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A Grand, Long, Complete
Tale of Harry Wharton & Cao.

s BY v

FRANK RICHARDS.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Bad News for Bob.

OB. CHERRY camo out of his study in the Reomove
passape at Grovfriars, whistling cheerily.
Boby Cherry's whistle was loud, and it was sheill,
and it indicated that Bob was in good spirits; bat it
coild not be said to be in tune. Voices raispd in angry
protest could be heoard from various studies as Bob Cheory
passed the doors.

“"Btop that row !

“Chuck oL "™

“ Cheese i, you shricking ass!"

Whereat Hiﬂ:rr Cherry grinned, and whistled the more,
When Bob was in high spivits, he whistled : and he gencvally
was in high spirits. He had perfect health, he was always
fit, and he had a happy dispoesition. And just now he was
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slon with Herry YWharton and Nogent and John Ball. KMo
wonder he whistled ; but as bie bail no musical car whatover,
i owas nob surprstng that his tuncless shrick eolicited howls
of complaint from other Fellows,

Harry Wharton opened the door of No. 1 Srudy, aml looked
oul, I‘{:* wug one of Bob Chereey’s best chms, bat there arn
some thines that pub too great 4 strain oven apan Sinesee
[eiendship.

Y Bhat up, vor ass U7 he shouredd.

‘“ Hallo, hallo, hallo I" exclaimed Bob Cherry, Lreaking off
“ What's the row ¥

“Thet whistle of yvours, you ass!"

Y What's the mateer with 1t 3"

“What do you mean by whisthing the Dead Mawch in
fBaull” aoyway ¥ Wharton demandaed.

Doly Cherry gave a sork of anoct.
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" You chump!” he said. * That wasn't the Dezd March
n ‘Z2aul’ It was ‘Love Me and the World 15 Mine.' ™

Haery Wharton lanpghed.

“ Blessed if anybody could tell what it was when you were
whiatling it,"” he said., * You are always yards out on every
riote,  Chuack it !

Bob Chevry pursed his lips, and whistled agnin. Wharton
wade a rush at him, and Bob dodged past and gained the
glairs.  Bhrill and loud his whistle -came back from the
staircase.

Frank Nugent rushed into the passage with a cushion in
his hand.

“Where 13 he1” he roarod.

Whiz !

The cushion flaw down the slaircase, and Bob Cherry
ducked his head juet in time.

There was a yell from a fat junior who was just coming
upstara.

“ Warooh 1"

“ Ha, ha, ha!" roered Bob Cherry, as Bunter rolled down-
stairs. * Out first ball! How's that, ampire?"'

And then Bob Cherry went on his wa . stll whistling.
Billy Bunter sat on the rug at the foot of the stairs, and put
]]I::'-' i ﬁ];racta.ﬂlcﬁ straight on his fat little noze, and groaned,

w !

Bob Cherry poaused and looked down at him.

“ Hurt 7" he inguired genially.

Buntar §Mﬂﬂﬂﬂ apain. —_—

“Ow! I'm dead—I—I mean, I'm fatally injured !
I've broken the spinal column of my collar-bone I'*

“Ha, he, ha!*

“I—I mean, I-—I've broken my back!” zaid Dunteor.
“I--1 was just coming to speak to you, Cherry, to tell you
there's o letter for you. [ thought there might be a postal-
order in it, ns it's in your mother's hondwriting,  Ow!
Help me up !

is B{:I-Eh !Fl‘ :

“1—I think, perhaps, thera's a postal-order in the lelter,
as it is & very thick one,” suid Bunter. *Ow! Help me!™

“How do you know anything sbout my letter, and how
do you know my mater's handwriting "' demanded Bob
Cherry, in diszust. ** You inguisitive fat bounder !

::ﬁ . really, Cherry——"

an't vou get up ¥’

“Ow!l No; I'm ir:‘liumdl”

* Then I'll help you.” :

Bolb» Cherry procecded to help Dunter in a somewhat
rough-and-ready manner. He applicd hiz boot to Bunter's
fat n with vigour and emplinsis. ] ]

Billy Bunter roared, and leaped to hiz foet, showing sur-
prising agility for a fellow who was fatally injured.

“(w, ow ! Yarooh!”

Biff, biff !

Bunter rolled away down the passage, and Bob Cherry
pursued him for some distance, still helping him.

The fat junior disappearcd round o corner, and then Dob
Cherry went to the letter-rack for his letter. )

There was a letter for him there, and, as he took it down,
the marks of a dirty thumb on the cnvelope showed that
Billy Bunter had indeed been handling i, doubtless with the
idea of discovering, if possible, what was inside. Bunter was
afflicted with an jncurable desire to examine inte othur
fellows® corvespondence. 2

Bob Cherry pave a prowl. Inquisitivencss and spying were
faults that he could never guite forgive; they were so
opposed to his own nature.

’;ﬁe letter was in his mother's hand, and Bob Cherry looked
at it for a moment or two hefore opening it. Deob Cherry's
father had lately left England to return to India, and Bob
had no doubt that the letter contained news of Ins safe
arrival there, or else of his having sent 8 message from some
intermediate port.  Bob himself had last heard from his
father from Port Baid

Rilly Bunter blinked round the corner of the passage. To
Billy Bunter, letters wore divided into fwo classes—those
which contained remittances, and those which did not. Those
which did not were of no importance to anybody, in Billy

unter's opinion; and those that did were of great interost
Es Bunter, whomsoever they might belong to. And Bunter
know that Major Cherry sometimes sent his son substantial
tips.

p'IL'I]II—I say, Cherry "

Bob Cherrv turned his head.

“(0h, buzz off, yoa ass!""

“Is there a postal-order in 7%

“1 don’t know, porpeise.”

Bunter prunted. :

“Well, why don’t you open it and sce?’ he demanded.
“ What sre you wasting time for? Leok here, Cherry, I'm
expecting a postal-order this evening; and if you've got a
remitiance there, you might advance me something™

“h, scat!"
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Hioh Cherry insorted a lend-penci! into the envelope and
split 1t open e drew out the lotter, which was a thick
vne, unusually Jong for his mother to write. On the front

age, a3 he unfolded it, was a bloteh, as if sowuething wot
E:{] dmppm] FRRL s the e and cauvsced the ink to ﬁ]-ﬁ:-ﬂd‘

Bob Cherry started as he saw 1t

" Mother's been eryving ! he muttered.

He stood for a moment quite still, withowt resding the
letter,

Was it bad news?

Hud anything happened to his father?

Billy Bunicr came cautiously wlong the passage. Beb
Cherry's stillnesa encouraged t?m fat junior, and he rolled
up almost within touch of Bob, stunding ready, however, to
dodpra il necosary.

Y say, Chorry 1"

Bob Cherry did not answer; he did not even hear. He
stood, with the letter in his hand, quite stll.

“ Cherry, old man, if you cculd lend me—-=""

Bob made & gesture, and the fat junior backed away.
Then Bob read ﬁm letter, Tlis healthy, ruddy face became
saler and paler as he rend, and a low sound as of pain cume
vo his lips.

* Oh, father!" : :

Mo came to the end of the lefter. His face was white as
chalk, and there was o glimmer of wet on his evelashes, Ile
crumpled the letter in his left hand; his right was clasped
te his throbbing forchead.

““ Oh, father! Oh, dad, dad !

—

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Lost!

ARRBY WHARTON storted as he caine down the sfairs.

That sharp, aponised exclamation fell suddenly upen

hiz cars; and he looked round, and zaw Dob Clery
with the letter in his hand.

He ron townrds Bob at once.

“ Bob, what’s the matter? What 15 it

Bob Cherry proaned.

’I;:hat seemed to be, for the moment, the only reply be could
make.,

Hurry Wharton, in alurm, grasped him by the arm.

“ Bob, what 13 1£7 DBad news from homel™

“Yes 1" prouned Bob.

" Yeour mother ¥’

“ The mater’s all right.”

*“ Thank goodness for that,” said Harry Wharton, * But
what’s the matter, thent"

“ My father!™

“ I wnderstood that he was gone back to India™

“ Wrecked ! groaned Bob Cherry. ' Wrecked in the Hed
Sea.  The steamer went down on a reef, and there's only ecne
survivor—chap who swam for four hours, and was picked up.
My pater's gone. Oh!™

And then Bob fairly breke dewn.

* Poor old Bob!”

Harry led the junior guietly into a window recess, and
made him sit down. Billy Bunter blinked after thom.

”I—;I say, you follows, wasn’t there a postal-order in the
letter,’

Wharton made so furious a gosture that Bunter jumped
back in zlarm, and scuttled awsy., Wharton sat down besida
Bob, his arm through Bob's,

" Poor old chap ! he szaid. ' It's awful. But is it cortain,
Fob? Do you know for certain that your father’s gone
down.™

“ Look at thaet,”" said Boh.

He pointed out a tear-stained parapraph in the lefter.

“ 8o fur as is known, there was only one survivar—a szilor
who swam for four hours before he was picked up. But vour
father was a good swimmer, too, and I still hope that he
may have succeeded In getting to the shore. Efﬂ nuitst be
searched for, Bob, and found, if he is still living, though yet
I do not know how.”

“He may be still living, then,” said Harry Wharton, My
desr cld Beob, you can't give up hope yvot.”

Bob groaned.

“T remember he was a splendid swimmer,” sand Harry,
“*and if one man cscaped by swimming another may have.
Mujor Cherry would have as good a chance as anybody. If
ho succeeded in getting ashore—"

“The shore of the Bed 3ea™ muticred Bob. “ Amonp
black savages and dervishes—devils who would murder bimn
as =oon ag logk ot him.™

Wharton nodded slowly.

He could not help thinking that Major Cherry’s chances
of cacapo were very slim, but ha wanted to comfort Deb.

“ There’s a chance vet, Bob,” he said steadily. * And as
your mater says, the major will have to be looked for.”

DONT “BOB CHERRY IN.SEARGH OF HIS FATHER.” Zisi2r i Sk dNER Lioears, Now va Saie, Prics one Penny.
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Bob Cherry’'s iace was white as chalk, and there was a glimmer of wet on

his evelashes, He crumpled the let.er ‘
in his left hand; his rlzht was clasped to his throbbing forehead,

“(Oh, father! Oh, dad, dad!”

he criad.

(Nee page 2.) !

AL s -

“Wea yea. But how?”

“ Bomehow. 1 don't know!™

Bob Cherry's {ace zet firmly.

“I'm going to look for him,” he sad,

“You, Bob!" . .

“ Yas. There's nobody else to do it. I'm poing to do ih
T shall have to do it. If my father's still alive, I'm going to
ﬂn.dﬁlim.”

“ But vou can't get awa

“ ¥ shall get away. I'l make mother ask the I_'IEEH:_L I'm
poing to the Red Bea to search for my father,” said Boh
determinedly. * Why, old chap, he may be wrecked there
on the coast, waiting to be found and taken off—waiting for
somebody to come and help him. Do you think I couli
E.tickBa.t {:'rreiﬁrinrs while I thought that?"”

LL ut_ "

“I'm going—if I have to run away from aschesl. Dut that's
all right. I shall get leave all serene. I wish you couid come
with me. Harry."

Harey Wharton's eves zparkled. .

“By Jove. Bob! Look here, we were planning a long
excursian for the summer vac., and it's just on ui now.
Why shouldn’t we have a run abroad instead of the 1un at
hﬁma 1;3 wore planning--say a run down to the Red Seat"

Li ‘:’ !ll

“ My uncle would take me there if I asked him, and our
peopls couldn't have any fear of our going, with Colonel
Wharton in charge of us,” said Harry. I know he'd do it.
if I begped it of him—and he was o Iriend of your father’s,
too. They were in India together.”

Tar Macwer Linrary.—No. 179D,
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“{th, Harry!” .

“We'll seftle it. Nugent and Bull can write to theid
people, and Marky, too, and we'll all go tozether.”

Bob Cherry grasped his chum’s hand. .

“(th, that would be splendid, Harry—aplendid "

“We'll sedtle it, thon™

Bob Cherry roze to his fect.

“J—I think I'll go to my study for a bit,"” he said. I
foel gquite rocky, 1 shall have to go home to-day, lo sce
mother. Bhe will want me. When can vou see vour unclo
and ask him.”

T sea him to-day, too!"

“Jolly pood I

Beb Cherry moved away with slow steps.  All the bright-
;u:i'-.i. all the cheery elasticity, secmed to ba gone from the
sl

The blow that had fallen upon him had erushed him for
the time.

In his study Bob Cherry sat in silence, with his face in his
hands, and the tears trickling through his fAngers—tears that
Bob's eves wore unarcustamed to shed.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Colonel Says ** Yes.”

HE news of Bob Chorey's misfortune won him a preat
deal of sympathy among the other fellows at (irev-
friars, Beb was o gencval favourite, as he deserved b4

bo; his open, sunny nature made him liked by all.
And his father, too, was well-known at the old school, Tt
was not 50 long since Bob Cherry, accused of theft, and

FRANE RICHARDS.
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found guilty on false evidonee, had been expelled from the
ichool, and at that time Major Cherry had made himself very
prominent at Grevfriars,

He had come down in his wrath like an avalanche, and had
“ramped," as Franzk Nugent ealled it, in the most terrific
INENNer.

The Greyfviars juniors grinned when they thought of i,
but they all liked the fiery major. and they were very zorry
indeed when thoy heard of what had havpened.

But most of the fellows tried to encourage Bob to look
npon the brighter side of the affair, It was quite ]1;:551%:-!11 that
his fatker had got safely ashore, and might have been rescued
by now, or possibly was still waiting on the Aflrican coast to
be taken off,

Arad Bob, after the first terrible shock wae over, made up
his mizd to hope for the best, in accordance with his sunny,
hoypeful neture,

he idea of searching for Bob Cherry™s father under tropic
%‘9"5 appealed very strongly to the chums of the Remove
orTre,

They had been planning a caravan trip for the long vaca-
tion, but a voyage to tho Red Ses in search of a shipwrecked
man appealed to them much more strongly, if it could only
be managed.

And Harry Wharton had litcle doubt of being able to per-
suzde his uncle on the subject. Colonel Wharton was
devoted to his nephew, as fond as his father could have
boen, if his father had lived.

Bob went in to see the Head, and left Greyiviars within
an hour alter receiving the bad news.  IMe was wanted at
home now,

Harry Wharton talked the matter over in his study with
Frank Nugent and John Bull and Mark Linley.

The three were keen enough upen the propesed expedition,
and they had no doubt thas their people would agree i
Colonel Wharton was in charpe of the party,

It will be ripping,” eald Nugent enthusiastically, ** 8impl
gplendid! And we'll jolly well find Major Choryy, ang
bring him home in triumph.’”

“* What-ho " said John Bull

“ But it will be an expensive jonrney,” said Mark Linley
hesitatingly.  “I—I think you had better leave me out,
Wharton.”

" Waouldn't von like to come®”’

“¥Yes, of course. I want to stand by old Bobh, But—well,
you know how poor my peonle ere. It's no good making
an I:.]:m.;ug uh?ut the matter,” =aid the scholarship boy frankly.

And so—""

Tl fix that with my uncle,” said Harry. " You needn’t
mind the Colonel standing treat. He will do the same for
ail of us if we go. And you've simply got to come. You're
Bob's best chum.”

I should like to immensely, of course,” said the Lan-
cashire lad, with a sigh.

' Then you shall, if we do™

“And I guess I'm coming, t00,” said a voice at the door;
and Fisher T. Fith, the American junior, looked in with his
cool grin. " Excuse me, sirs. I guess 1 know what you're
plarning, and what you want to help vou through is 2 chap
about my size, with a clear American brain to think things
out for you—some.”

“We'll be glad, if you can get leave,” zaid Harry Wharton,
with a smila.

* Oh, wes, rather, we shall be serious enough : and we want
Fish to cheer us up,” said Nugent. ** Ha wiﬁ be able to show
ns how ewr}}'thing ought not to be done, and-—"

“T guess 1 could give yvou some pointers, my sons,”’ said
Fisher T. Fish, in his airy way. " You bet! I guess I'm
coming on this Journey, and if the major’s found, I puess
I shall be the injivin:]u; who will dig him up.™

" Rats "

"1 puess yon'll see™

“T'd better go and speak to the Head," said Harry
Whartan. "It will be only herinming the summer vaec, a
woeek or bwo in advance, reallvy, amnd I don’t see why he
should mind. I'il ask him, anyway.”

And Harry Wharton quitted the siudy, leaving the other
fellows eagerly discussing the prospects of the journey.

Harry Wharton was feeling a little donbhtfa! a4 he tapped
at tho door of the Head’s study, But he was quite calm
and cool as he entered M response to the " Come n!™ in
the deep tones of De. Lacke,

*If wou please, sir, may I have leave to go home and see
my uecle.” said Harry.

The Head vaised hiz eyvesbrowws,

* Faor what reason, Wharton?”

“You know about what’s happencd to Dab,
Cherew, T'miean ™

“ ¥es: I was very sorey to hear 1, sard the Hoad gravely,
“I sincerely hope that Major Cherry still lives”

“ He s pomng to be searchad for, sie”’

THE Macwer LiBraART.—No. 170,
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“* That is an excellent thing.™

" Wee—we wore thinking of looking for him, =i

D}I; Locke started, and stared at the junior, as well he
niight.

* You., Wharton 1V

“Yoes, osir,” s Harry, “T1, and Bob, and Nugent and
Ball, sir, and Fizh. If vou would be kind enough to give us
feave, wir, to get away from Greyfriars before the vac”

“"Yeon cannot be serious, Wharton. Even in the vagation
yeur pegple would not allow mere boys to undertake such a
JOUTTICY.

1 think my wnele weould take us, sir.”

*Ah! That would alter the case, of course,” said the Head.
" But have you any reason to suppese that Colonel Wharton
would undertake this journey.”

“ I want to ask him, siv.”

g %nr] that is the reason why you wish to go home to-clay

“ Yes, s

The Head wrinkied his brows thoughtfully.

M Very well, Wharton, You can at least have Jeave to
visit your uncle, If he should consont to take you on this
journey, T shall discuss the macter with hin,™

* Thank you very much, sir.”’

And Wharton, ten minutes later, was walking down to the
f_{:tﬁ of Greyiriars, with Nugent and Linley and Bull and

h to tee him off.

“1 kinder guess T ought to eome with you, Wharton,”
Fisher T. Fish remarked, as they stood on the platform of
the old station of Frardale, waiting for the train to come
in.

Wharton =tared at the American vouth.

" What the dickens for?"’ he <emanded.

“To perenade the old gentlemar. I could put it to him
in & businesslike way, you know,” explained Wicher T.
Fizsh. *T puesas T conld male him cotton to the idea thab
he simply must come.”

Harry Wharton smiled.

*1 think I ean do all that's necetsary,” he said.
here’'s my train ™

The train came rolling in. Nugent opened a carriage
door for his chum.

i _}_{;::IE-ELH I had better come," za1d Fish,

“ Rats !

1 can talk to him like a Dutch uncle, you know, I can
give himy straasht goods on the subject, and make him

anvyy,’

i gﬂﬁh !I‘J

“T'll talk to him in a businesslike war; the way we do
over there’ said Fisher T. Fish, * Over there ™ was the
United Btates in Fisher T. Fish'e peculiar language. I
can mako him see it, vou see. You may get left.”

“ Piffle I

Y Stand back there " shouted the guard.

“ Gogd-bye, Harry I

“Get off there, B::ish K=

Linley and Bull and Nugent made o grasp at the
American junior. But the elim and eluzive Yankes
whipped into the carriage after Wharton. The train was
moving. He grinned back at the astonished juniors on the
platform. )

“ Jovver get left? he inguired,

“You aes—-"

“You fathead -

“¥ou chump—"

“RExplain to the dector that T had to po and take cars
of Wharton—-"*

But the rest of Fisher T. Fish's message wres lost in the
distance as the irain rashed out of the staticn.

Harry Wharten legned back in his seat and stared ab
the YVankee echoolbor.

SANDOW'S BOOK
FREE!

Just published, a new book shuwing how Sandow won
Health and Fame, beautifully illustrated, and explaining
how every man and woman can obtain robust health and
perfect development by exercise.

SPECIAL OFFER.

To every reader who writes at once a copy of this book
will be sent free.

Address: No. 18, BANDOW EtéLL BURY STREET.
LONDON, W.C,

in this week's “GEM " Librarv,
Mowr on 5ale, Price One Penny,

“ [allo,

)]




© Wall, of all“tho check I he ejaculated.

Fisher T. Fish grinned.

“7 guess it's all K., he reaarked
ialk to the old guy, and L'll—"

“The what ¥

“i e old guy.” "

“If you are referring to my unsle as an old guy, rou'll
get o prize thick ear to tale back to Growlriars with you!
gaid Ilarry Wharton wrathfully.,

“No oflence,” suid Fisher T, Yish.
have said the ald gentloman.” i

“1 guess vou should, you hewling ass™

Tt you hear me put it to him, that's all,”” said Fisher
T, I'ish confidently. “ You'll hear the guy -I wmenn, youwll
Tiear him say * Yes ™

“ Rats 1™

“1 puess o-—

“ Brrr-r !

The train roshed on. Fisher T. Fish put his fect up on
the seat opposite him in the true American fashion, an
chewed the end of a penecil till the irain ran into the
station at Wharton Magnus, o

A quarter of an hour later the two juniors descended
From a hack at the rates of Wharton Lodge. A tall,
handsome gentleman with a white moustache was standing
by the gate talking to the lodgelkeeper. o

He swung round with an exclamation as the two juniwrs
approached him.

“Harry !

Y“incle 1

Colonel Wharton knew all about the story of Bob's expul-
then with Fisher T. Fish. He was evidenily pleased to
gpe ITarry, und at the same time considerably surprized.

¢ But what arc you doing here, Harry?" he ashed.
“Why are vou away Efrom Greyfrars "

“ ['vo come to ask you a big favour, nnecle.'

The colonel sniled. L. N
# YWou know you can ask me anyihing tn reazon, Flarry,
he said, “and [ know vou too well to think that vau would

ask me anything out of reason.” . anr

1 ouess you'll say yes, sir,” said Fisher T, Fish,  *I
Eucﬁs_" . :

“ 1 hape you will say yes, sir,”" said IMarry.

The colonel langhed,

“ Yes," he said

CY¥ouw licar me

“I gueis I should

P

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Bunter is Not Wanted!
H!\RR"‘F WHARTON pressed his unele’s hansd,

“ Thank wvou,” he said—"thank you so much,
unele ! But it's a big thing U'm going to ask, and
you're at liberty to take the *yes' back if you like,

after I've told you.” . R .

“I guess the colone]l wen't do that,” sald Fisher T. Fish,

“It's ahout Bob Cherry,” suid Harry.

“ Motk in trouble again, surely ¥’ asked the colonel.

Colonel Wharton knew sll about the story of Bob's expul-
gion from OCreylriars, and his reinstatement there in
triumnph.

“Yog, uncle. His father's boen wrecked in the Red Sea,
on the way to India, and, #o far as is known, only one chap
survived the wreek. Dut Bob's mother hopes that the major
may have got azhore somehow—he was a splendid swimmer,
vou know —and the chap who waz saved, was gsaved through
being able to swim four hours in the water.”

The colonel's brow clouded.

“Poor old Cherry! He was with me in the Khyber;™
he exclaimed. “I am very sorry io hear this, Harry!”

“It's rotten for poor old Bob," said Harry., *Hoe's
awfully cut up by it. We were thinking, uncle. -7

He paused.

“Yes, Harry?®" ] . ]

HWe kinder guess that the majer may shill he flourish
ing out there somewhere on the Afriean coast,” Fisher '
Tish intorjected. * We're thinking of going to leck for
him."

“ Ahem !

Yrihat's if, unecle,” snid Harey Wharlon eagerly.  You
mer, the major is very likely still alive  wrecked on a coast
among savawes and Arvab derviehes. You weee poing in
take all of us on a ecaravan trip {or the summer vae., Will
you tale us on a eruise instead "

“ A ernize, Harey 7 sadd the colonel, tupging thoucht-
fally at hizs white mBustache.

iYWas uncle: a cruize to the Ded Sea”

“ iy Jove !

% Ac for the expense, 1 ehall have o lot of moaney when
T'm twenty-one, you know, and I should like {no pay for
it gaid Iarry Jdiffidently. I know it will cost some
money.’'

The colonel sheak his head.

“That would not do, Harey. Desides, (he monev 15 nol
the point. If 1 could go, I could find the money casily
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ernough.  What doss your head-master za7 abount it? 1
suppoze vou asked him fHrse:™ o

“¥es, uncle; and [ think he will mive his perinnzamon
easily enough if he knows that vyou will take us”

The colonal nodded.

“Very well, Harrev. I will think it over, at all evenls
A matter of this sort cannot be sottled in a few minuates,
I am sorry for the major, and I should be glad to do any-
thing I could to help him, if he is really east away on the
shores of the Red Sea."

“What did I tell you?" axalaimed Fisher T Fizh triuta-
phantly. “ Didn't I tell vou he would be an old sport®™”

““ Thanks for your good opinion,”” said the colonel, smiling,
“I hope I shall always be an old sport, Come into the house
now and have somo dinner, and we will talk it over.”

And over a cosy little dinner they diseussed the mattor.
Tho more they discussed it, the more the colonel scemed to
take to the idea, and it wos not long before he decided to
corry 1t ouk. Fisher T. IFish prinned at Harry Wharton over
the table,

“I reckon I told you I should work the riffle,” he said.

Harry astared.

“¥oul” he ojuculated.

1] Y[\p !lli

It will be an excellent way of passing the summer vaca-
tion, instructive as well as amusing,"” szaid the colonel.  *° But
i 2y pood is to be done, we shall have to stary immediately,
arid shall come down to Greviriars and ask the Head's
conzent for you boys to accompany me.”

““Thank you so much, uncle!"

The colonel looked at his wateh.

“1 will come this evening,” he said. “JI can return with
vour,  There will still be time for me to catch the last train
for London, where [ shall have to go to srrenge about
chartering a ateamoer.”

Wharton's eyes glistened.

Fven Fisher T, Fish, convineed as he was that nothineg over
was dono on this side of the Atlantic as it might be done on
the other side, was impressed. The colonel certainly did
not intend to allow the grass to grow under his fect.

“1I guess your uncle's up Lo snuff, yeg." Fisher T. Fizh
remarked, as they walked back to the station. 1 guess he's
as hefty as an Amurnican, when it comas to making thing:
hum. What time does that train go?"

“ Half-past scven.”

“ Rettor hustle, then, or we'll lose it. Sorry to harry you
sir, but we shall loge the train if we don't hustle”

Colonel Wharton looked down at the slim and far from
athletic Ameoricen with a amile,

Fisher T. Fish prided himsolf upon his powers ag a walker,
but, as a matier of fact, there were Third Form fags al Grey-
friara who could have walked away from him.

“WYVeory well ; let us wallk faster,' said Colone]l Wharton.

And he stepped out with his seldier's stride.  Havrey
grinned, and guickened his pace. Fislior T Fish laboared
after them, grunting. In about two mimutes he dropped
hopelessly behind.

“1 wuess we've got time cnough now,” he called out
breathlessly.

Colonel Wharton and his nephew did not appear to hear.
They strode on at the same rapid pace, and Fisher T, Fizh
broke into a run to keep up.

T puess it's all right now !’ he bawled.

But there was no reply, nor did they slacken their pace.

Fisher T. Fish was kept on the run until the little old
station of Wharton Magnus was veached.

He was gasping for breath as he came into Bhe station, and
found the colonel and Harry lounging in a leisurcly way on
the platform.

“ Halle ' zaid Havey., “ Did we leave you belind ¥

Fizh panted.

“MNope! I puess I owas tekmmg b eauly)’ he jerked
ok,

““ Ha, ha, ha!"

I;‘kagﬁ-:.lrsr, I'm not tired ; I'm not ouk of b-b-beeath. I'm

B & i

“Ha, ha, ha!"" roarcd Wharton.

The train came in, and they were soon howling back to

Groyiriars. Colonel Wharton rang at the cgllege gates when
they reached the school, and Goshng, the porter, hushed his

prowl as he saw the tall figure outside. As the three crossed
the old Close, & fat fgurve relled out of the School [louse,
and the starlight glimmoerced upen Billy Bunter's big spec-
taclos,

“1 aay, vou fellows

 Tinzz off, DBunter!’”

“Oh, really, Wharton! T only want to know, you know.
Ave you going on that expedish "

i

"1 pucess we are, Bunty."

8
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“Good 1" exclzimed Billy Bunter.
I poess not””

© O, really, Fish—-

e That you jolly well won't " Harry Wharton exclaimed.
You're trouble cnough here, Bunter.” Buzz off !

Look here, Wharton,” g id Billy Bunter, taking hold of
Harry’s slecve, and gpeaking in his miost persuasive tones,
" Look herge—**

:: Rg,tﬂ{ Leggo 1™

It’s simply imperative for me to come. You see, 1 shall

he Eﬁ useful.  If there iz ahy ecooking to be done——-=>"

EE ] ﬂ!$ !!li

“Or eating," c;f*r'inncd Fisher T. Fish.
Bafpmr eould lend valuable assistance,™

Oh, really, you know Look here, Wharton, T simply
must come. I don't see why T shouid stick to lessons while
you chaps go off on biessed holiduye. Look here— Ok !

Wharton jerked his arm away from the fat junior, and
Fisher T, ish gave Lim a gentle bump. Billy Bunter sat
dt:n:l:n in the Clese, and gasped, with a sound like escaping

“Ow! Vow! Beasts!”

* 11a, ha, ha!”

Wharton and Fish went on into the House. Rilly Bunter

sal and gasped, and his duleet tones floated in after the two
Juniors.

“ Beasts '™

“T come with you.'

“That's where

i ey

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
The Wreng Nose.

T IIfELnext few days were busy oncs for the chums of Grey-
riars.

It had been decided that they should zo, and that

the party should consist of six juniors—Harry Whar-
ton, Bob Cherry, Frank Nugcent, John Bull, Mark Linlev,
and Fizher T. Fish, !
m;‘lﬂd the half-dozen juniors had plenty of preparations to

They were going on a voyage to a tropical elime, and into
dangerous regions, and they had to go prepared,

In the matter of clothing, the colonel’s experience stood
them in goed stead,

His advice was very valuable to the juniors, and they did
eomie shopping in Londen under his guidance, obtaining the
maximum of value for the minimum of expenditure.

There waa the question of arms to be considered, too, and
there the colonel's h{tiill came in very useful.  Harry Wharton
was a good shot, amd knew o preat deal about gpuns; but the
cthers did not. But they were greatly pleased with them-
selves when they saw the case of rifles and revolvers provided
for them.

Nugent's eves sparkled as he looked at the case,

“My hat!” he exclaimed. *° This locks really like business
at Jast. I wonder if we shall have to use theso things?"

“Very likely,” said Harry Whavton quietly,.  *“ We're

ing to the African shore of the Red Sea, and the natives

ord are savage t“ﬂﬂllp.’il—&-n‘m{.‘ of them cannibals, T beliove,
There are ce:rl’:ain]}' cantmibals further infla_ut'f, i1 t.]!H..'* Sudan.”

Y HF Jﬁ g !n

“We shall have to land, of course, to search for the major,
:ﬂ] we may have fighting to do, perbaps every day,” said

drry.

* Ripping !"" zaid John DBuil.

Harry Wharton laughed, .

“We might get the worst of it,” he suggested.

“Oh, rats!"™ ]

"qu_; rats,” said Fisher T, Fish, “Eh?
tkink, Dob, old son i

Bob Cherry started out of a reverie.

“ER?T he said. " Why, I think LI'lIl Gght all North Africa,
if necessary, to find my father
“ Hear, hear " sad Mark Linley.

The eolonel had chartered a steamer to take the party to
the Red Sea, It was a great day for the Greylriars juniors
when they started.

Mre. Cherry saw them off in the train for London.

The major's wife—ar, perbape, widow—was very calm and
gquiet, but the ved on hor evelids showed of recent tears,

“Good-bye, mafam!" said Ilul'(i;g Wharton, as he shook
hands with Bob's meother., ® Geood-liye!  And never foar,
we'il bring Bob back all right.”’

“ And dad, too, meother,” whispered Bob.

“Qod bless you, my bey."” whispored Mrs, Chirey, Y and
grent, too, that you may find your father. Geocd-bye, my
dear bovs!" : 2

And the juniors waved their hats as the train steamed out,

Beh Cherrv sat in o corner and cough Like many boys
of realty deep foeling, he felt a curious shame about showing
hie ewotions.  The train rughed on towards Londen, and
Bob Cherry coughed in hiz corner and blinked.
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“How the wind blows in!"" he grunted, rubbing his oyes.
“Makes o fellow's eyes water.”

“ Yoz, doesn't ¥ agrecd Havry.

“1 guess youw'd better change with me, and have your back
to the engine, sonny,” szid Fisher T. Fish sympatheticaily,

“*Never mind; I'm all right.”

And Bob Cherry plunged his face into & newspaper, and
appeared to be reading for the next half-hour; but as he was
holding the paper upside down it is highly iinprobable that
he read any of it
. The colonel amd his compenions alighted from the tiain
in London, and they procesded at onee to the steamer.

It was a little eraft, and did not look a very handsome
veszel ; but it was fast and well built.

The-captain, a short, thick-set man, with a red beard,
called Captain Coke, was presented to the juniors, and he
orected thaom in a deep voice that seemed to echo from the
depths of his huge beard.

he bovs wore shown to their guarters on the steamer.
They found them confined enough as to gpace, but clean and
comfortable,

“1 pucss we can manage here," Ficher T. Fish remwarked.
“0Of ecourse, perhapa this isn't exactly as we should Jdo it
over there ™

* Oh, cheese i, Fishy ¥

oI Huﬁﬁ_"‘” :

“Shut up " roared the juniors,

And the Americen grinned and shut up.

The siz juniors occupied three state-rooms adjoining one
znother, each containing two bunks. There was rgom for
tho cabin trunks they had hrought, and room for them te
move. And more than that, sz Frank Nugent remarked
philosophically, they really could not expect.

Colonel Wharton 11:-::-Imc|llr in upen the juniors a little later,
with & gomal smile upon his hronzed face.

“ Are you making yourselves comfortable ?'" he ashed.

“¥oes, uncle,” zui] Harry brightly., I think we shall be
all right here.™

“1 puess 1t 15 all O.K,, siv. Ovoer there—— Ow 1"

Fisher T. Fish ceased as John DBull stamped upon his lee.
The colonel smiled and retired, and the American junior
turncd cxeitedly upon John Buh.

“What did you do that for?” he roared.

John DBull grinned. ;

*To shut you up, of course " he zaid. .

“You ass! Vou burbling ass!" howled Fisher T. Fish,
“T've got & corn on that hoof ™

" That's what comez of wearing American boots,”” eaid
John Bull serencly.

“Ha, ha, ha "

Fisher T. Fish snorted,

“You champion ass

“(h, let's get on with the unpacking,” =aid Iarry,
laughing.

“ 1 pucss that guy wants & reecord heking,” prowled Fisher
E. Fish. *“For two pins ['d show him ﬁmw we box over

1ere”

John Bull grinned again, and felt along the lapel of his
coat, and calmiy extracted two pins from the cloth. He
handed them to the American.

Fisher T. Fish looked at them in surprise.

“Eh?T he ejaculated.

“There you are!" said John Bail

“What do you mean ?"

Y There are your two mns’ said John DBull blandiy.
“Now show us how you box over theve'

“Ha, ha, ha " reared the juniors,

T3 1 eSS 11

*(30 ahcad !

“ Look hera——-">"

“ Pile in 1" \ ; :

“ 0Oh, all serene?’ sawd Fizher T. Fish, pushing back his
enffs. T guess I could show you guys how we box.”

YT ready”

“There yvou arve,’” said Fisher T. Fish, plunging forward
at once, und hitting out, with ahyut as much idea of hnl'.ing
as of algebra.  * There you are—that's for your nose ! Qw!

Fish's clumsy drive was knocked up, and John Bull gave
i a gentle tap on the nese in return, :

It was not a hard knoeck, by any means, but it was 0 un-
expected that it bowled Fisher T. Fish gquite over.

Il gave a gasp, and sat down.

There was a yell from Nugent.

“you ass! Get off my collars '

OV oW 11

Ficher T. Fish had sat down upon a bundle of collars, and
the shape of those collars was not improved by his weight.
The wrathful Nugent dragged him off. The American youth
rese to hiz fect, irﬂﬂl'l;il'lg somoewhat bewildered,

0w 1" he gasped.

John Bull gunned at ham.

1
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¥ Having any more?”" he asked,
“ Ha, ha, ha!l”

Fisher T. Fish shook hiz head.

“Upon the whole, I think I'll leave the lesson till 2 more
favourable opportunity,” he said. * We've got no room to
box here."

“ Ha, ha, Lha!"”

I was poing to dot you on the nose——"'

“But I dotted you on the nose instead,” grinned John
Bull. “It's all right—it was the wrong nose that pot dotted,
that's all."”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

Fisher T. Fish grunted, and went on with his unpacking,
The American youth was very fond of showing ihe Greyirviars
juniors hiow things were dene ** over there” but his demon-
strations generally turned out something like this,

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
All Alfke.

“ ERE we arc—at sea ! :
Harry Wharton uttered the exclamation as he came
up on the deck of the steamer. The Thames, with

its busy shipping, its thousands of masts and funnels,
had been left beland.

Away cut of the great cstuary of the Thames, the steamer
was gliding, leaving belind a black track of smoke against
the sunny sky.

The weather was beautiful, the seca softly rippling and
gleaming in the rays of the summer sun.

Overhead the sky was blue, and skylarks skimmed to and
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«Fire!” shouted Harry Wharton. Crack-crack! Right
up to the rocky pile the biacks came, with fiendish |
yells, their spears brandished in the alr. (Seepaye 16.) \

fro upon the broad expanse.
ing sight. A

%t was a great change, too, for the juniors of Greyfriars,
Much as they loved the old school, much as they loved the
grey old walls and ivied windows, they were glad to be upor
the blue sea, to be suiling for new and strange lands.

1 guess this is all right,” Fisher T. Fish remarked, lcan
ing gracefully upon the rail, with ons foot stretched out
behind him. 1 guess we shall enjoy this trip—some.”

1 guess so," said Frank Nugent, with a smile.

“ 1 hopa vou chapz ain't seasick.”

“I'm not,” said %IETI'}'.

“1 guess you'll ell kneek under as scon as we gyﬂt to the
Channel,” said Fisher T. Fish, with a grin, **You'll ke
crawling all over the deek, I guess Of course, I shali ot
foel it a bit. I'm an old sailor.”

“i"l.’lr’{-r&n’t you sick crossing from New York ™ asked Mark
Linley.

The American youth did not appear to hoar the question.

“ The old tub will bezin to roll as soon 03 we got into the
Channel,” he said, “ 1 suppose we have to go through the
Channel 7" ]

“ Yes, -rather—and then thirough the Bay of Discay," said
Harry. .

Nugent gave a grean of comic apprehension, !

“ The Day of Discay! My hat! That will give us a twist,
unless we've got on our sea-legs by that time.”

“T guess [ shall be all O, K."

¢ 1 guess vou will, if swank can do it,"" said John Bull.

It was s sunny afternoon as the stcamer plunged inte the
chops of the Channel. The weather was not at ali rough,
but the sea was rolling very much past the cliffs of Dovar.

It was a cheerful and inspirit

A Eglwdﬂ New, Long, Completa
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Frank Nugent sat on a scat on thie deek, and fell very silent,
Eﬁhiﬂhﬂ:r}r appesred to be thinking something out very

SLTHTY,

Fisher T. Fish looked at them and grinned.

* I guess I'm petting hungry,” he remarked.

John Bull gave a start.

“ Hungry I'" he exclaimed,

“1 puess gl

“You ass! You wor’t think of eating anything now !’

Y puess I'm oan old sailor, and I con eat when I hke,’
sai] Fisher T, Fish serenely. ““ You don't think the fore-
caatle hands miss their meals going to sca, do you?"

il Nﬂ; huh____ll-

“1 guess I'll hove some tommy. Shall T bring vou some ?
The cook's keelging open house for us, vou know, by the
colonel’s orders.’

“ None for me, thenks"

““ Bhall T bring you something, Nugent?'

MNugent geunted,

g NG.”

“ Npt o little bit of fay Eﬂrk‘ or— Oh!” o

Nugent {:lungad forward to the rail, and leaned over it in
anguish. The mention of fut pork had been the lnishing
fouch.

“0Oh! Groeo!”

“Poor old chen!” said Fisher T. Fish commiseratingly.
“1 saj-*%u'l;krb, shall T get you some fat bacon, or some blane-
ange

“ Buzz off, vyou beast ! saiud Dob Cherry faintly.

“8hall I get you soine fried fish, or——"

Bob Cherry made a fechle blow at the American vouth,
wi_il-n grinoed and dodged, and then Bob joined Frank at the
rail.

“1 guces I'll go and get my own grub, then,' said Fisher

groancd Nugent.

T. Fish. ‘' Sure there’s nothing I can do for you fellows?"
The fellows made no reply, and the American junior swung
belew. He came up a few miinutes later with a can of hot

coffee in one hand, and a shrimp sandwich in the other. Te
grinned ssrenely at the Greyfriars juniors, who were all feel-
ing inclined for anything but eating at that moment.

® Have somo of this coffee, Wharton '

“ Mo, thanks.™

“Have 8 bit of my shrimp sandwich, Bull "

" No, hang you.”

Bull's reply was a little less polite than Harry Wharton's,
But the junior from New York enly grinned.

““ I guess & shrimp sandwich isall ©. K.” ha said.
have one—it will buck you up. Take my tip.”

1] Gﬂ}ﬂ' !n

“ What's the matter with you, Bobi”

* Gerrooh '

““ Anything wrong with you, Franky "

“ (zrovorocooh I

“I guess you chaps ought to heve stayed ashore.
Buil, you're looking rathar seedr.
te buck you ap.'”

“Gruh 1 paspad Johnny DBull, and he rushed to the side.

The American grinned,

“ flow are you feeling, Linloy??

Mark Linley smiled.

“T am all right,” he said.

“1 guess you're an old sailor, eh ¥

“71 gpent a lot of time on the Mersey and the Irish Sea
once,”’ said the Lancashire lad guietly. " I'm seasonad.”

* You all right, Wharton?®"

“Don't talk to me."

“Why not 7Y

“Grool"

“ Poor chap!

" Gruh M

“ Have some grubi?”

“ (h, shut up!™

The steamer was rolling and pitehing now in the chops of
fhulr's] Channel, and Harry g’u’harmn joined Lis comrades at the
rail.

Mark Linley was guite compoted, and he fetched glasses
of water for his afflicted chuins, and ministered to thom,
"while Fisher T. Fish drank his coffer and ate his shrimp
sapdwich with an air of great serenity.

But, 23 a matter of fact, Fisher
being undermined. x

He did not finish that shrimp sandwich. About hulf-way
through it, he tossed what was left over the rail into the
soa, wilth & carcless sort of ar.

Then he was observed to place the cup of coffec on the
deck, not more than half consumed. o

Mark Linley locked at him, and he could not help grinning,
A peculiar shade of colour was crecping over the face of the
American junior. :

“ feeling all right, Fishy 7"’ asked Mark

Y Yep. ,
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“T'm so plad. Shall I fotch you anything to cat 7' asked
Linley, witE a grim.

Fizher T. Fish made a sort of gulp.

“71 guess I've had encugl for the present,” he remarked.
“ Chanpe of air affects my appetite, you know, and I—I
don't feel hungry now.”

Bob Cherry turned a colourless face from the rail,

“ Won't you have some fat pork ¥ he grosucd.

“0Oh, ring off 1"

“Hr 8 chunk of fat bLacon with plenty of grease ™

i “_,'u

John Bull was sitting down, in a ztate of intense misery,
But a ghostly grin stole over his face as be saw the expres-
mnn}ql:_rf Fisher T. Fish, - sed

“He's it, too ! asped.

““(1h, %?:-tr:'if” ¥

“Rot ! said Fisher T. IFish, in = feeble voice. '] haven't
ot 1it. I'm an old sailer, 1 guess—esome.”

“T'm jolly glad yvou've got it,” said John Bull, “and to
judze by the look of you, ron'll have it worse than we do."

id 7 ﬂ]}l}‘“

“Bhrimp sandwiches aren’t good for sea-sickness,” said
John Dull, with fiendish glee. ** ¥ou'll be rolling on tho
deck 1n & mainute.”

“1 guess—— Ow! Oh! Dooch|™

“Ha, ha, hal"

(K] 'E'ﬂw !J"

“Ha, ha! Grooooch!”

John DBell's Jaugh ended in a gurghng groan, and he
hurried to the side. Fisher T, Fish sat down on the bench,
and moaned.

It had becn out of sheer bravado that he had taken the
coffce and the shrimp sandwich. He was sorry far it now.
His swank had cost him dear. As a maetter of fact, he was
far worse a sailor than any of the others.

Colonel Wharten eame along the deck, and he locked at
the juniors with great commiseration. The rvolling of the
steamer made no difference to the teugh old scldier,

“I'm sorry you're fesling bad, my lads,” he said,

“I guess I'm all 0. K.,” groaned Fisher T. Fizh,

“You don't feel 1137

" Nope."

i .‘:I Then your looks are very deceptive,” smid the colonel
rily.

gl B ﬁtmss-—— Ch 1

“ What's the matter 1"

" Nothing, T gucss.™

“0Oh!” moaned Nugent.
Inky vzed to say! Ow!
theurh.”

“ Nopp, [—= Oh!”

Fisher T. Fish stopped short in his denial, and fairly laid
down-on the deck, and was terribly sick. And for the next
two or three hours Fisher T. Fish bardly moved, and mads
no sound excepting to cmib 2 groan.

“Oht This i3 terrific, as old
I'm jolly glad Fishy has pot it too,

— e o

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER,
Left,

Y the time the Ilope was through the Channel the
Greviriars juniors had got on their sea-legs, az a spilor
would say; and the terrible mal-de-mer no longer
assailed them. Fisher T. Fish was the last to recover;

and even when the steamer ran past Ushant the American
junior was still feeling copsiderably umeasy inside. The
other fellows were very much inclined to chip him on tho
subject, alter the swank he had started with, but he locked
so yellow and migserable that they had not the heart to do
g, All his awank was gone for the present, which was a
preat comiort, though it was pretty certain to return as soon
as the American junior felt recovered,

Ushant disappeared to port, and the bows of the steamer
plungerd into the troubled waters of the Bay of Biseay,

The dreaded Bay was smiling to the view, but long cre
U.-nlpo Finisterre came into sight the sea was rn!linf under &
gale, and the Hope rolled and plunged more terribly than in
the chaps of the Channel.

Then egame the sccond attack, and the Greyfrifirs juniors
moancd and said things about the Bay of Biscay which were
not complimentary.

I3ut all things come to an end, and the steamer ran on into
calmer and sunnier waters, and the mounteins of Portugal
loomed up through sunshine and blue.

“Thiz 18 ripping ! Frank Nugent remarked, one morning,
a3 he came on deck., * Heats caravanning at home, eh "

“1 puess so," said Fisher T, Fish. “It doesn't beat
canocing on the Hudson, over there, though.”

“Oh, blow over there!”
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“1 guess—" 1 _ _ ,

“ Fishy's recovercd,” said Mark Linley, with a grin,
¥ Wa ghall have swank without ead now that he's got over
the sickness."” 3

The American gave o sniff. i

“1 guess [ wasn't really sick.” he remacked, with un-
common nerve. I was fesling a little seedy, that's all, alter
that shrimp sandwich. My opinion is that the shrimps were
high. T'm a jolly good sailor, and——"

“ Rats ! :

“ And I've practically nover been sick——"

There was a shont of protest from the juniors. ,

After the exhibition Fisher T. Fizsh had made of himself m
the Bay of Biscay, rolling on the deck, or moaning in his
bunk, for hours together, this was reully a little too cool,

e Shut up 1

“ Cheese it 1"

“ Ring off '

“71 puozss—"" began Fisher T. Fish. .

" Gfall the cheald 1" exclaimed Harry Wharton indignanily.
““When you'rg as vellow a2 a guinea at the prasent moment,
and you've made roore fuss than the lof of us put together !V

£ Nﬂ[}'ﬂ' 1 o

“0Oh, bump him " exclaimed Dob Clherry.

“Good erg!™ '

The jubiors made a rush at Fisher T, Fish. The American
unior made a rush in Lis turn for the companion-way, and

lted down the stairs. There was a voar from the cehin
ladder, and the sound of a leavy bump. e

“ My hat!" roared Frank Nugent. “*The ass! Whe's he
knocked down? .

A deep voice answercd the guestion.

“You clumsy swah!"

“Captain Coke!  The

harton. : .

The juniors ran to look down afler Fisher T. Fish.

Captain Colte was just picking himself up at the hottom of
the ateps, and Fisher T. Fish still lay gasping on the fleor.
The expression upon the thickly bearded face of the skipper
showed that he was very angry.

“Vou silly swab!"™ he exclaimed.

“1 guess—"

:: You fumf{ling lubh:zf B

1 guess ' sorry !

Thﬂgﬁ-kfppﬂr prowled, and tramped on deck. Fisher T,
Fish rose to his feet, looking considerably dazed.

“Ha, ha, ha!t"

Fisher T, Fish looked up at the grinning faces above.

“Ow ! he grunted. “0Ow! I'm et

“ Ha, ha, ho!" voared Nugent. “ Jevver gotb left?”

““Ha, La, ha ' . .

And Fisher T, Fish limped nwey without roplying.

The steamer rounded the coast of Portugal, and stopped
at the Snanish coast, at Cadiz, for a fow hours, and then ran
on swiftly throush the Straits of Gibraltar.

As the steamer rushed on into the Mediterranean, the
juniors had a glimpse of Gibraltar, that wonderful fortress
won by DBritish pluck, keld by liritish fortitude, and now the
guardian of the entrance of the Mediterrancan Sea.

* There's Gib. " said Harry Wharton, ** I'd like to land
there, 1f we had time: but we haven't!”

Bob Clerry nodded.

He, too, would have been glad to explore the famous Roelk,
but he was anxieus to get to the seeno of his father’s shap-
wrack, and commence the sourch for him.

All Biob Cherry's thoughts now were of lus father, and
somehow, as the steamer ran on into Southern waters, Bob's
hopes of finding his father alive rose and grew stronger.
In hiz mind's eye ha could sec his father on the rocky coast,
in tattered attire, looking out to sea, walling for the vessel
that wos to rescue him.

“ And we jolly well will save him,” sad Bob Cherry, pur-
suing his unspoken thought olowd. *I'm not going back
without him—or ¢lse without proof that it's all over.”

“ And we'll stick to you, Bob,” said John Bull.

“ 7 guecss so! Dut you leave it to me—I'll find him,” said
Fighoer T. Tish, “¥ou rely on the hoss-semse of a fellow
from over there”

To which all {he
naniwnty :

“ Rats !"

Colonal Wharton eame on deck with a cardboard target in
his band, and a =eaman bl‘GUth up half a dozen rifles. The
Juniors gathernd round the old soldier at once.

“Wo're soing to have some shooting practice sic?™ asked
Iioh.

The colonel nodded,

“That's it, my lad. We may have to use cur firearms on
the const, when we get there, and you necd practice. I hope,
of course, that tleare will be no heghting; but you can never
tell, and the hest wav to avord o light is to be ready for one ™

“ Yes, ralher, sir.”

Figiier T, IMish picked up one of the rifles. The way he
held 15 showed that be hsd handled a gpon before: but
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whether he could use it Lo any purpose was another question.
The American junior had certainly told the fellows that he
was 4 dead shot; but he had told them many other things
that they did not quite belicve.

“I guess I could aceount for a good many of the Leggars
with this gun,'" Fisher T. Fish rotnarked, Iooking round for
admiration. ** You should have seen the way have shot
buffaloes aver there,"

“In New York ¥ grinned John Dall, o

Y Yop-—I mean nope. Un the peairies, said Fish vaguely.
“I'm a dead shot! I guess L could show you chaps some-
thing in shocting 1"

“Go it, then”

Cotonel Wharton Iavahed.

“You shall begin, then," e said
Hanson.”

* Ay, ay, sir!"” .

The dock was eleared for a space for the target shooting.
All the juniors knew how to load their_rifles, but with the
oxception of Harry Whartor, they wers little given to shoot-
ing straight. Fisher T. Fish put the rifle to his shoulder,
and glanced along the barrel.

“ It might be a good idea fo put the siglis corvectly before
firing,” the colone! suggested guictly.

;:! guess s0," said Fisher T. Fish unabashed.

pug !

“I guess that's n bullseye.” ;

The target was large enough, and it was at no great range.
Dut it did not show o sign of having been touched. Even on
the outermost rim of it, Fisher T. Fish's bullet had made no
mark.

There was a chuckle from the juniors, and from the seamen
Jooking on.  Fizher T. Fish's bullet had whizzed away to sea,
at least & vard from the rim of the target.

“ Ha, ha, ha " i

“1 guess my hand's cut a little,” said Fisher T. Fish,
 You watch me, that's all.”

“IIa, ha, ha! We're warching you.”

“ Go it, Fishy "

“ Put up the target,

Bang !
Mo mark on the tarmat!
Dang! DBang!

(EE

“* Ha, ha, he!l . _ .

 Zay " exclaimed Fisher T Fish, * 1 gucss these ain'g
blank cart.ridic;m, by any mistake, are they?

The colonel burst into a laugls.

“ Wo, they sre not blank,” he said.

** Then what's the matter®"

“* The matter i3 that you cannot shoot, I suppose.”

“T prupss—"" : :

“ OOh, shut up, Fishy!” said Harey Wharton, * You can’l
shoot for tofee! Cheess it, apd take 3 back seat.”

1 puesgge—""

“ Rats!" :

And Fisher T. Fish was gently pushed aside, and the otler
juniora joined in the rifle-practice; and ere long the target
was spotted over with holes. Harry Wharton succeeded in
getting bullseyes twice in three shots, and the rest succecded
in putting their lead somewhere near the marlk; but Fislher
T. Figh, try as he would, could not hit the target at all.

He threw down kis rifle at last.

“ [ gucas I can't get on to the hang of these English rifles.”
he said. * Dut you thould have seen me at shooting over
there™

““ Ha, ha, hat'" .

“ [ puess I don’t ses whore the eackle comes in”

“ But we do,” grinned Noagent.  *f Ilear us grin!  Ha, ha,
Tia 17
And the juniors grinned loudiy,

[ Y

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Danger |

UNNMNY skica and sunny seas!

The Hope steamed on through the ealm waters of the
Moditerranean, between coansts famed in song  and
story. On the rvight, Africs, Moroceo, Algorvia, Tunis,

Tripoli, in guick succession. On the left, Bardinia ond EIL’I‘!,SH
anfr then Greeee and the Isles of Greeee, and Crete. The
suceession of romantic names was dazzling lo the minds of
the Greyiviars juniova.  Bob Chorry looked away to port one
morning towards the distaut mountains of Greece, ond drew
a deep breath.

““ And that's where old Tomer actually Erotted 1ound, when
he waa alive,” he said. My hat!  How 1'd hke 1o go
there 1 )

And Mark Linley looked awey lowards distant Greece
with & longing eve, Mavk, the scholarship boy, the [ellow

“A SCHOOLBOY'S CROSS-ROADS,” * *Risa’sf divmisnéeSimi™™® prank Elosaros.
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who had worked in a factory before he had won h’s scholar-
glip to Greyfriars, was the only fellow there who read ITomer
ts if the Greck were English; and to him Grecce meant
more than it meant to the others,

“We'll go there some day, Bob,” he said.

Y Wes, rather !

“1 guess we're going to stick to bizney now, though,” said
Fisher T. Fish. * Achilles and his giddy wrath cut no ice
with me, I can fell vou. So don't you begin with * Menin
acido Thea,” please, Marky.”

alark Linley laughed.

“1 wasn't g{:jr;i to,” he swd.

“CGood! We shall be at Port Said soon,” said Fishor T.
Fish, *“1 hope we shall get & run ashove there. People say
that it's the wickedest hole on the face of the earth. Worth
poeing, I ruees™

* Rats [

Fisher T, Fish was disappointed. The juniors wers not
allowed ashove at Port Said, which was prebably all the
better for them. The steamer glided on throuph the Suez
Canal, which the juniors viewed with breathless interest, and
then the wators of the Red Sca were round her keel.

The Red Sea!

- The mere name of it had a thousand sssociations. The
juniors thought of the ages ago, when Phavoah and his host
wero overwhelmed 1o the waters of that sea—that sca upon
which their eves now actunlly rested.

“Herve wo are!" said Bob Cherry, in a2 low voice.

" The Red Sea at last '

“ Yoe," zaid Colonel Wharton quietly: * and here is wheve
our quest bopins

It was blazing with heat., Overhead, in a sky of stecly
hlug, the sun wes hke o ball of fire, and the vertical rays
came dewn on the deck and blistercd it.

The juniors were clad now in their thinnest gorments, with
heoad, shady hats npon their heads, and they panted with
the heat and the breathlessness,

“Warm, ain't ¥’ saud Fisher T. Fizsh, as the steamer
ghded on through plassy waters,

“ ¥y hat! Talk about furnaces!"

“T'm about done all over, I think," Nugent said faintly.
1 can feel myv shkin frizzling.”

Colonel Wharton was consulting with Cantain Coke now.
He wanted to bring the stewmer to the exact spot, so near
ns it was known, where the shipwreck had taken place. The
vessel taking E'rfujm' Cherry out to India had been driven
upon a reef 0o osedden squall, and Captam Coke was con-
fident that lie could find the spot, from the information he
had received Drom the survivor of the wrech.

“Tt's in the lonelicst part of a lonely coast, sin,' he suid.
“1 lbehiove T know just where to look for i15; but we shall
lve to be carcful of the steamer”

“71 teave it in your hands, captain.”

Ay, ay, sir !’

Bob Cherry approached the colonel as he came down from
the bridge. Tobk's face was vory cager.

“ Are wo geliing near now, sir?” he asked.

" Yeg, my lad.

Bob Cherry’'s oyes ghstened.

;r:"]d"hen we're really going to begin the scarch at last¥" he
asked,

" Yes, We shall e on the exact spot where your father’s
vessel was wreeked : this afternoon, according to our skipper.™

““Oh, good, sir!"”

* And 1zf:mnm there we shall steam direetly to the shore, and
our search begins for the major.’™

“Thanlk you, =ir!™

The steamer glided on through shining walers,

At first, many sanils and many funnels had beon in sight,
bt now the steamer was drawing towards the Afvican coust,
put of the track of ships.

Unly & sail or two of an Arab dhow, going to or from
Masgsowah, broke the blue of the sea.

The juniors were looking oul cagerly,

A rocky, barren shore, with darl woods inland, came up
from the sea, and they woro looking upon Afvica.

Here the waters were curling over many a sunlen roof,
with long white lines of foany, amd the pace of thoe steamer
gropped to almost o craw)],

There was o dead calm on the sca: the water was glassy,
Had the Flope been a sailing vessel she would have been
beealmeod, motionless upon motionless wakbers.

Biut the eneines were throbbing, and the steamer crawled
e through danrerous channels, amud grip bristling reefs.

The juniors watched the sea breathlessly.

It necded only a little miscaleulation on the part of the
navigator for the vessel to run upon some sharp fang of rock,
end to go to the bottom—as always in the life of a seilor, n
the midse of life they were in death.

Wirecked on that desolate coast, in an open bont under the -

blazing sun. their lot would not be an enviable one.
But the juniors were not thinking of the danger.
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All their thoughts were in the quest; in finding the spot
where the major had been wrecked, and then secking him
on the nearest land.

Tt was with a thrill that the juniors saw firearms served out
to the scamen of the atcarmer.

Piracy in the Red Sen—a very flourishing concern not Zo
vory long ago—has been stamped out by the Dritish Navy.
Dut in odd corners of thaot lowless regron, sailormen know
that unarmed vessels sometimes pay foll to savage Arabs,
half traders and half robbeors, who infest the coast in their
swift dhows. It was necessary to be carcful. :

The juniors received their rifles with the rest.  Daily
practico at the target on deck during the voyage had made
thern all proficient, with the exception of Fisher T. Fieh.
It scemed unlikely that the American junior would cver be
able to shoot straight, though he was never tived of roln!:u:ig
the exploits he had performed * over there ” with all kinds
of fircarms, ] L.

The juniors put on their bandoliers, and loaded their rifles,
and watched the sea. . :

John Bull had a pair of binoenlars swung over Ins shoulder,
end he raised them =zeveral times and scanned the water
eastward, & e

“T guess you're looking in the wrong dircotion, Johnny,"
said Fishor T. Fish. “'ﬁm wreck was towards the African
coast, and vou're looking towards Avabia, sonny.”

“T wasn’s looking for the wreck, my son.”

“Then what the—-"" . i

“T was looking at that wvessel,” said Jokn Bull quictly.
“Tt's been following us for more than an howr—ever since
wa slackened down speed among the reefs, in faet”

“ My hint ™

The juniors followed John Bull's glance. Kastward on
the szea loomed up a large Arab dhow, and i the blazing
sunlight they could see the dark foees and the white garments
of hor crew. For a vessel of her size, the crew scomed very
numerous, and in the sun-blaze the juniors were certamn they
cunght a flash and glitter here and there of bright steel.

“By Jove!" said Harry Wharton.

“ “believe the begpars mean mischicf.” said John Bull
quietly. **1f thev don't, what are they following us for "

“Wot to help vs, cnyway."

“No fear I

“1'll speak to my uncle™

Havry Wharton crossed over to the colonel, who was
standing by the rail, watching the curling sea ahead, and
lookine away towards dim Africa.  Harry touched the old
soddier on the avm.

“ Unele 1

The colonel gloneed down at him.

“What is it, Harry 1"

“Will vou look at that craft? Ball savs she has beea
following us for an hour. T didn't notice it befove”

Colonel Wharton started.

“ DBy Jove!" .

Ile joined the captain hurriedly on the bridze.

THE NINTH CHAPTER
Arab Pirates.

ARRY WHARTON & CO. locked away anxiously
towards the dhow, The eraft had been crocping on,
on the track of the steamer, like some wild animal
cautiously following its prey. But now its speed was

increasing, as if it were sure.

Captain Unke knitted his grizeled brows as he looked ac
the r]l-lh-m*.'. Colonel Wharton read his expression aright.

“Voau think they mean mischief ¥ he asked.

The skipper nodded.

““ Ay, av, =ir”’ .

it a steamer could soon show a clean pair of heels to
any sailing vessel, in case of necessity,” the colonel remarked.

SNok in thiz case, sir,” said Captain Coke, with a shake
of the head. ** You sce, thoso scoundrels know this coost
bottor than I do, and they think they've got us into a trap.”

“A trap! In what way?"

S We're right among the recfs now, and going at & crawl,
Weo can't put on steam, sir, without stoving i our timbers
on the reefs, and they know it well.”

The colonel tugged at his grey moustache.

“Then we cannot run.'

“ Impossible I o

“Then if they mean mischief——" . ]

“They ecan attack us if they like,” said the skipper quietly.

Y And you think—"

“1 think they will like"

“ By Jove!l"™

The colonel locked townrds the Arcab dhow agmn.
ranging up closer and ¢loser to the steamer,

"lﬁm Arabs were crowding the deck now.
stecl was to be plainly seen.
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Ruox the prefect went to the floor with a crash with Junlors sprawling atl over him, and the din was fearful. la
the midst of it there was a rustle of a gown, and a hurried foatstep, and then a startled voice.

What does this mean!"

% Good heavens!

“The Head!™ gasped Tom Merry, (dn exciting incident #n * The Boy from Nowhere !
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Firearms, probably, the brown rascals had few or noue;
but they haﬁ knives or scimitars in abundance.  II they
should got to close quarters, they would be terribly dangerous
foes to tackle. ) _

And that they meant mischief there could be little doubt
now. They were pear enough for the brown, malignant
faces, the drawn lips and shining teeth, to be clearly seen.

They were going to attack !

The juniors could see it, too.
they grasped their rifles. i

For the first tirne, Harry Wharton & Co, seemed likely to
have to fight for their lives, and to depand for their gafiety
upcen nothing but their own pluek and strength.

The colenel lowered his voice as he spoke again, There
was nothing like fear in the heart of the old soldier; he
was thinking of the boys whom he had brought from Grey-
frigra into this terrible peril.

“ They are coming for us?"" he muttered.

'y -'-j-l!lr:- Ay 1L

“ And if they board us—""

Captain Uoke smiled grimiy. . .

“If they once gel aboard, sir, they'll get the hetrer of us
by numbers. There are two-score of them at least.”
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“ And if they beat us .

“They will murder every motner's son on the ship, and
then sink her after they've taken away everything valuable,
They won't leave anybody alive to bring -:i.:}wn a DBriush
eruiser upoen them."

“ Tho hounds !

Cuprain Coke shrugged his shoulders, - )

“Theso fellows were slavers apd pirates il our erwsers
stopped them,” he said. ** They've changed their ways, but
net their natures. They're all ready to break out apgain at
a moment's notiee.””

1 osuppose 5007 ) _

“But they won't got aboard,” said the captain grimly.
“ We have Afteon hands, including the boys, and most of thoin
know how to shoot. T'I! hail ths seum yonder through the
mpgaphone, and warn them off.”

“Good!”

The captain’s huil rang over the rapidly-lessening space ba-
twoen the twao vessels

“Ahoy ! Aboy, there!”

Thero was no reply from the dhow, )

But the vessel crept on steadily, her side lined with dark,

A Splandid New, Long, Complete
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savage faces, and glittering eyes—faces and eyes of men who
logked like wild beasts about to spring.

Harry Wharten gritted his teetﬁﬁ

* They're coming for us,”’ he said

“1 puess so"

“Load!” rang out Colonel Wharton's voice,

Again the captain hailed the dhow.

“Aboy! Keep off, or we shall shoot!”

A jabbering in strange tongues, a sound of moeking, cruel
laughter. Savage faces grinned from the dhow, and Wweapons
were openly displayed now, Thera was no further disguise
about the Arabs. Slavers in old time, traders and robbers as
chance offered, they were pirates now—prepared for any
savage and desperate work.

Captain Coke set his lips.

Once maore he bawled through the megaphone.

“"Keep off, or we fire "

A yell from the dhow answered.

The words were incomprehensible, but the meaning was
clear-—hthq meaning was robbery, murder! That was clear
enough.

The dhow was not filty yards distant now. The Arabs were
standing ready to spring aboard the steamer; some of them
had placed their knives in their teeth, to leave their hands
free till they should be aboard.

Captain (:T-Dkﬁ glanced down along tho decl,

“Fira " ho sand.

Crack ! erack ! crack!

A blazo of rifle-fire burst from the deck of the steamer.

It crashed into the crowded Arabs on the dhow like hail.

Thero was a fcarful yell from the crowd of brown-faced
SAVaTes.

Men fell right and left, shricking and groaning.

Colonel Wharton's cyes gleamed. To tho old soldier the
crack of o rifle was a sound of music. Like an old war-horse,
the sniff of battle was delightful to him.

“Fue!” he shouted, *

Crack-ack-ack-ack !

The magazine-rifles poured out a deadly hail of lead.

Tt swept through and through the crowd of savage Arabs,

wling them over liko ninepins,

Wounded men sprawled over the dheow, shrieking and
screaming, and iouder yells of rage broke from those who
wero not hit.

The juniors were firing with the rest.
~ Which of the shots went home and which did net it was
impossible to tell. Many missed, and many found billets in
savape breasts.

It was no time to think of squeamish merey, Life itsell
was ab stake—it was life they were fighting for,

Crack-ack-ack !

And still the dhow glided on.

Bump!

For a moment the vessels touched, and ere they receded
apart, o brawny Arab leaped on the deck of the stemmner.

The vessels separated, and two or three following Arabs
dropped into the sea between, The rifles still blazed away
at the dhow.

The single Arab stood on the steamer's deck, paniing, a
long, gleaming scimitar in his hand. With savage face, he
rushed right at tho juniors who wero nearest to him,

Crachk !

'&t-hw:ls ﬂf'ﬁ ravolver in U:::]qnng{"ﬁ’-l:lnrtcm‘a i:Jand that. r:u:? out.

e ruffian gave a convulsive leap, and spun » -
erashed down upon tho deck, B ¥ ound, and

Ho did not move again.

Harry Wharton drew a deep, deep breath—the scimitar

had been within three feet of him when his uncle shob the
ruffian down.

Crack—erack—erack —crack!

The rvifles were yet ringing out, hut the dhow was not
coming on now. ‘Tho pirates kad had enough of it, and
they were sheering off.

Like a frightened animal, the Arab craft fled before the
wind, a savage wyell ringing back from her feroclous crew
aﬂFsI:hn wr-}nt,B o Ao

rom the British seamen and the Greviviars juniors
hurrah answereod. T!m}' had won! * ’ b Joid

" Hurrah! IHurrah!”

THE TENTH CHAPTER,
A Ciue at Last.
CDLGI\’EL WHARTON stepped towards the fallen Arab

tensely,

ive it them well,”?

on the deck of the steamer. He was the only man
who had gained a footing there, and he had fallen to
tho colonel’s revolver. But the man was not dead. As
the eolonel stopped beside him the dusky ruffian stirred, and
his wild, dark cyes opened.
Hato and rage blared in them as they rested upon the
white man.
Tre Macsxer Ligrary.—No. 179.
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Colonel Wharton stooped and disarmed the man. He
caght up the scimitar and tessed it over the rail into the
sea. Then he dragged a knife and a revolver from the
ruffian’s sash.

The Arab groaned.

The knife the colonel tossed aside, but the revolver ho
retained in his hand. It excited his interest. It was not,
properly speaking, a revolver, but a repeating pistol of the
most modern manufaciure, and certainly a most surprising
weapon to find in the possession of an Arab in the Red Sea.

“That has belangked to some European guite lately, sir,'”
Captain Coke remarked.

Colonel Wharton nodded.

“¥es, I was thinking so—someone whom this scoundrel
huz robbed, I suppose.”

The pirate groaned again.

“Make him tell you, sir,' said Bob Cherry eagerly.
you mind letting me see the pistol closely, sic?™

“ By all means—but why

“H's » Browning, isn't it§"

11 'Heg.ll‘ ) . . ) )
“.‘.'-1}; father had a pair of Browning pistols with him,”
said Hob Cherry., 1 saw him practising with them a lot
of times last vacation, sir, They were exactly that make,
and 1t occurred to me just now E

Mo paused. :

“ My hat!? exclaimed Harry Wharton, with great interest,
“ Was there any mark on your dad’s Elamls, Boh®

“Yesx; hizs imtials cut in ithe stock.

“We shall soon see as to that,” sawd Colonel Wharton.

He turned the butt of the pstol up to view., A sharp ory
escaped from Bob Cherry, and it was echoed fram the rest,

There, in the buit, were the engraved imuals—"* R. ("

“ Robert Cherry ! ejaculaled Harry Wharton.

Bob's eyes blazed with execitement.

“Jt's one of my father’s pistols! he exclaimed. * Then
dad can’t have gone down, or it would have gono down with
him. That villain must have taken it from my father while
he was still living.”

* Hurrah 1" shouted John Ball. )

“Quite vight, I think,” said the eclonel slowly. He did
not add the thought that came at once into his mind-—the
Arab pirate was hardly likely to have robbed the major with-
out doing him [urther harm, He would not discourage the
boy. “We'll pet at the truth from thiz scoundrel, anyway.”

“Can he speak English, sir?

*Weo shall see.”

The wounded pirate was glaving savagely at the English-
men. His face was covered with bleod from his wound, where
ihe bullet had ploughed along his skull and stunned him.
Ho was recovering %nst now, but he wus unarmed, and at
the merey of the white men.

“ Do you speak English?" exclaimed the colonel.

The man shook his head. )

“1 dara say he could if he liked, sir,”" =zaid Captain Coke.
“But it's no matter; I can talk his lingo, and T°]l transiate
for the swab, if you hke™

* Thank vou, captain.™

Coke turned to the wounded Arab and jabbered to him in
a tongue incomprehensible to the junicrs. The Arab shook
his head savagely.

The captain smiled grimly.

“Heo refuses to reply, =n,"
that. Hanson, run a noose round the swab's neck.

iE AF,* E-Fi 5i:l:.]l!' .

The juniers leoked qum!r.l‘]:.r at one another, but they did
not think of interfering. They left Colonel Wharton to deo
that if he chose, and the bronzed colonel made no movement.

The seaman ran the noose round rhe meck of the Arab.
The man's dusky face went a chalky white,

[la jabbered again in his own tongue.

* He's coming round!” said Captain Coke grimly,

He spoke again in Arabic.

Then & strearn of rapid talk fell from the lips of the Avah,
the skipper of the steamer listening with a grim face,

“ What does he say ¥ asked Colonel Wharton, when thera
was 4 pause.

““He says he tock the pistel from a white man on the
coast here a week ago.”

** An Englishiman '’

* ¥es,"” zaid Captain Coke, afier intorrogating the Arab
aerain.

*“ And what became of the man?”’

“He says the man was left on the coast.™

“Aldive?

“Ho he says!

“* He docs not know the man's name?™’

11 HQLT‘

** It was my father " Bob Cherry exclaimed joyfally.
must have beeon my father!

* Do

he said, “ but we'll soon plter
NF
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taken from a white man, that white man must have been
my father. He did not go down 1n the wreck.”
ho eclonel o .

“* That scoms to be pretey clear now,” he said,  * Whatever
became of Major Cherry afterwards, ho did oot go down in
the wreck." 3
h'“ ?;1 he lives, sir—I am sure of it—and we shall find

imt i

Tho repe was unlaced from the Arab’s neck., e staggered
to his feet. In spite of the stains of bieod upon his face, he
was not much hurt. _ _ )

“What are you going to do with him, captain?’ Colonel
Wharion asked.

“Put him in irons, and give hita up to tha authorities
when we touch at some port,” rephied Captain Coke.

Whether the Arzsb understood English or not, he cast a
suddan startled glance upon the skipper, and made a rush
for the side.

" Beize him 1" shouted Captain Coke. ]

Wharton made a elutch at the Arab; but he eluded it
sprang to the rail, and leaped over it into the sea.

Splash |

“"He's gong !

“The madman!” sald Captain Coke, with an angry shruyg
of the shoulders. ' He's gone to his death !V

“What do you mean, captain? He may swim to the
dhow or to the shore.' ]

Captain Coke raised his Lrown hand to point to the sca.

* Look there!™

A fin showed above the shininf.; waters. Another and
another followed it. The colonal's bronzed face turned a
shade paler.

" Bharks!" he muttered.

“Ayv, ay!”

“ Good J;'u:-.a vens !

The juniovs ran to the side, looking after the Arab with
white fazes and straining eyes. The trail of blood from the
pirate’s wound had porhaps attracted the sharks. Five or
six of them were playing round him 10 a few seconds

He did not secem to see them. He swam rvight on, heading
for the shore.

Colonel Wharton turned quickly te the skipper.

“Is it too late to save him? A boat——""

Claptain Coke shock his head.

“Too late! We could never reach him in time.”

It was evi&entlﬂ- too late. There was a gleam of white on
the sea as a shark turned over to sgize his prey.

A sudden leap of the swimmer in the water, a bubbling
cry, and a stain of red on the shining zea—and the Arab
pirate disappeared for ever,

The juniors turned back from the sea, sick at heart.

The Arab sea-robber had deserved his doom, no doubt:
but it was a terribie one, and it brought home to them the
savage realities of the wild, lawless regions they were
voyaging in.

“ Heaven have mercy on him ! muttored the colonel.

The steamer crawled on among the reefs. In the distagee
tho Arab dhow had faded to & mere speck.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER,
Darkest Africa.
'TTIIS is the placo!™ said Captain Coke.

The juniors looked round them from the deck of

the steamer.

Low-lying reefs and vocks, with the sea enrling
hn!.wm;tn; a low shore, with hills rising further Inland, and
thick forest—that was the scone. In such u place had Bob
Cherry’s father been wrecked.

“Are vou sure?” the colonel asked.

““As sure as can be, sir. From the doescription, this is the
place. HSomewhere within five miles of where we now ave
the vessel went down.”

“The shore is not two miles distant,” the colonel re-
marked, with a glance towards the African shore, now decp-
ening into the dusk of evening.

“ Ay, ay, sir! The vessel must have Dbeen driven far oug
g[ hc.-!_" courseé by the storm. Probably the ergines broke
oWl

“ And now-——>"

“I should say that we should make for the nearest land
—for that's certainly the spot Major Cherry made for if he's
alive, s

“¥ou are right.”

The steamer glided on towards the African shore.

It roze clearer o the view—the moon was creoping above
the heavy troes inland, and the soft white light glearned
upon the curling sea and the grim, grev rocks.

The sun had sunk out of sight now; save for a vosy glow
in the heavens. it was night. The glow swiftly departed
gnd all was black, save where the moonlight foll.

The %miurs stood silently watching the dusky shore.

Was Major Cherry there?

It secmed certainly the ense, from the clue that had fallen
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1o their hands, that he had succeeded in lunding after the
wreck of his vessel,

But what had happened to him since?

Had the Arab pirates spaved him? Had the black sevages
of the coast found him?

, 2o near to the goal now, these unecasy l-hﬂ'-.l%htﬂ thronged
in Bob Cherry’s mind. And yet ho was hopeiul.

Nearar and ncarer to the share.

The steamer erawled now. And at last she stopped in a
l!ttltﬂt, inlet among the high recks, which hid her almost from
sizht,

The anchor was dropped.

Bob Cherry strained his eyes into the dusk of the shore.

Was hig fathor there?

That was the thought that was beating in the brain of the
Gli?f‘l'riarﬂ junior—was his father there?

o touched the colonel upon the sleeve, and the old
soldier looked down kindly upon him.

“Can we go ashora at onee, sir?' asked Bob tremulously,

“OF what use, in the dark, lad? said the colonel, “*'We
shall commence in the morning. There is nothing to be
done to-night.'

“I—I suppose not. Puaf—'"

; E‘]‘ Bettor got a good night’s rest, and be up with the sun,
ad.”

“ ¥os, 1 shall be up with the sun,” aaid Bob., “I—I don't
feel as if I could sleep to-night though. Could we fire guns,
as a signal to anybody whe was on the shore, sic?"

The eolonel hesitated.

“There are plenty of savage niggers in these parts, and
they would hear the firing, sir,”” said Captain Coke. *Ii
might bring them round us. But, after all, we can't seaich
for the major without piving away our presence here. Sup-
pose we blow the steam syren at intervals through the night?
If the mator is on the coast he will hear that and he wili
know that it means a white man’s steamer.”

“Good ! said the colonel.

A wild and wailing note ssunded from the steamer’s syren.

It rang and echoed far along the rocky coast and over tho
moonlib sea and far among the deep, tropical forest inland,

At intervals of five minutes the syren’s note rang ond
Ea.j.h}t_;red over the lonoly shore, echeoing far into the silont
night.

Strange and cerie enough it sounded as it echoed among
the rochs.

But no reply came to the signal—me white man's voica
hailed the vessel from the gloom of the rocky shore.

Harry Wharton, watching over the rail as the moon
climbed higher, thought once or twice that he saw a moving
figure on the shors, and called aloud. But thers was no
answer.

The men of the steamer were on the watch in turns all
night, with their rifles ready. They were in dangerous
[quargers.

It was towards midnight that the excited juniors went to
bed; and they had scarcely turned 1in when a terrific uproar
broke the silence of the night.

From the dircotion of the shore came & howling and snarl-
ing and growling, and loud screams of animals in pain, and
the juniors tuorned out of their bunks at once.

“ What on earth 1s 1t7"" Dob Cherry exclaimed.

UWe'll see goon,” sawd Harry, and he tore up on deck n
his pyjamas,

The moonlight fell in a white food on sea and shore.
Close by the shore two strange fizures could be spen, like
great cats, fighting.

“Good heavens!™ “What ia
1t? What are they?"

“ Lions,'" said Captain Coke guictly,

“ Liona!™

H Y ps—fichting.”

Loud sereams and yells [rom the maddencd animals foated
over the calm ssa and rang hideously through the nizht.

The juniors watched the terrible scone in horror.

The savuge combat ceased at lest, one of the aniinals
tearing himself loose and ruzhing off into the wood, while
the other howled and tore in pursuit,

“Good heavens " muttered Bob Cherry. * This is Africa
~—real Africal

ST guess it beats the deck.” satd Fisher T. Fish, betwoer
his chatfering teeth.  “'What a ghostly country to be
wroecked in! Upght™

Bob Cherry went down again, with hiz faco very pale.

It was in this land of hovrors that his father had heen
wrecked—ameong such perils as these that the major hadd
been cast unarmed.

Bob Cherry did nob close his eyes again that night.

Glad encugh was Bob when the sun flushed up over the
sea once more and dawn came stealing upon the wide waters

17
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THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.

The Quest,
OB CHERRY was carly on deck.

He hed his bandelier slunzr on and his rifle under
his avm, and a sandwich in his hand. He was ready
to stark. Dot the others were not quite ready.

Fre long, however, after & hasty breaklast, the colonel
and the Greyloars juniors were rowed ashore.

It was always possible that the defeated dhow or somae
other lawless ¢raft of the same sort might happen upon the
steamwer 1o the miet, and it had beon settled that Captam
Coke and his men should guard the vessel while the colonel
wud the jumiors scarched the coast for the missing man.

Bob Cherry jumped lightly from the boat to the beach.

He seemed to beccrne 4 new boy as he felt the sand of the
MAdrican shore crumbling under his boots.

At lest he was treading the shore that his father's fect
Liad trod—perhaps on this very spot Major Cherry had stood
vid Jooked towards the sea, whence he had hoped thut
saccour would come!

The shore was blank and desolate—-shingly sand and grest
vocks, and the thick, heavy helt of tropteal forest inland.

' Wo shall strike southward along the toust fivst, and cover
twenty miles,” said the colonel. ' If we find ne clue we
will strike nporthward to-morrow in the ssme way,  If
nwothing is found we can sail further down the coust in the
liope. But 1 have some hope that Major Chevry may have
left o clee™

“In what way, uncle? Harry asked.

" A mon wrecked heve would naturally try to reach one of
the teading towns along the coust,” said the colonel. ** But,
i ease e was searched for, weould he not naturally think
of leaving some indication of his intentions near the spot
where he had been cast ashore, to guide rescuers:”

*True I

“ It is for something of the sort that we must look.”

. The idea caught on at once. It was very probable—
tndeed, Bob Cherry declaved st onece that it was the very
thing hie father would have thought of. )

The juniors tramped along the shore, with their vifles
nnder their aims, With the esception of Fisher 'T. Tish,
iney were all pretty good shots, and the mapazine-rifics were
deadly weapons in conflict. And the Creyiriurs fellows had
shown, in the fight with the parate dbow, that they could
i1:u depended upon to remain steady and frm in the time of
Sunger,

The steamer disappeared from sight; the party tramped
o, with the hot sand evumbling under their feet and the
#un nising higher and higher in the heavens end pouring
vown rays of mmteose heat,

; Harry Wharton wiped the fowing perspivation fram his
e,

* My hat, this is geiting horrid ™ he muwrmured,

Nugent gasped. RERRE

“'FLake o piddy furnoce, ain't it?”?

“I've known hotter days than this, T guess, over there”
Fisher T Fish reraarked. © You should have been in New
York onc day when—"

*{3h, rats!’ ==
“1 guesse I could tell {
pog-—=" r

“ Whoppers ! said  John
Bull, Do ring offl—it's too
hot to swank "

And Fisher T. Fish grinned
and * rang off.™

Colonel Wharton was keep-
tig his eyes well about him as
ihey  tramped  southward
ulgng the rocky shore, and so
were the jumiors, for that
matter.

The celonel suddenly halted.

fatop ' he said.

Bob Cherry looked at him
cagerly.

“What is it, sir?”

* Danger I

The colorel raised his rifle,
From the belt of tropicaf
forest, where it closely ap-
praached the shore, a sinuwous
form had crept.

The Juniors thrilled as they
suw the huge body and limbs
of p full-grown African hon. in advance.

The monster had seen theoin, }

il il

T

oy _r

s Wi gy

of the wood. Whether ke wze stalking {hem o not, they
could not yves tell

“* A hion " John Bull muttered.

i I 11&55—“

“You are all loaded ¥'" asked the calonsl

Yes, sir.”

“Good, If ke attacks us, let wme have the first shet, with
miy heavy gun, and then you pile in wilh the magazine-rifles
as fast as you can.”

“Wery well, sie "

Woof !

The veies of the dion came echoing along the shore. The
sinuous body erept on, till the huge animal was directly in
the path the juniors had been [ollowing.

Theve the lon balted.

Woof !

“ He moeans business,” said ihe coloncl quietly.
ready, lads ™

" We're ready, sir”

Colonel Wharton dropped on one keee aned siphted his
heavy rifle, The barrel bove upon the lion, as he siood fifty
yarde distant, iashing his tail.

The great beast was erouching now for a spring, which
wonld have earried him very near to the juaniors

But even as ke sprang, the colonel’s rifle rang out,

srack !

There was a fierce roar from the lion, and he dropped shart
in his spring, falling back with a heavy thoed upon the burn-
ing sand.

Boar andd roor sgainl

Crack, cracl, crack !

The non stepgered up as the builet struck his thick hide
iike hail on glass,

He rushed furiously towards the juniors.

' Bcatter I shouted the colonel.

And the juriors scattered fast cnouph.

There wos a sharp ¢ry from Dob Cherry as he stumbled
over a locse stone and went with u heavy thod (e the
rround.

Tha lion made straight at him,

Harry Wharton turned back.

Far a moment his face blanched white as e saw {ho
::E-an.dlril peril of his chum, and he stood as if rooted to the
ground.

Then, with a hoarse exclamation, he rushed to the rescue.

Clrack, crack!

He fired twice &5 he ran on, both bullets hdting the lion in
tliy flank, but not stopping his furious rush fowards the
fallen junior.

The lon veached DBob Choerry just as Havry dashed up,
Whaerton clubbed his rifle, and brought down the burt with o
erash upon the jaws of the lion.

The animal gave a furious growl, and turned upon him.

C'rack, crack !

The colonel’s heavy nfle spoke again, and the animal
tuvchied heavily forward, and fell almost at Harry's fact.

There he lay, kicking and ivaring np the sand in the last
struggle, while Harrv grasped Bob Cherry by the shoulder,
and dragged him guickly away {r-:-m the reach of the Jashing

clawy,

“ Thiz is getting thick 1"

o Stand
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Bob staggered up breath-

leg]w,
( “Oh!" he muttered, “ Obh!
I thought he had me !
Wharton panted for breath,
{

“A miss iy oz good as a
mue, Bob.”

* You snved me ! said Bob.

Crack, crack, erack?

The lion expired under the
shower of bullets  zs  the
juniora gathered round him
and pumped oot the lead
from the magazine-rifles.

Colonel Wharton drew a
deap braath,

““That L B a P T oW
shave,” he said. ** But all's
well that ends well ! My hears
was inomy mouth when the
brule turned wupon  you,
Harry M

Harry smiled.

“ But you didn't miss vour
aim, wll the same, uncle,” he
said, " It was trao as o die”’

The dead bedy of the lion

it was evident, from the covert

Pr.ce One Penny. lay stretehed in the sun on the
v i burmnag sand.,  And as the
—— = —— — junigrs turped (o go on their

Tiae Maswer Lisrapy.—No. 170,
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| Major Cherry grasped his son’s hand. * Bob! You've saved me—you and the others!” *Yes, dad, and mﬂu};'"]
goodness we found you—thank goodness we came in time!” said Bob. (Sec e1.)

— m—— —

wey, jackals come crecping forth from the wood, and birds of
I_Ivc;:r- descended upon rustling pinions to join in a horrid
2ast.

From 2 distence the Greyfriars juniors looked hack.

The carcase of the Hon was black with birds, and round it
o norde of jackals snapped and snarled.

They shuddered, and did not look back again,

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER,
Surrounded by Foes.

TREKA"™
1t was Mark Linley whe auttered the exclamation.
The Lancashive lad bad stopped upon a rocky slope.
He was a litie shead of the others, and he turned
gnd waved his land to them to come on.

' He's found romething !"" exclaimed Harry Wharton,

YHeb Cherry's eyes gleamed,

* Quick ! be said.

He dashed an at o run, the others at his heals. The blaz-
ing esun was alinost vertical now, and the juniors had been
incking for a sheltered spot for the noonday halt,

Mavk Linlev waved his hand excitedly.

“Buek wp!” he shouted

4 You've found something ¥

Ty Masxer Linrak¥Y.—No, 179,
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4 YEH‘.”

“ Ylurray !

‘he juniors and the eolonel joined Mark Linley on tap of
the acelivity. Away to the sast the sea rolled in a Bood of
silver. Overhead the tropicenl sun bluzed down mereilessly,
_ Un top of the knoll wes & mass of rock, and on the rock,
in glaring white letters, a foot or more high, wus an inserip-
tiomn.

The letters were put on with a kind of chalk, apparently
rixed with some sticky substance to moeke it Inst the lonser.

On the flat perpoodicular surface of the big rock, alnwost
a3 smooth az a wall, the chalked inseviption ran:

“MA—-OR CHERR— WRECKED HERE TRYING TO
REAC— MASBAWAH! HELP!™

Three  letters  were  missing,
oblterated.

Lat the message could be read clearly.
”" Mllaj::-r Cherry wreeked here. Urying to reach Massowah |

alp 1

It was ploin enoagh.

Bob Cherry's cyes danced,

* I kmew he was alive? he shouted. ** Hurrah '™
; Angl‘ the juniors of the Greyfriars Remove echoed his shout
At y.

* Flurrah !

having been  somehow

Hip, hip. hurrah i
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Colonel Wharton read the inscription over again, his oyes
apﬁrhlmg with satisfaction.

You were quite right, uncle ! Harry exclaimed.  The
major did think of leaving a clue behind, in case he was
acarched for."

Colonel Wharton nodded.

:: Exuctly, Harry! And we have found it.”

“I shouldn't wonder if he left others.”

But this i3 enough. Trymg to reach Massowsh,” said
the colonel, tugging at his white moustache thoughtfully,
Magsowah i3 in the Italian African territory, and must
have follewed the coast southward to reach it "

*Then we know the direction in which to strike ?”

“Certainly. We are a hundred miles north of Mazsowah
how, or thereabouts. The major would have to pass throughn
some dangerous country to reach Massowah, but—""

*Unarmed, alone, without food,” said Bob Cherry heavily.

The eolonel laid & hand upon his shoulder.

*Cheer up, my l_ﬂd. Major Cherry was a man of resource
—T1 always knew bim az that, in Tndia, when we were in the
Kh%‘l}ﬂr together, If any man would survive an adventure
of this sort, t's Major Cherry.”

Bob's eyes sparlloed.

“I'm glad you think so sir. I kpow the dad was jeliy
ﬁ}uglh, anyway."

] Hl;rsqlﬁi'c’ll ﬁll'lld him,” said Fisher T. %’ish. H"Efﬂrlurr-a
werg a trail here, lilka we got on o prairie, I could follow i
blindfold ; bu 5 2 £

“ But as there isn't, you can’t,” suggested John Bull.

L1 NPWI Eut_u :

" We have done nearly twelve miles from the steamer’s
anchorage,” said the colonel, “It would ba best to brine
the Hope further along the cosst. If it ware aafe ta loave
you lads here, I could return alone, and bring thoe steamer
on, and rejoin you here, while you are resting, You cannos
keep on much further without o good rest,”

“We should be all right, sir. But-—"

“And 1,” said the colonel, “ But I am not so surs abous
vou lads. Only you could not do the twelve miles hack again
to-day, and we want to save cvery minute of time we can.”

“ We could do it if necessary, sir,”

The colonel smiled.

“You could not do it to-day *’ he said. ** You could do iz
starting again after sundown., IBut by that time T hope 1o
have the steamer here, and we can taks up the mareh jn the
right direction instead of back to the steamer,

“But you, sir!"”

*I shall ba all right, Dut yvou lads—the guestion is, dara

leave vou to yourselves for the afternoon?”

“ Wo shail be all nghe, siv, too.”

The colonel looked dubious.

5o much time would be saved by his returning alone and
bringing the steamer on, that he would nat have hositated
for a second, only for his auxiety for the safety of the Grey-
friars lads.

Yot if any danger threatened them, thay had shown only
ton well that they were brave enough and steady encugh s

fend themselves. )

“We could rig up a Lreasiwork of rocks round this knoll,
and camp here, under the shadow of this big rock,” Marl
Linley suggested.

Y GGood ogg, Marky.”

Tho colonel assented.

“ Vary good!” he exclaimed. Tt i3 an cxesllent idea.
And in cage of danger, you will defond yourselvoz, my ads,®

I guess so, rathor,  Wao shall be all O, K. here, sit,” said
Fisher T. Fish. *T'll look after them."

The colone]l did not appear to derive much comfort from
this assurance.

“0h, cheese it, yvou blessed Vank " anid Bob Cherry un-
ceremoniously. * W shall be all righe, sir.  You cau rély on

" Wall, it's the hest thing to be dore,” =23l the eolonel
musingly. * Even an hour mav make a difference of 1ife or
death to Major Cherry, if he iz’ in dangor™™

* Quite go, gir”

“* !.1_! will help you make a camp, then, and then I will leave
vou,

It did not take the juniors long te pile up a kreastworl of
rocks enclosing a space for o camp. under the shadeow of 1l
big rock where the challied inscription biinkad at tham in tie
S0,

Then the colomel bade them good-bye, and tramped back
along the sandy path the way they had come.

The tall form disappeared along the rocky coast.

In the blazing siterncon, the juniors lay down to rest. the
shadow of the big rock sheltering them From the tronic sun,

“My hat!"" murmured John Bull. ' It's warm!'f
“I guess ['ve known it hotter in—'"

“th, draw it mild."”
"I wish we had some blessed jced lomonads,” szid Bob
THe Macwer Liprany —No. 179.
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Cherry, with a prunt, “ What price gingec-pop at Mis,
Mimble's now, you fallaws.™

There was a general howl.

“ Shut up, you tantalising ass!"

“Or ices at Unele Cleggs'.”

“Yow! Bhut up!”

“Or » plunge in the pool,” zaid Bob Cherry.

John Bull picked up a stone.

“ ¥ou utter ass! Any more of your funny remarks, ana
I'll drop this on your silly head."

HPax!" said Bob Cherry. Y It's tos warm to dodge.”

Harry Wharton sat up.

“What was that?" he asked.

“Eh?" said Nugent lazily.
sae anything."

1 heard something, T think.”

“1 didn't "

“You've been dreaming, Harry !™ said John Bull; and ha
carelessly tossad the stone he had picked up over the rocky
breastwork with which they had eircled their camp.

Thers was a sound of the falling stone, but not the clink
of it faliing to the ground. It was a solt thud, and it was
followed by a most unexpected sound—a savape yell of sur-
priza and pain.

“ My hat?" ejaenlated Wharton, in astonishment and
alarm. * What—-""

“ Hallo, halle, hallo! What—""

“ Look out!” yelled Mark Linlay.

The juniors leaped to their feet, grasping their rifles,

And then, with wildly beating hearts, they saw what they
had not seen while they were lazily repesing in the shadaw
of the rock=—a crowd of black savapes, with shields op thor
arms, and spears in their hands, ercoping stealthily up the
acclivity towards the camp.

The stone carelessly tossed out of the camp by John Bull
hod fallen upon the head of one of the biacks, eligiting a howl
of pain from him, and thus giving the alarm, else—

The juniors did not eare to think what would have happened
had not the alarm been given.

But they had little time to think of that, or anything clse,

As the startlod, white faces looked over the barricade of
rocks, a yell burst from the savages. They saw that their
aﬁvﬁgne was discovered, and they threw conceslment te the
Wil ;

- With a feracious yell, they rushed to the attack, brandizh-
ing their spears

“ Fire I snouted Harry Wharton.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Narrow Escape !

id IR.E!?“"
F _f"!I'hn;.- word was [ollowed by the sharp erack of the
rifles.

Craclk-ack-ack !

Crack-crack!

Wild yelis rose from the charging savages. Theee of thom,
wito had almost reached the breastwork of piled rocks,
Etapi_gnrod back, and rolled down the declivicy, shricking
madiy

Two of the othors reeied away yelling, and wore trampled
down by the surging throng as they charged onward.

Right up to the rocky pile the blacks came, with fendizh
vells, their spears brandished in the air,

Urack-crack-crack !

If the rifles had noe been masazines it would hevo been
all over with Harry Wharion & Co.

They had no time to reload, if it had been nocessary.

But the steady five from the roclky breastwork daunted the
savagEes.

They reoelod back from it they velled and westiculated, and
hroke, and. fled. many of them carrving terrible wounds from
the rapid hroe

The firing ceased.

The juniors would not fire upon a retreating foo, and the
terrible work siclkened them tho moment their own danger
WS past.,

Out on the hot rocks. in the blize of the =un, wounds:)
wretches were crawling away, Wharton set his lips Lard.

“ Tt was to save onr own lives 1" he muttered.

“¥You bet!"” said Fisher T. Fish tersely. *“It's il O [
They would have killed us as scon as have looked at us.™

“* ¥es, rather.”’

“ But it's horriblet

Bob Cherry's brows wero darkly contracied.

“My poor dad!” he muttersd. " He wmust have Prassod
mnoeng these villains, He maust have been amone them for
days, even if he ever got through, Poor old dad!™

‘he thought that his father might have fallen by the hands
of the savages guite banished any feeling of pity from Bob
Cheiry’s brouat, )

*“ What was what? I dida't
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What had become of the major, i he had fallen into the
hande of these brutal, savage barbarinns? What had been his
fate? Death—perhaps by torture !

The junicrs knew that it was only toe likely, and they
ehuddered at the thought.

The last wounded wretch had crawled away, and the
gound of the proaning was mlent. Still as death was the
blaze of the trope afcernoon, the rocks bhstering under the
gunt’'s rays, only lizards venturing to crawl abroad i the
terrible heat.

. Under the shadow of the rocks and their broad hats, the
juniors gasped for breath, and prayed for sundown.

At the same time they kept & sharp look-out for the
savapes,

Probably their reception had_thoroughly daunted the
blacks, for they did not return. From the little fort on the
knoll the Union Jack waved, stuck to & branch upright in
a heap of stones. When a breath of air came from the gee
it stirred the old flag on the branch, and it Jutiered proudly.

But there was little wind, and what there was was hot as
the breath of & furnace, The jumiors baked and gasped for
T,

Slowly, slowly the flaming sun sank to rest behind the
wide, grim woods of the African mainland.

The blazing heat passed away, and a eooler air came from

the sea to revive the juniors, exhausted by the tropic blaze,
Bob Cherry fanned himself with his Panama hat.

“ By Jove, that's better now!”’ he execlaimed. * Oh, my
only hat—for just one mouthiul of icc-cream. Oh!™
“It's getting cooler,” =0id Horry Wharton, 1 shall be

jolly glad when it's night. The colonel will be back here
with the steamer before then.”

“hI guess z0. I can see the steamer now,” said Fisher T.
Fish.

The juniors sprang up, forgetting the heat and their fatigue
ns the American youth pointed out to =ca.

In the red sunset the steamer came into view, leaving o
black trail of emoke along the blue sky behind.

The syren sent forth a long, unmusical hoot, and the juniors
shouted and waved their hats in reply.

The steamer dropped her anchor at some diztance from the
rocky shore, and a boat plumped into the water.

The juniors ran down io the beach to meet it

John Bull teok the Tnion Jack with him. He waved it on
the beach to the boat’s crew as they pulled in {o the shore.
Colonel Wharton stood vp in the boat.

" Welcome back, sir,” said John Bull
through all right.”

The cr:-lr:me]hlc-n&m] quickly at the juniors.

“ Have you been in any danger since I left you?'

“We bave been attacked by blacks, sir”

"“*Ah! And vou—"

“We beat them off, uncle,” said Harry, "It was a fight,
too. A pood many of them were hurt, but they didn't zet
too clese o s, We're all righe.™

** Thank Heaven ! said the colonel.

“* Are we going on now®" asked Bob Cherry anxicus]y.

*T thought ot spending the nizht on the steamer, and
etarting at dawn,” said the cclonel.

Bob Chorry hesitated.

*“It's cool travelling at nicht, and weo've had a good rest,
as far az we're concerned,” he romarked.

**1 guess so."

The colonel smiled.

“1 =ee you are keen to peb forward,” he said. *' Quite
right, ton. We will get on for some distance, at all eventa™

" Thank you, sir.”

“Bo long as there is moonlight we can search the coast
almost as well aa in the davtime," the colonel remarked,
“And I have no doubt that Major Cherry covered somo
distance, at least, in the dircetion he sterted out in. T have
arranped with Captain Ceke to follow us along the coast,
keeping as near to us as the nature of the shore will allow.
Then, in caze of being hard pressed, we can always retreat to
the steamer.™

*Good idea, sir.'”

And in a short time the party wera on the maveh apain.

In the cool of the cvening marching was a pleasure, and
when the bright round moon came up over the Red Sea it
was almost as light as by day.

The juniors marched on, chatting cheerfully, their vifles on
their shoulders, ready for instant use in case of alarm.

The tall, soldierly figure of the colonel strede on o little
ahead. The colonel seemed tireless. After the exertions
of the duy, he seemed prepered to morch en for ever if
ROCESSATY,

High over the forests and the sandy shore the moon soaved,
senchng down a flood of silver light. From the forest, in tho
still hours, came strange cries of wild animals, and the deep
“wooi-woof 7 of the prowling lion.

The _’Iuniﬂrs kept a sharp look-out, but they were not
attacked. At last, well after midnight, they halted for o
rest. The might, as often in equatorial repions, had gone
Euite ¢old, in startling contrast to the bluming heast of the

¥,
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" Wae'll have o camp-fire,” said the eolonel )
T"}_Eﬂl?dt I guess I can build & camp-fire, slick,” said Fisher

. L'1sh.

“ Gather fuel, my lads.”

The juniors gathered fuel on the edge of the forest.

Fisher T. Fish stooped to pick up what he took to be a
withered branch, and he gave a sudden ery as the supposed
pranch curled round his arm, and then round his legs, and
held him as in a bond of iron.

“Ow! Help! Yarooh! Great snakes!’”

" What's the matter, Fizshy 7 called out Havey Wharton.

“Ohw ! Helpt™

The juniors ran up,

The American junior was in the coils of a snake at least
cight feet long, with a muscular, sinuous body that was
winding and winding rovnd him, enclosing his limbs in a
crushing grip.

* Help!™ moaned Fish,

Harry Wharton rushed to the rescue instantly, Whether
the shake was poisonous or not he did not know, and did not
stop to think.

o grasped the neck of the monster with both hands, and
by muaiu foree prevented the tonpue from striking in the direc-
tion of IWisher T. Fish.

“?Iui(:k‘.” gasped Harry., * A knife—quick !

John Bull drew hiz knife, put Mark Linley was first. The
Lancashire led’s hand darted forward, the iynng knife 1n it.
A fieree, swift slash, and the head of the snake rolled, still
hissing, in the prass,

Tha coils wrigeled and twisted convulsively round the limbs
of the American junior, the life still strong in them. ]

They rolled and twisted to the ground, and Fisher T. Fish
stood free, s'ha.king m avery limb, and white as death.

“Oh, thunder ™ ho muttered. "I reckoned 1 was a gone
coon then! Gee!?

A miss 5 as pood as o mile,” said Harry comfortingly.

Coionel Wharton was runmng up. Too late—the snake was
dead, and the danger was over. The veteran lcoked at the
dead monster with a serious face.

“You have had a narrow escape, Fish,” he said.  “ If that
shake had struck you, you would have been dead in two
minuaies, and nothing could have saved you, Tor pocdness'
sake, bo more carclul, and keep a sharper Jook-out.”

“*1 gueszed the blessed thing was a branch, and T waa
poing to pick it up, =ir,” zaid Fisher T. Fish,

“That's tha way they do thingz over there,” nrurmurcd
Frank Nowrent. -

And Fisher T. Fish found nothing to reply for the momnent.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER,
{in a Terrible Track.

HE ecamp-fire blazed out into the blackness of the night.
Round the fre the juniors lay sleeping, with their
foet towards the glowing embers.
Two of them kept watch at a time, There was danger
lurking in every shadow of the wild Alrican shore,

But there was no alarm, and at last the sun flushed ap over
the sea and the rocks, and the explorers rose for the new
march.

Far out from the rocky coast they conld seo the smoke of
the steamer, picking her way caubiously along 1o the
routhward. .

After breakfast, the juniors set their faces io the south-
ward agzain, and marched on, with ¢yes and cars well open,

(n the lonely shoro there was no trace of inhabianli—even
the blacks whe had attacked them the previous day gavo ng
sivn of their presence. 1

Tha way prew wilder and more hilly, and tho cxplerers
wora foreed to leave the shore, and the sca vanished from
their view.

Harry Whatdon glanced more than once at the bronzed fave
cf the eslonel, wondering what his uncle thought of the
Lrospeeis of the search. : :

Thoey weore tramping over th& same pround that Major
Cheryy must have covered in his efforts to reach the seapoit
of Massowah, in the Halian African terntory. _

But many things might have happened since then, and it
seemed {00 much to hope that an uimrlmﬂd mean, alore, had

asecd through 2o many perils unseathed. :
1 1f the majE:u* had .'iu'ﬂﬂ}!l'."dﬁjr they would find him or hear
£y hil-.:i: E]r;t Mu;:fs-::twa!h. i ;

And they refused 1o give up hope. i )

I had e};iﬂ(-nl!ly lwng:-: in tl:m major's mind that he might
ho eparched for—perhaps he had hoped that many others had
cveaped from the wreck, and that there would be a scarch
wade for all the missing. It was probable that he rlmght.
loave some further clue to his journcy, and the cxpiorers
kept a sharp Jook-out for it. ::

“A SCHOOLBOY'S CROSS-ROADS,” * *Rist’s! Exbeierfolfi® ™ rrank Ricmarps.
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Tha way ren through a dense wood now, and ssa and shove
had disappeared. That iz was the route followed by the
wrecked man was most probable, for it was the only prac-
ticable route open to the explorers. Huge trees rose on
sither sido of them ; tha path they were following was marked
by the feet of wild pnimaly, and snakes curled among the
branches as they tramped on, and black-faced monkeys
thattered and grinned down at them.

There was a sound in the thickets—the sound of & savage
growling and snarling., Colonel Wharton halted,

The junicrs pras e§ their rifles at once. .

* What is it, sic?"" exelaimed John Ball, * Lions again?”

The colonel shook his head.

" No. Jackals, I think.™

# They will not attack us?

t No: but—"

The colonol paused.

o ahead and wateh the path, Cherry,” he exclaimed.
* You othara remmin here. me with me, Harry."

The juniors did as they were bidden. HMarry Wharton,
wondering a Hitle, followed his unele into tho thicksets.

“What is it, uncle?" he asked breathlessly,

The eolonel’s bronzed face was very grim.

. P"Those brutes ara quarrelling over some carrion,” he said,
i & low and tense voloe.

“You fear—"'

Y It may be a dead anielope, but—""

I undorstand.”’

Wharton knew then why Bob Cherry had been sent ahead.
Tho thought had come into the colonel’s mind that the prey
of the jackal might be a man—the man, perhaps, whom they
were secking.

Thoy burst throuzh the thickets, and a shout [rom tho
eofons! startled the obscene beasts away from their prey.

It a deep glade of the farest Jay what the jackals had boen
tearing—a mass of bones, picked almost clean.

Bonea, snawed clean and white, glistened in the rays of
the sun that fell in golden sheon through the folinge overhead,

Wharton shuddered.

It was again one of the grim realities of the African forest.
To whom had those picked bones belonged? The Greyfriars
junior darcd not look, but the stecady eve of the old soldier
mizsed nothing.

“What 15 1f, unele?" said IMarry, in an almest inaudible
voice, " The bones of an animal, or——="'

Ha sould not fintsh,

“ 048 & man,” said the colonel tersely.

“Then o man—"

“ A dead wman!”

* {3h, heavens !

“ Bur not & white man,” sald the colonel, after n prim,
searchine look ab tho prey of the jackals. * That skull nover
beloneed to & white man.”

Harry drew a deep, almost sobbing, breath of relief.

“ Then—then it cannot i

Y Major Cherry? No ™

fThank Heaven P

“* But there has heen trouble here, and not 0 long agoe™
gaid Colonel Wharton guietly. “ That man has not besn
deed long, or the jackals would havo fimished their work.™

I supposo 80.""

“ He has not been shot, so far es T can see,” the colonel
remarked, ““but we know that the major had lest his fire-
arms—the Arab thicves saw to that. This man had been
kilied by o blow on the head.™

* Poor follow 1"

Tho colonel shru%‘ged his shoulders,

“1 don't know that he deserves our pity,
In fizht—perhaps in attacking o castaway.”

" But then—""

“ It is quite possible that we zre ont the frack now, Harry™

*I hopo 5o, uncle,”

They returned to tho forest path. Thoe juniors met them
with cager, inguiring glances.

“ Keep on,'" said the colonel.

“I3 it a clue, sir?" asked Bob Cherry,

“1 am not sure.”

*They marched on. From the forest came snarling and
vapping, a5 the jackals returned to their prey, and from a
frosh direction came o repetition of the same sounds. Colonel
Wharton plunged into the wood again,

Ha returned in a fow minutes.

“ Another nigger,” ho said.

f‘lThuru has been fHghting here, T suppose?’ Bob Chervy
said.

“Yes, and not long ago”

“* 1 wonder——"" "

Bob broke off, and marched on 1n silence. It was uscless
to wonder: the explorers could only search, and hopo for the

beak,
Suddenly John Bull gave a stavt.  Flo held op his hand.
Tre Maigwer LiBrarY.—No, 179.
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“Hark!™

From the deep magnolias came & low sound—the groan of
a wounded wan. The cxplorers dragred the heavy leaves
azide, and looked down upon a neero lying on tha swaed,
with blood thick upen hiz baro chest.

He turned 2 wild and rolling eve upon them.

The man was dying—that was clear. He had received a
tarrble spear-throse in his broad, hrawny chest.
bIHE looked wildly at the explovers, evidenily expeciing a

Law,

Tho colonel bent over him,

“ Can you ask him anything. sir®’ aszked Bob Cherry.

“1 am going to try. 1 can speak some of the patter of the
Red Sea coast.”

In stranee, uncouth syvllables, curious enough to thoe cars
of the juniors, the colone! spoke to the dyving savage.

The man stared at him with glassy cyes, and did aot
answer.

¥ He docsn't understand,” mubtered Bob Cherry., “ Ho
can tell us nothing.”

Y Ha understands, Ila wanis water.”

Bob Cherry placed his water-bottle to the lips of the
Ea:ra.gﬁ. The man deank deeply and greedily, and gasped for

reath,

Tha oolonel spoko again in the same uncouth tongue, and
the man apswered him in low mutierad words that werg
difficult to hear,

Colonel Wharton had to hend low to catch the words. The
juniors listened with breathless interest, buot 'understanding
not & word.

Colanel Wharton rese crect at last.

“ What does he say?’ exclaimed Bob Cherry anxionsly.

“ There has bLeen o fight here,” said the colonel slowly.
“This man and his feliows found a white man trampiag in
tho forest—""

* A white man?'

#%os, They attacked him—""

H0h, my Tather!™

“Wo do not know that it was your father, Dob, Thay
attacked him, and ho resisted, and it seems that he snabched
a spear from ono of them and made a good fight. Mo killed
two of the nizgers and wounded this one, and then ho was
paptured.

“ Captured, not killed?’

Y os,"

 And now?"

¥Thoy have taken him away with them.”

FCaplda't the man give vou a description of him—some-
thing we might be able to recognise him by?" Bob Cherry
oxclalmed cagerly.

“ Ho can say oo more.”

It was only too true. The savage was sinking back upon
tho carth, and evon as Beb Cherry spoka tha glaze of deazh
camo over hiz wild eyes,

Tho-juniors turned away with pala faces, _

Sudden and vie'ent death. tho commonulace of the African
forcsts, was still new to them, fresh from tho quist Foon-
rooma of Greyiriars.

A desd man lay ar their feet, and from tho deep gloom of
the forest the jackals woere alveady cresping towards their

prey.

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Near!

OLONEL WHARTON turnced from the dead man; and
gave the signal to advance. In grim silence the ex-
plorers tramped on their way. ]

“They went in this direction, sir?"” Bob Cherry
psked.

* Southward—yes.” .

There was a troubled look on Bob's face. A white man
was in the hands of the African savages, and his fate would
be beyond guestion, unicss he were rescued. Death—most
swobably death by torture—perhaps to be followed by some
norrible cannibal repast. .

It was the duty 1::)% the explorers to do their best to rescue
him;ham:l perhaps, too, the white man was the man they
aowrht.

.Bgut if not, they were losing time—time of which every
minute was precious—ior the sake of a stranger,

“Weo must ind him,"” said the colonel

Bob bowed hia head. .

“ Yoz Whether it°s my father or not, wo must save him,
if we can, sir."”

“ That's right ! :

The explorers were all agreed upon that point. It was
the plain course of duty, even if the man were not the man
they sought; even if they were losing time necessary to the
safety of the major,
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'They kept their eyes and ears well on the alert as they
advenced. At any moment they might come upon somoe
desperate gang of savages.

Bob Cherry pauscd suddenly on the forest path. Some-
thing lying among the thick creepers there had caught his
Eros,

}Hn stopped and picked 1t up, with a sherp exclamation.

The colonel swung round,

“What is it, Bob [

“ Look, sir?” : :

Bob held up a tobacco-pouch. It waz empty; but it still
smelled of the tobaces it had contained.

'LTpm:thq silver clasp were two inibals,

“R. "

* Bobert Cherry ! said the colonel.

Bob nodded, with tears I:}Imchrli{f his eyes .

“It was iny father’s,” he said. * He never left it any-
where: he always had this with him. Yoeu chaps wmay
remember it when he was at Greyiriars.”

“1 remember,” said Frank Nugent, ] )

“Te's my father who's been taken by the blacks, sir,”’ sand
]}l‘[n’r:r. .:‘Hu must have dropped this ss they deagzed ham
olong.

e ’fh:u;'a pretty clear, Bok, We are neaver ta Major Cherry
than we thought,” said the colonel guietly. .

The juniors looked at the tobacco-pouch, marked with the
initials of Major Cherry, with breathless interest.

It was proof encugh that the shipwrecked man bhad passed
that wavy, and the only conclusion they could come to was
that he was the white man who had been captured by savages,
perhaps not more than an hour ago.

His attermapt to reach Massowah had evidently not been o
sueopss : perhaps he had been turned back from the path by
danger shead. The route might have been closed by savages
]a::n' he might have met with some aceident that haed delayed
.

It was protty clear, and past all reasonable doubt, thak
Major Cherry was the man who was now in the hands of
ihe blacks.

“Weo're poing to rescue him ¥ said Harry Wharton.

The c¢olonel nodded. .

“Vou arc all ready?’ e asked. “ Mind, we shall take
puar hves im our hands at every step now.”

" We're ready, sir.” N

Thore was not the slightest hesitation in the reply of the
areyfriars juniors. They were ready, . i

“1 puess we're keen on this lay-out,” Fisher T. Iish
~emarked. ' If vou like, I'H pick up the tradl for yoo.™

“ Rats !" said Nugent. : ;

“1 guess 1 could dp it, and i would save time, too, to
follow the trail, instead of blundering on like this,” snid the
American junior.

“Bosh! You can't '

“Wep! I gucss I'll show yon”

Fisher T. Fish bent down, and cxamined the trompled
cround with an air of great attention and keenncess,

The juniors watched him. .

Colomel Wharton was also examining the ground furtleey
along the forest path, Fisher T. Fish moved along the path,
his head bent down, and muttering to himself as he examined
the dim signsg in the soil, . _

“Wall ™ said John Buoll sarcastically, * have you discovered
anything vet, Fishy "

he American looked up.

“ Yo"

“* Which way did they go?”

“ Right on”

“ How do you know " asked Mark Linley. ]

Fisher T. Fish grinned knowingly. He was evidently quite
eatisfied with hizs powers as & picker vp of trails,

“Look at these footmarks,” he maid. ** You see, they're
all bunched together, and it shows that there were a ganp of
them.  They all go in the same direction, right on from
hore.™

" Yes, but—"'

“oand this footpring,” saad Fisher T, Figh, s smallor than
the othors, and locks as if the foot had a boot cu. That's
Major Cherry's.™

Tjhf': juniors examined the foolprint attentively.

“ That izsn't a hoot mark,” =zid Frank Nugeont.

“What is it, then®"

“ Looks to me like & mark where 8 cocoanut or something
has fallen off & tree.” .

3 Eﬁt‘:-iﬁ!}[zl I guess I know a feotprint when 1 see one.”

" hads L

The colonel came buck towards the jumors.

“We sirthke off from tha path here,” he said.
tavares have gone through the forest towards the east.”

Fisher T. Fish jumped, and tha juniers could not help
grinning. After the information thoe Yankee schoolboy had
trivonn them, the colonel’s words scemed peculiar.

U1 pucss you've got it wrong, siv,"" sail Fisher T. Fish,

““What?"’ said the colonel, looking at him. * What do
wvou mean, Fish '

“ They went right on from lhere, siv”

“Why do you think =4’
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“Look at the tracks."

“What tracks?"” s

“The treeks in the pround, sir.” said Fisher T. Fish,
pointing at them. ' Look there! ¥You can sce that a crowd
of people, with jolly hig feet, passed this way.”

The colonel amileg.

“ Quite g0 ! he replied. ]
lﬂf'he American junior grinned triomphantly at the other
cllowa.

“¥ reckoned I had it down fine,” he remarked. * This is
the way weo do things over there, you know.” 3

“T don't think yvou have it :]‘uit.u right, however,” gaid tho
eolonel, ** Cortainly a crowd of big foet passed this way, but
theyrui!id, ot belong to human beings.”

“Toh ? _

“ My dear lad, a herd of animale has passed down this
path, and left those tracks,’” sail the colonel. "5}!“1"!:* you
did g}?'nt mistake those footmarks for human prints.”

£i [i’

“The savages left the path here, and went throurh tha
forest. The indications ave clear encugh,’ said the colencl
* Follow me!"

‘“ B.b-but—"*

Y Come, follow mel™

The juniovs grinned as they followed the colonel.
could not help it.  Fisher T, Fish’s face was s study.

They

—

THE SEYENTEENTH CHAPTER.
In Deadliest Peril.

HE indications wore, as ihe colonel had said, clear
T enough, The savapges had had no motive for disguising
their trail, and it was plain cnough for anybody to sce.
Trampled bushes and creepers and torn  branches
showed where the mob of blacks had left the path and
plunged through the underwoods to the cast. .

Fisher T. Fish followed the rest in silence, Heo did not
offer his services to hnd the trail agein.

The trail, indeed, hardly needed finding. It would veally
have heen difficult to miss it

The savages were probably taking a short cut through the
forest to reach their village, or else some camping-ground,

If the former weve the case, the task before the reseuers
was not an casy one. In some stvage town they mlp:hthnnd
hundreds of foes, and the rescue of the prisoner would be a
dil]gnull;lpmblem, H——

uf. they never thonght of hesitating.

Jf the {ihﬂrs had thought of pausing, Dob Cherry would
never have turned back. He was there to save his fother, or
to dio for him, and the brave lad would have faced all the
llack savapes in Darkest Africa rather than have failed his
father in the hour of necd.

The way was difficult for the explorers—among huga
irregular trees, laced with ereepers and twining vines. Bug
later they came out into a besten track in the fovest, marked
by the imnumerable iracks of wild animals.

The colonel paused, and lovked about him keenly.

The ground was more open here, and the juniors eould sece
to some distance among the trees.

“* Look out!"” eaid the colonel guietly.

::Eﬁhaﬁ iﬂl_jt, siv f*'

angror !

Frumha flowering megnelic thicket a black face looked cut,
with two savage cyes, and &8 hand was raised with a spear
in 1t.

The exnlorers were evidenily elose upon the brack of the
SAVATCS NO0W,

The colonel’s hand went up with a revolver to a level, and
the sharp erack rang with a thousand cchoes throuph the
forest.

A yell of anguish answered the report of the vevolver
There was a crash, and the burly savage disappeared into
the bush he had risrn from.

“ Stand ready to bre!"

“We're ready, sir”

Tn answer to the sbot and the well, the forest scemed to
hecome alive with yells and shouting.

Five or six blacks apneared m view from differont direce-
tions, anc at the sight of the whites they rushed to the sitack
with brandished spears, without a pause,

The juniors fired. ) ) .

Four or five brawny forma went reeling to right asui left,
and the rush was stopped. But from the forest came loud
und louder yells,

“ Come," shouted the colonel.

He led the way into the wood.

Loud yells from behind showed that the savapes were
following them.

Bob Cherry grasped the colonel's sleeve as they ran en.

“ Are we going to retrcat, sirl”

* Follow met™
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“Do you want to be killed?” said the colonel roughly.

* Obey my orders, Bob, and leave it to me to do whal s for

the best.™

Bob was silent.

“Run for your lives

Tha jupiors ran hard.

It was cvidently time to run, for a crowd of black savages
W awarming on their track, and cven with their Brearims
the axplovers would have had little chance n a combat with
such odds,

The yells of the savages dicd away at last in the distance
of the echoing forest.

The eolonel halted, panting.

“That was a close shave!” he exclaimod.

By Jove, yes!”

Bob Cherry ‘:ﬁ_ritted his teeth.

“Yos, sir, e're safe, but o

The colonel looked at him sternly.

*Can you not trust me, Cherry ™ he exclaimed.

Bob hung his head.

* But my father, sir?’

“ Do you think I have forpotten your father?”

* No, gsir, Bu >

“Chuck it, Bob!" paid Harry. “We lknow how nnxious
you feel; but we've got to trust owr leader, old man, The
colonel knows best,”

“ Yes, but—-""

“ Wa have tracked the savages down,”” said the colonel,
" When we fell in with them we must have been close upon
their village—or, at all events, upon a large camp.  We
could not save Major Cherry by getting ourselves killed at
once. That would make matters worse instead of befter.”

* ¥es, giv. Dut—"

ou have o plan, uncled”

“ Certainly | Now that we know where the major is, we
know what we have to do. We are not far from the coast,
thora is only & thin belt of forest now between us and the
shore, wo have turned so far castward. If we could get
through to the ses we should probably sce the steamer. We
want every hend to the work for rescuing the major—and
wo must have the help of Cuptain Coke and his crew.”

“Good "

#1 know how vou feel anything like delay at the present
moment, Bob, my lad," suid the colenel, dropping his hand
kindly on Bob’s shoulder. * But I assure vou I am acting
for tho best. It would pot help DMajor Cherry in any way
if I allowed you all to be massacred by his caplors.”

I know, sir. I do trust your judgmoent. Dut I feel so
horribly  anxious,” said Dob repontantly. “They may
murder him while we delay.”

“It canmot be helped. It is wseless rushing to our death
am_i ﬂleavmg him sgtill to be murdered,” said the colonel

wictly.

“I know, sir—I know.'

“Even with the crew of the steamer to help us we may
not bo sirong enough to suceeed,” said the colonel. * Bat
wo shall try. I do not think any of the seamen will lesi
tate g land and aid us in rescuing & white man from theao
horrible savages. I muost try and reach the steamer and

et help; you must remain here, quiet. until I rveburn. T
d'uﬂw”lt. iz terribly hard, Bob, but it is the only thing to Le

one.

ii Dll, E-ir !‘F?

. “There is ancther point. They have taken him prisoner,
instead of killing him at once, and there i3 no reason to
suppose thut they intend o pat him to death now. They
must have captured him alive for some reason,”

Bob lpcked o little relieved.

“1 suppoze you'ra right, sir. You know best.”

“I ean pet to the coust in an hour from here if T gt
through the blacks safely,” said the colenel, * Listen! If
I am not back here in three hours, I leave you with por-
mission to do as you think best.”

“Three hours, sie?™

“Yes. If I cannot being help—if I do not got through -
I should prefer you to abundon the expedition and save
yourselves, But I know you will not do that, and 1 leave
you fice to do as you like. But for threee hours 1 ask you
to obey me, my lads. 1 am acting for the bose.”

Bob Cherry seemed to gulp something down.

*“¥Yes, sir. I'll do as you say—I know you know boest,*

o “hmi closo hero in the thickets,” said the colonel,

Keop by this big tree. I can see it at o distanco over the
forest, and shall easily find you again—if 1 return.”

. And the ecolonel dwsuppearcd into the forest, leaving the
juniors alono in the shade of the heavy foliage,

Bob Cherry gave a grozn.

”ﬂh,‘fathﬂr! And I can’t help you I

“ Paticnce, Bob!"™ said Hurey quietly. * Thinls of the
colonel—ihink of tha danger he has gone ito to save your
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father! He said
return b will be becavsg—

Wharton's voiee broke.

“I—I'm a selfish beast, Harey ! soid Bob, with a break
in kis own voleo. "I ought to have thought of that: but
—but I ean’t think of anything but my father in the hands
of those black demons!™

“I wndersiand, Bab., But patience ™

The juniors wai?ed.

There was no further alarm of the savages: from fhe
forest eume the busy hum of tropical life, und thet was all.

The sun climbed higher over tllac- trecs. Through the thick
folinge came down the vertical rays, hot and blinding—the
forast was swimming with Leat.

Wharton looked ot his watch from time fo bime,

Ono hour passed—two--and the third hour dragged slowly

¥as the colonel returnine?

Had he found the stesmer? Was he coming back with
help for the rescue of the prisoner in the handz of the
savages?

Bob Chorry could not rost.

He moved about nimlessly, shifting from one position to
another—restless, unguiet, almost feverish.

“ Horry, how long now?” he excluimed at last.

Wharten's face was sombre.

“Five minutes,” he suid.

i ﬂi‘l !!l

The junrrs listened with straining ears.

There was & sound in the forest, and Wharton sprang to
llia feat. An antelope bBrushed through the underwomds and
chsappeared.

Wharton's face fell again. Tle was sick with amxiety for
what might have happened to the colonel

Whore waa ha¥

“Time's up,' said John Bull, in 8 low voice.

DBob Cherry grasped his rifle and examined ik
Wharton gave him an appealing look,

“I'm ready,”” said Bob.

“Give hirn five minutes more, Bob.”

Dob Chorry nodded without speaking.

Five minutes ticked slowly away.

DBut there was no sign, no sound, of the colonel.

Harry Wharton put his watch back inte his pocket, with
2 5:;&1 that sounded almost like a groan.

Y He 13 not coming!"

“I'm sorry, Harry,” said Dob, in a broken voice. “I—
I'm horribly sorry! Buat he moy have gpot through all right,
and may not have found the steamor. Thore's no reason to
think he's come to harm. Dut my father—we know he's in
the hands of those demons. The colonel said we could go
if he did not return.”

Wharton nodded.

“Let us o, he sud.

He scribbled a fow words upon a leaf from his poclket-
book, and pinned the note to the tree with o long thorn.
It was for the colonel if he should return.

Then the juniors, vifles in hand, left the svot,

Harry

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER,
Bob's Father.

ABRY WHARTON & CO. were very silent as thoey
threaded their way through the fovest, They had &
rough ilea of the direchion in which to go, and thoy
were nob long el without o elue. In I!-hn midst of

the thick preen of the tronical wood thoey came suddenly
upon o heap of bones—fresh picked by jackal and vulture--
und they knew that it indicated where one of the blacks had
{allen bhefore thewr Are.

They shuddered, and passed on.

Exactly what was before them they did not know. They
only }Iil!ll.’“."-' that there was danger—tervible danger!  That
was all.

A shimumer of blue between the thinning trees caught theie
oyes, and Frank Nugent uttered an exclamation.

“The sen!” ;

They were coming out wpon the coaszt apgein. From the
distanee, 0 the direction of the shove, came o Boare of noise.

The juniors listenod, with beaking hearts,

The crash of tom tons, the shouwts of savawe, uncouth
voices, and the shricks of strunge, barbaric musical instro-
neents ming]ﬂl in & forrghle din.

The junwrs exchanged glunees,
enongh what it meant.

“Bome giddy celebration among those savage brates”
John Dull muattoved.

YA feast--or something of the sort,” suid Bark Linley.

 rerhaps——"

Thev understogd  well
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He paused.

Bob Cherry'a face was white,

“ Parhaps a sacrifice,” he said.

“ Yoz, Bob. We're in time theugh.”

¥ Heaven grant it !

The juniors pressed on.

Londer and louder sounded the wild uprour of the
savages; but as vet they could not see any of the blacks.

They were not in the forest, and the wood was left behind,
and still the savages were not in sight. The uproar pro-
ceeded from bevond a ridge of rock, which shut out the
view of the sca and the beaech.

“They're on the shore,' zaid Bob,

“*¥Yeoa, This way, Caution}!”

“You bet!"

The juniors trod on cautiously over the rocks.

_ Fisher T. Fish nudged Harry, and the junior looked round
inquiringly.

“What do you wanti" :

“1 guess I'd better go ahead and see how the land lies™
sa.iéi ig!mr T. Fish., "I did a lot of scouting over there,
O N =———

“0Oh, cheese !

“1 goessg—-=""

“ Bhut up!”

Harry Wharton and Bob Cherry led the way., They erept
up over the ridge of rocks and looked ag the scene beyond.

Dob Cherry caught his breath.

“3h, the demons!” :

It was a terrible scene that buvst upon the view of the
juniors as they locked over the rocks i

A stake had been planted in the ground, and o white man
was tied to it with thick cords of vegetable fibre. -

Ronnd him a horde of black savages were cir{:ling;l in a
wild, barbaric dance. They were waving spears and shields,
and others standing rc:numiY were beating tom-toms, making
n fearful din.

It was evidently some savage rite, and it was clear encugh
that the finale was to be a human sacrifice. )

For there was fuel close to the bound man, and 1t was
placed there for lighting. The prisoner was to be burned at
the stale!? .

Wharton set his teeth hard. The odds were heavy against
the rescuers; but Harry did not think of retreating. Better
death than abandoning an Englishman to that terrible doom.

Lol Cherry caught his arm in a convulzsive grasp.

“THarey, it's my father !

Wharton nodded. He had recognised the major. ,

Muajor Cheery's foee, darkly buent by the sun and lined
now with haggard lines, c-::-pld' be clearly scen by the juniors.

Harry Wharton knew him at once—he was changed; he
looked worn and older, but he was the same stout, burly
man who had come down to E‘rrﬂﬁ'friars_. agos apo, 48 it
seemed to Harry now, though in reality only a few wecks.

The major did not see them.

Hiz eyes were fixed upon the savages, and his haggard
look showed that he had given up all hope of life.

But he was facing his doom with cool, steady courage—the
courage of a British soldier who had looked death too often
in the face to fear him now.

There was not a tremor in the strong, sturdy form—not a
quiver in the bronzed face, haggard as it was.

Steady cournge looked out of the major’s unwavering oyes
as he watched the antica of the dancing savages.

[j.'lﬁtl& did he drean, at that moment, how ncar hig son was
to him.

Perhaps, in the hour of doom, he thought of his hor; but
he thought of him as far away at Greyirviars, pursuing his
loszonz in the guict old Form-room, or strolling under the
elms 1 the old guad.

Bob Cherry gritted his teeth. .

“The demons! Buck up, vou chaps! We chip in here ™

* You bet!”

* Bhoot straight, and pile it in thiek,”” said Harry Wharton.
;‘ There are a crowd of the brutes, and we shall have a fight
or il."”

John Bull unrolled the Urion Jeek, and then grasped his
rifle. The six juniors crept further forward, till over the
rough rocks they were ag close to the savage scene as they
could get without betraying themsclves.

Y Btop here,” said Havey,

“1 puesg—""

* Take aim, and let them have it when I give the word,”

“Right-ha !

Bang, bang
pavage howl!
censed.

A brawn suvugg, brandishing hiz spear, made a sudden
rush towards the bound man. Whether he intended to drive
ther = into his breast, as it appeared {rom his action, or
whether he intended sim'p-lt;; to rack his nerves with the appre-
hension, was not clear, for the savage never reached the
major,

Hob Cherry's rifle rang out.
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Thoe savage gave a fearful vell, and staggered forward,
with a bullet in his right leg, and lay writhing dod howling
va the ground. 2

The major gave a sudden, convulsive start, and turned hu
haggard eves in the direction whenee the shot had come.

He seemned dazed as he saw his son leap into view upon tha
rocks, hia rifle to his shoulder, pumping out bullets from the
magazine as fast as he could pull the trigger.

rack, erack, crack!

There was a wild howl from the savages, and they ren,
]em'mg five or six of their number stretched upon the
ground.

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER.
Hurrah!
BD%EEHERRY dashed forward as the blacks broke and

He threw down his rifle, and drew his knife, and
slashed fiorcely at the thick rope that held the major to
the stake. . :
Major Cherry seemed like & man in a dream, ]
He was an old soldier, and accustomed to the surprises ol
ﬁliﬂ!dier’s life, but thizs surprise was a little tco much for
im.
“Bob!" he gazped.  “ Bob 1™
" Yoes, dod I

“Bob! You here!”

“Oh, dad "

““My boy! Oh, my brave lad! DBut here—here!” stam.
merad the major. "1 can’t understand it! It's like a

dream ! Bob ™

The knife slashed swiftly through the ropes, and they fell
in fragments round the major. .

Two or three of the biecks on the ground stirred and
groaned. . . ]

Major Cherry stretched his eramped limbs, and drew in &
deep, deep breath. John Bull waved the Unpion Jack
frantically,

“ Hurrah "' he shouted. o

And the Greyfriars juniors joined heartily in the cheer,

* Hurrah! lélip, hip, llllﬂ‘uil 122

Major Cherry grasped his son’s hand.

“Bob! You've saved me—vyou and the others !

“Yee, dad: and thank goodnegs we found you—thank good:
ness we came in time [V

“I puesg—"’ ;

““But how did you come here?” the major gasped. " How
did you? You—you ought to be at Greyfriars. I supposed
you to be still at school. How—"

“Wa came to search for you, sir, a3 soon as wo Lknew you
had been wrecked,” Harry Wharton explained.

“ You—you lads did !I™

“My uncle was with us.”’

“Oh, I see! Where is Colone]l Wharton now

Harry's face clouded. i ]

“ He loft us to goet help, to rescue you, sir,” he said. " Hae
has not joined us yet. I only hope nothing has happened to
him, "

“T guess he's all 0. K.,” said Fisher T. Fish. * But we'd
better got buck to the place where we were waiting for him."”

* ¥es, rather.” .

The major cast a quick, anyious look round. :

“We must get away,”’ he zaid. * The blacks are rallyin
‘—Iti}lle;ﬁ; can sce now that they have only a handful to de
with.

“ You bat.”

* Loet’s got off,” said Mark Linloy,

“ Come on, dad ! Teook here, you can take my rifle—you’ll
hiandle 1t better than I should,” said Bob,

The major grm?ed the rifle. It scomed to make a new
man of him to fecl a weapon in his grasp once maore.

“ Come on,’”’ he said. " You lead the way."

The juniors and the major retreated to tho ridge of rocks,
In the distance the blacks were gathering again, and their
savage howls could be heard.

The sudden attack had taken them by surprise, and they
had fled: but they had seen from a distance how few their
fors were, and their courage was reviving.

As the juniors retrez towards the ridge, the blacks
swarmed in pursuit. Thera were fifty or more of them, avud
if they had onoe got to cloze quarters there would have been
little chance for the Greyfriars party.

The rescuers retreated over the ridge, and as they dis-
appeared behind the rocks, the savages broke into a rapid run
in pursuit,

he major halted.

His eves were blazing ; he was evidently keen to return to

the savapes something of what e had suffored at their hands,
21
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“We can stop them here!”™ he exclaimed. **Line the
ridge."

" Good 1"

*“You bab!™

The juniors turned boack at the ridge, and levelled their
rifies over the rocks. The blacks wore coming on in a bunch,
velling and brandishing their spears

“Firal™

Major Cherry rapped out the word as if he were in bis
old place, giving orders. The juniers pulled trigger at onca.

The rifles rang cut together, and the lead poured Inte the
miﬁ.st of the savage mob, and fearful howls answered the
volley.

“ Now come on!”

With their rifles under their arms, they ran for the wood.

For a time nothing but wild howls and yells came from
beyond the ridge; but at last the blacks took up the pursuit
again.
gﬂﬂ- the juniors reached the forcat, they leoked back, and
gaw the ridge crowned with the yelling suvages.

* They're after us," said Harry Whartan.

“1 puess so."

“Run for it !

They dashed into the wood,

Loud and louder rang the savage howls of the blacks as
}ha}' pursued the explovers into the shadows of the tropical
Lrest.

The juniors ran on, Major Cherry easily keeping pace with
the swiftest of them. Harvrey Wharton was beading for the
big treo which was the rendezvous with the colonel. Before
entering the wood, he had =een it clearly frean the distance
but in the mazes of the forest he gquickly grew uwneertain of
the direction, ]

He paused in a deep glade, paating, and looking about him
anxigualy.

‘“Is thia the way, Bob?" he exclaimed.

Bob Cherry shoole lns nead.

“ Blessed if T know,” he said.

“1 guess wo ought to kvep to the right)’

“ 1 was just thinking it would be better to bear to tho
left,” seid Frank Nugen!.

“Right on," said John Dull.
right on.”

arry langhed breathlessly. Two heads might be better
than one on some occasionz, but this was evidently not ouw
of the occasions.

The juniors were well ahead of their pursuers, but the Jond
yvells from the distance, echoing through the forest, showed
that the savages were still an the track.

“Well," said the mejor,  you don't know the way ™

““ It's such a puzzle 1n the forest, sir.”

“You've losk itd'

“ Yes,'” confossed Harry.

The major chuckled grimly.

“It would have n a waonder if you had Lkept it," ha
said., I doubt if I covld, in a tangled forest like this. DBut
we'd betlier kecp on™

“ YWes, I suppost o, sir—thay'll be up to us soon.”

The tra.mrped.ﬂu through the forest as fast as they could.
Tho blaze of the sun was over now, and it was conlar, fur
which they were thankful E.ucldeni:,r Bob Chorry paused,
with an exclamation.

“Look! I know where wo are now."

From the thick green of the earth a shattercd slheleton
grinned up at them. Irom its position and surroundings
thay lknew that it was the one they had passed an hour
earlier.

Harry Wharton's eves sparkled.

“It's all right now " he exclaimed. “T know the dires-
tion from here—we're not ten minutes away from the tree
where the colonel left us.”

“Good !

“1 guess we'd betier hustle—they're coming on fast.”

“ This way, then."

Haorry Wharton led the wuy, swerving off to the weast, and
the plungnd.{m through the thicle, tropical forest.

3 ’_{?im vells were ringing behind, mingled with trampling
and the crashing of branches. It was clear that the savaszos
would not easily be shaken off.

" Herc we are [

Harry Wharton., panting, came out under the branches of
the great tree. [le looked qguickly round, There was no
sign of the colonel, or of the men of the steamer. On the
trunk of the tree was his note, pioned to thoe ark with o«
thorn, just as he had left it

Harry proaned.

That meant that hiz anele had not returned. Would he
over zea the kind old soldier again? Had one life been lost
in saving another?

But there was Likkle time for such reflactions.
wero at hand.
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“ Nobody ‘here " exclaimed John Bull

& Nﬂhﬂd}" !r:.

“We'd better got off, then——""

. i I’_gufss it's too late,” said Fisher T. Fish coolly. ** They're
eral’

** Bhoulder to shoulder " shouted the major.

The savages wore bursting from the trees. On all sides
came savage, black faces, and brandished spears and shields.
The juniors faced the enemy fearlessly, with their rifles to
their shoulders, and the sharp crack-cvack of rifle-fire mingled
with tho ferocious yells of the suvages.

But the horde of black wretches came savagely on, and 1%
looked as if the Gréyiriars party wonld he overwhelmed by
the rush, but just as the siabbing spears were ¢loss upon
them thers cama & sudden burst of rifle-fire from the wood,
and a loud, ringing sailors’ cheer.

Crack-ack-ack-ack !

* Hurrah 1"

From the thick underweood eame Colonel Wharten and
Captain Coko and tho seamen of the steamer at a rush.

Uinder that fresh attack the savages broks away and
retreated into the forest. Tho bulletz followed them fast,

“Just in time, Harry ! exelaimed tho colonel, grasping
his nephew's hand. I was delaved on tho shore—tha
steamer had not comoe up—but——""

*“It's all right, uncle—-"

* And now for the major."”

“ The major's here," said Major Cherry, with a laugh,
And the colonel turned towards him in blank amazement.

“ What ' he exclaimed.

“Tron't you know mo?

* Cherry, old man!”

The two old soldiers grasped hands, but the colonel’s face
was atill full of astonishment.

* How on carth did you get here? he exelaimed

“These brave lads saved mep—""

" Oh, Harey ™

" We waited the three hours, sir,” said Harry, “then wa
looked for the major. We found him.”

“1 guess we did."”

“ Ay, ay, and I'm glad to see you safe and sound, sir,’
satd Captain Cobke, “and if I may say so, sir, the sooner wao
ﬁﬂ to the stcamer the better, for there’s hordes of these black

ends in these forests, and they may come in swarms at any
minute.”

“ Quite nﬁht.” said the colenel. “ We are all here, so lob
us be gone.

“1 puess that's OLE.”

And the party turncd through the forest in the direotion
of the shore. As they tramped thravgh the wood they were
well on the alert, but nothing more was seen of the savages.
Doubtless they had had encugh, and by the tine they re-
ﬁﬂ"-’ﬂ-l‘ﬂd their courage and rallied. the explovers intended to

& gone,

e party came out upon the shore at a considerable dis
tance from the spot where the major had been rescued. In
a small bay the steamer was floating at anchor, with anly one
man on board. Captain Coke had been compelled to take that
risk, in order to take hiz men ashove, but he was zlad and
rolieved enough to see the steammer still safe, Ten minutes
tater the Doat had taken them out to the steamer, and tho
anchor was up und the engines were throbbing

The juniers and the resoued major stood on the deck
looking back at the sevage shore they were 20 glad to leave.

“And now,” zaid Major Cherry, turning to his son—
“now explain to me, you young rascal. what you mean by
wandering about in African forests with a rifle under your
arm instead of sticking to your lessons at Greyfriars.”

And Bob Cherry grinned, and explained.

The major listened to his story from beginning te ead, and
then he elapped the junior on the shoulder.

“I'm proud of you, Boh!"'" he said. ** My dear lad, any
man might be proud of such 2 son! And these lads, too—I
don't know how to thank them.'

“That's all rizht, sir,” said Harry Wharton, smiling, *Ir'a
been a ripping adventure for us, and it wiil be somnething to
talk abont when we ret Back to ﬁrnyfﬁars."

They were a happy party on board the steamer during the
run back to England.

And Mrs. Cherry's joy on their arrival we need not deseribe.
From Port Said the telegraph had apprised her of the roseus
of her husband and the safey of her son, and she wzs at
Southampton to meet the steamer.

Harry Wharton & Co. returned to Greyfrinrs, and, needless
to say, they had to relate in nearly every study in the schoaol
the full story of the adventures of Bob Cherry in Search of
his Father.

THE EXD.
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Rupert Thurston, f-iend of Ferrers Lord, the millionaice, and
commander of the iter’s wonderful submarine, the Lord of the
Deep, receives mysterious orders to sail for the Chinese zeas. He
reaches his destination, Shanghai, and at the time arranged poes
ashore to meet Ferrers Lord, Here, to his surprise, ha learns that
Ching=Lung is Prince Tu-Li-Hoan, and owns a vast tecritory in
Northern China, Ferrers Lord, Ch]gf;—l..ungf Thurston, Maddock
and Prout, two of the crew, and the Norwegian boy journey north-
ward on the outbreak of the war between Kussia and that part of
China gwned by Ching-Lung. After many adventures they reach
Kwai-Hal, the prince’s capital. The prince offers to show Rupert
the treasures of the dpalaclh but while {auing through & secret
passage he is startled by a message written on the wall, stating
that any, ﬂncft those of the royal bleod, who pass shall die.

Rupertignores the warning, and Ching-Lung runs after him imploring
Eim to stop.

{Mow go on with the story.)

Ankle Deep In Treasure!

“ Hallot' =zaid Rupert pausing
“ What's that "

Cling-Lung seized the lamp.

“ Btand back ! he said hoarsely.

He picked up a heavy stone and advanced cauticusly,
helding the hght above his head. A monstrous sitting hgoro
barred the wav., Its huge eyes Aashed fire, the light glistencd
nnon itz teeth., Ruopert stood still, chilled and repulsed.
The idol—for an idol he guessed it was—was at least thirty
feet in height.  One meonstrous hand held 2 brazen sword
above its grinming head.

y “De debil whoe puerds de freasure!” whispered Ching-

SRITHER. .

He raised the stone and advanced a few paces. The
pressure of his weight seemed to sct some mechanism in
wnotion, for the great eyes rolled and the sharp tecth gnashed
fogether. Ching-Lung flung the stone, which fell with a
crash at the idol’s feet.

The brazen sword fell like a flash, cutting the empty air,
roee, and fell again, & dozen times. Then 1t rose and hung
motionless.

* Now we pass,’”’ said Chinp-Lung.

Thurston shragged his shoulders.

“ You were about right when you mentioned traps and
E:H, Ching,”” he said, squeezing himsclf under the figure’s

nee, * Your unele must have had zome gueer ideas when ho
invented that thing. Why, il an elephant stumbled up
apgainst it, one blow from that sword would have hacked
it in twol”

* Even the weightee of a mouse setee it going," said Ching-
Lung. * Now we safe. Look!™

A faint speck of light shone through the darkness. Again
their weight =et some mechanical agency in motion, for sud-
denty a great forked tongue of flame shot up, making the
gloomy underground chamber as bright as day.

Thn%ight came from an urn standing on an altar of bronze.
Below the altar was an iron-stodded door.  Ching-Lung
wodped the Key into the lock, and they passed in. From tha
altar the light poured down through five or =ix cireulay
gratings,

Rupert stared round dam.

" Freat Beott!” he gasped.
Ching ¥ )

“ Every bitee,” answered Ching-Lungz. ** It not muchee,”

Rupert was standing ankle-decp in coins, mostly bronze or
wpner.  The whels Heor was covered with money, which was
piled in some of the cormers as if flung there by shovel
But the coins were of little value, for in China mest small
purchases are.paid for i what s knqwn az " ecash,” and a
vood donkey can hardly earry a sovereign’s-worth.

U1t looks like a smn!fﬂunk of England," spid Raport.
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A Thrilling Story of the Further Amazing Adventures of

FERRERS LORD, MILLIONAIRE.
By SIDNEY DREW.

e

“0Oh, dese tings no goodec. Ole Tu-Li-Tlcan
a misel, he colletee anyt'ing,.  You come into here.' .

He clutehed a thick, mildewed curtain of leather and reised
it. The sccond room was smaller, and niled with chosts.

“Look ™' said Ching-Lung.

He raised the Iid of one of the chests. Then ke slarted,
and listened. _ .

1 thoughtee I heard somet’ing,” he whispered,

A rat, perhaps.’ 1 _

Ching-Lung shaded the lamp with his hand, and softly
closing the Ld of the trunk, stole like a cat towards the
entrance.  All was silent.

“What's the matter with vou to-day? asked Rupert,
“ You're not like yourself.” \

Ching-Lung turned, his hands shaking. Then he lauphed.

“1 tinking of de cluse. Plaps I'm not velly well.  Bee,
diz allee stlvel ! ) ) L i

The box was filled to the brim with quaint silver coins
and strange ornaments. Thurston counted eleven trunks of
silver, BEight more contained gold—mostly in the shape of
dishes, cups, bangles, and chains, but with a good many coms.
One bag was filled with English guineas, and the coinage of
almost every nation was revresented, though very little of it
was  modoern.

“Why, you're a little Crosus, Ching!" =aid Ruport
“ How g::-nr." did it take to collect all this'"

“ Hundleds and hundleds of yeals.” .

“ And what are you going to do with it alf¥’

Ching-Lung sat down on one of the old eheets and placed
the lamp beside him, Rupert was examiming a curiouslys
cagraved wvase. .

1 not thought wyet,” answered the Chinese bey., "1
makee allee my fliends velly lish. 1 wantee to give Tom
Plout a plesent. 1 tink I getee ks meothel-in-law ovel to do
de washing .in de palace.”

‘“ A pretiy smart idea, that! DBy the way, hadn’t we hetter
be getting k? Lord told us not te be long.”

Ching-Lung lighted another cigar.

v What would you litkee most in de world?? he asked.

i ‘u‘.’el}, just at present, a whisky-and-soda. 1 feel pretty
thirsty.’

“* No jokee,” =aid Ching-Lung, “I mean scliously ™

Rupert tossed back the cun into the chest, .

“1 really don't know,” he said. ** The sight of all tis
weaalth hasn't made me at all covetons. I——  Jove, are you
mad today, Ching?” .

The Chinese boy bhounded to his feet.
ke heard a faint, metallic sound.

“1It's enly a rvat,”” zaid Rupert. * You ought to see a
doctor, Ching. Your nerves are out of order.”

Ching-Lung caught at lbs throat, and a ey of horrore
froze there. .

A human hand lifted the curtain, There waz a fAash, a
veport, & progn, and Rupert Thurston fell with & thud at
Lis feet., From Ching-Lung's ashen lips came a pasping cry,

“ Tiw curse !

"

suchea

Arpin he fancied

The End of Nathan Trethvick—Yes-Kiang is Badly Wounded
—The Delayed March—The Attack 15 Renewed.

Ferrers Lord and Yes-Kiang talked carnestly together.
Bitting cross-legped on a heap of cushions, smoking a littlo
epiunt-pipe of silver, Yes-Kiang Jooked as grave as o judge
and as crafty as a fox. Cling-Lungy and 'l’ﬁurﬂtﬂn had been
chsent nearly half an hour,

" We must do something with this treasuve,” szid the
midionaire. ' We dare not leave it behind.”

Yes-Kiang lavghed softly, and shook his head.

* It 15 safe. No cne will touch it 1"
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_Foreers Lord starcd pointedly at the Chinaman; but Yes-
Eiang’s vellow face was Sphinx-like.

“ You mean to tell me——"

“ Patience "' said Yes-Iiang, fanning himself lazily., * You
to not understand me. The treasure is glum-d{-d by a curse
of terrible potency, written by Ning, the magiolan, The
curse brings death to all except members of the Royal house
tf they darve to lay a finger on the treasures. Only Ching-
Lung or Chan-3¢ can do it and live. FEvery Chinaman knows
the story of the curse. They would sconer face a thousand
of your thunderbolt guns (Maxims) than go near the troasurc-
chumber.  Men have tried before now, but only to die a
horrible death,™

A quiet smile crossed Forrers Lord's lips,

"It would be ungentlemanly of me to try and make iight
of what you believe,” Le said, *f for diffcrent nations have
different customs, It is strange that you, who have lived in
England so long, should think that a thouwsand curses eould
do a man any harm.”

Yes:-Kiang took the pipe from his lips and blow out a
cloud of aerid ﬂpiumusmﬂL{a.

* Pardon me," he said, * I do not belicve in anything of the
kind; but others do.™

“* Not Ching-Lung, anvhow,” answered the millionaire,
*for he has taken Mr. Thurston with him to view the stors
of wealth. What can we do with this money? Curse or no
vurse, I would not care to leave it behind at the merey of
the rebels.”

“ 1t is a difficult question. None of my men will handle it,
and therefore we cannot take it with ws’"

“Why kot them know? We could pub the gold in empty
ammunition-boxces and call 1t cartridges. They will be none
the wiser,”

" A good iea. The five of us can do that, and we wiil
rely on the curse to protect the rest.””

At that moment tllm door was dashed vielently open, and
Tom Prout rushed in,

“The blackguard’s pone, sir!” he roared,

“ What, Trethvick?”

“Yes, sir ! gasped Prout.
throuzh the back!"

Ferrers Lord turned white, and then, leaping to the gong,
sent its shrill summons booming through the palace. Armed
Chinamen came running in—members of Ching-Lunz's body-
eupard. The orders came quickly and clearly

* The white prisoner has escapod. Search overy nook and
::Innn}- of the palace and pgrounds. Take him dead or
alive "

The orders were shouted from the werandah to the men
outside. Boldiers rushed into the shrubberies yelling with
pxcitoment, There is no huni llke o man-hunt, erecrs Lowd
snatched up a second revolver and clicked it open, to sco
how many ecartridges it held. The hitle weapon he always
carried fastened to his waist would be uscless after he had
fired its contents, for its ealibre was so small that he could
find none to At it in Kwai-hal.

Suddenly there was a shout, and YesKiang, who had zat
quictly through the uproar, threw down his pipe.

“* Do you -ﬁuur?“ he asked. ¥ Tha troasure-chamboer

Ferrees Lord waitad to hear no more. With Prout and
Maddock close at his heels, he dashed along the verandah.
Yes-Kiang wus far too dignified to run. He summoned his
litter-bearcrs, and was carried after them.

Guided by the shrill chorus of eries, the millionaire reached
the room. The soldiers ware gathored round a paping hele in
the BAoor, jabbering and gesticulating, but none of thomn
cvinced any intention of descending.  Lying beside the hole
wis sqmcgtjﬁng that made Terrers Lord’s fingers tiphten
upon the revolver-butt—a bloodstained knife.

“The ruffian’s gone down!"™ roared Prout.
knife he killed the poor Chinee with!™ .

“ By Joseph,” growled the bo'sun, elenching his huge fist,
“1 wish i"(!E got hold of his windpipe!™

The millionaire sprang down the steps, but a Jdozen hands
clutched him and dragged him back.

“Let moe go, you mad feols!” he shouted in Chinese.

pia

< What do you mean?

Y The curse!” gasped the soldier in command.
are going to your death, most illustrious one ! .

Ferrers Lord pnashed his teeth, and strugegled to [ree him-
solf. NNeither Prout nor Maddock urnderstood what was
bappening, but they zaw thetr chief being roughly handled,
ard rushed upon the Chinese. Something ugly mught have
happaned, except for the apportune arrival of Yes-Kiang.
" v Stand back,” he shouled, jumping from the litter, ** and
Int the white men do as they wish! They have spells and
witcheraft to protect them even more powerful than the
ipells and witcheraft of Ning, the magician, who made the
carse. Dring lamps!" o

The soldiers stood aside, locking in awe at the three men
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who dared to face the cuese of Ning, the magician, Lamps
were produced and lighted.

“Aro you coming ¥’ asked Ferrers Lord.

* Certainly,” answered Yes-Kiang. I am afraid vou

would be in a sorry plight withoeut me.  Thoush I have
never seen the treasurc-chamber, I found a plan of it after
I'u-Li-Hoan's death. Go first; I will fallow you.'
_ Spurred on by anxiety, Ierrers Lord went down the stops
in three bounds, and hurried along the gloomy passage. He
heard the Chinaman calling him warningly to go more
stowly, and he paused to read the curae of Ning while he
waited. He could make little of it, for it was written in an
old-Tashioned style of Chinese, almost as diffieult to transiute
as black-letter English is to an Englishman,

l!h_e otners came up like rhoste, their feltsoled slippess
maiing no sound.

* How far <doos this passage extend ¥

:Ahﬂllt‘ two hundred yards,' said YVes-Kiong.

i {_l;;:n if we shouted they would hear us?”

Ferrers Lord uttered a sonorous cry that the echoes hurlsd
Emﬁk at hirn. They listened, but no reply caine.

o Mend your pace” said the millionaire impatiently.

Something must have happened, or they would have
nnﬁwer?d, Can that fiend have murdered them both ™

He'd have to get up pretty early to murder Ching.-
Lut‘:{.,'_' " miutiered Pruut. Thf-_ stegrsman was jugt. AL uneasy
as his master, but he tried not to show it. Suddenly Lo
pavsed, and sniffed the damp air.  * Burnt powder, by
rad "' he samd. 1

They all caught the acrid smell, tainted with the scorched
grease of the ecartridge. In thetr horrible anxicty not a
thought of their own peril crossed their minda.  Nathan
Lrethvick might be lurking in the darkness, or hidden in
some hole in the wall. The passage was suitablo for anv
man m shelter, and armed with a revoiver, to hold it
sgainst heavy odds,

Yes-Kiang stretched out his hand.

“The devil of the treasure,” he said, * which only tlicse
who possess the secret-can pass and live !

Prout shivered as he saw the hideous idsl towering above
them, with itz smouldering eyeballs and grinning jaws.
The mreat sword was poised ready to sirike. )

“The okl trick, I suppose,”” said the millionaira. 1
saw just such another in the sacred temple of Yaralla, in
Thibet. If any welght passes below it the swored falls
Fied something heavy, Maddock."

“There's no need,” said Yes-Kiang. “Tu-Li-Hoean kept
a pile of stones for the purpose.”’

He caught up a stone snd poised it over his Lexd. A
cry broke from Maddeocl’'s lips:

“ Look there! [

A man!

A stunted, almost shapeless form was standing high above
them on the shoulder of the 1mage, steadying himself by
clutching the hilt of the great bronze sword., It was Nathan
Trethviclk.

““ He, he, he!” he shricked. “'Talke me if you can! ['wve
killed ono of you, hang you all, and f'll take a few mare of
you with me to kingdom come, tf [ have to go! 1 can s2e
vou hetter than yoo can see mwme! L've got you coversd,
Forrers Lord!  He, he, he! I used to be a good shot.
That'll pay off a few old scores!”

Clraszh !

The two revalvers cracked almost at onee, and Ferre-s
Lord flung himself forward upon his face. The sudden
appearance of Trethvick seemed to have paralyeed Yes.
_Féinng', He stood, with the slone raised above his headl.
staring at the dim fipure of the rencgade. Then his ankle
seemed seared by a red-hot iron, and, with a groan, he
pitched forward, the stone crashing from his hand.
ﬂIt struck the knes of the image, and bounded to the

LHar,

The falling &tone had <done its work. Down came tho
sword, with the wretched dwarl clinging desperately to
the hilt.  He was Hung groundwards, and then whirled
up again, shrieking mn-u_:]li,', Speechless with dread, breati-
lesz. they watched the sight.

They saw him slip. ~ The great arm shot down, and
clangad aganinst the idol's brazen side.  Bub it was a
muffied clang. Something battered, shapeless, and lifeless
thudded down—-the mangled form of Nathan Trethvick!
He had slipped between the body and arm of the idof, and
waz crusied to death. ]

The terrible sword became motionless, the greaf eyns
gleamed more brightly, the vicious teeth snapped. In the
gloom the horrible image seemed to be gloating over what
it had done. Then the flames burst from the jar upon tre
altar, and lighted up the seene with their ghostly heams.
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“ Ohing-Lung "' shouted Ferrers Loxd jevously.

H: ordered Maddock sharply to attend to Ye:-Kiang, {or
he puaessest that the Chinaman had been struck by the last
shot Michael Scarofi's hireling would ever fire on earth.
And he had puessed rightly. Yes-Kianp, though 1n agonies
of pain, had that wonderful power of concenling physical
eaffering which is hern in the Chinaman., He sat up with-
out wineing, calmly lighted his little opiem-pipe, and
polnted ahead.

“Find his highness first,” he said. * I can wait.”

Ferrers Lord was already at the door of the treasure
chamber, The key was missing.

“Are vou all right P he ehouted anxiously.

i Ehir]:-tg- Iung was eifting in the darkness holding Rupert's
imp handd.

“Plerty well,” he answered weakly. *“Mr. Thuleton
hult himszelfee a bit, dat’s 2ll. You justes dig us ontee™
. "Then got away from the deor. I'm going to fire
throurh the lock.™

“ Allee lightes !

There were five guick reports that sounded like crashing
thunder. Btill the door did not yield.

“"Your revolver, Maddoen ™

Another half dozon bulletsa plunged through the bronze
lock, and the room grew thick with smoke.

“ Now,"” said Ferrers Lord, ** your shoulder, too, Prout.”

The stout door gave way beneath the strain, an<d, seimng
a lamp. the millionaire enfered. His thin hps compressed
ns he paizcd the leather eurtaln and zaw the white face of
Iupert Tharston,

“ 1s he dead " Ferrers Lord asked, in o tense whisper.

Ching-Lung turned his hend awar.

“Me not know,” he answered huskily. “Me tink not
giaites. Yon justee comee in Hmee”

Ferrers Lord knelt beside his friend, and Prouwt wiped
hiz eyes. There was a moment of terrible silence, and then
the millionaire stocd up.

* Fetch a litfer,”” he said quietly. ‘' This will put an end
to all hopes of marching for a time"

The words acted like magic on Ching-Lung.

“Then he's poing to live!” he cried,

"1 ddo not knaw. 1 hope so. Tt's an uely wound.”

Frout and Maddock seemed treading on air instead of
money aes they rushed fto tie <door. But the sight of the
Eif{}l brought them to o sudden stop. They dared not poss
it.

Yes-Kiang, whe wae emohing placidly, turned his heac.

“"Tho news

“Ching-Lung 15 all right. sir,” said Maddock, wha hiked
ihe Chinaman; "“bul Mre Thusston s wounded, We've
been sent back for a litter. You coulin't reach me that
gtone ihore, &ir, could you 77

"There 1z no danger,” sail YesKiane. “I¢ i only
when entering that the mechanisin is set in action,”

Both men glanced up at the peiged swoard, and then, with
at shudder, at the mangled form of Nathan Trethivick. In
ipite of Yes-Kiang's sssurance, it needead a strong nerve to
ervoss that terrible boundarv. They hesifated.

“It's life or death for Mr. Hupert!” muttercd Prout to
bimselt. " Here, Ben, I'll chance it first !

“T'm h:l.nged if you do " said the bo'sun. pripping his
arm. " You're married, Tom, ain't yer? I'll goi”

“I'Ml see vou——""

“And I'll see wou blowed !’ said Maddock fioreely.
“We'll go together. Take a running jump ! :
_ Neither Prout nor his comrade had ever made such a
jump in their lives as they made then—eighteen feet, if it
was an inch. The idol's eyes glowed after them as if in
ancer as they raced up the corridor.

The soldicrs were still collected at the fop of the steps
They uttered murmure of amazement at the sight of the two
foreign devils who had laughed the curse to scorn. Prout
tried hard by means of signs to persuade some of them to
necampany him with o second litter for Yes-Kiang. Al
pitempts were t:s_af'!cvss. They wonld &s readily have enfercd
the hottomless pit as face the terrors of the ircasurc-chamber
of Kwai-hal,

“Weil, of or] the yallerdaced, cowardly imps!" crowled
Ben Maddesk in disgust,  “Come on, Tom. and cellar the
‘enddles of this Tere portable bedetead! "OW on a minute!
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I seed a bottle of brandy in the council-chamber. We might
want that!'*

“Yer might borrow a bottle of rum, if you spof one,
i*i‘:;-," suggested the stecersman.  * That blessed idol looked
tHITatT.

Muddock speedily returned, and, carrying the litter, they
went down the dark corridor at & run. A third stone waé
Aung, and while the hideous figure wielded itz sword a
puzzled look ¢rossed Prout's [ace. S -

Tt beats me,” he said, ' how Trethvick got across with-
out being mauled to sausage-meat.”™

Maddock scratched his head. .

“Verv likely he was close behind ‘em all the time,” he
sugpested. 1 recken the old thing must stop working for
five minutes or ea after it's gone off. It wouldn't be eafe
to stand under it for long if it didn't. He'd crept up as
soon as they'd passed, I reckon”™

Maddock had hit upon the frue =zolution of the mystery.
They waited unti] the sword had come to rest, and then
herried forward with the litter.  Tender hands placed
Thurston upon it and exrricd hine away,

“Wow, sir,” said Maddock, poausing before the grave
Chinaman, " it's vour tom.”

1 can wait,” said Yes-Riang placidly

Y Dut I'll see as ¥ﬂu don't, sir,” said the bo'sun,
Four pardeon. sir, 1f ron'll forgive me”

And, in spite of the Chinuman’s protestations, Hen Mad-
r::l}ml-r]._ picked him up in his strong arms end hurried affer
the Ditter.

Rifles were eracking end spitting from tho foot of the hilk
The attack was being rencwed.

“ Beggin'

Hard Pressed—Ferrers Lord Sets Hls Wits to Work—The
Great Kite—Ching-Lung Sllences the Rebels’ Big Gun.

With Rupert Thurston hovering between life and death,
the perilous advance had to be delayed. It was o serious
thing for British interests in Chinu, and po one knoew b
better than Ferrers Lerd, General Yang, Ching-Lung's
champion, was hemmed in between the Russian Army and
tha rebel hordes of Chan-50.  Unless he could cut his way
through the rebel forces, or hold hiz own, the combined
army of Cossacks and Chinese would sweep down on Kwai-
hal, and Kwai-hal was the key to Pelin. .

Biut Ferrers Lord, the man of iron, was not dismayed.
With his wounded friend he was as gentle as o woman. No
surgeon could have extracted the bullet or bound up the
ualy wound moere skilfully and tenderly. Darkness was
ereeping over the hill hefore he left Thurston, and the rifle-
firc was one incossant fusiliade.

The moment Yes Kiarg's wounded ankle was bandaged, he
had ordered litter-bearirs to carry him into the main fort.
There Ferrers Lord found him. He was still smolking his
pipe and direeting his men in =oft, guttural tones to mount
an old smooth-bore seven-pounder cannon that would have
been ealled a miserable weapon, even at the battle of
Waterloo.

}_Fe-i‘l:@ra Tord looked at the gun doubtiully, and stroked
vis ¢hin.

“ My dear Yes-Kiang,” he said, * what do you intend to
do with that piece of old iron "

* Bhoot ! said the Chinaman. i

 But vou have no ammunition to At, and it would burst
after three reunds.” )

“YWe have stones in plenty. Let it burst if 1t wifl."

It was a bright, starlight night, and a hali-gale wes blow-
ing towards the belt of trees, The rebels were firing steadily
from their ambush, their rifles frshing luridly through the
darkness. The defonders held their fire, for ammuniiion was

scarce.  The foors of the fort were strewn with empty cart-
ridges, and they were too precious lo waste.

In the magazine there was plenty of cut-of-date black gun-
rowder and percussion-caps, and the verandah was roofed
Soft lead infiicts an ugly wound, but in

with sheathed lead.
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fizhtine the Chinese it is either kill or be killed, and Ferrord
Lord had no compunction. In ten minutcs several hundred-
weights of lead were in the melting-pot, and, steipped to the
walst, Tom Prout was moulding bullets, 'and, stripped to the
Chinamen filed the bullets smooth, and Maddock and Baby
Milke recapped and loaded the empty cartridee-cases which
Eric Hagonsen collected,

Ching-Lung was still with Rupert.

Little by littls, as thoe darlkness grew deeper, the rifle-five
slackened. Three men only had been wounded, for they
were carcful not to expose themselves. Then the firing died
completely away, and silence came.

“That looks throatening," said Ferrers Lord, pecring into
the gloom. “ They are almost as crafty as Hed Indians
Ehm ﬁldden quiet makes me uneasy. That you, Ching-

ung?

There was a soft touch on his arm. Ching-Lung had stelen
quictly forwand.

“I'm going down there,” he said, ¥ to sec what they are
up fo. A train has just come in from the north."”

“ How do vou know? HHave vou cat's eyesi™

Ching-Lung laughed.

“T heard 1t," he answered, ** though the noise of rifle-fire
preventad you from hearing it

Before the millionaire could sgtay him, he had  glided
through the embrasure, and was lost in the darkness of the
Lill. Ferrers Lord lighted his pipe, and sat down on the
tail of the old cannon. Had Prout or Maddeck attempted
the perilous task of creepine into the enemy's lines he would
have felt uneasy. DBut Ching-Lung was like an cel, and 2
born scout. No dog had betler ears, no hawk leener sight.

“Whe spoke to you just now " asked Yes-Kiang.

*The prince. He has gone to look what this silence
mweans, ™

Tha Chinaman made & guttural sound in his throat.

“Brave as a lioness robbed of her cubs!” he growled;
“ecunning as the snake lurking for its prey! I remember
when Ning, the magicien, read his fortune in the stars. It
was for that that Tu-Li-Hoan made him commit harikari’*

“Indeed I" said Ferrers Lord. * Ching-Lung’s prospects
could not have suited Tu-Li-Hosn 7

“No. MNing read in the stars that a new flag should wave
above Ching-Lung’s flag on the palace of Kwai-hal, that
ancther empire should arise whoso ruler would live [ar across
the seas.™

Fearvers Lord knockad the ashes out of his pipe.

“Then let us hope Ning's prophecy will come true," satd
the millionaire. * If 1t did, 1t would knock the last nail in
Hussiz's coflin, for, unless yoa take the round trip, it's a
land journey to St Patersburg all the way., But 1 den't
h“ﬁW“ to belisve in —— Great Scott!”

Ia sprang from the gun with a cry. A red burst of flame,
followed by a deafenming roar, leapt from the wood, and a
heavy shell shrieked over the forts. It fell into the shrub-
bery of the parden, and the terrified soldiers Bung them-
selves flat upon the ground.

With a terrible ecrash the deadly thing exploded, tearing
un the ecarth, and shattering the glass of the verandal.
Clouds of dust and amoke hlled the air, and a shower of
splinters and stones fell around.

Then Ching-Lung slipped bacl: through the embrasure.

““ A twelve-pounder,” he said calmly. * It's all over now."

Ferrers Lord bit his lips. Against shellfire they were
helpless. The rebels had brought the gun down from the
north, and the defenders could hear their exultant vells,. The
forts were strong, but not strong enough to withstand a
bombardment, and the risk of fire was great.

“We must stop that,” said the millionpire grimly. A
couple of hund men must concentrate their fire upon that

un while the rest dig out shelters. Send for Prout to work
his seven-pounder. atls, serap-iron—anything will do. How
iz the gun mounted?””

“On a trueck,” answered the Chiness boy. * They have
cut down the trees in front of it and gobt the range. Lok
out !’

- A second shell came serceching over them, and crashed
through the palage roof. A terrible fusillade was poured in
the direction of the flash, but the exploding shell tore a
gaping hole in the palace roof. )

“"We must move Thurston,” smid Ferrers Lord, with a

roan. ‘" He is safer here than in there. The place would

urn like tindar."

" Leave thot to me, sir,”’ said the gruff voice of Mile
Kennedy., * Here, Prout, you're wanted !”

“1t's a bit out o date!’" he roared, above the crack of

* Harkari—A kind of compulsory suicide., In China,
when a minister or prominent man is in disgrace, he is
given & polite hint that he had better kill himself. If Le
declines, he is promptly executed. —Ep.
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rifles. " Tha Lkind ¢ thing Nelzon wsed, I reckan: buat I'll
soon malke it fallkk! Hero, give mo a hand to run her back !
Now, Ben, the swab ! o

The gun was drawn back and tilted, and, bLifting a keg of
powder, he poured in the charge by gucsswork. An old rag
soaked in oil formed & wad, and Prout hammered the powder
down. A of copper nailzs was rammed into the muzzie,
and, with a cry of * Stand aside !"" the old-fashizned weapon
was shouldered back and traincd.

" .‘E’rcmt shook the glowing ashes from his pipe into the touch-
ok,

Bpom !

It was the frst and last shot. The sun recoiled, the ratten
wheels gave way, and it fell over on its side—uselass. Then
came a third shell, and the soldiers crouched low under i
ramparts. Those who were digring as if for their lives, Hung
down their spades and fled for shelter, but many were o
late, It cxploded in the air, and rained down death. Eight
men wers killed outright.

# This iz awful!" samd the millionaire. * We must silence
E]Egt gun. Could we rally the men cnough lo charme, Yes-

iang

“It would be madness,' answered the Chinaman, “ard a
uﬁalﬂﬂ.ﬂ sucrifice of life. We must abandon the palace, that i
u rI':'

* And what of Thurston and voursel{ ¥

Yas-Kinng shrugged s shoulders.

“I am nothing; but the prince must be saved.”

Ferrers Lord knitted his hrows. They might hald out {or
hours unless the shells fired the place.  1f they escaped. earey-
ing Rupert and Yes-Kiang in litters, their retreat would te
terribly alow. If he eould silence the gun, it would ke a
simple matter to hold the rebels at bay for any length of
time,

The firing had slackened. It sremad that somsthing had
happened to the rebels’” twelve-pounder. Smoke was rising
from the palace roof, and the millionaire sent Maddaocl: with
a dozen men to put out the fire. The wind had increased.
Suddenly the millliuua.im tossed aside his rifie.

“I have 15" he eried. * Prous, I want you! Find the

Ching-Lung and Mika

dynamite we brought with us ™
He ran towards the palace.

Kennedy, carrying Rupert’in Yes-Kiang's litter, were just

cmerging, Ferrers Lord whispered something to the Chinme

by,

g‘r!‘.'_'m'.-uzr-::u:i!" said Ching-Lung. “I'll be with you in a
moment."”

Ten minutes later a dozen men loaded with rarpaalin,
sparg, and cordage climbed to tho palace roof. The robels'
gun was still silent, -bui bullets were pattering thickly rounid
the forts. Screcned by ono of the towers, the men worked,
A preat octangular framework of bamboo was made and
firmly lashed together, and a sheet of thin tarpaulin spread
over it. DBy the light of a solitary lantorn, errers Lord
made his [!Iﬁ{.‘-hliﬂtiﬂ"ﬂ- on a serap of papor.

“In a six-knot breeze,” he said, ‘it will i rearly ona
thousand pounds, and this is an eleven-knot breezo as [east,
It will carry all wo want."

Ching-Lung laughed, and ¥ric Hagensen's cyes roundwel.
Ho had discovered at last what the strange monster was.

*Why, it's a kite! he said, in womnder. ' What you d2
with dot "

MNo one answered. Pront and Maddock were busy with
their zailors’ needles, and Ching-Lung himseif was sewing
piecos of =tiff canvas together in rhe snape of cones io form
the tail of the monster. A windlass was brought and ciampad
fast to the roof with iron rivets,

Boom !

Tho robels had got their vicious twalve-pounder to wark
again. The Maxin answered i, and the shell fatled to
explode.

“ That'a better,”” sald Ferrers Lord. * Hold the lantern
nearcr, prince. 1f I make an error in the caleulation, we ars
loat 17

Ching-Lung pushed tho lantern over with his foot, ard pro.
ceeded with his work, The tatl was te be composed of in-
varted cones of canvas attached to a wire cord. Such a rail
will steady a kite in any wind, for the greater the presaure,
the greater the resistance of the hollow cones,

* Finished,” zaid Ching-Lung, wrapping the long tail round
his waist. ** You needn’t worry about caleulations.™

“Why not?" asked the millionaire, glancing up.

“ Becanse,” answered Ching-Lung calmly, “ I've boolkal
my passage on tho kite.” §

Fearrers Lord lifted the lantern, and held it zo that the light
fell full on Ching-Lung’s fuce. ; ‘

“ Mo, Ching,” he satd, *“don’t think of such a thing; it's
too risky.”' ;

“Why not? All your fizures may come to gricl,  Yaou
know that half of it is mero guesswork, for you have no
instruments to measure the force of the wind, and you don't
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know the distance to hAfty varde, Besides, the time-fuscs
wight oot aet, 1§ I went on the kate 1 could settle all thot.
1I"m hight enough, surely

Tha millionaire sheol: his hend.

"Fm:r iifo is too valuable. Supposo a siray bullet cut the
eord ¥

“Then 1 guess I should fall with a buinp. But putting
soking aside, Lord, 1 kave made up my mind 1o go. I pot you
into this mess, and I must got you out of it before they pound
the patace 1o piceos. 1 feel cectain I ean silence that gun,
angd tho Kite 15 big enough to jift a house. Busides, I'm
master here, pnd I do what 1 Like I

Forrers Lord held out his hand,

“Ehake!" he said. " You'ro a—— By gad, 1hey're geing
it now!”

The dark wood al the oot of the hill seemed (o burst into
flatee, and &2 shell from the twelve-ponnder paszzcd through
the cinbrasure of the lower fort, From the roof they saw the
men dashing out of tho doomed palace. Then tho wall
recmed to sink back, and a great gush of five, capped with
stipke, shot skywards. The roar aliuost deafenced them.

“Tt 15 time to act,” saidl Ferrers Lord bLetween his teeth,
“if wo are to act at a1

Builets were pattering around like hail, but there was
ample shelter from riftefire. It was the hideous twolve-
prounder that was mozt to be dreaded, Fervers Lord's plan
1o silence it was simple. He had intended to attach dynamito
cartridges with slow-burning time-fuses to the kite, and
then fleat the kite, as nearly as he could judge, over the gun,

But it was a doubtiul Iai’;’tn, almost a forlorn hope at the
best, until Ching-Lung  bhad volunteercd.  Prour quickly
1tgeed a trapeze to the kite, while Maddock worked at the
windlass.  Teo the trapeze the dynamite cartridgos were
fastened. Ferrers Lord tested every knot.

“*1I'm ready,” said Ching-Lung, throwing away ‘he end of
his cigar. * Good-bye, Thomas! Good-bye, Ben!"

He shook hands all round.

“ Wow 1" he said.

The men raised the kite. They Inveoluntarily ducked their
keads, however, as a couple of bullets came Lissing through
the tarpanlin. 3

The monster struggled to get away, and it took all their
weight to hold it down. Over the main string a sccond cord
wa thrown, lis end tied 1o the trapeze.
the Chinese boy to signal his directions.

' Are you ready?! asked Ferrers Loud.

“"Ready and waiting.”

i Then go !

The defenders raised a faint cheer that was drowned by the
noise of firing. Like some dark ghost, the monster kite roso.
The windlass creaked as the line ran out. Then the black
mass rrew smaller and smaller, and vanished,

‘* Slower, Maddock,” said Ferrers Losd.
sirnal now.'

The starlight had vanished behind a sea of clouds, and the
tlavkness favourcd Ching-Laung, As the Lkite soared away, he
swang head downwards from the trapeze, and scanned the
sight below him. The rebels wore burning powder at a
ireinendous raie, and raining bullets at the forts. Evidently
they were not wasting so many cartridges and mokine so
wych notse for nathing.  There was something behind it all,
EI!‘:LD'%'E- see if 1 can dizcover their little game,” thought

hing-Lung,

Just then the advence of the kite slackened, and Ching-
Lung jerked impationtly for more line, Maddock understood
the signal. The kite passed over the wond, and Ching-Lung
saw the metals of the railway in the light of & string of fires
luilt beside the line. And he sow mora than that,

A hundred or more mounted men were pothered under
ihe shelter of the embankment.

** An assault from the ecasxt,” thought the (lhnese boy.
“They meun to keep us busy on this side, and then make
the psfault on the rear. Al right., We'll see about thal.
There they got”

There was 2 sharp word of command, and the mounted
nen galloped out of the ring of light thrown by the wal:h-
firez.  Apain Ching-Lung jerked the cord, and Maddock
wound in the line. Ching-Lung locked in vain for the fash of
the twelve-pounder, and listened in vain for its echoing boom,

“* Waiting till the eavalry get round I’ he muticred. * No,
they'ra not 1"

The big gun barked almost exactly below where he hung,
Ile glanced quickly towards the palaca to watch tho effect
of the bursling shell, He winced as he saw the Aash of the
explosion,

““ A bit too near the windlass to be pleasant for me. Now
to ston their little game.””

The kite hung at right angles {o the gun, and =oma eichty
or ninety fect to the left of it. In order to let fall his dyna-
mile carridges with any chance of suceess, ChingLung
uederstood that he must gain a position vertieally above the
cannon.  But how could he contyol the movemoents of the
kite, and bring it into the position required?

He was sitting on the tra];:-:w, staring downwards.  Suad-
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denly he caught the bar with his hands and began to swing
sl Wi s,

2 Ii-]f::r,ldcmk uttered a ery as ihe line began to shake and
jork.

YWhat 1= 11?7 asked 1he inillionaire.

. “FE;mm:-t.}ring WIOIE, s Juast feel how the line's junp-
ing!

Forrers Losd waes not alarmed., o knew that tha wind,
thongh almos in the right divection, would not bring the
kite exoetly into position,

And that wis exactly whatl the Chineso boy was striving to
do.  To his delight, every swing jorked the kite o fow feet
ey tho left, and that meant a4 few foot neaver the pun.

1 wish they'd fire again " he murmered. “Is as Black
as the pit ™

He swung his leg upwards, and hocked it over the barw
He judged he was well over the gou by this time, and he drow
his knite to eut free the dynaite bowb.  The wind was
deoning throoeh the cords, and e long kite-tail swayved
beltow him,

“I'd better be sure,” ho thought, ™ and not make a mu'l
of things, Hallo!™

IFour rockets shot up ke serpentz of fire. One hissed o
clezo to him that he faneied e could feel the scorching heat
of tho sparks that pushed from it, Owoe by one the rockets
hurst with dull reports, and groat clusters of stars threw their
linhi around.

ile was seen. Mud yolis rose from the rebol ranks. Rifles
were rajsed and secpped at the kite.  Bullets cut through the
tarpaulin, . And Ching-Limg sot his teeth.

Below him luy the twelve-pounder, surrounded by the
gunners. It was time to act. Ile shid the knifo along the
repe, and, relieved by tho weight of the bomb, the kite gave
a wild plunge that nearly huvled hine From his hald,

The light from the rocket faded out, and Ching-Lung held
hisﬂhrt-aih. i

A moment passed that seemed like an ape to Ching-Lung.
They had seon his terrible peril from the forts, ::mi H;gn
defenders, urged on by Ferrers Lovd, were eoncentrating their
fire upon the pun. The rebelz were firing blindly and wildly :
but at any time a chance bullet might sever the kite-string,
BI‘JH I:,Iisll}r Ching-Lung to the ground,

The bomb struck the ground. There was a stuoning ropr
and o gush of Aame. The heavy raillway-truck on which the
gun was mounted turned completely over, with its sides blown
out. Then came a second explesion, that seemed to shake
the very earth.

“ Thero goes their ammuniion !” muttered Ching Lung,

Ferrers Lord dashed up the ladder and sprang upon the
p:alaco roof.

" Wind in,”” ho shouted, " and work for your ljves 1™

The great kite came o swiftly, as Maddeck™s mussular
artis 5ot the windlass rovelving, A silenes llke the silence of
deeth hung over the wood, for the terrible explosion which
had wresked their gun and z2nnihilated their gunners seemed
to havo stunned the rebels,

As the huge mobtster moved slowly into view, wild yolls
of " Ching-Lung—Ching-Lung 1" burst from the defenders.
E:wrl} Fﬁrrﬂr::‘. Lovd, 1the man of jron. forgot himself, and,
ltnginge wp his eap, eheoved as Justily 24 the rest, The plucky
Chineso boy had gained a dovble vietory, He had not only
destrayed the deadly twelve-pounder, but he had given the
WaAvering garrison new hosrt. '

A dozen men rushed forward to seize tho kite, which was
riddled with bullets. Ching-Lung leapt from his perch on the
trancze, and made o wild rush io cseape from the enthusiastio
defenders,  Unforlunately, in the darkness, he ran into the
arms af tho Trish giant Baby Mike, and Baby Mike promptly
hoisted him shouwlder-high. In a moment his yellow-clad
soldiers were round him, waving their rifles, and making tha
vory building tremblo with mad eries of * Ching-Lung—
(Sing-Lung '

The rebels heard the upreoar, and the name of {he prince
Chan-Bo had told them was dead. Many of them flung
down their weapons amd stole Lack to their homes. They
haé hndlrrheir fill _?i {:Hil’riha-;: I]'ur a :Iime. -

‘hing-Luang waited paiiently and pood-humoured] 1
the clﬂ%:mur hed subsided. Then he said gravely: i

“You makee a lubly donkey fo lide on, Mr. Baby
Mike !

* Faith, an’
Mike.

“Then gee-up !

ANSWERS

it's glad 01 am ye think e ! zaid Daby
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Ching-Lung wrapped his legs round the Inshman’s neck,
half choking Lim.

Y HMere,” gasped DBalby Mike, " 00 don't want throttlin’
at all, at all! Be aisy now !

He descended the ladder to the garden, entered the
covpell-clymber amid cheers, and Ching-Lunyg descended
from his perch. AN the soldiers, except the bodyruard,
remained outside. Yes-Kiang was earried in by Prout,
and Aladdocl and Ferrers Lord followed them.

"I think thoze fellows will be quiet for a bit,”" eald the
millionaire. “You did wour ehare of the business very
smartly, Ching-Lung. We must get that old smooth-bore
ripged up again somehow.™

Ching-Lung yawned.

“TU'm pgoing to bhed”! he said. “T'm  beastly tired.
Come along, Erie, and I'll find you a bunk Cocd-night,
vou gentlemen !

“ Gocd-night '

Ching-Lung bowed, and left the room with little Hagen-
gen beside him.

Ching-Lung Captures a Despatch-Bearer.

Ferrers Lord, with his iron will and wiry muszcles, seemed
fo scorn fntigue. All through the night he sat by Rupert's
bedside, bathing the burning forehead of the wounded man,
soothing him with o few whispered words, or holding a
cooling drink to the fevered lips.

The millionaire’s forchead was knitted, his chin squared.
He know that Trethvick's last shot had almest done its
fatal work, and that Bupert was hovering between life and
death. He had lost mueh bloed, although the wound ifselt
was clean and not dangerous. But there was little nourish.
ing [ood in the place, except rice, and no meat. He
opened the deor at last, and went to Ching-Lung's room.

¢ his surprise there was a light there.

“Ching-Lung !'" he called softly.

The door opened at once, revealing the Chinese Loy, He
laid hie finger on his lips. . ) )

“PDon't waken poor little Eric,” he said. ™ He's tired
nuEJI poor little chap! Do you want me? How pale you
are .”

“Thurston's in & bad way. We must gef =ome nourish-
ing food--beef-tca or mutton-broth., If we don't, he'll
Eﬂl:.l
““I thought vou snid the wound was not dangerous?"

“ Not in itself; but the poor chap hos nearly bled to
death. He'll slip s cable for certain if we don't pget
some proper feod.”

Ching-Lung turned his head away to hide the trembling
of his Iips. He loved Rupert Thurston. :

The prince pulled a revolver from his sash, examined the
barrels, and then replaced it

“Y¥ou are tired,”! he eaid, leoking the millionaire
ggquarely in the [ace.

Forrers Lond loolkod v
hagpgard and wan, but he ,
shonk his head. 1

“T'm pood for anaother

twealve hours at least. Why
do vou ask?”’

“ PBecause I am going into
Kwai-hal."'

“ What for "

Ching-Lung's feet wers
bhare. He took a cigaretie
from a little heap with his
toes, and held it in the
fame of the candla.

HIt'e no use trving to fool
ourselves,” he said. “* Wea're
in o nosty corner.  Even if
Mr. Thurston lives, we <dare
not move him for o week.
We have finned ment prd
plenty of rice; but white
men can't live on rice like
Chinamen We want
ammunition, and wa want
fresh meat for Thurston, I
am going into Kwai-hal to
get some.™

" Rut the risk?"

“Hang the riek!™

sa il

Ching-Lung., *“Will you go
with ma¥"
Farrers Lord nodded, but

eaid nothing. For all that,
he thought a preat deal as he

e pursuit,"”
Ferrers Lord was listenine
intently. He laughed his
L 3 guiset langh.
i “I would have given half
TN A SCHODIROY'S ™ fortune to hear fhat
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looked at the youthful prince. To obtain foocd for his
wounded friend, though almost dead with lack of :leop.
he was ready to enter the hornets'-nest.

The millionaire examined his revolvers. Then he sail:

“ Do you know where we shall find any cattle ™

“* No; but we must find fresh meat. I am ready.”

Ching-Lung ehrugged his shoulders.

I was compelled to go inte Kwai-hal,” he satd. “ Yes-
Kiang's brother is there. He has much influence an:d many
followers, but he is as pig-headed as o mule. fle has taken
neither side during the rebellion, and refuses to Leliev)
that T am alive. Chan-8¢ ordered him 1o be left un-
{I'E'lﬂlteéted until he could bring some conclusive proof of my

eath."

“What is his name?”

“¥es-Fo. He ought to help us'

The hill grew steoper and darker, but their eyes wore
growing accustomed to the faint light. Saddenly Chiaz-
1:1.1115!.' caught the millionaire’s wrist and dragged hiim aside.
There was a ecrackling among the bushes, and the noiss of
footsteps. Then o human Egur& hove faintly into view.
Ching-Lung crouched for o spring.

“ A mateh,” he said

It bad happened in a trice. The man was down on his
back, with the Chinese boy clutching at his throat. The
match threw ite flickering light on a yellow, frightened
face amd two protruding, terrified eyes.

“ A meszenger,” said Ching-Lung. “TI see his green
badge. Bearch him, Lord, while T hold hin."

There was little need to search, for the man carried his
de-'s(?a.tcrh_in ¢ leather pouch attached to his belt.  Thay
had no time to read 1t then.

‘:{';l’hat do vou intend to do with him?" asked Forrers

9 “tq:]l. tie him fo a free! Ilis belt and sash will do for
1at.

“Buf if he howls?"

“ Let him howl! If he yells his throat out, not a China-
man will come near him to-night. They'll think it's the

host of some of the fellows we knocked over to-day.” He
thrust his revolver inte the man's face, and said roughly,
in Chinese: " Get up, if you want to live, and make no
nowee I

The messenper staggered to his feet, and Ching-Lunz
promptly placed the muzzle of the revelver in the nape of

is neck, as a gentle reminder of what might occur unless
he behaved himself properly.

A convenient tree was found at the foot of the hill, and,
while Ferrers Lord held the revolver, Ching-Lung tied his
prisoner securely.

“You come [rom Chan-Sot"”
Chinese.

“Yes; I come from the illustrious prince.”

“What news do you bring? Anewer, unless you wish to

join  your fathers in  tha

he eaid sharply, in

grave I
“Yang has evaded our
troops,” answered the

messenger, " and is harryineg
south, with Chan-80 in het

news, prises,” he  sad,
“Ask the man  when
General Yane will reach
Kwai-hal”
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In gurnextweek'slongcom- Ching-Lung put ths

lete story, Mark Linley, the question.

#d irom Lancashire wlio # . ] . i
used to workin o cotton mill, e 16 c¢lose behind,
bat whose plock and solid E-.“F‘F-'ﬂl‘ﬂd the messenger.
worth havewon the respectof 1 am late, for he evadel
the whole school, linds him- us ercaftily, and my borss

sell face to face with a grie- fell lame. He haz aban-
vous iemptation.” It i3 & doned  his wagrons  and

crisis—a turning-polnt in his ot
life, and he Knowe e s wounded, for we pressed him
hard. e 13 driving his

striaggle with himse!f islong ;
and bitter before he linatly sheep and cattle before him.
braces himself resolutely Listen! Even now I can
and tollows the road of bis panp  their bleating  an-l
cholce! You must not miss bellowing."'

this tale. They listenad. A faint

lawing of cattle was borne on
tha night breeza,

(Another splandid I
stalment of this grand
soriol naxt Tuesday In
THE “"MAGNET" LIBRARY.
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A NEW, Long, Complete Tale of Jack, Sam, and
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