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Black Hands!
UNNY HARE had been walking
B for hours, so keenly interested
in the strange sights and sounds
of Tunis that he did not heed the
heat that made the perspivation drip
down his chubby face. The heat, the
dust, the discordant noises, the end-
less babble of tongues in uncounted
languages, did not worry Bunny. He
anjoyed it all,
He was ashore in Africa, walking
the streets of the Orient. His desire
to see the world was fully gratified

at last. His old day-dreams at
Wistaria Villa at Margate were
coming true.

Bunny had time on his hands. He
was feeling quite a gentleman of
leisure. Mr. Earle, before he de-

arted in the steamer at Marseilles,
{md presented Bunny with five
thousand francs as a reward for his
services, Which was generous pay
for the steward’s boy of the Albatross.

Five thousand francs seemed illimit-
able wealth to Bunny—plenty to sece
him through until he }()und a job.
Plenty and to spare, Bunny thought.
He had found a cheap lodging in a
little street mnear the Avenue de
France, and when he was left on Lis
own he “did” Tunis as thoroughly
as any Cook’s tourist.

In the New Town there were shops
where Bunny was able to buy nice
clothes, so it was a well-dressed
Bunny who roamed through the city,
drinking in sights and sounds that
were s0 new to him—so different from
Margate, as the innocent Bunny said
to himself.

Bunny did Tunis, and Tunis still
more surely “did ” Bunny. Clge to
Tunis, as he knew, were the ruins
of ancient Carthage. And in the Soks
were many antiquities for sale, re-
cently ‘dug up—so the native dealers
told the tourists.
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In simple faith Bunny had bought
all sorts of shams and swindles, which
he duly posted to his relatives at
Margate, to remind them that Bunny
had not forgotten them.

Walking the sun-splashed streets,
Bunny often thought of them—TUncle
Hare catching the 9.10 to the City;
Cousin  Gilbert trotting down the
Northdown Road to the office in
Cliftonville; Aunt Hare, with a keen
edge to her voice, talking to Jane.
It was an affectionate Bunny, but he
was glad he was in Tunis, seeing the
world. And though he had started
his travels as a steward’s boy, which
was not exactly eplendid, he still
counted on making a fortune to take
with him to Margate—some day !

In the meantime Bunny was having
the time of his life. = Hours and
hours he had walked on this particu-
lar day, nearly a week since he had
been left on his own in Tunis. When
he realised that he was tired, in the
falling dusk, he was far from his
lodging. He was not hungry, for he
had lately consumed a large quan-
tity of sweet sherbet and sticky cakes
in a dusky little shop in the Sok-el-
Berka.

But he was tired—which led him
to take a short cut. Strangers who
take short cuts in Tumis ave liable
to find themselves going a long way
round, and Bunny made that dis-
covery. He turned from one narrow,
dusky street into another amd into
another, and then into another still
more narrow, shut in by high white
walls of buildings that seemed to
possess neither. door mnor window.
And.so he arrived at a blank wall
that closed the street; found that he
had reached the termination of a cul-
de-sae, and stopped.

It was very dark in the mnarrow
street, and the hour was growing
rather late. Bunny was quite tired
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“ Speak, on your life!” cuw
menacing voice. The light of a
glimmered on the bright Da
steel, showing a keen edge
razor’s., ‘* Oh crumbs !’ ¢jo
Bunny.
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now, and he decided to <vest 8
secking his way out of the laby E
into which he had plunged. Iy g
wall which closed the narrow | 1
lighted only by the glittering a
in a dark, azure sky, there
small door, painted green. a
it gave admittance to a ho 8
walled garden Bunny did nof 8
He leaned on the wall to 1t E fe
there was no seat in siglt, i
turned over in his mind the g
streets by which he had reachet A
secluded spot. He came to n
clusion that tracing his way L b
was a hopeless task. 4 1
But Bunny was not alarmed tl
discovery that he had lost hi te
in a strange city after nig g
When he had had a vest he wa uf
for many miles’ walking, and
were plenty of people in T'ui &
spoke English, uu(} still mop D
spoke French, as the place he :::

to France. Tle could ask hi
easily enough in either lan
though it was perhaps de st
whether the people who spoke |
would understand what pB
to_them in that language,
Bunny had learned, so far, on
native word, which was “sok,”
ing “market.” But with e
one word, he considered, he
derive information from a nati
if he could find his way back
Sok-cl-Berka, where he had &
sherbet and cakes, the rest w
sailing .
And so it occurred to Bunng
at the door near which he
ing, and ask the porter for din
If the man spoke English,
well; if he spoke French,
hoped that all was well;
spoke only Arabie, the wi
would be enongh to tell
Bunny wanted to go.
Having decided on that




of action, Bunny moved along
fgrecn-pn‘intml door and tapped
his knuckles. To his- surprise,
oor moved under his touch. Tt
a heavy door of solid wood,
iped with iron, and looked as if
uld require a heavy push
it, even if unlocked. And
had not supposed that it was
ed.
Ut evidently it was unsecured, and
hinges wcere well oiled, for the
swung open under his tap.
h erumbs !’ murmured Bunny, as
sgtared into -the narrow gateway.
ond was a garden, with nodding
-trees black against the sky. In
istance the white walls of a
It was one of the high-walled
ns common in Tunis and all
rn cities, where the inquisitive
of strangers are carefully shut

mny hesitated!  There was no
of a porter, no sign of life in
garden, brilliant with flowers
the stars. He was new to the
nt, but he knew the risk of a
ean entering unbidden within
walls of Moor ‘'or Arab. Ile stood
ng past the open green door into
garden. g

L path led through shrubberies to
) house. But Bunny realised that
had better not follow
i path. The deep
nee seemed to indicate
1o one was near the
en door. There was
one of whom he could
his way.

unny looked back
the narrow, dusky
t behind him. It was
nt and deserted. No
all broke the still-
He looked into the
den again.  Bunny’s
tions at Margate did
. consider him bright,
, he was bright enough
mow that he had better not enter
it walled garden. And he reached
he door to pull it shut, with the
tion of elosing it and going his

here was no handle or knob on the
ide of the green door. Bunny
to step into the gateway, cut in
thickness of a thick wall, to grasp
‘edge of the door to pull it shut.

he next moment Bunny gave a
ed howl. As his fingers closed
e edge of the half-open door
ck hand, strong as steel, flashed
f the dusk and.gripped his wrist.
efore Bunny knew what was
‘ning, an irresistible tug dragged

headlong into the garden, and
‘door slammed behind him.,

Oh crumbs !” panted the bewil-
d Bunny, reeled, stumbled, and
The steely grip still on his
it, he scrambled to his feet, and
scrambled he had a glimpse of
awny black Nubian in a red fez,
was grasping him. The next

t a second Nubian loomed from
hadows, and Bunny was picked
lom the ground as if he had been
nfant and carrvied away.

did not struggle. He was too
tly amazed, for one thing. And
another, either of the brawny
ns was a match for two or three
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Bunnies: But as he recovered his
breath he expostulated.,

“I say, look here, you know!”
gasped Bunny., “Leggo! I wasn’t
doing any harm! T wasn't coming
in—— T say—-"

One of the Nubians spoke in a low,
growling voice. ~ Whether he was
speaking his own dialeet' or Arabic
was all one to Bunny; he did not
understand a word.

“I say——"" gasped Bunny.

“Taisez-vous !”

It was French this time, and Bunny
understood that it was an order to be
silent. But he was not disposed to
be silent in the grasp of two black
men who were bearing him away like
a bundle into the interior of the
mysterious walled garden.

“Look here—leggo! Oh!” gasped
Bunny, as he felt a keen point pressed
to his neck. For an instant his blood
curdled, and he expeeted sudden
death. But the dagger was with-
drawn. Tt was only a hint to Bunny
to keep silent.

“Oh crumbs !” breathed Bunny.

And he was silent and unresisting
as the two Nubians bore him away in
the deep, dusky shadows under the
palm-trees.

Tt was usecless to argue with men
who couldn’t understand a word he

By CHARLES HAMILTON . . .

Young Bunny has a way of falling into
scrapes, and as a rule he tumbles out of them
again right-side-up. But he wonders, and
with jolly good reason, whether this is the
last scrape he is destined to fall into! He
pokes his nose, quite unintentionally, into a
regular hornets' nest—with Nubians as the

hornets !
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said, he decided. The only thing to
do was to go quictly and see what
turned up.

A Fruitless Search.

UNNY was completely bewildered.
B The two silent Nubians had
stopped under a colonnade.
From an open arched doorway that
communicated with a large apartment,
where Bunny caught a glimpse of a
tessellated floor and a marble foun-
tain, and high walls adorned with
gilded arabesques, came a glimmer
of light.
He was set on his feet, and he stag-
gered against a stone column. One

‘of the Nubians held his shoulder in

a ;{ras‘) of iron,  The other passed
through the arched doorway and dis-
appeared into the house. Bunny
waited. He could do nothing else
with a vice-like grip on his shoulder,
under which it ccemed to crack.

His brain was in a whirl. He had
heard, and read, a great deal about the
jealous and suspicious dislike of
native Moors and Arabs for the in
trusion of a white man within their

secretive walls. Even under the
French rule, a white man who in-

truded unbidden into a Moorish house
was in danger of his life. But poor
Bunny had not meant to intrude. e
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had heen dragged in almost by the
hair of his head.

He hoped that there was somebady
who understood English to whom ho
could explain—but he had a shudder-
ing anticipation that his head might
be cut off before he had a chance at
explanation. If he had to deal with
some savage and suspicious Moor, he
was in dire danger. “oid

He waited anxiously. “Apparently
the Nubian had gone into the house
to tell of his capture. Bunny, trying
to think it out, realised that some-
one must have been expected to enter
by the green ddor; that the' two
Nubians had been lying in wait there
in ambush for the man who was ex-
peeted to enter. That much seemed
clear: “And it was clear, also, that
Bunny, butting in by sheer chance,
had been taken for the expected
comer, and seized in mistake for him.

Who were the denizens of this
mysterious house? For what unwary
visitor had that ambush been laid at
the green door, intentionally left un-
fastened toadmit him into the hands
that waited to grasp him? '

All he could fathom was that some-
one had been expected and watched
for, and that he—Bunny-—had most
unfortunately taken his place. He
had a way. of . falling
into serapes, thongh, as a
rule, he tumbled out of
them again right end
uppermost.  But he won-
dered dismally whether
this was the last serape he
was destined to fall into!

The minutes while he
waited passed on leaden
wings. The Nubian 2old-
ing him stood like an
chony statue.. In the dusk
of the colonnade his face
was a black shadow; only,
the' gleam of his eyes was
visible to Bunny. :

The other Nubian emerged at last.
It was only a matter of a few
minutes, but to the anxious Bunny ifi
had seemed an age. The two blacks
took Bunny by cither arm and walked
him forward. They entered by the
arched doorway into the apartment
beyond.

Bunny staved round him. The light
came from a swinging silver lamp,
hung on silver chains. The scene
was like ome .from the “Arabian
Nights ” to Bunny's eyes—the tes-
sellated floor, the tinkling fountain,
the walls traced with golden
arabesques, the gorgeous rugs, the
rich divan, covered with brightly
coloured stuffs, on which a man was
seated.

After one dizzy glance round,
Bunny’s eyes fixed on the man on the
divan. He was dressed in European
clothes, which was a relief to Bunny.
It was not some savage and suspicious
Moor he had to face. But what
struck Buuny strangely was the fact
that the man’s face was concealed by
a gauzy veil, such as the mnative
women wore.

Dimly through the gauze the face
was discernible, but mnot clearly
enough for Bunny to make out the
features. What reason the unknown
man could have for hiding his face
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The Man in the Veil

Bunny could not guess. But it was
evident that he desired to keep his
identity a secret.

- The veiled man reclining on the
divan was smooking a hookal. But
as Bunny was led before him he
dropped the mouthpiece of the pipe
and sat bolt upright, staring.

Bunny was conscious of a pene-
trating stare from a pair of very keen
eyes behind the gauze. If Bunny
was in a state of astonishment him-
self, he realised that the man on
the divan was also surprised. Evi-
denfly it was not Bumny’s chubby
Zuce that the veiled man hac expected
to see.

He stared hard at Bunny for a long
moment. And it was Bunny who
spoke first :

“I say, sir——"

“Oh, you are English?” exclaimed
a voice from behind the gauze.

“Yes, . rather, sir!” answered
Bunny.

“Who are you?”

“My name’s Jack Hare, sir,”

answered Bunny. “I'm usually called
Bunny,” he added, with cheerful
simplicity. “You sece, sir, my name
being Jack Harve, fellows at school
turned it into Jack Rabbit, and from
that it got to Bunny.”

The veiled man made him a sign to
be silent, and turned to cne of the
Nubians, whom he addressed as
Yussuf.  Bunny caught the name,
but he did not understand what was
said in some native tongue. But he
could see that the veiled man was
questioning Yussuf sharply. The
Nubian replied in the same tongue,
und the veiled man turned to Bunny
again.

“Why did not Latour come him-
welf P

“Eh?” ejaculated Bunny.

“Is he 1117

“I11?” repeated Bunny blankly.

“Why has he sent you?”

Bunny could only stare.

“If you have the sheepskin, well
and good. I am aware that Aboo
Marish was expecting him this even-
ing as usual. If something has pre-
vented him from coming, no doubt he
has sent the sheepskin.”

The man rapped out the words in
a sharp, metallic voice that sounded
very unpleasantly in Bunny’s ears.

“Oh crumbs!” murmured Bunny.
“I—I say, sir, you’d better let me
explain! I—I got in here quite by
accident——"

“Have you the sheepskin?”

“Eh? No!” gasped Buiny.

“Bah! You are lying! 1f Latour
has eent a messenger instead of
coming, he would send the sheep-
skin. Give it to me!”

An eager hand was held out. Bunny
blinked at it.

“Do you hear me, boy? Do yon
understand that either of these
Nubians would slice off your head at
a sign from me? Give me the sheep-
skin "

“But—but I haven’t——"" he stam-
mered, and shuddered. “I—I think
you're taking me for somebody else,
gir!”

The veiled man rapped out a word
or two in the native tongue, and the
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two Nubians scized Bunny and threw
him to the floor. Bunny yelled. He
supposed that his last moment had
come, But he discovered a moment
later that the object was to secarch

him.  Bending over him, the two
Nubians searched him with the

greatest thoroughness.

“Oh erumbs !” murmured Bunny.
“There go my francs !”

But he was mistaken. All the
articles, including his money, taken
from his pockets were replaced. The
Nubians were searching for the sheep-
skin of which the veiled man had
spoken. Bunny’s pockets Lhaving been
drawn blank fhey proceeded further,
searching every garment down to the
skin. Not so much as a pin could
have remained hidden on Bunny after
they had finished. They turned from
him at last and showed empty hands
to their master.

“Die, Then!”

UNNY staggered to his feet. The

B sharp, penetrating eyes behind

the veil watehed him, glittering

with rage. The failure to find the

mysterious sheepskin was evidently a

bitter disappointment to the veiled
man.

He made a sign to Yussuf, who,
leaving his eomrade holding Bunny,
crossed to the wall and took down a
Turkish scimitar that hung there.
He came back to the divan with the
bare blade in his hand, the subdued
light of the silver lamp glimmering
on the bright Damascus steel and
showing a Eoeu edge like a razor.

Bunny shuddered.

“I—I say!” he stammered. “For
goodness’ sake—-"

“Silence ! Listen !”

“If you'd let me explain—"

gasped Bunny.

“Silence ! Yussuf has told me that
you seemed to hesitate hefore enter-
ing at the greem door. Had you any
teason to suspect that there was an
ambush within? Did you throw away
the sheepskin ?”

“No—mno !” stuttered Bunny. “You
see .

“ Latour must have sent it! If he
did not come himself, he must have
sent it! That is certain. Aboo
Marish _expected him and the sheep-
skin. You dog !” the metallic voice
snarled through the gauze. “Tell the
truth, or die under Yussuf’s hand !”

“You haven't given me a chance to
tell you!” gasped Bunny. “I'm try-
ing to explain. I—I don’t know any-
thing about a sheepskin—I don’t
know anybody mnamed Latour—I've
never heard of Aboo Marish—I don’t
even know what house this is, or who

3

you are——-

“Cease your lying!” came the
metallic voice. “Fool! Do you think
you can deceive me so easily as

that ?”

“I give you my word, sir—-"

“ Listen to me, boy! ' You must be
in Gaston Latour’s confidence, or he
would not have sent you in his place.
Tell me the truth! Ts the sheepskin

still with Latour at the Hotel les
Courlis ?” i
Bunny had seen the Hotel les

Courlis, in the Avenue de France, in
the modern quarter of Tunis. Evi-
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et
dently the unknown Latour was sf
ing there. But for the rest, all
bewilderment to poor Bunny,
had fallen into some extraordi
intrigue that was a hopeless myste
to him, 4
“Answer me, boy !”
“I—I don’t know. I-—"
The veiled man made a sign,
Yussuf whirled the scimitar
Bunny’s head. Bunny wriggled
the grasp of the other Nubian,
it was futile. He was held in
grasp of a vice. 3
“Speak, on your life!” came
menacing  voice from behind
gauze. “Fool! Do you think I3
let your life stand in ‘my way? Sp
the truth—the tiuth !” ;
“Oh crumbs !” . :
“ Do you think I am ignorant of
whole thing that you fancy you
deceive me?” snarled the veiled #
“Listen ! Latour, your master,
been under surveillance for woek
ever since he set foot in Tunis,
fact. He has been watched—shadg
—his words listened to. I knoy
much about the sheepskin as he k
himself, except that I have not
it. All his habits are known to
his constant visits to Aboo Magz
a score of times he has been
enter by the green door in'
garden, which is always left unlo
for him at the same hour.
evening for many days he has
and that Aboo Marish expected
this evening I know. G
“When the Nubians brought
in, it was Gaston Latour that |
Pcctcd to see. For some rea
1as sent you in his place; but he!
have sent the sheepskin, for
Marish expected to see it. I tell
fool, that he has confessed it, =
do you understand that you ¢
deceive me?” R
“Oh crumbs I” groaned Bunnj
Bunny kept one eye on the !
man, the other on the glea
scimitar in Yussuf’s lifted |
This was Bunny’s worst expes
since he had been blown away |
balloon from the fair at Mat
His worst times on board
Albatross, even his plunge in th
of Biscay and the fight with
Riffians, were nothing to this,
razor-like blade cireling over hig
made Bunny's flesh creep. . =
“You understand?”’ cam¢
metallie voice. “You know that
Marish is in my hands.”
“I—1 don’t——" gasped B
“Fool! How do you imagin
I am here, in possession of hi
if I have not secured him a
servant? Cannot you understa
that T am not to be played
The man spoke savagely, bet:
teeth. “I have formed a I
plans for getting the sheepskis
Latour. But he is too watehf
is always on his guard! Fi
hit on this—and I shall not fai
“I tell you that I and my N
entered by that green door th
left unlocked for TLatour—th
secured Aboo Marish and his
~—that they lie in this house
hand and foot—and tha
waited here for Latour to com
the Nubians hidden just wit
door to scize him as he entel
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- You came instead—and they
! Now is it clear to you,

,a pig ?JJ

g clear enough to Bunny that
ng scheme had been laid to
pnsieur Latour, of the Courlis

‘and that he, Bunny, had most

P

mately fallen into the trap

let me explain!” he gasped.
me here quite by accident. T
‘meant——"

you think me a fool? You
fo this secluded street, unknown
‘who are not well acquainted
nis, and opened a door which
ould have guessed to be un-
d unless instructed beforehand
k me to believe that it was
09"

it was chance,” persisted
”

lon’t know anything about any
epskin,” groaned Bunny. - “ But
16 50 keen on sheepskin, there's
for sale in the Sok-cl-Berka
opens to-morrow.”
veiled man stared at him
He scemed to control his
by a great effort.
lien you do not know the value
¢ shecpskin, though Latour en-
> you with it to bring to Aboo
?” he exclaimed.  “Listen,
That sheepskin is worth hun-
f of thousands of francs, and if
lace it in my hands I swear I
give you a share of the Cartha-
treasure.”
he Carthaginian
y faltered.
tell you that sheepskin contains
glue to  the state treasure of
ge, buried and hidden before

treasure ?”

‘Romans took the city, two
aind years ago.”

crumbs !
hen you did not know ?”

" gasped Bunny. “You see,

low you know ! T tell you I will
. you rich! Whatever Latour
have promised you, I will double
\WNow speak !” The veiled man
d forward eagerly.

b I can’t tell you anything !”
d Bunny. “You see, I don’t
‘anything about it.”

t the moment the veiled man was
y about to make a sign to
to strike with the scimitar.

ty's blood ran cold. But the
was not made.
'persist in lying,” said the

[ man between his teeth. “But 1
lave the truth from you, if T have
ir it from your lips by torture.
ou dog. I tell you, every
aston Latour has come here
k with Aboo Marish, who was
‘among the ruins of Carthage
knows cvery inch of the ground.
e had not yet shown him the
kin—he clings close to his

dut this night he was to place it
hands—I tell you they. were
d speaking together, and Latour
sented. to let the Moor see the
n and take his judgment
pit. If he has not come himself
sent it—for he knows that
was to leave Tunis to-morrow
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for Tripoli, not to return for months.,

You dog, what have you done with
the sheepskin that Latour sent by
your hands?"

The man leaned forward on the
divan, his ecyes burning at Bunny
through the gauze veil.

“Oh dear!” mumbled Bunny.

“Speak |” almost yelled the dis-
guised man. “By heavens, your blood
will be upon your own head if you
dally with me longer!”

“1—-I can’t tell you anything!”
gasped Bunny. “T'd lost my way,
and—and 8

“Silence !” roared the veiled man.
Tt was clear that he did not believe a
word of that statement. “How long
Irave you known Latour? He has been

well watched, but you have not been
seen with him.”

“I don’t know him at all,” faltered
Bunny. “You sce——"

“One more lie and I will order the
Nubian to strike off your head !” said
the veiled man in a concentrated
voice.

Bunny was silent. He was telling
the truth. But it was natural, in the
strange circumstances, that a sus-
picious man should not bhelieve him.
The two Nubians stood like black
statues. The burning eyes under the
gauze devoured Bunny's dismayed
face.

“It is ecertain,” the veiled man
spoke at last, though he seemed
rather to be speaking to himself than
to Bunny, “Latour had made up his
mind to trust the Moor with a sight
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of thie sheepskin, unwilling as he was
to let any eye but his own read the
secret. The Moor’s knowledge of the
ruins of Carthage was necessary to
him. He was to come with it to-night
—they were overheard—and if he has
not come he has sent it, for after
to-night it will be too late. The boy
has it—or had it !”

He half-rose from the divan.

“For the last time,” he said. “I
know that you feared or suspected
something when you entered the
arden, for Yussuf has said that you
tesitated at the door. Did you hide
it before fou entered—did you throw
it into the garden when you were
seized—tell me, what have you done
with it?”

As coolly as if he were
shooting at a jackal in
the desert, the French=
man fired.

[ A

“Nothing !” gasped Bunny.
I've never seen it—I tell you, I don't
know anything about it——"

The veiled man spoke to Yussuf in

the Tunisian dialect. The Nubian’s
black eyes glittered, and his hand
closed hard on the scimitar. The
bright blade ecircled over Bunny's
head.

“For the last time !” said the veiled
man, in a tone of deadly menace. “1
have told the Nubian to strike off
your head when I lift my hand as a
signal |”

“Oh erumbs!”

“Where is the sheepskin?” It was
useless for Bunny to answer, as lie
had nothing to tell. He made a
sudden and desperate effort to break
loose from the man who was holding
him. If he could have torn himself
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The Man in the Veil

free and darted through the open
arched doorway of the colonnade into
the garden—- But he could not
break free.

% Die, then !” hissed the man on the
divan, and lifted his hand as a signal
to the Nubian, .

wWCrack! ,Sharp and clear, with an
effect almost of thunder. in the still-
ness of the African night, a pistol-shot
rang out from the dark colonnade out-

gide the - arched doorway. The
seimitar ecrashed clanging on the

marble floor, and the Nubian gave a
sceream of pain as hig arm dropped to
his side, smashed at the elbow by a
bullet !

“What a Night!”
UNNY stood dizzily, his limbs

B sagging’ under  him. Yussuf,
. blood”  streaming from his

smashed arm, fell groaning to the
floor, a erimson pool forming ou the
marble pavement. The other Nubian
in his startled amazement released
Buuny and spun round towards the
arched doorway. The veiled man
leaped to his feet, staving in the same
divection and groping at his hip for
a weapon.

In the arched doorway, his back to
the dark colonnade, the light of the
swinging lamp on his face, stood a
short, sallow young man, with bright
snapping black cyes that gleamed
over a revolver, still smoking. The
revolver was at a level and a finger
was on the trigger.

Trying to pull his dazed thoughts
together, Bunny blinked at him. The
thick-set young man was a French-
man, he saw that at a glance. And
it flashed into his mind who he was.
No doubt Gaston Latour had arvived,
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comfortable on this

trouble-free vehicle as it is to-day.
very first rear-driven bicycle.

PAANANANNNANANANANNAAAANANANNXNANNNNNNNANNANNNANNANAN

5
S
$

The Modern Boy

MOST fellows who ride bicycles wouldn’'t feel

weird-looking
The average weight of a bicycle to-day is about 25 Ib,
‘The one you are looking at weighs nearly 80 Ib,!
had this machine not been built it is doubtful whether the
modern bicycle would have been such a perfect and
Our photo is of the
It was made by Kirk-
patrick MacMillan, a blacksmith of Keir, in 1839,
only two-wheeled vehicles then in existence were hobby
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entered by the green door in the
garden, and followed the path to the
house—mnot dreaming of anything
amiss till he saw what was going on
in the tessellated hall, from the
colonnade when he reached it.

His prompt intervention had saved
Buuny’s life, and it showed that he

was a man of action md quick
decision. IHis black snapping ecyes,
gleaming from his sallow face,

watched like a cat’s as he stepped in
from the colonnade.

From the veiled man came a
muttered word, and the Nubian who
had released Bumnmy leaped towards
the newecomer, drawing a dagger from
Lis girdle as he did so. So swift was
the leap that he had almost reached
the Frenchman when the latter fired,
as coolly as if he were shooting at a
jackal in the desert, and the brawny
Nubian rolled at his feet.

“Sapristi!” ejaculated
newcomer.

The veiled man had made cunning
use of the second during which the
Frenchman was occupied with the
Nubian. A revolver was in his hand
now, and aimed at the newcomer.

Bunny jumped at him. There was
no time to think. Bunny acted with-
out thinking. His head butted the
man on the divan as he was pulling
the trigger and pitched him over, and
his bullet flew in the air. The man
sprawled and rolled off the low divan,
the revolver falling from his hand.

The Frenchman stepped forward,
over the body of the Nubian who lay
at his feet. The veiled man leaped
up, gave one fierce, wild glare round
him, and darted through a low door-
way hidden by curtains. The French-
man fired after him, the bullet miss-
ing by a fraction of an inch as the
man disappeared.

“Corbleu!” exclaimed

the

the mnew-
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at all

machine ! on the ground.

But

The
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[Reproduced by perm
horses, and one propelled them by paddling the
You will note that there is no chain
free-wheel on MlacMillan’s machine.
rear axle, and by a to-and-fro motion of the penduly
pedals the wheels were driven.
one pulled the cord which you see attached to the
handle-bar. The wheels were ordinarycarriage wheel
front forks were forged from a co
iron, and it had a heavy ash b
wo ought to be for the irtroduction of the pneumatio #:

comer, IHe gave the Nubians a sh

look, and then came quickly
Bunny. “ You are English ?" he ag
“See you! T come here visit i
friend Aboo Marish. T find thisl
shoot—yes—I save you the life! ¥
where is Aboo? My friend, is he
with these coquinsg in the house~l
are thieves—murderers—what? A
—is he kill?”

“That brute said he was
hand and foot in the house, with'
servant,” Bunny answered. :

The Frenchman made a sign
Bunny to stay with the Nubians ¢
watch them, and then rushed thre
the curtained doorway by which:
veiled man had disappeared. A

Bunny picked up the scimitar.
was ready to look after the bla
and to deal with them if needed.
neither of the Nubians was dange
now. Yussuf lay groaning witht
broken arm. The other was ung
scious, sorely  wounded. Bu
waited for the Frenchman to retl

A few minutes later he came b
through the curtained doorway, I
ing an old white-bearded Moor:
leaned heavily on his arm.
trembling Arab servant follg
them in. A

“Did you find that rotter,
exclaimed Bunny. ) ;

= “Sapristi! e was gone—fl
what you call he bunk,” said}
Frenchman. “If he bunk not IS
him like omne jackal. Voila,
ami!” he went on, as he assisted
aged Moor to the divan, whe
sank «down on the cushions. = 3

He handed Aboo Marish the a
mouthpicee of the hookal. The
man nodded and sat silent. ;

The Frenchman turned to Bunn

“Explain!  Make clear all

(Continued on the opposite pag
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‘Man in the Veil

0 I find you here—who are you
it shall it all mean?”

I,” said Bunny. “I—I suppose
16 Monsieur Gaston Latour, the
pwho's got the sheepskin,’
Frenchman started
m Gaston Latour!
fiyou of the sheepskin ?
y jerked out his explan: |lmn
listened to him, staring in
tent. To Bunny's snrln'isu he
ed when all was told.
ead of pudding !” he said. “One
(fime you think twice before you
on a door once when you are
eity like Tunis! Are you not
i they call in your language a
1 of plul(lnnr B
think it's jolly lncl\y for you!
Bunny warmly. “If they ladn’t
me at the door they’d have
waiting there for you still, and
g would have happened to you
L you came in?”

apristi | It “is the true truth!™
atour, smiling. “It is the
¢ that saves the lion, as they tell
i the fable, Mon Dieu! I sus-
nothing—cven now I know not
1§ that man who knows so much
y affairs. I knew not that he
me, that he know of the
haginian treasure! He know too
gapristi!| You save me the life,
garcon, with your head of
;n Regardez! You have a
;—you know how to keep it

But

"

what

! Certainly!” said Bunny.
ut up the mouth verree tight,
> said Latour. “Say nntlmnr of
is. It is not good to talk of
re in Tunis. Selim shall take
to the Avenue de France, where
‘shall find your way to your
fing. TFor you there is nothing
to do here. But to-morrow you
to the Hotel les Courlis and
or me, Gaston Latour! 1Tt is
stood 7’
Yes, certainly !” said Bunny.
ur spoke to ﬂl(‘ Arab servant
Arabic, and Seclim made a sign
nn% to follow him. Bunny
ce ack as he went and saw
ur deep in talk with Aboo Marish,
ieulating with both hands as he
L and apparently already for-
ul of Bunny’s existence.
Oh crumbs !” murmured Bunny,
he found himself in a palm-
fed street, under the stars. “Oh
bs! What a night [”
followed the silent Arab till they
lied the broad Avenue de France,
: which Bunny knew his way
ly. There Selim salaamed and left
- and Bunny pursued his way
t his dreams that night Buuny
mbled among the ruins of
age, seeking golden treasure,
ued by a veiled man and brawny
Nubians brandishing scimitars.
was glad when the new day came
the brlnht sunlight filtered in at
Wwindow |
Fes, but that doesn’t bring wvest
) Adventur not for Dunny Hare,
o! He's vight up to his neck
gorous happenings in next
‘s long and vomplpte Charles
story.)
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Wrigleys

you'on your toes”

till the final

PUT a piece of Wrigley’s in yout
mouth. There’s nothing likeWrig-
ley’s Chewing Gum to keep you
going all out. The pure, cool flavour
refreshes you—steadies you— gives
you confidence,

A delightful sweet, Wrigley’s
“after every meal” also aids digestion
and cleanses the teeth,

In two flavours — P.K., a pure
peppermint flavour—and Spearmint,
a pure mint leaf flavour. Only a 1d.
a packet, but the finest quality

money can buy. The flavour lasts,
British Made

THOUSANDS OF
TEACHERS WANTED.
The proposals now under
consideration for raising the
School-leaving age, when
carried out, will mean that
thousands of extra teachers
will be required. Seize the
npnortunity provided by the
temporary delay in passing the new Eduecation
Bill to equip yourself to fill one of many well
pald positions that will he open,

Do not go aimlessly from one ill-paid position
to another, but train now for a lucrative and
safo profession or
(‘l:)uxh's students
trained for the
Teaching Profession, Civil Service,

nd for Business Careers,

You c:mrmt afford to remain in a groove.
Write now for one of these valuable booklets,
which will be sent free:—

‘““ How to Become a Teacher,”
:: Compact Guide to the Civil Service,”

Succinet Guide to Matriculation,”
‘“ Degree Courses.”

MATRICULATION
Is a valuable examination, and is an indis-
pensable qualification for many of the leading
fessions, T& is particularly useful to those
who wish “to become Teachers. Clough’s
Correspondence College has led Hmusnmls to
success and can do the same for you,
HANDSOME MONEY PRIZES. BOOKS LOANED
FREE, LOW FEES. NO TRRITATING EXTRAS,
Write now for Prospectus and free booklets,

,Mnulinn MoDERN Bovy,
CLOUCH'S ™emuie ohamvers.” GOLLECE

)

of
successfully

career,
have

Thousands
been
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SGTYRES

We want every vy(llat. to try our
improved “ EX0” U

ABLE Cycle Tyre, and for LhP
time being we are prepared to
supply at HALF PRIOE. Sold
everywhere at 8/8. Fitted
with unique Puncture Shield
~the only shield which does
not * slow " the speed. No
more exasperating Road-
side delays —~ no more
messy patching.

GUARANTEED2 YEARS,

Thousands sold. Thoun-
sands of testimonials.
PRICE 4/3. Post 9d.

Two 9/-, post paid. Smta
EY BA

5iz

n«.mn Send for FREE Catalogue ol
Oycles_and Accessories, 5/. in £ saving.
TRADE

BNQUIRIES INVITED.

MOORHOUSES, pay Bk %A
back ! -5 inches

BETALL=]

Amuing complete Oourse
0., or 14d, STAMP brings
and Guarantee in

Your Height in
creased in 14
days, or mouney

health Improved.
costs only B/« P,
Free Book, Testimonials,
sealed . envelope. Recommended by
and Efficiency,” * Health and
Strength ™ Magazines. Write to—8TEBBING
SYSTEM (M.B.), ‘8, Dean Rd., LONDON, N.W. 2,

CUT THIS OUT

BOYS’ PEN COUPON. VALUE 3d.
Send 5 of these Coupons with only 2/9 (and 2d.
stamp) direct to the FLEET PEN CO., 119,
Fleet Street, B.C.4. By return you will rececive

WHEN ANSWERING ADVERTISEMENTS
PLEASE MENTION THE "MODERN BoY.”

@/3/ AL

VLRV R @/D YRR

a hand Lever Self-Filling FLEET S.F. PEN
v\Hh \nlm Gold Nib (Fine, Medinm, or Broal),
usnally 10/6. Fleet price 4/, or with 5 Coupons
anly 2/9. Red Mottled Modcl 2/- extra,

11/10/30




