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NEWS AND VIEWS FROM ALL

Always glad to hear from

¥4 [Come Inko the
o= Cffice, Boysl

tou, chioms, so0 drop me o line o the following address ;
The Editor, The ** Magnet '’ Library, The Amalgomaied Press, Lid., The Fleefway

Housne, Farringdon Streef, London, E.C.4,

HAVE received quite a number of
I lettors this week asking
tion ing tha chums of Grey-
friara. For inastance, Joo Henderson,
of South Bank, aske me if Frank Richards
was the driginator of Harry Wharton &
Co. The anw;;-:lsr Eﬂ" Yeoa." ) Frank
Riohards wrota his t story of Harry
Wharton in 18908—and has {IBN‘.‘I. going
gtrong ever since ! A Rainworth reader,
who =i himaalf * China,'" asks me if it
ig possible to obtain a copy of the first
ingue of tha Magwer. I am afraid it is
not possible to buy one now-—unlesa some
old render etill has one in his possession,
and is willing to part with it.
However, it is possible to read the first
imaue | er who i8 on a visit to
London will find

THE *“ MAGNET" IN THE BRITISH
MUSEUM.

Tt will be necessary to apply for a reader's-
ticket, but once that is obtained all back
numbers of the MagNET can bo consulted.
Full information as fo how to obtain
permisgion to coosult back issucs for
reference purposee can be obtained from
the Museum ing oom authorities.
Answers to other queriea which this
pams reader askes are : (2) Harry Wharton
ig fifteen years of age, and {3) the other
membera of the now " Famous Five”
were olready at Greyiriara when
Wharton first went to the school.

NOTHER query from A, John
A Ashmore, of Hull, asks which
characters were first in the field
Wharton & Co., or
Torm M & Co.1 Thia distinetion
balongs to ‘Tom M & Co. The " Gern,"”
our :g]m&d. sOmMpanion paper, commenoced
in March, 1907. The MigNET commenced
with the first story of Croyfriars in
Fobruary, 1908, i & Co., of Bt
Franks, and Jimm gil\rﬁr & Co, of
Rookwood, came along at a later date.
The very firet of all thess famous characters
who are " etill going strong ” were Jaok
Blake and Figgins, who were already at
8t. Jim's before Tom Merry wont there,

S |

Now comes asnother query rogarding
our gloriea,

13 GREYFRIARS A REAL SCHOOL ?

Several readers have asked me that,
inn:ludi.ng William Hals (no n.ddrg:!ﬂ given),
and William Stewsrt, of Birkenhead.
Well, although there is no setusl school
called * Greyiriars,” Mr. Frank Richards
has modslled his atories upon an actual
school, The characters, of courge, are
Getitioun, but thia popular author draws
upon real life for his descriptions of various
¢ terg—which is why they actually
seem to live. Bo, although you cannoh
hope to go to G ars, you will find the
oom of & Co. In
hun of schools in Great Britain.
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for informa- | £

Get ready for a ic:&unklh phtu&nsLlu r'ITu;g
unny yarn comes from Reginal wis,
Qirsby, Hainton, Lincoln, who gets &
gplendid Bheffield steel penknife for it.

Teacher :

*Toll me the longest word

you know.™
Bobby: ** Elas-

tla, teacher.™
Taachor ! 4

“ Oh, but thal's j

r ot a 1ong G

word.*

“ No ; but you can streich It,

Hond along your yarne and limericks,
chums. I aegure ¥you OQUr priea are
worth having !

i —

OW for a fow
N RAPID-FIRE REPLIES.

Average Welght of a Boy of 15¢ (J. H.,
of Yorkshire): The average weight of
boya ie e followa: 13 wvears, 6 stone;
14 years, O atone 8 lba. ; 15 yoears, 7 stone
b . Boya of 153, therefore, should
average about 7 stone 12 lbs. The
8 height cannot be caleunlated, as
some boys grow more quickly than othaers,
Scota boys are generally the tallest, then

' come Imsh, English and Welgh, in ths

order indicated.

Cost of Prinling a Magazine (A. J. A,, of
Hull): The cost of printing wvaries all
over the country. Any local printer will
ba pleased to give you s guotation, but 1
sm afraid you will find it very expensive
for ench & magazine as you describe. 1
am afraid I don’t know the address for
which you ask,

Why Do Onlons Make One ** Weep " 9
(D. R. ¥, of Croydon): use the
onions give off fumes which irritdte the
oyos., Fluid sacs in the eyea exude the
fluid they seorete in order to wash away
the irritating fumes.

The First Stories of Harry Wharton &
Co. (" Interested Reader,” of Heawall): 1
am afraid that both the first issues of the
MaicwErT and of * The Bchoolboys®™ Own
Library ! are now out of print, and eannot
be obtained.

The Second Largest Film Produoel
Country In the Werld (" Film Fan,” o
Faling) : Amcrica, of course, produces the

largest number of films per year—but you
are wrong when you think that Britain
roduces the second st. This
istinotion—yon would believe it—

bel to Japan | Japan produces 300
mnﬁlmﬂ a rﬁthnn we do |

Lighis That Penetrate Fog (G. G. H., of
Penarth): Infra-red rays penetrate fog—
which is why torch flares are mord use in
a fog than electrio lights. By means of
infra-red rays letters can actually be
phnfngm]j:hnd withowt even opening the
&n

The Most Famous Cricketer (Norman
Lemon, of North Shields) : Opinions differ,
of course. Admirers of Jack Hobba

generally claim the distinetion for him—

and he cortainly eeems to
have earned it! But other
cricketors have their admirers,
too! The record mmdividual
peore ia held by Don Brad-
man, who seored 4562 not out,
in a match betweon

South Wales and Queensaland.

Did Columbus First Discover
Ameriea? (0. H.. of Leith):
No! America was discovered
by Vikings in the 10th cen-
tury, some considernble time
hofore Columbns mads his
VOoyage.

The Reecord Foothall Soore
(W. Beay, of Bouth &hields):
This happened in & Scottich
Cop-tia, on har 13th,
13&1 wheari ) boat
511:-1'1. Accord (Aberdeen) by 38 goals to

| e

HE last-mentioned reader slso senda
I along aome intevesting informa-
tion i

A RECORD FAST,

which has just been completed in his
home town, Rennis lived without
food in a glass ooffin for 72 deys. He
drank only water and smoked cigarettes—
and his & daily consumplion of
cigarettes was 150 | 676 Was Ao room
in the glass coffin in which to stand. This
pariorg- constitutes a new world's faeting
POGO!

There is just room to quoe2e m o pride-
winning limerick whicH earns a magnificent
cket wallat for W. Turner, of Ivy
ttags, Pyllmeynio, near Chepstow, Mon,

Bald Coker to Polter and Greene :
“ My bike Is the fastest you've seen,
For whan I get going
Thare's naver no knowing
Whenaver again Il be seen.”™

Q0K out for mnext week's issua,
chumg. The long story of Greys
friars is entitled :

* HARRY WHARTON & CO. IR
EGYPT I "

By Frank Richards,

and it continues the adventures of
Wharton & Co. on their holiday trip to
ng]rlpm It is packed with thrille—and
un

As you are alréeady aware the cortain
ringa down this weok on " The Jelend
Traders.” But why worry?  As in the
past, g0 in the future, the MiorET will
always take the lead where serial stories
are concernad. Next week vou will be

able to enjoy the opening chaptors of one
of the most thrilling adventure tales of the
“good old days™ ever published. Im

“THE RED FALCOR 1™
By Arthur Stelfens

vou will meet Hal Lovett and his staunch
pal, J MoLean, both of whork, as the
o giroumstances, hecoma
Knights of the . Thrills and perila
loom ahsad for Hal and Jerry, but
thom all unflinchingly. Be sure
this atirring atory, chums. Tb
Id you spellbound from the freb

icgne will algo contain

will be in the office, as ra to

angwer your queries, and to give any adviod
U MAY Tegquine,

e o YOUR EDITOE.
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BOUND.

By FRANK RICHARDS.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
On the Road!

&6 HERE'S my toffce?”
W Billy Bunter woke up.
Bunter had becen asles

for a couple of hours, anc
his reverberating snore mingled more
or less musically with the hum of the
big car.

It was a hot day. The summer sun
blazed down on the long, white roads.
The drowsy heat, and the hum of the
cngine, [u]fm! Billy Bunter to slumber.
Fields and meadeows, green pastures and
dusky woodlands flashed past the car,
without interesting William George
Bunter. He was interested in a large
packet of toffee till he went to sleep;
and when he awoke, his thoughts natur-
elly reverted to the toffec. He had
dropped off with a sticky chunk in his
fat hand; but when his eves opened
behind his big spectacles, his fat paw
was empty. And he blinked mm‘p:-i:*im:al:.'
at the other fellows in the car.

It was a bir car—but it was well
filled. Lord Mauleverer, of the Grey-
friars Remove, sat in the corner farthest
from Bunter. The farther he was from
Bunter, the more comfortable Mauly
felt, That fecling was shared by Haorry
Wharton & Co.; but somebody had io
sit mext to Bunter, and Bob Cherry
nobly made the szacrifice.

The Famous Five of Greviriars wera
gnitlg home with Mauly for the holidays,
in happy anticipation of a jolly pood
timp, and thers was only one Hy in the
oiniment, so to speak, but it was a very
fat Hy, and its name was Billy Bunter.
But on break-up day, free from lessons
and masters, for weeks and weeks to
come, the Famous Five felt that the
could stand even Billy Bunter wit
equanimity.

Five faces wore very cheerful looks:
and Lord Mauleverer smiled with
placid contentment. Still, it was =
relitef when Billy Bunter went to slecp.
His snore started, but his conversation
stonped. And of the two inflictions, the
snore was rathoer preferable.

Now he had woke up, his snore
stopped and his conversation started.
All the juntors in the car felt that it was
a change for the worse.

“I say, you fellows—'

“Go to sleep again, old fat man?”
gaid Frank Nugent persuasively.

?

Somewhere in Egypt lies a
hidden treasure worth a quarter
of a million pounds—and the
only e¢lue to its whereabouts
is to be found from a golden
secarab which is now in the
hands of Harry Wharton & Co.

“Bomething woke me up!™ said Bun-
ter accusingly.  “The car jolted, or
something. It woke e up”

He blinked at T.ord Mauleverer.

“You've got a rotten chauffeur,
Mauly.”?

.IEHHE-”

“Not: ke my pater's chauffeur at
Bunter Court.”

“Yaas."

“Shut up, old fat man, and po fo
sleep ! said Johony Ball. “You're
much nicor aslosp.™

The noisefulness is great, but the
nicefulness iz terrific,” agreed Hurree
Jamset Kam Singh.

“Yah! Where's my toffec?”

Billy Bunter sat up and blinked round
him through his big speetacles. He knew
that that toffee had been in his fat
fingers when he went to sleep. It wasno
fongoer 1n his fat fingers. Bunter wanted
to know where it was:; and he wanted
ta know at once. Evidently he sus-
pected the other fellows of having had
that chunk of

felonious  designs on
toffee.

“Look here, Cherry, 1f you've scoffed
my toffpp——""

Bob Cherry chuckled.

" Have you had it, Wharton ¥

“Not guilty,” =said Harry Wharton,
laughing.

*Look here, Nugent—"

“Fathead !”

“Wall, somebody's had that toffes!™
roared Bunter. “"Have wyou got my
tofice, Mauly

Lord Mauleverer shuddered.

“"Good  gad! MNo!™ he gasped.
“Wouldn't touch it with a barge-pole;
old bean.”

“If it was yveu, Bull—"

(1 ;"l.-‘ﬁ !n

Nobody in the ear was Eil:v]_n_-.' o have
“* geoffed "' the sticky chunk of toffea,
that had been sticking to Bunter's
lingers. Heally, it was nof appelising
or attractive—except to Bunter.

“1f you've got my toffce, Inky—

“The gotiulness is not terrific, my
esteemoed  adiotie Bunter,!” chuckled
Hurrée Jamset Ram Singh. * Perhaps
it has dropped on the floor while you
were gleeping snorefully.™

Billy Bunter blinked down among
mnumerable feet.

“For goodnoss’ sake giva a fellow
room,” he grunted. * Hardly room to
move in this car. Not like my pater’s
Rells, at Buntor Court, Mauly.”

Tue Magser Lispary.—No. 1,278,
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“Yaas!” said Manuly.

“Well,
threc, fatiy!” remarked Bob Checry.

“1 wish you'd hang one of your fect
out of the window, Cherry. Lots of
room in the car, thenl”

“You checky fat porpoise——"

" Well, where's that toffee?”” demanded
Bunter. “I'm hungry! If I were
taking a party home for the holidays,
I should put a lunch-bagket in the car,
Mauly.”

Wi Yaﬂﬂ;” A

“1 think vou fellows might lock for
that toffee! You know I['m short-
pighted | Beastly selfishness all round.
1 _Ir.}lly well think——>"~"

‘For poodness’ zake, let's find the
toffee 1 exclaimed Frank Nugent. “ He
will shut up for a minute or two while
he's wniﬁn% 1"’

“Oh, really, Nugent——"

Bob Cherry stooped, and disinterred
a stickg -::huni from the rug on the foor.
A q:znsldernhle amount of dust adhered
to 1l

“Here you are, fatiy.” )

Billy Bunter grunted as he took it.

“Some beast's been treading on_ this
toffee,” he said. *“Look at i1t! Lend
me ‘E‘;.?m hanky to wipe it, Cherry.”

“Why can’t you use your own
hanky " demanded Bob.

“It would make it all sticky.”

“Why, you—you fat frump,
about my ]}mnhy L TLN

“Well, look here, I'll wipe it on your
sleeve—keep  still—" :

Bob Cherry did not keep still. e
jerked his arm away as suddenly as if
1t had n electrified.

“Keep that sticky muck away from
me i he bawled.

“0Oh, really, Cherry—"

“Mauly, old man, do you mind if we
open the door and spill Bunter along
the road !’ asked Harry Wharton.

Lord Mauleverer grinned. Probably
ha would not have minded very much.
But Billy Bunter was his guest for the
summer holidays; so his lordship re-
frained from stating what he thought
on the subjeect of Bunter.

The fat Owl of the Remove wiped
the toffee on his own handkerchicf—
nobody else's being available. Really,
it did mot matter very much; nothin
could have made Bunter's handkerchie
much stickier, or much more in need of

whal

a wash, Then he transferred the de-
ﬁl objoct Itu his mouth. Bﬁf
a lapge ramsth; a

of g and it

almost io capacity. 'he fat iunior
leaned back in his secat, looking a littla
more good-humoured. One fat check
bulged out like a ripe red apple. and
there was a purgling sound of satizfae-
tion from the Owl of the Remove.

And then the car jolted again, over
a rough rut of dried mud on the count
road. It was quite a severe jolt, and al
the passengers jerked in their seats.
Billy Bunter bounced like a punchhall,
and Bob Cherry grabbed him and
dragged him hanfi into his seat. From
the fat Owl came s wild, weird, gug-
g!m& gurgle.

* Grooooooooph !

“What the thump—"

"Grrerrrrrrggh Y

‘: %Thnt—" e

UrITTE, g

Billy ]311:151'%;%'3 fat face was erimson,
his eves almost popped through his bi
spectacles, and he gasped ang gurg'[edg,
and rgled and gasped, franticaily.
Thoe Famous Five stared at him in
amazement, wondering what on earth
wa3 the matter. Then they guessed!
The toffee was going down the wrong

way—in bulk !
Urrrrrreh Wurrrgh ! (loooch !

THE Magrer Linnany.—No. 1,278,

vou want room for two or gug

Grooooch! Woooooooooeh !  Oug gug-
1!‘:'

“My hat! Ho's choking—"
“The chokefulness 18 terrific——"
“Pat his back, Bob—quick |” rasped

Harry Wharton.

“Urrrrrpggehh I

Smack, smack, smack! Bob Cherry
patted Bunter on the back with vigour
atid rapidity—cespeeially vigour. ob

Cherry had a hefty arm and a h&a\ri

hand. No doubt Billy Bunter neede

pattine on the back. ﬁut. it was harely
possible that Bob overdid it a little.

“Oeoocgh! Grooogh! Waooooh!”
gurgled Bunter.

Smack, smack, smack!

“Urrrrr gghiu s

The troublesome toffee shot Hoorward
again. Billy Bunter found himself sud-
denly relieved of that impediment to his
speech. But Bob Cherry was still going

Sirong.
amack, smack, smack, smack!
“Yaroooh! Stoppit!” shricked Bun-

ter. “Loeave off hitting me, you beast !

Wharrer you hitting me for, wyou
rofter ? Yarooooop !

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Why, you thankless fat porker, I

was patting your back !” exclaimed Bob
mdignantly.

“Ow! DBeast! Wow!”

" Better have a few more——'

“Yarooch! Keep off, you beast!”
velled Bunter.

“Ha, ha, ha!*

Billy Bunter sat back in_Lis seaf,
glaring at the Famous Five with a glave
that ufmﬂﬁfr cracked his speetacles.

“PBeasts!” he roared. “Now, that
toffce’s gone agnin! Look here, find
that toffee—see "

“Here, old bean,” said Lord Maule-
verer, and he handed a box of choco-

lates across to the fat Owl, “try
these 17 -
“Oh! said Bunter. Hiz fat brow

cleared. " Right you are!” He lost no
time in trying the chocolates. 1 say,
Mauly, these are good! Tl finish the
box, if you like.™

“Do, old fat man!"

“And look here, Mauly,” said Bunter
conerously, “you can have the toffes,
old chap !

“0Oh %m:] 1 gasped Lord Mauleverer.
“IT—I—I don't think T care very much
for toffee, thanks, old top i™

“Ha, ha, he "

And the toffee remained
Wil

where it

THE SECORD CHAPTER.
Pursued !

TRREE JAMSET RAM SINGIH

H looked back from the rear

window in the big car, with a

serious and thoughtful shade

on his dusky face. His chums looked at

him rather curiously. It was the tenth

time, at least, that the Nabob of

Bhanipur had looked back, scanning

the long, white road behind the car
with searching eyes.

Billy PBunter, having finished the
chocolates, was composing himself in his
corner to snore again,  Lord Maul-
everer was on the point of nodding.

But the drowsy summer heat and the
purring hum of the car did not have a
soporific effect on the Famous Five.
Those cnergetie youths were merry and
bright and wide awake, and most alert
of all was the dusky junior from India's
coral strand.

After a long, long look at the winding
road behind the car, the naboh turned
to his comrades, and the serious expres-
sion on his face arrested their attention.

“Hallo, halle, halle! What's up,
Tnky 1" asked Boh.

THE MAGNET

":;IT.]iﬂiﬁ upfu}lness, I think, is tarriﬁ-gj "
5ni urres mtmsmghsl‘ﬂ‘f T
“This esteemed and ridiculous car is
being followed.”

m:FuHuwcdi‘" ropeated Harry Whar-

“ Lots of cars on the road, Inky,” said
Nugent;

“The lotfulness is
agreed the nabob. “But loo
%-n_ur own absurd oyes,
riends.”

_The Co, crowded their faccs at the
little window in the back of the car and
looked. Some distence behind, in a
oloud of dust, a big, powerful Austin
was humming in their wake. Tt was
closed, and whether there were pas.
gengers inside they could not see; but
they could see tho chauffeur plainly, and
ma.ﬁa out that he had a dark face under

preposterous !
back with
my ndiﬂulnug

tha peak of his cap.
“¥You've seen that car before, Inky #?
asked Johnny Bull.

The nabob nodded.

“That esteemed Austin was behind
us when we left the school,” he said.

“The samoe car?” asked Bob
dubiously.

“1 have seen it a dozen times since,”
said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, “It
has fallen out of sight many times, but
it always tfurns up again like an
estimable bad penny,”

The juniors looked grave,

In the excitement of the break-up, of
packing-up and getting off for the
summer holidays, they had almost for-
gotten the peril that had threatened
Lord Mauleverer; but not guite.

They remembered Kalizelos, the
Greek from Egypt, who had comé from
far-off Cairo, In guest of the mysterious
scarab that was in the schoolboy euarl's
possession. But for the trick played by
Billy Bunter, which had led the Greek
to believe that the fat Owl was Lord
Mauleverer, thers was little doubt that
Mauly would have fallen mnto the hands
of the man from Egypt.

Mauly gave very little thought—if
any—to his peril; but his friends were
very keenly on the alert for another
attempt to be made on him.

The juniors were miles lrom Grey-
friars now, and it was odd, at least, if
tho high-powered Austin had hung
behind them all the time. In ordinary
circumstances they would have taken no
heed of it. But if the man from Egypm
was still in  England, the cireum-
gtances were not erdinary.

“Phet chap at the wheel loeks
foreign, 8o far as one can make out his
chivvy under that cap,” said Johnny
Bull. “It's not KEalizelos; bug it might
be one of his gang. Ho had a lot of
hiz own sort with him on his yacht.”

“1 say, you fellows——"

“SBhut up, Bunter "

“Beast ! What are you blinking at "
asked Bunter irritably. “Some beast
trod on my foot !

“Mauly, old man,” said Harry.

“YVans.” Lord Mauleverer opencd
hiz half-clozed eves. “I'm not goin' 10
sleep ! heard all you fellows were
sayin’. You were talkin' cricket,
weren't you 77

“Fathead ! It looks as if ilis car has
been followed from the school,” said
Harry., "“If that's so, it shows that
Kalizelos never cleared off when his
yucht ;mt. to sea, and he's afier you
again,™

ord Mauleverer vawned.

“ All sercne! Let him rip i

“Ass! We've got to make sure! Tell
the chauffeur to slow down and sec if
that car ;fasaps us.”

“(h, all right, dear man !

Lord Mauleverer spoke to the chauf-
feur, and Watson slowed down from forty
to twenty. The Austin came swiftly on
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drawing nearor and nearer, It had been
doing torty on the wide country road,
and could easily have passed the school-
boys’ ear now, But before it came closa,
the dark-skinned chauffeur slowed
down the Austin keoping behind.

“He's not passing us, then,” said
MNugent, after a long pause.

“I say, vou fellows—"

“Go to sleep, Bunter !

(4 !}Elﬂ.ﬁt [Il

“Tall Watson to let her out, Mauly,”
said Harry,

“Yoaas."

The Rollz leaped into speed again.
Watson let her out to fifity. The Austin
dropped away for a minute, then picked
up speed, and eame roaring on at fifty.

“ Yyrrrrrrgggghh | Urrrrrereggh 1Y

“ Bunter's choking | Pat him on the back, Bob—quick !

There could hardly be a doubt now.
The Austin was following the sthool-
boys' ear, kwﬁli)ng it in sight, lotting the
Rolls make t ACO.

Again the Rolls dropped to twenty.
A%lam the Austin dropped to twenty
behind.

“That settles
“They're after us

“The settlefulness is terrific!”

“1 say, you fellows, don’t bo nervy,”
said Billy Bunter, “I'm with you, you
know

" Fathead !

“1 don't suppose there's anybody
after vs,” ssid Bunter. “Only wyour
nerves, old chaps. If that Greek shows
up again, Mauly, don't you be afraid.
I'm here to look after youl What are
you grinnng af, Mauly "

“Was I prinning, old baan 7"

“I've saved your life oncel!" said
Bunter, with dignity. *“‘They'd bave
had you if I hadn't let them think I
was you, and faced the danger for you,
and pulled you through. You know
that! Aw't I coming home with you

it  said Harry.

LE
H

for tha holidays to
Haven't I turned down a host of invita-
tions, and put up with this DBank
Holiday crowd you've brought slong
for the hols, almply toe look after you
and protect you ! demanded Bunter.

“Oh, pad! Have youi”

“Xes, I jolly well have I gaid Bunter
warmly, © idea iz that that Greek
blighter will ic after you again, soma
time or other, and I'm bound to stand
by vou as & pal. I say, you fellows, let
rae have o look.”

Bunter rose to his feet, barged the
juniors aside, and blinked back along
the road through his big spectacles. The
next moment he gave & squeak of alarm.

“Ow! I say, you fallows, tell the

rotect wyou?

Bunier was gurﬁling and gasping Irantically.

chauffeur to let the car out! Oh dear!
I say, it's that beast again I"

“We can't see anybody in the car!”
said Harry. =

“I*vo scen that man who's driving, be-
fore—he was on the yacht when that
beast Kalizelos got me there!” gasped
Bunter. “I saw him thore |

“Sure?" asked Hnrrir.

“¥Yea, you beast! Make the chauffeur
o faster I velled Bunter. “I tell you
they'ro after us, and there may be a
gang of them packed in that car. If
they catch us on a loncly road——"

“Chance for you to protect Mauly!”
grinned Bob Cherry.
“ Beast ! howled Bunter.

Now that it was certain_ that the
enemy were in pursuit, Billy Bunter did
not secam 30 keen on protecting his pal,
Mauly. He secemed considerably
alarmed for his own podgy self,

Watson let out the Rolls again, at an
almost terrific burst of speed. Trees
and hedges Hashed by. ut the high-
powerad car behind was lot out, too, and
1t kept pace. Billy Bunter plumpm:i 1nto
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his scat with s gasp. He was not look-
ing sleepy now. His little, round eyes
were very wide open behind his big,
round spectacles.

There was no doubt that Bunter had—

inadvertently—saved Maunly from the
clutches of the man from Egypt, and it
was on that account that his good-

natured lordship had allowed the fab
Owl to hook on tor the summer holidays.
Possibly Bunter, who had a fertile
imagination, and who feared no foe
when the foe was out of sight, really
belioved that he was going with Mauly
to protect him. If so, he woke up, as it
were, when he found that the enemy
wera in gight. Obviously Bunter, at
that moment, wished that ho -vas any-

“ My hat 1" cried Wharion,
Bob Cherry paited Bunter on the back with vigour and rapidity,
and the troublesome toffes was brought to lght.

where but in the magnificent Rolls which
was bearing the Greviriars {ellows

towards Mauleverer Towers.
“]—1 say, you fellows—" he
“Na

stuttered.
“8hut up, fatty!” said Dob.

good f_unkmF_uﬂw. Look here, you

men, it's plain enough that they're

after ua. But what's their game 7"
“Kalizelos, if he's in that car, doesn't

know Mauly by =sight,” said Harry
Wharton, t That was how Bunter
spoofed him. But he may have found

out that this car came from Mauleverer
Towers—may have had some spy watch-
ing the place and iﬁk:_n; up mnforma-
tion. If he knows that it's ]!rﬂuhr‘s car,
he knows that Mauly's in it.”

“Yaas, that's it," said Lord Maule-
verer Elnmdljr, “Ea.ss Eﬂﬂuﬁh for him
to pick that up. And as he's seen all
you fellows before, an’ knows that

ou're not me, he won't be long in pick-
in’ me out, what? Lucky Bunter’s here
to protect me. JE there's any shootin’ I
aha?]r keep behind Bunter——"

TeE Maicrer Lisrary.—Ne. 1,278,
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“Yaroooh I

* Liuckily, Buniata wide enough to
give a chaﬁ.'r of cover—~"

" Boast | marﬁ Bunter.

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Blessed if I sce nn;thmg to cackle
at !” howled Bunter. “I can tell you
that Greck is a desperate beast. Look
here! All he wants 15 that silly Egyp-
tian scarab that Mauly's at home. 1
think Mauly had better let him have it,
and then the beast will go back to Egypt.
and let us alone, see? Ii's mot worth
much, Mauly—and anyhow, I'll pay for

it Jf ou lika.”
us m:u to lend Bunter the
mone, auly for his scarab?”
aske Enh G erry. ~ Or iz he going to
pay for it with that bad m=zpence he
-&aui_;ﬂﬁ’t pass at the tuckshop yester-
ayd

‘?Ha, ha, ha1"

“I don't know whether that jolly old
ecarab 15 worth anythin',” Rﬂ..li:l Lord
Mauleverer, “but I know that scoun-
dm}tiﬂ:’h goin’ to get his thievin’ hands
on it !

“No fear!” paid Harry. “And it
must be worth something for that rascal
to run such risks to get hold of it.
Kalizelos hasn't come the way from
Egypt for nﬂthmg and he's rizki
E:mn Look hera you fellows!

alizelos is in that ﬁuatm, we ¢can havoe

his car stopped at the next police statzqn,
and give uu mtn nuntcrdi The police
have been look im since
bagged Bunter ﬂnghm vacht near Grey-
friars. Let him follow us into the next
town——"

“Good egg 1M

“I1 say, you fellows gmng to
eatch us in BOME len J!;r !:uelya-:a ¥ gasped
Billy Bunter. “Isay— |

at's their game, I suppose,” said
Bob. “But we can jolly well put paid
to it. We ehall be 1n Maidstone =oon,

and wo'll stop at the police ﬂtatmn. and
put the jolly old peelers on to him.”

The juniors continued to +watch,
hunche.d at the window while the car ran

on towards the ancient ity on
Hﬂdww. Once or twice they caught
t.ha glitter of the black eyes of the
foreigner who was driving the Awustin
and they wondered whether he ha
spotted them looking back. They could
have little doubt that the enemy had
Planned to overhaul them on some long,
oly stretch of road—of which there
were & good many on the hundred-mile
run to ':&aulavemr Towers.

Had not Hurree SBingh spotted the pur-
suit, such a plan wuuf d have been eas
to carry out. Now, huwaﬂ.er, 1t seeme
to the Greyfriars ]r}\]rtf that "“paid™
could be put to it. Ore Wis & ¢ m-gg
againzt the Greek, on which he could
handed over to the police, and if he was
m the ..H.uatm that was the most effective

of dealing with him,

ik Hallo, hallo, hallo1” exclaimed Bob
Eﬁierrjr suddenly. “They're chucking
it Fi]

iF MF hnt. 11‘J

Maidstone wes in sight ashead, when
the Austin suddenly turned from the
road, and vanished round a corner. The
juniors stared. The pursuer had disap-
peared fmm 51 ht.

“Gone [ Bob.

“The gancfufnﬁs is terrific 1™

Bob chuckled. .

“They spotted us watching them,” he
said, “and I dare say they guessed
what we should do. nyhow, they've
chucked it.”

Billy Bunter blinked back along the
road. FPlenty of cars were humming
along m the sunlight: but the Austin
WaE g0

Tfna Owl of the Remove recoverad his

courage on the
“1 Ealh Fyou feff:wa. it's all right,” he
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THE MAGNET

said. “Don’t be funk you I:m:nw.
Blessed if I ever saw Hucfl( a nervy lot *
”E.:H him, somebody,” said Bob.
" Beast 1*

Billy Bunter settled down to slee
again, and snored. Maidstone was leit
behind, and the Rolls purred om, on its
ll:mg ].DI.II.'H'Ei westward, the juniors
glancing back every now and then to
watch the road. But there was no sign
of the Austin again, and it seemed clear

at the Greek had given up the game.
W'hlch was rather a relief to the Groy-
friars party, though now the ew,
beyond the shadow of a doubt, Ll{at Lord
Mauleverer’s peril was not over, and
that the man from Egypt was still in
uest of the mysterious scarabh of
~Menah.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Desperate Measures !
PENNY for ‘em, Inky!" grinned

Bob Cherry.
Hurm amset Ram Singh
sat ellent, a thoughtful shade
on his dusky fam, while his ﬂnmra.des
chatted, and Bunter snored, and the car
ato up the miles. The nabob was think-
g, and he smiled faintly as Bob offered
him a penny for the result.
“My esteemed chums,” said Hurree
Singh, “I have been thinkfully reflect-

ng. What are we doing in this car

now
"A.buul:- thirty, old bean,” said Lord
Yarer.
i But the esteemed car could do sixty.”
M:Eamly. Want to go faster ' asked

leut at all, my absurd Mauly. But
the execrable Austin that was following
us could do as m as this car.”
“What about it, Inky ?* asked Harry
Wharton, looking attentively at the
nabob’s thoughtful face. * 'What have

you got in your head now "
Cﬁu h it up !* zaid Bob,

M e i ol Bl A
at he's something in his jolly o
hlack nndﬁ?o

“1 was thinkfully reflecting, my

worthy and idiotic chums, that while we
are doing thirty, pm’hap&{uﬂy the ridicu-
lous Austin is doing sixty.”

“That won’t hurt us, will it 1"

“My absurd meaning is that, by tak-
ing another road, they me have passed
us, out of our esteamed sight, and got
ahead of us on this road,” said Hurres
Jamset Ram Singh. In which CA5e,

my ludicrous friends, they can pick us
:up wheravar thay like, before wa reach
our idiotic destination.”

“(h, my hat!”

“Oh gad ! said Lord Mauleverar.

Herry Wharton nodded slowly. The
Rolls was keeping up an average of
thirty, and it was easy cnough for the
%uraue,ra to get shead if they liked.

hey had been d ed near Maidstone,
and the Auvstin had not been secn since.
But if Kalizelos had let the car out he
might be twenty miles ahead now.

It was a startling thought that per-
haps the pursuers, who had been
dropped behind, might now be waiting
for the Greyfriars poarty shead. Buf
obviously it was possible, indeed
probable, now that the pabob suggested
1t

"Oh pad " yawned Lord Mauleverer.
“T'll tell you what, you men—that giddy,
Greek is beginnin’ to be a bora! Ten to
one old Inky's got it right.”

“The posaibility is terrific,” remarked
Hurrea Jamset Ram Singh, “and if I
may make a Hﬂig‘ﬂﬂt-]"ﬂ"ﬂ remark—"

_“VYou can make a sugpestion, if you
like, or a remark,” chuckled Bob
Cherry. ' Qet it off your chest!”

“The esteemed enemy 1s probably
watching for us ahead, as his know.
of our route is terrific. Bub if
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we go roundfully, and arrive at Mauly's
absurd home from the other side—"

“Good egg!” said Bob, *“That will
bunker the old bean! He can watch
thiz road till the cows come home, if he
likes, if we're on another. We can go
fifty or sixty miles round, and come
back through Winchester to Mauleverer
Towers. What, Mauly " ;

Y Yaas, but “—Lord Mauleverer hesi-
tated—"1 don't like the idea of dedgin’
the rascal! I'd rather punch his face.”

“ Fathead !” said Harry Wharton. “If
we geb held up on a lonely stretch by
a gang of them, we shan't have much
chance of putting in punches.”

“Yaas, but, dash it all, I can’t be kept
in a jolly old bandbox, you know ! Still,
perhaps you're right. Rather a lark to
leave the jolly old Grecian watchin' the
read we shan't travel by.” His lord-
ship chuckled., “T'Il tell Watson.”

The car turned from the road.

Dodging the enemy did not appeal ta
Lord Mauleversr, or to hig friends, but
evidently it was the wisest course.
There was no doubt that Kalizelos was
n desperate man, and that he would
hesitate at little or nothing to get the
schoolboy earl inte his hands. The
schoolboys had no chance in a serap
with an armed gang, and on seme long,
lonely stretch n? road they would be at
the mercy of the man from Egypt. All
the party realised that Hurree Singh's
foresight had probably saved them from
running into a trap from which there
would ia?a been no escape.

They settled down to a long runm
making a wide detour far from the ro
that leﬁ direct into Hampshire. Whether
Kalizelos was watching that road or not,
he could not watch all the roads, and
they had no doubt of eluding him now.
Now the car was let out, and the miles
raced by under the wheels, the route
Iving through Bussex instend of Surrey.
Mauleverer Towers was some miles on
the London side of Winchester; but the
car, after a long run, came to the
ancient cathedral city from the western
side.

Billy Bunter ceased to snore when
Winchester was passed, and opened his
eyez behind his spectacles.

“1 say, you fellows——"

“Sleep, baby, sleep!” chanted Bob
Charry.

“(Oh, really, Cherry, ain't we nearly
there?’ asked Bunter. "I say, I'm
getting jolly hungry! Time we got in,
I think! This 13 a pretty slow ecar,
DMaulyl I I'd thought of it I'd have
phoned for my pater's Rolls to take us
to wvour place. I've often deone seventy
in it."

The juniors grinned, The fat Owl
was unawaro that sixty miles or more
had been added to tho journey.

“Wake me up when we get in!”
vawned Bunter; and, to the relief of the
rest of the party, he closed his cyes
again and once more a decp snore
drowned tha hbum of tho car.

Far in the distance the ancient turrets
of Mauleverer Towers came into sight

over the tree-tops.
“Hallo, hallo, halla!” yelled Beb
Cherry suddenly.
He pointed from the window.
“"The Austin!” exclaimed Wharton,
From a side rond the car had passed,
a big Austin shot out into view behind
them. It was the car they had dropped
in Kent.

“Hare we arc again!” grinned Bob.
“They're after us, Maulyg.”
“Let her

“¥aas!” vawned Mauly.
out, Watson.”

The juniors looked back as the Rolls
tore on. Behind them the big Austin

roared. A man could be scen beside the
driver now—a supple, olive-skinned man
with eyes black as jet.

“That's Kalizelos [ said Bob.

“Is that the sportsman?” asked
Mauly, watching the bandsome, dark
face of the Greek. “He won't catch us
now; we're nearly home”

The Rolls raced on towards the great
ﬁnteu of Mauleverer Towers, now only

alf & mile alicad. The Austin, going
all out, kept pace, but did not gain.

The juniors grinned as they locked
back. They could guess what had hap-
pened. There could be no doubt now
that Hurree Singh had been right, and
that Kalizelos had got ashead to waylay
the party on the road. But when they
failed to appear the Greek had doubt.
less guessed that they had taken the
alarm and changed their route. That
left the man from Egypt no recourse but
to scour the roads round Mauleverer
Towers in the hope of catching sight of
the big Rolls again, Fortune had
favoured him to this extent; he had
sighted them. But they were almost in
now, and, so far as the juniors could
se, he had no chance.

Bang!
“Great ;ﬁ]p I* gasped Johnny Bull
Bang! flang]

The pistol-shots rang from the man
beside the dark-faced driver. For a
moment the schoolboys supposed that
the Greek was firing on them. Then
they realised that he was shooting at
the tyres. The bullets spattered on the
road under the Rolls as it shot round a
bend in the road. Watson gave a jum
in his seat, but did not look round;
the car was going at a broakneck pace.
He kept it going. The juniors felt a
thrill at their hearts. A burst tyre at
that speed——

“1 say, you fellows!” Bunter yawned.
“*What's that row? Is it thunder?”

Bang! Bang!

“The villain!” breathed Wharton.

Had it been a matter of minutes the
Greek would ne doubt have stopped the
Rolls by that desperate method ; perhaps
at & cost of lifa or limb to the occu-
pants. But it was only a matter of
scconds.

“I sy, you fcllows—"

11 Hﬂm w& “m !]J

ang |

The park gates wero open. The Rolls
rocked on two wheels as Watson turned
in at the wide gateway. The big oaks
and beeches on the drive flashed by,
merged into one another at the speed.
Watson slowed down up to the house,
The juniors stared back breathlessly,
wondering wkhkether the Greek was
desperate enough to follow them in at
the park gates. But Kalizolos stopped
short of that. The Austin shot past the
gateway and vanished.

Bob Cherry gasped.

“ My hat! ‘l‘?&'l"ﬁ well out of that 1”

“Laucky we didn’t fall in with them
on a lonely road !” said Nugent. “That
scoundrel wouldn't stop at much I

“1 say, you fellows- —'* Billy Bunter
blinked round vishly. " Are we in
at last? Frightful long time we've been
on the road! This iso’t much of a car,
Mauly."

“Yaas™

“1 say, what was that row?®™ asked
Buntor. "It wasn't thunder? Some-
body letting off fireworks "

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Yes; jolly dangerous fireworks, old
fat bean,” grinned Bob Cherry. as the
Rolls came to a stop at the entrance of
Lord Mauleverer's mansion and the
great door opened, revealing the portly
figure of Porson, his lordship's butler.

7

“It wag the jolly old Greek potting ak
us, my fat tulip.”

“ Yarooooh IV

“All serene now, Bunter,” said Harry

Wharton.

“Beast! Lemme gerrout!” yelled
Bunter.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

ﬂ"chmma gerrout ' shrieked the fat
wl.

He plunged for the door. Watson
had dismounted and opened it, and Billy
Bunter camo out like a bullet from a
rifle.

He tore up the steps at frantic speed.
Porson, portly and majestic, was in the
doorway. Bunter did not even sce him,
He crashed.

“Oooovogh I pasped the butler of
Mauleverer Towers, as the fat Owl
established sudden contact with his well-
packed waistcoat.

He sat down with startling sudden-
nnss,

“Ow ! gurgled Bunter, as he sprawled

over Porson. “Ow! Beast! Gerrout!
Leggo! Rotter! Oooogh!™
L | &, hﬂ, hatil

Billy Bunter serambled and
vanished into the house,

Porson sat up and gasped.

The juniors came grinning in. Porson
was a dignified butlor, worthy, in his
natural state, of the highest traditions
of Mauleverer Towers. But for once
Porson received his lordship at his lord-
ship’s door in an utterly undignified
manner,

Had Porson been told that he would
ever receive Lord Mauleverer, sitting
down in the deorway and clasping
both hands to his waistcoat, Porson
would have repudiated the suggestion
with scorn.

But that was exactly what he did on
this occasion.

up

“Oooogh !" gasped Porson. “ Oooop |
Wocoooooh-hoooooop ! My lord—
Grocogh! My—" Oooooch! Lord!

Warrrroooop !

Three or four footmen rushed to help
Porson up. Bupported gn one side by
James, and on the other by John,
Porson endeavoured to collect his accus-
tomed dignity, and to speak with his
usual calm aplomb. But all he could
EAY WaS :

‘Wooooooh ! Goooooh! Goocooch 1*

And the footmen led him away, still

gurgling.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER,

Banter Declines !
[ S CORPIONS—*

“And lions—"

“And plagues—you fellows
Fri have ]'.L\v:anfb aguub the plagues of
e

%.Fﬂnd the famines——"

“Then there's the sand-storms—*

“And the burping sun—hot as a
furnace——"

“ Hotter |

“The hotfulness is terrific!”

“Better not tell Bunter. He will find
it out soon enough for himself when
he gets there.”

“ Beasts " murmured Billy Bunter.

Bunter was seated in a deep arm-
chair in the old armoury that Lord
Mauleverer used as & “den.” With his
Eg:-dgy figure filling the big chair, and

is fat little legs stretched &across
another chatr, his fab thumbs stuck in
the armholes of his waistcoat, Billy
Bunter presented a picture of comfort
if not of elegance or beauty. Bevera
lunches were packed away inside Bunter,
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gnd he had retired to that comfortable
chair for & nap.

Harry Wharten & Co. came into the
room, apparently unaware that he was
there. They stood In a ﬁruup by the
window, their backs to Bunter, while
they discussed Egypt snd the attrac-
tions of that famous land.

Billy Bunter blinked i_mulmallj' at
their {mcka, through his big spectacles,
He did not make his presence known,
If the fellows ware discussing matters
not intended for his fat ears, Billy
Bunter was not the fellow to let them
know that he was there. .

“ No, keep it dark from Bunter,” said
Harry Wharton irm-aijr. “ He will know
what it's like when he finds a scorpion
in his bed in Egypt.”

“Let him be happy as long as he
can,” said Bob Chorry. “No need to
toll him he may be gobbled up by a lion
in the Libyan Desert."

“ Bunter won't last long enough to be
gobbled by a lion,” said Johnn Bull,
shaking his head. “He will melt away
liks tallow when he gets under the
Egyptian sun.”

3 l”lﬂﬂr old Bunter ¥ _

"Hi&'ht give him the tip what fo
ex * gald Nugent.

‘?eb?:r’, no i Hagmight chuck us, if he
know, And what should wo do without
Bunter?”

“True 1" . ok

“But if he's bitten by a scorpion——

“Well, that will save him from being
gobbled by & lion——" _

Billy Bunter could keep silent no
longer.

7 ts I* he roared.

The Famous Five spun round from
the window, with surprised looks
worthy. of members of the Remove
Dramatio Society.

““ Hallop, halle, hallo|
exclaimed Bob,

“0Oh, my hat!

He's hore !™

Did you hear what
we were Bayiog, Bunter?”

“Yes, Iajiuﬁ‘y well did!” snorted
Bunter. “Eeeping it dark, were you,
ou rotters? You'd like mo to be bitten
{3 soorpions 1™

The fat junior rose from tho arm-
chair. His very spretacles gleamed with
wrath and indignation.

“ Now, look here, vou fellows, what's
this rot?" he demanded. *I koew
there was something on—I've spotted
:;Jht]t_té In?Ma,uly going to Egypt for the

idaye 1™

E'Thﬂ’s it, old bean,* assented Bob.
“YWe're going with him. And as you're
staying with Mauly for the hols, you're
coming, too, of course.”

“Well, I can tell you I'm jolly well
not1” declared Billy Bunter. “I'll
stay here with Mauly, or I'll go with
him if he likes to make it Margata.
Eut*}'m not going to Egypt, and that's

AL

“Ripping cuuntr'ih old bean!” said
Bob Cherry solemnly, “No end of a
catch to get a holiday in Egypt.”

“That's & bit different from what you

were saying just now, when you
thought { didn’t hear you!* sneered
Bunter,

“Ohl Ah! Vesl! But—"

“Lots of things to ses, Bunter,” eaid
Frank Nugent. “There's the Jﬁh]’ old
Sphing—"

“Blow the Sphinx1¥ .

“And frigh u!iﬁ' interesting tombs,™
eaid Johany Bull. “¥You'd need a
tomb, you know, if a scorpion bit you."

] Bﬂlﬂt Il?

“*As for tha lafues of Egypt—*
eai:ill Bab. “II—iE n]::’t think It &Tg ATH
really any plagues there now |"’

" ¥ah! IPI.I: E;:Ilg well not going to bo
bitten by seorpions, and catch ﬁugms,

Tag Maguwer Lisnany.—No, 1,278,

you, I know that!” said

to please
"And I'm jolly well

Billy Bunter.

going to tell Mauly so. I'm going to
tell him so plainly.

“ My esteemed Eunt&r—-ﬂ"

“Yah1”

Billy Bunter rolled towards the door—
apparently to seek Lord Maulaverer at
once, and talk plainly to him,

, The chums of the Remove exchanged
joyous grins,

“It's worked I murmured Bob.

Really, it seemed to have worked like
& charm. -

The Greviriars fellows had now been
some days at Maulevercr Towers, and it
was time to get ready for the journey

to t with Mauly’s un 2ir
Heginld Brocke

Bunter was landed on Mauly for the
holidays; he had done ﬂ.uli,' B
service, and for that reason his long-
suffering lordship felt bound to stand
the fat and fatuous QOwl. f Bunter
decided to accompany the party to
Egypt, Mauly felt that he could not say
him nay.

For which reason his friends were
coming to the rescue, as it were. That
happy description of the famous land
of Kgvpt, which Bunter supposed that
he had overheard by chance, seemed to
have worked the oracle.

Billy Bunter, ovidently, was not
attracted by & prospect of scorpions,
lions, plagues, and burning heat like a
furnace.

Bunter rolled away, leaving the
juniors grinning. But as he reached
the door Lord Mauleverer came into
the armoury, :

“QOh, here you are, you men,” said
Mauly. " Like to come along to the
Egyptisn Room end have a look at that
jolly old secarab—the one that the Greak
johnny is after, what?”

“Yes, rather, old bean,” said Bob.

“1 say, Mauly—" Billy Bunter

lanted himself in fromt of Lord

auleverer, and fixed his eyes, and his
spectacles, on the schoolboy earl's sur-
prised face. “I've got a bone to pick
with you. Never mind the scarab now
—just listen to me.”

“Yaas,” sighed Lord Mauleverer,

“1 hear that you're going fo Egypt
for the hols.™

“Yans.”

“Well, T think it's rot!”

“Yaoas.*

_“II came here,” szaid Btlintaar Accu-
singly, “expecting to pass tha vacation
here. It's not %&m up to the style of
Bunter Court; but I could be comfort-
able here. 8till, if you want a change, 1
suggest Margate.”

T AAER Lk ]

“] daro ea

you don't know much
ashout Egypt,

auly, but it's friﬁhtfu]ly
hot, packed with scorpions, and there
are plagues and famines, and all sorts
of things. Well, give it & miss, old
chap, scel”

“YVaas—I mean, nol” said Lord
Mauleverer. "“You see, my uncle's
oing to Egypt, while my aunt’s in
gwitz.eﬂu.nd, to look after an estate he's
got in the—-the—the—the what's-its-

name——"

“The Fayyum |” grinned Bob Cherry.
“Yaas, that's it? Well, I'm goin’

with him, snd my friends are comin’

with me, and if you'd like to come,

Bunter——*
wouldn't 1"

“Well, I
emphatically, ;

Lord Mauleverer brightened up.

“Pegad! Mean that, Bunter?” he
asked.

“Yeos, I jolly well do! You’d better
give it a miss,” said Bunter. *1I tell
ou ﬁ:l:,'u:n]y that if you go to E,prt
or tha hols you lose my company.

sa1d Bunter

THE MAGNET
*Oh gad I

ejaculated Lord
Mauleverer.

“1 mean it]" gaid Bunter emphatic-
ally. *“Bo thers you are, Mauly! I'l]
stay here with you, or I'l come to
Har’ga.ta, or Blackpool. But I jolly well
won't Bf to Egypt, and that's flat 1™

5 here, Bunter, you can't let us
down, old man!” said Bob Cherry,
shaking his head.

“Rats to you!” said Bunter. " Now,
then, Mauly, yes, or nol Are you
Eﬂmg?ll‘

" Yaas”

“In that case,” said Bunter, with
dignity, *'I consider that you've let me
down, and I'm done with you. I shall
go to Margate, You can lend me a car
to get to Margate, I suppose "

“Why not phone home for your
pater's Holls?” asked Bob.
“You shut up, Cherry! Look here,

Mauly——"

“Dﬂ" dear chap, I'll lend you & cer
with pleasure,” said Lord Mauleverer,
with alagrity. “I'll tell Watson to
land you right on the pier at Margate."

“Well, that's all right,” agreed
Bunter. “But there’s one more thing.
Owing to commng away with you to
look after you, you know, I haven't
been home, and I'm short of tin, I
think you might lend me a fAver—I
mean a tenner—till I get a remittance
from Bunter Court.”

“Any old thing,” said Lord Maule-
yierer.

“Thanks!” said Bunter ¢arelessly, as
his lordship opened s remarkably well-
filled notecase, and a banknote e u}g‘ad
hands. “I’'ll settle this later, Mauly.”

“The latefulness will probably
terrifie,”” murmured Hurree Jamset
Ram Einﬁ'th..

“You sghut up, Inky! No good my
sending this back hg ]?m’ if you're

oingato Eg'f.'pt," sai unter thought-
?uII . “T'll leava it over till next term
at E%reffriara. Mauly.”

“E‘:Esi‘h ’I1 enjoy tho pl

T ope you'll enjoy plagucs
and scorpions,” added Bunter sarcastic-
ally, as he rolled back to the arm-
chair.

“Yaas"

T.ord Maulavorer left the armoury
with the Famous Five. The Giey-
friare follows might have been lﬂﬂkmg
forward to enjoying the plagues an
scorpions, Egm;lgfi their smiling
faces. Lord Mauleverer secmed quite
bucked. His lordship glanced rather
curiously at the Co. as they went along
to the Egyptian Room.

“You men been pilin' it on about the
jolly old scorpions and things!” he
asked.

“Just a few,” grinned Bob.

Lord Mauleverer chuckled.

“Bunter's goin® to make this trip to
Egvpt & j{ﬁ]j’ old success,” he re-
marked.

“ Eh—how "

“By goin' to Margate”

"Hﬂ, 1]!.' hl].!" .

The ancient and mysterious land of
Egypt had many attractions for the
Cireyiriars fellows. But therc was no
doubt that it seemed more than ever
attractive, now that it was settled that
Billr Bunter was going to Margate,

THE FIFTH CHAPTER,

The Face at the Window !
ARRY WHARTON & CO,
H looked round with keen in-
terest in the Egyptian Room
at Mauleverer Towers. They

had seen the room before on previoua
visits to Mauly’s home without much
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As the Rolls containing the Greylfriars juniors shot round the bend, the Greek, in the pursuing car, aimed for the tyres. Bang,

bang, bang !

interest; but now that they were going
to Egypt everything connected with
that mysterious land had an attraction
for them.

The late Lord Mauleverer, whom
Mauly hardly remembered, had spent
many yesrs in the lsnd of the
Pharaohs, &:pluru;.ﬁ ancient tombs and
ruins, and he h brought home a
great collection of Egyptian an-
tiquities. @ There was a huge sicone
garcophagus with a lid the juniors could
hardly lift. There were swathed mum-
miea which seemed rather creepy.
There wera rolls of papyrus covered
with stranpge characters they could not
read. Therse wera old weapons and
jewels and strange garments, and thers
were many specimens of the secred
scarab of the old Egyptians.

Mauly’s uncle, Sir Reginald Brooko,
was in the room when they came in,
and the old baronet showed the chums
of the Romove about the room, and
explained many of the curios end an-
tiquities to them, whilse Lord Maule-
vorer sat on the old sarco hafus and
nobly forbore to yawn. is lordship
had too many possessions to value them
vory highlf. And probebly he had

iven hardly & thought to the wonder-
ul eollection in the Egyptian Room,

But it was the Golden Scarab, the
eacred scarabaeus of A-Menah, that
chained the attention of the juniora
This scarab was kept in & special glass-
topped case by iteelf, and the juniors
gntﬁnrﬂd round fo look at it rather
eagerly. It was for the sake of that
scarab that EKonstantinos Ealizelos had
travelled from Caire. It was for that
scarab that the Greek had attempted to
kidnap Lord Mauleverer, for which
attempt he was now being hunted by
the police. It was obvious that some

unknown wvalus was attached to the
golden beetle, though the juniors could
not begin to guess what it was.

That it had an intrinsic value was
clear, for i1t was formed of gold, and
itz eyes were two tiny diamonds. DBut
the value of the metsl and the stores
could hardly have been more than
thirty or forty i}nunds, and certainly
did not account for the Greek's desire
to possess if.

Ho far as the juniors conld see, it was
geimply & beetle formed of solid gold,
such as the ancient Eg&lptja.ns WOTe AS
amulets to protect em, a5 the
fancied, from evil fortune snd the evi
aye.

Strange hieroglyphics were engraved
on the shining surface of the Leetle's
body, but what they meant, if they
meant anything, the schoolboys had not
the fmintest idea. Egyptian lore had
been left out of the curriculum at Grey-
friars.

820 that's it,” said Bob Cherry.

“That is it, uwy boy,” eaid 8ir
Heginald Brooke, with a amile. "It 1s
thousands of years old, like most of the
things in this room. But why the man
Kalizelos desires ito possess if, 13 &
mystery to me, unless”—he smiled
again and shook his head—" unless he
iz & bolisver in an ancient and rather
vague tradition, or perbaps I should
say superstition, that the possessor of
the ecarab of A-Menah holds in his
hand the key to a wonderful treasure.”

“Oh, my hat! A clue to a treasure I
exclaimed Bob. “Are those gqueer
marks on it the jolly old olue”

Sir Reginald smiled again,

“ No. osa queer marks, as you call
them, are simply an insoription stating
that the ecarab belongs to A-Menah,
who appears to have been a great man

** The villain [ ** breathed Wharton, as bullets spatiered on the road under the Rolls as It tore on.

in Egypt in ancient days, I cannot
read them myself, but I have & trans-
lation.”

“Bort of name snd address of the
owner ¥ said Johnny Bull,

R S

“Then where's the jolly old clue?”

dir Reginald laughed.

“There is no clue. It is simply, as
I have zaid, an anciont superstition. I
cannot believe that a keen and wil
man like Ealizelos believes in Em’:ﬂ
nonsense, Ignorant Egyptian fellaheen
might belisve that the scarab posscases
some magic properties, but a Greeck
dealer of Cairo could hardly share such
s beliof. Bo his motive for seeking to
got hold of the gecarab iz quite 2

m,zixberjr.”

he baronet unlocked the case and
lifted the scarab rut.

_ It passed from hand to hand, the
juniors examining it curiously.

The golden beatle was heavy,
..cugh hardly so heavy as they wnufd
have expected if the gold was solid.
A fragment of a golden chain was still
fastened to it, which had onces passed
round the dusky neck of an Egyptian
tons of centuries ago. HExcept for the
hioroglyphics which indicsted the name
and title of its ancient possessor there
was nothing marked on it. How it
could possibly furnish a clue to a
treasure was unimaginable, unless, in-
deed, it waa invested with some ancient
magic which the Greyfriars fellows
were nok likely to believe. Yet it was
certain that Kalizelos had spent money
like water, and risked the prison gates
closing upon him, to obtain ‘possession
of it. But thoy could hapdly suppose
that the wily Greek believed in magic.
Tae Micxer Lipeany.—No. 1,278.
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“ Anyhow, that sportsman is after it
like & after a bone,” sai

& jolly old
Lob Cgler:rj'. “If he found out where
it was kept he might drop in and bor-
row it, Mauly.”

“This room is safely protected from
burglars,” said Sir Reginald. * There
are many valuables here. But—"

*“Hallo, hallo, hallo !* cjaculated Bob
Cherry. “Look!” He pointed to the
window into which the August sun was
Llazing.

A faec was pressed to the glass.

The juniors stered almost spellbound
at the dusky, oliva face with the gleam-
ing eyes of jetty black, that was pressed
to the window-pane.

“The Greek!™ shouted Wharton.

“0Oh, my hat! Kalizelos!” exclaimed
Lord Mauleverer, jumping up from the
stone lid of the sarcophagus.

The juniors rushed to window.

For an instant the Greek’s black,
scintillating cyes glittered at them
through the glass, but before they
reached the window the head outside

disap{g-auei
Kalizelos was gone.

Sir. Reginald Erooke quickly
locked the window and opened it, and
the juniors stured down. Bcne:'ltl:l the
window was thick, old ivy, which was
swaving and rustling as the supple
Greck slithered down. Even as they
looked, he dropped to the ground and
ran, and vanizhed round a corncr of the
building.

“ After him!”" shouted Bob.

The juniors dashed pell-mell out of the
Egyptian Room and down the stairs.
Thevy tore out of the house, and rushed
in tho direction where the Greek had
disappeared.

But Kalizeloz had not lost a second,
and he had wvanished. Up and down
the shrubberies the juniors hunted, but
thora was no sign of the man from
Cairo.

The juniors’ foces were grave as they
returnod to the house at last. Sir
Reginald Brooke met them in the hall,
and his face was also grave. The police
were hunting for the Greck, vet it was
cartain that he was still at hand, haunt-
ing the vicinity of Mauleverer iI'I:nili'ula-,r:i-,
in the desperate hope of laving lawless
hands on the scarab. There was no
doubt that he had seen it 1n the hands
of the schoolboys when his dark face
was pressed to the window of the
Egyptian Room. He was gone—but the
thought was in every mind that he
wuulﬁ roeturn—that he was not done
with yet—and it seemed to the chums of
the Hemove that a shadow of dark
mystery and peril lay in the house—a
%z:iuw that fell from the mysterious

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.

Bunter, Too !
ILLY BUNTER grinned.
B Sprawling in Mauly's most
comfortable armchair, in

~Mauly's den, the fat Owl of
Greyfriavs was reading
Bunter was not much of a reading
man, and when he did read, his taste
ran, as a ruls, to yollow-covercd novels
which deseri the weird adventures
of amazing crcoks and still more
amazing detectives who popped up in
the most unexpected way, in a different
disguisa every timo. But on this oc-
eagion, Billy Dunter was reading a
.volume that contained information—
which was not at all in hizs line. And
he was grinning over it, as over a good
joke, which was still more surprising.
Tho volume had an attractive coloured

Tee Macner Lisrary.—No. 1,278,
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cover, showing a picture of the Sphinx,a lot of pl]easure from this trip—feelin

with an Arab mounted on a fiery stecd
in the foreground, and a pyramid in
the background. It was entitled, “Why
Not Egypti”

That valuable volume was issued by
a tourist irm in London, and 1t was
crammed with information of ihe most
attractive kind. ‘Chuck’'s Tours,” it
appeared, enzbled you to see Egypt from
ithe Declta to Wady Halia without any
trouble and almost without any expense,
and the whole trip was a sheer delight
from beginning to end. There was no
mention of scorpions, lions, plagues, or
fomines. Even the heat was not
mentioned, And Billy Bunter grinned
as he blinked wt attractive page after

age. According to Messrs, Chuck,
ngpt‘. was moro attractive than even

argate |

Since the trip to Egypt had been
decided on, the chums o 'l'.-‘.pfc,].riria.ra had
been looking up the subject, and this
was one of the volumes they had con-
sulted. Now Billy Bunter was consult-
ing it—with the result that he was
making another change in his plans. It
dawned on Billy Bunter's fat brain that
his fat leg had been pulled—and he was
no longer thinking of making the trip
to t a happy success by standing
out of 1t!

Thers were voices and footsteps In
the doorway, and Bunter hurriedly
shoved the volume out of sight under
the cushions on the chair. Ile blinked
round as the Famous Five came in with
Mauly.

“1 aul-;, u fellows " grinned Bunter.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! OH to Margate,
old bean 7" asked Bob.

““Ha, he, he!” Bunter rose from the

chair, and blinked at the juniors. “I
say, you fellows, I've changed my mind |
Don't you worry, Mauly, old man—I'm
coming with you, after all 1"

£k ':-Ih| ﬂ-d !.1

“I've uenthinkinﬁ
explained Bunter.
at Greyfriars, Mau

“0Oh dear ™ L

“And I came home with you for the
hols, to keep an eye on you, old chap,
and watch over your safety, as you
know——"

“(Five us & rest, old chap!”

“And I'm not going to desert you,”
said Bunter, shaking his head. * I never
was the man to let & pal down. Rely on
me ito &ea you through in Egypt,
Mauly.’*

Lord Mauleverer suppressed a sigh.
Harry Wharton & Co. gazed at the fat
and grinning Owl,

“Don't forget the scorpions, old fat
man,’” said

::I[;rnther ]E:.: ?nuﬂgnsi:ﬂ said Bunter.

m : t i ) ui1
s h, my osquitoes,

it over, you see,”
I sfl:ﬂ.'ed vour life

“No worse for me than for you
fellows I grinned Bunter.

“ And the lionsg——"

“It's chiefly the lions that have made
me decide to come,” explained Bunter
calmly. " You fellows will be in danger.
Well, you'll get funky. You’ll need a
fellow with some pluck to ses you
through. That's where I come in."

“Oh crikey "

“There was a terrific famine in ]%'ﬂ:.rg
uuca«il" said Bob. "If there shou
anothor——"

“That's all right. I shall set you
fellows an example by keeping a stiff
upper lip, you know.”

“ Better think again, old fat bean,”
said Johnny Bull

“I've thought it out,” =said Bunter.
“If there's danger, well—1I like danger;
you know my Flucl:! If there’s hard-
ships, I'm the fellow to rough it, with-
out grousing, and keep your courage up
for you by my example. I don't expect

responsible for the lot of you, and a

that! But I feel it my duty to stick to
you. Duty comes first, you know—1I
elways was a whale on duty!l Belfish
fellows like you would hardly under-
stand—but that's how it is! ou can

rely on me, Mauly! I'm sticking to you
like glue, old chap I

“¥Yaas"” groaned Lord Mauleverer.
“T was afraid it was rather too good to
be true—" :

“Whati"

“I—1 mean, it's all right 1”*

“Look here, Mauly——"

“Is that nunky callin’ me?" asked
Mauly, and he walked out of the
armoury and disappeared.

Billy Punter grinned at the Famoua
Five. Even Bunter could not suppese
that the Greyfriars fellows were bucked
by the news that he was sticking to
them, after all. But that was a trifle
light as air to William George Bunter.
Bunter was not going to be left out,
and so far as the fut Owl could see,
that was all that mattered.

“Ho you're not going to Margate,
after all ™ said Bob.

“He, he, hel No!*

“You feel sale here?” asked Bob.

il Eh ?l}

“That Greck blighter
about——"

“Heo, he, ha!"

“Shouldn’t wonder if he came bui;tinﬁ

is hanging

in some dark night after the scarab,

said Johnny Bull.

“He, he, he! If he does, leave him
to me!” said Bunter. *“He scares you
fellows stiff, but I'll handle him all
right. The fact 1s, I shouldn't feel that
you fellows would be safe if 1 went.
In the circumstances, I feel bound to

protect you. Rely on me|”
“You fat idiot[”
“Yah!*

Billy Bunter rolled out of the room
and shut the door after him. The
Famous Five locked at one anather.

“The fat villain’s tumbled to it, some-

how, that we were pulling hizs leg !’
E:n-_wled Johnny IEhLl!EJ “I% he really
elieved there was a dan er, he

would be off to Margate like &

“It's too bad!” grunted Bob Cherry.
“Mauly’s rather an dss-to stand it. We
ought to think of some way of rescuing

m from Bunter,” A

“My esteemed and idiotic chums,™
murmured Hurree Jamset Ram Singh,
with a glimmer in his dusky eyes, “the
dangerfulness is not terrific, but the
estimable Buater is a prepostorous funk.

Bu i
fﬁu it, Inky I'" said Bob Lopefully.

Suppose a fierce and ferocious
desperado should break into the idiotio

Bunter's room in the deadliness of
night——"
What the thump!” said Harry

Wharton, *“If Kalizelos came here, he
would make for ths: Egyptian a
after the scarab. He wouldn't bother
about Buntar.”

“But if the excellent Bob were to

ow some of the Egyptian costumes
from Mauly's idigtic collection, and
black his face with some absurd
blacking——"

“"Ha, ha. ha " yelled Boh.

H*And entex the absurd Bunter's rcom
with a scimitar or a yataghan, in his
ridiculous ha 2

“ Ha, ha, ha 1¥

“ (1aod eg i

“I'm on!* chuckled Bob Cherry.
“We’'ll try it on this evening. If that
fat villain fancied there was any danger,
he would be off to Margate as fast as
Fm:ru! ﬂﬁm q:u.rri him. t.ﬂ.}__l:ﬁ if a

eroclous Lgyptian barges 1nto his roon,
and—"

“Ha, ha, ha ("
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faces, the chums of tha

With grionin : :
ed to discuss the details

Remove proc
of the plot,

Qutside the door of the armoury
another fellow was grinning.

It was Billy Bunter !

His fat ear was glued to the kevhole.

Bunter had been rather intercsted to
henr what the fellows might be saying
after he was gone. He found what they
wera saying unexpectedly interesting !

There was a fat grin on his face as
ha rolled away.

THE SEVENTH CHAFPTER.
Bold Bunter !

i BAY, you fellows—"

I “ Hullo, hallo, hallo1”

“I'm going up to my room to
writa some letters.”

(1] ﬂh [H-

“ Don't disturb me,” said Bunter.

oW ﬂh IJJ

The Famous Five exchanged glancea
as the fat Owl departed.

It was evening, and Billy Bunter had
been resting for some time in an arm-
chair; he needed o rest after the dinner
he had packed away. Now, with the
announcement that he had letters to
write, he rolled off to his room.

Bob Cherry chuckled.

# Couldn’t {:a batter I'* he murmured.

Really Billy Bunter seemed to be
playing into the hands of the plotters
as if to afford them an upe_urtunit.j 0
carryving out the “wheeze ” that had
been ovolved hg the active brain of the
Nabob of Bhanipur.

That wheeze was tho last chance of
raaking Bunter come “unstuck,” which
was & consummation devoutly to he
wished.

For Mauly's sake, if not for their
own, the Famous Five felt that it was
up to them.

Garments borrowed from the Egyptian
collection, mnd & bottle of liquid black-
ing, werce already in Bob Cherry’s room.

nly &n opporiunity was needed, and
Bunter was providing it |

There was no doubt, in the minds of
the juniors, that if s fearful-locking
black man ecstablished contect with
Billy Bunter, the fat Owl would be con-
vinced that one of Kalizelos' gang was
after him; and if Bunter believed that,
thare was not the slightest doubt that
he would make for the safety of Merry
Margate at the earliest possible moment.

Now was the time |

Lord Mauleverer was in the library
with his uncle, discussing details of the
trip to Egypt. His lordship had been
told nothing of the little scheme; the
Famous Five were doing good by
stealth, as it were.

“Come on!” said Bob, when Bunter
was gone. ““Fairly asking for it, isn't

he? Thoughtful of him to give us a

chance like this, what?

“Ha, ha, ha "

The Famous Five ascended the stairs
and entered the corridor on which all
the rooms of the juniors cpened.

They tiptoed past Bunter's door.

Light glimmered from wnder that
door, and they could hear the fat Owl
moving within.

Silently they reached Bob Cherry's
room and lost no time in geiting to
business.

Four grinning juniors helped to make
Bob up. The result was undoubtedly
startling. ;

In a long djibbah, sandals, and a
turban, and with his face blacked, Bob

did not perhaps Ingh mhl;uh like a
nuine Egyptian: but certai
ﬁ:k&d 8 fearful and dnngmﬂi

characler, whom no one would have
wanted to meet alone on a dark night.
He surveyed bis reflection in the glass

and chuckled.

“My hat! Blessed if I should like to
meet myself, got up like this, in a lonely
place!” ha remarked.

“Ha, ha, ha "

“Bunter will alarm the whole house
when he sees youl” grinned Nugent.
“Never mind, if he starts for Margate
in the morning.”

“The startfulness for esteemed and
merry Margate is the sine qua non,”
remarked the Nabob of Bhanipur,

“Well, we're ready,” said Harry
Wharton. *“Come on!*

He opened the door quietly and
glanced into the corridor. Suppressing
sounda of mirth, the Famous Five crept
along on tiptoe to Bunter's door.

From within ¢ame & familiar sound
to which the juniors were accustomed in
the Remove dormitory at Greyfriars.

I

STEP IN AND WIN A
HANDSOME PENKNIFE

like L. Oliver, of 141, Prestwick
Road, Ayr, who sent in the

following rib-tickler.

Wife: " Oh, darling, look
what's happened to my firat
pancake!

Hubby : * Never mind, dear,
it mar not be a complete failurs,
Leot's fry it on the gramophons | ¥

If at hrst you don't su::’:&:d,
chums, try again!

Snore |

Bunter, apparently, had fallen asleep
over his letters—if he really had gone to
hiz room to write letters.

anorrrerre |

“Quiet!” murmured PBob,
opened the door and looked in.

Billy Buntor was seated in an arm-
chair, with his eyes shut and his mouth
open, snoring peacefully. The juniors
grinned as they looked at him.

There was no sign of letler-writing |
Apparently Bunter had gone to sleep
instead. As & matter of fact, little as
the juniors guessed it, the sly Owl had
been deliberately giving them an oppor-
tunity to “get on with it,” and he ll?lc:ld
fallen asleep while waiting for them to
butt in.

Bob stepped into the room.

In the bright electric light he looked
a fearsome figure. Four juniors clustered
outside tho door, which was left njar.

Snore |

A sudden, fearful yell, close to his fat
ear, awakened Billy Bunter. The snore

and he

ceased, and his little round eyes opened
behind his big round spectacles.

He blinked at the fearsome black man,
and for a moment his eyes bulged. But
1t was only for a moment.

Instead of leaping up, with & howl of
terror, Bunter sat where he was, blink-
g at the fearful apparition,

He was quite calm.

“Ha | op of a Faringhee!"” ex-
claimed the black man in a deep,
throaty voice. “I have found thea!”

Billy Bunter groped behind him in
tha chair,

The next moment the black man had
the surprise of his life,

According to programme, the fat Owl
ought to have scared out of his
El._'.t:igj* wits, and the juniors expeceted

1mm te bolt from the room in o state of
frantic funk.

But somehow the plot did mot
according to programme.

Bunter's fat hand came swiftly from
bohind him, and there was a large, fat,
julcy orange in if,

hiz |

Crash !

Buntor was not 8 good marksman, but
the range was too short for even Bunter
to miss,

Tho orange crashed in Bob Cherry’s
eve, and he stagpered back, taken quite
by surprise, and sat down with o bumgp.

“0Oh ! he gasped.

The next instant Bunter sprang from
the ghair.

But he did not belt for the door yell-
ing with terror. He jumped at the
fearsome black man.

Thump, thump |

A fat fist crashed on Dob Cherry's
blackened nose and another on his chin.
The hapless japer went over on lus
back.

Thump, thump, thump, thump !

“Owl! Oh, my hat!” yelled Bab, for-
geotting that he was a black man. “Oh
crumbs! You potty porpoise ! Yarooch!™

Billy Bunter's fat fists were crashing
on him with terrific vim. Right and left

the fat Owl thumped and thumped, and
Bob rolled and roared.

He scrambled away and leaped to his
feet. As he did so, Bunter scized a
poker from the fireplace and a water-
jug from the washstand; then, leaping
on his bed, he faced Bob again

“#Oh crikey | gasped Bob. ™ Keop off,
you potty idiot!"

Bunter swiped again with the poker,
and Baly leaped aw just in time,
Evidently something had gone wrong
with the plot. So far from being in a
funk, Billy Bunter was handling the
situation mm a really masterly way.
Apparently he was not afraid of a black
mnan.

He followed Bob up aa he retreated,
gtill swiping with the poker. Bob
Cherry jumped and dodged like a
kangaroo.

“{Oh, my hat!"
Wharton in amazement.

“Yaroooh ! roared Bob, as the poler
landed. *“Keep off, you fat willain!
Keep that poker away, you podgy
manize! Yoooop I

Bwipea !

Harry Wharton threw the door open,
and Bob dodged out into the passage.
Btrter 'huD:iEdt ]::-n ‘s ” “

swipe o poker, perhaps hy
accident, caught Harry Wharton, and he
roared. Another swipe elicited a frantic
howl from Johnny Bull,

“Loock out, you silly owll® gasped
Nugent.

“I eay, vou Ifellows, collar him!™
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shouted Bunter. “Hold him while I
brain him with this poker—"

*0h erikey 1™

“It’s one of that gang, you know—
Kalizelos" gang | yelled Bunter, * Don't
wt him get away 1*

“h EE‘ijI“IIlh.'i 12 R y:

“Look here, you tat chump——-: .

*Come on!” roared Bunter, charging
ivawn the passage after B-I:}i} Cherry,
vrundishing the poker.

“Keep oft I shrieked Bob. “You silly
ywle—— O, my hat! Obh crumbs! O,
Jehosophat |

Bpipe, swipe! :

A puimr, at close guarters, was guite
uspleasant. Beb Cherry dedged franti-
cally, and fairly bolted down the pas-
sage, After him rushed Bunter, still
swiping, leaving the rest of the Co. star-
ing after him, almost babbling with
alnzeinent,

“Will you keep off i shricked Bob.
“You zilly Owl, yvou'll be braining me
nextl T tell you—— "!Eammmipf“

Ho jumped away from the pokor
again on tie landing, missed his footing,
aud rolled down the stairs.

“1 say, vou fellows, back up!™ yelled
Bunter, and he plunged down the stair-
caso aftor the hapless Bob.

“Bob Cherry did the stairs in record
time. At the foot of the stairs he sat
up, gasping for breath. Porson and
James and John came up, staring in
ammazement at the black man in a
tangled djibbah, with his turban hang-
ing down over one ear and disclosing a
mop of Aaxen hair such as no black man
led ever been known to possczs. Tho
library door opened, and Hir Reginald
Brooke and Lord Mauleverer cames out
in haste.

“ What—" cjaculated the old baronct
in astonishment.,

* A black man !” gasped Porson,

“A jolly old migger " gasped Lord
Mauleverer. “ Here, collar him 1™

Bunter came hurtling down the stairs,
poker in hand .

“Leave him to mo ! roared Bunter,
“1 can handle him! Leave him to me,
Mauly ! I'll brain himy—"

“Yarooooh |

Bolbh Cherry squirmed frantieally
away. The poker crashed on the foor a
foot from him as he squirmed.

“iood gad ™ cxclaimed SBir Reginald.
“ What i

" Collar him " panted Mauleverer.

 Jumes and John hurled themselves on
the black maon, They grasped him by
cithcr orm, Bunter nimed with tho
poker, and the black man yvelled wildly:

“Keep that fat maniac off! I'm not a
ngger, You sill;' assts, I'in Bob Cherry !

cep him off U

“Oh gad ! gasped Lord Mauleveror.
He pushed Bunter back. “ Go casy with
that poker, old fat man [

“I'm going to brain him——->"

i Ema him off, will you 7 yelled Bob.

The Co. came running down the stairs,
amazcd, dismayed, and disconcerted.
Harry Wharton jerked the poker away
from Bunter, hat poker had dono
damage enough—in faoct, a little too
much,  Bir Reginald Brooke surveyed
the discomfited juniors rather sternly.

“You may release that boy,” he said
to James and Joln, “Ho is quite un-
recognisabls, but I Lknew lus voice.
Cherry, what does this mean 7%

“Oh erikey ! gasped Bob., “I've got
a dozen 1:|umrjsr—-E—"‘mt -

# Tt—it—it wae & lark !” gpasped Whar-
ton. *It's only Beb, got up as a darkey
te scare Buntop——-—"

" Mot so jolly easy to scare me,” said
Bl”i Bunter diedsinfully.

* Absurd ! said Sir Roeginald, and he
went back ta the Iihrnrﬂé

b, old chap?®

! it's you, is it,
gaid Bunter. “Of course, [ never knew
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it was you! Did you think you could
scare me? Ho, he, he 1?
~ "You fat villain [ roared Bob. *You
L-:éljy well knew it was mo, or you'd have
O L DR
rea er

« And 11 jally woll—

Bob ﬂh?rryﬂmitdﬂ ; atrigc towards the
FININLIT ek wi. ED INAny Swipes
rom the poker had reached him, and be

was feeling hurt.
. Lord Mauleverer pushed him back,
E’I‘Iﬂnlllﬁ. 3

“Hold on, old bean,” he grinned.
“ You asked for it, you know !

Billy Bunter curled a fat lip. .

' Bo it was o trick, was it?"” he said,
with lofty scorn. " You fancied you
could frighten me—as if I'm a fellow to
be frightened! You'vo known me long
cnough to know that pluck’s my long
suit! Of course, I never knew it was
Cherry—I never heard the fellows talk-
ing it over in the armoury, and hadn't
the fainfest idea that they were plnﬁfn
tricks. You fellows will have to thin
of something bettcr than this, if you
want to frighten me! He, he, he I

_Billy Bunter rolled away, with his fat
little nose in the air. The Famous Five
looked at one another with sickly looks.
It was a ghastly frost, and the ‘fat- Owl
had scored all along the line !

Harry Wharton & Co. retreated up the
stairs, leaving Porson and James and
John grinning, and Lord Mauleverer
¢huckling. And Billy Bunter grinned
after them, as they went, with a fat and
trivmphant grin.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
In Merciless Hands |

ORD MAULEVERER came into
I his room, after saving good-
n_:‘g;ht to his friends in the cor-

FIlOor.

There was a thoughtful expression on
Mauly's face. That evening, while tho
Famous Five amused themselves by
knocking the balls about in the billiards-
room, and Billy Bunter snooczed in an
armchair while he waited for bed-tima,
Mauly had been occupied in & way
rather unusual for his lazy lordship.

His father had been, in his younger

days, & famous explorer in the stran

land of Egypt, and an enthusiastio
Egyptologist, as the collection in the
Egvption Room at the Towers showed.
Mg:m,? of the late carl’s notes and
journals were still in existence, kept in
a cabinet mn the Egyptian Room, and
Mauly had often intonded to go thmuih
them, though, as & matter of fact, he
had never done so. But this evening he
lrad sorted out the old papers, and
looked out the referénces to the Golden
Bcarab of A-Mcnah.

Until Kalizelos ecame on tha scene,
Tord Mauleverer had given littla
thought to the sacred scarabaeus, but of
late his thoughts lhiod rather concen-
trated on it. And he had read with
great keenness all that the lata earl had
written in his notes aboot it, and he had
found the subject unexpectedly interest-

ing. He was thinking of it when he
came up to bed, and the Golden Secarab
wns in hiz pocket,

The August day had been hot, and the
night was warm. Mauly crossed to the
open wind®w, which looked on the bal-
cony that ran under the windows of all
the rooms occupied by the Greyfriars

arty. The othor fellows had gone to

ed, and as Mauly stood loocking out into
the sumimer night, spangled with ztars,
ihe lights went out in the adjoining win.
dows ana by one.

From one of the rooms come the sound
of a decp sncre, showing that Bill
Dunter was asleep, and Mauly smile
faintly., But the grave and thoughtful
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lock returned to his face. He turned
from the window at last, but he did not
o to bed, He was not inclined for
sleep. He took the Golden Scarsb from
his pocket, and laid it on the table,
where the golden surface glimmered and
leamed in the electric light. He threw
imself into a chair, his cyes on the
metallic beetle,
. What he had been reading on the sub-
jeot was running in his mind, and in the
silence of the night he seemed to fesl the

strnngﬁh_ and mysterious spell of Egypt
upen him,
Lhe golden bectle that lay gleaming

under his eyes, bright and undimmed,
could have told many strange tales. It
had belonged to A-Menah, a great
soldier of the reign of Rameses the
Becond, who was Pharach in Egypt
thirteen centuries before the beginning
of the Christian era, "

A-Menah, in those ancient days, had
gone forth to war with his Lord
Romcses, and fought against tho Hittites
in' Asia Minor, with sharp sword and
twnngmg bow in a charging chariot,
drawn by two fiory ateeﬁa, with the
charipteer by his side.

More than three thousond years had
passed since A-Menah, under the banner
of tho Pharach, had darted his arrows
at the fierce Hittites on tie plains of
Syria, n  the forgotten battles of
Kadesh, Yet, when he stood in his war-
chariot, shooting fiory arrows over the

lumed heads of his plunging horses,
aying the Hittites low, he had worn the
Gaolden rab as an amulet, to keop off
evil fortune—and it had looked the same
in the eyes of that ficrce old Egyptian,
ag it looked to Lord Mauleverer now.
All things else were changed, but the
ghmmoring golden beetle was wun-
changed.

And A-Menoh, as Lord Mauleverer
had learned from his father's papers,
had brought homo a treasure from the
war—a wonderful diamond that was
called tho Eye of Osiris, from its size
and brilliance and immense value.

And tha tradition oxisted, traced out

in the picture-writing on ancient
EGPFNS; that whoever possessed the
olden Scarab of A-Menah, should

surely possess that great treasure, the

e of Osiris,

Waa it that tradition that caused the
wily Greck of Cairo to seek the sacred
searab? Thinking it over in the quict
of the night with his mind full of
Egyption lore, it did not scom so im-
probable to Mauloverer now. Was theras
some strange sceret in that glimmering
golden object under the electrie light
that would guide the one who possessed
it to the discovery of the Eye of Osiris—
the wonderful diamond which had been
lost {0 human -knowledgo when the
mummy of A-Menah was swathed in fina
linen and laid in & sarcophagus in the
heart of o towering pyramid ?

Mauleverer wondered.

Ho could mot read the pictured in-
scription engraved on the scarab; bub
he had the translation, which told
nothing but that the sacred bectle had
belonged to A-Mensh, great and
glorious in war, servant of the thrice-
glorious Ramescs, Pharach of Egypt

W of 8yria, slayer of o
Hiltitos. o

In those strange hicroglyphics thera
was no clue. Then in wgnt- way could
the golden beetle guide its possessor to
the discovery of the Eye of Osiris?
Unless, iudecd there was truth in ancient
tales of Egyptian magic?

Somchow, as Mauleverer sat gazing
at the %lmmmg' bootle, he did not smile
at the thought. [Elis thoughts were back
in dim past ages—beforo the Christian
era—before the Roman Empire had been
thought of—bofore Alexander marched
out of Macedon—the dim, dim past,
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“* Hallo, hallo, hallo ! ** ejaculated Bob Cherry, suddenly pointing to the window. *‘ Look I "™

T
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Sir Reginald Brooke and

the Greyiriars junlors stared, spellbound, at the dusky, olive [ace pressed fo the window-pane. ** The Greek ! '’ shouted

when England bhad been a savage
island, and Egypt & great and powerful
kingdom—when the grphm: first looked
out over the sands of the desert, and
the great Pyramids were a-building.
Strange things had happered in those
strange old days.

There was a [aint sound in the silent
OO,

Mauleverer did not heed it.

From a screen that stood by the bed
a dark, olive-skinned face looked out
and two jetty black eyes glittered at the
schoolboy earl.

Mauleverer did not turn his head.

With the stealthy tread of a cat, the
supple Greek crossed to the door, behind
the half-dreaming schoolboy, and turned
the key in the lock.

The faint click of the key caught
Mauleverer's attention, and he started.
He glanced round, and sprang to his
feet, as he saw the olive face and glitter-
ing eves of the Greek.

For a second his heart leaped. Then
he was calm agesin. His hand closed
over the golden scarab on the table as
he faced the man from Egypt.

The Greek smiled—a smila that was
tigerish.

“Bilence, my lord I” he said, in his
low, musical volce. "I have locked the
door and help cannot come. It is death
to call I”

Lord Mauleverer breathed hard.

He had been half-dreaming, dream-
ing of old Egypt. Now he came back
at & bound to reality, He konew that
he was in danger—deadiy danger.
But he was cool as ice as he watched
the man from Cairo.

The soft summer breeze played in at
the open window from the balcony.
Mauleveror realised, only too eclearly,
that he had been careless. Evident

Harry Whartor.

the Greek had climbed to the balcony
and concealed himself in the room, to
wait for Mauleverer—to deal with him

-tﬁl_mm where his friends could not help
117t.

Mauleverer did not call out., The
Greek was within reach of a spring,
and he was ready to spring like a tiger,
and there was no chance of help coming
in time,

The black eves blazed with triumph
at tlhu:an::::u::nlJ steady face of the schoolboy
SarL,

“What do you want here 1"

Lord Mauleverer spoka calmly.

Kalizelos showed his gleaming while
teeth.

“¥You can guess, my lord! I have
wailted and watched! 1 hid myself
here—for you—to force you at the point
of my dagger, to lead me to the golden
scarab and place it in my hands. But
I have been more fortunate than 1T
hoped. The scarab is here. You need
not cover it with your hand, my lord—
1 have scen it. 1 know that 1t i3 the
scarab of A-Menah., Give it io me!l”

Lord Mauleverer's hand tightencd on
the golden bectle.

The Greek came a step nearer.

“I have learned many things, my lord
while I have watched end waited, an
I have spies in my service,"” he said.
“I know of your lordship's intended
visit to Egypt. Fool! Did wou think
that, with the scarab in your hand, you
might find the freasure that has been
hidden from all eves since Rameses was
on the throne of Kgypt?"”

Mauleverer started.

That thought had not been in_ his
mind; but 1t was a natural suspicion
on the part of the Egyptian Greek.

“That wasnt the idea, Mr.
Kalizelos 1" answered Mauleverer. * My

friends and I are goin' to Egypt just
for a holiday.™
“¥ou think you can deceive me so
pasily 1" sneered the Greek.
Mauleverer shrugged his shoulders.
“Honest Injun, dear man,"" he
angwered. But now you've put the
idea in my head, by Jove, I'll take the

jolly old scarab along with me, and put
in for the treasure. Thanks for the
tip 1™

The Greek stared at him searchingly.

“You had not thought of 161" he
asked.

“Not till now | smiled Mauleverer.

“And now—"

“WMow I'm takin'
said.”

Kalizelos laughed mockingly.

“Even i1f you could escape me now,
my lord, and keep the scarab, do you
dream that it would guide you to the
treasura 1™

“Why not,
asked DMauly.
anyhow."

The Greek laughed again,

“From your words, mcr' lord, it is
plain that you do not dream of the
secret of the scarab—that it is hidden
from vour eyes,” he said. ' Here or in
Eg pt, tha scarab will tell yon
nothing.” R

" But vou fancy it might tell vou some-
thin' * asked Lord Mauleverer, watch-
ing the man curiously.

“I1 know the sccret, my lord,"" said
Kalizelos coolly. “'In my ﬂnhgun shop
in Cairo, many thousands of old papyri
have passed throocgh my hands—and I
am skilled in reading the pictured
writing of the old Egyptians, There
caino 1nto may hands a papyrus, writien
by a scribe at the order of the =oldier

(Continued on page 16.)
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tha tip, as I've

as well as anotheri”
*“It's a sportin’ chance,
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iven to his son
aath. Whether it
was placed in the hands of Menarsis or
not I cannot gay—but in that ancient
seroll i3 writtem the secrct of the
scarab.”

“0h1" murmured Lord Mauleverer.

Ho understood now why the olive-
skinned man had come from Cairo in
search of the scarab.

“Tradition says that the possessor of
the %ﬂldﬂn scarab will surely possess
the Eve of Osiris, the diamond that was
worth more than the fortune of a king
in the days of the Pharachs—that ia
warth a guarter of a million pounds in
modern English money. And tradition
gays true, my lord, as I have learned
from the scroll of the scribe employed
Qg A-Menah three thousand years ago.

hen this knowledge came to me, I
began at once to search for the scarab
of A-Menah; I learned that it had
fallen into the hande of your lordship’s
father, and that he had taken it out of
the land of Egypt into hiz own country.
That iz why I am here.”

“I see.”

"Without the knowled that I
possess the searab is valueless to you—
1t will tell you nothing. To me, know-
ing what I do, it is worth a quarter of a
million pounds.”

“"And to me—if I hit on the zecret ™
said Lord Mauleverer.

“You will never find the secret, m
lord, even if you keep the scarab.
should not have dreamed of it had I not
read what was written in the papyrus.
Give it mo ™

The Greek came a step nearer.

“Your lifa, my lord, or & hundred
lives, will not stand between me and
riches beyond the dreams of avarice.
Give me the scarab, and I go—leavin
vou unharmed. Sell it to me, and I wi
give you, as I told the fool Bunter, a
thousand pounds in English money.
But the scarab I will and must have I

Lord Mauloverer smiled contemptu-

ously.
Ho picked ug the golden beetla and

to ha

slipped it into his at. He faced tho
Greek, quietly, coolly, with steady
eyes and clenched han

“Will vou lose your life for that
bauble, my lord?" said the Greck,
lt:mth'ecr}. his teeth. “It has little value
0 You.

“If it had no velue whatever it would
make no differonce,” answered Lord
Mauleverer coolly. “Do you think you
can bully and frighten me, you rotter?
If the scarab laads to a treasure, it may
or may not lead me—but you won't get
your t iaring hands on it, at any rate.”

The Greek's black eyes flashed.

" “For the last time, Lord Mauleverer,
“Chuck it 1" said Mauleverer.
“Death, then!” hissed the man from

Cairo, and with the spring of & tiger he

lenﬁgned on the school earl.

rd Mauleverer would have shouted
for help as he grappled with the Greek.
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BOUND!
(Continued from page 13.)

A-Menah,
Menarsis after his

But the tigerish swiftness of the man
from Egypt guve him no chance.
Sinuous fingers were on his throaf,
choking back the ory he would have
uticred, and the schoolboy earl went to

{ the floor, the Greek above him.

Mauly was strong snd sturdy, and
he struggled desperately, but he seemed
liko an mfant in the hands of the wiry,
muscular Greck. ] :

The cruel fingers gripped his throat,
silencing him; the black eyes blazed
down at him, merciless as the glarin
orbs of a lion of the Libyan Desert; an
in those terrible moments the schoolboy
carl of Greyfriars felt himself passing
into the valley of the shadow of death!

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
In the Nick of Time !

OB CHERRY turned his head on
his pillow, grunted, and turned
again, and sat up in bed,

Generally, Bob slept like =
top. But he was not fecling as usual
now. Swipes from a poker 1n a reck-
less hand were not trifles to be disre-
garded. Billy Bunter had wieclded the
poker not wisely, but too well. There
were about a dozen bruises distributed
over Bob; and he had more aches and
pains than he was inclined to count.

Hurrea  Jamset Ram  Singh's
“wheeze ” had been a frost, and the
only outcome was to keep DBob from
balmy slumber. And st last Bob gave
u}) the attempt to sleep, and turned out
of bed.

He wondered whethor any of the
other fellows were still awake. The
hour was late, snd the house was ailent
and still.
lﬂ;;e-ctihmw a coat on ﬂ?ar 'il_is pyjamn?:i
slip on B pair of slippers an
opened his window. Then he ]gs-knd out
on the balcony.

Bob was a gregarious fcllow, and he
did not like staying up alone in the
silent watches of the might. If the
other fellows wore asleep, however, he
had no idea of awakening them; but
he hoped that a walk up and down the
balecony, under the summer stars, might
meke him more disposed to sleep.

He stepped from the french window
of his room, and immediately becamo
aware that ome, at least, of his friends
was still up. All the other windows
werna dark, but light streamed from
Lord Mauleverer's window.

“Oh, good!” murmured Bob, re-
liaved.

If old Mauly was sleepless, too, he
would probably like a *jaw.” b
strolled along the belecony to Lord
Mauleverar's room, and looked in
through the open window

As the light was hl]l'l:liI.tg' he expected
to sea Lord Mauleverer out of bed, or
rha in bed to read.

silting u
ut what he nﬂtua.ﬁf did sce made him
jump almost clear of the balcony.

For an instant he starod blankly, un-
able to believe his oyes which almost
started from his head.

Lord Mauleverer was on his back on
the carpet, and bending over him, grip-
ping his throat with ecruel, choking
iingers, was the olive-skinned man from
Egﬁ‘, Konstantinos Kalizelos, the
Gr

For one instant Beb was spellbound.

Then he woke to sudden action. Not
& sound came from Mauleverer, the slim
sinuous bogers choked him into silence.
No sound came from the Greek as he
bent to his murderous work, His black
oyes blazed down ruthlessly. Net for
a moment did the assassin dream thot
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sn interruption would come; and
Mauleverer had no hﬁapﬂ of it. But it
came, and it came suddenly.

Bob Cherry came -through the apen
window with a bound, and, ore
either the Greek or his vietim knew
thal:khe was there, his clenched fist
Btruck.

The blow, with all Bob Cherry's beef
behind it, crashed into the handsoms,
olive faoce, and Kalizelos, with o startled
ery, recled sideways, and rolled on the

DoT.

Lord Mauleverer was released. The

orual grip was gone from his throat,
and he gasped spasmodically for
breath,

“Mauly I panted Bob.

The Greek, taken by surprise as he
was, and dazed by that terrific blow.
was on his feet in an instant with the
activity of a cat. His dork face was
distorted with rage, and his dusky hand
groped for a weapon., Bubt Bob Cherry
was on him in a twinkling. He drove
hiz fist again into the Greek's face,
sonding haim spinning, and Kalizelos
orashed over, & dagger fiying from his
hand as he drew it out.

Lord Mauleverer scrambled breath-
lesaly up.

“0Oh, good man!™ he gasped.

_ Bob's grasp was on the Greek, hold-
ing him down.

“Back up, Mauly!” he panted,

“Yaas, begad!” gasped Mauleverer.

Kalizelos struggled to his feet with

Bob Cherry clinging to him. Lord
Mauleverer hndnﬂ-ﬁ of him the next
moment. The Greek's black oyes

burned; the olive face was convuleed
with fury. With a strength that fow
would have suspected to dwell in his
slim, supple body he dragged himself
to the window, the two juniors olinging
to him gnd seeking to f:'!rn him down
again. Bob Cherry shouted to his com-
rades as he struggled with the Greek.
His powerful voice rang far and wide,
and there was an answering shout along
the balcony.

Help was coming!

But the Greek, with a frantic effort,
tore himself loose from the grasping
hands, and made a desperate spring
from the window. He stumbled on the
balecony and fell as Harry Wharton
came speeding along from his window.
Ha was up again in a second, and
Wharton steggered back from a fierce
blow. The next moment the Greek was
serambling over the rail of the bal-
cony, and as Bob Cherry rushed at him
he let go, and dropped into the shrub-
beries below.

“Bob,” gasped Wharton, “what—who
—what—"

“ My esteemed Bob—"

Hurree Singh came recing up, fol-
lowed by Nugent and Johnny Bull, All
the Co. were nwake now,

“It's the Greck!”

" Kalizolopg——"

There was & crashing in the shrub-
beries under the balcony. The fall
was & long one. It zeemed almost im-
possible that the falling man could have
escaped without injury. @ juniors
rushed to the balustrade and peered
over in the starlight.

“Look! There he is!®

“He's rooning !™

The Greek, hurt or not, was on his
feet, and running. His lithe figure
was visible for & moment in the star-
light, and then it was gone. A faint
sound of flecing footsteps died away
in the night.

panted Bob.
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Off to Egypt !
& AULY, old man—"
M “You're hurtl”
The chums of the Remove
gathered anxiousl about

Lord Mauleverer. The schoolboy earl
was rubbing his throat tenderly. The
marks of the Greek's wiry fingers were
ouly too plainly to be seen there.
Mauly had had a8 narrow uanng-a. And
there was littla doubt that Bob Cherry
had saved his life.
His lordship smiled faintly.

“All serene, old beans!™ he said.
“Right as rain! I've bad rather a jolt.
That blighter meant business, by gad!”

“Wea'd better rouse the housa, snd
get after him !

Mauly shook his head,

“MNo good makin' & fuss now: he's
gone., I fancy he's doin’ about sixty
n a car by this timo.”

Harry Wharton nodded. It was use-
less to pursue the Greek, now that he
had escaped from their hands. Coer-
tainly he was not likely to linger.

* Besides, wo shan't see him again—
in this country,” added Mauleverer.
“1 rather think we may see him on hia
own jolly old heath when we get to
Eﬂptﬂj Not here, I imagine.”

e x’l"" ?!J

“I've told him I'm taking the giddy
scarab to Egypt with me,” explained
Mauleverer.

“Weall, you were rather an ass to
let him know that, old nhag." said
Nugent. “He will ba climbing the
pyramids after us”

“My dear man, he had guessed it,”

inmod Mauleaverer. “Ha had the
idea that wo wera goin' out to Egypt
on account of the giddy scarab, and
leckin® for jolly old A-Menah's treasure
—zoe? ®o ho would have been on our
track in any case. Ho let out that he's
come aeross an old pepyrus, and
learned from it the seorct of the scarab
—that’s why he’s after it."”

Mauleverer took the golden scarab
from his pocket, and held it up to the
light, gleaming and glistening.

“"Ho jolly nearly had it,” he said.
“"Ho would have had it, but for you,
Bab, old bean! And me, too! Deter-
mined beggar, you know! He says that
the treasure is worth o guarter of a
million pounds, in the shape of a
diamond called the Ese of Osiris—
wonderful old diamond that hasn't been
seen for three thousend yoars, but was
fearfully famous at one time. I've been
readin® it up in mlr.' pater’s papers,
We're going to take the scarab with us,
and put in for the treasure—what?
That will make the trip a bit more
excitia’"

“Yes, rather,” sgreed Bob. “But
I'm blessed if I see how that beetle iz

oing to show tho way to the troasure,
Maulp! It can’t be anything but a
superstition.”

“Kalizolos docsn’t think so—and he's
o wily bird. Perhaps it's a jolly old
magic boatle—sort of *Open sesame.’
etunt—what ¥ grinned his lordshi
“Tho Greek's got it from s gi ci}-y
ancient document, so ho says—chapter
and versa. He's willin® to risk his neck
for the searab. Looks as if there's
somothin® in i8.”

The juniors looked curiously at the
golden beetle.  That there could be
niagical powers in the ancient amulet
they did not, of course, hujiu?a. But,
otherwisa, it was unimaginable how
the sacred scarab conld possibly afford
a clue to the vanizhed treasure of the
days of Rameses II. But there was

no doubt that they were keenly inter-
ested, and that the idea of a treasure-
hunt amoeng tha pyramids and tombs
of old Egypt attracted them,.

“But there's one thing,” added Lord
Mauleverer gravely, * g‘ up sgainst
that blighter Kalizelos, and Ipw¢u1dn‘t
let him have the scarsb for leve or
money, if only to show him that a
fellow ecan't be bullied. But ha's a
tough customer, and it means danger—
not the jolly old tourist holiday that
we were thinkin' of—but real danger.
If you fellows don't like the idea——"

“ Fathead I

“1 don't know whethor I ought to let
vou men in for it,"™ zaid Lord Maule-
verer, "'I'm rather keen on takin' the
searab along and puttin’ in for the
treasure, But if you'd rather not, I'll
chuck the 1dea, snd leave 1t stacked in
the bank when we go—what?”

“I don’t fancy any bank in England
would keep it safe from Kalizelos,” said
Harry Wharton., “Banks can be
burgled, Mauly, and ten to one the
Fraai: would get hold of it sooner or
ater.™

“¥Yaas, that's so. The anly safe place
for it is in a fellow’s pocket,” agreed
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Lord Mauleverer. “But you fellows

can—-—-—h”

“ Fathead ! We'll bandle Kalizelos all
right if he bothers us in Egypt [” said
the captain of the Remove. “I fancy
it's all bunkum about the treasure.
Still, 1f there's n dismond worth a
quarter of a million pounds knocking
about, we'll prck 1t vp—-»"

“Hﬂ.,. ]}ﬂ-. H- [ .
'l rig a ribbon or somethin’ on the
thing, and wear it round my neck, like

jolly old ., A-Monoh used to, three
thonsand Jears ago,” sald Lord Maul-
cverer. Might drop it ocut of my
pocket.”

“That's a good idea !"

*“Av esteemed and ridiculous chums,™
said Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh. A
wheoezy good idea has oceurred to my
ridiculous and debilitated brain—""

“Cough it up, Inky!” _

“The uha'urcr Kalizelos will ba aftor
the csteemed Mauly for the ludicrous
scarab,” said the nabob, “and if ha
shiould get his dizgnsting hands on him
the searab will be a goner! Suppose
that the n'i:u_laurd m-t_lvl.‘.«lﬂnf shn-uI}:IMb-a i1;;1-
trusted to the keeping of one of Mauly's
gxecrable frim:uﬂe,—!5

“Inky, old man, you're a giddy
jewe] !"* said Lord Mauleverer, ® That’s
tho bright idea! It would be rather a
lark if the Greek jobmny got hold of
me, end when he got thers the cupboard
was bare—what 7"

“ Jolly Ft:l-ﬂd wheeze !” suid Bob
Cherry. “Even if the brute gucsses
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that one of us is minding it, he couldn's
gucss which one, I you'll trust it out
of your hands, Mauly—>"

“Glod to!” answered Mauleverer.
“Likely a3 not I should lose it—I'm
always losin’ things. Might lose any-
thin' knockin’ about in ﬁwpt-—e:mpt
Bunter! What offers 1

He held up the golden scarab.

It was desided that Wharton should
take charge of the golden scarab. Thero
was no doubt that it was safer in his
hands, than in the careless hands of his
lordship,

Wharton proceeded to tie a black silk
ribbon to the golden bectle, where a
¢hain had once fastened to it, and
he E}I’g the ribbon round his neck.

*“This doesn't leave me, night or day,”
he said, “until we get back to
England 1"

‘" And if it leads to the giddy treasure,

all we'vo got to do is follow in our
father’s  footsteps!”  chuckled Bob
Cherry.

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

The juniors went back to bed, but
Bob Cherry remained in Lord Maul-
everer's room for tho rest of tho might.
Danger made little impression on
Mauly's noble mind; but his friends
decided for him that he wes not to be
left alone again at night, and his lord-
ghip submitted with his usual casy-going
tolerance. And Bob looked very cara-
fully to the fastenings of the window
before he turned in.

But thers was no fresh alarm. In-
deed, the ,}umurn had little doubt that
Lord Mauleverer was right, and that
now that the Greek was assured that the
scarab  would accompany them to
Egypt, he would keep clear of Maul-
everer Towers, But they were fully
cxpecting 1o sco the Greek again in the
land of the Pharaohs; and they won-
dered, too, whether the lawless rascal
would deg their stops on the journey.

But the chums of Greyiriars were
quite confident that they could take
cara of themselves; and there was no
doubt that the idea of hunting for tho
“Eye of Osiris* gave on added zest to
the trip to the Nile.

A few more days and the Greyfriars
party were ready to start, and l‘iﬂ bi
car came round to carry them on the
first stago of their journay.

Billy Duntor had a wvery thoughiful
look that morning. For the lust timo
the fat junior was debating in his mind
the rival claims of Margate and Egypt.
Ha decided in favour of Egj‘pt—-lal:?r o
Ft}nd reason. Mauly’s tenner would not
ast long at Margate; but in Egypt
Mauly would be a horn of plenty that
would not run dry till the end of the
holidays. 8o, though Bunter, as a
matter of tasto, prefcerred Mareate, he
settled on Egypt, and his fat peraon was
packed into the car.

THE ELEVEKRTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Speaks French !

. OUS n'aver riem a déclarer,
moessieurs i
" Leave it to me,” said Billy
Bunter,
" Fathead |
“"You'd better leave speaking French
to me, 1};-:':-11 fellows—"
(11 H

"“Beast M

The Channel had been crossed.

Innumerable porters in baoggy
trousets had seized upon the baggage
of the Greyfriars party, and earried it
from tho steamer into the Douane,
where it was ranged on the long

Tae Magxer Ligriry.—No. 1,278,
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counters for the Customs officials to deal
with it.

Sir Reginald Brooke was no doubt
capable of sceing to the matter; but
Billy Bunter had to wedge in.

At Groyfriars School, Bunter's French
made Monsieur Charpentice, the French
master, almost weep.

But that, according to Bunter, was
because Monsieur Charpentier waos
rather an ass, and did not understand
what a dab Bunter really was at French.

Anyhow, DBunter was going to air
his knowledge, and he proceeded to
EIve It an airing.

Thoe polite Customs official asked
them whether they bad anything to
“declaze,” and, as 8ir Reginald was
farther along the counter, dealing with
another official, it was a chance for

Bunter.

“ Rong ! said Bunter cheerfully.

The tom’s man blinked at him.

“ Plait-11 7" he ejaculoted.

“Rong !" repeated DBunter. .

The Frenchman smiled and sheok his
head.

“Ja ne comprends
monsicur ! he said.

“Eh! YWhat is he
fellows ¥ asked Bunter.

“Ha, ha| He's saying that he doesn’t
understand English ! roared Bob
Cherry.

“I wasn't speaking English, you ass,
I was spraking French—>"

“Ha, ha, ha "

“Blessed if I see anything to cackle
at! It's protty thick to put 2 man in
charge hera who doesn't understand his
own language !

* Oh, my hat "

* Mais, messisurs, repondez, si'l vous
plait,” said the Customs man. “Vous
avez quelguechose o deciarer

“Rein?” answered Harry Wharton;
and the man understood this as French,
thouglh DBunter’s “rong”™ had been
foreign to his ears.

“C'est ea," soid the Frenchman, and
he chalked Wharton's suit-case,

“8illy ass " said Bunter. * He seems
to understand vou, Wharton., I sup-
poss he's somoe provincial dummy, and
doposn't cateh on to the Parisian accent.
Tfja.t must be 1t."

pas  TVangluis,

saying, you

‘Ha, ha, ha!”

“Et wvous, monsicur?" asked the
Frenchman, addressi Bunter,

“Moi, rong!” said Bunter. “Rong?

Savec? Don’t you comprong your own
blinking lingo, you ass? J'm1 rong to
{{ﬁuﬂrn in my bag, no quelque-chose at
all!

The most finished French scholar
would hardly have understood French
of that wvariety. The man stared at
Bunter, and, instead of chalking his
bag, to pass the customs, he procseded
to open it. As it was locked, he asked
Bunter for the key, pointing to the lock,
Bunter understood the gesture, if not
the French, and prunted sngrily.

“Look here! What do you want to
Cuvrez bag for, when you haven't
jolly well ouvreyed the others?™ he
demanded.

“Ouvresz, &'l vous plait ! rapped the
affieial. ™ Ouvrez, monsieur !’

“You silly ass, open the bag!” ex-
claimed Wharton. *You've made him
think you've got something to declare,
with your silly babble 1™

“{h, really, Wharton mt

“QOuvres ¥ ?'ar;ped the Customs man,
losing some of his politencss. “Je vous
dis, monsieur, ouvres, et toute de suite.”

“There's no sweets in my bag,” ex-

luiélﬁrl Bunter. “I ate them oll on the

at,

“You frabjouzs owl!" roarcd Johnny
Bull, “Toute de suite means at once.”

" He means you're to n;ﬁen the bag at
ToE Micxer Lisrary.—No, 1,278,

once, you fat owl I” said Nugent. “Get
going, or wo shall lose the tramn !

“"Don't be an ass, Nugent! He was
asking me if there are any sweets i the
bag. I suppose sweets are contraband
hare. Billy lot, the French! Well,
there ain't any sweets——" :

“* Ouvrez toute de suite, monsieur

“Pas do sweets,” said DBunter, in
French—Bunter's French. *“Non pas
any sweets, pag de toot."

Open that bag, you fat Owl, or
I'll jolly wall biff you !"* exclaimed Bob
Cherry.

*1 can’t find the key, you see.”

“Oh, you benighted bandersnatch 1"

“QOuvrez!” yapped the Customs man
angrily now. He had & suspicious e
on Bunter. Evidently he suspected the
fat Owl of having smuggled goods in
his suitease, and of being unwilling to
lef-them be seen.

Porters gathered round the juniors on
cona side of the long counter, Customs
offivials and clerks gathered round the
I'ren an on the other side. There
was & babble of tongues. The Grey-
friars purﬂ' were getting most of I:egﬂ
attention the Douane. Billy Buntez
went through one pocket after another in
search of his key. Bix or seven French-
men were speaking all at once now, and
& gendarme.drew near, with watchful
eyes, evidently to prevent the supposed
smuggler from bolting all of & sucrdl:en

Bir Reginald Brooke, having got the
larger baggage through, came back to
the juniors and turned his eyeglass in
surprise on the scene.

* What is the matter here 1" he asked.

“0 Bunter speakin’ French,
nunky,” answered Lord Mauleverer.
* It seems to worry them somehow.”

“The silly chumps don’t understand
good French!” hooted Bumter. *They
think I've tﬁat sweets in my bag—"
1 "%‘p&n e bag at once, you foolish

oy

“Oh, really, sir—"

“Loss no more time 1" exclaimed Sir
Reginald sharply. “The train for Paris

will be starting soon.”
_ "I can't find the key! I know I put
it somewhera! (h, here 1t 13! The Eﬁj’

came out at lnst, with & couple of bulls-
eyes sticking to it. “Now tﬁe silly owls
can ﬂnlly well see that there's no sweets
in the bag "

The bag was opened.

All the rest of the baggege had been

ed after a very cursory examination,

ut the Customs man went through

Bunter's bag with meticulous care,

obviously in a very suspicious frame of
mind,

Fortunately, there was nothing thero
of & contraband nature, and the official,
still looking suspicious, chalked the hu;;,
and it was transferred to a porter's
shoulder again.

“ Thank goodness," said Nugent. “If
you talk any more French, Bunter,
we'll burst you.”

“ Beoast I

The Greviriars party followed thair
baggage to the waiting train. Scats had
been reserved in mdvance, which was
rather fortunate, for the delay in the
Customs left the gnrty only time to
catch the train. Billy Bunter settled
down with & grunt, but the other fellovw.s
remained in the train corridor, watching
the orowd on the platform with interest,
wondering, too, whether among the in-
numerable passengers and loungers thers
was any spy watching the Ipa-.rt:u But
no one, so far as they could see, gave
them any special attention—except the

y-trousered porters in quest of tips.
e train rolled out of Boulogne at
last, and Billy Bunter put his head out
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of the doorway of his carria zud
blinked at the juniors in the corridor,

1 say, you fellows, how long is it to
Pariz 1" he asked,

“Three or four hours.™

ZE&? uhﬂuﬁﬂgrub ?”h .

1 about grub.”

"B&mﬂg

And Bunter grunted end sat down
agaim,

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
The Hand of the Enemy !

ORD MAULEVERER yawned,

The train clattered on through

the Morth of France. Billy

Bunter, as he had nothing to

eat, wont to sleep. Harry "harton wod

urree Jamset Ham Singh played chesa

with the nabob’s pocket set.  Johnry

Eull and Frank Nugont found entertain-

ment in locking from the windows, .nd

E:;ﬂ: Char{? put in & little practice with
a “yo-yo.

Lucd Mauleverer, like Gallio of old,
cared for none of these things. Tha
schoolboy millionaire had spent many
vacations abroad, and foreign travel had
lost its novelty for him, whick was one
of the gmalt:us of being a millionaire.
His lordship yawned and strolled up and
down the corridor, while the train
bumped and rattled and olanged on i's

In cne of the compartments that ha
passed, as he walked up and down the
train corridor, there were only two
passengers.

Lord Mauleverer might have naticed
that eircumstance had ﬁe been an obser-
vant youth, for the train was crowded;
yet these two passenpers had a carriage
to themselves,

No doubt all the seats in the carriage
had been reserved, which accounted f%r
it. Btill, the ecircumstance might F:va
struck Mauly had he been observant.
But Lord Mauleverer was not particu-
larly observant; also he had an infinite
c;pm;‘iiy for minding his own business.
He did not glance once into any of the
carriages he passed in his stroll, and did
not even notice whethar the doors on the
corridor were open or shut. In that
particular earriage the door was open.

The two passengers were dark-faced
men, and had Mauly noticed them, he
would have noticed that thoy were
foreigners. He might even have guessed
that they came from the South of
Europe by their looks; and even guessed
that they were of Greek race. But he
remaine unaware oven of their
existence, as he passed them again and
again.

Mauleverer was suddenly and unex-
pectedly made aware of the existence of
the two swarthy men.

He was passing their doorway with
his hands in his pockets and thinking of
anything but danger, when & dusky hand
reached out, grasped him, and dragged
him headlong into the earriage.

Bump |

Manleverer went down on the floor
with a gasp of surprise, one of the
swarthy men holding him there, with a
hand over his mouth. The other swiftly
closed the door on the corridor,

“ Ooooogh 1 gasped Mauleverer,

He stared up at the dark face above

im,

Tha swarth%hand over his mouth kept
him silent. o attempted to struggle,
but & knea on hiz chest pinned him to
the floor., The second man turned
swiitly on him, grasped his wrists, and
held them ather, knotting a cord
round them. Then the dusky hand was
taken from his mouth, but a gag was
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The two smiling Italians hailed Bunter. ** Signore 1 You wanfer ehafirﬁ yes P ¥
e

Find my friends in the place yonder—an old gent and six

thrust in so swiltly that he had no chance
to utter & ery. . _

Not & word was spoken by either of
the dark-skinned men. But there was no
need of words. Mauleverer knew that
they wero agents of the Greek of Cairo,
and he knew what they were after. The
arm of Kalizelos was renching after the
Greyfriars party on their journey to

L.
pulﬂvarﬂr ceased to struggle.

He had no chance, and he accepted
the situation with bhis wusual cool
Ehiimphjr. There was a faint grin on

is face, 3 g

Rut for Hurree Jamzet Ram Singh's
suggestion, the Golden Scarab would
have been in his pocket or hnngmf about
his neck, and 'mguhimhljr it would have
fallen into the hands of the enemy. But
the (olden Scarab was safe in Harry
Wharton's keeping, and Wharton was
gafe with his friends m the carrage
along the booming train, Mauly was
quite well aware of what the two rascals
were after, and he wan&awnra a dthnt
they were going to be disappointed.

ﬂiﬂ?iﬂhg hzﬁda went through his
pockets as he lay on the flcor of the
carriago, shut from the sight of all
other passengers on the train.

The two foreigners muttered together
in a language of which Mauly did rot
understand @ word—except one—the
word *“scarabaaus.” That one word
would have told him that they wera of
Kalizelos® gang, if he had not guessce it
before.

Evidently Kalizelos did not cara to be
seen porsonally on the track of the po.ty
for Egypt. It was not likely that he
was on train; the gight of him would
have warned the party of danger at
onca. The Greek was keeli;mg ehind
the scenes, and acting by the hands of the
razcals in his pay. The two spies v...o
evidently trauEir!g. tha party, watching
for an opportunity, and it had come
sooner than tlhey could have anticipated

—and they had acted with prompt
audacity. Had the Golden Scarab heen
on Mauleverer it would have been lost
for ever. But the thievish hands that
mqght through his pockets sought in
vain,

But the two rascals were not satisfied
with turning out his pockets. They
procecded to search him with the utmost
care, ruffiing his lordship considerably
in the process, It was a dishevelled
Mauleverer that lay on the rocking foor
when they had finizhed., His mos.
of which Mauly had a good deal—they
put aside; that was not what they
wanted. It was the golden scarab they

and the scarab they
evidently cxpected to find., But they
did not find it.

The search finished at lost, and they
muttered ther in their own tongue.
Then one of them spoke in English.

“¥You are Lord Mauleverer 7

Mauly nodded. .

“There is no mistake. I knew it
Then where is tho scarab? Was it pnot
in your keeping?"”

I&au[everar shook his head.

“The truth!” enarled the dark-
gkinned man, his eyes gleaming with
menace, " Is it in your guardian’s hands
—the old man's?”

Another sheke of the head.

“(Omne of your schoolboy friends ?”

Mauly made no sign. _

“Yes or no!"” hissed the threatening
voice. ‘‘Mod, or shake your head!”

&till Mauleverer made no sign,

“Fool " muttered the man. “If you
do not answer, it is the same as if you
answered yes !’

He rosa to his feet, and muttered with
the other in his strange tongue. DBoth
of them cast black looks at the bound
schoolboy lying at their feet, as the
train rocked and clanged on into Rouen,

They had gained nothing by themr
search—except the knowledge that the
scarab was not in Mauly's keeping, and

—

were seeking,
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“ Yes,'” gasped Bunter, ** and buck up !
ows, one of them a nigger—quiek [ **

the guess that if was in the keeping oL
one of his friends. And tho two rascals
had no more time to lose—at any
moment Mauleverer’s friends might
come looking for him: it was certain
that they would look for him at once if
they missed him from the corridor.

For a minute or more they muttered
together, 1n low, sava%e tones, and them
leit the -:nrriurge, shutting the door om
the corridor after them.

The train was slowing to a stop.

Mauly had no doubt that they had in-
tended to quit the train at Amiens, with
the scarab in their possession. Now they
had to quit without it and they had no
more than time. In a few miﬂumﬁ
passengers would be swarming in an
out of the doors, and interruption was
certaln.

Mauleverer scrambled to his feet.
Now that he was no longer held, he was
able to get the gag from his mouth with
his bound hands, and ihen to work his
hands frea from the cord. The train
clattered to a stop, and he looked from
the window on the side towards the
platiorm, and had a moment’'s glimpse
of his two assailants vanishing in the
crowd there. They were gone In &
moment, and be saw no more of them.
Iie stepped out into the corridor, and
walked back to the ocarriage where
Haorry Wharton & Co. still sat, making
hiz way through hurrying passengers.

*“Hallo, halle, hallo|* Bob Cherry,
still busy with his yo-yo, stored ab
Mauleverer as he looked in. * What's
upt Been rolling along and collecting
the dust on the trainl™

Mauleverer grinned.

“Begad, ¥ want a brush down,” he
remarked. "I've bad a frightfully
gexcitin’  time, ¥you men-—-frigﬁtiml?'l
You've got that jolly old beetle safe,
Wharton, ¢ld bean "

“¥es, rather I

Tee Maaner Liegary.—No. 1,278,
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“Inky's saved its bacon,” said Maule-
verer. “They'd have had it, if I'd kept
it about me,

“ What the thump——"'

The train was rocking on as Mauly
drawled out his tale.

“ 0Ok, my hat 1" exclaimed Bob. * After
this, we're not letting you out of our
gight, Mauly."

“That's what nunky will zay when I
tell him,'" groaned Mauleverer. ““But
1t’s really all right, as I've not got tho
jolly old beetls. Keop your eye on

harton—he's got it! %'lf stroll along
the train——"'

“You jolly well won't!"

Bob grasped Lord Mauleverer, and
plumpeg him down into a seat.

“Bit thore I

“But, really, old bean—' _

“If you move before we get to Paris,
Il t:ln!.:t{'h you in the eye with my
Fo-¥o

“Oh gad ™

And Mauleveror sat and yawned till
the train ran into the Gare du Nord.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
An Alarm In the Night !
NUHEY took the schoolboy party

e

in hand again when they got
out of I‘a:ﬁ,

Billy Bunter blinked round
him through his big spectacles, and his
fat face lighted up at the sight of the
word, in large letters, “ Restaurant.™

As if by instinct, Bunter’s feet turned
in that direction. DBut all the party, as
a matter of fact, were ready for refresh-
ments, and the fat Owl was given his
head. When they sat down, Sir Reginald
was told of what had happened on the
train, and hiz face ame Very grave,
As bauly expected, he annou that
he would not allow his nephew out of
his sight again.

The old gentleman was evidently con-
sidernbgg perturbed by the knowledge
that 8 ]Enrty was followed and
watched. ut tha juniorsa were not
alarmed. Even Billy Bunter was not
alarmed, being too busy in dealing with
the foodstuffs to give thought to lesser
matters. The fat Owl was still going
strong, when Sir Reginald rose and an-
nounced that it was time to go.

Bunter gave o snork.

“I'm hungry I he said warmly.

“Poor old Bunter ! said Bob. “He's
only eaten enough for three fcllows, so
far! You can got o meal on the nexi
train, old chap!

“Come !"" said Sir Reginald, without
heeding Bunter. *The car is waiting
now to teke us across to the Lyons
station,” .

“T'm not finished wet,” said Bunter,

“Got & move on, fathead!™ gaid
Harry Wharton,

Bunter snorted.

“Look here, I don't sco getting into
anather hEas?:iy train to-day,"” he said.
“What's the matter with stopping in
Paris & day or twol"

“We're going to Egypt, old fat man!
If wo stop everywhere bhetween Boulogne
and Naples, we shan’t get to Cairo
befors the end of the vae.”

“Well, I believe in taking it easy!”
sald Bunter. “ And the fact is, I'm jolly
well not going to bump elong day and
night in these beastly French trains.
Bia-i:ges, I'm hungry. I'm not coming
vaot.

“Got up, idiot!"

“..Ehm?t'.-!" i
Sir REﬁmalﬂ was slready geing.

Bill unter blinked atter the tall,
stiff figure of the old baronet.

“ Look here, Mauly——'" he barked.

"Yans?"

" Tell the old foasil to wait a bit 1"

“The what?'* ejaculated Lord Maule-
verar.

“The old fossil—that old sss Brooke—
hers, 1 say, leggo!™ velled Bunter, as
Lord Mauleverer, _de%nrtlng from his
usual calm, took him by the collar and
banged hiz head on the table. “Yoop!

Stoppit ! Oh, my hat! Yarooh!"

“Ha, ha, ha I’

“"Owl Boaat | I.eggiu *  howled
Bunter., “J didn't mean old fossil—I—I
meant to say—whooooop !*

llH', h“* !Jl

“Come on, you men!” gsaid Lord
Meauleverer. “If Bunier isn't finished

Fa,'i:hhﬂ ean hang on. This way.”

e Famous Five followed Lord
Mauleverer, and Billy Bunter—decidin
that he had, after all, finished—{follow
on promptly. The foodstuffs were
attractive, but the fat Owl certainly did

I
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not want to be left on his lonely own
1n the Gare du Nord. t

he party packed in & big car, end it
rolled away with them, ths juniors keep-
ing their eyes alert, wondering whether
any of the confederates of the man from
Egypt had watched for them in Paris,

sther there was a ng;qr among the
crowds round the Gare du Nord, how-
ever, they were, unsble to discover.

They arrived at the southern station,
and took their places in the Lyons-
Mediterranean  train—Billy  Bunter
grunting and grousing, and not finding
comfort until he learned that there was
a restaurant car on the train., After
which Bunter disappcared from sight
for some time—though the other fellows
could guess where he was, and how he
was occupied.

If Billy Bunter left off feeding before
bed-time, the intervals of repose were
short. Ho had quite a happy feeling of
ﬂ]]ﬁj&sﬂ when he rolled into his sleeping-

rth.

There he sank at once into the
embrace of Morpheus, and his deep
snore mingled with the rumble of the
train as it rolled on through the starry
summer n{ﬁhh

arry Wharton, who had the other
berth, did not find it sc easy to woo
slumber. In the Remove dormitory at
Greyfriars, Billy Bunter's tremendous
snore was devastating, but in the closo
quarters of & sleeping-car it was zimply
terrific. Between rumble of
train and the Gargantuan snore so close
at hand, it was some time belore
Wharton fell aslesp, and then his
glumber was uneasy and haunted by
dreams.

_The golden scarab, hung on the silk
ribbon round his neck, figured in his
dreams, with the dark, olive face of the
man from Egypt.

dir Reginald had warned the juniors
to lock the doors on the corrider when
they turned in, and he was koeping
Mauleverer under his own eye. It was
possible—indeed, Kpruhab-ia—that BOme
confederate of Kalizelos was on the
train.

IHarry Wharton, as the bearer of the
precious scarab, was the one that neaded
most to keep on his guard, and he had
carefully secured the door and placed a
halg- against it.

t was past midnight when Wharton
awoke suddenly from an uneasy slumber.
The lights of some station through
which tﬁe cexpress had boomed, were dis-
appesring behind.

He had been dreaming of the golden
scarab and of Kalizelos, and the glitter-
ing, black eyes of the Greek were in
his mind’s eye as he stared in the
darkness.

There was a movement close to him.

A thrill ran through the junior.

The train was rumbling noisily, and
he did not notice for the moment that
the resonant snore of Billy Bunter no
longer mingled with the rumble. Locks
could be picked even on trains, and
Wharton’s heart thum as he heard
s movement 1n the darkness close by
him and a hand gro over him.

For a few seconds he lay quite still,
his heart leaping, staring hard into the
dark in which a dim shadow stirred.

The hand groped over his berth, and
a dim figure moved before his eyes.
Suddenly, swiftly, Wharton moved, lift-
ing himself on one elbow and strikin
out with tha other hand. His clenche
fist landed on the dark figure, and thero
was a startled T:p and the sound of
a heavy fall on the flcor.

In an instant Wharton had reached
out and flashed on the light, alert and
prepared for a struggle. On the floor
of ﬁia carriage a fat figure in pyjamas
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lay sprawling and gaspin
Wharton's syes almost started
head as he stared at it. ;

It was not a dark-skinned foreigner
jn quest of the golden scarab. It was
William George Bunter, of the Grey-
friars Remove.

Both Bunter's fat hands were pressed
to his extensjve equator, and he was
mumbling sod gasping snd gurghng
wildly,

“ Bunter 17 gﬁp&d Wharton blankly.

“Ooooogh! My tummy! Oooocogh!”

" What the thump——"

“ Wooooeaogh I

“ ¥ou howling 1diot—""

" Yooooogh! Oh, my tummy! Grooo-
oooogh [ moaned Bunter.

“You silly chump!” roared Wharton.
“ What wera you inF out of bed?”

“ Qooooooocoooogh I

“What were you up to, you dangerous
maniaci”

** Goooooogh ]

Bunter sat up. He pressed his fat
hands to the place where hiz many meals
were packed away and moaned,

“Qoooogh! Beast! I woke wup—
oogh! I was hungry—grooogh!
J.'e:.':lamherid I had a packet of chocolates

!

BNd

?:Tpm hia

rH

g TOOOOE I laid them on i‘f:;;ur berth.
Waoooogh! I was looking them—
woopogh! I couldn't find the switch to

turn on the light—ooooogh! Wharrer
you hit me in the tummy for—
groooogh I

“Ha, ha, ha ! yelled Wharton.

“Ow! Beast! I'm winded—woooch!
I'm dying—grooogh! Oh, my tummy!
Yoooooooogh 12

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Gug-gug! Oh dear! Ococooghl!”

“You silly owl, I thought it was one
of those rotters after the scarabl What
was I to think, you frabjous assi”

“{rwl| Fathead! Wow! Oococogh!”

Harry Wharton chuckled, turned out
the light, and settled down to sleep
again. But it was quite a long tume
before the hapless Owl left off moaning
and mumbling and crawled into his
berth again. Then once more Bunter's
heity snore awoke the echoes of the
South of France, and he was still gmng
gtrong when the rest of.-the party turne
out to breakfast.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Southward-Ho !

LUER skies by day and brighter
B stars by night greeted the Grey-
frinrs party as they rolled on

their journey southwar

The steamer for Alexandria was to be
taken at Naples, at the other end of the
Italian peninsula, and every mile of the
long journey had interest for the school-
boys. Under a blazing sun they crossed
the frontier from France into Italy, and
rolled on through a land of dreamy
beauty—with which Bunter, however,
was not quite satisfied. :

Azure skies, soaring mountains, fertile
valleys, smiling faces, and musical
voices did not appeal much to the Cwl
of the Remove. Billy Bunter declared
that the grub was not so good since
France was left behind, and that the
amellp were much more distinct. There
is no doubt that the more a traveller
in Europe progresses southward, the
more hiz nose is assailed, however much
hiz eyes may be delighted.

There was & halt for a day in Rome,
where Nunky took the juniors for a
ramble to sea the Colosseum and the
Forum and St. Peter’s and a few more
pights, followed by a drive on the
Pincio, where there was tea under shady
trecs: this being the part of the day's

entortainment that wes thoroughly
enjoyed by Billy Bunter.

oman ruins did not interest Bunter
much, but he proceeded to make & ruin
of an immense pile of swoeet, sticky
cakes, and found great enjoyment in the
process, The hand of Time had not
fallen so heavily on Home as the fat
hand of Billy Bunter fell on that stack
of cakes; and though he moved with a
littla diiﬁculty when the party went back
to the car, he was bappy and shiny and
sticky, and, upon the whole, satisfied
with hisz day in the ancient capital of
the world.

Indeed, when the parly boarded the
train for Naples the next day, Billy
Bunter blinked back at the Eternal ﬂ;ﬂ
through his big spectacles with «r

regrat.
“Might have pub in another d:ﬁ‘ in
Rome,” he said. “I don't see ru mg
away like this from a place like Rome |

The other fellows looked at Bunter.
They were rather surprised to find the
fat Owl taking an inte in such
thin Certainly a city like Rome
might have appealed to any fellow’s
imagination, but they had not expected
Bunter to bother about it. But even
Bunter, apparently, had been impressed
by the city of the Umsara.

OUR LEATHER WALLETS
ARE PERFECT FOR THE
POCKET!

All you've got Eu d-:r[t'u wiF one ;I:
to compose a Lreyiriars himeric
like C. A. Carrington, of 171,
Wood Lane, Chadwell Heath,

Essex, whose winning effort is
printed herewith :

Horace m:;ﬁ' the
bigpesat er;
With his **stink-bike '" a Jot has
to suffer.
It will take him away,
Then conk out for the day,
And poor Horace returns homes
by * puffer.*

GET BUSY NOW, CHUMS!

world'™a

|

“Toppi lace,” agreed Bob. “I'd
like tup;[l:lﬂginpa fow wocks there, rooting
around. BStill, we've got to on our
way. So you liked Home, Bunty "

“ Yes, rather |

“The jolly old Colesseum, what?
asked Enﬁr .
“Th? What rot!" said Bunter.

“The Forum—" said Nugent.

“ Beastly lot of silly stones,” grunted
Bunter. ‘

2t Poter's=—"" said Wharton.

‘ Rubbish [ grunted Bunter.

“The Tiber—" said Johnny Bull
“When a fellow thinks of all that's hap-
pened on the banks of the Tiber—"

“ Dh, was that dirty-looking river the
Tibher? said Bunter indifferently. *I
don’t think much of it.”

“ Well, what the doocs Tas it you liked
in Rome, then, old fat man?” asked
Lord Mauleverer, puzzled.

Bunter, evidently, had not been inter.
osted in the wonderful sights that had
interested the other fellows,

“That was a jolly good feed we had
in those gardoens on the Fineian Hill I”
gaid Bunter.

i Ehi‘!l‘ :

“Thoso cakes were ﬁlly good—*

“Cakes 1" repeated Mauly. ;

“Yeos; they make jolly good cakes in
Rome.”

“0Oh gad I
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“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the Famous
Five. oy wore apprised at last of
what had really interested Billy Bunter
in the City of the Seven Hills.

ZEunt.a: Blinked st ishum. i

! were simply topping cakes,
!t:m. miiigy "I]\l“tﬂ only alﬂl::ren Euf them;

wasn't really ry. But—"

& E.in. ha, ha I e

“Blessed if I see anything to cackle
at! I can tell you that t-hajrmgara simply
ripping cakea! I wish I had a few now!
Rather fatheaded, if you ask me, to
rush off like this—from a place like
Rome! You don't go to Rome every
day; and those cakes—"

“Ha, ha, ba1?

“Of course, it's & beastly noisy pla
and seems to be chiefly a lot of silly ol
stones,” said Bunter, “But they can
make cakes. I can tell you fellows I've
never tasted better cakes! Look here,
you fellows, let's stop at Roms again on
our way home. I like Rome!™

And  Billy Bunter gave another
regratful blink back'at the Eternal City,
his fat mind dwelling on the one glory
of Rome that appealed to him.

The last lap of the railway journey
was now before the Greyiriars party.

othing had been seen of the enemy,
and though they had not forgotten
Kaulizelos, he was ralegated to the backs
of their minds.

Nunky hn&e& that they had seen
the last of the man from Egypt, but
Harry Wharton & Co. did not doubt
that Kalizelos would turn up again
sooner or later. But it scemed probable
that, knowing their destination, the
Greek was biding his time, scheming to

deal with them when they landed in
Africa,

That prospect did not worry the cheery
chuma of the Remove. They had no
doubt of being able to keep their end

up if the cnemy hunted for more
trouble.

Meanwhile, they were enjoying them-
selves, delighted with the sights of Italy
if not with the scents.

There was to be ancther day’s halt
st Noples, with a wvisit to Mount
Vesuvius and the lost city of Pompeii,
after which they were to take the
steemer for Alexandria. Bella Napoli
burst on them like a vision of beauty
when they arrived in that famous eity,
with its glorious bey, and the island
of Capri in the distance, and Vesuvius
emoking against tho blue sky., Even
Lotd Mauleverer sat up and took
notice as they drove up the hill to their
hotal.

“Toppin'!” said Mauly.

i topfulness is terrifie,” declared
Hurrea Jamsot Ram Singh.

“What do you think, Bunter 7" asked
Bob Cherry, with a chuckle. "“How
do you like Naples?”

“Eh? I don’t know wyet,” answered
Bunter, blinking at him. “Do you
fn}lmﬂ knu\; m at the grub's likei"

3 , hal

“ A fellow told me onece, who had
heen here, that they cock macaroni a
treat in Naples,” szaid Bunter. *I
can’t tell till I've tried it, of course.
I say, vou fellows, I'm jolly h‘mgriil
What on earth are you stopping the
car for, Mauly? We're not at the
hﬂmlll1 e

“ Lookin® at the sunset over Capri,
old bean ¥

“You silly ass!” hooted Bunter.
"Loukinﬁant a fatheaded sunset over
a #illy island when a fellow’s hungry !
Are vou off your rocker?”

The car rolled on again,  Sunsets
over the Bay of Naples did not interest

Tae Micyer Lieriry.—No. 1,278,
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Bunter; but fortunately he found that
ha had not been misinformed about the
macaroni. The Greyfriars fellows
slept soundly that night, and turned
out carly in the morning to ssa the
sunrise on the bay—Billy Buoter snor-
ing on, as indifferent to sunrises as to
sunsets,

Bunter snored on till the c¢ar came
round to take tho party to Pompen;
and then he would have gone on snor-
ing, had not Bob Cherry assisted him
out of bed, and squeezed a wet sponge
down his fat neck, which efectually
awakened Bunter, o

With the rest of the party waiting,
Bunter hgd hardly time for a couple
of breakfasts before he started ; but he
was comforted by the information that
there was an hotel at Pomppii where
a fellow could get a snack, while less
intelligent fellows were rooting over
silly old ruins. But the fat junior
eyed the column of smoke rising from
the summit of Vesuvius rather uncasily
a3 the oar ran on to the buried city.

“1 say, you follows, does Vesuvius
ever erupt now '’ he asked.

“Every now and then,” answered
Bob Cherry. “Might hapji'ren an
minute, in fact he peopls roun

nbout here build their houses of the
stuff that's chucked out of the vol-
cano, and they get lots of building
materials cheap.”

“Rather a cateh if we happened to
bha hore in an eruption,” said Johnny
Bull. “Something to tell the fellows
about at Greyfriars next term.”

“You silly chump!” said Buntor.
“Look hero, I don’t like the look of
that voleano. I think we'd better go
back. We can just stop at the hotel
for & snack, and then get back fo
MNaples—never mind the ruins—see ?"

e juniors chuckled, but appar-
ently they did not “see.” The car
stopped ab the hotel, close by the buried
city, in a blaze of brilliant sunshine,
and Buntor rolled into the shade with a
grunt of relief. He was scated at a
table enjoying a third breakfast, with
a fourth in hsppy prospect when a
guide was secured, and the other fellows
were ready to start for the ruins.
Bunter did not stir.

“You're coming, asked
Harry Wharton.

Bunter shook his head.

“What is there to sea?” he asked.

“City buried two thousand years ago
by an eruption of Vesuvina”

“Well, you fellows tell me about it
whon vou coma back,” snid Bunter.

And he devoted himself to the food-
stuffs, while the other fellows, perhaps
not greetly saddened by the loss of his
society, walked off to tho buried city.

you asgt"

——

THE FIFTEENTH CHAFPTER.
Danger!

i ON io, signore!”
S Billy Bunter blinked round
with anuoyance.
Bunter was taking & rest.

Ho needed it.

He had kept several waitors very busy
at the hotel, and when he had finishod
he had left them staring, and he heard
thoe head-wailter murmur, “Dio mio!”
ns he rolled away. Bunter's perform-
ances in the gnstronomic line had sur-
Er:aed them. Bunter was {eeling that

e had done well—perhaps a little too
well—and he wanted s rest. He
sauntered, slowly, to a shady grove near
the building, lecking for a comfinrtable
spot for a nep till the party came back
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from the ruins, He found a shady spot
where he leaned his back against a
troo, shaded and screened by high, thick
bushes.

There he closed his oyes behind his
spectacles, and would probably have
dropped at once into a happy slumber,
but for the flies. There were plenty of
flies, and they all seemed to like
Bunter. But in spite of the buzzing
flies the fat junior would have napped
at last, but just as he was dropping
off, a voice close at hand came to his
fat cars from the thick grove. It really
was irritating, for Bunter had selected
a very seocluded spot so as oot to be
disturbed. Bome beastly Italian, of
course, was bound to come jawing just
when & fellow wanted to go to slesp.
Bunter's oyes, which had closed behind
his spectacles, opened again with an
angFy blink.

“Hon 1o, signore [ murmurcd the soft
Italian voice.

“Bpeak English ! eame another
voico; and DBilly Bunter gave a jump
as he heard it

He knew that low, musical voice—
the voice of Konstantinos Kalizelos, the
Groeek. He gave s convulsive start,
and then zat very still, The Greek and
the Italian were not two yards from
him on the other side of the treo, and
evidently unaware that he was there.
A shiver ran through Billy Bunter. Hao
was not thinking of sleep now. He sat
transfized.

“* 81, signore—yes, sir,” came the other

voice. 1 forget zat wou have no
Italian, signore.™

“What have you to tell me,
Giuseppe 1

“They are here, signore—il vecchio—
the old gentleman—has taken | ragseszi
—the boys—to the ruins, cxcept one
—tho fat one—who has remained in the
hotel to eat. Dio mio! How he eat!”

“The fat one matters little. He, is
not likely to be trusted with what 1

seelk,. He i3 a fool—an ass—an
imbeecile 1

Billy Bunter's eyes gleamed behind
his spectacles.

“The others, signore, are now in the
ruins. I learn that they will come back
to the hotel for lunch.”

“Are there many people
ruins ™

“The usual touriste—Enghsh, Ameri-
can. DBut in this hot weather, not a
large crowd.”

“¥You have your men at hand ¥
“Bi, signore.” .

“Tisten ta me, Giuscppo. It will ha
risky, but you will be well paid—you
and your friends. Find what I seek,
and wvou shall receive five hundred
pounds—that is nearly fifty thousand
lire in your own money.”

“Oh, signore ! gnsped Giuscppe.

The Greck gave a curt laugh.

"1t will not be easy,” he said, " with
the tourists about, and the custodians
of the place. Bubt you can do it
Tisten! One of tho boys—I cannot say
whiclhi—ecarrics a jowel—an crosment—
in the form of & goldon beetle, That is
what I want. t is & thing of little
value in ttseH—perhaps three or four
thousand lire—that 15 all. Give it into
my hands, and the sum I have named
is yours. There are lonely places in

a ruins. Tha boys may be scized, ono
by onc perhaps, and searched, bound
or stunned, as you find convenient. Or
with a dozen men to help you, you maw
surround the whole party, and seize on
them and search them.”

“Leovo it in my hands, signore. The
dave of the brigands are over in Naples,

in the
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but fifty thousand lire is not picked up
aw:rg day.”

“Bring the golden beetle to ma in
Naples, and it 15 done,” said Kalizelos,

] i., Eigni:ﬂ'e."

There was 2 rustle in the grove.
Dilly Bunter, sitting frozen with terror,
heard the Greek and the Italian depart
in differant directions,

“Oh erikey !" breathed Bunter.

The fat junior did not stir,

He was too terrified to stir, aven after
the rustling and the footsteps in the
silent grove died away,

Long minutes passed bofora the fat
junior ventured to rise to his feet.

Kalizelos, evidently, had gone back to
Naples to wait there for the bravo to
bring the Golden Scarab. Giuseppe
had been set to watch the Greyfriars
party, and the Groek had met him in
tho grove near the ruins to hear his re-

rt, and to give him his instructions.

unter realised that he had nothing to
fear from the Greek, whose appearance
en the scene would have given the alarm
at once. Kalizelos was working from
behind the scenes.

But the thought of Giuseppe and a
ﬁang of Neapolitan lazzaromi at hia

sels made Bunter shiver. The fat Owl
Was Euwerful]y tempted to steer clear
of what wes to happen in tha ruined
city where, at any moment now,
encmies might be gathering round the
unsuspecting sightsecrs.

But though Billy Bunter was chiefly
concerned for the safety of his own fat
skin, he was not guite capable of leav-
ing the other fellows in tho Iurch to
that extent.

He rolled out of the grove, blinking
round him through his big spectacles,
the perspiration thick on his podgy
brow, t was hot—very hot—and
Bunter was loaded over the Plimsoll
line; but he started at a run for the
ruined city. ‘There was time yet to
warn the Greyfriars party of their
danger; but thore was no time to lose.
And Bunter had to run. A voice hailed
him as he plugged breathlessly on.

“Bignore, you wanter chair—ycs?
Tre lire, signore!”

“Oh, good 1™ gasped Bunter.

Twe smiling Italians with a sedan-
chair, lmkin%fnr customers, spottad the
fat Owl! unter plumped intoe the
sedan. Never had a lift been =0 wel-
come to the Owl of the Remove,

“Buck up!” he gasped. “Find m
friends in the place yonder—an ol
gent, and six fellows, one of them a
nigger—quick! TLook here, here’s a
hundred lire! Buck up !

Bunter erammed a hundred-lire bill
into the surprised Italian's hand.

“Oh, signora! Tanto grazie

The sedan chair was rushed off.

The chairmen did nobt often pick u
& hundred lire 2o easily. They went a
a rapid t1rot, realising that the fat
gignore was ir a hurry to find his
friends. Other sedans, with tourists in
them, wera on the road: but Bunter
passed them swiftly.

In a foew minutes he was pessing
through the ancient gateway into the
eity of the dead.

und him were the rooflass houses
of the ancient inhabitants of Pomupreii,
uncoverad by the excavations that had
been going on for more than a eentury.
The feet of his bearers clattered on the
cobbled ways where Romans once had
trod. But Billy Bunter had no eyes for
the dismantled dwellings of the ancient
Pompeians. He blinked round eagerly
for the Greyiriars party. )

"Lourists, with red-covered guide books,
wers aﬁrinkled amang the ruins. mr{
time Bunter's eyes fell on a dar
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at them, But they did not gain thelr feet—crashing fists sent

L f ——uff .

** Back up, Johnny 1 " yelled Bob. The two Neapolitans leapt H&Bfmm Wharton, as Bob Cherry and Jochnny Bull rushed

m spinning over, yelling. ** Quick, you fellows—get

out of this ! ** panted Wharton, scrambling up breathlessly.

Ttalian face, he wondered whether it was
the face of Giuseppo or cne of his gang.
“Hallp, hallo, hallo ™
It was Bob Cherrvy's voice.
Bunter rolled out of the sedan.

“I say, you fellows! Oh dear!” hn
gasped. “Oh ocrikey! Oh lor’! I say,
you fellows,

&et out of this] You're in
danger—— (irooo A

o esteemed, 1diotic Bunter—"'

“What do you mean, Bunter 1 asked
8ir Reginald Brooke sharply. * Nunky *
was giving his young charges some valu-
able information with regard to the
manners and customs of the old-time
inhabitants of Pompeii, when the fat
Owl barged in. " What——"

“ Danger |’ gurgled Bunter.

* Nonsenza ™

“T heard them—Kalizelos——*

“Kalizelos here " exclaimed the old
baronet, with a start. “Have you seen
him §*

“I heard him I" gasped Bunter. “He's
ot a gang of rotters to get after you

ro—they may be here any minute—
I came to warn you——"

The fat Owl panted for breath.

“"Oh gad!” said Lord Mauleverer.

The juniors gathered round in amaze-
ment, as Bunter panted out his tale.

Sir Reginald frowned grimly,

“We had better leave the ruins at
onee, mti boeys,"” he said. “I can scarcel
think that there is danger h«az& but
cannot take ces with you. Are you
all here? Where is Wharton {¥

“He went into that giddy atrium,
back along the street——"

“Call him at once,” said Sir Reginald.
“You and Bull go, Cherry—the rest
remain_with me.”

““Right-ho ™

And Bob Cherry and Juhnnj Bull ran
quickly along the cobbled *via,” the

rest of the party waiting for them,
while Billy Bunter mopped his
perspiring brow, and puffed and blew.

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Narrow Escape !

i ILENZIO I*
The word was hissed in
Harry Wharton's ear; but it
was hardly needed, for a brown
hand was clapped over his mouth as it
was spokem.

The captain of the Remove gave a
violent start.

He was standing in an ancient
“atrium,” open to the blue sky above,
but shut off from the general view by
the remains of the massive old walls.

Only a few minutes before the whole
party had been there, gazing at the
pictures painted on the old walls, in
colours as bright as when they had been
laid on two thousand years ago.

Wharton had lingered behind, when
the rest went on, looking at the paint-
ings, and never dreaming of danger.
He did not even glance round at the
sound of footsteps entering the building,
only supposing that other tourists were
coming in; and he was taken com-
pletely by surprise when his arms wera
grasped from behind and a hand
clapped over hiz mouth.

Strong hands were grasping him. He
twisted round, his startled eyes staring
at two dark Nuﬁpolitan faces. Two
men had followed him into the old
atrium, and geized him there: but he
did mnot, for the moment, think of
Kalizelos. The men were Italians, and
he supposed that they were pick-
pockets from their actions.

He made an attempt to sheut to his

friends—hardly a dozen yards distant,
though hidden from sight by the mas-
sive walls between. But his mouth was
gripped hard, and he could utter no
ory. He struggled; but the sinewy
hands forced him to the stone floor, and
a knee was planted on his chest. Then

usky hands searched rapidly through
his ata.

“Dove e, dove e ?” muttered Giuseppe,
ag he searched. “ Bignorino, dove e?
Where is it—the beetle 7 *

Then the junior understood.

He made a terrific effort to thraw off
the two ruffians. But it was in wvain,
Oge of them held him silent and help-
less, while the other searched his
pockets, one after another,

Whether they knew that he had the
scarab, or whether they had taken the
nﬁpnrtunitg of getting hold of one of
the party singly, he could not tell; but
it was certain that they would find it
on him,

His pockets having been drawn blank,
Giuseppe scarched further, and there
was a grin of triumph on his dusky
face as he found the silk ribbon reund
the schoolboy's neck.

“Buono | Buonissime [ he chuckled.

He pulled at the ribbon. In s
moment more the golden scarab would
have been pulled in sight. Wharton
made another effort with all his
gtrength, But it was in vain. And
then, like music to his ears, came &
shouting wvolce in the narrow *“wvia™

without.
“Hallo, hallo, hallo! ¥You here,
Harry ¥
Bob Cherry came tramping into the
atrium, with Johnny Bull at his heels.
*Cospetto 1" panted Giuseppe.
(Continued on page 28.)
Tee Micner LmErisry.—No. 1,278.
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BOB HARRIS AND BILLY McCANN, TWO YOUNG ERITISHERS TRADING UNDER THE NAME OF “BDB, BILLY & CO0."—
THE #C0. BEING AN ANCIENT AND BATTERED
KNOWING THAT A VAST TREASURE LIES HIDDEN ON THE SITE, DAVID BDNE, A RASCALLY AMERICAN TRADER,
OFFERS TO BUY THE STORE, BUT THE ISLAND TRADERS REFUSE TO SELL. AFTER SEVERAL FRUITLESS ATTEMPTS
TO DRIVE THE PARTHERS OFF THE ISLAND, BOME BRIBES A BEAZH-COMBER TO FIRE THE STORE, AND THEN

READ THIS FIRST.

OFFER3 TO BUY THE SITE.

FORD CAR—ARE OWNERS OF

A STORE ON KALUA IS5LAND.

Coodl News For Bone!
LR OTHING deing,” said DBob,

with a smile. “Wea're stickin

to that site, Mr. Bone, for ol

associations' sake. You see, a
royal palace stood in that spot onge, and
we'ro rather snobs. We like the royal
associations. ™

“No, we're oot gelling,” said Billy,
shaking his head—* not in your lifetime,
Mr. Bone. We're sticking to that old
B

David Bone looked at them.

Kcen as he was, he could not read
those two smiling, good-hunioured faces.

“But I'll tell you what,"” said Boh.
“If you're looking for a chance of put-
ting]up money on Kalua, what about a
pearling proposition 1"

“Pearls?" ﬁ:?d Bone.

#1 fancy you've heard that there's
%gsber beds on the other side of Ealua,

a're gﬂinﬁﬂﬁvcr te the other side.”™
explained b. “¥You see, with the
ptore burned and trade dead we're
practically down and cut. A man’s got
to live—and wa can’t comb the beach.
We're trying pearls.”

“T'll buy all the pearls you find on
Kalua,” eaid David Bone derisively.

“A man might be weeks before he
found a single pearl,” said Bob. “You
gﬂ?ht feel Like financing a pearling out-

t' E ]

“1 don’t!" said Mr. Boae.

“If we could raise a schooner, or evon
a ketch——"" gaid Billy.

David Bona laughed. Ho was quite at
his ease now, Two down-and-out traders,
who were taking
resource as pearling oo Kalua, need not
worry him. Ha almost ceased to be sorry
that he saw them alive.

“1 guess if you want to raise =&
schooner or a ketch, or as much as a
wheleboat, you want to lock for a
sucker,” he said. *“I'll put money into

Tue Macwer LisrirY,—Nop, 1,

up suclh a desperate P

a pearling proposition when I see the
pearls—not before.’”

* But——""

“Bo-long !"” sald David Bone.

And he walked on.

Bob and Billy locked at one another,
and both smiled.

That day Mr. Bone spent & good deal
of time ashore. He was lounging about
the beach whon Billy MeCann filled up
the old car, and the young traders

acked her with a mmﬁinﬁ outfit and

ood, and helped Pete FPurkiss in.

He had talked a good deal with the
Kalua Flnntm': during the day, and
knew all about the way the partners had
befriended the beach-comber. He told
himself cynically that they couldn't
know who had fired their store. David
Eone seldom allowed his leathery
countenance to express any emotion.
But he loocked pleased when the old
Ford honked away snd disappeared.

All Kalua knew that Bob, Billy & Co,
were going to try their luck with the
pearling on the other side of the island,
That was fifteen miles away, and David
Bone was pleased to kmow that the
firm would be fifteen miles distant from
the sita of the burned-out etore during
his stay on Kalua. y

Kalua mean shook their heads over the
enterprise; pearls had been found on the
1island, but few end of littlo value. Still,
Bob and Billy looked cheory and hope-
ful enough when they started.
David Bone, at all events, was
leased. He even wished the partners

had ruined luck in their hunt for
earls, And he smiled after the vanish-
ing Ford—a sardonic smile.

Taking possession of the site of the
burned-out store, * jumping * land that
bﬂiﬂ-ﬂ_fﬂ-d to the partners was impossible
—while thﬂﬂ' lived. But if David Bone
had a freea hand there for one night, un-
watched by the partners, he was con-
tent to leave the site in their possession.

e

Now that the store was destroyed ik
was only necessary to shift s heap of
old black embers to uncover the spot
that the Banta Cruz boy knew. With
Bob, Billy & Co. fiftecn miles away
across the lagoon, it was as ecasy for
David Bone as if the death spiders had
done their work. They could keep the
sito of the store—when 'Lﬂ had taken out
of it what the earth hid.

Mr. Bone glanced at the sky, and
BITH L.

“There'll be a moon to-night,” he maid
—and he dispatched a native into the
i]ntanfnr mel;nE‘ LMH the Santa Crusz

ay, from Tu'uka’s vi

E::m joined him at aunnﬂi

Far away across the island the Co.
was honking merrily on its way, with
the partners and Pete Purkiss on Lunrd.

But it did not reach the farther side
of Kalua,
hjﬁrduut of sight the u&mﬁuthFﬂEdh was

od into an openi a hi uzh,
When the sun nanlirls into thuE Pacifia
FPurkiss made himself comfortable in the
old car and went to sleep.

But not so Bob and Billy. They were
tramping under the starlight back round
the lagoon.

— —

Golden Sovereigns |

IGH over Kalua soared the
full, round moon.
It was midnight on the
Pacific island.

Long ago the last of the bungalow
doors had shut. Every white man in
the row of buildings was asleep behind
his mosquito curtains. The native
danca on the beach had long ceased.
The brown men were slumbering in
their grass honses. On the cutter
anchored in the lagoon a riding-light



burned; otherwise all was dark and
silent,

Apy planter on Kalua, had he given
the matter a thought, wounld have
supposed that David Bone was fast
asleep in his cabin on the Osprey.
Never, however, had the American
trader been more wide awake.

By the deserted hut, close by the
burned ruins of the atore, the tall
palm-tree cast a lomg shadow., Two
shorter shadows fell by its side. And
in the silence of the night there was
the muttering of a nasal voice.

“All eclear, I guesa!” muttered
David Bone,

“Me tinkee, sar ! said Loo.

Bone gave o low, dry chuckle.

“You got that feller spade and
[.liﬂk ?u

“Yes, sar.”

“You know where ta look?”

The black face of the Santa Cruz
boy wrinkled in a grim.

“Me savvy plenty, sar, Mokatoo
bury feller gold piece along palace
belong ‘him. He bury him along floor
belong rovm be sleep. Me see um, eye
belong me, sar, along me prisoner and

glave along Mokatoo. Ealua boy no
savvy nothing. Me, Loo, mo savvy
everything.”

Bone nodded.

He had not doubted the Santa Cruz
boy's tale when I.oo had told him,
long weeks ago, om A’ao. At first he
had doubted. He had heard too many
tales of buried treasure in Pacific
Islands to believe easily. But close
questioning of the Santa Cruz boy had
convinced him,

Mokatoo's slave had buried the
golden sovercigns for his master.
Again and again he had opened the
hidden store to add fresh sovercigns
as they came into the old miser's
hands.

The old King of Ealua had trusted
no man of hie own tribe. He had had
to trust someone, and he had chozen
t.]:“:'f1 slave whose life depended on his
nod.

He had paid for his hoarding with
his life. Twu'uka had risen up against
him and slain him, and there had been
wihl fightdng, the trikesman,
amm 1o W Too had stwies
a canoe and escaped from the island.
He had never dared to return. The
Ealuans would have eaten him. But,
later, when white men settled on the
island, Loo had come, only to find
that a Dutchman had built his store
on the very spot where the old king's
palace had stood in the savage days.

Loo had nursed his sccret.

Later, the Dutchman had sold the
store to two newcomers, but it was
n3 impossible as ever for Loo to get
at the treasure, At last, knowing
David Bone's reputation for unserupu-
lows use of his power, he had taken
his story to the American trader.

As soon as David Bone was con-
vinced of the truth of it, he had
entered into the “ proposition * coolly,
ruthlessly. It was for the man from
*Frisco to get rid of the island traders,
for Loo to peint out the burial-place
of the gold., Then they were to take
equal shares—if they kept faith!
David Bone had given his word. But
in hia own private thoughts David
Bone guessed that Loo might fall over-
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board from the entter when he had
outlived his usefulness. And perha
some gimilar thought worked in the
cunning brain of the Santa Cruz boy.
Loo cast a quick, searching glance
round—at the beach glimmering in
the moonlight; the silent, distant
bungalows; the hut where the part-
ners had lived since the burnini of
the store. He at-egped to the hut,
opened the door, an
gloom within,

David Bone muttered impatiently.

“It’e all clear! Them two suckers
are on the other side of Kalua, look-
ing for pearls.” He chuckled—a dry
chuckle. "I guess they'd get richer
looking nearer home, if they knew it !
Get to it, you feller boy !”

“Makee all sure, sar,” =aid Loo.
“No wantee eye belong any feller see
plenty too much gold, sar.”

I = i
ANOTHER MAGNET
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Loo, with the pick in his hand,
sorted among the ruins of the store.
Little elouds of ashes rose from the
raking pick. For leng minutes the
Santa (}Jruz boy raked and searched
and paused and calculated.

David Bone watched him impa-
tiently.

*“Me savvy!"” said the Santa Cruz
boy at last.

He stopped, evidently having lo-
cated the spot where old Mokatoo's
sleeping-room had been in the days
when a %mss-'bui!t palace stood on
the site of the island store.

He raked away ashes and dead
embers, and the surface of the ground
waa disclosed.

“@Get to
Bone.

“Me cettee plenty quick, sar!”

The muscular Santa Cruz boy plied
the pick.

David Bone's sunken, flinty eycs
watched him with greedy eagerness.

How many thousands of polden
sovereigns had old Mokatoo stored

it  muttered David

25

away in the course of forty years’
tcraﬂng? Thousands, certainly;
pe rhaﬁ ten thoumsand — perhaps
twenty thousand. David Bone was a
rich man; but as his wealth grew,
80 grew his hunger for more riches.
He was not even thinking of keeping
faith with the wrelched black man
who had led him to a treasure. A
handful of the golden sovercigns he
would have given him as a reward.
Baf half ! He laughed silently at the
thought. His eiea burned with greed
a8 he watched the black man dig.

_ Loo was using the spade now, turn-
ing out a heap of earth. He worked
hard and rapidly, the sweat stream-
ing down his black limba,

David Bone glanced round at the
star-glimmering lagoon, the sleeping
bungalows. ot a sound, save the
distant murmur of the surf on the
reef, and the dull thudding of the
spade in the hands of the Santa Cruz
boy. Overhead the soaring moon
gave ample light.

This was easy—easier than he had
dreamed. This was “pie” to the
greedy trader from ’Frisco. He had
riuined the island traders for this.
He had schemed their death as coolly
as he would have ¢ a mosquito.
Had they been still in his way, he
would have stopped at no treachery
to rid himself of them. They had
saved him a crime by taking them-
selves out of his way. He cared little
whether they lived or died, even with
the marks of Billy McCann’s lawyer-
cane on his back. He cared only for
the treasure.

Thud, thud, thud! went the un-
ceasing spade.

A pile of earth waa growing beside
the excavatiom.

Clink, clink!

1t was not necessary to dig deep.
Mokatoo’s hoard b beer in a
shallow grave. Often and often the
hoard had been opened to be added
to. On that epot, rich with gold, the
aleapiuf-ma{: of the old king had becn
laid. Later, it bhad been covered by
the burned ruins of his palace; later,

by the store, amd W e
raigs.  Nnag.il
light, and the
told that the hoard was reached.
Many on Ealua bhad scarched for
that trensure—in the high bush, in
hollows of trees, among crevices of
the coral rocks. It was reserved for
David Bone to unearth it. Ewven old
Soo-p0, the devil-doctor, believed
that it was hidden in the bush. The
of Kalua had told
waited here for

cunning old Kin
him so. And it
David Bone!
Clink, clink!
Loo dropped the spade at last. He
threw himself on his knces beside the
shallow excavation, his black eyesa
blazing. David Bone threw himself
on his knees also. Im the bright
moonlight the yellow glimmer of gold

dazzled his . The old goatskin
sack had rotted away. The
sovereigns lay there, as bright nas

when they had been struck in the
Australian Mint,

“By gum!” hreathed David Bone

“Plenty much feller gold, sar!™

chuckled Loo.
Tae Maewer Lmerany.—No. 1,278,
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“ Plenty much feller gold, sar!* chuckied Loo, running a stream of colns
through his black fingers. ** Ten thousand at least,’” said Bone. Neither of them

noticed that the two

He ran a stream of the
through his black fingers.

David Bone drove his skinny
fingers through the stack of them,

coing

He Eaumd for breath.
“Ten thousand at least! Ten
thousand ™

Neither of the treasure-seekers,
bending over the excavation, gazing
with dilated eves at the pleaming
old, saw the two black shadows that
etached thoemselves from the back of
the hut, Neither of them heard soft
footfalls that came noiselessly. But
both of them leaped up with startled
cries as o voice fell on their ears:

“Thanks I”

Treasure for Two !

6 HANES!” said Bob Harris
pleasantly.
“Thanks!" chuckled
Billy McCann.

David Bone sprang up, his eyes
ablaze. His bhand went to his hip,
but did not graa{J the weapon there.
A revelver that gleamed in the moon-
light was levelled, and Bob Harris’
ﬁu‘ger wag on the trigger,

Better not ! said Bob.

The black claw of the Santa Cruz
boy was on the knife in his loin-cloth.
He did not release it, but ke did not
draw it, as Billy MeCann shoved the
muzzle of & pun almost into his black
face. He panted, eyeing Billy like
a wild beast about to spring.

“Drop that feller knife, you black
swab!” said Billy McCann, “I'm
ot going to tell you twice!”

Loo, with a purgling mutter,
dropped the knife. It clanged on the
heap of sﬂvemignm

“stand back ™

The Santa Cruz boy stood back.

land traders were watching them from the back of the hut.

David Bone was trembline from
head to foot with passion. The Tage
in his sunken eyes was almost de-
moniac as he glared at the partners
of Kalua.

“Quite a pleasant surprise, what?"
asked Bob, with a emile. “Don't
tonch that gun, Bone! I warn you
that it won't be healthy!™

“You!" breathed David Bome. *I

—I guessed—"
“Yon guessed we were on the other
side of Kalua, hunting pearls?” Bob

nodded. “ Yes, that’s what we wanted
you to guess, Mr. Bone. TYou sce,
we'd tumbled to it what you were
after, but we didn't know exactly
where to dig for the treasure, and we
didn't want to dig around over three

acres or so—="

“Plenty too much hard work for
thiz feller,” explained RBilly McCann,
with a chuckle,

“ B0 we step out and let you go
ahead,"” drawled Bob. “And I'm
bound to say, Mr. Bone, that we're
obliged to you. And if you're still
keen on buying this spok, with its
royal asssoclations, we’ll sell at a
reasonable fisure—after we've taken

out the %liﬂ,s.”
“After ™ chuckled Billy. “Not
before |

“Dounble-crossed ¥ breathed David
Bone. “You durned, doggoned—"
He choked with rage.

“If Loo had come to us,” said Bob,
“we'd have given him n d whack
for what he could have told us. But
I reckon he wanted the lot.”

The Santa Cruz boy gave him a
wolfish look.

“You feller Loo,” said Bob, with
a smile, “yon plenty bad feller, You
savyy too much along death-spider.
But take a double handiul of that

THE MAGNET

1d, and beat it!" He planced at

iz partner. “You say the same,
Billy?”
“Suffering cats!” snorted Billy.

Then he grinned. “It's our gold, 1u
our ground. But you hear what feller
white master say, you feller Loo, car
belong you? Take it and go!”

The Santa Cruz boy stared at the
partners of Ealua almost unbeliev-
ingly for a moment. Then he threw
Limself down and scooped up a double
handful of ]gl;limmermg BOVereigns,
He stacked them into his loin-cloth,
grinmng. Then, as if fearing that
the feller white masters might
change their minds, Loo darted away
and vanished into the distant bush.

Bob gave the panting Ameriean
trader a cheery grin,

“I reckoned that Loo ought to have
a whack,” he said. “But you, David
Bone, all you’ll get is the happy
Enowledge that you've guided us to a
treasure that belongs to us. Not a
continental red ecent over that!
Feeling good 2"

David Bone gritted his teeth,

“You durned, dogponed Smart
Alecs!” he ground out. * You figure
you're getting away with this? You
reckon——"

“Just a few !" said Billy McCann
cheerfully. “And you——  Look
cut "

The enraged man from 'Frisco was
dragging out his revolver.

Bob's eyes gleamed over his levelled
barrel.

“Drop it!” he ordered,

David Bone, with a ringing oath,
dropped his gun, and it crashed on
the ground. It was ouly in time to
save his life.

Billy McCann, with a grim face,
stepped towards the American trader.

“"Now I'm pgoing to talk to yon,
David Bone,” he said. “Put up your
-hands! Bob’ll see fair play—a thing

{)?111’11 get, though you never give it!
t up your paws, you thief|”

In his rage and fury David Bone
put up is  “paws” willingly
enongh. He sprang like a tiger at
Billy McCann.

The next tem minutes were wild
and whirling,

Bob Harris looked on with an
approving eye as his partner dealt
faithfully with David Bene.

Billy McCann had marks to show
when he had finished. But it was
o wrecked and almost unrccogmisable
David Bone that went crashing ax
last into the exeavatiom, scattering
volden sovereigns right and left in

is fall,

"A'.n?' more ?” asked Billy a little
breathlessly.

A groan was the only answer.

“Your turn, Bob,” said Billy
McCann, “though' I haven't left a
lot for you.”

Bob launghed,

He picked David Bone out of the
treasure-hole.

“Get going |” he said tersely.

And the American trader, groaning,
crawled away to the beach.

rrinked and pobliehed every Baturdas
Advertizsement offices ; E’lﬁ!t-'ﬁ'lnr

Tha
Tates: loland and a.hmn'ﬁ, 11 Ty

by the Proprietors, The Amalgama (¢d Fre.

Farringdon Etroet d-|:|H LB Hfa
8, por anopum; S58. &
for Bodbh Africa: Central News Agencoy,

. a, B. 0.4,
d. for six months., Hole Agenis for Australia and

Lid., Tha Filestw
tered for tmnmﬁh s
[ and : Messrs,
Ltd.— Saturday, August 13k, 1934,

Houwse, Farrin
n by Canndian

Btrcet, Londonm, K04,
rios Fost, Bubseriptiom
tdon & Goteh, Ltd., and



EVERY SATURDAY

It was a nine days’ wonder on
Ealua,

Seven thousand eovereigns were
picked out of the treasure-hole by the
partners of Kalua. Seven.thousand
golden sovereipns, stacked away long
ago hy old Mokatoo, had fallen into
white men’s hands at long last. And
all Ealua agreed that they conld not
have fallen into hetter hands,

At dawn the cutter Qsprey lifted
the hook and put to sea, carrying
away a bruised, sore, and savagae
Pavid Bone. His business on EKalua
was finished—not in the way he had
expected. Billy McCann rubbed a
gwollen mnose, and gorinned as he
watched the cutter glide out of the
reef passage into the Pacific.

“We're done with David Bonel!™
he remarked.

“You've said it!" asid Bob.

Fortunate days followed for the
island firm. The store was rebuilt,
and Pete Purkiss put in charge of
it. The beach-comber had had his
lesson, and he ewore to make good,
and a gencrous share of Mokatoo's
treasure helped him to get batk his
gelf-respect. The fat and prosperous
man in spotless white ducks who zaf
on the counter of the new store and
smoked expensive cipars would hardly
have been recognised as the waster
who had combed the beach of Ealua.

“Now we're in eclover, Billy v
gaid Bob Harriz one day.

“Qo it 1™

“We'll get & new car.”

I'I'E'h?!!‘

“A new car.” .

“What’s the matter with the old
bus?” asked Billy unpleasantly.

“Yon mean what isn’t the matter
with it?" asked Bob.

“I mean what I say, Mr. Harris.”

And Bob chuckled and gave it up.
Fortune had changed, but there was
no chango in Bob, Billy & Ce.

THE END.

HIGH JINKS
HIKING!

(Continued from page 15.)

“Quiet I" hist Jack Jolly, with a
glarnse thmuglh the winder of the
sedan. “I really beleeve he's going
to sleep at last. If he does, it’ll give
us a charnse to escape!”

"My hat, yes!”

The juniors tramped on, with re-
newed hoap in their breasts, BSure
enuff, within the next five minnits, a
geries of deep, rumbling snores, some-
what resembling a distant earth-
gquake, broke out within the sedan,
and the juniors knew that the Head
was asleep.

“Now for it!"” wispered Merry.

“Half & minnit!” interposed Jack
Jolly. “If the sedan stops rocking,
the old buffer'll probably notiss it
and wake up again. hat about
hitching it up to those two mokes in
the field over there?"

*Oh, grate pip!"
“Ripping wheeze I” declared Frank
Fearless enthusiastically. “You

fellows carry on slowly while I eatch
the mokes!

Grinning all over their dialg, Jelly
and Merry and Bright carried on
with the sedan while Frank opened
the gate leading to the field.

Frank Fearless, who had been a
skoller at sevveral pgrate public
skools, had an intimate nollidge of
donkeys, and scon made friends with
the two mokes in the ficld. He led
them out into the road, and, with
the aid of sevveral lengths of rope,
attached one to the front part of the
sedan and one behind.

Evenchually, the job was completed,
and Jack Jolly & Co. stepped back
to survay their handiwork. The site
of the majestick headmaster of St.
Sam’s sitting fast asleep in a sedan-
chair carried by donkeys was awfully
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comical, and the juniors had to hold
their handkerchiefs to their mouths
to stop their larfter.

“Better send him  back in  the
direction of 8t. Bam’s!” grinned
Frank Fearless. “We can carry om
with the foor, then. Geenp, Ned!”

Fearless gave the leading donke
& slap with his open palm, and,
although the moke pave a loud nay,
he promptly did what Fearless re-

mired—broke into a trot.

Jack Jolly & Co. watched the
weerd-looking vehicle out of site.
Then, larfing fit to bust, they turned
their footprints in the opposite
direction.

Meanwhile, two donkevs, carrying
another donkey in the shape of Dr.
Alfred Birchemall, hﬁﬂ.ll-_'rp-eu:‘l along
the road in the gatherine dusk at
ever-increasing speed. Farm laberers,
walking home +to their cottages,
scattered in alarm as they thundered
past, motorists swerved violently, and
chickens flew, shreeking, to their
roosts,

Dr. Birchemall slept on for about
half an hour. Then a particularly
violent bump roused him, and he

sat up with a jork.
“Jolly! [Fearless! What the
merry dickens are you doing of?”

he roared, with his usual faultless
crammar, poking his head out of the
winder as he spoke.

Then he spotted the donkeys, and
a howl of sheer terror arcse from
him,

“Help! Murder! Perlice!” he
hooted.  “Some evil epirit  has
changed ? streteher-bearers  into
donkeys. Yarocooooco !” ;

For a time his wyells remained un-
answered. Then suddenly he herd
the roar of a powerful car behind
him, and reckernised the familiar
uniforms of the mobile perlice.

(Continued on next page.)

The Most Thrilling Adventure Tale of the ‘“ Good Old Days "’ Ever Told!

“THE R

By Arthur Stiffens.
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SOUTHWARD BOUND !

(Continued from page 23.)

“ What—what—— My hat!” yelled
Bob. *“Back up, Jﬂhtlﬂ{' s

The two Neapolitans leaped up from
Wharton, as FBob Cherry and Johnny
Bull rushed at them. Buot they did not
gain their feet—erashing fists sent them
spinning over, and they sprawled on the
mosaic foor, yelling.
| Harry Wharton scrambled up breath-
assly.

“ Quick—get out of this I* ha panted.

“ But what—" gasped Bob.

“Come onl! hey're after the
gcarab——" panted Wharton.

“Oh P

The three juniors ran ont of the
butlding, while Ginseppe ond his com-
anion ware scrambling up. They
Eeud tho footstaps of the two bravos
pattering in pursuit on the cobbles ans
they rushed up the street. But the two
rascals pursucd them only a fow paces.

As the juniors reached the Greyfriars
party the bravos dodged away among
the ruins and disappoared. . _

“ What has happencd " exclaimed Sir
ﬂ.ﬂd‘in;ld Brooke., *Wharton—— Have

our—"

“They got me—they'd have had the
scarab 1f these chaps hadn't come back
for me!” gasped Wharien. “Two of
them——"

“Tollow me
baronet, “ HKeep together " :

Billy Bunicr had clambered back into
his sedan. It started, and the rest of the
-party walked quickly after it. In a few
minutes they were outside Pompeii, and
walking back to the hotel.

On the well-frequented road, with
guides and tourists Fussing every
moment, there was litile danger, but
“MNunky " was glad when they reached
the hotel, and he ordered the car at once
to return to Naplas,

The exgursion was cut short—not to
the 3nt.is?acl.icrn of the juniors. But
Nunky's word wasz law. There was no
doubt that Giluscppe and his associalcs
wero still hanging about, looking for a
chance, and Nunky sagely decided not
to give them a chance,

“1 say, you fellows!” Billy Bunter
was grinning as het packed his podgy
peeson into the car, “1 say, I wander
what would have happened to you
fellows if I hadn't come on this trip—

at oncel” said the

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

“Well, Buonter's saved the scarab,”
soid Harry Wharton, “They'd have
had it, if you fellows hadn't come back
for me—and 1t seems that 1t was Bunter
who warned you—"

“The right man in the right place, as
usual,” said Bunter. “Lot of use you
fellows would be without me! You'd
have lost that scarab, Mauly, if I hadn't
stayed behind to keep watoh, while you
wenkt rooting about among those fat-
headed ruins I?

“You've come in useful for once!™
grunted Johnny Bull. * After all, why
shouldn't you? You'll never be orna-
mental [™

*This is the thanks I get for keeping
watch and saving you fellows from
danger, and all that!” said DBunter,
“Well, I'm used to it—and I'll go on
looking after you, and protecting you,
all the same. You'll be jolly glad I'm
with you in Egypt, if we get attacked
by .dahabiyeh, or a drogoman, or
something—"

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the juniors,
guite overcome by the idea of being
attacked by e dahabiyeh, which was &
Nile boat; or a dragoman, which was a
Cairo guide. ﬁ.pﬁzmntly, Billy Bunter
supposed them to be fearsome beasts that
haunted the banks.of the Nile.

“You can cackle I snorted Bunter.

“Thanks—we will!” chortled Bob
Cherry.

And they didl

Whether Giuseppe & Co. were still
locking for them the juniors never knew,
ay tha swift car carried them back to
Naples. At all cvents, it was certain
that the brave would never hand the

olden searab over to Kalizelos: the

rack had failed once more,

And the following morning the Grey-
friars party boarded the stcamer for
Alexandria, and churned out into the
Tyrrhenian Sca.  Under hetter and
hotter suns, they stcamed on through
the blue Mecditerranean, looking eager
forward to Alexandris, and to setting
their feot, at last, on the banks of the
Nile. 1n the mysterious and fascinating
land of Egypt.

THE EXD.

(Whatever you do, chums, don’t miss
“HARRY WHARION 4 C0O IX
EGYPIP the nevt gurn in thizs nepel
Rratiday sevies, You'll vole it absolulely
CREATY)

HIGH JINKS HIKING!

(Continuéd from preévicus page.)

“Thank hevvan!” he gasped, sink-
ing back on his cushions, with grate
releef,

In a matter of minnits the perlice
car brought the denkeys to a halt.

Dr. Birchemall stepped out of the
sedan, fairly beaming with gratti-
tude.

“Thanks awfully, officers!” he
gaid. “I'm afraid I haven't much
change on me, but I feel I must

acknollidge your brave deed. If
vou'll m::-mpt tuppence cach——"
“Bilence!” roared one of the

officers, grately to the Head's scr-
prize. “What is your namer"

“My namer”

The Head of 3t. Sam’s stood non-
plussed.

“Yes!” roared the officer, producing
n motebook and peneil.  “And just
you be sharp about 1t 1"

“Alfred Birchemall. But——"

“Then, Alfred PBirchemall, wyou
may consider yourself under arrest
for exceeding the speed limit! Put
the bracelets on him, Jim !"

Dy, Birchemall felt cold steel
closing round his wrists. He was
handenffed like a common felon.

“M-m-my hat!” he stuttered, as
the officers led him to their car and
bundled him ruffly into the corner.
“This is what mite be termed the
cnd of a perfect day! Instead of
spending the nite in a posh hotel, I
look like spending it in some fowl
dungeon! What a celll”

Dy. Birchemall’'s mental foureast
was correct. He passed that nite on
a bare board in a pevlice cell, while
Jack Jolly & Co., many miles away,
slept in comfort.

-But nobody con say that it waa
foo harsh. a punishment for the
hiker who miked.

THE LEXD.

(Don't miss the next yornm i fhis
amusing * hiking '’ sevies, chums ! it's
entitled “ THE INN OF MYSTERY ™
and will send you inte fits of laughtcr
tehen wou read i)
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B. I. JOLLIWELL LICE.

HAM, the Fourth @PForw

master at St. Sam's, rushod

into Dr. Birchemall’s study

with a startled eggspression on his
dial.

“Sir,” he gasped, boughing re-
spectively before the Head’s desk, Ya
most eggstraordinary thing is happen-
ing in the nwE_&. A four-horse break
has just rolled up the carriage-drive,
and "is now standing in front of the
Skool House. The driver says you
ordercd it, which, as Eueclid remarked,
is abserd !

“ Shakespeare, you mean, Lickham,
not Euclid,. I'm mnuﬂlnmn at your
ignorance !” said Dr. Birchemall, the
stately and skollerly Head of St.
Sam's. “Anyway, my dear fellow,
the driver is right. did order it.
Have you forgotten that to.day 1s
the day when we start our summer
hollerdays "

* But we don't need a break for our
summer hollerdays, do we?” asked
Mr. Lickham, in serprize.

The Head larfed. :

“0Of corse we do, idjut!™ he said
in his most refined manner. *This
is the day when we break up, so,
nateherally, I have ordered a break
up, See?” :

Mr. Lickham grinned.

“I gee, sir! Well, let’s hoap now
vou've got the break up that it won't
break down. By the way, sir, if 1
mite be so persomal, where are you
spending the vack this year?”

Dr. Birchemall coffied and cyed the
mazter of the Fourth with 2 somec-
what fishy eye. .

*I'm w.ru you mentioned that,
Lickham,” le said. “Y had forgoiten
to tell you before. I've deeided to
axxept your invitation and stay with
ow.’

' Mr. Lickham recoiled, as from a

biow,

“Look here, eir * he eggs-
claimed.

Tir. Bichemall smiled.

“Say wo more, Lickham! T know
Low wou feel about it. You are

overwhelmed with pgratitude—
nacherally.”

“But I'm not!” said Mr. Lickham.
“That's just 1t, sir. What I was
going to say was that I don’t re-
member inviting you to stay with
HH:w.u.r

Dr. Birchemall cullered furiously.

“Are you sujjesting that I made

it up, then, Lickham?"” he asked
sharply.
g am:.,m say you did, sir,” answered
Mr. Lickham bluntly. “It's rather
a habit of yours to axxept invita-
tions that were mnever givem when
you've nowhere to go. But, anyway,
yoli won't want to come with me.
You see, sir, I'm spending my holler-
day working on a fishing trawler.”

“On o fishing trawler?” repeated
Tiz. Birchemall, aoarst. “Surely you
must be coddingr”

“No, gir. We're eateling mackerel,
as it happens ! grinned Mr. Lickham.
“I'm sure it's not the kind of holler-
day wou'd ecare for, sir”

“It ecertainly isn't!"” snorted the
Head. “I'm jolly glad the scales
have fallen from my eyes in time.

Tue MieNET Lirsny.—No, 1,278,

LAUGH, AND THE WORLD LAUGHES WITH YOU! READ THE AMUSING AND AMAZING YARN OF ST, SAM'S BELOW !

Under the sercumstances, I wouldn't
spend the vack with you if you went’
down on your hands and necze and
be we. Why,
EwEh with Jolly and his friends of
the Fourth 1"

“Why not, sir®"” asked Mr. Lick-
ham. “I gather that they're well
supplied with dough.”

e Head frowned.

“T1 wish you wouldn’t be so slangy,
Lickham., ‘What you mean is not
“ dough,” but ‘oof.” That, of course,
makes no difference te me. But it
occeurs to me that if they are rvathex
flush with muuny they ought to have
some one of orthority to look after
them, Perhaps, now I come to think
about it, it 13 my duty to go with
them."

“You'll have to walk, sir,” pointed
out Mr. Lickham.

“I'll have to do nothing of the
kind I retorted the Head. *“ What
hiking there is to be donme will be
done by Jolly and his friends.
Personally, I shall ride in a sedan
chair. They ean have the plezzure

‘of carrying me."

“M-m-my hat!” gasped Mr. Lick- M\ \

ham. *“And where do wou think
.J_...Em._..nm going to obtain a scdan chair,
gir 7"

Dr. Birchemall larfed.

“As it happens, there is one very
close at hand—in the gkool musenm,
to be precise. Kindly trot along and
get the porter to bring it out in front
of the House, will you, Lickkam?
[ must change into hiking clobber
uow. My mind is made up.

“* A-hiking I shall go,
Along with Jolly & Co.*

“I can foursce o really ripping holler-
day for me now. Hurrah ("

And Dr. Birchemall, in his é¢rgsu-
berence of spirits, performed a series
of handsprings round the study while
Mr, Lickham hurried off to the skool

IMUSEUm .
—_—

IT.
i EADY, you men?” asked
Jack Jolly of the Fourth.
“Ready, I, ready!" re-

plied Merry and Bright and
Fearleas, in corus,

4

A

I'd rather go -

“Then we'll make a start. Good-
WOULD YOU BELIEVE IT?

buy, you fellows!” called out the
leader of the Fourth to the crowd in
the dormitory. “Hoap you all have
& jolly good hollerday!”

“Same to you, old chap!”

Jack Jolly & Co. then quitted the
dormitory, grinuning all over their
dials. ey were going on a liiking
toor for the first part of their holler

3

ik

it

days, aud they were Lkeenly looking
forward to it.

They were dressed in hiking shorts
and open-necked shirfs. And a fine,
hanzom quartet they locked as they
tramped down the staire on their
way ont of the Skool Honse, wissling
as they went,

They stopped wissling and stared
instead when they got outside the
door of the Skool House.

The site that grected their
astonished cyes wag enuff to make
anybody stare. Drawn up at the
bottom of the steps wns a sedan chair
that looked as if it dated back to the
year dot. Beated in that sedan chair,
dressed io hiking shorts, jersey, and
the inevvitable mortar-board, and
smirking at the .wn.m.mﬁ.?_u? was no less
a person than Dr. Birchemall !

“YWhat the merry dickens——"
gasped Jack Jolly & Co,

At that moment the Head spotted
them.

“Hikers ahoy!"” he bawled in his
cultured voice. “Just making a start,
bogs?®

“Yes, rather, sir!” grinned Jack
Jolly, as he and his pals crowded
round the old-fashuoed contrivance.

“But what's the meaning of this?
Are you preparing to take the part
of Punch in a Punch and Judy
show? If so, you ought to be a grate
suxxess, for yow're the most vil-
lainous-looking Punch TI've ever
m.._u.mu..n_:

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Silence!” bawled the Head,

glaring indignantly at the historieal
Fourth-Formers. “Your wild gueces
is very wide of the mark, Jolly. ¥You
ought to know better than to suppose
I should ever dessend to rumnning a
common Punch and Judy show. Sell-
ing peanuts or ice-cream—yes. But
running a Punch and Judy show—
never! The fact is, I am going
hiking.”

“Going hiking, with this portable
drawing-room to carry about with
your"” cride Jack Jolly. *Why, sir,
yvou must be potty !”

Dr. Birchemall larfed—a somewhat
sinnister larf, )

“You are making a slite mistake,
my dear Jolly. m don’t iutend fo
cayry it myself. My intention is to
be nuw,_.m.w_mm in it 1" .

“ Di ou  8ay . were ing
hiking, ﬂw Emwmumwm__umﬂ..._.dmﬂ_n__m— ﬁsw
Fearless; and there was another yell
from the Co.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Dashed if I see anything to larf
at!” eggsclaimed the Head warmly.

“I eomsider it’s a jolly good wheeze

tto go hiking in a sedan chair. Tt

cuts out that tiresome bizziness of
ﬂﬂwmsﬂw i

“Well, it may be a good wheeze
from your mt of view, sir,”
grinned Jack Jolly, “but the fellows
who're going t¢ carry you must be
gilly asses !™

Tir. Birchemall chuckled.

“You're quite right, Jolly, they
are. ‘Their mames, os a matter of
intercat to you, are Jolly, Merry,
Brierht, and Fearless."

“ Wha-a-at 1"

It was a yell from the Co.—a yell
of amazement and dismay.

“You are serprized,” grimmed the
Head. “I h an idea, somehow,
that you hadn't tumbled. Onece you
aet over the first shock of serprize,
of corse, you will be delited a the
ﬁuﬂmﬁﬁﬂn.ﬁm _..ﬁ“mum me with you for

ikin r.!
" Bi : & Co. didn’t look

Bit Jack Joll .
a bit delited. 11 sorts of emotions

were depicted in their dials, but the
emotion of ﬁ._muw_#n was conspikuous
only by ita absence.

_.u_w=w e we refuse®” asked Jack
Jolly rebelliously.

“In that case,” answered the mz._.?
stroking his beard reflectively, "I
shall write your parents, informing
them that, owing to mewtinous con-
duet on your part, I have been com-
elled to cansel your hollerdays and
W_m you miuﬁmum at St. Sam’s."

“You—yon 4

“Well, boys, if you're ready, we'll
make a start!” said the Head
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There was no help for it. Weather
they wanted to do so er not, Jack
Jolly & Co. iEw_mu had to take Dr.
Birchemall with them now: even &
hiking hollerday with the Head was
better than o swotting hollerday at
8t. Sam’s.

Muttering to themselves, the
Fourth-Formers seexed their re-
mwmnwmqm poles and heaved the sedan-
chair off the ground, Two minnits
later, accompanied by roars of lari-
ter from the fellows in the quad,
they wore tramping through the
gates on the first stage of their
hiking toor!

II1.

RAMP-TRAMP! Tramp-tramp!
:wm.ﬂ. m.-u_
Jack Jolly & Co. wero

tired. They were also very
hungry, despite the fact that they
were m_um.ﬂm__ to the teeth. The
shades of mite were falling fast, a
slite drizzle of rain had ﬁmanuu to
.m__..nmr and the juniors woere almost
eol E..Emnm.
The only member of the party who
remained cheerful was Dr. Birchemall.
Inside his sheltered nook, he was
Lhumming blithely.

“¢I'm ha when I'm hiking,
H.Hﬂ#-—mmp- ah-lah-lah——""

All of a sudden, Dr. Birchemall
poked his head out of the winder.
“Got any toffy, any of you?" he

wquired, “If o, pass it to me im-
mejately, If there’s one thing I do
hate, it’s greediness. Give me the
lot at once !

Jack Jolly's eyes pleemcd, as lio
drew a sticky mess out of his pocket.

“Here you are, sir!” he said, sud-
denly jamming it all over the Head's
face. “I do wnnm. you'll like it, sie!”

“Ha, ha, ha!" yelled Fearless and
Merry and Bright; while the Head
casped and spluttered furiously as
fic endevvered to serape the sticky
compound off his fizz.

“ Bust you | roared Dr. Birchemall,
when he had recovered his powers of
speech. “I wanted it to skoff, fat-
head, not to decorate my dial with!
Any more nonsense like that, Joliy,
and I shall make you rue the day,
you came out hiking with me! T'm
tired of hiking for to-day, by the
way. Stop at the most n.mmm_umnﬂﬁ
hotel you can find, and we'll put up
there for the nite! g .

“Who's poing to pay, sirf” in-
quired Frank Fearless.

Dr. Birchemall cofied.

“I'm afraid you’ll have to, for the
time being. I left my wad of tenners
on the grand piane beforc I came
out. You'll get it back after the
hollerdays, Hw. boys! Carvy on!”

“Qrate pipl” .

“Well, if this isn't the giddy
limmit!* said Frank Fearless, as
they staggered forward pnce more.
“Not content with foisting himsclf
on ns for the toor, the old buficr
eggspects us to pay as well!”

(Continued on page 27.)
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