still
believed that the ~on of Yusef was in the

ordj.

That Ali ben Yusef had succeeded in
getting clear the defenders knew mow,
But the success of his mission was still
in doubt. He would reach the tents of
his tribesmen. But would they follow the
lead of a schoolboy, though he was the
son of their former chief. Mustapha ben
Mohammed had never succceded in
establishing himself as the Sheik of the
Oued Tahar, lacking the Eye of Ahmed,
the hereditary talisman of the sheiks, the



VER
NDAY.

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

PRICE 7
TWOPENCE.

symibol that elaimed the obedience of
the wild tribesmen.  And Al would
appear in the tents armed with the EFE
of Ahmed. But the little garrison of the

Bordj donbted and feared. They could

scarcely  DLelieve it possible that help
would come. .
tBut if it came, if il lables svere

turned on ihe savage foe thal prowled
roundd the tower in the avkness, then
a: least Bob Cherry should be avenged,
even if he could noi be saved. At least
Musiapha ben Mohamaed should pay Lhe
prive of his wickedness.

It was a dreary nighl. Once or twice
the juniors nodded and dozed, while the
anajor paced the flal roof, a grim, silent
figure.

But the dawn ecame and found hem
sleapless and weury,

As the sun came up over lhe desert and
the hills, Llarey Wharton put his field-
plaszas to bis eyes and swepl the horizon.
Lar in the disiance, throngh an opening
of the hills. the desert, could be seen, the
endless samd= stretching wnder {he rising
sun,

Wharton looked—and locked again.
Something was stiveing in the desert—
something planced bright in the light of
the sun. Ilis heart beai iaster.

Was it soime (roop of jackals—or horse- |

men? Was it possible that a French
patrol had come? The Bordj had been
built long ago. to shelter the desert
patrols. [r  was possible. Dut as
Wharton stared at the cloud of dust mov-
ing under the sun, through the glasses
he made out the figures of horsemen in
Howing bLurnous and turban, and the
glitter of spears that glanced back the
sun-rays. They were Arabs who were
riding in from the desert.

Wharton's heart throbbed.

He called to Major Cherry, and
handed him the glasses. The major
placed them to his eyes.

“Some more of Mustapha's band, com-
ing to join him?"" asked Harry Wharton
anxiously. *Or—or——"

He left the question unfinished,

The major did not reply for some
moments,

AL he said at Tast,

C AL the
jumniors.

The major handed the glasses back to
Wharton, The captain of the Remove
looked again,

The horsemen were clear to view now,
by the help of the glasses, from the top of
the tower, To Mustapha’s camp below
they were still invisible, and would re-
main o until thex rode into the shallow
valley in the hills.

Two hundred at least the riders num-
bered—dusky men in burnous and
tarban, some with vifles, some with
spears and seimitars—all of them armed.
And at their head, on a gallant horse,
rode a figure that Wharton knew well—
that he could now recognise—the figure
of Ali ben Yusef, once a schoolboy at
Greyfriars, now an Arab of the Sahara,
riding at the head of his tribesmen, with
the Eyve of Ahmed blazing in his {urban
in the blaze of the sun.

repeated Greylriars

=t =

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
The Coming of Ali!

[ Ly
The name was uttered by all
the Greyfriars party, on the

roof of the Bordj. Their faces

lizhted up as they looked on the young
Arab, riding at the head of his men.
Soon the horsemen were visible to the
naked eye—figree, dusky men with spears
and rifles, with hard brown faces and
black shining eyes—men of the same
kidney as the men of Mustapha, that was
clear enough—many of them, doubtless,
robbers of caravans in the desert, but
friends at least to the English party be-
sieged in the tower. They followed Ali
ben Yusef, and it was therefore evident
that they came as friends.

The major’s bronzed face worked as he
looked on the galloping troop.

Ali had succeeded.

That was plain now.

Mustapha and his kinsmen, besieging
the lonely Bordj, were far from the tents
of the Oned Tahar; in the encampments

of the tribe it was probable that Ali had

found no enemy. Dut Le had found
many who recognised him as the son of
Yusef, the mwurdered sheik. who had
hitherto believed that he had died with
his father in the desert. And the Eye of
Ahmed had done the rest—for long ages
it had been the symbol of sovereignty
and subiuission in the tents of the Oued
Tahar., The glamour of ils influence
would have established cven the wsurper
bustapha. had he been able to appear
among the tribes wearing it in lis turban,
and claiming obedience as the holder of
the talisman. Much wmore it had drawn
to the son of Yusef the allegiance of the
wild tribesinen who had not forgotten
their old sheik,

Ali had succeeded.” Two Tundred
armed men rode with him on horses and
camels—and a thousand more, probably,
could have been called to follow him
given due time to gather them from their
scattered encampments. But two hun-

] dred men were more than ample to deal

with Mustapha’s reduced band—scaveely
fifty all told.

It was sneeess. It was victory and ven.
geance! But the major's face worked,
and his heart was heavy, Twenty-four
hours sooner this help would have saved
his son; but in that time it could not
have come. Twelve hours sooner, Bob
might still have been saved; but there
had not been time, Tiven to reach the
Bordj on the morning of the second day
Ali must have hastened—it was clear that
he and his troop had ridden all through
the night.

Too late to save Bob, bub in time to
save the rest—in time, at least, to save
the girls. For that the major was thank-
ful. But his heart was heavy for his lost
son.

Even yet the men of Mustapha were
unaware of the horsemen who were ap-
proaching from the desert.

From the top of the tower they were
clearly seen, horses prancing and camels
thudding, in the bright Sabara sunlight.
But the rocks and ridges still hid them
from the sight of the camp of the Arabs
in the valley.

A shot rang from the camp of
Mustapha, and the bullet whizzed over

Squealing shrilly, the eamel wheeled and raced for the desert. Bob Cherry, bound to the animal’s back, heard a rushing sound
and knew that it was the lion springing. Thud ! The great beast had leaped, and fallen short, as the frantic camel fled.

(Sce Chapler 8.)
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the roof. An Arab marksman had loosed
off, h ignorance of the overwhelming
force of rescuers now close at hand. That
shot was heard by the advancing riders,
and the juniors saw Ali ben Yusef start
and spur on his horse.

Marjorie and Clara came up to the
roof. Billy Bunter came up, with his
mouth full, from breakfast. All eyes
were fixed on the troop that rode in from
the Sahara.

The folds of the hills hid them from
sight a few minutes later, But the sound
of many hoof-beats came now on the air.

There was stirring in the camp of
Mustapha.,

Arabs stood staring towards the sound
of the hoof-béats, waiting for the new-
comers to appear in sight in the valley.

Mustapha ben Mohammed came out of
his tent.

Distant as he was, he was visible to the
watchers on the roof. ITarry Wharton
turned the field-glasses upon him, and
read in his brown, harsh face perplexity
and doubt. The sound of the advance of
many riders had alarmed the sheik;
though certainly he never dreamed that
Ali, the son of Yusef, was coming at the
head of his tribesmen.

Three or four Arabs dashed away,
obviously to scout. Through the glasses
Wharton saw one of them come running

hack, with a statited face. The sheik
listened to his veport, and his dark face
grrew black with passion. He had learned,
at last, that Ali was not in the -Bordj—
that Ali ben Yusef was free, and at the
head of his father’s men. It was terrible
news for the sheik, who saw, in those
moments, his last hopes vanish of estab-
lishing his power over the tribes of the
Qued Tahar,

No hope wus left to him—he would
never be sheik of the desert tribe; even
if he escaped with his life he would be
fortunate. Mustapha ben Mohammed
knew it, and he ground his teeth with
savage rage. His dark glance turned on
the Bordj, sheltering the enemies who
now would never fall into his power—
who would soon be triumphant, and pur-
suing him with their vengeance.

The sheik shouted orders in Arabie.

But for once there was hesitation to
obey.

The men round him were his kinsmen;
to them, he was the sheik, though the
rest of the tribe did not acknowledge
him. They had f[ollowed him to the
desert—they had stood by him in his
desperate attempts to possess himself of
the Eye of Ahmed. But now that they
found themselves arrayed in arms against
their own tribesmen, against the bearer
of ihe talisman, they wavered.

The Nubian slave, Abdullah, brought
the sheik’s horse—a megnificent Barbar
stoed. t of the mob ¢r startled %ra £
only a dozen mounted at the » ei%s
order. The rest stood uncertain, bub
ling to one another in excited Arabic.

Ali and his troop were in sight now.

They came riding down the rocky
valley towards the Bordj, Ali ben Yusef
at their head. :

Mustapha shouted io his men again in
a voice that was hoarse with rage. DBut
not a weapon was lifted.

The enemy were four to one. A
charge of tge fierce horsemen would
have scattered Mustapha’s men like chaff
before the wind. The conflict was hope-
less; only in his rage and despair would
the sheilt have put it to the test, Thé
Arabs called to one another, and pointed
to the Eye of Ahmed that blazed in Ali
ben Yusef’s turban. The men who had
mounted dropped from their horses now.
Even Abdullah, the Nubian slave,
stepped back from holding the sheik’s
horse, with a derisive grin on his black
face. Mustapha’s power was broken like
a reed; and in all his camp, even the
slaves refused him obedience.

Clatter, clatter !

Ali and his tribesmen rode up and
halted with a shouting and waving of
spears, From the roof of the Bord] the
besieged watched in tense silence.

o
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Once more Mustapha shouted to his
men.

But they did not answer, they did
not heed. No wezpon was touched, and
more than half his hand moved away
to range themselves with the newcomers.
And the rest stood motionless. They
would not raise their hands against their
kinsman, but ihey would not fight
against their tribesmen and the bearer
of the talisman,

Mustapha ben Mohammed cast a hag-
gard glance around him,

An hour before he had been the lord
of life and death in his camp, his slightest
nod anxiously obeyed. Like Lucifer,
son of the Morning, he had fallen from
his high estate, and great was the fall
thereof.

All ben Yusecf raised his hand, his eyes
gleaming at the sheik. He pointed o
Mustapha ben Mohammed.

A dozen horsemen rushed on iowards
the tall, savage figure. It was the order
for Mustapha’s death that the boy sheik
l:ad given.

Once more, for an instant, Mustapha’s
haggard glance swept round him.

ars and scimitars were raised to take
bis life, and not a hand moved lo ail
him.

For that instant he stood, and it
seemed that he would be swept down hy
the horsemen, and hacked to death hy
the flashing steel that glauced in the
sun.

Then, with a sudden spring, he was

on the back of the great, black Barbary
horee, urging his steed in full fight vp
the valley.
. With a wild clatier of hoofs and a
jingle of harness he went, in frantic
flight, an outcast henceforth from kLis
tribe—a lonely Ishmacl of the Sahara.

Ali shouted again,

The horsemen galloped on in pursuil
of the flecing sheik. In a few minmes
pursuned and pursuers vanished among
the folds of the rocky hills.

All ben Yusel gazed after them for a
few moments, and then wheeled his horse
and rode in at the gates of the court-
yard. He rode up to the door of the
Bordj, and kncreked on it with the bttt
ol his spear,
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THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
The Journey of Death !
OB CIIERRY opened his eyes.

B Ifo had slept. He had not be-

Hoved that he coukd sleep, bult

weariness had told on him. For
long lours he had slept, bound as he
was, while the camel lay sleepiug in the
sand,

His exes glanced round wildly as they
apencd,

-He was conscious of aching pain, of
parching thirst. The camel lay at rest in
the sand, sleeping. The rising sun
glimmered on the expanse of the desert
—limitless, unbroken. Not a tree, not
even a shady rock—nothing but sand,
endless sand.

But therc was a stirring close by him,
and his startled eyes restod upoun other
eyes, dark and  fierce and watchful,
Round the sleeping camel had gathered
ihe jackals of the desert—nine or ten of
the savage brutes, squatting in the sand
—watching, watching. The cowardly
animals dared mnot attack—they were
seckers of carrion, and they were watch-
ing for their prey. In the Arab cara-
vans that traverse the great desert a
sick camel somctimes falls by the way-
side and is left, and the jackals gather
round him, waiting for him to dic. So
it was now. While there was a stirring
of life in the victim the brutes held off
and watched with fierce, unresting eyes:

Bob gave a hoarse cry.

His cry startled the jackals, and with
a snapping and snarling they crowded
back a few paces. The sleeping camel
awakened, the long neck stretched, the
camel’'s startled eyes beheld the waiting,
watching scavengers of the desert. In a
moment the camel serambled up, squeal-
ing, and loped away. The journecy of
death had begun again with the new

¥.

Sparling savagely, disappointed of
their prey, the jackals shambled in pur-
suit. . But it was no sick or disabled
camel they had to deal with now, but
a strong animal in full vigour. Bob
Cherry swung helplessly on the rough
back as the camel raced across the sand.
Soon the disappointed howls of the
jackals died away in the distance behind.

High over the sandy waste the sun
sailed in a sky that had no ecloud. The
heat of the day was coming on—the ter-
rible heat of the Sahara.

The prisoner’s weary eyes sweph the
arid waste of sand. Death was all that
he could hope for—the only release from
his sufferings. And death was long in
coming.

The vengeance of Mustapha was long
and slow—of Mustapha, in those very
hours himself s fugitive in the desert,
with savage foes tracking him to take
his life.

Higher. and higher rose the sun, till
at the zenith it poured down pitiless

eaf.

The camel loped on.

To the strong-limbed animal, bora and
bred in the arid desert, the heat was
little or nothing. Accustomed to pass
whole days without food or water, it
had not suffered. And by now the
comel had grown used to the strange
burden on his back, and did not heed it.
The animal was tasting freedom now—
the freedom of the wild camel of the
remote recesses of the Sahara.

Bob Cherry wondered dully whither
the loping trot of the powerful beast was.
carrying him. No doubt some jnstinct
was guiding him in his strange journey
in the trackless desert. Perhaps to some
oasis, where there was shade and water.
Perhaps to some hidden recess of the
desert where no human foot had ever

‘“ Aliah is great,” said lbrahim. “ It is the will of Allah that we should follow
“ What ! ** exclaimed Wharton,
Ibrahim pointed to the marks in the soil
““ The lost one—him hound to camel’s back.
him know footprint of him camel ! ** (See Chapter 9.)

in the footsteps of the lost one ! *
have you found ?
tread,”” he said simply.

“ What
“Him eamel
Ibrahim

trad, and avhere he would be safe from
recapture and scrvitude.

Al a steady puce that neither increased
nor diminished the camel loped on over
the glistening, shifting sand, heedlesa of
the torrid heat and the blinding light.

Bob Cherry's eyes were closed against
the merciless sun, but at intervals he
opened them to sweep the desert with a
wild gaze, of despair rather than of hope.
It was not likely that the strange journey
would lead him back to the labitations
of man; by an instinctive understanding
lie realised the camel’s rejoicing in his
new-found freedom, At the most he
could hape to fall in with some of the
wandering Arabs or Tuaricks of the
desort, to whom the camel would be a
prize of value, and who would take the
trouble to capture it. And in that case
he had nothing to expect for himself
but a savage blow that would end his
sufferings.

Yet he longed, with an intense long-
ing, for the sight of a human form,
even that of a savage. The deadly soli-
tude of the desert weighed on him like
lead. It was ahlmost as terrible as the
burning heat of the sun.

Suddenly he started convulsively, and
%he light of hope dawned in his haggard
ace,

He raised his head against the camel’s
hump, and looked, and looked again, and

cried aloud, unconsciously, with joy and
relief.

Tha dreary expanse of sand was broken
at last. In the distance, where only sand
had met his gaze before, waved tall,
graceful }lmlm-trccs. and there glistened
and rippled the water of a spring,
Water—clear, cool water—shining in the
sun.

Waler, more precious than gold, more
precious than precious stones! Water,
for a draught of which he would have
given all the treasures of the world! It
glistened and sparkled, and reflected the
graceful shapes of the nodding palms,

The camel trotted steadily on. He
was heading directly for the glad scene
that had met Bob’s aching eyes. Yet
he did not hurry—not by a stride did he
increase his speed.

But he was approaching the oasis. It
seemed to Bob that the tall trees nodded
nearer and nearer—ihat he could almost
hear the rippling of the water that
sparkled in the sun.

And then, suddenly as it had come,
the vision vanished. Bob stared, un-
comprehending.

Where the tall palms had waved, where
the water had rippled and sparkled, there
was sand, sand, sand! Sand that shifted
in the hot wind in glowing, Dburning
particles.
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Was he oubt of his senses? Was. it a
vision of madness that he had seen?
And then he understood.

“The mirage!”

He groaned the word. aloud.

It was the mirage he had secen—the
picture of some distant, inaceessible

scepe_that so often mocks the parched

tiaveller of ‘the desert.

The tears started to hiz aching eyes.
The disappointment was bitter, It
came as a crushing blow. Osnly the
mirage—gone now, leaving the endless
sand to meet his aching gaze. Only the
miragé that had come to mock him in his
misery.

He ¢losed his eyes again and groaned.

When would this emf 1

Quietly, steadily, the camel loped on,
the dust of the desert sand rising ever
from his thudding feet. But now his
strange rider was no longer silant. From
the boy, bound on the camel's rough
back, c¢ame strange
babblings—incoherent words of home, of
kinid faces for ever lost as the grip of
deliriuni fastened on the hapless victim
of ‘the sheil’s vengeance.

THBE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Quest !

HE Bordj was no longer besieged.
The palm-weood door stood

wide,
In the valley there was again an
Arab eamp, but it was the camp of Ali
ben Yusef's tribesmen—shaggy, savage
men, but from whom there waos nothing
to fear. For the sway of the echoolboy
sheik was
Mustapha's once had been. Among the
wild tribesmen of the Oued Tahar the
word of All was law, his nod a command.

To the little garrison of the Bordi the
coming of Ali had brought life and
security. Of Mustapha's men, some had
gone to their tonts far away, the others
bhad joined with Ali's followers; Of
Mustapha ben Mohammnied the fate was
not known. His pursuers had returned
to the camp in the valley baffled. The
sheik's powerful Barbary steed had
suved him.  Somewhere, afar in the
desert, roamed the cnce powerful sheik,
s fugitive and ouniecast, his hand against
gyery man and every man's hand against

im.

The Greyiriars juniors scarcely knew
Ali now. 'To them he had been the
gchoolboy of the Remiove, the strange
junior at Greyfriars whom they had
befriended.  But the bov sheik of the
Arab tribe was quite a different person.
There was a new reserve about Ali, an
air of haughty command, He seemed to
have left them a boy, and returned a
wman. They realised that Greyiriars
#ad been but a passing episode in bis
¥fe. At heart he was the Arab of the
Saharva. His life, his thoughis, all his
being were bound up in the desert that
had been the home of his forefathers.

He was richly dressed now in  the
finest linen, and jewels of great price
Zleamed on the hilt of bis seimitar, In
hia spotless turban glecamed and glittered
the great diamond that was called the
Iiye of Ahmed.

He was & warrior now among fighting
men, and the schoolboy of Greylriars
was gone for ever. Ali had enteved into
lis inheritance, and henceforward his life
was with his tribe, his horizen bounded
by the sands of the Sahara.

Bui Ali, changed as he was, was still
in ene respect the Ali ibey had known.
His friendship was faithful and un-
changed. Chief and sheik as he was, he
enlaamed humbly te the major hen
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muiterings and.

as autocratic as that of.

series of meals before him.

they met at the door of the Bordj, and
ke grested the chums of the Rewove 'in
uite his old “way, and in the odd
nglish that had once amused them in
the stiidy and the guad at Greyfriars,
“I'being very glad to see you again,”
he said. *I comﬁlg fast as horse can go
for saving my friends. And soon you

| sceing Mustapha ben Mohammed die.”

But' Ali’s handsome dark face grew

very grave when he learned of the fate

b Cherry.

At once he gave orders to his men, and
fifty of the swiftest horsemen of the
Cued Tahar rode from- the valley to
scour the desert in all directions in
search of the camel that had carried the
Gréyfriare junior away to death.

It was all that Ali could de, and Bob’s
comrades hoped that it might serve. But
they knew that Ali himself had liitle
hope or none,

Many hau_rs had passed since the camel
had been driven into the desert. A long
night had come and gone. Thai Bob
Cherry still lived was a faint hope in the
hearts of his comrades; that he could be
found in the trackless wastes of the
Sahara a fainter hope still.

But they did not abandon hope. Never,
till it was beyond all possible doubt,
would they believe that they had Jooked
for the last time on the rugged. honest
face of Bob Cherry.

In the hour of rescus and safety all

looks were grave, with the exception of
Bunter’s.  Billy Bunter seemed to be
rather bright.

‘1 say, you fellows, the sooner we get
out of thia the better,” he said. *“All
very well to say that those black and
brown beasts yonder are friends. The
lock to me much the same as Mustapha's
gang. I can jolly well tell you I don't
trust them.”

Nobody troubled te answer Bunter.

“(etting deaf, Wharton?” hooted the
Owl of the Remove,

“0Oh, dry up, Bunter!” said Harry
impatiently.

‘‘Look here, we'd better get going!”
exclaimed Bunter. *They've found our
camels in Mustapha’s camp, We've got
back nll those thieves robbed us of. Ali's
bound to stand us grub for the jonrney.
Of course, that’s important. Well, the
sooner we go the better.” )

Wharton looked at him.

“We're not going without Bob!" he
said curtly. '

Billy Bunter’s fat face fell a little. To
do him justice, he was not unconcerned
on Bob's account. He was veally sorry,
but not to such an extent that he was
prepared to run more risks in the desert
and face more discomforts. ‘The Owl of
the Remove wanted to find a roof over
his head and an ample and well-cooked
He wanted
that, and he wanted it badly. Other cofi-
siderations were minor ones in com-
parison.

“I'm sorry about Bob,” he said. “1
know it's rotten, poor old chap! Ile
was one of the best, poor old fellow !

“Oh, chéese it!” grunted Johnny Bull,
Dunter’s use of the past tense in speaking
of Hob jarred on Johnny's nerves.

“Well, nerhaps you didn’t think sc
much of old Bob as I did,” saidd Bunter,
with a sniff.

“What?” roared Johnny.

“He was my pal,” said Bunter, T«
always thought more of me than he did
of you fellows. e just stond you. ITe

liked me.”
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“Will you dry up, you fat idiot?”

“No, I won't! "As I said, I'm sorry
about Bob. But it can’t ke imlpm!, and
you know it. The best thing we can do

-is 1o get back to Biskra before somethin,g
t

happens to the rest of us, sea? -I don
trust those black-jowled Arabs
And, if you ask’' me, I.don't thin

onder.
much

-of Ali, either. Too jolly haughty to suit

me, and only a blessed nigger, too, like
you, Inky!”
Hurree Jamset Ram 8ingh turncd his
glance on Bunter, but did not reply.
“There’s the girls, too,” said Bunter.
“Porhaps you've forgotten Marjorie
and Clara. I haven’t I'm chivalrous.

:Tho very fivst thing is to get them back

safe to Biskra. Let's get.off at once.
Think of poor old Hazel, not knowing
what's happened to Marjorie, and hér
parents, too, | Haven't -you any hearis?”
demanded Bunter warmly. *Look hero,
let’s pack up and start!” ;

“Ali has already sent off a nressenger
to Biskra," said Harry quietly. **He has
taken a letter to M Hazeldeue, to tell
him’ that Marjorie and Clara are safe.
And he is going as fast as the swiftes:
horse can gallop. So you needn't worry
asbout that, Bunter.”

“As'if he's worrying about anything
buthhis own fat hide!” growled Johnny

ull.

“Beast!” howled Bunter. “I'm fed-
up with this, and I want to get back to
Biskra, so thero! And I think you
fellows might have the decency to sec
me safe back after bringing me here.
How do you know what may happen {o
ma?”

“What the thump can it possibly
nmailter what happens to you$”?

“Qh, really, Bull L]

“¥You will be safe here, Bunter,” sail
Harvy Wharton, “We're going in
search of Dob, and a guard will stay
hera at the Bordj. Somo of Ali's fen.
Plenty to keen the place zafe. You've
nothing to fear.”

“I lope you don't think 1I'm funky,
Wharton,” said the Owl of (he Remove,
with a great deal of dignity.

‘Oh, wy hat!?

“I'm not quite the kind of fellew {o
think about salety first. In the forefront
of the battle—ihat’s my =ivh.”

i EI.I ?”

“If you fellows are goiug buzeing
about in {he desert, amony lions and
hyenas and savage Avabs, =omchody will
have to stay lere to protert the girls.”
said Bunter. “I'll do it! Relvonne!”

“Theroe will be fifiy of Ali's men
camped iu the courtyard, and no danger
at all,” said 1larry.

“T'm prepared to take the post of
danger, as usual,” said Buuter, unheed-
ing, “That's all xight! T{ you refuse
to po back to Biskra with ine, in your
selfish way, I shall stey here. in the poste
of danger, and proteel Xarjorie aml

ra.

“Tathead !”

“Oh, really, Wharton—-"

“ After all, the givls will be glud Lo
have somcbody about who isu't an Arvab,
though it’s only Bunter,” remarked
Nugent. ‘' Bunter can feteh aud carvy
for them, and if he doesn’t make himself
useful we'll kick him .when we cone
barck.”

“0h, really, Nugeni—-*

“Now shut up, Bunier. There will
be pleniy of grub, and you can sleep
all night and znooze all day, when you're
not cating—so you'll have nothing to
compluin of.”

* Beast !

Harey Wharton & Co. wazted no more
time on Bunter. They were in need of
rest, but they were not disposed to take
any rest, Ali ben Yusef had wade lis
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arrangements without losing time. Ke
liad sent te the encampments of his
tribe for supplies of all kinds to make
the room in the Bordj more comfortable
for the two girls; he had picked out fifty
men to guard the place till the major
and the juniors should come back—
giving his orders to the dusky ruffians of
the desert with a quiet authority that
astonished the Greyfriars juniors.

“We're going, Marjorie,” said Harry
YWharton, on the stair in the Bord],
while Tbrahim held his camel outside.
“You'll be quite safe here—and Bunter
is staying. The Arabs will keep camped
ontside the Bordj; vou’ll have the house
to yourselves. I'd like to take you both
back to Biskra without losing a minute,
but I know you think we ought to lose
no time. If Bob still lives every minute
may make a difference.”

“Of course,” said Marjorie.  “ We
shall be safe here; you need not think of
us. But oh, we shall wait so anxiously !”

“DBring poor Bob back with you,
Harry,” said Clara huskily. ‘ Poor.
dear old Bob! I'm trying not to think
of it—it’s too terrible to think of.”

“We're going to try hard to find him,”
said Harry,

Marjorie and Clara waved their hand-
kerchiefs from the loopholes of the
upper room as the Greyfriars party rode
away: Their hearts were with the
searchers who went clattering away
towards the open desert. The hoof-beats
died in the distance, and Marjorie and
Clara were left, sith heavy hearts, to
watch and wait.

—

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
The Desert !

i ALTLO, hallo, hallo! Wake up,
H you fellows—it's rising-bell I”
Strange words to be heard
in the arid desert—if there

had been ears to hear them,

But there were no ears to hear—silence
and solitude reigned around the Grey-
friars junior bound to the back of the
trotting camel.

For long hours, as the camel loped on
in the sunlight, babbled words had fallen
from Bol's dry lips. Sometimes in his
delirinm it seemed to him that he was
back at Greyfriars, and well-known faces
came before his bewildered eyes, well-
known voices sounded in his ears. Now
he was “up before the Head,” now he
was in class with the Remove, and Mr.
Quelch was calling on him to construe, and
he couldn't get his construe right. Now
he was “serapping’ with Temple,
Dabney & Co. of the Fourth Form;
now he was ragging Coker of the Fifth,
Now he was struggling with Coker, and
the Tifth-Former's powerful arms held
him fast, and he struoggled and struggled
in vain to be released, and shouted to the
Remove for rescue. It was the camel-
rope, cruelly knotted, that held him, but
he was no longer conscions of it,

Once or twice the long neck of the
camel swerved, and he looked at his
strange rider, as if the babbling, in-
coherent talle surprised him. Still the
words ran on, hoarse and husky, wild
and meaningless.

“Rescue, Remove! Wharton—Frank
—Inky—" muttered Bob. “They've
got me. Roll up, Remove!”

For. hour after hour it had lasted.

Thirst and heat and torturing sunlight
had been too much for the unhappy
vietim of the sheik.

But suddenly, like one awakening from
a dream, Bob Cherry came out of the
delirious fit.

His face was wet.

Ilis haggard eyes stared round him.

Sand and sand and endless sand—nothing
but sand! But the blinding sun rays no
longer beat on his tormented face—the
blaze of ruthless light was gone from
his dazzled eyes. Rain was falling—rain,
thick, heavy rain. He could not believe
it at first. Until his senses had fled he
had been parched and burning and
scorched, and it seemed to him that he
was lost in a universe of heat and fire.
It bad seemed that there was no such
thing as rain, that there never would be
rain again under the heavens,

And now—

It came down in torrents, Tt drenched
and soaked the sund of the Sahara. It
ran in rivulets i the furrows of the
sand, or gathered in pools where the
camel's heavy hoofs trod deep.

Rain—blessed rain!

It was real—it was no dream—no tor-
turing deceit like the fatal mirage! One
of the sudden sweeping rain-storms of
the Sahara had come on—sudden, over-
whelming, torrential.

Bob Cherry leaned his head back on
the camel’'s hump, and opened his mouth
to thie rain.

The «drops on Lis parched, cracked lips
were like manna from heaven.

The rain drenched him—*drenched him
to the skin. Ile felt the water ocozing in
his clothes, and blessed it. It ran and
dripped from him; it steamed on the
camel's hide. Tt soaked his sun-helmet
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and his hair, it splashed unceasingly on
his burning face. Ere long his parching
thirst was satisfied, but still he weleomed
the rain, still he blessed its coolness, and
rejoiced in the feel of it.

The camel thudded on through the
blinding downpour, seeking shelter. But
there was no shelter.

The desert was changed to a sca of
watery sand. The lorizon was a
drenched mist. The rain struck on the
camel and the rvider almost with the force
of blows.

The sun was pgone, semi-darkness
reigned. The Dot wind, that had seemed
like the breath of a furnace, was now
cold, bhitter, penctrating. Bob Cherry
began to shiver with the cold, though
still his mind, obsessed by the terrible
heat lLe had endured, could scarcely
accept the faci that he was cold.

And then, as suddenly as it had come,
the rain-storm passed.

From the clouded sky the African sun
shone out again, bright and blazing.

The clonds rolled away, the mists lifted
from the horizon like a enrtain, burned
away by the returning blaze of the
tropical sun, Once more it was the
African day.

The camel thudded on.

Bob Cherry licked his wet lips. There
was renewed life in him—new life, and
almost hope. The torture of thirst was
gone, and he was conscious of hunger.

there atnid hali-dried mud. He stru

From' the camel’s back Bob Cherry gazed at the trickling water, ooz T
] _ ed trantically with his bonds—but he could
nof reach it ; ihe sight of ‘the water moeked his burning thirst.

oozing here and

(See chapter 10.)
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But hunger was little compared with
thirst. His oyes were almost bright as
he. raised his head once more to gaze
round at the desert.

Palm-trees in the distance!

He almost laughed with bitterness,
The mirage again, to deceive and dis-
appoint him.

ut this time it was not the mirage!
Against the sky, now blue again and
cloudless, graceful palms nodded their
tall heads, offering shade and shelter.

It was an oasis in the desert.

‘The camel was heading directly for the
little 'spot of verdure in the midst of the
barren sands. Some instinct had guided
it there, lhroufh many and many a long
league of parched desert.

Sun-blaze and heat—the heat, search-
ing and burning, that he knew so well.
The sun was sinking westward ; the burn-
ing rays had sucked up the rain; the sand
that churned under the feet of the camel
was already dry and parched once more,
as if water had never touched it from the
day of creation.

But the palm-irees were close now—
close and comforting. Bob eyed them
hungrily as they nodded against the blue,
closer and closer as the camel sped on.

At long last the feathery frondage was
over him, and the searching sun rays
were shut off from his fevered faec.

It was a tiny oasis—a dozen palm-
trees, clustered close where some hidden
spring welled up from under the sand.
There was = fringe of scanty herbage
round them. Here and there water
glistened in the sun—the water of the
aﬁring that welled up, and, after flowing
shallow a few vyards, sank away to
nothingness in the parched sand close to
the sourse. Thirst was already return-
ing. Bob gazed longingly  at the
ghmmer of water in the green.

The cemel halted.

If it lay down Bob could at least
rcach the welling water, and dip his
burning face in it, and suck it from the
hollows of the sand,

But he could not control the steed to
which he was bound: he had to wait the
camel’'s pleasure. It seemed that the
beast was seeking vest, as he snuffed
among the herbage round the group of
palms,

But suddenly he leaped back, his head
thrown up, with a shrill, startled squeal.
‘There was a stirring in the coarse scrub,
and a head was thrust out into the sun-
light—a great head, backed by a tawny
mane, with fierce eyes that rolled and

leamed—the head of a gigantic African

on.

Bob stared at the lion, fascinated by
the sudden, terrible appearance, like one
in a dream. There was a low, fierce
grow], and the sinuous body of the great

rute quivered.

Squealing chrilly, the camel whirled
and raced for the desert. Bob heard o
rushing sound, and knew that it was
the lion springing.

Thud !

The great heast had leaped, and fallen
short, as the frantic camel fled, Searcely
six feet behind the fleeing camel the
lion dropped to the sand.

Loud and menacing, like the roll of
thunder, came the roar of the baffled
brute, echoing with a thousand heavy
echoes across the expanse of the desert.

The camel raced on.

Swinging helplessly in his bonds on the
camel’'s back Bob Cherry was borne
along. At every mstant he expected to
feel the claws of the springing lion—to
feel the territied camel dragged to the
ground, steed and rider to fall a prey
to the hungry jaws of the lion. Amid
the tattooing thud of the camel's hoofs
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he could hear the soft

lion—soft but swift—in fierce pursuit.
Again he heard a heavy thud in the

sand—the fall of the lion as he sprang

dding of the

again, and again fell short of the racing.

camel.

Then the padding died into silence
behind. The baffled brute had given up
the chase, outsped and out-distanced by
the fugitive camel. There was silence,
save for the thudding hoofs.

Bob lifted his head to look about him.
He could see nothing of the .lion—
nothing of the palm-trees that had been
50 welcome to his sight. The oasis was
below the sandy horizon now. Nothing
met the eye, save the sand—the endless
sand, stretching to infinitude under the
scorching sun.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
The Footprint in the Oasis !

HITHER?
W That was the question that

Harry , Wharion & Co. asked
themselves, with sinking

hearts.
To search the desert for their lost

chum ; never to give up while the faintest
hope remained, that was their fixed de-
termination. But as they rode out from
the low hills, leaving the Bordj and the
Arab camp behind them, the hopelessness
of their quest was borne in upon their
minds with crushing foree.

Whither?

Where, in that limitless, trackless ex-
panse, were they to seek for the comrade
they hed lost?

The shifting sarids bore no trace of
passing feet. Track there was none—
to north and south, to east and west.
stretched the desert without a sign.

if the camel's flecing hoofs had left a
trail it had been long lost and hidden
by the unresting sand that shifted, and
ever shifted, under the hot wind.

All they knew was the direction the

camel had taken when it was driven
forth by Mustapha ben Mohammed’s
men. That much they knew from the

ruffians themselves, some of whom were
now in Ali's band, under Ali ben Yusef's
orders. To the south-west, according to
the Arabs, the camel had fled: in that
direction it had vanished from their sight
twentw hours ago!

To the south-west streiched the desert
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for a thousand miles towards the distant
Niger!

. With sinking hearts the Greyfriars
Q;njors scanned the boundless plains.
Major Cherry's grim, bronzed face ‘was
grimmer than ever. He was seeking his
son, with little hope in his heart.

Honest Ibrahim, the guide, was
troubled and thoughtful. Ibrahim was
riding with his “fine gentlemens” in
search of the lost junior, on what he
knew to be a ho‘zl-eless quest. Chance, or
a miracle, might help the searchers;
otherwise there was no hope.

With the Greyfriars party rode Ali ben
Yusef, with a dozen picked hunters of his
tribe. In a dozen other directions parties
of Ali's men were riding and scouring.

But the Arabs at least did not expect
to sec the missing junior alive agau.
And Bob's comrades were conscious of
the. hopelessness of it; only they could
;10!, they would not, realise that all was
ost.

Had the fleeing camel taken the
northern direction they might have hoped
that he was heading for what had been
his home, for they knew that Bob had
been bound to the camel that had once
been Ibrahim’s. But obviously the brute
was heading away from Biskra—away
from the settlements of white men. His
servitude had probably been a hard one,
and it was freedom that he was seekiug.

“My fine gentlemens,” murmured
Ibrahim, as the Greyfriars party rode
south-west over the sand, “I, Ibrahim,
will not tell you that there is hope, for
when one is lost in the desert one is
lost, and it is the end. But I think that
my camel will keep on in the direction
he has taken."

The nmjor looked round quickly.

“Why " he asked.

Ibrahim smiled.

“I buy him camel from a Tuarick,” he
said. “Him born in the Tuarick country.
Now him free; Ibrahim think go back fo
Tuarick country.”

“How far is that?" asked Harry.

Ibrahim. shrugged his shoulders, and
gesticulated with his brown hands. He
did not know; he only knew that it was
o great distance,

“Meny days, many days of the desert,”
ha said. “Kilometres, and kilometres,
and more kilometres!"”

““More than five hundred miles into
the heart of Africa,” said Major Cherry
quietly.

The faint hope that Ibralhim’s words
had raised in Wharton's breast died
away.

“Five hundred miles,” he repeated.
“The camel would never live to muke
that journey in the desert, then.”

"};im live,” said Ibrahim. ‘Camecl go
without food or water many days in the
desert, Him live. Him find %oml and
water when him need—oases in
Sahara. Camel live, but—"

Ibrahim did not finish, But the
juniors knew what he would have said.
The camel wonld live in the desert, but
the rider would perish. For a day, for
perhaps two or three days, the bound
schoolboy might survive; then thirst and
suffering would have done their work.
The camel, if he was sceking his old
pastures in the Tuarick country, might
and wonld live to reach them—but he
would carry there a dead body ans his
rider.

But it was something, at least, to know
the probable direction the fleeing cumel
would take—probable, though not cor-
tain. To the south-west, towards the
distant land of the wild Tuaricks, the
Greyfriars party rode.

{Continued on page 16.)
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WHAT I WANT TO BE!

QOur contributors make no secret |
of their ambitions.
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BILLY BUNTER:

_When I grow up I want to be the sooper-
viser is some big resterong. The sooperviser
has a jolly good tlme. He Is called the
sooperviser bekawse he looks after the soop.
He also has to taste a sample of every
course before it Is served to the diners.
That's a job that would suit me down to
the ground. But I'm afraid there wouldn't
be many courses left by the time 1'd sampled
them! I have already applied for the post
of sooperviser at the Hotel Sizzle, in London.
1 wrote some days ago, eénclosing an wuo-
stamped envelope for a reply, but up to the
time of going to press mo reply has come.
Our postle serviss badly meeds overhauling.
1t's a dlsgrace to the natlon!

PETER TODD:

I'm looking forward to the time when I
ghall be a barrister in wig and gown.
will be rather ripping to appear as counsel
for the defence if one of my old Greyfriars
pals finds himself in the dock. And. it will
be rather funny If I appear ‘as connsel for
the prosecution in a case in which Bolsover
major is charged with causing bodily harm.
But it won't be funny for Bolsover! I have
steeped myself in the law, and I know it
as well as I know my A B C. Already, in
my mind's eye, 1 can see myself strutting
to and fro in the gardens of the -Inner
Temple !

BOB CHERRY:

1 dare say I shall follow in father's foot-
steps, and enter the Army—if there's an
Army left by the time I've grown up.
There's certain to be an Air Service, any-
way, and thrills and spills of u pilot's life
rather appeal to me. Wonder whether my
“Jofty " ambitions will ever be realized?

LORD MAULEVERER.

Goodness only knows what I shall be when
I grow up! It's too much fag to start
pickin' and choosin' a profession, begad!. I
shall probably spend my life in a cosy bath-
chalr, bein’ pushed along the promenade of
some pnﬂular seaside resort. If any fellow
would like a job as a bathehair-attendant,
he's -only to say the word. Whatever. pro-
fession I chooge, I shall make jolly certain
that there’s no work attached to it! Bob
Cherry says I ought to become a “sleepér ”
on the railway. e will have his little joke,
bless him !

HAROLD SKINNER:

I haven't givep much thought to the future
as.yet. I shall probably become either
cardsharper or a bookmaker's tout. At all
events, 1've no desire to enter any of the
“highly respectdble * professions!

PERCY BOLSOVER:

What am I going to be? Wh{, the world's
champlon hoxer, of coursé] I've got the
physlque, and 1've got the pluck—In fact I've

ot all the pecessary qualifications. As

asher Bolsover, I shall make a great hit—n 4

ood many great hits, in fact. Of course;

shall refuse to fight unless somebody puts
up & purse of at least ten thousand pounds.
I shall also refuse to fight anybody of my
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own size and weight. (‘-rig les and chronic
invalids are about my mark. Whenever you
se¢e my mame billed to fight at the Albert
Hall or the Holborn Stadium, don't forget
to book a front seat, and 1'll give you an
exhibition. of fistic fireworks!

SAMMY BUNTER:

I'm golog to be a millionaire—if somebody
will advance me tuppence capital to start
with! A life of lucksury will snit me down
to the ground. How nice to glide about in
ﬁ _l'lol&s-liice all day, and do pothing for. a

ving!

FICKLE FANCIES!
By Dick Penfold.

I had a wish, when 1 was three,
To sail upon the stormy sea;

To be a bold, bad buccaneer—
But that profession’s dead, I fear,

I had another wish at four

To get a safer job on shore.

1 thought I'd like to be a doctor,

And told my mater, but it shocked her.

Then, at the tender age of five,

At “playing soldiers ¥ I would strive.
I had a wish to be a major—

A ranting, regular rampager !

But when I reached the age of six

My fond desires were in a mix,

Which should I choose—the sword or
pen?

I don't know now—I didn't then!

When I attained the age of seven,
T met an uncle down in Devon,
Who urged me to become a jockey.
Alas! I was too stout and stocky!

1 felt, as soon.as I was eight,

A farmer's life. would be. first-rate.

1'd run the show, and none would boss
me.

But what if maddened bulls ghould toss
me?

I reckoned, at the age of nine,
To be a millionaire was fine.
But then I very eoon lost heavt;
I.had no eapital to start !’

No sooner had I got to ten,

T met some quaint old fishermen,

Whe told me tales of hidden treasure.
But as for fishing, where's the pleasure?

The years passed by—they fairly glided,
And still T hadn’t quite decided
Whether to be a butcher, baker

A burglar, or a motor-maker!

Now that T've come to man's estate
{I've turned fifteen, at any rate)

1 think I ought to be a poet;

These topping verses go to show it!

Week Ending October 4th, 1924.

EDITORIAL!

By Harry Wharton.

e . o

HE Greyiriars fellows are Peter
Pans. They flatly refuse to
grow up. It will be a long, long
time before you see Bob Cherry

with a flowing beard, or Billy Bunter
in a bath-chair. And the prospect o
Boleover major, wrinkled with age,
shuffling down to the post-office to draw
his old-age pension, is very distant.

But I suppose we can't remain Peter
Pans for ever and ever. Some day, no
doubt, we shall cease to be boys, and
find ourselves on the threshold of man-
hood. Then we shall have to choose our
careers.

When I lie awake in the Remove
dormitory at night I often wonder whaé
my schoolfellows will be when they
arrive at maturity. In some cases we
can tell in advance which professions
will be chosen by certain fellows. Peter
Todd, with his uncanny knowledge of
the law, will become a barrister. Tom
Redwing, who has the sea in his blood,
will follow his father's calling and eail
the ocean blue. Frank Nugent, who has
what is known as the “artistic tempera-
ment,” will blossom forth as a-black-and-
white artist. And Alonzo Todd is prac-
tically certain to become a missionary.
I do not say this in a sneering spirit.
Everybady knows Alonzo’s unselfishness
and his desire to help others.

But what of Billy Bunter? There is
a long list of professions for him to
choose from; but I can’t imagine him
being very successful in an rticular
one—unless he takes on a chef’'s job at
some big hotel. Or, of course, he could
become ‘a ventriloquist. But can you
picture Billy Bunter as a barrister in
wig and gown, or as a doctor? I can’t!
In the latter capacity our tame porpolse
would prescribe a “good round meal *
as & certain cure for any ailment under
the sun, but I'm eafraid his patients
wonldn't see eve to eye with him. One
can safely predict a failure for “B. B.”
as a doctor.

I thought it would be a rather ripping
idea to have a specizl number dealing
with vocationis and the future generally.
We will let the Greyfriars fellows spesak
for themselves and tell us whai they
want to be, and why,

Speaking for myself, I am torn be.
tween the desire to become an editor
and an explorer, Two very different
things, eh? But I might be able to
combine both by setting sail for the
North- Pole and luunchini a paper called
the “Arctic Times”! At this sugges-
tion Bob Cherry gives me a ‘“freezing 2

stare |
HARRY WIARTON.
Tre MAGKET LiBrary.—No. 860,
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REYFRIARS was humming like a
hive with excitement on n eertain
sSepicmber day in 1944,

It was the day of a great reunlon
of Old Boys. They were coming from north
aid south, east aed west, to revisit the old
school,

I travelled to Greyfriars with my old
kehool chum, Colouel Harry Wharton. Harry
had grown into a fine, upstanding man, and
his face was bronzed with service in the
Kast. We chalted gaily togeller as our car
Eped along the lealy lanes,

It will be fine to see all the old familiar
faces apain, Bob ! sald my companion.

* Yeg, rather! 1 wouldn't miss the 0Old
Beys' reunion for worlds!"

L econfess my beart was beating overtime
as we drove up to the gotes of Greyfriars,
amd T eouwld see that Uolonel Wharton was
eyunlly excited. It was like pulting the
viock back twenty years, apd remewing again
the delights of our youth.

A lent, deerepit figure came shuflling out
of Lhe porter's lodge. In his horny band he

ried o bunch of heys.
ling!”? we exclaimed simuol{aneously.
= &Ll at Lis poet afier all these years!"
subided Colonel Wharton. “ He must have
diseevered the clixiv of life to keep goiug
a&ll this time!"

Gosiing unlocked the gales, and Wharton
teered the car through, Then hie took the
porter’s bamd in g hearty grip,

&

!
®

“ Jolly pleased to see you, Gozsy? Do you
remember me?"

*“ Why, it's Master Wharfon growed up!®
gasped Gosling. “*A Harmy hofficer, too!
An' drat me if that ain't Master Cherry—
also growed up! He’s one of them there
aviaticks, by the look of 'im!**

“ An aviator, Qossy,” T corrected. “ Any
other 0Old Boys drrived yet, my venerable
old patriareh??

Gosling nodded.

. “Which you'll ind a whole crowd of ‘em
in the junior Common-room,” he said.
““They're holdin' o meetin’ there or summat.”
. Accordingly, we made our way to the
junior Common-room. When we opened the
door, and stood on the threshold, there were
welcome shouts of *“ Harry!® and *“ Bob!'"?
and a dozen men came striding forward to
greet us. Some we recoguised casily; others
we had to look at twice.

It was with great joy that T grasped the
hand of dear old Mark Linley, my bosom pal
when we were boys together.  Mark had
made his way in the world, and was now a
famous novelist. His latest book, ** The Merry
Heart,” was in everybody's mouth—or,
rather, on everybody's bookshelf.

“ Marky

(3 Bob :?!: "

“How' ripping to meet again like this!™

There was a sudden interruption.

“1 say, you fellows—*

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo! Bust me
isn't Nilly Bunter!™ I exclaimed.

if that

THE GREYFRIARS HERALD,
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Aud ihere, sure encugh, was the ex-por-
poise of the Remove, now grown to mian-
hood. Had he got thin dJduring the past
twenty years? XNot a bit of it! He was as
plamp und portly as ever, He was loudly
dressed in a cheek suit, and he greeted us
with an air of superiority. He airily in-
formed us that lie was now the proprietor
of the Hotel de Toshe, in London. Bubt we
-afterwards learned that he was merely the
chef at that establishment.

Biliy PBuuter seemed fto regard coloncly
and aviators and novelists as very small becr
by comparison with himsell. e was simply
bursting with coneceit, and we felt half
inclined to hump him, as we used to in days
of yore.

But there were other people present who
soon banished Billy Bunter from our minds,
We weré introduced to Peter Todd, now an
eminent King’s Counsel ; to Captain Tom Red-
wing, R.N.; to Frank Xugent, who had won
fame and fortunc as a black-and-white
artist; to William Wibley, whe had ma
name for himszelf in the theatrical worll;
and to Dick Penfold, who had just heen
appointed Poet Laureatc—which meant that
he would never have to write any .ore
poetry!

There was a big, burly man present, with
a scar on his cheek and a * caunlilower
ear. At first I failed to recognise him; but
Mark Linley whispered to me that it was
Bolsover major. Rolsover claimed to be the
lieavy-weight boxiog champion of England,
and he defled anybody to contradict him.
Nobody did! We wanted nothiog so undigni-
fled as a *“secrap ’—though twenty years
previously we would have revelled in one.

It was a great gathering of the clana at
Greyfriars, and we spent a most enjoyable
day viewing the old familiar scenes of our
boyhood.

When Colonel Wharton's car drove away,
with Harry and myself on hoard, Dilly
Bu:(ltcr came puffing and panting in our
wake.

“71 say, you fellows!” he shouted. “ Hold
on & minute! Don't be in such & mighty
hurry! T wapb to know if one of you wiil
advance me a fiver? 1've been expecting i
postal-order—I mean, a cheque—and there's
lLeen & delay in the post! Ho if you would
oblige—"

The car sped on, leaving Billy Bunter far
in the rear, waving his arms like a windmill.

The last observation that was borpe Lo
onr ears on the wind was:

“Yah! Beasts!”
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ADVICE TO THE |
AMBITIOUS !

1
: By Tom Brown. i
drrrtrrrtrrrrrsrd
HORACE (. (Fifth TFerm) writes:

“) wender it you can glve me some adviee
#hont choosing & career? As you know, I
o fellow of braues and brawn, amd have
# big crop of tallents. Would you advise
me weather to become & Perfessor, or o
seientist, or a Private Detective, or a News-
paper Propprietor? I want a carcer with
plenty of money attached to it.

Ihe only ecarcer for which you are fitted,
wy denr Horace, is that of a comedian. On
lcavivg Greyfriars you shonld offer your ser-
wiees to one of the big music-hall proprietors,
*on wonld also do well as PUNCH in a2
Tuneh snd Judy Show. But 1'm not suggest-
iIILrD:_]H!t your Aunt Judith should be the
L1 !

DICREY N, t3ccond Form) writes:

*i am sending yon the manouseript of the
Litest story | have written, and i want yon
to tell me if you think there’s any chance
of nie beivg a big Jittery wan like thownas
}mrd_\ awnd pudyard hipperling.  Pleaze b
rauk.”

L will he brotally frawk, my precocious
Tufant. You will uever make a Hardy or a
Hipling, uot even if you outlive Methuselan.
I Bave read pour manpseript, and have no
hesitation i describing it as perfect piffle

TEr Macser Liprary.~No. 869,

and brainless halderdash. When yon have
mastered the rodiments of grammar, and
when you have learned that c-a-t spells cat
and that d-o-g spells dog, I shall be pleased
to erviticise o Turther effusion from your
leuky pen, Meanwhile, you had better devote
your attention to the hreeding of white
mice !
ax w L]

HAROLD %, (Remove Form) writes:

“1 want to get hold of a soft job when
I leave Greyfriars, Can you help me?

The only “zoft ** jobs 1 konow off-hand
are Lhose of asylum-attendanis and cushion-
makers. RBut I cav see what you mean, my
skinny friend. You want a profession where
you can get plenty of money without having
to work for it. Wall, there are several
shady professions which would suit you. but
I'm not going to give you any advice. Never
let it bhe sald that it was Tom Brown who
sturted you on the downward path!

B - o
GEORGE TUDBD (Third Form) wriles:

“ My pater has just written to me, telling
me that when I leave Greyfriars I shall have
to carve out a career. But he hasn't sent
me 2 penkpife to carve it out with. Wil
you lend me yours?

Tre Childerts Best Calgured [hper

UNGLEJINKs

Out on Thursday-Frice 22

Not on your life! Tf yon want to carve
out a career, you'd better ask the cook to
lend you a carving-knife. 1'm not going to
have my pepknife blunted by ambitions
young beggars like you!

- s

GERALD LODER (5ixth Form) writes

“1 understand you ave giving advi
fellows  concerning  their  future
What do you think ! am best Gited fer?®

A fellow like you, brimmiuvg over with the
milk of buman kimdness, would do well a5
philanthropist, or as President of the Society
for the Prevention of Croelty to Fags. You
have such a kind heart that you would shine
in any sphere of benevolence. Why not
found a Homc for small huys who arc desti-
tute? You would never scold them or strike
them, or bully them in any way., You
wouldn't harm a fiy; and all your smaill
charges would sing 2 song abont you:
*Kind, kind and gentle is he!"' Bat—
methinks you would heve to be a very
different Loder from {he Lully and lragezark
you are at preseut!

* :< a

WUN LUNG (Remove

i) writes s

“Me tinkee me makee a velly good jockey
when me leavee Greyfrints. What you tinkee,
handsome Tom Browpee?™*

Well, my Chincse friends, the ““odds ' are
“ten to onc? that you would he a gread
*favourite ' on & racecour=e.  You woulkl
nat be saddled * with any difficaltics in
the malter of * weight,’ as you are such u
fight. and nimhble fellow; and, of *conrse,"”
you are not an “ountsider,” so I think yon
will “romp home ™ a “winper it yon
choose  the profession in  question. I'H
“atake ' a term’s pockel-maoney on this!

[(Supplement i
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MITII of the Sixth was about to say
good-bye to St. Sam's. The time
was ripe for him to leave the old
sthool, and to plunge into the big,

bussling world beyond. .
Nobody was sorry Smith was leaving.
You see, he was pracktically a pawper,
having como o St. Sam’s on a skoller-
ship. His father was the villidge Smith
at Little Mudford. IIe was one of those
fellows of whom the poet writes:

“The smith a mity man is he
With large and sinewy mits;
Aund the mussles of his brawny avms
Give his opponents fits!”

The St. Sam'’s fellows natcherally
looked down on such a humble perfession
as shooing horses. They themselves were
the sone of millionaives and belted ecarls
and prosperu; peers.  Some were the
sons of welthy bookmakers. But Smith
of the Sixth was the son of o Smith—a
hwmble villidge blacksmith.  And he
was very much despised in konsequence.

What made matters worse was the
ugly rvoomer that Smith the Smith had
once been sent to prison for forging.
ITis son declaved that it was quite all
vight for a blacksmith to forge; but the
St Sam'’s fellows shook their heads, and
aereed that the Smiths weve a bad lot.

So when Smith of the Sixth shook the
dust of St. Sam’s from his [eet, nobody
||;}5-ncd ont Lo give him a jolly good send-
off.
Even Iossil, ithe porter, merely gave a
prunt as Smith went staggering oul of
wates with his portmanter ballanced on
his back., 1le was too poor to hire a
vonvayanee, =0 he had to turn himsell
into a beest of burden, and carry his
own luggidge.

Smith twisted his neek  in order to
have a last longing, lingerving look at the
old school. A sob shook him frem head
lo foot. and p grate tear splashed in the
roadway.

still twisting his neck, he looked upen
Liis Klmwre Mater for the last time.

“TFarewell, 8t, Sam's!” he cried, in a
strangled vaice.

Then he realised thal he was no longer
a kid. He was a man, and he must play
a man's part in the world.  Jle pulled
himself together, and strode away in the
diveckshun of Little Mudford.

Yes ! There, under a spreading chess.
uut-tree, stood the villidge smithy—the
bome of his fathers. As he approuched,
he eould hear the bellers roar, and the
lusty swipes of the hamnmer as it ¢rashed
upon the amvil.

Oufside the emithy was the familiar
bogid, bearing the imscription :

“ BILL SMITH,
NLACKSMITH,

Horses soled aud  heelod,
Forging of every descripshun, inclooding
bunk-checks, done within,”
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Was
he eggspected to follow in his father's
footsteps and become a blacksmith and
a forger? Was he to spend the whole
of his life in Little Mudford ?

What was the good of all the nollidge
and learning he had gained at St. Sam's
if he was going to bervy himself alive
in a couniry villidge?

At that moment Smith senior siepped
out from the smithy.

“Welcome home, my son!” he eggs-
claimed. “This is a happy day for me!
Now that you have left St, Sam’s, you

Young Smith gave a shudder.

.will be able to assist me in the smithy.

‘Bill 8mith & Son—DBlacksmiths and
Forgers,” Sounds fine, don't it?”

Smith shook his head firmly.

“T'm a Smith by name, bui I refuse
to be & Smith by perfession!” he said.
“Why, it's played ount. There's no
munny in it. In these days of motors,
horse-traffick is being driven off the
road. Nobody wants horzes soled and
heeled nowadays.”

“But, my son——" hegan My. Smith,
in startled tones,

“Well, dad?”

“The 8miths have bad this smithy for
jennyrations! “I'he bizziness has been
wnded down from father to son, vight
through the senturies. Tt was eslab-
lished in the ranin of King Solomon.
Surciy you won't desert the perfession?”

“PBut there's no munny in it, dad!”
persisted Smith, “The bizziness is going
to rack and yuin. And I'm not going
to stop in Little Mudford and starve!”

“ Bui—but what will you do, my son?”
asked Mvr. Smith, in grate disiress.

“@Go abroad and make a forlune;” was
the prompt veply. *‘And the sooner I
starl, the belter. There's no time like
the prézzant. Good-bye, dad!”

Mr. Smith fell upon his knees, and
pleaded with his son to think beiter of
it.

“Don’t go, my Loy!" he implored,
“Stay here and be my 1righi-hand man!
TI'm geiting old, and T'm not such a
cunning forger as T used 1o be. 1 need
vour help. If you go—if yon forsake the
dear old dad—it will brake wy bart.
Stay, I enireet you!”

But young Smith was blind and deaf
to all reezon. DPicking up his port-
manter, he strode away down the
villidge stveet, with the last despairing
wail of his father ringing in his cavs.

HAVE YOU
BOUGHT YOUR

“HOLIDAY ANNUAL"

YET ?

GREYFRIARS HERALD.

A G‘rr‘lpp'lng, Q&igmg and
Arresting  Story
—— By Dicky NuaeNT. —

(Interval for readers to lave u uick
weep.)

The years passed by, They have a
habit of doing this.

Five long years had passed since
young Smith left home, and his father
had heard nothing of him during all
that time. Ile had vanished fromn
mortle ken, zo to speak.

Meenwhile, the bizziness
from bad to worze. In the old days,
before motors came into eggsistence,
Mr, Smith had to shoe duzzens of horses
a day. But now he was idle. An
occasional eart-horze was brought to him
to be soled and heeled, and that was all.

Things had become so bad that the
blacksmith had been obliged io pawn
most of his tools. He hadn’t even a file
left to file a petition in bankruptsy.

He was standing in the doorway of
the smithy, on a sunny September
morning, when a smarvi Rolls-Rice car
came dashing down the iillidge sireei.
Tt slowed down outside the smithy, and
the driver—a prosperus-locking young
man, with a fat siggar in his mouth—
jumped out, and promptly threw his
arms round the blacksmith's neck.

* Father !" he eried.

It was a tense and
moment.  The prodigal
turned !

“QGuess you're surprized to see me,
dad,” said young Smith, with a lari.

Mr. Smith conld not speak, owing to
his inward eommotion.

“1 dare say yon'd given me up for
dead,” went on young Bmith; “but 1'm
still very much alive. What's more,
I've made my fortune. You can pack
up this mizzerable bizziness and tale a
mansion in Park Lane as soon as you
like !”

bad gone

drammalt ick
som bad re-

Mr. S8mith's {face glowed like an
aulumn sunsef.
“My son!"” he gasped at last. Tl

me. How did yon munnidge 1o make a
fortune ?”

“ Film-acting,” was the breef veply.
“I've had five years at ihe game, in
America. By the way. 1 gave wp the
connmon name of Smith long ago. My
perfessional name is Smyth-Fairbanks"

Mr, Smith opened his eyes wide.

“ And what are you going io do new,
my son?"” he asked.

“Bee you comfortably settled in your
mansion and then pop back to Aneiica
and make a few more millions,” said
Mr. Sinyth-Fairbanks,

And then he drove up to S Bam’s
to parade hig prosperrity before all the

fellows. He had tea wirh (he Head, and
when he heard that Dr.  Birchemal!
happened to be hard-up, he promptly

advanced him a thowsand dollars,
Such, in breef, is the story of the Bey
Who Made Good.
THE EXD.
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Many limes Ali's hunfsmen  dis-
mounted, at their chief's order, to
search the sand for traces. Dut traces

there werd none. QOuce or twice in the
sand they found what was left of former
travellers—here and there the bones of
a camel, long whitened—once or twice
the grinning skull of some traveller who
had perished. Those hideous velics
struck them with grim forebodings of
their lost comrade's fate.

Late in the aftcrnoon, far away to the
south, the sky was darkened, though
where the juniors rode all was light and
blaze. Ibrahim pointed to the distant
gloom.

“Himn storm!” he said. “Rain!"”

“ A cloudburst,” snid the major.

They rode on. They were riding
directly for the distant storm, of which
not a breath reached them. Tt faded
away before their sight, and when they
rode where the rain had fallen the sand
was already dry. The sun was low on
the horizon now, its level rays sweeping
the desert with fire.

Ali looked questioningly at the major.
To halt was bitter to the anxious
searchers; but when the darkness came
it was useless to keep on. Riders and
beasts required rest and food; and in
the darknoss search was futile.

“ITalt when the sun is gone,” said the
major briefly,

Ali nodded.

“There being an oasis where we may
camp, and there being water,” he said.
“We reaching it by time the sun is
down. My hunters know of it, and
there we stopping till dawn.”

The party rode on, and in the red
sunset the Frnceful tops of palm-trees
came in- sight at last ovee the sand.

It was the oasis of which Ali
Yusef’'s hunters knew.

The sun dipped below the horizon
before they reached the palms. They
rode on in the darkness and came to the
trees. There they dismounted and
camped for the night.

Where the water of the spring lapped
away into the sand the bones of a gazelle
lay, picked clean. Ibrahim stood and
looked at them.

“Him lion was here,” he said. “He
wait_and watch by the spring, and when

aze_]’l’e him come to drink, him lion

ap.

Frank Nugent looked round rather
quickly into the shadows under. the
palms. Ibrzhim grinned.

“IIim lion gone,” he eaid. “ Many
hours sinee him kill him gazelle. You
see—him gone !”

Ali's Arabs had noted the traces of
the lion's feast, and they were beating
the oasis, lest the fierce beast should be
]ingoriu;]z near at hand, But the lion
was no longer there,

“How do you know it was a lion,
Tbrahim ?” asked Johnny Bull.

Ibrahim grinned again complacently.

“Ibrahim, him now," Ec said.
"You see here is earth by the spring,
uot sand. And you look, you see where
lion him lie and watch. You see—-"

Ibrahim hroke off suddenly.

e dropped on his knees and bent
[¥s gazo earnestly upon a& mark in the
wet carth close by the oozing water.
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Ilis brown face was full of excilement
as he looked up at last and met the
wondering gaze of ihe juniors,

“Allah is  great!”  said Ibrahim.
“There iz no God but one, and
Mahomnet is his Prophet! Allah is

great! It is the will of Allah that we
should follow in the footsteps of the
lost one.™

“What?"" exclaimed Wharton.

“What have you found?” exclaimed
the major.

_Ilbrnhim pointed to the mark in the
201l

“ 1im camel tread,” he said simply,
ut—"" breathed Nugent.

“The lost one, him bound te Ibra-
him's camel—him camel that Ibrahim
ride when he “come with him fine
gentlemens into the desert,” said the
guide. " Ibrahim know footprint of him
camel; all Arabs know. Here Ibrahim’s
camel him tread, it is not many hours,”

The major's eyes gleamed.

“You are sure?”

Honest Ibrahim made a  dignified
gesture,

“You irust Ibrahim; him do your
business,” he eaid loftily. *Ibrahim,
him kriow. All Arabs know {footprint of
him own camel. It is not one time that
Ibrahim lose him and find him again,
Ibrahim, him know., Where we stand
Ibrahim’s camel him have stood. By
the beard of the Prophet I tell you so,
my fine gentlemens.”

*Oh, good luck!" breathed Wharton.

Maﬂor Cherry drew a deep, deep
breath.

Ali ben Yusef was on his knees now
scanning the camel-track, careless of his
fine attire. Twice again the track was
picked up, and each time Ibrahim
identified it as the track of his own
camel, the camel to which Bob Cherry
had been bound. But on the edge of
the oasis the track vanished: the sand
held no sign.

But the major's bronzed face was
brighter now.

“The camel passed this way,” he
said. *“It is probably the first oasis
on the way to the Tuarick country. It
lies south-west from the Bordj—the way
the camel went. The animai‘s instinet
would lead him here through the desert
which has no track or guidance to our

“

eyes, lerc he stopped—perhaps to
drink-—}mrhaps to rest. Perhaps——"
“Perhaps him find lion,” said Tbra-

“Lion wait and watch for gazelle
If lion here, camel

him.
to come to drink.
no stay.”

Wharton shuddered.

“ But—but then——"'

“If lion here, him no catch camel,”
rinned Ibrahim. “If lion him ecatch
i, we find bones of camel and of the
lost one. But we find only bones of
gazelle,”

“True!"” muttered Wharton.
breathed more freely.

Supper and sleep were not thought of
now. Ali and his men searched every
foot of the oasis. Traces were found
where. the. lion had erouched long and
patiently, watching for his prey. But

And he

-of the camel there was no sign; none of

the bound rider. If Bob Cherry had
arrived there while the lion waited and
watched he had not fallen a victim to
the hungry brute. Dut that he had
passed that way long hours before was
certain now, and every heart in the
search-party beat with renewed hope.
The camel had reached the oasis and left
it again with his rider living or dead.
It could now be taken as certain that
the: freed camel was heading for his
ancient pastuires in the heart of Africa
—in the Taitoff Tuarick country. Un-
expected, unhoped-for, the desert hLad
yielded a clue to the lost one; and it

was Ibrahim, the guide, the rogue and
rascal of Biskra, who had found it.
Truly, when Bob Cherry had visked his
life to save that of the Arab guide he
had cast his bread upon the waters to
return after many days.

It was a gleam of hope—only a gleam.
But it came where there had been the
darkness of despair. And all hearts
were the lighter now.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Hunted in the Desert !

IGHT in the desert!
The sun was gone — the
v scorching, cruel, ruthless sun!

To Bob Cherry, stretched on
the back of the wandering camel, the
coming of night brought relief. In the
gloom even the pangs of thirst were not
so bitter. On the previous night—the
first night of torment—the camel had
rested 1n the sand and Bob had slept.
But now the animal did not halt. While
the darkness lay like a cloak on the
Bahara he kept on and on and on with
unresting, thudding feet.

Bob knew that his strength was going,
but his brain was clear enough now.
The rainstorm of the day had revived
him. For that once, at least, his bitter
thirst had been slaked. Chance had be-
friended him and might befriend him
again. Over him glittered the stars in
a sky of velvet. The sandy horizon was
hidden from his sight; gut he knew
that it still stretched round him, barren,
limitless. e found himself wondering
whether the camel had a definite object
in his speeding-on; whether there was a
goal ahead that the animal was striving
to. reach. For half-consciously during
the day he had noted the position of
the sun, and realised that always he was
keeping the same direction. And now
the glittering constellations above told
him the same story. The camel was
not wandering at haphazard; ever and
ever he kept on with scarcely a swerve
as if for a destination he knew.

Had Bob known that the camel had
been one of the herds of animals raised
by the Tuarick cameltraders he mighﬁ_
have guessed that his steed was heading
for the pastures where once he had been

 free’ and untrammelled, But that know-

ledge would have brought. him 'little
hope; for-the Tuarick country lay many
a long day's journey distant in the
regions of the sun.

At long last, doubtless the camel .would
reach the pastures where he had been
bred, but long before that time came his
rider would be dead and his bones
picked by the obseene birds of the desert.
It would be a skeleton that the camel
would carry into the sun-scorched land of
the Tuarick tribes.

In Bob's heart.there was a glimmering
of hope that the camel was heading for
some settlement of the French, perhaps
for one of the native cities of the Sahara.
At least it seemed clear that there was
n destination to which the animal’s
instinet was leading him. It was a false
hope, but it brought a gleam of solace
to the junior. He longed, with an aching

‘longing, to see a human face, to hear the

sound of a human voice. Was it hours
or centuries since he had been bound
upon ‘the camel and driven into the soli-
tude of sand?

On and on and on, under the slars that
glitteted down on the unending stretches
of sand.

Bob’s eyes closed, Weariness overcame
him., He slept in fits and staris, shaken
into continual wakefulness, only to fall
into exhausted slumber again,
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Through' the night the camel loped on,
seemingly unwearied. But in a dreamy
lauguor Bob was conscious &t last that
the animal was lying in the sand. Even
the iron limbs of the Sahara camel
claimed erpose at last.

When Bob’s weary eyes opened, the
stars were still glimmering, bui there was
a faint flush in the east.
coming.

With the dawn the camel stirred,

He struggled to his feet and spuffed
the air, and shook himself again and
again, It came into Bob’s mind that
the camel was secking to shake himself
free of the sirange burden bound upon
his back. But there was no chance of the
cruel thougs breaking or loosening.

The long neck twisted, and the camel’s
eves gleamed at the bound rider. The
wide mouth was open, and the teeth
showed in a snarl. A shudder ran
through Bob from head to foot. Already,
with his freedom, the nafural fiercaness
of the camel was reviving, and Bob
understood that the beast was tempted
o tear with his teeth at the burden that
clung to his back,

But the habit of servitude was not yet
shaken off. The human eye still had
power over the growing fierceness of the
freed brute. The camel glared at his
rider sullenly, savagely, but he did not
vet understand how utterly helpless the
rider was. He shook himself again and
again impatiently, and then, as if sub-
mitting to the inevitable, loped off on his
journey again, ever to the sun-scorched
south,

Bob shivered.

A new horror was added to his {orture
in the evident fierceness that was growing
in the uncontrelled beast. If the sharp
teeth should rend him he was powerless.
But as yet it did not come, and the
camel loped on and on, while the sun
of.a new day rose higher in the unclouded
heavens.

Weary hour after hour, till the dull
monotony of the death-ride was broken.
The thudding of the camel’s hoofs on the
suft. sand changed to -clattering as he
traversed hard rocks, Bob's aching eyes
glanced round. Rocks were under him
now, and the camel was descending what
seemed the sloping side of a rocky water-
conrse, the bed of some stream that had
dried up in the fierce heat of the sun.

Water!

His heart throbbed.

At the bottow of the watercourse there
was mud, with trickles of waler ‘in it,
and the camel ha<d siopped to drink.
From tho camel's back Bob.Cherry gazed
at the trickling waler cozing here and
there amid half-dried mud. He struggled
almost franiically with his bonds, but
he could not reach it. The sight of the
water mocked his burning thirst. And
the camel, once salistied. clattered on up
the opposite side of the rocky water-
course to the level of the desert again.
Behind  DBob's  despairing cyes the
glimmer of the trickling water vanished.

Faie seemed io Le mocking him in his
agony.

Fiercer prew the heat over and around
him. With parched throat he gasped for
breath. And now he longed wildly for
leath, for anything:that would end his
suffering, even for the spring, the tearing
claws, the crunching jaws of a lion.

A red mist floated before his eyes. He
realised that his senses were leaving him,
and he siruggled hard against delirium.
And then he found that the camel's
steady pacre had slackened, dropping to
a slow amble, and the brute was glancing
to right and left, as if uncertain, He
raised his hcavy head to scan the desert,
and his heart loaPed in his breast. Ahead
of him the sandy waste was no longer

Day was

‘hunters,

unpeopled. Strange, wild figures moved
there—horsemen. Ide closed
fearing that they had deceived him, But
when he opened them again the horse-
men were still visible. Dark men in
shabby burnous and dirty turban—men
of the desert, half-Arab, half-negro,
waving spears as they galloped towards
the hesitating camel.

For a moment or two Bob wondered if
they might be some of the men of Mus-
tapha ben Mohsmmed. But he realised
that he was far, far from the men of
the Oued ‘Tahar. These men were the
wanderers of the desert—Bedouins, per-
haps; sometimes traders, sometimes
always robbers and thieves.
And the sight of the free camel, wander-
ing in the desert, liad excifed their
greed. The powerful camel was a rich
prize for him who could capture it.
There were a dozen of the horsemen, and
they spread out into a half-circle as the
rode at the camel, seeking to cut it Dg
from escape.

The camel's hesitation was brief.

Well he understood .that if the grasp
of the wild men of. the. Sehara fastened
upon him his new-found freedom was
at an end, and the life. of servitude and
labour would be his lot once more.
Between him and the pastures he was
seeking, far off in the Tuarick country,
was this half-circle of fierce riders, seek-
ing to ride him.down, The camel swept
round and broke iute a racing speed
towards the rocky watercourse he had
crossed an hour before.

Back he went at full speed, and after
him rode the horsemen, waving their
spears and shouting.

Faster and faster!

More than once Bob lost consciousness

.as he was shaken and jolted on the heav-

ing back of the camel.

Onen more they were descending into
the rocky watercourse—once more the
camel climbed the rocky side, now on
the north. Back the way he had come,
with the horsemen of the desert speeding
on his track,

In full flight the camel raced across

his eyes, |

the sand, which his swift hoofs seemed:
scarcely to touch as he fled.

To .Bob's dazed ears eame the echoing
of the shouts from behind, the loud

shouting of the desert riders. calling {o

one another. Sometimes he caught
glimpses of the riders by raising his weary
head. Quite close some of them scemed
and he saw the hard, dark features and
black eyes, the swarthy skin wet with
sweat. He hardly knew whether he

‘hoped that the camel would be captured.

Little consideration had he to expect
from these savage wanderers. The
thrust of a spear was most likely lo
be their way of disposing of him. Buk
oven that was hetter than slow, torturing
death in the baking sun. ,

Thudding, thudding—galloping,
loping! The rocky watercourse was
left far to the south again. The
camel thudded madly on soft and yield-
ing sand. Dust flew from his rapid
hoofs, rising round him and choking his
unhappy rider. Still rang behind the
galloping of the wild horsemen. .

Again and again Bob looked back, with
aching eyes, in the blaze of the sun.
Some of the horsemen had dropped from
sight, others were strung out afar. One,
more powerfully mounted than the rest,
seemed to be gaining; at least, he was
holding his own in the race. To him
the prize was to fall if it fell to any.
And the. capture of the camel meani
something like wealth to the beggarly
nomad of the Sahara. He was urging
on his horse to furious efforts.

But when Bob looked again the horse-
man was farther off. The straining steed
was losing ground. The camel was &
powerful brute and amazingly flect, and
he was fleeing for his frcedom. The
bound junior tosted and swung on ibe
heaving back incessnnt-lgi;

From the distance a shot rang out,

A bullet whizzed over the camel, It
passed within a foot of Bob’s scorched
face. He understood that the horsernan,
defeated in the race, had fired savagely
at the camel, to kill it if he could not
capture it.

gal-
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Another shot rang.

But it flew wider than the first; end
aftor that there was no further sound or
siggl from the hunter.

ob looked again, and in tho sun-
blaze, Lo thought he caught a glimpse
of a disappearing turban—the turban of
the horsoman, riding back sullen and dis-
appointed to the south.

The sheik’s vietim was alone m the
desert again. The camel thundered on.”
Bob closed his eyes and groaned. Hope
was gone, and it seemed that cven death
was denied him as a relief.

When would the end come?

—_—

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Outeast of the Desert !

i ISMET I
The Sheik Mustapha ben
Mohammed muttered the word,

and bowed his head.
He stond in the blaze of the sun, in the
solitary desert. From the level of the
sand a great rock emerged, standing
high over thé waste, a landmark for
many a long mile across the level. Where
the fierce sun smote it the hard rock was
burning to the touch; but on one side
there was shade. But the fleeing sheik 1
had not reached the shade of the rock
when his horse stumbled and fell,
The Barbary steed was spent.
_ By day and night the outeast sheik had
fled. He had left behind. the tribesmen
of Ali ben Yusef; they had lost trace of
him in tho desert, Many and many miles
had fled under the hoofs of the Barbary
steed since then. For Mustapha ben
Mohammed knew that he had no time to
lose. Al ben Yusef had a father's death
to avenge, as well as the wrongs of his
friends. And the revenge of the Arab is
unsleeping. Even as he would have
dealt with his enemies, so the sheik ex-

ccted to be dealt with, if he fell into the

ands of the schoolboy chief—and he
would not have been disappointed.
Death awaited him among the tribesmen
of the Oued Tahar, in the tonts where ho
had dreamed of reigning supreme.

Death lurked for him in the desert—
fierce riders were secking him, st the
order of Ali ben Yusef. A price would
be placed on his head, and ere long the
wild nomads of the desert would be
witching for him, to deliver him to Ali
and receive the reward of his blood. Ile
knew it, and with unresting speed, he had
fled from the country he knew. All had
been lost but life—and life itself was a
doubiful possession now—only on the
specd and endurance of his horse did it
dopend.

Far, far to the south, towards the un-
trodden heart of Africa, the sheik had
fled—far from the lands and the faces he
knew, Only with wide wastes between
him and the tribes of the Oued Tahar
could he hope to live. Every hand that
he had known would now be lifted to
take his life.

Yet he did nol despair—his ferce pride
and courage did not fail him. Far to the
south there were new lands, Arab robber
iribes whom he might join, whom he
might lead on their raids. Bheik of the
Oued Tahav, he could never hope to be;
but a robber chief of the Sahara, a slave
trader and slave hunter—that was still
possible to him. And his fierce thoughts
went farther—of days to come, when ho
might be the chief of some numerous
robber band, and with armed horsemen
invade the territory of his old tribe, and
revenge his defeat and exile by spreading
death and desolation by the banks of the
Qued Tahar.
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And now his steed lay at his feet,
dying.

The sheik looked down upon him, and
muttered “ Kismet.” It was [ate; it was
not the will of Allah that he should
escape.  With Oriental resignation the
Arab bowed his head to his fate.

Round him swept the dosert—sandy,
thirsty, illimitable. Thirst was parching
his throat, and burning on his lips, Only
the great rock, baking with heat, broke
the monotony of the waste. The eagle
eyes of the sheik swept the horizon.
Sand—and sand—and sand—and the
ficrce sun beating upon it.

There was a shiver in the body of the
fallen horse—his glazed eyes turned for
the last time on his master.

Then the steed lay still—very still,

The Barbary courser was dead.

Mustapha ben Mohammed muttered in
Arabic, On foot in the desert, already
burning with fierce thirst, he knew that
he was doomed. He knew that he must
sink down to die in the sand, under the
pitiless sun; that his bones would be
picked by the jackals. A dark spot ap-
peared on the cloudless blue of the sky.
It was a wulture, already winging his
flight towards the carrion that lay in the
baking sun.

The sheik stirred at last.

Even his iron strength was waning.
With weary feet he trod towards the
great rock, and sank down in the shade
of it.

On a jutting ledge of the rock he sat
motionless, and gazed across the desert.

Hoe locked to the sonth—to the glowing
south tliat he now would never reach.
His brief dream of a new dominion was
gone. That lonely roek in the desert
would mark the grave of the Bheik
Mustapha ben Mohammed.

From where he sat he could hear the
croaking of obscene birds over the carcass
of the horse. Silence followed only the
skeleton, picked clean, lay glimmering on
tho sand in the sun-rays. The sheik did
not heed. Soon, only too soon, that was
also to be his own fate. Ile sat and
gazed at the desert.

At last he stirred, and raised his head,
and a new gleam camne into his savage
eyes, under his knitled, rugged black
brows, Southward & moving spot ap-
peared on the sand—something was stir-
ring in tho desert, hitherto lifeless, still.

His brown, sinewy hand touched his
scimitar; a grim and terrible smile flick-
ered for a moment on his dark face., The
moving spot was approaching—ivhether
it was a camel or a horse. he could not
vet see, but he knew that some rider was
approaching across the arid waste.
‘Some Bedouin wanderer—some Tuarick
hunter—some messenger of the far-off
French garrisons—it mattered little to

Mustapha ben Mohammed., It was a
steed—and the life of its rider was
nothing in his estimation. Fis brown

fingers closed on his scimitar. The death
of the rider—the capiure of the steed—
and renewed life and hope for Mustapha
ben Mohammed.

He watched.

It was a camel—he could see that now.
A tall and powerful camel, but evidently
fatigued, almost spent. It was trotting
mechanicully, wearily. And the sheik’s
brows knitted with a puzzled expression.
He could see the camel, but he could see
no rider. Was it some wandering brute
that had eseaped from an Arab caravan
and taken to the desert? And then, as
the trotting camel came nearer and
nearer, Mustapha ben Mohammed saw
that there was something on its back.

He started.

He knew.now! There was a rider on
the back of the wandering camel; but
the rider lay stretched on the rough hide,

bound to the animal with strong bonds,
And Mustapha ben Mohammed knew
that the camel was the one that had been
driven forth from the far-off Bordj, with
Bob Cherry bound upon his back.

Evidently the camel had fled south-
ward—far, far to the south-west—the
direction in which the sheik also had fAed.
Jomething had turned him back—for
now he was coming northward,

Mustapha ben Mohammed bared hi:
teeth in a savage grin.

Ie had never dreamed of looking again
upon his vietim; but he was destined to
look upon him again. Once more his
ruthless oyes were to gaze upon the boy
whom he had driven to so terrible a
doom.

By what strange chance the camel had
been turned back he did not know, and
cared not. The brute was trotting on, az
fast as his exhausted limbs eould earry
him, straight for the great rock that_roze
from the sand, evidently seeking the
shelter of it from the cun. to lie down and
rest.

The sheik rose.

Something had scwred the rcamel, to
turn him back—doubtless the sight of
some Bedouin horseman who would have
captured him. Tf he sighted the sheik
he would turn from his present course.
carcering on in the unshaded desert.
rather than submit to capture, Mustapha
ben Mohammed trod softly round the
great rock, to hide him<elf from the eyes
of the animal,

Soon he could hear the thudding feet
of the eamel echoing in the stillness of
the desert.

Closer and closer came the beat of the
camel's hoofs, as the exhausted animal
drew nearer to the shelter of the great
rock,

Closer and closer!

Mustapha ben DMohpinmed  peered
round a jutting spur of rock. The hoof-
beats had ceased.

In the shade of ilie great rock the
camel had sunk down on the sand to
rest. I'rom his back, the wild, haggard
eyes of his bound rider loocked, and
closed. The camel lay exhausted, pant-
ing, in the grateful shade. And Mus-
ts.pim ben Mohammed trod softly from
his lair, and in a moment or two more
his grasp was on the camel,

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
The Sheik’s Last Blow [

OB CHERRY opened his vyes.
B The shade of the great rock.
where his wild steed had sunk
down to rest, had been a relief to
him. The blinding sun was no longer on
his face. It was a relief from aching
suffering—but Bob knew dimly and
dazedly that the end conld not now be far
away. He was only lalf-conseious, and
strange visions were dancing before his
eyes. But if he was to die, better to die
in the grateful shade, away from the
burning sun that had tortured him,

He opened his eyes,

A fierce, dark face was looking down
at him, with a mocking, derisive grin.
Bob did not believe that it was real. It
was one more of the delirious visions that
haunted him in his pain. He did not
believe that he was looking on the faco
of the man who had doomed him to a
death of torment.

But slowly it was forced into his mind
that this was no vision—that it was the
Sheik Mustapha ben Mohammed who
stood over him, regarding him, mocking
him,

The camel was tethered mow. A
dogger was driven to the hilt m fthe
sandy carth, and to the handle of the
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dagger a cord secured the camel, cap-
tured at last.

The sheik was speaking now, but the
words were in Arahic, strange and in-
eomprchensible to the .ears of the Grey-
friars boy.

Bob stared at him in helpless wonder.
It was the sheik; it was no delivious
vision. Mustapha ben Mohammed him-

self stood there, in the shade of the |-

great rock, looking down on him with
savage derision.

“Youl” muttered Bob at last.

The words came scarcely audible from
lis parched lips.

“We meet again, son of a thousand

dogs!” said the sheik, speaking in
English,
Bob stared at him in silence. He

could not understand. How many long
miles he was from the Bordj, from the
country of the Oued Tahar, he did not
know, and could not even guess, but ke
kmew that the distance must be great,
What was the Sheik Mustapha doing
there, alone in the desert. dismounted
and .glone, far from his tribesmen? By
what miraculous chance had they met in
the boundless Sahara?

Mustapha ben Mohammed drew his
scimitar from his girdle. Bob's gaze did
not falter. It was death now, but death
was welcome to put an end to his
torture,

The sheik read his look, and smiled
erimly.

“Not yet,” he said—*not yet, Roumi.
‘Chat is too easy a death. Do you know
why I shall release you from the camel?
Know, dog, that I am an outcast now,
that Ali ben Yusef has triuinphed, and
the tribesmen of the Oued Tahar seek my
life. But it is not the will of Allah that
Mustapha should die in the desert. The
vamel shall earry me to life and safety—
to power and revenge in the days to
come. But you, son of a dog, you shall
not find your death the easier.”

“Kill me,” whispered Bob, faintly and
huskily. *Scoundrel, are you not
satisfied yet? Kill me!”

The sheik laughed.

" Death is not yet mear at hand,” he
said. ““When death is longed for, life
is slow to depart. Shaitan will still wait
for yon, dog of an unbeliever!”

He drew the sharp edge of the scimitar
acvoss the bonds, and they [ell apart.

Bob Cherry rolled loose on the sand.

A  thousand fiery agonies darted
through his freed limbs,  He eried out
with pain as he rolled on the sand,

Too exhausted with pain and suffering
to lift a finger in his own defence, he lay
woaning, at the mercy of the merciless
sheik.

Mustapha ben Mohammed looked at
him with a eruel grin. He knew that he
had mo resistance to expect. He
gathered up the camel-rope that had
fartened Bob so long.

" Rise, dog!”

But Bob could not move. The sheik
bent over him, and grasped him, and
lified him from the sand as if he had
Leen an infant.

In the Arab’s powerful arms Bob
Cherry was carried to the sunny side of
the rock. From the shade he emerged
into the full glare of the African sun.

Mustapha ben Mohammed looked
ahout him, seeking the spot upon which
fell Hercest the glaring rays of the sun.
There he laid his helpless burden against
a slope of the rock—there he bound him
hand and foot, little as bonds were
needed now, There he secured the loose
vinds of the rope fo jagged points of
rock, that the prisoner should have no
vhimee of rolling out of the blaze of the
sun when he was left to his fate.

Bob lay on his back, silent, spent. The

it

From Bob Cherry’s parched throat came mutitered words of delirium. Then
consciousness returned, and he was alive to his surroundings once again, Some-
thing was snuffing and snarling close by him—he opened his eyes to see foul
jaws within & few inches of his face. A hoarse and terrible cry burst from his dry
throat, and a jackal, startled, snarled and backed away,

{(See Chapter 12.)

f -

sheik stood looking down at him for
some minutes. A hunted outcast from
his tribe, Mustapha ben Mohammed had
lost all that life Held dear to him; but
revenge still remained, and revenge was
still sweet to the savage Arab.

He moved away at last, and returned
to the camel,

The exhausted animal refuzed to stir,
but savage blows drove him to his feet,
with the sheik on his back.

The sun-blaze before Bob's eves was
darkened for a moment, and he looked
on the sheik again, mounted on the
camel. Mustapha ben Mohammed gazed
down at him mockingly.

“Mas salaamah, Roumi!” he said.
“Farewell to you, for the last time, son
of a thousand dogs! I go to the south:
and if it is the will of Allah some ay
I shall return, and Ali ben ¥Yusef shall
die in the tents of the Qued Tahar, Die
in torment, son of a dog!”

He wheeled the camel, and with savage

blows drove the fatigued animal on its
W

1]

ay.

Bob watched him go.

Away to the sonth, towards the rocky
water-conrse that the eamel had twice
erossed, the <heik rade. He rade =lowly,
for even the great strength of the camel
was almost spent now ; but blows raining
on his hide drove the unwilling heast
onward,

The camel and his rider became &
speck in the distance, swallowed wp at
last by the sands of the Sahara.

The «heik was gone,
Bob Cherry mnoaned faintly and closed

his eyes. Burning, pitiless, the cun
blazed on his scorching face, parching
his cracked lips. Under him the rock
burned his skin. He would have wel-
comed the slash of the sheik’s scimitar:
but because he would have welcomed if
his ruthless enemy had denied it, Slowly,
slowly death was to creep on him, in
slow pain and torment,

His senses were going now. From his
parched throat came muttered words of
deliviumi.  Then consciousness  came
back, and he was alive to his surround-
ings again.  Something was snuffing
and snarling close by him. He opened
his eves to see foul jaws within a few
inches of his face. A hoarse and terril'a
cry burst from his dry throat, and rhe
jackal, startled, snarled and backed away.

Bob lifted his heavy head.

Five or six of the hidcous beasts weie
round him, sitting on the sand, watching
him, with glowing. hungry eves. Fierce,
restless eyes, snarling, hungry jaws sur-
rounded him. The jeckals of the desert
were gathered for the feast; but, rme to
their cowardly breed, 1they dared non
touch him while life remained. The
restless, flickering eyes watched aud
watched as'they waited for him to die.

Ha eried ont again and again. The
jackals stirred uneasily. They came i
closer, but they still watched and waired,
When would the end come?

Again his mind wandered. He was in
the old quad at Greyfriars; his comrades
were round him. In glimmering visions
he saw the faces of his friends. They
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wore looking at him, bending over him.
touching him,

He folt the touch of their hands, he
larvd their voires in his ears. And he
latighed—horribly, jarringly, hoarsely.
Ir was a vision that had come to mock
bi. dying moments; but he was not to
be  deceived. He was aloue in_ the
desert, dying in the blaze of the Sahara,
with the jackals waiting to rend him
'mb from limb. The faces that he saw
were a cheat and a delusion, mocking
Lira az life ebbed,

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
At Last!

£ § BRAHIM, what do you szce?”

I Harry Wharton asked the ques-
tion huskily as the guide shaded
his faee with his brown hand,

anil stared across the sunlit desert.

The searchers were riding on—riding
ever on, heedless of the blaze of heat.
Hope was almost extinet now. But the
saarch went on, with passionate deter-
mination if with little hope.

Ihrahim did not reply for a moment.
TU'nder hiz shading hand he stared across

ihe desert. :
_“What iz it, Ibrahim?”’ breathed
Nugent,

““There are bones that lie in the sand,
my fine gentlemen,” said lbrahim at
last.

The juniora shuddered. -

“We've seen such things before. No
need to believe that—that——" Johuny
Pull broke off huskily,

“We shall scon see,”
Cherrily quietly.

They drove on
faster,

Far ahead of them a
from the sand, visible for two score o
miles across the sandy plain. And it
was near the great rock that Ibrahim’s
keen eyas had detected the glimmer of
white bones in the sands.

Such relics of former travellers they
liad passed only too often in the arid
waste already. DBut their hearts were
heavy with foreboding for the lost one
as they sode swiftly on.

They reached the spot at last near
the great rock. A skeleton, nicked clean
Ly the teeth of jackals and the beaks of
vultures, lay in the sand. But it was the
rkeleton of a horse, not of a camel. Bob
Cherry’s steed had not perished there.

Ali ben Yusef sprang to the ground.

Many of the trappings of the horse lay
torn in the sand. torn away and dis-
rezarded by the hideous creatures that
had feasted on the ecarcass. The gilded
Lridle, the saddle-cloth of the finest
texture told that the dead horse had
belonged to someone of chief's rank.
And one of Ali's men—one who had fol-
lowed the Sheik Mustapha ben Moham-
nied before the coming of Ali—caught
up the bridle and shouted excitedly in
Arabie.

Ali's face was grim, his eves gleam-

said Major

their tired camels

reat rock jutted

ng.

“Mustapha !"" he said.

“You think this was
horse?"” asked the major.

“It is certain,” said Ali. His eyes
swept the desert. “He has fled to the
scuth. the assassin of my father. He has
passed by yonder rock, and here his
horse fell. It is the will of Allah that
he should die for his erimes. On foot in
tho desert he cannot escape.” E

Tbrahim pointed to the great rock.

“Him perhaps die already,” he said.
“The jackals are there.
for the dead.”

Leaving the skeleton of the horse and
its forn trappings, the Greyfriarms party

Mustapha's

They gather
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vade on to the rock. They heard the
suapping and snarling of the jackals,
scattering in fear as they approached.
With howls and whines the brutes scat-
tered into the desert. And suddenly
Harry Wharton gave a great cry and
leaped from his camel, and tore onward
to the sun-scorched rock, wild with ex-
citement.

“What——" exclaimed the major.

Then, as he passed a jutting corner of
the great rock, he also saw what Whar-
ton had seen, and he cried out.

“Bob!" shouted Nugent.

They were round him in a moment
more,

It was Bob Cherry burned by the sun,
bound on his back on a sloping facet of
the great rock. The scared jackals had
fled. Bob's friends were round him now.
But he looked at them with eyes that did
not know them, and he laughed—the
laugh of delirium.

“Bob!"” breathed Wharton, and the
tears were running down his cheeks.

The bonds were cut loose. Bob Cherry
was ralsed from his resting-place. With
tender hands he was carried round the
gteat rock to the shady side, and laid on
rugs in the shade. Water was placed to
his E&rohed lips. But even the desire to
drink seemed to be gome. With unseeing
eyes he stared at the friendly faces, and
still he laughed and muttered, words
that came faintly and almost unrecognis-
ably from his parched throat.

“Harry| Father! Oh, father!”

“My dear, dear boy!” The major was
on his knees beside his son. The tesrs
coursed unconsciously down his rouEh,
bronzed face. “My boy! Your father
is at your side,”

. ""He's taken the camel.” The wander-
ing words came huskily, almost in-
audibly. “The sheik—that fiend—he's
onel He's taken the camel! Follow
im—follow him! He's gone to the
south! Follow him! He left mes here
to die! Oh, father!”

The parched lips were wetted by the
cup of swater that the major "held.
Harrﬁ Wharton & Co. stood back, watch-
ing the ravaged face of their chum.

They had found him. Against all
hope they had found him in the desert.
They had found him living. But had
they found him only to lose him again,
and to lose him for ever? That terrible
dread was in every heart.

-
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“Drink, my boy!” whispered the
major, Ho bathed his son’s burning
forehead with cool water,

Bob's cyes closed. He made a sound
that was like the purr of a eatisfied
animal as the cool water laved his brow.
Ali ben Yusef turned from the scene.
He had caught the muttered delirious
words. He knew where to seek for his
enemy. And, leaving I3ob Cherry in the
care of his friends. Ali ben Yusef called
to his men and rode across the desert to
the blazing south.

They did not heed himm. Whether
Mustapha ben Mohammed lived or died
mattered little to them, #o that Dob
Cherry lived,

Bob's eves opened again.

The wild light was gone from them.
He drank from the cup his father held,
drank with deep avidity. His puzzled
glance turned from face to face. A cry
come from him,

“Father! Is it you?
mirage again? It's
Father !”

“It is I, my son,” said the major,
“My dear, dear boy, we have found you,
and all is well now."”

“We're here, Bob, old man,” sald
Frank Nugent huskily. *“We're here.
You know us now, old fellow?”

“The knowfulness iz terrific, is it not,
my esteemed Bob!” almost sobbed
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

Bob Cherry smiled faintly.

“It’s old Inky,"” he said. *'It's really
you fellows? It's mot a dream, then?
Oh, but I'm glad to see you again! I
never thought I'd see you. re the
girls safe, then?”

“Safe, ves, old fellow,” said Harry.
“Mustapha fled for his life when Alj
came back. The girls are safe and well
guarded at the Bordj. Thank Heaven
we've found you, old fellow !”

“Thank Heaven!” whispered Bob.

“You must rest, my boy,” said the
major gently. “Drink again, and try
to sleep.”

Bob smiled.

#1 think I could sleep !” he said.

And ere long he was gleeping in the
slmcﬂ;; -and while he slept his father
watched by his side, patient, tireless.

Harry Wharton & Co, pitched their
_in the shadow of the rock.
Ibrahim, grinning now in his old style
with glee, was in great spirits. He had
found his “fine gentleman” who had
saved his life, and Ibrahim sang softly
an Arab song as he helped pitch the
camp. And Harry Wharton & Co.
moved about with bright faces and light
hearts, Bob Cherri_hsd been found.
He was restored to his chums. 'They
had saved him from the desert, and he °
would live to tread once more the old
quad at Greyfriars. Once more his
merry voice would be heard ringicg in
the Remove passage.

They camped, careless how long they
remained in the desert now, now that
Bob was found. When he had recovered
enough to travel they would rvide back
to the Bordj, then, with Marjorie and
Clara, to Biskra. After that the railway,
the steamer, and home. Home! Tt
was & magic word, a word of comfort-in
the heart of the Sahara sands,

And still Bob Cherry slept, and his
comrades trod softly, while his father
watched his slumbers—and far to the
south, under the blaze of the sinking
sun, Ali ben Yusef and his men closed in
slowly but surely upon the fleeing sheik,
and Mustapha ben Mohammed looked
back with haggard eyes upon the doom
that was overtaking him—the doom that
came upon him ere the sun was gone.

Tt's not the
not madness?
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her eyes

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
of the Bordj, and
were bright.

Home !
In the shininﬁ‘afternoon, far
i

fn the distance, approaching the valley
from the desert, appeared a cavaleade.
The chums of Greyfriars were returning
—and with them Bob Cherry.

For several days the Greyfriars party
had remained camped by the great rock
in the desert, while Bob rested, and
slowly recovered his strength. But at
once a swift rider had been despatched
by Ali ben Vusef to carry the glad news
to the girls at the Bordj. .

Day by day Marjorie and Clara waited
and watched, their hearts light now,
their faces bright, Even DBilly Bunter
shared in the satisfaction, Bunter had
had quite a good time, in his role of
“protector ” of the two Cliff House
girls at the Bordj, What “ protection b
Bunter gave them was rather a mystery;
his time was chiefly devoted to eating
the excellent provisions that came from
Ali’s tribesmen, and to sleeping in the
shade.

At night Bunter very carefully barred
the door of the Bordj, but whether on
Marjorie and Clara’s account, or on his
own, cannot be said. Certainly he was
very careful all the time of his own
precious skin: and had any danger
threatened, it was not probable that
William George Bunter would have
shone as a protector. DBut there was no
danger to threaten; the days passed
peacefully and cheerfully, when once the
hews had bern received that Bob was
safe.

“They're coming!” said Marjorie,
shading her eyes with her hand, an
looking at the party that came trotting
in from the desert,

“(iood egg'!” said Miss Clara.

Marjorie laughed.

Miss Clarn was her old cheery and
smiling self again now, full of high
.«?irits: and rather given to slang. The
¢louds had rolled by : and she was once
more the Clara of Cliffi House Scheol.
To both the gitls, the time of their cap-
tivity in the power of the sheik seemed
like “some evil dream that was long
past, and which they strove to forget.

“Won't it be jolly to see old Bob
again,” said Clara, ** Bunter—where’s
that fat bounder?”

“0Oh, really, Clara—"

“QOh, there yon are! Iy that your
tenth or cleventh lunch, Bunter ' asked
Afiss Clara.

Billy Banter was squatted in the shade
of the parapet, cating from a dish of
sweot Arab cakes, He blinked at Clara
through his hig spectacles, and grinned.

“It’s only a snack,” he said. * Have
some, Clara! They're really good, you
know. I can’t say I think much of that
chap Ali, but he secins to have told his
I:Iei-:sesl niggers to look after us all
vight.”

“(et up and cheer, if you haven't
caten too much to move,” said (lara.

“FEh! What is there to cheer about ¥”
asked DBunter.

“Harry and the others
back—--"’

“Is that all?"”

“They've bringing Bob with them.”

“ Are they really! Good! T say, you
ought to have one of these eakes,” s=aid
Bunter, coming back to the more impor-
tant subject. I sha'n’t mind in the
least——there’s lots.”

“Aren’'t you going
manded Miss Clara.

“Too jolly hot,” said Bunter,
glad Bob's coming back, of courze.

are coming

to cheer®” de-

“I'm
He's

[
ARJORIE locked from the roof

= E W

“ They’re here !’ sald Marjorla joyfully., * Hurrah !’’ chirruped Miss Clara,

The Arabs in the courtyard were erowding out nosv to welecome the return of their

chief, With a clatter of hoofs and a barbaric burst of Arah music the cavaleade

rode up to the Bordj. In the lead rode Ali hen Yusel, the Eye of Ahmed gleaming
in his turban, (See Chapter 14.)

rather an ass, but I'm glad. I didn't
really expect those duffers to find him
—I really thought I should have to ﬁo
and look for him myseli—and it would
have been a fag for a fellow, in_this
beastly hot countrv. I say, do have
one of these cakes!”

“Rats!” said Miss Clara.

" Oh, really, you know— 5
; ;1 They're coming,” said Marjorie joy-

ully.

The Arabs in the courtyard were
crowding out now, to welcome the return
of their chief. With a clatter of hoofs,
and a barbaric burst of Arab music, the
cavalcade rode up to the Bordj,

In the lead rode Ali ben Yusef, with
the Eve of Ahmed gleaming in his
turban, Round him rofe his wild Arabs,
waving their spears. In the midst of
the mnumerous cavalcade rode Major
Cherry and the Famous Five of the
Greyfriars Remove.

Aarjorie and Clara ran down to meet
Bob, =~ Bob Cherry was still looking
worn, but he was a good deal like his
old self again now, Slowly the effect of
his torrib%o experience was wearing off
—slowly he was putting behind him the
remembrance of his wild Mazeppa-ride
in the au:-orchin% desert. His rugged free
lighted up as Marjorie ran to meet him,

Billy Bunter half-rose, and then sat
down again. He was glad, as he had
said, that Bob Cherry was returning
safe and sound. But the cakes were
good, decidedly good, and there were
still plenty of them undemoliched.

"

Bunter proceeded to demolish theu,
leaving the greeting of Bob Cherry 1ill
this more important matter had been
attended to.

It was a day of rejoicing among the
Greyfriars fellows and their friends
Marjorie pressed Bob's rongh hand
softly, and almost kissed him in her joy
at seoing him again, alive and well
Miss Clara quite kissed him, on both
cheeks, turning Bob's sunburned face
crimson,

“It's ripping to see you again, old
top,” said Miss Clara, *'Just toppitg,
old bean, what 7"

Bob chuckled.

“And what has beconie of the
sheik 1" asked Clara.

“The sheik ?” repeated Bob. “Al's

the sheik now—mno end of a big gur,
sheik of a dozen tribes and thousands
of giddy lighting-men.”

“ But Mustapha—"

Bob's face became grave.

“Nobody will ever sec Mustaplia
again, Clara,” he said, and she under
stood and asked no morve.

A grim smile crossed Ali ben Yusci's
face.

His thoughts ran back to the deserr,
where by the rocky water-course Mus-
tapha ben Mohammed had been rin
down. Swift and sure, ruthless as liis
own ways had been, had been the docin
of the usurper sheik. In the lone'y
desert, the jackals and hyenas had lo:g

(Continued on page 28.)
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—on the fleld of play. There's only one possivle outcome of such an action

—haed !

He stands a lof of if without a murmur until, his hot temper getting the better of him, he hits ont

- the Foolball ssociation hits back

Under Suspicion !
00N the place was in an uproar.
S From all parts of that s;lmciuus
ball-room people were complaining
now that their jewellery had been

stolen. The Meltons were separated in
the scuffle, and George, moving forward
in the gloom, uncertain where to tread,
suddenly ran foul of another gentleman.

“I'm sorry!” he apologised.

But before the apology had escaped
his lips he felt something thrust into _1115
hands—a box-shaped article from which
came a peculiar glitter.

Yor a second or so he stood there
gozing down at the box in his hands,
too amazed to do aught else. Then the
peculiar ‘glitter was accounted for,

* Diamonds !"™* he said hoarsely. * This
box is packed with them!”

He moved off at a tangent, trying to
sense the way the fellow had gone who
had placed the box In his hands, He
found himself at the window and stood
there undecided how to act.

Then, feeling along the edge of the
woodwork, he Dbecame aware that the
window was open, by reason of the
zentle breeze that played about his face.
And the window had been shut before
the hghts had suddenly gone out—all
the bottom windows had, at any rate.

“Phe rogues have beaten it through
this  window,” George muttered.
“Guesz, I'll follow the trail 1™

He slid one leg over the sill as the
reflection took root, and then remem-
beved that he still held the box in his
hands, He was about to plunge it into
his pocket when the lights suddenly
beamed on again. TFor a moment the
sudden glare blinded him as it must
liave done the other occupants of the

ball-room. Then, above the deadly
silence that reigned, rose a woman's
VOolure

“There he is!" she pointed. “Look,
astride the window sill! He's got some
of the stolen jewellery in his hands!"”

A number of men dashed forward and
grazped George, forcibly dragging him
back into the ball-room.

TaE Macxer Lisrary,—No. 869,

“Canght!” exclaimed oue of them.
“Caught red-handed!” .

Then another voice screeched in un-
pleasantly on George's dumbfounded
ears—the voice of Justin Mahone.

“There's the thief!” he exclaimed,
“1 know him well. He was expelled
from 8t. Bartholomew’s College Ewo
months ago!”

A ghastly silence settled on the
assemgly. Sir Humphrey Dallas stood
like one:in a dream unable to believe
his eyes. This gallant young fellow who
had risked his life to save him, a

HOW THE S8TORY OPENED.

GEORGE MELTON—a powerful, well-built
fellow approaching twenty years of age.
A boxer of great promise,

MATTHEW MELTON—a clever footballer,
fwo years his junior.

DICKY and MARCUS MELTON—known as
the Twins.

DR. SAUNDERS—headmaster of St. Bar-
tholomew's. g

JUSTIN MAHONE—the Meltons® guardian,

The brothers hiave been expelled from St.
Bart.'s for being the principal ringleaders in
a rebellion against the Head, who, to cap a
whole string of tyrannies, had cut football
out of the school curriculum,

Soon after the Meltons arrive in London
George rescues Sir Humphrey Dallag from a
blazing train wreck. Later, the baronet
offers to glart George on a professional
boxing career. The Meltons move down to
a cottage in_Cobkam belonging to Sir
Humphrey, and George gets down to hard

‘training under the tutelage of Sandy Robson,

a veteran pugilist. In course of tinie George
iz matched with an opponent—Mike Bratoon.
The fight takes place at Belcher's Stadium,
and the moment that George has the fight
in hand, ag it were; he éxperiences a peculiar
revulsion of feeling which restrainz -him from
dealing the knock-out blow. He lose: the
verdict, and disappoints all hiz friends and
his backer.

The following day the brothers are invited
io a reception Sir Humshrey is giving in i
town house. In the middle of the festivities
the ball-room is suddenly plunged into dark-
ness. Then, above the tumult and c¢onfusion,
ghouts wving ont that a thief ir at work;
ludies are being robdbed of their jewellery.

{Now read on.)

stranger, was a thief! It scemed in-
credible, and yet there was no mistaking
the evidence. »

More in sorrow than in anger he con-
fronted George Melton and demanded
an explanation,

Indignant to the point of rage at the
accusation laid against him George
spoke hotly, He told of the encounter
with an unknown man in the dark, of
the box being placed in his hands, of
the finding of the open window and his
determination to follow ofi the track
of the thief or thieves. All this was
listened to in silence by the baronet.
He knew now how to act. Then came
Justin Mahone's S{.‘rn];lil‘lg voice again:

“Sir Humphrey, I'm sorry to have
to tell you, but this young man vou have
taken up and thrust before the public
23 a coming champion boxer is a
thorough bad lot. He was expelled
from his college two months ago! See,
he crimsons to hear the truth!”

A man in evening-dress, whose
carriage proclaimed him to be in the
service o? the police, moved forward.
From his jacket pocket came an
ominous clink of steel. He moved along-
side George Melton and coughed dis-
creetly. Slowly the handeuffs came into
view.

But before the charfe could be made,
before the arrest could be carried out,
another tall, well-proportioned man
stepped from the thtong and, with an
imperious gesture, stopped the plain-
clothes officer from performing what he
thought to be his duty.

“Stop!"” he said, in a_guiet, yet ring-
ing voice. ‘Inspector Pyecroft, if you
arrest that man you will be committm%
the biggest blunder of your career.
declare that he is innocent—I know that
he is innocent !”

The man addressed as Inspector Pye-
croft blushed uncomifortably and shifted
uneasily on his feet.

“If vou say this man is innocent, Mr,
Locke,” he said quietly. “Then, indeed,
he is innocent! I am sorry, my dear
sir,” added the inspector, turning to
George Melton,
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“What namo did he say?"” asked
Justin Mahone, of his neighbour, in a
hoarse voice. 5

“Mr. Locke,” was the whispered
reply. Ferrers Locke—the finest
criminal investigator in the world!”

A Friend in Need !

USTIN MAHONE started violently
J as he heard the name of the great
defective pronounced, and some-
thing like a spasm of fear racked
his frame. The brilliant lights from the
glittering chandeliers above gave a
peculiar greenish aspect to his pallid
features that. was at once observed by
Inspector Pyecroft of the C.I.D. The
nest momeht, however, and Justin
Mahone was his old suave self again.
I am véry relieved to hear you say
«0, Mr. Locke,” he said, with an irritat-
ing smile—"" very glad! DBut may I ask
what manner of proof you hold thus to
declare this—this fellow innocent?”

“ You may ask,” said the great detec-
tive coldly, ‘“But there will no
answer. I presume, sir, that you are not
one of the victims of this regrettable
robbery 1"

“1 am not,” came the veply. *“But
these victims you refer to will surely
need something more tangible to cling
io than just your word that this fellow
is innocent.”

“Ferrers Locke's word is enough for
me,” interpolated one of the guests,

“And I would remind you, Mr,
Mahone,” said Sir Humphrey Dallas,
“ that Alr. Locke has never yet arrested
the wrong man.”

*T am indeed glad to meet so formid-
able a detective,” said Justin Mahone

savcastically,  “DBut even detectives
miake mistakes, I suppose?”
" Sometimes they do,” answered

Ferrers Locke. “But I am happy to say
that it is not a habit of mine. {re eat
that this gentleman is not the thief.”
George Melton gave the famous sleuth
w grateful nod, and Matthew and the

twins  moved closer to their elder
brother.

“But while we are talking, my dear
sir,”  s=napped Justin  Mahone, “the
thieves are getting clear away!”

“1 fancy mnot,” replied the sleuth
roldlv. *“And, in any case, all the stolen

jewellery is in this box, I')l wager my
yeputation !

“You ialk in riddles!” said Justin
Mahone, * As far as 1 can see, no steps
have been taken to arrest the thieves."”

*As far as you can sce,” repeated the
sleuth. *That is. however, no concern
of yowrs, My, Mahone. Now, Pye-
croft,” he added, turning to the in-
spector, who was returning the stolen
jewellery to its rightful owners, * what
jave we on the missing list ¥

* Nothing, Mr. Locke!” grunted the
Svotland Yarvder. * Evervone's satisfied,
The whole thing turns out to be quite
<imple. One of my men discovered that
the clectric cable from the main had
been zevered. It's Lieen connected again
now,” he added.

No one was more pleascd to hear the
(" L.D. man’s words than the hoet. Sir
Jumphrey moved among his guests,
urging them to forget thn regretiable
affair and to make the most of the even-
ing. At a nod from him, the musicians
struck up a popular dance tune, and
inside five minutes the bhall-room floor
was peopled by gracefully moving
vouples, who now seemed oblivious of
the little drama that had just been
cnacted.

Justin Mahone had withdrawn
the crowd, and George
Ferrers Locke by the hand,

inte
was shaking

“T can only offer you my thanks for
saving me from as uncomfortable a
position it has ever been my lot to fall
into,” he gaid. “The whole thing leaves
me gasping, I'm all at sea!”

“Don’t you worry, Mr. Melion!”
smiled Ferrers Locke. “By a great
stroke of luck, I was thrown into the
way of the thief; for there was onl?
one man operating this frame up, I'll
he bound, And Ferrers Locke always
makes the most of his oppertunities,” he
added.

“You mystify me etill more,” said
George. “Frame up? Do you really
think that the affaiy was g frame-up?”

“1 have said so,” replied the sleuth,
in a manner that suggested his un-
willingness to discuss that part of the
affaiv further, “But come, Mr.
Melton,” he added; “I should like to
have a chat with you. That man
Justin  Mahone is your guardiam, 1
believe 7

“He is,” suid George, with a grimace,

And forthwith he made the celebrated
sleuth acquainted with the facts of his
expulsion from St. Bart’s, his manner of
meeting Siv ITumphrey Dallas, and the
latter's goodness to the Melton brothers.

¥ very interestin story,”  said
rers Locke, when the ex-St. Bart's
man had concluded. “I should like to
be of assistance to yous You have just
informed me that yot are the bread-
winner of the family. Cannot ihe others
find some sort of employment?”

“1 am afraid they can’t,” said George
ruefully, *The twins arve willing to do

anything ; but their age is against them
—{ourteen. Matthew iz mad on football,
but I can't see how hé's going (o get o
living at the game. ‘That profession’s
overcrowded already, although I'm sure
a good many clubs would like lo posscss
a right-winger like Matthew.”

“Then he's above the average—eh?®”
asked Ferrers Locke thoughtfully,

*“1 should just say he is. 'Thal’s the
one thing Matthew can do, aud do welk
First eleven man at St Bart's, you
know. Got his cap two years ago.”

“Ah, 1 remember now,” said ihe
gleuth, o remark that puzzled his com-
panion.  “I can help you—providing
you'll allow me to, of course.” X

“At the moment I should jumy at
some form of assistance as long as it's
not charity,” said George earnestly.
“You gee, I\i'r. Locke, T don't know how
Inn%- my own job is going to last. You,
doubtless, have read of my poor exhibi-
tion at Belchers wvesterday. Well, I
can't make another mistake like that.
L can’t live on Sir Humphrey's gener-
osity any longer!"”

“Tut, tut, six!’” chided the slenth.
“You won't make any mwore mistakes
like that. All the same, your brother
Matthew must have some work to do. 1
will take him along to a friend of mine
who has a pull with a well-known First
League football elub. After that it’s up
to Matthew to win his own laurels.”

“Ile'll do that,” affirmed George.
“ Very many thanks, Mr. Locke.”

The pair chatted for some twenly
minutes or more until the twins and

N “\)% -5

B

»

the thief ! "

'" There he is ! ** came a shrill voice.
idragging him back into the ball-room.

‘“ Caught redhanded ! "

** Look, astride the window sill !
A number of men dashed forward and grasped George, forcibly'

He's

*Caught ! exclaimed one of them.
(See page 22.)
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LOOK OUT FOR YOUR EDITOR'S GRAND SURPRISE!

SEEN THE CHAT?

Mautthew showed up by the spacious
lounge in which the sleuth and George
had made themsclves comfortable,

* [Iallo, George!” grinned Marcus.
“1 say, they've got some ripping tuck
it the buffet!"”

Ferrers Locke and the elder Melton
Janghed heartily, The twins had paid
the buffet wore than a passing visit.
Indecd, it' had Dbeen there  where
Matthew had finally nnearthed them.

“Been guzzling fike two Seccond-
Vormers,” said Matthew, “Terrible
job to got the young imps away!”

“Rot!" said Dicky. “You've had a
good tuck-in yoursclf, young Matthew !
But I say, CGeorge,” added Dicky
serviously.  ** What do you make of that
robbery stunt?™

“Not much,” confessed George, with
a sigh. "“Had it not been for Mr.
Locke here, you kids would have had to
visit me in the cells to-morrow morn-
ing.

" You strike far too gloong a tone!”
laughed the sleuth. “But come,
Matthew,” he added; “I have a little
proposition to put up to you, I under-
stand from your brother_that you have
been acting the role of Form-master to
the twins during this last two months.
T've got something far more interesting
than that up my sleeve!” .

“Then I shall be glad to hear it,”
answered  Matthew, — “Teaching  the
twins has put years on me!"”

“Why, you—" began Marcus indig-
nautly.

Matthew ducked swiftly as Marcus
veached up to cuff him, and then,
accompanied by the great detective, he
took a stroll in the grounds.

When he rejoined his brothers half an
hour later there was a bright light in
his eye, a youthful enthusiasm hanging
around him that did George good to
ohserve. Nvidently Ferrers Locke's
proposition had appealed. -

“Tsn't it great?” said Matthew to his
elder brother. “The very thing that I
can feel at home in! To talk of footer
has given me a leg-up! I've been feeling
vory down in the mouth these last few
weeks. Been conscious all the time, old
svout, that the responsibility of us all

was resting on wour shoulders, Dut
now, with a bit of luck, I shall be able
to play my part.”

“You'll do!™ said
his  brother’s  hand.
through !

For the remainder of that evening
young Matthew was in the highest of
spirite. Ile even “stood ™ the cheek of
the twins, which was saying a lot, for
Matthew was inclined to f)o hot-tem-
pered, easily provoked. although just as
ready to forgive and forget. -

The Meltonz journeved home to their
cotinge in C'obham that night, conscious
that the eveniug. in spite of the mystery
that had cenrred rvound George, had
been a huge success, 8ir [Humphrey
had parted from them, uttering his
assurances in_ George’s innocence, de-
claring that Ferreis Locke would sift
the matter to the bottom. And each of
the Meltons., as he pictured the in-
tellectual. powerful face of the cele-
brated detective, felt proud of his new
acquaintance.

Matthew travelled up to London again
the next morning and visited the sleuth
at his chambers in DBaker Street.
There he was introduced to Jack Drake,
Ferrers Locke's capgble young assistant.
Needless to 2ay, the two took an imme-
diate liking to cach other.

“When you ‘have fuished, Jack, my
lad,” said Fervers Locke, at length, * Mr,
Melton and I will discuss cur plans.”

“Sorry, sir,” said Juck Drake, who did
not take the soft rebuke to heart. “ But
Mr. Melton and I have met before. 1
remember the time when St. Bart's
came down to Greyfriars—when they
licked us six—one.  Mr. Melton here
was responsible for four of those blessed
goals.”

Before Jack Drake had become
attached to the famous detective in
Baker Street he had been a scholar at
Greyfriars, of which well-known public
school a relative of Ferrers Locke was
the headmaster. This reminder of his

CGeorge, gripping
“You'll  win

schooldays camne as a pleasant surprise to
the sleuth's young assistant.

And Ferrers Locke himself
terested now.

:

was in-

ARARE

The umbrella whistled through the air—it landed on something. And the some.
thing was the dear old gentleman’s toe.
*‘ Knocked your own wicket down ! (8ee page 25.)

““Yah ! ”” grinned Marcus cheekily-
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“Four of them. eh?' he remarkel.
“That sounds gooi.”

“They were good, too!" declared
Drake., “We weré all talking about Sr.
Bart's right-winger for the next six
weeks, No kid, guv'nor, it Mr, dlelron
hasn't gone off he's some footballer.”

“You're  very flattering.”  <aid
Matthew, crimsoning. I had a lot of
luck in that partienlar mateh.”

“That's the kind of luck footer clubs
are looking for,” vemarked the sleuth.
“But to change the subject. We're
going down to Pendlebury, Mr. Melton.
T've fixed up an appointment with one
of the directors of the Pendiebury
Rovers. When I've chatted wirth him
and extolled your praises on the footer-
field, 1 shall leave you to vindicate my
words. I expeet you will be asked to
attend a practice match—a sort of triai,
you know. If I can snare the time I'll
make it my busines: to Le present, to
seo how you shape. Are you ready?”

“Bet your life!” grinned Matthew
boyishly.
And five minutes later the White

Hawk—Ferrers Locke’s powerful motor-
car—was speeding along the Bath road
for Pendlebury.

A New Idol!

13 ERY good, Mr. Melton! Then
we shall see you down liete on
Wednesdey next.”

Montague  Roberts,  the
managing director of the Pendlebury
Rovers, replaced his pince-nez in  his
waistcoat-pocket—a habit he invariably
indulged in when he concluded a busi-
ness arrangement—and moved over to
the door of his office,

Introduced by Ferrers Locke, who
had cendered the director a service a
short time back, Matthew Melton had
béen conscious that he had not exactly
made a flood impression on Mr, Roberts.
In his heart he knew that his youth
was against him, But youth would go
by the board when it came to the trial

ame. He would show Mr. Roberts that
his first impression had been a “wrong

The director himself was hoping the
same, although how & slim, elegant
young fellow like Ferrers Locke's pro-
tege was going to shape as a first-class
footballer he hadn’t the faintest idea.

Matthew paid his respects and passed
through the door of the office, leaving
the sleuth talking to the club director.

“You've not hopeful of his chances,
are you?" said Locke, with a smile.
“But I rather fancy young Melton
will prove a surprise packet when he
turns out next Wednesday."”

“Hum! I sincerely hope you're a
true prophet, Mr. Locke,"” muttered Mr.
Roberts, none too cordially. *I thought
at first you were pulling my leg.
There's only one thing in his favour,”
he added, “and that is his recommenda-
tion by wvou. You are not given to
making mistakes, Mr. Locke.”

“Then I'll wager that your good
opinion of me 13 not broken next
Wednesday, Mr. Roberts,” returned the
sleuth. * Cheerio !*

The detective joined Matthew in the
hall beyond.

“Cheer up!” he encouraged. “He's
a funny old stick. If he can find anyone
to praise that someone is indeed a lucky
person. Do your best next Wednesday,
and that cold, pessimistic face of his will
radiate.”

“It’s very nice of you to take me on
trust like this,” said Matthew slowly.
““ After all, you've never seen me play.
You don't know if I can kick a football
even, and——"
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* Your name js Matthew Melton, is it
not#” asked the sleuth. B
“Yes, of course,” was the astonished

reply. “ But—"
“¥ou remember a certain match last
season—to be precise, the match St.

Bart’s played against Trinity College,
Cambridge?”’

“Should think I do!” returned
Matthew, “What a game it was to be
sure 1”

“What a game!” repeated Ferrers
Locke. *“And what a right-winger St.
Bart’s had—eh?”

“Were—were you present at the
match #” asked Matthew, reddening.

*1 atas,” said Ferrers Locke. “A
nephew of mine was the skipper of the
Trinity eleven. I went down specially to
see him play. And in ‘the second half
1 forgot all about my nephew’s footer
prowess,” added the sleuth, “so en-
grossed was I in watching the St. Bart’s
right-winger.”

“ Oh!” said Matthew blankly.

*“And that's that!” chuckled the
sleuth, *Now you know why I'm put-
ting myself out a bit to get you fixed
\Ip.”

“It's extvemely good of you,” said
Matthew gratefully. “I shall play like
the very dickens!” he concluded reso-
Iutely.

“Good "

In anticipation of good news the twins
had prepared a special repast for
Matthew on his return to the eottage in
Cebham. George was delighted with the
tidings Matthew brought.

“You'll win through!” he exclaimed
Tieartily, “Here's to onr Matthew—a
voming pro!”

And the twins, in the exuberance of
their spirits, danced a jig round the tiny
room, glasses of foaming ginger-pop in
their hands.

The day of the try-out came round,
and with it a little nervousness on
Matthew's part at thoughts of the stake
for which he was playing. The twins
gave him a right royal send off from the
station, much to the amusement of the
passengers on the platform and to the
discomfiture of a tall, elderly gentleman
wearing a silk-hat,

This unlucky individualwasendeavour-
ing to board the train when Marcus’
exuberance smote him—on his silk-hat.
Marcus had brought with him a wooden
rattle, which he‘was twirling with reck-
less abandon, flling the air with a dis-
cord of noise. The old gentleman had
successfully ducked away from that
twirling rattle on two occasions, and
perhaps thinking that the third time was
lucky, essayed another attempt to enter
the compartment.

But the third time was not lucky. The
rattle crashed down on his spotless silk-
hat, crushing it over his eyes like a
concertina.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

A roar of laughter went up from the
people on the platform, and the laughter
infuriated the elderly gentleman. He
said one or two uncomplimentar
remarks to the irrepressible Marcus, and,
finding them of no avail, attempted to
smite that cheerful youth with his
umbrella.

But it was the elderly gentleman's un-
Jucky day apparently. The umbrella
whistled through the air. It landed on
something. And the something was the
dear old §centleman's toe.

“¥Yah!” grinned Marcus cheekily.
“Knocked your own wicket down !”

The situation was saved by the guard.
He waved his flag, bellowed to the
elderly gentleman to ‘ get a move on,”
and signalled the train to start.

It drew out of the station slowly, two
faces peering out from its swindews,

1y

Just as Matthew’s foot was about to touch the leather he was
swept off his balance by a viclous {cgarga thazt \n;as moye than suggestive of & foul.
ee page 27.

One belonged to DMatthew, who was

grinning broadly, the other belonged to |

the infuriated gentleman with the
crushed silk-hat. He scowled at the
twins on the platform, waved his

umbrella at them threateningly, and
velled out some vemark that was cer-
tainly in ill-keeping with a silk-hat.

“You young rascals!” said George, as
he piloted the twins out of the station.
“You'll get yourselves locked np if you
go on like that.”

“That old gent will if he doecsn’t
moderate his  transports,”  chuckled
Dicky. " And did you notice what a
boko he had, George?”

The elder brother grunted to stifle the
outburst of laughter that threatened to
make itself manifest. He could never
remain angry with the twins for long.
And while the twins, on the way home
to ‘their cottage, discussed the old

gentleman's “boko,” Matthew, in the

train, was thinking of the ordeal that
awaited him,

But he need have had no gualms,
for upon his arrival at the Rovers
ground he was soon put at his ease by
the “boys.” And as soon as he felt the
leather at his feet Matthew, the sensitive
youth, was displaced by Matthew, the
footballer, the opportunist, the winger,
who showed the cleanest pair of heels on
the field,

Ferrers TLocke, in the grandstand,
nudged Montague Roberts occasionally
when Matthew accomplished something
noteworthy. The sleuth had arrived on
the ground unknown to his young
protege.

“What do you think of that,
Roberts?”’ he chuckled, as Matthew,
dropping on to a pass like a hare, flashed
down the touchline, and sent in a
glorious centre. '* You haven't a winger
as good as Melton T'll wager you an even
fiver !”

“Hum ! grunted the director sourly.
“J—— Oh, well played, Melton!”

He changed his tone suddenly, much
to Locke's amusement, as Maithew
flashed in a shot from the touchline that
beat the goalkeeper all ends up.

“\Well?" queried the sleutl.

“Not at all bad,” said Roberts grudg-
ingly, although the sleuth, who knew his
friend's peculiar manner of withholding
praise, was aware that Matthew had had
several “ good marks " notched against
his name.

“That will do!" bellowed out the
director: when the practice elevens had
been “‘going it"” for a good forty
minutes. "“Pack up!”

Matthew came off the field, a healthy
glow in his cheeks, a sparkle in_his eye
that was good to behold. Me was
beckoned by the director.

“Hum ! grunted Montague Roberts,
running a searching eye over Matthew's
slim figure. “Wheére did, you learn your
football, young fellow 7"

‘“ At Bt. Bartholomew’s,”
Matthew.

“And why did you leave—" Mr.
Roberts brake off short as he realised the
question might be regarded as personal.
“ And—er—er—] mean—come with me,
young fellow,” he added,

Thankful that a delicate situation had
been successfully navigated, for Matthew
wegs not a bit anxious to explain his
reasons for having left school, he followed
the director into the committee-room.

“You wish to turn out for us, Mr.
Melton,” began Montague Roberts, when
the former had seated limself, “as a
paid player. You are willing to sign a
contract, eh? You will be ready to play
for us on Saturday? Sign here, if you
pleage.”

Matthew was so astounded at the scries
of quick-fire questions, the obvious cager-
ness of the grudging Mr. Roberis to
seonre his services, that he stammered
and stuttered unintelligently, and to
cover his confusion, picked up the pen in
front of him and wrote his signature
opposite the spaces indicated Dby the
Rovers' director.

“Thank you, Mr. Melton!" Al
Montague Roberts' coldness of tone had
raturned now that the official forms had
been filled in. He wiped his

answered

ince-nez
and replaced them caretully in t eir case,
rising to his feet as he did so. "I wish
you.fuck, Mr. Melton‘." he added, as the
case snapped shut. “The very best of
luck. re is our fixture list. Saturday
Tae. MaGsET. L1IBRARY.—No, 868,
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is a very important fixture. You will
do your best. Report here in the morn-
ing to the trainer at ten-thirty. Good-
morning—good-morning, Mr, Melton."

And before he knew what was happen-
ing. Matthew Melton found himself
standing outside the closed office door.

" Ha, ha!”

The chuckle came from somewhere
close at hand, and Matthew, wheeling
i]'m rply, found Ferrers Locke grinning at

.

“Funny old stick, isn’t he?"” chuckled
the sleuth. * Knocked you all of a heap,
eh 7

“Sure thing,” said Matthew faintly.
“1 don’t know whether I'm on my head
or my feet.”

“ Ab, vou'll shake down soon enough.
my lad,” said Locke, ‘' He treats every-
one like that. I take it that you are
engaged 7"

‘“‘Pending official acceptance by the
I, A.—ves,” returned Matthew. *“1'm to
turn up to-morrow—for training, 1 sup-

pose.”

“(Giood lad 1™

Ferrors Logke extended his hand and
gripped Matthew's firmly. * Good luck to
vou! Now you and I must part, Melton.
T'mm a busy man, you know. Still, I shall
tind time to keep ean eye on you, and in
any case you know where to find me.”

““ Right-ho, Mr. Locke,” said Matthew.
“1'm more than grateful for what you've
done for me. Thank you very—"

“Tush!” laughed the sleuth. * You
musl excuse me. (ood-bye !”

Aud with a swinging stride Ferrers
Locke vacated the spacious playing
ground of the Rovers, leaving Matthew
Melton staring after his retreating figure,
admiration expressed in every line of his
faca,

Matthew's homecoming that same day
was the occasion of another celebration
by the twins. It certainly seemed as if
the fortunes of the Meltons were on the
up grade. In addition to the good news
Matthew had brought back from Pendle-
bLury, George crowned all by the informa-
tion that anothér fight had been fixed up
for him. 'This time his opponent was to
be none other than Britain's heavyweight
chatmpion—so redoubtable an exponent of
the noble art being persuaded to enter
the contract no doubt by reason of the
gigantic purse offered by the promoters.
Of the purse in question, seventy-five per
cent was to go to the champion, win or
foze. while twenty-five per cent repre-
sented George's “end V' of it.

“ Hurrah !” roared the twins, aiming
simultancous blows at their elder brother.
“(uve him one of those!" exclaimed

Marcus, dealing George a playful tapi

under the third waistcoat button, *‘ And
one on his boko, like that!’ chirrupe
Dhicky, making an ineffectual leap at his
brother’s head.

“Jlere, chuck it, you kids!” laughed
Cieorge, good-naturedly. “I've got to go
over vour lessons. Hand over your books
—sharp’s the word !”

The langhter died out of the faces of
the twins. When George had departed for
his training quarters that same morning,
he had given the twins a “chunk " of
Virgil to read, mark, learn, and inwardly
digest. It wds evident that the twins
had done anything but appreciate the
works of the learned P. Virgilius Maro,
for they flashed each other guilty glances.

“You young vascals have been shirk-
mg,” said George, noting the hesitancy
c]nf the twins. “Where have you been all
day?’

* On—on the downs!"” said Marcus un-
oazily.

“On—on the downs !’
in sywpathy.

“Have wyou?” exclaimed George
grimly. “Well, you'll have to pay tﬁc
prive for dodging lessons. Bend over,
Marcus !

Eyeing uneasily the slipper George had
icked up, Marcus stooped and touched
his toes. IHe received a light flick from
the slipper, and was ordered to
“straighten up.” Dicky took his place,
and underwent the same treatment, much
to the amusement of Matthew, who could
scarce confrol his mirth.

“Let that be a lesson to you,” said
Gieorge sternly, twirling the slipper in his
hand. *You young rogues must grind
away at your lessons while Matthew and
1 ﬂic'k our part of the job. Savvy?”

muttered Dicky

Yes, George,” said the twins
demurely. “We won't dodge classes
again.”

“Good! That's the spirit,” said
(ieorge. “Now we'll have a stroll down

to the village. Matthew will want some
footer boots and shorts. and I think I'll
order an ashplant while I'm about it.
After all, slippers would soon be ruined
on you two imps of mischief.”

He winked at Matthew while the twins
were getting their caps.

“Don't mean it, really, old scout,” he
said. laughing. “PBut the twins mustn’t
run too wild."”

“Quite agree with you, old boy,” said
Matthew. “They're good sorts, really.”

Thus the ensuing days passed with all
the Meltons performing their allotted
tusks. (leorge was busy preparing for his
next fight. Matthew journeyed to and
from Pendlebury every day training with
his *“new chums ™ in the Rovers, and the
twins assiduously studied their lesson-
books much the same as if they were still
at St. Bart's.

Then came the Saturday when
Matthew was due to make his debut as
the Rovers’ new right winger. He was
accompanied to the ground by the twins
and George, who found seats in the
grand stand, and then he left them.,

They saw him again when he trooped
out of the dressing-room in the blue and
white jersey of the Pendlebury Rovers
F.C., the object of everyone's curiosity
in that wvast enclosure. Already the
papers had got wind of the newcomer to
the loeal club, and speculation was rife
as to his merit. When the majority of
the spectators clapped eyes on him they
were disappointed. His slim build, his
fair, boyish face scemed totally out of
place amidst that rugged eleven who had
earned their salt at the grand old winter
game for many years.

But once the vast multitude saw young
Matthew in action, their eyes were
opened. He was the one man on_the
field worth watching; the biggest thorn
in the opposing side from the commence-
ment of the game to the finish.

“Gee! Am't he a mover!” declared
one enthusinst. *Greased lightning
ain’t in it with him !”

“(ot some pluck, too!” averred

another supporter of the Rovers. ‘He's
not afraid to go into them hefty fellows.”

And the hefty fellows were doing their
best to put a stop to Matthew's little
capers. They charged him, they sand-
wiched him—when the ref's eyes were

elsewhere—with deliberate intent, but
Matthew’s star was in the ascendant. He
could do mothing wrong. His feet

twinkled in and out of his more slowly
moving opponents in & manner fascinat-
ing to watch; the ball was always well

And ten minutes before the finish of
the first half, Matthew had notched the
first point of the match in the Rovers'
favour.

“Bravo, young 'un!”

The shout went up from a thousand
throats as the teams lined up for the
replay. Above them all, and more =us-
tained, werg the frantic cheers of the
twins. Little they cared for the hostile
glances thrown in their divection. At

t. Bart's they had always bLeen in-
structed to make a noise when their side
was in action, and right well had they
taken the lesson to heart.  Matthew
never wanted for encouragement; the
twins were hoarse when the twenty-two
mud-stained players came off for a
breather. And no one needed the
breather more than the twins.

The second half was a repetition of the
first, so far as Matthew's play was con-
cerned. He seized every available chance
put in his way, made others for himself
when there was a sporting chance of
doing.so, and fed his centre-forward with
some sensational passes.

When the long whistle blew tle Rovers
had three goals to their credit against
their opponents’ blank score-sheet, and
the man who had brought iwo of those
points was the new right-winger. The
followers of the Rovers' club shouted
themselves hoarse when Matthew, tired
but jubilant, came off the ground. Such
enthusiasm had not been witnessed on
the Pendlebury ground since the Rovers
had first been accounted a League team.

Even Montague Roberts forgot his
usual role. Praise came spontaneous now
from his pessimistic lips; he even forgot
himself to the extent of clapping
Matthew on the shoulder. But in the
moment of his triumph Matthew bhad
tho good sense to thank his fellow-
players for the support he had been
given, thereby earning thuir esieem and
friendship.

It was a tired Matthew who accom-
panied the twins back to their liome in
Cobham that evening, for he had gome
all out in that hard tussle of the after-
noon; but his heart was light, bhis
gratitude to Ferrers Locke for having
started him on the ladder of success
uppermost.  And when the “family "
arrived at Cobham they ran into a tele-
graph 'messenger cycling towards iheir
cottage. He hailed them and brought
them to a halt,

“ My, Matthew Melton?” he asked of
the brothers. *Telegram, sir!"

Eagerly Matthew slit the envelope and
drew out the single sheet of paper. A
pleased expression took hold in his iace
as he read the message. It ran:

“Bravo, Matthew! ITeard of your
achievements to-day. Good  luck!
Words vindicated.—FFRRERS I.OCEEL.

Thrown Off the Field !
URING the following days

Matthew Melton's name orccupiod
a prominent position in the
sporting papers, a rvival to {hat
of his brother’s. The public were begin-
ning to inquire into the circumstances of
these Melton brothers, their sportin
achievements providing an animate
subjoct of discussion at clubs, taverns—
everywhere where men congregated for
a “pow-wow,”
With so much publicity it was not sur-
prising to find a record attendance at
Sheffield when the Rovers met their next

under control, his passing perfect and
unselfish.
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Wanderers had the reputation of being
a ‘‘hefty 7 team. accustomed to using
their extra weight when opportunity
offered.

When they trooped on to the field it
was noted how superior they were in
weight as compared with the Pendlebury
Rovers. But both teams looked in the
pink of condition. and the dry state of
the ground was in favour of t-l')m visiting
eleven.

The Rovers won the toss, and the game
broke into life.

A fine forward movement brought the
visitors without a single check nght up
to the pgoalline of the Wanderers.
Matthew was in possession of the hball,
making it answer his slightest tap, his
every whim.

“Uentre!” roared a portion of the
great crowd. But the advice was not
necded. Matthew’s right foot was swung
back preparatory to despatehing the ball
to his iuner men before the ery was half-
farnied. “ Uentre— Hey! Foul!”

The cry changed from advice to abuse.
Just as Matthew's foot was about to
touch the leather he was swept off his
halance by a vicious charge that was more
suggestive of a foul. 'The referee, how-
ever, thought otherwise, for he shook his
head, and the game was resumed. But
the danger had been averted, the ball
was sailing into the Rovers’ territory
now.  And the crowd soon forgot its
animosity against the half-back who had
bowled Matthew over.

Matthew himself was pésitive in his
own mind that the half-back had deliber-
ately fouled him. And during the next
ten minutes of play that opinion was con-
firmed. The hali-back in question was
an old, seasoned warrior of the rugged
type. He indulged all his complement of
“divty tricks ™ without drawing the
referec's eye upon him, without, in the
majority of cases, drawing the disap-
proval of the crowd. Ankletapping—
one of the most hated and low-down
methods of the unsportsmanlike player—
he brought into force time and time
again.

Matthew found his temper rising. As
a public schoolboy, he had been' accus-
tomed to clean play, for nowhere on this
parth can cleaner play be witnessed than
between twa public schools. This pro-
fessional ruffianism, as he characterised
it, was something to be stamped out, not
endured.

He managed to whisper a few words to
the half-back when play was going on in
the opposite wing.

“You've been playing some
tricks ! he muttered angrily.
you play the game?”

“T'Il knock yer bloomin’ head off,
young shaver, if you talk to me like
that,” growled the Wanderers’ left-half.
“You've been at the game five minutes
—T've earned my bread-and-butter at it
for years. Don't you come your Yigh and
mighty airs "ere!”

dirty
ik (:nnrt

“Well, cut out the fouling,” answered
Matthew hotly. “Play the game—
youw're big enough to be able to!”

Further conversation between them
was rendered impossible during the next
second or so, for the ball was travelling
towards Matthew. He pounced on it,
and was away-like the wind, the hali-
back in full cry at his heels, To the
yoars of derision from the crowd,
Matthew left the half-back standing, as
it were. He outdistanced him by yards,
and then flashed in a perfect centre.

But the Wanderers' defence were well
ser mow, and it lined up a formidable
barrier for the Rovers' centre-forward to
penetrate. He décided to get rid of the
ball, and away it went—this time fo the
left wing. The outside left gathered it
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In response to the urgings of the self-appointed leader of the ecrowd Matthew was
thrown out into the roadway. He sprawled in the dust, threatening fists and
angry voices raised round him on every side.

(See this page.)

neatly in his stride and sped away, per-
forming much the same as Matthew l}md
done a few moments before. In came
another centre.

The Rovers' centre-forward was on it
in a flash, likewise the Wanderers' left-
back, There was a hit of a scrimmage,
and the ball was seen to trickle out to
Matthew, Like the rare opportunist he
was, Matthew essaved a fivst time shot at
goal. Dut again, even as his foot swung
back, the Wanderers' left-half crashed
into him.

Smack!

Both of them went sprawling to the
ground, the ball meanwhile bemng cap-
tured by the Rovers' inside-vight, whe
at once started off for the goal.  The
attention of the crowd and the veferce
was more centred on the attacking for-
wards than on Matthew and the Wan-
derers’ half-back sprawling on the
ground. Consequently very few people
saw the vicious kick the half-back aimed
at Matthew’s stomach as he started to
seramble to his feef.

It knocked all the breath out of
Matthew's body, sending a sickening
foeling through his frame. And then as
he recovered somewhat and saw the evil,
malicious grin on the half-back’s face he
forgot himself—forgot where he was,
forgot the possible sequence to his con-
templated offence.

Thud ! B

His fist flashed out like a piston-rod,
and eaught that ugly face like a batter-
ing-ram.  Up went a shout from the
crowd; the referee’s whistle sounded,
bringing the game to a temporary stand-
still, and the players surged forward,
The half-back was on his feet now,
streaks of blood on his mouth. Appeal-
ing to the crowd to witness that he had
not struck the first blow, he sailed into
Matthew like a bull at a gate. ~ Inside
two seconds the pair were tramping up
and down, fighting forigusly, regardless
of the frenzied shouts of the zeferce who
called them to order.

Smack! Thud-thud !.

In the midst of a lively exchange the
referce endeavoured to separate the com-
batants. So Lot was Matthew's fury, so
blitid his anger, that he did not see the
referee stride before his opponent. And
when he did observe him it was too
late. Two blows—a left and right-hook—
landed full on the referec’s jaw.

Amid a mighty gasp from ten thousand
throats the rveferee sank down to earth,
and lay still, stretched out on the short
grass, And, like some huge andience
watching a  horrifying spectacle, that
multitude of football lovers gazed aghast
ab the voung footballer who had struck
those fatal blows.

“Off the field with him!”

“Chuck him off !

“Yah! Dirty player!”

Iundreds of shouts went up. directed
against Matthew Melton as he stood,
half-dazed, -looking down at the fallen
figure of the veferce. At that moment
he did not see the malicious grin that
spread over the balf-back’s face or he
might have awakened out of his trance.
As it was he beeame aware of the
hostility of the crowd when the foremost
in it seized hold of him and dragged
him. struggling now, to the main gates
of the ground. The police attempted to
interfere, but they were useless against
that mighty throng, and were perforce
obliged to hover in the background.

Poor Matthew! He was punched and
kicked by innumerable fist= and hefty
boots on  that neverto-be-forgotten
journey to the gates. Then, in response
to the urgings of the self-appointed
leader of the crowd, he was thrown out
into the roadway. He sprawled in the
dust, decidedly the worse for wear,
threatening fists and angry voices raised
around him on every side.

(What s in store for the player who
has struel o referce? Will the F.A.
belicve him whew he tells them-that it
was an aceident, or awill they suspend
him? Next week’s grand instalment of
this fine ‘story will tell you. D't
‘migs PP1Y

Tue Magyer Lisriry.—XNo. 869.
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THE VENGEANCE
OF THE SHEIK

(Continued fram pege 21.)

since torn the mortal remains of Mus-
tapha  ben Mohammed: and Ali the
Sheik reigned without a rival over the
tribes of the Oued Tabar. In the sandy
desert, in the green Ziban, Mustapha
ben Mohammed would be seen no more.

“1 say, you fellows—"

“Hallo, hallo, halle! Bunter!” ex-
claimed Bob Cherry, in quite his old
merry tone, “Ifat as ever!"

“Oh, veally, Cherry Yaroooh ™
roared Bunter, as Dob smacked him on
the back, with a vigour which showed
that  his  strength  undoubtedly was
returning.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

It was a joyful dav. It was the last at
the Bordj: on the morrow, the Grey-
friars party packed and broke camp for
the last time. Across the desert, north-
ward, Ali ben Yusef and a band of his
tribesmen escorted them, till Biskra was
in sight after many days.

When the white villas of Biskra
appeared in  the sunshine, the Avabs
halted, Al ben Yusef was finished with

the towns of the white men—henceforth
the desert was his home, the tents of the
Oued ‘I'ahar his abiding-place.

“You won't come back to Grevfriars,
old chap?” asked Bob Cherry, half in
jest,

Ali smiled and shook his head.

“The Sheik '\It ben” Yusef will dwelt
with his tribe,” he said; “but he never
forgetting his English l'llcnd:.—h(- never
forgetting the lovely English misses! It
is written that the Arab shall dwell in
the tents of the desert! Mas salaamah!”

And so they parted.

Major Cherry gripped the schoolboy
sheik’s hand for the last time, Many a
peril had he found in the desert, but his
expedition had been, after all, a suceess
lie had saved Ali from the power of the
sheik, and his ward was in his rightful

place at last, the wndizspoted ruler of his
tribe.

They parted: and Al ben Yusef and
his men rode Luck to the desert, Al
turned once to wave his hand, the sun
glinting on the Exe of Ahmed that
blazed in his white turban: and the
Grexfriars party waved back. Then he
rode on and disappeared; and the Grey-
friars Arab was gone,

Major Cherry and his party rode on
into Biskra, and Hazel came tearing out
of the white villa to greet his sister.
Marjorie’s father and mother were wait-
ing for her—-they had long known that
she was safe, but they were overjoyed
to sce her again.

“And we've jolly well had enough of
Africa,” said Hazel, **1 shall be glad
cnough to see Grexfriars again.™

*“What-ho ™ sninl Billy Dunter with
deep feeling. “We shall get back in
time for the new term: and I shall jolly
well stand a study spread lirst thing.
I've almost forgotten what a jam-tart 1s

like! These Arab cakes are all very
well!  But give me good home-made
pa‘-;k.ly—'

““Ha, ha, ha!"”

"Bles:’-otl if T can see anything to
cncl‘le at,” said the Owl of the Remove.

“I can tell you, I'in going to stand a
study spread, to celebrate our coming
back—after all the Fearful dangers we've
been through. The Remove fellows will
hardly believe me when 1 tell them my

adventures, and the awful perils T've
pulled  you fellows through in the
Sahava,”

“They won't—quite!” chuckled DBob
Cherry.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

A few days later, a numerons party
boarded the north-Lound train from
Biskra—the Hazeldenes, and Miss Clara,
and Major Cherry, and the Famous

Friiug
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I'ive. Ibrahitn the guide, bowing and
smiling and attentive to the Iast, saw
them off on the platforin, and brought a
cushion for Clara, and a bunch of
flowers for Mavjorie, Ibhralim the goide
was more resplendent than ever, once
more the Arab dandy of DBiskra, in new
and voluminous trousers of a brilliant
blue, in a new scarlet jacket thar glit-
tered with gold braid, in vellow boots
that reflected the rn_w of the sun. A
rieh rveward had been Ibreabim’s, and
he was now a wealthy man among his
assoviates, and  he  carvicd  his Tiead
loftily among the goides of Biskra. But
he was still ihe tlu.-\‘m.ul servant of lis
“line gentlemans,”

“You go,” said Ibrahin, with a smile
that  showed m~:u|\. every gleaming
tooth in hiz head. ** You go, but souwe
day vou come back to Ii-krva, and you
ask for Ibrahim—Honest Ihrahim—him
the best guide and mozt lionest man in
Algeria!  Yes, what?  Next fing you
come, vou not forget to ask for Horfest
Ibrahim—you trust Tbrahim, he do your
business ! Him the only honest guide.”

And Ibrahim stood on the platform,
shining in the sun like a tropical beetle.
his brown hand respectfully to ' his
turban, till the train ran out of sight,

Greyfriars once morve!

It was the new term, and Greyiriars
fellows: gathered from all quarters at the
old school. Among  them came the
Famous Five, sun-browned from- their
African journey. Glad were the chums
of the Remove to see the grey old walls,
the shady old guadrangle, once more.
The study spread mentioned by Bunter
duly came off—but Buunter did not stand
it, owing to a disappoiniment about a
]‘J'Dbtal order. But it came off all the
same, and Marjorie and Clara cae
over from Cliff House for the occasion :
and all was merry and bright. Far off
now was Africa, far off the cruel sands
of the Sahara and the burning sun: and
even from Bol, Cherry's mind the re-
membrance was fading of the journey
of death in the deseet, and the vens
geance of the =heik.

THE EXD,

(Dan’t wizs nexl awecl’s grand celren
Tong arrma,r of Hurey 1 harton & .,
entitled  “Rilly  Bunter’s lI cubliy
Party!'—a« veal ecorker, ehms! Order
your MAGNET now!)
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