


ITEMS OF INTEREST FROM ALL QUARTERS !

I

CHfice, Do)

Always glad to hear from you, chuing, so drop me a line to the following address ;
The Editor, The ©* Magnet *' Library, The Amalgomated Press, Lid., The Fleefway

House, Farringdon Sitreet, London, E.C.4,

N this issue ap the first
I ificent instalment of Arthur
Btetfens’ new sorial: “ The RBed

Falecon,” and I am quite soxious
to know what vou think about it. X
belisve it is %Ding to be one of the most
opular serials I have ever published—
E:nr what boy is there who doean't revel
in a stirring yarn of the * good old days ™ !
As this story progresses it will keep you
essing at the mystery which surrounds
al Lovett; and his adventures, and
those of hiz pal, Jerry MeLean, will hold
your interest until the very eond. Tell
your chums about this rattling fino serinl
—and =ee that vou deon't miss A single
instalment of it vourseli I Take my tip,
and tell 13’,"l:|||.1: newsagent to reserve you a
copy of the MaorET regulerly !

Do you know which are

THE LARGEST PASSENGER-CARRYING
AEROPLANES IN THE WORLD ?

Jack Harford, of Dumfiries, asks me to tell
him. The “Hemaclea"™ and the
‘** Hannibal " t hold this distinction.
Both are owned by Imperial Airways,
and the following particulars concerning
them may be of nterest to many readers.
Both have a span of 130 feet, a length of
80} feet, and a height of 27 feet 3 inches.
Beth, also, carry a crew of three, but the
“ Heraclea " typo carry 38 passengers
as against the " Hannibal " type's 24.
Here are thoe technical details of both
t 8
FE‘G?EE.:ImﬂmI ** ;: Four Bristol ‘' Jupiter
XIF " engines, Pcylinder air-cooled
radial, sach 490 h.p. Maximum speed
127 m.p.h. Cruising speed 100 m.p.h.
Nnrma.lﬂr smployed between Cairo and
Karachi. Buwlt by Handley Page. There
are four machines of this t; - Hannibal
(G-AAGX) ; Hanno {G-&A%] : Hadrian
(3-AAUE}Y: and Horso (3-AATUQ),

‘‘ Heraeles *' : Four Bristol * Jupiter
XFBM " engines, 9-oylinder air-cooled
radial, with medium ratio supercharger
and airgerow reduction goar, each 550 h.p.
Maximum and cruising speeds tho same
ag "' Hannibal " type. Normally employed
between London and Paris. There are
also four machines of this type, as follows :
Heracoles {G-AAXC); Horatius
(GRAAXTY) : Hengist (G-AAXE); and
Helena {(G-AAXF). These, too, were built
by Hendley Page.

N OW comes a query concerning
MOTOR-CYCLE RACING.

Bernard Barclay, of Nottingham, wants
to know if & foreigner has ever won the
British Tourist Trophy Race!  The
answet is ' No." Although foreigners have
tried their best to do so, none have ever
been successfal. On the other hand, Great
Britain has won every foreign road race
of importance this year| The Belgian
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Grand Prix, which was the last of the big
Continental Grand Prix races, and was
run recently, resulted in CGreat Britain
winning each of the four classes. The
Benjor Class was won by Stanley Woods,
of Dublin, who also won the last SBenior
‘Tourist Trophy Race.
This eountry iz eortainly

PILING UP THE SPEED RECORDS !

On land, water, and air we hold the
records | Here they are, up to date. Air:
Flight-Lieut. Stainforth’s 408.8 m.p.h. ;
Land : Bir Maleolm Campbell's 246.09
m.p.h. ; and Water : Kaye Don's recent
119,81 m.p.h. In addition to that, four
railway records were broken by Dritish
traine last month. The natives of the
land of Fisher T, Fish will have to * pull
up their socks ™ if they want to beat that
hundle |

One of our lucky readers this week is
Harry Dean, of 7, Tanybryn Street,
Aberdare. I heve just had the pleasure of
sending s top-notch Sheffield steel pen-
knife to him in return for the following
rib-tickling joke :

“ This milk is wvery weak,
waiter! Can
you account lor
| ' R

Walter:
“ Maybe the cow SIS
got caught In K
the rain, sir 1 **

Pile in with your a-t-t-m:lftn, churs !
You may be one of the lucky ones in a
week or two !

Diner ;:

HAT"'E you ever been puzzled as to
HOW * ROTTEN ROW " GOT

ITS NAME ¢
George Martin, of Poplar-asks me if I
can tell him. Waell, years » the king

used to use this drive, and it becams
known as the “ Route du Rei,” or the
“way of the king."" As the years passed
the worde became corrupted to Eaﬂ.ﬁn
Row,"” by which name it is called to-day.
Many of the London strests have curious
names whose origins go {ar back in history.
Birdcage Walk, for instance, was called
that becsuse Charles II used to k an
aviary there. Pall Mall received its name
baecause it was there that the game of
Paille-Maille was first played in London.
The hunting packs of Old London were
kept in Houndsditch, sand Hoxton was

once called Hogsdon, because it was a B

famous pig market,
There are many

CURIOUS STREET NAMES

in London, Fancey a place called * Of
Alley."” Its name was recently changed
to York Place. It was originally ecalled
after George Villiers, Duke of Buckingham,

whose estate was sold on
condition that his name and
title must be remembered.

usntly the strocta were
named: George Street, Villiera
Btreet, Duke Street, Of Alley,
and  Buckingham  Street.
* Adelphi " i o Gresk word
for * brothers,” and Adelphi;
in London, waa B0 cm]flﬂd
because it wos built by two
brothera, Robert and John
Adam. There are, therefore
“ Robert,” ' John,” and
“Adam"™ streeta in the
Adelphi. Perhaps the most
curious sireet in London is
in Hoxton, and is called
2 Thal.n.m:rl. of Promisge." The
“ promise " doesn't seem to
ampount for much, bocauss
at the end of the street there i&—a
workhouse |

t'%m ma he is making a collection
of those mnteresting paragraphs

. which I have passed on to you
on vanous oeoasiong, and he wanta some
more of them. BSo here are a few more

THINGS YOU'D HARDLY BELIEVE I

HAREY FORERET, of Wivenhos,

The Crystal Palace is Longer in Sammer
than in Winter 1 It is built of glass and
iron, both of which o d in heat. On
a hot summer’s day, the expansion
amounts to aa much as ten inchesa |

A Man Once Swam Four Thousand
Miles ! He started from the souree of
the Mississippi River, and swam all the
way to its mouth, even swimmi the
numerois rapids. Needless to say, he
came out of the water for poriods of rest,
and it took him five months to complete
the job. As yot, he is the only swimmer
to have accomplieched this task |

* Porfuguese men~o’-war*’ are MNOT
Portuguese—Nor are they men-o’-war !
The term is one given by eailors to the
Eﬁutﬂm, which 18 a genus of cuttle-

|

Human Beings With Tongues Like
Snakes | Although wvery rare, human
beings havo been inuwn to have forked
tongues like snakes | One German woman,
whose tongue forked out into two at the
end was unable to speak & word |

A————r

I have just room left to print this
Greyfriars limerick, for which Harris,
of 33, Bhere Road, Ilford, Essex, gets a
real leather pocket wallat :

Poor Bunter | He generally kicks
When Qualehy hands out to him ** gix.*
But this lucky day
He just grinned away—
He’d sinfled his check breeches with
bBrieks !

Q0K out for next week’s issue;
chums., In the long complete
tale—

“THE LURE OF THE GOLDEN
SCARABI ™

By Frank Riechards,

you will learn more about the amazing
adventures which overtake Harry
Wharton & Co. during their holiday in
Egypt. There’s plenty of fun in the yarn,
too, and it is certainly one of tho best
which this most popular author has ever
given us., Thia did holiday serice
ots better and better every weck. Now's
the time to introduce your chums to the
Maarer,

In addition to a long instalment of gur
new serial, there will also be another cheery
yarn of Dootor Birchemall, entitled =

‘The Bogus Hero!™ and the usgual
shorter features. :

Cheerio until next week, chums |

YOUR EDITOR,
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.

Bound for Egypt!

ILLY BUNTER removed Lord
Mauleverer's best Panama hat
frem his bullet head, mopped
hiz perspiring, podgy brow with

one of Harry Wharton's handkerchiefs,
angd gasped.

It was hot!

Harry Wharton & Co. had rather
expected to find it warm in the Mediter-
rznean Bea in summer. They found it,
perhaps, & little too warm for comfort;
except Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, who
basked and revelled in the sun-blaze
that reminded him of his native land.
But they looked very cheery and bright.
Billy Bunter, on the other hand, seemed
te regard the heat as a special unkind
trick purposely playved on him by
Nature, and he was annoyed.

*Oooooogh I said Bunter.

Bob Cherry glanced round at him,
with a cheery grin.

*“Hallo, hallo, hallo, old fat bean!
Enjoying lifo?" he inguired. Warm as
it was, b Cherry ,at least, seemed to
haove lost none of his usual energr.
Instead of sitting in a deckchair hke
the other fellows, on the deck of the
gteamer, Bob was actively engaged with
a “yo-yo,” putting in a little practice,
rather to the peril of his near
neighbours. Bob bhad a skilled hand
with & cricket bat; but he had not yet
acguired skill with a “yo-vo,” and he
scemed rather to use it as a weapon
of offence.

“Dooogh! No!"™ pgrunted Bunter.
“It's hot! Beastly hot! I wish I was
in Margate!™

“1 wish you were, old bean,” said
Bob cordially.

“Hear, hear!” azssented Johnnr Bull.

“The wishfulness is terrifio!” con-
curred Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

Thizs trip to Egypt,” remarked

{ it
i

LA
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FRANK RICHARDS.

Frank Nugent thoughtfully, *needs
only one thing to make it percfect. If
only Bunter was at Margate—"

“He, ha, ha!”

Grunt from Billy Bunter.

There was no doubt that it was cooler
at Margate, and Bunter wished that
he was there. But he did not scem
pleased, somehow, to find his wish so
heartily echoed by the other fellows.

-:II ﬂ-ﬂ-_}", MEU-I-]’I"

“Yans ™ murmured Lord Mauleverer,
Btretched in a long cane chair, with
his second best Panama tilted over his
eyes, his lordship was dozing away the
sunny hours,

Ancient and mysterious Egypt
holds wmany atiractions for
Harry Wharion & Co.—not
the least of them being an
exciting hunt for a buried
freasure worth a king’s ransom !

“This idea of & trip to Egypt was
simply fatheaded, Mauly.”

1 E‘.ﬂ.“.“

“Xou're & silly ass, Mauly.”

* Yaas,

“And a burbling
Bunter.

*Yaas."

“Weo could have had a ripping time
at Margato—"

“Yaas. ™

“I'm simply feying!”

[ 13 ?aas“‘ﬂ

“Beast "

Billy Bunter fanned himself with
Mauly's best Panama, grunted, and
blinked round him morosaly through his
big spectacles. Hot as it was, the other

idiot ™ hooted

fellows found their surroundings
pleasant enough. The Greyfriars party
had travelled by train to Naples, end
taken the steamer for Alexandria there.
Now they were balf-way on their
journey to the Egyptian port, and the
mountaina of Crete loomed against the
blue sky, on the port quarter—the last
land they were to see until the shores
of Egypt came in sight.

Later in the season when tho rush
for the Nile began, the steamers would
be crowded, but in the hot weather
there wos no crowd. Round the
churning stcamer, rolled the Mediter-
ranean, wide and blue, stretching,
epparently, to infinity, inland sea as
1t was. Only the Cretan hill-tops broke
the line where the sea met the sky.
At a litt]e distance from the schoolboys
Sir Reginald Brooke, Mauly's uncle,
was pacing the deck slowly, in con-
versation with an American tourist.
Other passengers were leaning on the
rail, or sitting in the deckchairs, read-
Ing newspapers, or consultl red-
covered guide books, Etewaﬁ came
and went with cooling drinks. There
was hardly a breath of air; and the
throb of.the engines sounded with loud
distinotness, and thera was rather an
olly scent from the engine-room. Billy
Bunter’s blink landed on tha blue hill-
tops against the Blue sky,

“I say, you fellows! Is that Egvpri”
he asked.

Harry Wharton laughed.

“Mot quite!” he answered.
Crete ™

““Are we far from Egypt?”

“Only about three hundred miles.”

“Oh lor'!” groaned Bunter.

The island of Crete faded aﬂ'ni.' omn
the port quarter. Out of sight of land
the Neples steamer churned on towards
the distant shores of Africa.

T 347y, 8

“ That's

you fellows——0
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4
“Don’t m‘i' it's hot!"” said Bob Cherry.
“Weo've had that onel”

“It's basstly hot—=

“Wait tnl you get to Egypt! You're
only frying hera! You'll bake therel”

“The bakefulness will be terrifiol”
chuckled Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
“The esteemed Bunter will melt away
into ridiculous tallow ™

“ Beast 1"

“Buck up, old fat man,” said Bob

encouragingly. “Like to take a turnm
W'.Ith m}.r LFG_FG:I-T:M
“Yah!”

“¥’ll show you how to handle it,”
said Bob. * You see, you make the spool
run down the string like that—and 1%
comes back like that—and you rum it
down again like that—"

Bang |

* Yaroooooooh I

*Did that hit your mnose, Bunter?”

“Ow! Wow! Beast!"” roared Bunter.

“Ha, ha, hal" :

Billy Bunter left off fanning himself,
and claspod both fat hands to his fat
little nose, and roared. The “yo-yo©
had established contact there, perhaps
by accident, and perhaps not!

“¥ou shouldn't put your nose in the
way when I'm showing you how to
handle a fyo-vo',” said Bobh Cherry
chidingly, "Let's try again! You run
it down the string like that—"

“Knep off, you beast!” yelled Bunter,
dodging the whizzing spool.

:%ﬂd like that—"

aooop

“And like that——"

i Wﬂ"‘i‘i" !ll . ]

Billy Bunter jumped out of his chair.
The “yo-yo* caught him on a fat ear
as he jumped, There was another roar
from Bunter.

“Will you keep off, you beast?™ he
yelled.

*RBut I'm showing you how to handle
a ‘yo-yo,! old chap! You see, it gocs
like this—"

Bang |

* Yarooooh!™

" And like this—"

“Ha, ha, hal : :

Billy Bunter hopped and jumped like
a fot kangarco. Harry Wharton & Co.
chortled, and Lord Mauleverer sat up
and grinned. Bob, with undiminished
energy, continued to instruct the fat
Owl of the Remove in the use of a
“vo-yo '—his idea of the use of it,
apparently, being to deliver a series of
sharp taps all over Bunter.

“Leave off, you beast!” roared
Bunter, dodging round the chairs.
“Keep that beastly thing oway, you
rotter | Whooop [

“Ha, ha, ha!” X

The fat Owl clutched up a cushion
from his chair, He whirled it aloft
with both hands, and tock aim at Bob,
and hurled it with all the force of two
fat armas.

Boh Cherry grinned and dodeged, and
the missilo flew over his head and
shot along the deck.

But every bullet, it is said, has its
billet. The same rule applied to the
cushion. It missed Bob Cherry by a
foot, whizzed on, and caught a plump
Fgptian gentleman who was coming
along the deck, landing fairly in his
dark-skinned face. Thera was a howl
of astonishment from the plump
Egyvptian gentleman; a red tarboosh
flew in ono direction, a sun-umbrella
in another, and the plump Egyptian
gentleman sat down om the deck, with
a bump that almost shook the steamer.
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THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Bumps for Bunter !

ARRY WHARTON
le:ipfd ;}t‘:g;:he.jr feot. I . ;
a tian tlemen Ba

and Dinked. o

fat echump 1”

& CO.

I

“You
Wharton.

“Oh, my hat!” gasped Nugent.

The Famous Five rushed to render
first-sid. Bob Cherry picked up the sun-
umbrella, Nugent captured the tar-
boosh., Wharton and Johnny Bull
grasped the dark gentleman by either
artn and helped him to his feet. He
was a plump gentleman, and a good
weight, and Hurree Bingh and rd
Mauleverer lent a hand each to get him
back to the perpendicular.

He stood gasping.

roared Harry

“Awiully sorry, eir!” gaszped

arton.

“Quite an accident ! said Johnny
Bull.

“The sorrowlulness i3  ferrifie,

esteemed sahib.”

“Here's your hat, sir!"” Nugent held
up the tarboosh.

“Here's your umbrella, sir!"

“ Hopa vou're not hurt, sir "'

The dark gentleman gosped spas-
modically. e seemed to be winded.
He passed a dark hand over his dark
features. Fortunately they were not
damaged; the cushion was a soft one,
though it had hit rather hard, The
juniors were full of apolegies. A Grey-
friars “rag ' was all very well in ther
own select circle; but it was not the
thing to floor an unoffending stranger.
Billy Bunter, on the other hand, turned
up his_fat little nose and curled his
podgy hip. Billy Bunter considered this
en absurd fuss to make about a
“nigger.” In Billy Bunter's lofty
estimation all coloured g&ntlaman ware
“niggers,” and Bunter had o lofty and
superior contempt for them—though he
was not himself, as & matter of fact, &
remarkably creditable specimen of the
white race,

“I say, fellows—-"
Bunter.

“You clumsy ass!” hooted Bob
Cherry. " Haven't you manners enough
to say you're sorry 1

“0Oh, rats!” said Bonter. Lot
fuss to make about a darkey !”

“Bhut up, you fat willain[*

*0Oh, really, Cherryg——"

“All right now, sir?” asked Harr
Wharton. “We're awfully sorry, siz.
hope you'll excuso that Jumsy owl; he
didn't mean it to get you.”

The Egyptian gentleman recovered
his composurae. It was plain that he was
snnoyed and cffended; but he made
the juniors a polite _Eow and maoved
away to a vacant chair without speak-
mEIa word.,

e zat down rather heavily in the
chair, replaced the tarboosh on his head,
and tock no further notico of the Grey-
friars party. Harry Wharton & Co.
resumed their senl;a% considerably per-
turbad by the unfortunate aucidpanh
Whether the dark gentleman under-
stood English or not, they could net
tell, as he had not spoken, but they
hoped that he understood, at least, that
they had been apologising for the
accident. Obviously he was annoyed,
which was nobt surprising in the eir-
cumstances, o

“YWhat about kicking Bunter 1" asked
Johnny Bull, “We haven't kicked him
gince we broke up at Greyfriars, and
Buntar can't do withont a certain
amount of kicking.”

“Beast | I say, you fellows, what the
dickens does it matter about the
darker 7" said Bunter peevishly, "1

you grunted

of
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don’t believe in wasting & lot of polite-

ness on nwu
arton cast & quick, anxious

Harry

lance at the Egyptian. But the dark
rown face Bgmre no sign that he had
understood Bunter s words, or, indeed,
heard them at all.

“You fat, frowsy frump!” said

Harry. “The man may understand

you. If you say another word I'll ban
your silly head on the deck.” g
“Yah i
The Egyptian was dressed in

European clothes, with the exception of
the red tarboosh. He locked like a
wealthy man of good position; though
to Bunter's lofty eyes he was only a
niggor, and of no more account t

one of the darkies in the engine-room.
Hs2 sat with san expressionless face, as
if unconscious of the English schoolboys
near him, and they could only hope
that he did not understand Bunter.

A dark, shim Arab dressed in a
galabyeh of fine white cotton came along

the deck with a tray of sherbet. Billy
Bunter blinked at him and waved a
beckoning fat hand.

“Just what I want I” he said. * Here,
steward, this way !

“You benighted owl!” gaid Bob
Cherry. “That chap isn't a steward.
Shut up "

“Rot!” enapped Bunter. “I'm not
asking you to pay for it, Cherryl

Mauly's standing the exes on this trip,
ain't you, Mauly 7
“Yans.™
" Here, steward I hooted Bunter, still
he.ukunini to the Arab. *“Thiz way!
e

Bring it here.”
ﬂ};l'.!;hu dmﬁna{ did ﬂt::ut }aian& hiﬁ;ﬁ Ha
2 ore 8 urm tian
geniﬁemm and bent Ilnm-ir Puii heppﬂe-
sented the tray to him. Billy Buater
blinked at that proceeding with great
indignation. There wore native
stewards on the steamer, and the Arab
might have been mistaken for one of
them; but all the fellows except Bunter
could see that this particular Arab was
the Egyptian gentleman's servant, He
was attending to his master’s wants,
and probably did not even realise that
the fat Owl was speaking te him at all.

“Cheek I enorted Bunter. “This is
what comes of giving them Home Rule,
and all that rot! It makes them cheeky!
Fancy that cheeky blighter having the
nerve to serve a mgpger before a white
man 1"

“Mightn't recognise you as & white
men,” suggested Johnny Bull. “You

ven't w gince we broke up at
Greyfriars I

“The whitefulness of the esteemed
Bunter 1s not terrific. DBut the grubbi-
ness and the greasiness are pre-

sterous I'' remarked Hurree Jamset

am Singh.

“Oh, really, Inky! Of course, you'd
gm athise with cother niggers," said

unter. “Birds of a feather, you
know! [I've jolly Ennﬂ mind to kick
that cheak h'lJauI:jI

Tho Arab with the tray gave quite a
start, and his black eves turned on
Bunter for a second, It loocked as if
he understood English, whether his
master did or not.

The Greyiriars fellows coloured with
vexation.

Billy Bunter's manners were never
modelled on those of Lord Chesterfield;
but when he was smong foreigners
Bunter really was the limik

The Egyptian spoke to the servant in
e language total ﬁi.nmmpmhensih:’[& to
the gn?lu-nﬁpys. ey caught the word
TAlL'" which thai guessed to be the
Arab’'s name; ut the rest was
impenetrable.

_Ali, if his name was Ali, salaamed to
hie master, and carried away the tray
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and disappeared. He shot another
lanes at the juniors with his sharp
lack eyes as he went.

Billy Bunter snorted.

“ Cheeky lot of niggers!” he grunted.
“I say, ?:ru fellows, which of you is
going to fetch me a lemon-squashi”
“The whichfulness is terrific.”
*Are you going, Bob

«Tyhat shot you, Nugent?”

at abou n, Nua ?
“Fathoad 17

“Belfishness all round !'' said Bunter
bitterly. “I've turned down s lot of
invitationa for the hols to come out to
'Egé;pt with you fellows trﬂ'lgrﬂtﬂ'ﬂh you,
and this is my reward! loesed 1f it
150't enough to make a fellow chuck up
hlﬁgm“mm and kind-bearted.”

(13 Mumba- I,l

“1 shonldn't wonder if you Iellows

“Oh, really, Wharton I™

*Shut up ' hooted Bob Cherry.

“I suppose we mustn't drop him into
the sea,” said Johnny Bull thoughtfully.

“You'll be jolly glad to have me with
you if that Greek Elighter Kalizelos
turns up again,’’ sneered Bunter. “I
shouldn’t wonder if he's on this steamer,
or some of his gang, after the scarab.
ile jolly nearly got it at Naples, and I
saved you—""

“If you thought Kalizelos was on this
steamer, you fat funk, you'd be hiding
Em:iliar your bunk{” growled Johony

ull.

“¥ah! DIve looked over the passen-
gers, and Ializelos isn't amoug them,"
said Bunter. “But any of these
darkies might be in his gang, and you
jolly well know he's after Mauly's

5

compelled to warn you that I speak
your language."

With that the plump Egyptian gentle-
man sat down again and resumed gaz-
ing at the sea, his dark face as expres-
sionless as before.

Harry Wharton & Co. looked at one
another,

Obviously every word that had been
uttered in his hearing bad been under-
stood by the Egyptian. He had given
no sign until the talk turned on matters
which wers evidently mnot for =&
stranger’s ears, when he had felt com-
pelled to * put them wise "—which was
certainly & decent and honourable pro-
ceeding on his part,  Never had the
chums of Greyfriars felt so utterly dis-
concerted and discomfited, and even
Billy Bunter was a little sbashed.

As Billy Bunter hurled the enshion, Bob Cherry dodged, and the flying missile landed fairly in the dark-skinned face of the
plump Egypilan. There was a howl of astonishment from the fat gentleman as he [ost his balanee and staggered backwards |

make me selfish, like yourselves, in the

run,”” said Bunter moroszely. “ Here

I am, hot snd thirsty, and not one of
you will fetch me a lemon-squash [

“"You can't fefch it yourself I asked

ob.

“0Oh, reslly, Cherry!" Apparently
that resource had not occurred to Billy
Bunter's fat mind, " Where's a beastly
steward? They buzz round like flies
when they're not wanted. Think that
pi%ger would fetch me s lemon-squash
if I asked him?" Bunter jerked a fat
%nd t];mt very clean thumb st the

Fyptian tieman.

= Whatrﬁﬂgasped Wharton.

“I can't speak his idiotic lingo, of
course, but I dare say I could make him
understand,” said Bunter. *“I'll give
him a frenc—one of you fellowa lend me
& frane——"

“If that chap could understand what

ou are saying, you fat porker, I'd jam
Soit ail on the deck,” eaid
ATLY arton. *Lucky for you he

Eﬂ.ﬂ.’ﬁ.

scarab—that idiotic golden beotlo that
Mauly's pater dug up somewhere in
Egypt, t belonged to some nigger
named Washtub, or something—""

“A-Menah, i'luu fat chump 1™ _

“1f Mauly had any sense ha would
give mea the scarab to mind, instead of
you, Wharton, It would be safe then.
If there's any darkey on this steamer
after it, I'm the man to handle him, as
ﬂ:-u jolly well know. ¥You can cackle.

ut if you fellows got into danger,
who's going to pull you through i de-
mande—g Bunter. “That very darkey
gitting thers looking like a black gar-
goyle might be after it, for enything
vou know."’

The Eﬁ;pt'm.n gentleman rose to his
feet, e turned to the schoolboys,
made a polite bow, and, to their sur-

rise—and horror—spoke in excellent

glish.

“Young gentlemen,” he said guietly,
“as you appear to be discussing affairs
of a private nature in wy hearing I feel

“Gentlemen, chaps, and fellows,'
said Bob Cherry, bresking a painful
silence, “that fat idiot, that frows
frump, that unwashed, benighted tic
has been asking for it—begging for it—
praying for it[ Now him have 1t [

“* ¥Yes, rather I

“Hear, haar ™

The Famous Five jumped up. Billy
Bunter juwmped up, too, in alarm.

“1 say, vou fellows! Keep off, you
beasts!  How was I to know thet the
beastly nigger understood? And what
does it matter about a hlmkm%msg&r.
mﬂhnw III say—— Yarcooh ! Whoop I''

um

In tﬂa grasp of nmnﬁl-_[_hands Billy
Bunter smate the deck. is roar woko
avery echo of the steamer and caused
passengers to stare round in astonish-
ment.,

Bump |

*Yooooop "

“Zive him another "

Tae Micxer Lrary.~No. 1.279.
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“I say, you fellows—— Whooooop "

Bump |

“"Yow-ow-ow-ow 17

“MNow kick him off the deck!" ex-
claimed Bob Ghﬂrrjl'. “First kick to
mel See if I can land him down the
stairs with omne go! Stand steady,
Bunter [*’ :

Billy Bunter did not stand steady.
He did not stand at all. He Hed for
hig fat life snd vemished from the deck,
roaring. And for & sccond a smile
flickered over the face of the plump
Egyptian gentloman,

——

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
A Sudden Blow !

T OT1™ murmured Frank
H Nugent. )
It was evening, and the

sun was ginking in & blaze of
fire in the west. Eastward the blue had
faded out, and a steely grey was spread-
ing up from the rim of the sea. It had
been a hot day, but with sunset the heat
geemed to increase, instead of the usual
coolness coming. i
Billy Bunter sat in a deckchair and
moaned. Bunter had done well at
dinner, as usual—remarkably well—and
he seemed to have found some difficulty
in crawling on deck afterwards. Onoe
there, he collapsed in hiz chair and
moaned. Even Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh admitted that it was hot. To
the other fellows it secmed like a fur-
nace with the lid off. Mot a breath of
wind came across the glassy sea; and
the stillness, broken only the throb
of the engines and the faint wash of
the water against the ship’a sides,
goemed somehow ominous. Many of

the passengers were below, and Sir

Reginald Brooke, Mauly's uncle and
guardian, who was in charge of the
(.rmifr'mra ;_}Mf.i:, had retired to the
smoke-room. The plump Egyptian
entleman came along and glanced at

o Greyfriars fellows, used a
moment, and then addressed Wharton.

“You will excuse me,” he zaid with
his elaborate politeness. “No doubt
you are new to these waters, my young
friend. There 18 a <h v in  the
weather coming, and you boys would be
bettor below.” 1

“Thank you,"” said Harry; and the
Egyptian bowed and passed on,
ha warning was qwdﬁﬂtl kindly
meant, but the Greyiriars fellows had
no desire to go below. It was hot on
deck, but it was hotter in the cabins.
anhE had nﬂtmedl,l i.:uiawevar,d that most

the passengers had goné dowi.

“*1 suppose this is the jolly old calm
before the storm, from what that sports-
man says,” remarked Beb Cherry.
“My hat! I'd be glad to feel the wind,
if it blew ninetecn to the dozen |”

“Yes, rather | gasped Nugent.

Storm or no storm, it seemed to the
junior bakin% in the heat, that =
sort of & wind would have been wel-
come. And, although the E%'yptian had
warnged the juniors to ]g-:r below, he was
not going down himself. He stood by
the rail looking into the leaden east, his
tarboosh & IES: spot against the steely
sky. His servant, Ali, came mf]:l:r on
deck, but remained at a little distance

from his master, his black eyes every oy

now and then seeking the juniors,
thongh he dropped them at onece if the
schoolboys happened to glance at him.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!"” ejaculated
Bob sudc'lenlf, as the steamer gave a
sudden shake, * What—""

Therea was a far-off murmur of the
coming wind. A swell had risen on the

=)
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EIM-EF gea, and the steamer, which had
ecen gliding on a perfectly even keel,
rolled and pitched. Billy Bunter gave
a convulsive jump.

“{och | he Eﬂapad.

“It'e coming '’ said Johnny Bull
The leaden sky in the east was turme
ing black. "“Like to go down, Bunter i”

“Bhan’t 1" grunted Bunter,

“There's going to be a blow, fat-
haﬂd_“”

“I'm not afraid of a blow,” grunted
the fat Owl. *“ You fellows better
o down if you're funky.”

“¥You fat chump I"

The swell had risen on the sea with
startling suddenness, No passengers
were to be seen on the deck pow, except
the Greyiriars juniors and the E, yptian
gentleman and Ali, The wind came
abruptly and hit the stecamer and swept
over the deck with a delightfully cold
breath.

“1 say, you fellows!"” gasped Bunter.
“I say, what's the matter with this
beastly ship? What's it pitching about
for? I say, I—I—I've got a queer feel-
ing inside—-""
 “That's what comes of packing away
gix dinners ono after another, old
bean,” said Boh, " When you're at sea
you should only scoff three or four.”

"Grooogh 1"

Billy Bunter’s complexion had
hitherto been like that of a freshly
boiled beetroot, Now it changed to a
mixture of white and yellow and green.
e sudden rolling of the steamer
seemed to disturb the immense quantity
of foodstuffs that Bunter had parked
inside his extensive equator. ot for
the first time, William George Bunter
had fed not wisély but too wﬁ],

“I—1 say, you fellows, is—is that the
captain on the bridge 1’ gasped Buater.
“Uo and tell him to keep the ship
still,”

“0h, my hat!”

_“Tell him not to let it wobble about
like this!" dgurg]nd Bunter. “Tell
him—— Oh dear! Look here, you go
to him and say—— [Gur- uragug-gugl“
_t;:i}h nsuﬂnhgl Pﬁ;:rhull Bunter's got
i said Bob. “We must say he
ssked for it : y

“Gug-gug-gug-gug ”

“Buck up, old -r:hg:lp ™

“Qoooooch | Woooooch ! Groooooch !
Wug-gug*—g‘-ﬂhu -ug 1

Awiul sounds came from Bunter.
With & steady ship on a calm sea Bun-
ter could have carried his extensive
cargo without disaster. But as soon as
the steamer began to pitch, the fat
junior’s fate was gealed. His fat face
was now quite green, and he moaned
and groaned an ggrglad and gasped
in & manner that might have moved a
heart of stone. Only that afternoon the
chums of the Remove had bumped
Bunter for his sins, but now they com-
passionated him sincerely,

“I—I say, you fellows, help me down
to my berth!” groaned Bumter. “Call
the steward—oall the captsin— Oh
crikey! I—I'm going to be s-s-sick}
Ooocooooch ! I—I think I'm dud-dud-
dying | 3 You beasts, will you ]:nznlph me
—gug—down {0 my—yug-yug—ocapinl,
Wooooch I

“Lend & hand, you men,” said Bob
resignedly.

o grasped the fat Owl of the Remove,
end Harry Wharton lent a hand, and
Bunter was heaved out of his chair.

The steamer gave a wild pitch on tha
tossing gwell, the deck lurched, and
Bunter plunged over, spluttering.

There was a gesping howl from Harry
Wharton as Bunter's bullet head butted
him in the waistcoat, and he sat down
with a sudden shock.

“Ow!2 gurgled the captain of the
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Remove. “Ow! OQoogh! He aplut-
tered for breath, winded by the shock.

“Ow! Beasts! Hold me!™ ghricked
Bunter.

Wharton could only sit and gasp for
breath. But Johnny Bull gras the
fat Owl on one side, Bob on the other.
Bunter fung one fat arm round Bob's
neck, the other round Johnny's, and
hung between them, a dead weight. The
juniors were strong and sturdy, but they
almest erumpled up. William George
Bunter was not a lightweight.

“Help!"” gasped Bob.

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh and
Frank Nugent rushed to help. Four
pairs of hands ﬁmsped Bunter, and sup-
ported him, arry Wharton, for the
moment, was hors de combat; but four
members of the Co. heaved Bunter
along to the companion.

“Owl] Gr h! Don't pinch me,
you silly idiets; don't pull my hair out,

you dummies; don't bang me in the
ribs, wyou I:n'hthm-mg suckoos—
Ooogh 12

“Go it!" gasped Bob.

“Heave ahead, my hearties!™ stut-
tered Johnny Bull

“The heavefulness is terrific 1¥

“I say, wyou fellows—— Crooogh!
Beaste I say—— Whoooop IV

With a long pull, a strong pull, and
& pull all together, the juniors got the
fat Owl to the head of the stairs. The
steamer gave a heavy roll, and Bunter
gave another, and, clinging frantically
to his helpers, he plunged down the
steps. Bump, bump, bump, bump!

Wild yells rose from Rilly Bunter
and from the four hapless fellows who
mliﬁd down with him, They la:tidqd to-
gether 1o a sprawhng, yelling heap at
the bottom.

“ Yooooop I

Billy Bunter sat up, on Beb Cherry's
face, and roared.

“Dw! Beasts! You did that on pur-
pose ! Yarooooooh 2

“Urerrgh! Gerroff |
Urrgh 1 gurgled Bob.

“My esteemed idiotic Bunter—"
gusped Hurree Jamset Ram Singh,

“Ow! Wow! Beast! Help!(”

A steward rushed to help, and Bunter
was dragged up. Spluttering wildly, he
was navigated zlong to his state-room,
and plumped into his berth. There he
collapsed, moaning and groaning, in tha
throes of sea-sickness, and wishing that
he had not had the fifteenth helping at
dinner.

Ow !

“Qacogh | Gimme a basin! I
gay, you fellows, don't leave me! Btay
here with me, you beasts! Grooogh!
Ocooch! I say, I'm dying! I say
Wooogh "

“Dh, go and eat coke!” growled
Johnny Bull. ¢

“Ow! Beast! I mif, I won't be left
alone I howled Bill} Bunter. “I
say— Gug-gug-gug-gug-gug 1

Lord Mauleverer looked in,

“"You men all hers? he asked.
“MNunky says we're to keep below: he
fancies it's dangerous on deck in this
squall. Where's Wharton "

“ Heo hasn't come down,” said Bob.

“Btoward says they're goin' to close
the hatches: there’ll be seas breakin’
over the deck now the jolly old Meditar-
ranean’s getting up on its hind-legs |”

“I'll go and tell him,” said Bob, and,
leaving his comrades to the giﬂasura—ﬂr
otherwise—of listening to Billy Bunter's
monning and grnamng:, Bob
clambered back to the dechk,

Draggimoff !

Cherry

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
A Struggle in the Storm |

ARRY WHARTON held on to a
H stanchion, the deck rocking
under his feet, the wind howl-

ing in his face. Ten minutes

sgo the Mediterranean had looked like
s pond, glowing in the sunset. Now
it was o heaving, wildly tossing

maelstrom, and the sunszet had been
blotted out.

Darkness had spread over the sky like
a cloak, and from the darkness came
tearing wind and lashing rain.

The roar of the squall drowned the
throbbing of the ship’s engines, and
the steamer rocked and relled, with
herce seas loaping up on either side,
looking every moment as if they would
overwhelm the slanting deck.

It was one of the sudden squalls of

the Mediterranean, brief but fiorce:
and there was undoubtedly danger on
deck for any follow who did not keep a
cool head and a strong hold.
But, after the suffecating heat, the
Gre frmrn junior was enjoying the hisas
of the rain and the lash of the wind,
and the thundering seas had no terrors
for him. He could see hardly s couple
of yards from where he stood holding
on, but from the darkness came the
gleaming of white, frothing billows,
and from moment to moment a zigzag
flash of lightning tore through the
blackness of the sky.

Something red whizzed past Whar-
ton’s face on the wind and disappeared
into the sea; it was the tarboosh blown
from the head of the Egyptisn, whom
Wharton could faintl ﬁﬁtﬁ[‘n in the
gloom, 3 E
The Eﬁ,}rphm was heolding on, too,
and, loo 1n19‘- round as his fez hlew
away, bho glimpsed the schoolboy, and
smiled at him with a flash of white
teeth. Then he moved to get shelter
from the fierce wind, and disappeared
from Wharton's sight.

The steamer rocked and rolled and
plunged in a way that might have been
terrifving to a landsman;: but Wharton
was well aware that the ship was in no
danger, and that this was all in the
day’s work to captain and crew.

king and ‘rolling, the steamear
churned on her way, while the rain
lashed and the wind buffoted, her red
and green lights gleaming through the
murk ahead. Something unseen brushed
past Wharton in I:hangarknn:as, and he
felt a band grasp at him,

Supposing that it was ancther pas-
aenierr losing his footing on the renﬁn
deck, he released one hand, and gra.speﬁ
at the shadowy figure to i'.lEle. At the
same moment there came a flash of
lightning, and, only a few inches from
his face, he recognised the dark features
and black eyes of Ali, the Arab servant
of the Egyptian,

‘What happened next secmed like a
nightmare to Harry Wharton. The
Arab recognised him at the same
moment, grasped him with both brown
hands, and dragged him down to the
slanting deck, o utterly unexpected
was the attack, that Wharton was taken
totally by surprise, and he lost his hold
and went down helplessly.

In the glraa of the slim and wiry
Arab he rolled on the deck, and for one
fearful moment he believed that he was
shooting overboard in Ali's grasp: but
both of them brought up suddenly
against the rail, with a bump and crash.

Amazed as he was, Wharton re-
covered his presence of mind swiftly.
He gave grasp for grasp, and struggled
with the Arab.

What the meaning of the attack could
be he could not imagine. The man was
a stranger fo him. He bad seen him

7

sbout the steamer several times, waiti
ﬁn his master, since the ship had left
L

0 Eplea but that waa all
ossibly the man had been offended
by Bunter's bad manners in the after-

noon, but that, of course, could not
account for his present actions. It
seemed in those terrible moments to the
captain of the Greyfriars Remove that
he was st.rugglmg in the hands of a
lunatic. And, worse than thet, he was
struggling in vain, for, sturdy as he
i’r;ﬂa, the Arab was twice as powerful.

WAS 4 grown man against a , and
the boy had no chanee in the nt.ruyggle.

Wharton was crushed down to the
deck, jammed sgainst the rail, seeing
nothing of his enemy but the glimmer
of the white iuela.hy in which he was
dressed, and t gleam of his dark eyes.
A sinewy knee pinned him to the angle
of the deck and rail, and the gasping
cries that he uttered were drowned in
the roar of the wind.

He was at the Arab's mercy, for the
moment, at least; and as the knee
pinned him down, thievish fGngers
groped over him, as if in gearch of
something. And then, in a flash, the
junior understood.

It was Wharton who had charge of
the sacred scarab of A-Mensh—the
%:-:-Idenl beetle that, according to ancient

gyptian tradition, was a guide to the
treasure of Osiris.
Kalizelos, the Greek dealer of Cairo,
had sought to obtain possession of
Lord Mauleverer's scarab; and this, as
Wharton realised now, was one more
attempt. Ali, the Arab servant of the
EILIII‘J.IED Egg%tmn, was in the pay of the
(sreek, and ho had probably been watch-
ing for a chance ever sinca the steamer
had left Naples. Now his chance had
come, and his thievish fingers were scek-
ing the scarab as he held the schoolboy
Emnud down under his knes in the

arkness and rain and wind on the
pitching ship.

Fiercely, desperately, almost madly
the junior struggled. Mauleverer ha
entrusted the scarab to his keeping.
None of the juniors guite believed, as
the Cairo Greek evidently did, that it
was & guide to the treasure of A-Menah,
the ancient Eg{ptian soldier who had
fought under the banners of Rameses
the Second three thousand years ago.
But whether it was a clue to treasure
or merely a curio worth a few pounds,
Wharton would not fail in his $rust so
lmég a3 he could struggle.
& n:i]I fierca fwa.a E{zia reisist,a.nmé that the

rab was forced to leave off groping
for the golden beetle, which the junior
wore on a silken cord about his neck,
and grasp him again with both hands.

For a full minute desperate
struggle went on, and then the junior,
exhausted, was c¢rushed down again.
There was no help. The struggle was
unseen in the darkness, unheard in the
roar of the storm. ,

Breathless, panting, exhausted,
Wharton felt the thievish brown hand
groping again, and felt the fingers close
on the silken cord, felt the golden
searab drawn from him. He could not
gon, but ha know that the Arab was
feeling it, fingering it in the gloom, to
make sure that 1t was the prize he
sought; he knew by the man's move-
ment that he had slipped it into a
pocket under hizs  loose galabyeh.
Through the how! of the wind a voice
camo to Wharton's ears,

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Where are you,
old bean?”

It was Bob Cherry's shout.

Bob was on deck,. but Wharton eould
not see him. Before he could ery out
in answer, a hand was on his throat,
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and he was choked into silence. A
shudder of horror ran through him as
he folt himself dragged up, pressed close
to the rail, and realised the Arab’s
murderous intention, It was of little
use for Ali to seize the scarab on a ship
at sea from which there was no escape,
if the schoolboy survived to accuse him
and reclaim the plunder. Now that the
golden beetle was taken from him, the
wroteh’s intention was clear—it was fo
toss the boy into the raging sea, and by
tha:h murderous act to cover up his
tracks,

Once more the schoolboy made an
effort, & fierce and furious effort, exert-
ing every ounce of his strength.

ff. was his life he was fighting for

noW. _

And as he fought he heard agsin,
half-urowned by the wind, the shout of
his chum somewhere in the dark of the
deck. Bob might have been only a few
yards from him, never dreaming that he
was struggling in murderons hands. As
a matter of fact, Bob was across the
deck, holding on to the saloon skylight
as he called to Wharton.

Ali the Arab heard him and redoubled
his efforts to pitch Wharton over the
rail. Wharton dragged an arm loose,
and crashed his fist into the dark Arab
face, and there was a grunt of pain
from Ali, The junior panted out a cry,
but it was drowned in the wind. The
steamer gave a heavy roll, and the rail
against which Wharton waa pinned
dipped to the sea, down, down below
the frothing tops of the billows, till ik
seemed that the sea must rush over the
ship and food it fore and nft. _

A wave broke over the rail, washing
tha deck, and the water, for the
moment, was up to the necks of Ali and
the scheolboy in his grasp. It tore them
both away from the rail and fung them
on the deck, wrenching them apart, and
Ali's brown hand clutched the railed
back of & dmk-sca;._ unfhhe_haivi on, his

littering eyes seoking the junior,
* From Ethz blackness came a glare
of lightning, and 1t showed Harry
Wharton, with outflung arms, washing
away helplessly on the wave, The flash
died out and blackness followed ; and in
tke darkness the Arab grinned. The
schoolboy was gone—gone to death—and
the Arab ‘crept and crawled awajy,
nothing doubting that the depths of the
sea had swallowed his victim, and that
the secret of hiz crime was for ever

buried in the deep waters.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Saved from the Sea!l

HAND in the darkness fastened
on Harry Wharton, but he was
scarcely conscious of it.  The
desperate struggle with the

Arsb had exhausted him, and his hands,
as he flung them out, swept only the
roaring water that tumbled over thae
glanting deck, A moment or two more,
and the hu]glesa schoolboy would have
been washed over the dipping rail,
hurled to death in the sea; but in those
fearful moments an unseen hand held
him back from destruction,

Hpent and dizzy, blinded and deafened
by the roaring water, the Greyfriars
junior hardly knew that he was held,

ardly knew that he was still on the
ship, and not plunging into the mad-
dened sea. Dut the grasp on his collar
was firm, and as the ship’s side heaved
up from thea sea, he found that he was
sprawling half across the rail, his legs
over the side in space, but with some-
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thing that he could not see holding him
back from death.

He was dragged back, and found him-
salf on the deck apain. His hands
ﬂ-&uuiht the edge of rail, and held.
A shadowy figure was olose to him, he
had a glimpse of eyes from a dark face,
For a second he supposed that it was
the Arab who had seized him again, but
he realised that it could not be the mur-
derer who was saving him from death,
and it was not Bob Cherry. One of the
seasmen, perhaps—

“Hold on, my young gentleman [”
came & voice in the wind, and he knew
it was the plump Epyptian who had
saved him. He remembered that the
Egyptian had been on deck, he remem-
bered the red tarboosh that had blown
past him. Ali had sent him to death,
and Ali’s master had saved his life. The
man, evidently, had seen nothing of the
struggle, had knoyn nothing of his ser-
vant's attack on the schoolboy., The
rush of the water had hurled Wharton
againet him in the darkness, and he had
caught him and saved him. The dark
brown faca was close to him, and Whar-
bont could see it now, and sce that there
was _El_t smile on i_h. 0 :

“Tou are safe, young gentleman [
said the Egyptian, his voice hardly
audible in the wind. " But you should
be below—this is no place for a boy.
Did I not warn you?"'

Wharton could not speak; he could
only gasp. The Egyptian supposed that
the wind, or the wash of the wave that
had broken over the steamer, had torn
him from his hold; he knew nothing
mors.

The junior, as he held on, still in the
plump gentleman’s grasp, stared round
with dizzy eyes for his enemy. ‘Where
was the Arab?

A fash of lightning rived the sky, and
for a second, the ship’s deck leaped into
ghastly illumination. Wharton had a
glimpse of a seaman, and of Bob Cherrv
clinging to tha skylight; but he did not
spa tha Arab. Ali was gone—whethor
overboard, or below, or crouching in
some shelter, Wharton oould not tell.
He was not to be seen. Buot he had
little doubt that the willain, believing
him gone to his death, had ecrept away,
the scarab in his ion, sate, as he
supposed. Wharton pgritted hiz testh.
He was not sinking im the depths of the
storm-tossed Mediterranean as Ali be-
liecved, and there was to be & reckoning
E00T,

Wharton found his voice at last.

“Thank wyou, s=sir,” he panted.
“¥You've saved my life—T1 thought I was
gone. It's all right now.”

“¥ou are safe—you ean held?”

"YEE, Fﬁﬂu“

“But you will be safor below, young
gentleman.'”

“¥Yes, yes; I shall get below at
onee™

The Egyptian released him, and
Wharton lost sight of him the next
moment. He knew where Bob was
now, and, clambering from one hold to
another, he raached Bob Cherry, where

he was imlding' on to the skylight.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo I* He heard Bob’s
voice &8 he bumped inte him in the
gloom. “That you, Wharton"

“Ves—lat’s got below.”

“Bit exciting wup here, whati™
chuckled Bob, "1 came up for you—
nunky’s orders to keep below, but I
couldn't spot you. Didn't Fou hear me
calling 1"

Wharton did not answer; he hardly
heard. It was difficult to move about the
pitching deck, but the juniors made
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their way to the companion, groping
and gra.apin% in the darkness. The door
was olosed, but they got it open, and a
wash of water followed them down the
stairs before they got it shut again.
Almost every minute a frothing sea
broke over the steamer. The electrio
light was burning below, and the change
from the darkness above made the
juniors blink. Bob stared at Wharton
in the light,

“You're as white as chalk, old man,”
ha said,

“Am I Wharton was not surprised
te hear 1t. “ Where are the other fellows
—I'va got something to tell you—"

“I left them with Bunter—he's sick.”

w ma m‘ﬂ

Wharton's eyes were alert for the
Arab, but he saw nothing of Ali, A
deep groan grested him as he reached
Bunter's state-room. Three of the Co.
were gathered in the doorway, and
Lord Mauleverer was in the room, be-
side Bunter’s bunk. Billy Bunter
looked like chalk, and a succession of
hair-raising groans came from him, in-
Eer;uptedda'rerj ;'.lﬂw m&I tllen]hy splut-
ering and gurgling an geling. The
motion of the steamer %?ug reheved
Bunter of most of his dinner; but what
I1:~u«|§|zl:umll:hd seemed to be still troubling

ml

“You men loock wot,” said MNugent,
as Wharton and Bob Cherry arrived.

“The wetfulness is terrific [” remarked
Hurres Jamset Ram Singh.

“It's a bit demp on deck,” said Bob
cheerfully., “Raining like billy-ho, and
the sen seomsto have a fancy for coming
aboard in chunks. I rather think I'll
go and change, and you'd better do the
same, W harton,”

“Something else to do first,” =aid
Harry quietly. * Have you follows seen
anything of Ali—that Arab blighter—
you remember him—"

“Tha jolly old Egyptian gent’s facto-
tum?” asked Johnny Bull. *“VYes, he
came down about ten minutes ago, look-
inﬁ drowned. ™

Whera is hef™

“He went into & state-room farther up
—his governor's quarters, I suppose,
What on earth do you want with him”

“He's got the scarab |”

“Wha-a-t1”

The juniors stared at Wharton in
amazement.

In & low voice, and a few words,
Harry Wharton told them what had
happened on deck.

“Great pip!” breathed Bob Cherry.
“Then whila I was locking for you===—
Great pip!”

“I heard you calling, whila that vil-
lain was t't';rmgmtn put me overboard,”
said Harry. *“There's no doubt that he
believes he succeeded—as he would
have, if his master had not been on
deck, and caught me as I was going

over. I don’t kndw the man's name;
but I'm Jali‘y grateful to him. Ha
saved my life. © Kalizelos must have

hirad that Arab rooundrel to pet hold
of the scarab, of course. He couldn’t
have known anything about it other-
wize, and couldn't have wanted it, if
you come to that. But he's got it. The
villain must have been watching for a
chanece !*

“Good gad!” said Lord Mauleverer,
“And I fﬂ.‘l‘ﬂ sny EHalizelos is waiting
for l'llll:;ﬂ. at Alexandria to hand it over

“Ha won’t hand it over to Kalizelos,®
sald Wharton grimly. “He's going to
hand it over to us. It's no good wait-
ing to speak to the eaptain. Ali might
hide it where it couldn’'t be found, or
even chuck it out of a porthole to zave
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A wave suddenly broke over the rall, wrenching Harry Wharton and Ali apart. Then irom the blackness came a glare of

lightning, and it showed Harry Wharton, with outflung arms, washing away helplessly on the wave !

his skin. We've got to collar him be-
fore he finds out that I never went
overboard, as he fancies.”

“Right as ram,” agreed Nugent
"He must believe that vou went over
the side, or he wouldn't have come
below.”

“I should have
Egyptian chap; an
saw him save me.
no time to loss !

"1 say, you fellows!” groaned Billy
Bunter.

But the Iguniara ave the fat Owl
no heed. He was left to groan and
gasp and splutter on his own,

Harry Wharton stopped an Italian
steward in the cabin passage. Ali had
gono into one of the state-rooms, but
the juniors were not sure which. It was
easy coocugh to get information from
the steward. The wealthy Egyptian
gentleman was a considerable person
on the steamer, as the juniors had
noticed, though they bhad not heard his

one, but for the
the villain never
Come on! There's

name. They heard it now from the
steward.

“8i, &1, signore! The E ian
ntleman—Signore Hilmi aroudi.

e has the best cabin; but I think he
15 on deck.”

*“It is his servant we are looking for—
an Arab named AlL" said Harry.

“His room iz next to his master’s,"
said the stewsrd, “I will show you, if
the signore will follow me.”

Probably the stoward was puzsled %o
know what the English achuﬂlbﬁ'_:ﬂ
wanted with the Arab servant of Mr.
Hilmi Maroudi. But a tip of five francs
gatisfied him, and he pointed out the
door and went his way. Harry Whar-
ton & Co. waited till wa3 gone.

“Now ™ gaid Harry.

And he threw back the door of Ali's
cabin,

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
“Hand Over I "

LI, the Arab, was sitting on the
A edge of a bunk, swaving to the
pitching of the steamer, a

grin on his brown [ace.

In his dusky hand lay & gold®tn
beetle, that glimmered and shone in the
oleotrie light.

The Arab was grinning with satis-
fiction, but his eyes were curicus as he
sCANN golden scarab. It was such
a curio as he had secn many times in
Cairp and Alexandris, only uncommon
from the fact that it was made of gold,
and appeared to ba of solid gold. It's
value, as metal, could hardly have been
more than twemty pounds; as a curio
and antique, it might have been worth
tan times as much. But thers was
nothing sbout i1t to reveal why Kali-
zolos, the Greek dealer of Cairo, placed
a higher value on it. Yet that he did,
Ali knew, for the Greek had paid him
three hundred pounds at Naples for his
rascally services, and promised him five
hundred more at Alexandria when he
handed the scarab over,

Ali had a good place as servant of
the rich Egyptian, Hilmi Maroudi.
His pay was good, and probably he
robbed hia master of three times as
much as his pay. But the Greek
dealer™s bribe dazzled him, and the life
of a Faringhee was not much, in Ali's
estimetion, set in tho balance against
such & sum as eight hundred pounds of
Faringhee moneay.

Ever since the steamer had churped
out of the Bay of Naples, Ali had been
watching for an portunity, though
the Greyfriars fellows had hardly
noticed his existence, and certainly
never dreamed of suspecting that his
eyoe wore upon them. In the sudden
squell on the Mediterranean he had
found the opportunity for which he had

watched, though ne doubt he would
have found another before Alexandria
was reached had there no squall.
Now he was grinning over his success,
gloating over the little golden object
that lay in the palm of his dusky hand,
and thinking of the shop he would open
in the 3ok of Cairo with the proceeds
of his villainy. And with those ha Eg
thoughts in his Oriental mind, he

nonoe to waste on the schoolboy, whose
body, as he believed, was was]'ling in
the wild waters of tha Mediterranean,
miles behind the pitching steamer.

It was quite a bappy dream for Ali,
but unfortunately for him there was to
be a rude mwakening. As he grinned
and gloated over the scarab of A-
Menah his door was suddenly thrown
open, and a erowd of Greyfriars juniors
appeared in the doorway.

Ali's brown hand closed instantly over
the scarab, and he started to his fdet,
his black eyes snapping. Then, with a
gasping howl of terror, he staggered
hn.nE against the bunk, his eyes almost
bulging from their sockets aa they fell
on the schoolboy whom he had believed
to be dead and drowned, standing be-
fore him, dripping with water, but very
mch alive, %B'rtﬁ bulging, unbelieving
eyes the Arab stared at Harry Whartan,
scarcely able to believe that his sight
did not deceive him.

“You scoundrel ! said Harry; and he
sprang at the Arsb, and dragged him

with a crash to the floor. *“Collar
him "
"YWhat-ha I®

The startled Arab went down help-
lessly, and the diuninrn piled on him. But
the next second he was struggling like a
wild cat. His cyes blazed, hiz brown
face was distorted with rage, and he
fought and tore and bit like a wild
snimal, but all the time his right hand
remained clenched on scarab.
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But the odds were too heavy, Bavage
and lithe and muscular as he was,
Johnny Byll's knee was clamped on his

chest, pinning him dewn; a brown arm

was grasped on one side by Nugent, on
the other side by Hurree Singh. And
Bob Cherry fastened both hands in the

thick hair, and Lord Maulevarer
grasped the brown legs that thrashed
out under the galabyoh. Harry Whar-
ton, spotting at once the clenched right

hand, had no doubt what was in it,
and he grasped the Arab’s right wrist
with both hands, and twisted 1t merci-

lessly till Ali, screaming with pain,
opened his fingers.

The next moment YWharton had torn
tha scarab from him.

“Got it gasped Bob.

“Hera it is”

“0Oh, good luck!™

“The goodfulness of the luck is ter-
rific,” chuckled Hurree Jamset Rom
Singh. “The scarab is recovered, my
esteemed and idiotic Mauly.™

“Blow the thing!” growled Lord
Mauleverer. “ Wharton, cold bean, you
ﬁ:ﬂ Ehuuk it out of & porthole if you
1E&.

" Fathead ™ said Harry, laughing.

" Look here, I'd no idea that it was
going to bring you fellows into danger,
you know,” said Lord Mauleverer.
‘You've had a fearfully narrow escape,
old bean, and it's all through that
beastly scarab. I've a jolly good mind
to chuck it overboard, and have done
with it."

“¥ou jolly well won't!” grinned Bob
Cherry. “Ain't we geoing to dig up
the jo'fllE old treasure—if any—when we
get to Egypt "

“Well, I'm not lettin® you fellows take
the risk of carryin' it any more,” said

Mauly. “Hand it over, old bean!™
“You'll loss it, you aes™ said
Nugent, “¥You loss everything.™

“YWall, if I loge it, I shan't worry,
if I lose that giddy Greek, Kalizelas,
at the same time,” answered Maule-
verar.

Lord Mauleverer took the scarab, and
tucked it into his waistcoat pocket.
The eyes of the panting Arab followed
it as it disappeared. The juniors
looked at one another. Lord Maule-
varer had too many possessions to be
very careful with them, and he slipped
the golden scarab into his waisteont
pocket a3 carelessly as if it had been
sixpencoe. But it was Maunly's property,
mﬁ{: was for Mauly to decide—and
that was that! His lordship had made
up his mind that his friends should not
be andungarﬂd by the scarab. And as
for the danger to himself, his noble
intta];iuct did not seem to consider that
at all.

“"MNow what about this scoundrel 1™
asked Bob,. with a glare at the Arahb,
who was writhing like a snake in the
many hande that held him.

g § Eupﬁusu ha ought to be handed
over to the captain, snd charged with
the robbery,” said Harry doubtfully.
& But i

“But what, fathead?" asked Johnny
Bull. “Wae're J‘iﬂllj" woll not letting the
villain get off I

“We've got the socarab back, and
we've rather taken the law inte our own
hande in getting it,” =aid the captain
of the Remove, with & smile. * But
I'm thinking of the Egyptian cha
Hilmi Maroudi, the steward said I;;;
name was., This rotter 15 his servant,
and he saved my life! He can't have
the faintest idea what a villain this man
is, of course. He scema s thoroughl
degent man himself. I think we’
better tall him how the matter stands,
and let him decide what's to bo done
with thiz rotter!”
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“Well, he aan’t get off the ship, any-

‘how,™ said Johnny., “He can be found

when he's wanted.”

“Fhat’'s 501 Let him rip|”

The Arab was released,” and left
sprawling on the floor, as the juniors
orowded out of the room. :

Alr spr to his feet, panting for
breath, his black eyes blazing, and his
white teeth gleaming in & savage snarl.
He looked, for the moment, as if he
would spring at the achoolboys; but no
doubt é]p realised the futility of such a

eding.

He watched them go, muttﬁrinﬁ to
himzelf in Arabic: and it was ‘gpr aps
just as well that the juniors did not
understand that tongue, for there was no
doubt that the words were far from suit-
sble for youthful ears, ;

Leaving the defoated raseal to curse in
the Buent Arabic, the Greyfriars fellows
departed, and Whearten and Bob Chorry
went to change their wet clothes,

The steamer thumped on through the
tossing sea, to an accompaniment of
groans and gurgles from Billy Bunter;
and the groamag and the gurgling went

on, like the unending melody in
Wagnerian musie, till the squall blew
itself out,

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Asks for More !

ILMI MAROUDI sat silent in
H the deckehair, his !:Iark, grave
face almost expressionless, only
his dark eyer searching
:E'fhartnn’a face as the junior talked to

L.

It was late in the evening, and the
Mediterranean shone like a sheet of
silver in the light of a soaring moon.
Tho stotm had vanished, leaving hardl
a trace; only a swell on the sea followe
the steamer swiltly churning onward,
A sky of blue velvet, dotted with Heecy
white clouds, that looked like fine lace
in the moonlight, stretched over the
shining sea.

It was difficelt for tha Greviriars
fellows to realise that, only a few hours
gince, the Naples steamer had been
pitching in the midst of a pandemonium
of wild waters. MNow the vessel glided
on an even keel, and even Billy Bunter
was not troubled by inward gqualms.

Under the gleaming moon the chums
of the Remove strolled on deck, where
they sighted the Egyptian gentleman;
and Wharton had dropped into a vacant
chair by hie side, while his ecomrades
continued their promenade.

Mr. Maroudi had to he told what had
happened, and the sooner the better, and
the captain of the Greyiriars Remove
tock this opportunity.

The Eﬁyptu.n gave him s smile of
polite welcome ae he sat down in the
vacant chair; and though the amile dis-
appeared, his dark, impassive face
expressed little or nothing, as he listened
to what the jumior had to tell him. His
eyos were koenly on Wharton's face all
the time, but he did not speak till the
Greyiriars junior had finished.

“This 18 a very strange tale, my young
friend,” said the Egyptian at last.
“ Why do you tell me, Instead of asking
the captain of the steamer to place my
servant Al under arresti”

“Only because the man is your ser-
vant, sir,"” gaid Harry. " You saved my
dife, Mr. Maroudi.”

“That is true, I f,hink}“ gmiled the

Epyptian. “But I little fancied that it

woas my servant's hand that had placed

vou in danger. I saw nothing of sall

this—and others, I think, saw nothing.”
“ Nothing,” agreed Harry.

THE MAGNET

"And if Ali should deny your tale,
bow will you prove it1"

arton crimsoned,

“It never occurred to me that you
might not believe me,” he said quietly.

I suppose it would _be my word
against his; but my friends, at least,
can prove that the scarab was taken
;‘:*?,:u him, sfter he had robbed me of
1 L]

“Do not be offended, little friend,”
sald Maroudi, smiling, I deo not
doubt a single word you have told me,
But it would be difficult for you to prove
this against Ali in an Egyptian court.
If you are content to leave the matter
in my hands, T will sco that the raseal

does not escape punishment; and it
will save moe much disagreeable un-
gorvant, and

E}Hasantnm—hr All iz m
18 shamo reflects on m is master,”

“I thought of that,” said Harry, " and
wa are more than willing to leave it to

u, sir. I have asked Bir Heginald

rocke, and he says the same, had
to tell you, especially to warn you that
the man is & murdercus villamm. So
far as we are concerned, 1t is ot an end,
1f you wish, "

“On my head be it!” said Hilmi
Maroudi gravely. “Ali, the son of
Ahbdullah, 1s an unworthy folower of tha
Prophet; and in my house in Caire he
shall receive many strokes of the
kourbash, and then be cast forth. And
y¥ou need fear him no more, for my eye
will be upon him."

.The Egyptian was silent for a few
moments. Wharton made a movement
to go; but Maroudi signed to him

Fa_ redmnin, M;:lld h?;] sat down a “iﬁ: His
riends passed and repassed, chatiing as
thay sauntered up and down thalﬁm:k
in the bright moonlight. There was a
thoughtful shade on the brow of the
plump Egyptian gentleman. .

“You have spoken of a scarab, little
friend, which you call the scarab of
A-Menah,” he said at length.

“¥Yes,"” said Harry. “Perhaps you
had heard of it?"”

Hilmi Maroudi smiled, _

“Many have heard of it,” he said.
“It i1s said that it tells a secrei—the
secret of the Eye of Osiris, the great
diamond that i3 mentioned in writings
of the time of Rameses the Becond, a
king of the nineteenth dynasty of the
kinﬁa of Egypt. =

“1 have many old papyri in my house
at Cairo, and I bave often read, in the
picture-writing of my forefathers of this
great and precipus stone, which
A-Menah is said to have brought back
from Syria, after the great battle of
Kadesh, in which Ramesea defeated the
Hittites.

“1 bave seen paintings of the scarab of
A-Menah, and read what is inscribed
thereon, but it tells nothing but the
name and title of that soldier of King
Rameses,. To me it seems lmﬁﬂ-ﬂﬂlh.ll}
that it can give guidance to the lost
stone.” . ]

“"To me also,” said Harry, with a
staile. “But Kalizelos told Lord
Mauleverer that he had learned tho
gecret from some old document—a
papyrus of ancient Egypt.” _

¥t is possible,” said Maroudi
musingly. “1 know this man Kalizelos
well, and have often bought curios in
his-shop in Cairo. He is a kcen man,
and clear-headed—he has made a for-
tune in business. He is not the man to
believe a fable, Yot the story of the
scarab must be & fable. But if 1t should
be a true d

Maroudi paused.

“The Eya of Osiris was worth more
than a king's ransom,” he said slowly.
“Jt isa 8 great fortune if it is found.
My little friend, you will do well to
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keep on your guard when you reach
my country. Kalizelos is an unscrupu-
lous man—but, bismillah, you have
already learned that! And in the East
life 1s cheap I*

“Wae zhall be careful,” said Harry.

“"You have been 1in great pen
already,” said Maroudi gravely, “and
this is on my head, for it was my ser-
vant's hand that was raised against
your life. In me you have made a friend,
for it was 1i|:1{9 will &::E .Al;la.h t]::t[nt I should
gEava your Liie, an rnaps ey Eﬂ."li"ﬁ
b again, My ltts frland, Yon will
sce me again in Cairo™

“You live in Cairo?” asked Harry.

“1 have a r dwelling there,” said
Maroudi. *“But much time I nﬁﬁnﬁ up
the Nile—sometimos in my dehabiyeh,
and gomatimes on my sugar and orange
Elantatima. You shall come to my poor

puze in Cairo, and bring your friends,
even the little fat one whose manners
are 30 bad.”

Hea amiled.

“There are many Egyptians who do
not love the English—but I am not one
of them. The days of the great
Fameses are gone for ever; and to those
of us who are intelligent, it iz known
that the dervishes of the Budan would
have over-run pt, even to the mouths
of the Nile, had not the Engkiﬂ stood
in the way, even as the Hy over-
ran us—the shepherd kings i the time
of the fourteenth dynasty. Of whom,”
added Maroudi, with a smile, “you
have never heard, my little friend.”

Wharton smiled, too.

The long, almost endless history of
ancient Egypt was fascinating to his
imagination; but he had to admit that
he knew very little about it.

““The history of your country is so
much longer than ours,” he said. “You
count almost as many dynasties as we
count kings. Thirly dynasties, isn't it,
up o time sxander the Grea

te the time of Al dar the Great
—and that was more than two thousand
voars ago. A fellow would have to
swotb pretty hard to mug it all up.”

Maroudi laughed.

“1 pay, you fellows "

Billy Bunter rolled into view. He
blinked round him through his big
spectacles, which flashed back the light
of the moon, and spotted the Grey-
friars fellows.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo|” roared Bob

. "Is that you, Bunter? What
tha thump do you mean by being
alive 7

“0Oh, really, Cherry—"

“You told us you were dying I* said
Bob, accusingly. “Do you ecall it play-
iII.',IE téhe game to come to life again like
this §

* Look here——="

“T eall it letting vs down! Ralsin
EB %?HEFE hﬂp:.s Idur nothing 1" sai

ob, with great indignation.

“Beaet |” roared Bunter.

“Ha, ha, ha!™

* Lot you care for a fellow lying in his
berth—Ilying at death's door—"

“Dash. it sll, Bunter, if you were at
death’s door, you ought to have chucked
l;rinﬁ” aaid Johnny Bull.

“1 “ras frghttally h ngry. ¥

“1 was fright u : on
never thquh’fﬁ:rf brii ing me anything
to eat. I just managed to stagger along
and get some supper. Did vou fellows

ivo me & single thought?"' asked

unter bitterly.

“We ”gues.md that vou'd snaffled some

supper,” chuckled Bob., “That was an
easy one to guess.”
“Ha, ha, ha1"

“I've a iﬂﬂi good mind to take the
first steamer back at Aleoxandria and
leave you fellows on wvour own,” said
Bunter, “and I jolly well would, only

1 T'll tell

fnu’m in danger, and I feel bound to
ook afler you. I say, you fellows, I've
asked the eteward ni;uut that nigger,
and he says his name ig ZE[illfy Mmdf.
or something—he says he’s frightiul
rich, and has a palace in Cairo. Wﬁlﬂ'
ou what I think about that
nigger. belief is that he's after the
searab, seel” : d
* 8hut uh;':, dyml silly owl ! hissed Bob.
Bunter had not observed that he was
standing within six feet the
an.
han't!” answered the fat Owl. 1
heard Wharton telling you about the
IEEETB er’s nigger getting hold of him,
all, my opinion is that the nigger nEut
the other nigger up to it, see, and—

:ruumuo%%;* : 1
arton rose from his chair,

of

Harr
reached out with his foot, and landed it
on Billy Bunter's tight trousgrs. There
was a roar from the fat Owl az he
scudded a.lung the deck,

“Whooop !

Herewith a sample for which
Leslie Creed, of 42, Blenheim

Road, Stratford, E.15, has heen
awarded a USEFUL POCKET
KNIFE.

Old Lady (rummaging over

numndl-.hnnd stall) i yWhat's ll

Stalllcesper: “"An  aifr-gun,
madam. It shoots slugs.*?

Oid Lody: “Oh, 1Y take It
then ; my garden’s full of slugs ! +

You turn in the laugh, and I'll
supply the prize |—Ed.

Bunter brought up against the rail
and sat down with a bump.

“Goal ! chuckled Bob,

“Ha, ha, hat”

Hilmi Maroudi rose to his feet. With
a grave saloam to the juniors, he went
below. Billy Bunter sat and roared.

“Look here—ow! Look here, you
rotters—wow——"

“¥ou_ fat idiot!” hissed Wharton.
"Mr. h{?mud: heard your eilly

cackle——
*1 didn't see the beast! Anvhow,
He's only a

what does it matter?
nigger, isn't he? Yaroooch! You kick
ma again, :i'au beast, and 1'll jolly waell
chuck the lot of you when we get to
Alexandria ! roared Bunter.

“Mean that?” asked Bob.

‘“Yes, you beast!"
*Then here poes! Too good a chance
to loso 1?

“ Yaroooh | Keep off! Yooooop !
“Ha, ha, hal”
“1 say, you fellows—I say, old beasts

I A LAUGH A DAY KEEPS THE N
DOCTOR AWAY |

il

—1 mean, old chaps—leave off Kicking

me, you rotters—oh crikey 1"
Billy Bunter fled below in indignant
wrhth, But there was gta“lt[ balm in

Gilead, so to speak.
in another supper |

He found comfort

Egypt at Last!
b q LEZANDRIA I
¥ya,
: by Alexonder the Great,”
sald Bob Cherry, assuming the manner

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
“Here we arel"
“Founded, my dear bo
of Mr. Quelch, the Remove master at
Greyfriars, imparting instruction to his

ﬁu];nﬂa2 “in the blessed if I
aven't forgotten the year—but it was
a jolly long time ago.™

“Three, three, two B.C.," Baid
Nugent,

“That sounds like Alexander's tele-
hone number,” said Bob. “My dear
¥y8, in the year 332 p.0. Alexander of
Tacedon extended his conquests to the
ancient kingdom of the Pharaohs, and
founded the city of Alexandria, which
was named after himself, and—and—and
bere it is!"™

“The herefulness is terrific,” agreed
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh,

“1 Ea?', you fellows——
“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Bunter, old
fat man, that's Alexandria—founded by
Alf?xander the Great in the year—"

Three, thres two B.C.," chuckled

Nugent.

“Blow Alexander the Great!” grunted
Bunter.
. “]‘_'i'i"all,f you Iitm,g'h]i;i to have a fellow
eeling for jolly old Alexander,” said
Bob. *“He lived in Greece—and you
live in grease now that there's nobody
to make you wash of a morning—"

““Beast "’

“Alexandria is rather a modern city,
for I . continued Bob. “Not much
more then two thousand years old. But

- it's full of antiquities for tourists—most

of them made in Germanyl  Those
spiky things sticking up into the sky
are minnows—was it minnows, wyou
fellows? I asked that man Maroudi,
and he told me, but I don’t think it was
MiNNOWa——""

“Minarets, fathead,” said Harry.

“That's it," said Bob. “Minarets!
Bunter, old bean, those spiky things
sticking up into the eky are minarets.™

“Blow ‘em!” said Bunter.

“Frpm the minarets,” went on Bo
“the jolly old what-do-you-call-him calls
the faithful to 'Erayar—what do you call

him, Wharton ™’
“Th said Wharton,
laughing.

muezzin |

“That's it—the muezzin! Listen to
me, Bunter, and improve your know-
ledge. You are the most backward boy
in the Remove, Bunter," seid . in
the severe manner of Mr. uelch.
“Your objection to the acquisition of
knowledge is almost beyond belief!
Remember, Bunter, that in & Mahom-
edan country, the what-do-you-call-him
goes up the thingummy to call the
followers of the prophet——>*

“For goodncss’ sake, shut up!™ ssid
Bunter peavishly.

*“This is for vour own good, Bunter!
Lend me your ears—or cne of them will
do, as it's as big as any two I've ever
seen——"

“Bhut vp!” roared Bunter. “I say,

on fellows, where's that old ass

rocke? They have to go through the
passperts before you can get away from
the silly niggers, Where's that old
dumm L]
“Are you speaking of me, Bunteri”
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asked the icy voice of Bir Heginald
Brooke behind the fat Owl.

Bunter spun round. 1

“Qh, I—I dido't ses yom, sir! I—I
wasn't calling you an old mss, sirl
I—1 was speaking of another old

K ith bo 1d 8i
“Keep with me, my boys,” sal ir
Re innll:], after & glare at the fat Owl.
“There 13 a very great crowd., One of
%‘ﬂu_ take hold of DBunter's arm—that
oolish bay will gat lost if he is not
taken care of—

“Oh, really, sir—"'
:%‘hat will do, Bunter!” ; |
aggage, sar! Carry a baggage
Bpeak Engthah, sar! Carry you =
baggage!” A brown hand plucked a
bag from Bunter, and the fat jumor

gave a vell.

“Here, stop him! Ha’utgft. my ba
that black thief in a nightshirt ! yelled
Bunter.

“Ha, ha, hat”

Bob Cherry jerked the bag from the
Arab porter. Porters inmumerable had
already invaded the steamer as soon
a3 she came to her herth in the Inner
Harbour of Alexandvia. There w- a
babel of voices, spraking in innumerable
languages. Rouna the stcamer rocked
boats of all gorts and sizes, bearing
more porters, and the numberless
hangers-on, touts, end officious meddlers
of an eastern port—with eager, greedy
eves, extended hands and screaming
voices. Billy Bunter dropped his bag,
and befors ho conld pick 1t up again,
five or six energetic natives pounced on
1t, and one, luckier than the rest,
grabbed it and presented it to the fat
junior, with a grin that displayed a
splendid set of teeth, flashing while
from a brown face.

“ Backsheesh, sar!™

“Go and eat coke! said Bualer,
grabbing the bag.

“Come on, Bunter!” Bob Cherry
draﬁgﬂd the fat Owl on. :

The Arab followed, gesticulating.

“Backsheesh I'* he howled.

I+ was the juniors’ first ncquaintance
with a word they were_to hear many
times in Eg;rpt, Billy Dunter did not
know that *“backsheesh ¥ meant a tip
or gratuity; he fancied that the mean
waa insulting him. He snoried, and
turned his back, and rolled on; and
the Arab’s brown faco appeared first
over one shoulder and then over the

other, and he fairly howled Iinto
Bunter's cars:

"Bnacksheesh I

“Go away!" wvelled Bunter. " Shut
up! Look ﬂrie.ﬂif ll:rl': m;ai_sunh lan-
vage to me, I'll call a policoman.”
S, ha, hat

“Blessed if T see an;,:thing ta cackle
at,” howled Bunter. “TI'm not going
to have a nigger insulting me.”

“Ha, ha, ha! You fat nss,” roared
Rob. “ Backsheesh means a tip—it's the
princiﬁul word in all Oriental Imguaﬁgu.
and the one they usze moszst. Give him
a tip and pet shot of him.”

" “PBacksheesh, sar!” wailed the Arab.
“ Backsheesh 1™

“I'm not ing to waste moncy oOn
niggers,” said Bunter. " Look here, you
black beast, you sheer off, see ¥

“ Backsheesh "

“{o and eat coke

" Backsheesh !

“Kick him, Bob!?

“Backsheesh 1" Thoe Arab porter's
voice rose to an indignant shriek. He
picked up & bag, and if he was not
tipped, it was time for the skies to fall
in the opinien of an Arab porter o
Alexandria, Ha olutched at Bunter’s
fat arm, shoved his brown face into
Bunter's, till his long, aquiline nose
almost eollided with Bunter's little fat
ona, and screamed: “ Backsheesh 1
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“Begat | roared “Ger-
rﬂw“ - i” - * +
“Give him a piastre, and Iet him rip,”
said Bob.
“¥You
Bob

Bunter.

ive him nﬂa,ﬂlf]u;r j‘ﬂ'l'.:l.Eiu e
BITY EYOp or ptian
money in his pu}qkut, and found aﬁastra,
and dropped 1t into the brown hand,
iastre 1s worth twopence-halfpenny, and

b considered twopence - halfpenny
enough for a troublesome person who
had guna nothing but butt in where he
was not wanted. But the Arab did not
seem to think it enough.

“Ten piastre!” he exclaimed. “Ten!
Yes! Ten! sheesh !" .
_ “0Oh, hook it, you sweep!"” said Bob
indignantly. “Get out 1™

* Backsheesh ! Ten pilastra! Yes!”

The man clung to Bunter's fat arm.
Bunter wriggled. BSeveral more porters
gathered round, adding their voices, A
tall man, in a red tarboosh, with a gold
tassel, blue loose trouser gold-braided
acket, and ecrimson sash, interposed.

o tapped the Arab porter on the
shoulder, spoke to him in Arabio, and
the man slunk awey. Then the tall
man, who, in hiz many colours looked
rather like a tropical butterfly, bowed
and grinned to the schoolboys, and
addressed them in English,

“You want a dragoman, gentlemen
lords! Yes! Hassan ia your drago-
man! All English gontlemen lords like
Hassan! Ho koow everything. He
show you Pyramids, tombs, ruins,
Museums, mummies, all things he show !
Yes! Hassan is your dragoman !

The juniors were aware that a drago-
man was a guide, and that the most
difficult thing to accomplish in Egypt is
not to have a guide.

Hassan bowed and smiled and showed
all_his teath,

* Hasszan is your dragoman !” he said,
with conviction.

“I say, you fellows, let's get out of
this 1™ wailled Bunter. “I'm being
squashed ™

“Come this way, my boys [* called out
Sir Reginald Brooke.

“You want a dragoman, gentlemen
lords——"

“MNo, thanks!” grinned Bob. *“Much
nhligefl, but try next door I”

And the juniors followed Sir Reginald,
and Haszan followed the juniors.
had relieved them of the importunate
Eprter, snd evidently he intended that

ig further services were not to be dis-
pensed with, From that moment on-
ward, no member of the Grevirviars
party could glanee round without meet-
mmg the amiable grin of Hassan and the
flash of hiz white teeth. He haunted
them like a highly coloured ghost, and it
was evidently a settled thing in his mind
that they were going to have o drago-
man, and that Hassan was going to be
the dragoman,

THE NINTH CHAPTER,
The Dragoman !

“ ABEL must have becn a bit like
B this!* remarked Harry
Wharton.

“Yes, rather [# :

* Anteck, sar—pgenooine noo antique !*
A tray was shoved almost under the
china of tha Greyfriars fellows, display-
ing “antiques” of Egypt that had
obviously been manufactured in Europe
at 8 recent date. “You buy, sar—
genooine zcarab of Tutankhamen, sar!”

“¥You want a guide, sar—"

“You want a carriaga; sar—best first:
class arabeyeh, sar—drive you some—
anywhere, sar—"

“"You buy a hairhruahﬁ gar——="

* Gepooine anteck L

Harry Wharton & Co. mtiht, had they
liked, have expended all the cash they

THE MAGNET

had brought from England, and accomu-
lated a vast colleotion of worthlesa
articles, before they had been five
minutes off the steamer. At the first
glance, Alexandria seemed to be chiefly
populated by importunate persons in
shabby nightgowns, with something to
sell, ~ They all talked at omce, and
pushed their wares almost ocn the noses
of the travellers, and so far from tahinﬁ
“no™ for an answer, a hundred “noes
one after apother had not the slightest
effcct on them.

A merchant with a tray full of strings
of amber beads—which might have becn
made of anything but amber—planted
himself fairly in the path of the smiling
juniors, and refused to be waved off. As
they tried to pass him, he backed like a
horse, etill keeping in front of them,
talking in a mixture of Arabie, Fron
and English, with an incessant stream o
wg]rds of which few were comprehen-
sibla,

A red tarboosh with a gold tassel
danced above the crowd, and tha tall
figure of Hassan, the dragoman, Fuﬁhed
through, and he hurled a wvolley of
Arabio at the amber merchant. hat
ha said, the juniors did not know, Arabio
being a sealed book to them, but it had
the effeet of withering the amber mer-
chant, and he backed away and sought
fresh victims,

Haszszan prinned at the juniors.

“Mo such trouble for my gentlemen
lords,” he said. I, Hassan, manage all

things! These peoples are troublesome
Fmp ez!  All that yvou want vou ask
Tassan! Hassan is your dragoman.”

Aftar which, Hassan walked besids the
Grreyiriars fﬂlfﬁ‘mﬁ, and * shooed ™ off the
innumerable merchants. Hassan, ap-
parently, was a wellknown and re-
spected dragoman, for the porters and
itinerant merchants treated him with
groat respect, and fell back at the wave
of his brown hand.

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo ¥ ex¢laimed Bob
Uherrg' suddenly, as a face he knew ap-
eared in the crowd—an eolive-skinned
ace with jetty black eves, that glittered
gﬂ:ﬁﬂhingly at the juniors. “There heo
15 .

* He—who 1" oxclaimed Nugent.

“ Kalizelos I answered Bob.

“The Greekt” :

The juniors loocked round aquickly.

Their evez fized on the bandsome, olive
face of the Greek of Cairo.

But the next moment Kalizelos disap-
peared in the crowd.

“That was the raseal!™ gaid Harry,
setting his lips. "I suppose he’s hang-
ing about to sece All come off the
steamer.™

“With the jolly old scarab ?' grinned
Bob, “Well, he won't pet it [rom Al
Atill got it safe, Mauly 1

“Eh? Yaas! I becheve so!" answered
Lord Mauleverer,

“I say, vou fellows, there’s thab
niggor I gaid Billy Bunter. * Look at
hiz oar! Whacking car for a hlinking
nigger, =o't it ™

Hilmi Marondi was stepping into a
magnificent car at a little distance. The
jumors had seid good-bye to their Egyp-
tian friend on the steamer, and l.'ﬂm:lﬂﬂ-l:!.
to see him again in Cairo. Maroudi
glanced round as he zat down in the car,
gighted tho juniors, and waved a plum
hand to them, with a friendly smile, an
tha Greyiriars fellows ?alltaiy raised
thoir hate. The car rolled away with
the Egyptian, and Hassan stared after
it, and then at the juniors with a new
respect in his manner. ]

“My gentlemen lords are friends of
the great Maroudi 7™ he asked. ;

“Oh, you know Mr. Maroudi, do
vou I* sa1d Boh.

“Hassan know averyhn&:&rwnnd every-

thing in Egypt,” answered the dragoman
modﬁat]r. E?EHmaﬂ know all tgﬂmgﬂ
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Savage and lithe and museunlar as he was, Ali was pinned down by the Greyfriars juniors.
Wharion twisted it mercilessly, till All, screaming with pain, opened his fingers. The next moment Wharton

searab from him.

Maroudi, he is & great man—very rich—
so rich——" saan spread out both
brown hands, to indiﬂntaggnw enormously
rich, Mampfli wags. “He have palace
in_Cairo, in Luxor, plantations on the
MNile, in the Fayyum—everything! If
niy gentlemen lords are friends of the
rich Maroudi, they are fortunate ones.”

“Here 13 the car from the hotel,” said
Sir BReginald Brooke. “Are you all
here? Who is thiz man?" a old
baronet stared at Hassan through his
cyeplass

agsan salaamed.

““Hessan, the zon of Buleiman, iz your

“Got it? " gasped Bob Cherry.

He stood salaaming, as if worked by a
spring, s the car started, the gold tassel
on his tarboosh dancing in the air. The
ﬁmﬂra could not help grinning, and

assan grinned, too, showing all his
teoth. He vanished from sight as the
car rolled off. But a fow minutes later
Harry Wharton, glancing back, saw a

old tassel Ruttéring over the crowd in
the strect. Ha laughed.

“He's after us!™ he said.

“These Egyptian guides ure extremely
pertinacions I said %ir Reginald.

“They're stickers | grinned Bob.

"Ha won't let us off, especially now

ﬂﬁ:&ﬂaﬂ? antgflar?u‘eﬂarjirﬁ‘iy:”ha th-’;; }"'{“ kﬂ“‘f" oot know %"- M&F““diah
. . J - sai arry, laughing. “Maroudi seems
be-;tH?E?E you EIIEH-.E."EI'I this man, Her- tﬂ#bﬂ a EI‘E“tI gun here, 4 rp
a , so1 g A very eminent man,” said Sir
nun{q%ﬂn:mg]?mha&:lngﬂﬁﬁ“ﬁ::' Reginald. ~ “He has an estato in the
“Did I engage him, you men?” * Fayyu adjoining my own property.
“1 “thi i" lio's  wiigw himaelf ¥ I have had some very interesting tal

1
chuckled Bob Cherry.

“* Please go away,” ssid Sir Reginald.
“Wo do not require a ide. He
waved the multi-colour dragoman

aside.

“Gentleman lord, I show you every-
thing in Alexandria, in Cairo, in Luxor,
in all Egypt. I read you tha picture-
writing in the tombs. I book you up
the Pyramidsl! All the English say
Hassan he one splendid rascally guide,
sar. All thess ﬁnung gentlemen lords
suy thoy want Hassan. I take you to
first-class hotel—"

“Please go away "

“I toke you to see Puaj:gﬁe
see huge catocombs chock-fu
persons—"

“Go away "

Sir Reginald waved the dragoman off,
and Hassan salaamed and retreated a
few paves. The juniors packed into
a big car that oame from the Hotel
Magnifique for them, Hassan
jumped forward and closed the door.

Pillar and
1l of dead

with him on the steamer. It is his
desire to show us some courteocus atten-
tion while wo are in hiz country, A
ver aﬂeaah]a‘ gentleman.”

1. Maroudi seemed to have made a
very good impression on the rather stiff
and formal old baronet.

“T gay, you fellows, I believe that
nigger was alter the scarab—"

“Shut up, vou fat idiot '™

“Well, sou mark my words,” snorcted
Bunter.

*I'll mark your nose if you don't
drg up ! said Bob.

Yah ¥

The car drew up in the courtyard of
the hotel. When the juniors ni,‘lghted,
one of the first things they saw was a
1d tassel futtering over the heads of
ﬁa erowd in the court. Hassan grinned
at them with a flash of whita testh.
“Tracked down!" grinned Bob

ry-
gt fullnw ‘my gentlemen lords,” said
Hassan, grinning. *“To-morrow you

Grasping the Arab’s right wrist,

torn the
* Good I

see  Alexandria. I show you every
thing. You shall rcjoice to sen eata-
combs chock-full of dead persons!'"

“Must be s E:}H_?’ gight,” said Bob.
“Go away!” sasid Bir Reginald
severaly.

“Hassan 18 your dragoman, sar. All
these troublesome people are hars, and
desire only backsheesh. But Hassan 1a
truth-speaking. Hassan is the only
dragoman speaking the truth—"

“io awayl"

Sir Reginald marched his flock into
the Hotel Magnifiqgue. Hassan was left
in the courtyard. Later, when the
juniors came out on the balecony in the
cool of the evening to wateh' the endless,
ever-moving, ever-changing crowd, a
red tarboosh and a gold tassel danced
under the railing as Hassan salaamed
like clockwork.

“Halle, hallo, halle!

Bob.

again |I* chuckle

“Ha, ha, hal” :

The juniors could not help laughing.
Hassan grinned up at them.

“Geptlemen lords come to see Alex-
andris by night?” he asked. " Hassan
show you everything.” "y

Sir Reginald leaned over the railing
and waved his cigar at the dragoman.

“(io away 1" be said.

“Sar, Hassan is your dragoman.”

“Go away I” _ ;

“ To-morrow, at sunrise, Hassan will
be here, sar, to show you everything.”

“Go awayl ”

“ Hassan awaits your commands, my
gontleman.®

Hassan was still there when the Grey-
friars fellows went to bed. They t
have fancied that he camped for the
night before the hotel in the open air;
for when they looked out in the morn-
ing, the gold tassel on his tarboosh was

Igﬂniiﬂuﬂﬂ on pagé 16.)
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Here he 18
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gleaming in the gun. He was waiting
for them with a grinning, brown face,
and it was cvident that there was no
escape for them. Hassan had consti-
tuted himself their dragoman.

L |

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
A Cocktall for Mauly !

LEXANDRIA shimmered in a
blaze of sun. Harry Wharton
& Co. looked from the hotel
. baleony, in the brilliant morn-
ing, at the ever-varying crowds and the
strange buildings, and their faces were
merry and bright. Th? weare 1o Egypt
at last, though Alexandria was not the
resl Egypt. They were on the threshold
of the land of Pharachs—the dim,
mysterious, immemorial land of the
Nile. Only a couple of days were to
be spent in the ancient city of the
conquering Alexander; then they were
going on to Cairo, to the Bphinx and
the FPyramids, the Nile and the desert,
Luxor and the tombs, perhaps even a
glimpse of the Sudan. IE was 6 glorious
prospeet, and they were going to enjoy
every minute of it, in spite of the heat
and the fies and the dragomans,
Evén Billy Bunter forgot to grouse
that brilliant morning, possibly because
he had found the provender good at the
Hotel Magnifigue and had parked away
enormous quantities of the same. He
was ready to go forth snd see Alex-
andria, and his gpectacles gleamed
cheerily wunder the brim Lord
Mauleverer’s best Panama hat.

Mauly had sat down in o long cane
chair on the balcony, with one elogant
leg crossed over the other, and his hands
clasped behind his moble head. His
lopdship was apparently content to see
Alexandria sitling down and without
moving.

“Buck up, Mauly, old man|” gaid
Bunter, “Don’t ‘slack, old chapl
n%‘nﬁ, pm;éﬂy laa:f you &Hind.#

8 rather restiul here,” murmured
Lord Mauleverer. L

“Don't you want to seo the sights?*

“I'm seein’ lots of them thruugh the
m‘]'l'LTuhum}-" lot of th

's & of things to
head. The Sphinx. Is ﬁ:a 5
Alexandria, you fellowsf®

*“"That's at Cairo, fathead !
Nugent.

“Well, thera's the great Pyramid of
Ch-::fm” sald Bunter.

“The whatter?™

“The Pyramid of Chops. Chope was
a king, or something.”

sce, fat-
phinx at

said

“Q0b, Cheops!” said Harry. “The
P:_:.'ra.npd of Cheops is on the other side
* "?B'::lm" it is. But I'm talk

are say it 1. But I'm in
about Ehn-pu,g E

“Ha, ha, ha 1”

“Blegsed if I geo anything to cackle
at, I'm pot going to miss seeing the

Pyramid of Chops, I can tell you. I
say, Mauly, get a move on! Ain't you
imere in Chopst™
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Lord Mauleverer grinned.
“ You've simply got to come, Mauly,”

said Bunter. “We shouldn't think of
going out and leaving Mauly behind,
should we, you fellows 1"

“No foar!

“¥You see, old chap, we want you to
pay for m:imissinn to all the places®
gxplained Bunter.

“Oh gad!” ejaculated Lord Maul-
AVATAT. a had rather wondered why
Billy Bunter was so keen on his com-

pany. MNow he knew!
Sir Reginald Brooke came along the
baleony. What looked like a tropical

butterfly fluttered behind him. It was
Hassan, the son of Buleiman, salaam-
ing as he came, as if he had a steel
spring in his back. How a man could
kﬁiﬁ on folding himself up like a
pocket-knife was rather n mystery to the
juniors. But no doubt Hassan had had
a lot of practice.

The old baronet had met some
acguaintances at the Hotel Magnifique,
also he had been in Egypt many times,
and was past the age for aciive and
strenuous sight-seeing in s hot climate.
Perhaps that was why he had yielded
to t]m?]andishmﬂuta of the son of Bulei-
man.
in hooking on. Bir Reginald was going
to take & rest, in the company of his
elderly {friends, while the jumiors saw
the sights. ik i boys.”

“I have engaged this guide, my boys,
said the baronet, “The hotel manager
recommends him, and you will be safe
under his guidance.”

“All hotel managers in Alexandria
and in Cairo please to give personal
recommend,” said Hassan, salaaming.
“They know Hassan, the only one Ara
in Egypt who speaks the truth.”

“] have given thia man his instrue-
tions,” said Bir Reginuld, “and you
will be careful pot to wander away from
him, and he will bring vou hack to the
hotel for lunch.”

“Hassan is your dragoman, gentle-
mon, lords,™ said the guide, his flexible
back going angain like clockwork. *Yaon

trust Hasean | All other guides are liars
and thieves [”
“] say, wyou fellows,” said Billy

Bunter, as the old baropet left them
with the dragoman, “mind you keep
together, and don't get out of my slgah:.
That blighter Kalizelos is in Alex-
andris, you know, and goodness knows
what may happen to you if you get
wandering away from me.

[ Hﬂ-_r h“’ i'l.ﬂ-!”

“Blessed if I seo anything te cackle
at! Got the scarab safe, Mauly 1" asked
Bunter, -

Lord Mauleverer’s hand went to his
waisteoat pocket.

" Yaas,"” he answered.

“Are you going to tell all Egypt
about it, Bunter?” asked Johnny Bull
sarcastically. There were at least a
dozen pecple within hearing of Bunter's
voice.

“Oh, really, Bull—*

“ Hadn't better leave it with your
unacle, Hau?ﬁhr safety I asked Harry
Wharton. >

Mauly shook his head.

“Zomebody might get after it; and
worry nunky,” he said. *It's all right.”

“Well, let's bave a cocktail, and
start,” said Bumter., “Where's that
waiter? Hers, waiter [*

Lord Mauleverer sat up.

“Let's have a which?"” he ejaculated.

“ A cocktail,” said Bunter breezily.
“Lota of the pe-nf:-la here are drinking
cocktaila. Tt's all right here, Maul
no masters or prefects sbout—he, he,
he! And old Brooke has cleared off!

Evidently Hassan had succeeded
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I'll stand the cockiails all round. You
lend me some money—"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Here, waiter!™ ecalled out Bunter.
“Cocktails !**

“ Yossar
“You frabjous owl!” roared Bob
Cherry, “If the waiter brings you a

cocktail, I'll pour it down the back of
rvour neck.”

“Now, look here, Bob Cherry,"” said
the fat Owl, blinking severely at Bol
through his big spectacles, “I want it
understood, once and for all, that I
don’t want any of your Remove passage
tricks  here, Remember, you'ro
travelling now in decent company, and
try to do me credit,™

“0Oh orikey !™

“If you namby-pamby fatheads prefer
lemonade, have lemonade, and be
blowed,” said Bunter, “I'm having a
cocktail ! Here, walter—six lemonades.
and one cocktail. And mix it strong.”

“Yeszar !

"We can shake a loose leg here, wou
know,” said the fatuous Owl. “ What's

tho d of being on a hsliday in a
foreign coun if we can't 5]{aka &
loose log? % dad

*“You howling ass!” exclaimed Harry
Wharton. “If you mopped up a cock-
tail we should have fo roll you along,
or wheel you on a barrow.”

“Yah 2

“The esteemed ecockiail i3 not the
proper caper, my idiotio Bunter,” said
Hurree Jonmset Ram Singh,

“Rats!™

Billy Bunter evidently meant husiness.
He had ordered a cocktail, and he was
gomng to drink a cocktail; if only to
show the other fellows that he could
do what he liked—which was a rather
important consideration with the Owl of
the Remove. The opinion of the other
fellows was that Billy Bunter couldn't
do as he liked—not, at all events, to
the extent of absorbing cocktails.

The waiter came back with a well-
laden tray. Bix lemonades were
placed on the table, and one cocktail.
Billy Bunter, with a defiant blink at
the Co., reached out o fat hand to his

lass.  Bunter, certainly, had no

nowledge of the probable affects of a
cocktail taken internally. Taken
externally, it was not agrecable: but,
undoubtedly, ever so much better than
taken internally. And the chums of the
Remove were guite determined that if
Bunter took that cocktail at all he was
going to take it externally.

“Here's how!'” said Bunter recklessly,
as he liftad the glass, Bunter had mno
doubt that he looked quite & man of
the world.

Bob Cherry grabbed his fat wrist.

“Ow! Lepgo, vou beast!” howled
Bunter,

E"bﬂura you want this cocktail 7 asked
ab,

“Yes; blow you!”

“It will be jolly bad for you if it

down the inside of your neck!

* Leggo 1=

8o it's going down outside—"

“Ha, ha, hal”

BEilly Bunte:_atrugslad as Bob twisted
his fat paw, with the glass in it, round
to the back of his neck. The contents
of the glazs shot out in a stream, and
landed just under Lord Mauleverar's
chin, and streamed down him. Lord
Mauleverer bounded tc his feet. For
once, he forgot the calm roposa that
s{-.a.::g:ln the caste of Vere de Vers. He

roared.
“h, my hat!” gasped Bob,
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“ ¥ou clumsy ass, Bunter " exclaimea
Wharton,

" Leggo! I =y, u fellows—
whoooop |2 reared Buntﬁ as ho sat
down on the baleony, with a bump
that almost shook the Hotel Magnifique.

“0Oh gad ™ gfa.'fEed Lord Mauleverer.

“I'm soaked! I'm dremched! 1 shall
have to go and change! Kick Bunter
while I'm gone.”

“Certainly, old chap!”

“ Yarooooh 1”

Lord Mauleverer disappenred into
the hotel, dripping with Bunter’s cock-
tail, The fat juomior squirmed oway
from several lunging feet, After about
a quarter of an hour his lordship
emerged again, and the Greyfriars
fellows followed Hassan, the son of
Suleiman, down the steps from the
baleony, and started to see Alexandria.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Pleckpocket !

“ HE KEom-el-Chogafa—"
ﬁ “Oh, hat! The which "
*The nmﬁel-ﬂhngnfn. i
gaid Haszan beaming. " Mag-
nificent eatacombs chock-full of deed
persons—yes [ _

“0h! The jolly old catacombs!” said
Bob Cherry.

“Hassan tell you everything. Here
you pay for admission—it is only five
piastres for every gentleman lord.
Nothing! To see catacombs chock-full
of dend persons i1s worth many piastres.
Yes! Hassan tell you the truth,”

The juniors had seen the busy Place
Mohammed Ali; and the shops in the
Rue Cherii Pegsha; and had stared up
Pompey’s .Pillar, once supposed to be
the burial-place of the great Pompey.
Hassan, indeed, had assured them that
Pdmpey was there; 8 statement the
juniors took the liberty of doubting, as
they did many other statements of the
only truth-speaking Arab in Egypt.
They had had Pompey in_history-class
with Mr. Quelch at Greyfriars, so they
knew all about the haplesa Roman
genoral whose head was cut off when
he landed in Egypt long ago. So they
only smiled wpimu Hassan told them
that he was a great sheikh of ancient
times, and the very King of Egypt
who had oppressad the Children of
Tsrael. After which, they arrived at
the catacombs, and followed their guide
down the modern steps which led to
the ancient entrance, glad to get out
of the glare of the sun.

“Y say, you fellows, I think they
might put in a lift herel’ grunted
Billy Bunter, as the explorers descended
a long winding staircase, * Look here,
I'm going to sit down and rest. Waib
for me.= -

*“0Oh, buck up, fatty!” said Bob.

“Shan't ¥

Billy Bunter sat down, half-way down
the winding staircase. His fat little
logs were fatigued.

he rest of the party followed Hassan
down. »

e | , you fellows, wait here for
me " yelled Bunter. ¥ 1 won’t keep you
baif an hour [

“That's all right, old fat bean—you
won't keep us half a minute!” said Bob
Cherry, over hiz shoulder.
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The Greyfriars party and the drago-
man disappeared below.

Bunter gat and prunted, and fanned
himself  with rd Mauleverer's
Panama.

He zat in the middle of the winding
staircase, fanning himself, oblivious of

the fmot that he was in the way of
anyone ¢lse who happened to be coming
down to the catacombs.

There was a sound of running fect on
the stair above him, as if someone was
coming down In a hurry.

Bump |

“Oh orumbs!” gasped Bunter, as the
men ‘runnu:f down from above, landed
on him, and sprawled over him.

The fat junior roared. He was rather
hurt, But the man, who had lost his
footing and tumbléed down the steps,
wns more hurt than Bunter. Heo sat
up, several steps below the fat Owl,
and glared up at him with black eyes
from a brown face, and poured cut a
stream of infuriated Arabie.

Bunter rubbed the back of his head,
and glared at the native through his
big spectacles.

* You eclumsy nigger I he roared,

The Arab serambled wp, elutched op
the tarboosh that had fallen from his
head, and clamped it down on his thick
dark hair, gloring savagely at Billy
Bunter.

“Fat fool!” he panted, breaking into
En'g'lish. “Why vou sit on a stair?”

“Clumsy asa!” retorted Bunter.
“Cen't you look where you're going ¥
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REBULT.

Qur recent huge coupon-collectin
gcheme, in which many thousands o
Fine Q@ift Books were offered, proved
& tremendons guccess, and as A result
readera 21l over the country are now
enjoyiong the topping books they have
won,

We congratulate them on the many
magnificent totals of polnts scored-—

rizes weére awarded for totals rang-
ng from 32,700, seot by H. Legetter,
of Luton, down to 3.000—and we
ooly regret that it is not possibla to
give all thelr namea in the paper.
All prizes for llome readers were,
how ever, sent off promptly, and also
personal letters from the BEditor to
all unsuceessful entrants.

The remaining 500 of tha Prize
Books offered are, of course, belng
reserved for Owerseas readers—for
whom there iz a later closing date—
and these will be awarded and sent
as zoom a8 possible after that date.

The dark-brown face stared up at
him evilly.

The Arab was a short, thick-set
muscular man, with the scar of an old
knife-cut across one brown check., As
Bunter blinked at him 1t dawned on his
fat brain that ho had seen the man
before—hanging about the balcony of
the hotel that morning.

Brown faces, red tarbooshes, and
dingy galabyehs girdled round the
waist, were too numerous to be noticed,
but he had noticed the livid knife-sear
that ran across the brown cheek from
nose to ear. The scarred man had ap-
proached the Greyiriars party zcveral
times with picture postcards for sale.
His tray of picture posteards, however,
was not with him now.

“Faringhee fool ! snid the Arab, be-
tween his teeth, and he made a motion

to come up the steps again, apparently
to deal _wil’zh the fat junior.
But if that was his intention, he

changed it. With a black look at
Bunter, he turned away and ran down
the lowor stair, ]

Billy Bunter was glad *o sce him go.
Tha look on the scarred face had been
rather alorming,

“ Beast I prunted Bunter.
Tha running footsteps didd away
balow.

Why tho man was in bhaste was a
mystery to Bunter. There was nothing
but the catacombs at the bottom of the
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stair, in which natives were not inter-
ested like foreiguers who came to see
the sxﬁhh. Anyhow, the place was
open all day to visitors.

Billy Bunter rﬁruntﬂd rubbed his head
again, set Lord Mauloeverer's Panama
on 1, and resumed his way down—at a
much glower pace than the scarred
Ari_nh’a*

ourists and guides were movin
about the chambers cut in the rock, an
Bunter blinked round for the Grey-
friare party. It was the voice of
Hassan that guided him to them at last.

“Hore is bier in shape of lion,” came
the sing-song voice of Hassan, “the
three pods which stick around are
Horus, Thoth, and Anubis— great
famous %ﬁdﬂ' of ancient times! Here is
priest of Isis, who made the sacrifice,
ﬁned in rock, w}f:i::h is ver

ero in sarcophagus is
nf__-'-"”

wonderful.
ead person

The Greyfciars fellows wers standing
round Hassan, as he expounded.

At a little distance from them a thick-
sob-figure in tarboosh and galabych stood
half hidden in a niche in the rock wall,
ulﬁtlﬂﬂl‘!k eves fized on the Greyiriars
party.

As they moved on the thick-set figure
moved after them, at a distance, still
watching, and behind him rolled Billy
Bunter—with a grin on his fat face
now.

It was the scarred Arab who had
fallen over him on the stair who was
following the juniors and keeping them
under observation, and, as he did not
look back, he did not observe Dunter
coming on behind.

Billy Bunter's fat brain was not quick
on the uptake: but he could guess that
thie scarred man had followed the party
on their excursion that morning, and he
could guess the roason

Kalizelos, the Greck, had not ven-
tured to let himself be seen; but it was

easy enough for him to sct & spy on the
party, and Bunter had no doubt that
tho scarred man was the spy. That was

why he had been runming down the
winding stair—having momentarily lost
sight nlf the party when they went down
into the catacombs.

Bunter grinned & fat grin.

Bunter wondered whether he was
leoking for a chance to pick Maul-
everers pocket of the scarab. If he
did, Billy Bunter was preparcd to buth
in, and to demonstrate oncé more to the
Famous Five how helpless they were
without him,

Hassan, with an incessant stream of
tolk, led tha way down a lower stair-
case, into a lower story of the cata-
comnbs, After them went the scarred
man, keeping well behind, and after the
scarred man weni Bunter, grinming.
The juniors, keenly intcrested in
strange relics of ancient times, had no
syspicion that they were Dbeing
shadowed,

“Hore it i3 mors dark!” chanted
Hassan, at the corner of a passaga cut
in the solid rock. *' But my gentlemen
lords will be able to see wonderful
sarcophagus, fromm which mummy re-
moved, now in musgeum. Beyond there
iz gallery chock-full of dead persons|™
added Hassan, by way of consolation, in
case his charges were disappointed at
finding one of the sarcophag:t empty.

The Greyfriars fellows went into the
corvidor w:giqh was dusky and dim _gﬁt-
tine only a limmer from tha i:%l t-
shafts of the larger apartments. Th

atherad before the sarcophagus, whi
f in o deep niche in the rock wall.
i'.‘-}'hn:- huge stone coffin was empty, and
the lid, which was also of solid rock,
gtopd back on its edge.
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The juniors peered into the dim
interior, in which a mummified

Egyptian had lain for, pechaps, two
thouserd years, his name and age bei
peinted, in red paint, on the rock tom
—atill wisible, and readable, if the
juniors cauld have understood it.

The mummy, as Hassan told them,
had been removed to the museum.
Although the lid stood up on edge and
the Mt‘g::nphaﬁu._q a8 k-ast open, a musty
smell lingered in it, and one glance was
enough for the juniora.

Hassan was telling them that it was
the tomb of some early Alexandrian
citizen, whose name was Psah, when
there was & bustla in the dusky corridor,
and the scarred Arab ed rudely
through the group of schoolboys. He
shoved against Bob Cherry, who
promptly pushed him back, and I;e stag-
Eifr on Lord Mauleverer, pressing
that youth to the wall, and falling
against him.

“Here, you bad-mannered riomn,
what you do?" exclaimed aSSAT,
loudly and mlﬂfnnnﬂy- *¥ou push one
ggnt;rﬂma.n lord, son of five hundred
pigs n

"0Oh gad! Gerroff!" gasped Lord
Mauleverer,

_Harry Wharton caught the man by
his galabyeh, and pullﬂg him away from
Mauleverer.

The scarred mon tore himself loose,
and hurried on, without speaking a
word, and disappeared into the ﬁal ery
at the end of the rock passage. He was
gone almost in & moment.

“1 say, g;:-u fellows I Billy Bunter
rolled up behind the juniors. *“I1 say,
5 that man! He's got it!"

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo! You turned up
again " exclaimed Bob Cherry.

“I tell you he's got it!” exclaimed
Bunter, in great excitemont, *“He's
been following you, and I've bheen
watching him, I jﬂﬁ‘? weall knew what
he was after, He's picked your pocket,
Mauly 1

“Oh gad I¥ ejaculated Mauleverar.

*I'll bet you he’s got the scarab |
said Bunter, “That silly ass Mauly had
it in s waistocont p&c ot; and f tell
you that darkey has been following and
watching you—="

“Ia that why he bumped into us?”
exclaimed Wharton. “Look if the
scarab’s zafa, Hnu'[;r——quick g

“Yans, old bean 1™
. Lord Maulevarer slig his slim fingers
mto his waisteont pocket. They came
ﬂ'l.l'rE {::‘:mpty‘ I q

one " exclaimed Nugent.

“Oh gad! ¥Yaag!”® ¥

“I say, you fellows, I told you so!”
grinned Dunter, " hers, you can
stop him before he can get out of the
catacombs. I say——"

“My gentleman lord he has been
robbed I’ﬁ exclaimed Hussan, in dismay.

“1 say, you fellows—7"

“Qet after that Arab scoundrel " ex-
claimed Wharton hastily.

“Hold on!|"” exclaimed Lord Maul-

everer. “It’'s all right!”
:‘I—Iam you got the scarab ™
‘Wo: but—"
“Fathead! Then we haven't a

moment to logg-—u0"

“T1t's all riﬁht I gasped his lordship.

You seo—

“I say, you fellows, that nigger was
watchmf; us at the hotel, and he knew
Mauly had the scarab in his waistcoat

ket all right,” said Bunter., “He's
] aen nft;.‘:r us gll the time, and I spotted
11—t

"¥Yaas, I faney he knew where the
scarab was,” assented Lord Mauloverer
cheerfully. *I felt him poke ma in the
ribs when he shoved me at the wall, and
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wyelled Bob Cherry.

I've no doubt he was fshing for the
olly old scarab in my wailstcoat pocket,
but, you see, I ged my walstcoat
before wa left the hotol—

“What ¥

"“¥You remember Bunter's cocktail was
spilled over me,” chuckled his lordship.
“Well, I had to change my waistcoat,
you know—and the scarab’s in the other
walsteoat,”

“You left it in the other pocket?
“Left 1t 1n wyour
room ot the hotel ™ :

“Yaas! Forgot all about 1, Fou
know."

“You silly ass!”

“Well, a fellow can’t remember
everythin’,” said his lordship. “I for-

ot all about the dashed scarab when

changed my waistcoat. Lucky I did,
as it turns out! That sportsman would
have had it (" :

“Well, my bat!” exclaimed Bob
Cherry.

Lord Mauleverer chuckled.

“What a sell for the jolly old pick-
pocket I'" he said.  “Trackin’ us_all
over Alexandria—to shove his paw into

an empty pocket, what "
t?m. ha 1

[

The pickpocket had vanished—pro-
bably the most disappointed rascsl in
Alexandria. Evidently he Kad been
following the juniors and watching for
o chance to pick Lord Mauleverer's
Packat of the scarab—and his chance
ind come when the party were in the
dim underground corridor. But for the
fact that Mauly bad changed his waist-
coat before leaving the hotel—and for-
gotten to transfer the scarab—there was
no doubt that the raseal. would have
secured it. Buntor's cocktail, and his
lordship’s forgetfulness, had saved the
soarab once more from the hands of
Kalizalos,

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
In a Living Tomb !

ORD MAULEVERER zat on the
E edge of the ecmpty stone sar-
cophagus  and leanad back
against the rock wall of the
niche. n, the son of Suleiman,
was saying his piece, go to speak, recit-
ing the history of Psah and his tomb,
and translating—or, more probably,
pretending to franslate—the strange in-
scription painted in red on the rock.
Mauly's eves closed under the brim of
his hat, and he nodded drowsily while
Hassan's sing-song voice ran on, seem-
ingly like the little brook in the poem,
which went on for ever. But the
Famous Five soon had enough of the
stuffy corridor and the history of Paah,
and they made a move onward.
“Wake u Mauly, old beanl"
chuckled Bob Cherry.
“Eht'’ Lord Mauleverer opened his

eyes. "I wasn’t asleep; I heard all you
fell?ws wWers saying. ﬁ.n:.rthm" more to
sea

“Lots and lots 1"’

"“"The lotfulness 1is my
esteomed Bauly.''

“Innmmerable dead persons, %y
gontleman lord,” said Hassan. “We
next proceed to %r-aa.t allery newly ex-
cavated, chock-full of dead persons.”

“Right-ho!" yawned Lord Maule-
verer. “I'm ecomn'.”

The juniors followed the dragoman
and turned out of the gorridor into the
wide, open g.!lergh lined with rock
shelves, on which the tombs were laid
with the mummies
Lord Ma

terrific,

uleverer made & movement to
rise. and follow, and then sat down
BESL.

15 lordship was tired. He had put

in ancient days. h

THE MAGNET

in sn oousual amount of exercise that
morning, and he was getting a welcome
rest. And his interest was nob dﬂelﬁ_m
the “innumerable doad persons ' which
Hassan considered so attractive.

Harry Wharton stopped et the corner
of the rorridor and looked back.

“Come on, Mauly I’ he called.

"‘E"au.ta}:' yawned a.uliy.
And the Greyiriars fellows followed
the dragoman wlong the gallery,
Hassan's sing-song voice going on like
the little brook. .

Lord Mauloverer remained sitting on
the sarcophagus in the dim passego en-
meg a rest. But at the sound of
ootsteps he made an effort and rose,
supposing that one of his comrades was
coming back for him,

“All right, old bean, I'm comin'|”
yawned Mauly, as ho sfippad from the
EEE]L’I[E rim of the sarcophesgus. *“I

It was not one of the juniors coming
along the corridor from the gallery, as
he had supposed.

It was & man dressed in European
clothes, with & tarboosh, whose dark
face was almost hidden from sight by a
large beard and a pair of bluetinted
BUn-§

Manlaverar glanced &t him, and
would have passed him; but the man
stopped directly in his way, his black
cyes gleaming through the tinted

glasses,

What happened next took Bauleverer
completely by surprise.

The man in the tinted glasses glanced
swiftly over his shoulder to make sure
that there was no one in the corridor
behind him, and the next instant
grasped ot the schoolboy earl.

Before Mauleverer could resist, or
even think of resisting the sudden
attack, he was swept off his feet in the
grasp of two werful hands and
whirled into the p niche 1n the rbck
wall where the sarcophagus lay.

urap
“0Oh1" gasped Mauleverer in utter
amazement, a8 he was bumped down

into the empty sarcophagus.
1S Hhe ORIl R OEImEUL. | b ssmall

ant plunged in after him, pinning him
down.

A hand grasped his throat, choking
back the ory he would have utiered.

Mauleverar stared upward in sheer
ﬁupﬁfﬂ.ctmn at the face bending over

.

“Bilence, my lord!" said a soft,
musical voice.

Mauleverer started viclently.

He did not know the face disguised
b{a the beard and the big, coloured
glasses, but he knew the wvoice.

It was the woice of Ealizelos, the
Gireek, of Cairo.

It was hardly needed for the Greek
te bid him be silent: the ]&rip on his

throat silenced him. auleverar's
heart throbbed. He had lingered
behind his comrades only for a few

minutes, but those few minutes had boen
enough for his wabtchful enemy. Now
ho was out of sight of his friends, even
%E they looked 1I':‘:wam:ni\: along dtga passage,
or the sarcophagus was deep in ths
niche cut in the zock wall, and could
only be seen close at hand,
he Greek grinned down at him.

“1 have found you again, my lord IV
he said. “Did I :l:l.Fut tﬁﬁ you at Maule-
verer Towera that you would meet me
again in Africa 1"

Mgeuleverer could only stare up at

im,
*The scarab!” whispered the Greek,
“Give it to me and save your life, my
lord! Hamza failed to pick it from
vour pocket. But you have it about
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In the eombined grasp of Harry Wharton & Co. the heavy stone lid of the sarcophagus swung up and

back, and the juniors

stared into the dim interior. ** Mauly !’ pantied Wharton, assisting the schoolboy earl to rise.

that I

you, I am sure of
pmi:atr, my lord "

throat, )

s k—in a whisper I'" he hissed.

“You scoundrel ' panted Mauleverer.

*“Where is the scarab "

“You won't get itl T've not got it
on me, as_it happens!” gasped Maule-
verer. ' Your thieving pickpocket
would have got it if 1 bad 1

The Greek's eyes blazed.

iz grip tightenad on the schoolboy
earl’s throat again, silencing him, Thera
was & sound of footsteps.

But they passed in the rock gﬂllﬂril;
at the end of the passage. The Gree
listened mtently.

At any emoment tourists and guides
might come slong the corridor to lock
at the tomb of Psah. But for the
moment the corridor was deserted, and
Mauleverer was @t his enemy’s mercy.
He was sturdy, but his strength was as
nothing in the muscular grip of the
Greek.

Kalizelos bent lower over the junior
sprawling on his back 1n the hollow

_ “Waste no time, fy lord!” he hisscd
in Mgauleverer's ear. ““There may be
interruption any moment. 1 cannot
afford the time to search you, Give me
the scarab! Quick—quick—or I will
close the tomb on you, and return to
take it from your dead body!"

Again he relaxed his grip on Maule
verer's throat for the schoolboy to
:E-cu.k, But as Mauleverer attempted to

out he tightened it again, his eyos

lazing.

“Fooll Die, then!" he breathed.
“Die in the tomb of Psah, and I will
take the scarab from your y when
death keeps you silent I

He sprang up and leaped from the

Heo relaxed the grip on Mauleverer’s the

In which fomb. A erashing blow felled the junior

a3 he scrambled up, 1nd he sprawled in
hagus. The next moment the
Greek's sinewy hands had dragged over
the stone lid, and it fell into its place
with a thud.

Instantly the dim light was blotted
from Mauloverer's eyes. He stretched
his hands upwards, and they touched
the eold stone above him.

A shudder ran through him from head
to_foat.

He shouted, filling his narrow prison
with booming sound; but he knew only
too well that no sound could penetrate
beyond the thick, heavy stone.

“(Oh gad ¥ gosped Mauleverer.

He braced himself against the floor of
the sarcopha and pushed upward
with his whole strength. It scemed to
him for & moment that the; stone above
him stirred a little; but if so, it was
only a little, His strength—or twice his
strength—would not have lifted it.

Panting with his effort, his head spin-
ning, Mauleverer sank back again. No
sound reached him. Whethor the mur-
derous Greek was gone he could not tall,
There might have been tourists
guthered round the tomb of Psah, and
a dragoman exﬁoundmg the history of
the mummy to them. and he would havo
heard no sound. Silence as of the grave
lay heavy upon him—silence and over-
powering cdarkness, And, with a
shudder, he realised that the air in that
NATTOW aiatm would not last long, ;

Again he made a terrible effort to lift
the stone lid; apgain he failed and sank
back exhausted.

He was lost] ’ ’

How long he might live, in that living
tomb, till the air failed, and he was
suffocated, he could not tell. But not
long—not long | If the stone lid of the
sarcophagos was not lifted, he was

aoomed—and it would not be lifted till
the Greck came to search him for the
scarab—not till all was sure|

He was lost—in the blackness of tha
tomb where a mummy once had lain!
Where, long centuries ago, Psah, the
Egyptinn Alexandria, had been laid
in death, he was laid m life—till life
flickered out like o candle! And his
friends, wandering among the rock-
galleries, deep in the dusky catacombs,
never dreamed that the sands of his life
were running swiflly out |

you fellows—"

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Startling!
o SAY, you fellows!”

I “In every which tomb, when
recently of late times excavated,
wera found three mummies—"

Hassan was going strong in the rock-

gallery.

“1 say, hooted

Bunter.
“Bhut up, Bunter "
“What about lunch ™
“Thres bootiful specimens of mum-
mies were found in every one of all
thesa wonderful tombs, my gentlemen
lords " said Hassan. "And, further
oo, there aro still more enormous
numbers of dead persons—"
“I'm hungry !
“My esteemed, idiotic Bunter——*
“0ld Brooke told us to get back to
the hotel for lunch,” said Bunter. * He's
rather an old ass, and I can’t say I
like his manners. 8till, he's in chargo
of l;!, and we're bound to respect him,
H-'EEI F i ]

“ At meal-times, apyhow!” grinned
Bob., “Perhape it's time wo got &
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move on, you menl
back to the hotel.”

“0Oh, my gentlemen lords, do not be
in pressed burry!” exclaimed Hassan.
“There iz much more to see—huge
numbers of dead persens. To return
to hotel we take arabeyah, which, in
Tinglish, is called ‘cabby.’ Yes, there
is plentiful time to take leisurely look
at wonders of catacombs.”

“It's a jolly interesting place, and
we shan't be Liere again,’” said Harry.
“If you're hungry, Bunter—" .

“1 jollv well am 1” said Bunter, with
emphasis.

“Thon you can go and eat coke ™

“Why, you cheeky beast—"

“Where's Mauly?” asked Nugent,

lancing round. “Have we leit him
gehind? I sup he won't lose the
scarab, as we left it at the hotel; but
he will lose himself."

“Bitting down somewhere for a res
I suppose,” said Johnny Bull. “We’
pick him up as we go back.”

“1 say, you fellows, let's go back
now! I'm bhungry. MNever mind
Mauly—if he’s lost himself, he can
follew us—anybody will tell him the way
out. Look here, if you jolly well don’t
goma, I'll jolly Wlf without you I
declared Bunter. “1'm net geing to
die of hunger in these beastly catacombs
to H!)l'aasa you, seal"

arry Wharton looked back along the
rock-gallery. A good many people were
in sight, tourists and E:;:_ es and fouts,
but he could not see d Mauleverer
among them.

“The old duffer must be still sitting
where we left him, in thet corridor
botween the galleries,” he said., “I
thought he was coming after us, Gone
to gleep, as likely as not. We'd better
RO ba.-;i and fe him—MNunky told us
not to get separated.”

1 say, you fellows—"

“Bhut up, Bunter ™

The Famous Five retraced their
steps along the rock-gallery to the
corner of the corridor where the tomb
of Psah lay in the excavated niche,
Dim as the corrider was, they could
ses through it, to the ligh rock-
chamber at the other end, and there was
no one to be scen.

It's & good step

SAlEERAEEE R 1]

_“Not there,” said Bob, “unless he's
gitting on the jolly old tomb in the wall.
Hallo, hallo, hallo! Mauly !”

Bob’s powerful voice boomed along
the corridor. But there came no
answer, save & thousand echoes from
the rock walls.

“1 say you fellows——"

“8Bhut up, Bunter !”

“1I dare say Mauly's qot. hungry, and
gone back for lunch——"

“ Fathead |

Harry Wharton ran back along the
E::rclnl:ﬂrndnr, as far as the tomb of

Sl

Az he came to the deep niche cut in
the wall, he saw that a man was lean-
ing on the tomb, of which the stone lid
was now closed, He was dressed in
European clothes, save for the tarboosh,
and his face mu]él hardly be secn, under
a large beard and a pair of large, blue-
tinted glasses. As he lemned on the
stono top of the sarcophagus, he was
thtinfg o cigarette, and he did not
even glance at Wharton as he came up.

There was nothing to be seen of Lord
Mauleverer. Wharton noticed that the
stone lid of the sarcophagus was olosed ;
but certainly it did not occur to him
for & moment that it had closed over
the junior he was looking for. He sup-
posed, without thinking about it, that
gome custodian of the place had closed
the tomb.

“Not here,” said Harry, asz his friends
came up.  He must have followed us,
I suppose, and we shall find im some-
where in the %allﬂyﬂ*

“I say, you fellows—"

“Dry up, Bunter ™

“Look here, you beasts, we're not
going to root all over these putrid cata-
combs, looking for Mauly, when I'm
hungry I" hooted Bunter. “He will find
his way back all right|®

“8hut up 1

“Shan't " roared Bumter. *“I tell
Fou I_'want.'m lunch ! I_;Dﬂ-k hore, ask
that nigger if he’s seen him—it's not five
minutes since wo left him here, and he
can't be far away.”

The bearded, spectacled man Jeaning
on the u&rmphﬂgi;ua was faking no
notice of the school —openly, at
least, But from under the cover of the

TeINF SN ETNENEN SREEASSNEERENERENAAFFRFFRARERNEERdERRRERA NN EEE AR FENY

Enjoy A Trip of Lively Fun and Adventure with—

-V G Nﬂfﬂn'm‘n oD.

Tom Meriy & Co.
On The Spree

Sp_hshl The unpleasant
chief mate of the good shi
Condor takes a force
ducking when he tries to
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the full-of-fun long com-
plete story of Tom Merry
Co. when th::jr take
French leave to go on a
trip to the sea. You'll
laughloud and long over the
humorous adventures of
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big, blue-tinted glasses, he watched
them as he smoked the cigarette.

Harvy Wharton turned to him.

“Excuse me, sir,” he said politely.
“We zre looking for a frienﬁ. Per-
haps you have seen him "
. The spectacled man shook his head, to
indicate that he did not mpderstand
English, Hassan came along the
corridor after the juniors, his gorgeous
raument making a bright splash of
colour in the gloomy Elam,

“Let Hassan ask him,” said Bob.
“Hassan, old bean, ask this chap if he's

se&‘:}l M“d erer,” "
8 ragoman = addressed  the
spectacled man in Arabic. In what

seemed to the juniors a surly way, the
man shook his head, still without speak-
i' ,tnm:i, turning his bn-:fk, pr ed to
ight & second cigarette from the stumg
of the first, ?

"“This person has not seen the gentle-
man lord,” said Hassan. “Without
doubt he has walked along to gallery,
and my lordly gentleman will find him
gazing at mummified dead persons—"

“Well, we'd better find him at once,’
gaid Harry. "I au{ppﬂ-ﬂa there can’t bo
any dm_:gi‘er in a place like this, except
from pickpockets; but we can't be too
carefu hat pickpooket may not be
the only man that that rotter Kalizelos
set to watch us.”

:I say, you fellows——**

Shut up, Bunter!” roared Bob
Cherry.

“1 tell you I jolly well won’t go round
rocting after that silly idiot Mauly 1™
falled Bunter. “I'm going back to
unch, see? Mauly ecan go and eat
coke! I warned you that you'd get lost
if you got out of my sight—you can’t
say I didn’tl Well, Mauly's got lost,
and he can stay lost, and be blowed to
bk N o 6 gl

gk him [V grow chony Bull.

"Bﬂ'l'?t‘ !h-!

The juniors started up the corridor
again. They were not alarmed for Lord
auleverer; but Lhe¥ had made u
their minds to look for him and fin
him at cnce, They littls dreamed, as
they started, that the,i' were turnin
their backs on the hapless junmior, an
they did not see the mocking glitter in
the eyes under the blue-tinted glasses of

man leaning on the tomb.

“Look here, I'm not coming [” roared
Bunter.

“Coms © u silly owl [¥
Bob, over ﬁaﬁuﬂld&li. snapped
“Bhan’t |” roared PBunter “I'm

jolly well going, and you ean root about
after that mlgﬁ idiot Mauly as long as
you jolly well hkel I'm jolly well

going back to lunch I*
“Come with us, you fat idiot!"
exclaimed Harry Wharton. “You will

lose yourself in two ticks, and we shall
ha.:iraY ri:: T#mt for you as wall as Mauly.”

“0Oh, yank him along by his cars!”
exolaimed Nugent, ** “i can't leave the
fat dummy on his own.”
Bob Cherry strode back towards
Bunter. It was more likely than ngt
that the fat Owl, left on his own, would
have lost himself in catacombs,
and the chums of the Remove certainly
did not went two lost fellows to hunt
for, up and down the passages and pal-
leries and rock-chambers. b Cherry
grabbed at the fat Owl's collar.

“Come on, you silly chump!™ he
grunted.

Bunter sguirmed,

“Leggo!” he yelled, “Beast! I'm

not coming [
“This way, idiot!™
“You cheeky rotter——"
“Get & move on, fathead!”
Billy Bunter made e terrific effort to
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wranch himself locse. Bob's gras
not yield; but Bunter's collar did. It
flew off in Bob's hand, snd he staggered
against the rock wall. Billy Bunter
spun away like & fat bumming-top,
crashed into the spect

did

; agled man lean-
m%' on the tomb, and clutched at him
wildly for support,

The man, taken utterly by surprise by
that sudden unex crash,
staggered and stumbled over, Billy
Bunter sprawling on the floor with him,
clutching framtically,. ©One of his fat
hands caught the stranger’s beard—
which came off in his grasp. Bunter,
hardly noticing in the excitement of the
moment what had happened, rolled
spluttering with the false beard

utched in his fat fingers.

Bob Cherry jumpes forward to help
the stranger up, and the other fellows
ran back to the spot. The next moment
there was a ?ll of astonishment from
the Famous Five—almost of stupefac-
tion, as their eyes fixed on the face of
the man breathlessly scrambling up.
The blue-tinted glasses lay smashed on
the rock-floor: the false beard was mn
Bunter's olutch—and now that the beard
and the glasses were pone, a clear-cub
olive:skinned face was revesled—a face
they knew.

“EKalizelos ™ yalled Bob.
“Oh, my hat! Ealizelos!” panted

Wharton.
“1 &a you fellows—yaroch! I

say—— %‘:‘hmp I” spluttered Dunter,

“I say, I've banged my head—yaroop!

The Greek was on his feet, agile az a
cat, his black eyes burning, his olive
faco convulsed with rage.

For a second he glared at the Grey-
friare fellows; then as they made a
movement towards him, he turned and
ram.

Almost in a twinkling of an eye he
vanished out of the rock corridor, leav-
ing the juniors staring blankly, and
Billy Bunter sitting up, aplut.tey:mgl and
hliniing at the beard clutched in his fat
hand.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.

Baved from the Tomb |
ABBAN, the dra an, stood
H staring after the vanished
{ireek, more astonished than
the Greyiriars fellows. He
knew the dealer of Cairo; though he
had not recognised him in his disguise,
Hassan's eyes almost bulged from his
brown face in his astonishment,

“Thet iz Kalizelos, the rich dealer of
Cairo I he ejaculated. “ Why does he
wear & beard that does not belong?
Why does he run? My gentlemen lords,
this is one astonishment—a knock into
a cock-hat, as you say in your mag-
nificent lnngua%reil Yes”

2

“] say, you fellows—"
“Tt was Kalizelos,” said Harry Whar-
ten. “He has been spying on us, of

course—got up like that so that we
thonld not know him.”

“Well ho's gone,” said Bob. “We'd
better look for Mauly! The sooner we
find himm the better, with that Greck
scoundrel knocking about.”

“Come on” said Johnny Bull
“Mauly can't be far away; but we'd
hetter find him at once.™

“Hold on!" seid Harry Wharton.

He stood quite still, his eyes fixed on
the tomb on which the disguised Greek
haiubmn leaning.

almost scared look was on his face,
and the colour wavered in his cheeks,

But for the discovery that the man at
the tomb was Kalizelos, the juniors
would have left the spot unsuspecting.

But mow s strange and terrible sus-
picion was In Wharton's mind. aul-
everer had boen left at this spot, sittin
on the sarcophagus, and they had foun
the Greek therel And the sarcoph
which had been atmdmg“npen when
they left it, was closed. Wharton had
attached no importance to that circum-
stance—till now! But now—

“What—"" began Bob, startled by
the look on the face of the captain of
the Remova.

Wharton caught his breath.

“Mauly I he breathed.
villain found him here—"

“ Mauly's not here—*"

“Hasgan I'* Wharton pointed to the
tomb of Psah, “Is that tomb ever
closed—or——"

“No, sar, I have not seen this tomb
olosed before this time,” said the drago-
man. “ Wonderful mummy being re-
moved to museum, tomb is left open for
honourable inspection by inquisitive
tourists.”

“But what—" bagan Nugent,

“If Kalizelos closed it——"" muttered
Wharton,

“But why—"

* Mauloverer—"

“Good heavens!” gasped Nugent, as

“If that

WRITE A GREYFRIARS
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POST YOUR LIMERICK TO.
DAY, CHUM |

he read Wharton’s thought. * Har
it's imposgible—even that villain—'

“"Get it open!”

“Yes, rather!®

“Thank goodness that Bunter played
the fool, and we found Kalizelos out,”
panted Wharton, * But for that we
gshould have gone—— Lend a hand.
(Get the thing open! Hassan, help us!®

“Yes, gar! Lid of sarcophapus being
very heavy indeed, but Hassan is sirong
urﬁ:ing ameses,” said the dragoman
and he added his muscular grasp, an
helped the juniors to lift the heavy
stona lid of the sarcophagus.

The same thought was in the minds of
all the juniors mow—though it seemed

almost too terrible to believe. The
great mass of stone swung up, and back,
in eir combined grasp, and they
stared into the interior,

“Mauly!” panted Wharton.

A white face glimmered from the

shadow within the stone tomb.

'!'M.ﬂu IJJ

Many hands seized the schoolboy earl
and lifted him out of the sarcophagus.
He was conscious, but his face was white
as chalk. He leaned heavily on Harry
Wharton's shoulder, as the juniors set
him on his feet, ané his breath came in

Easps,
S breathed
arton,

“ Mauly,

“Oh crumbs!™” gasped Billy Bunter,
hiz eyes almost popping through his b
spectacles. “ It—it—it's Mauly[ What
the thump did you get into that beastly
hole for, Mauly?

old man—"
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Lord Mauleverer stared at him, and a
faint smile came over his colourless face.

“Oh gad!"” he murmured. “I—I'm
glad to see you fellows! I—I thought I
was a goner! Oh gad!”

“But what did you gel into the tomb
for?" asked Bunter. “You must have
hnr?n a silly ass, Mauly.”

I was chucked in, fathead!” said
Mauleverer.,

“Kalizelos—"' gaid Bob.

!"Yansl You've seen him 7"

,.“He was here—disguised: but that
u:]lmt- Bunter butted into him, and—"

“‘ﬂh, really, Wharton—*"

How long have I been in there?”
asked Mauleverer, in a low voice, **I—
I thought the air wouldn’t last; but it
must have lasted all the hours I've been
shﬂt- up in that horrible place—'*

Hours [* repeated BnE Cherry., “My
dear old chap, it's not a quarter of an
hﬂ;}"‘ since we left you heore”

Good gad! Sure of that? ejaoys
lated Mauleverer., “My hat! It's the
longest quarter of an” hour I've ever
known then 1" He glanced at his wrist-
*ﬂatﬂt:; m“! ¥You're right!

ut it s His 1 :
and he broke off. Yol
. “Afd—and we never guessed—never
imagined——" muttered Nugent. “If
we hadn’t found Kalizelos here, we
nhHuld never have guossed—*

If I hadn't found him here, you
mean,” interrupted Billy Bunter. *“I
don't want to rub it in, but I'd like to
know what would have happened if I
ha‘:i'ln‘t been with you? I ask you.”

“Oh, dry up, Bunter!|”

“And now,” continued Bunter, “as
I've saved Mauly’s life the least you can
do, I think, is to come back to [unch at
once. I've told you I'm hungry.”

“Lot's get out of this,” said Boh.
“Comeg on, Mauly

“My gentlemen lords, there are still
large numbers of dead personse—'* gaid
Hassan,

Lord Meuleverer grinned,

“There'd have been one more dead
person, if you fellows hadn't hooked mae
out of that olly old tomb,” he said,
“I'm rather fed-up on tombs and things.
If you fellows don’t mind, I'd rather
chuck theso jolly old catacombs.”

“Come on!" said Harry Wharton.

Mauleverer leaned on Wharton’s arm
as they made their way back to the
staircase out of the catacombs. His
face was still pale; but he was recover-
ing now. 'The juniors were glad to
find themselves above the earth and in
the brilliant sunshine again., Hassan
followed them with rather a sorrow-
ful oxpression on his face. They had
qot seen half the sights of the Alem-
andria catacombs; and Hassan was

uite pained by their loss of interest in

e innumerable dead persons, But
after what had happened, the juniors
had had more than enough of the cata-
comba,

“My gentlemen lords return to
hotal 1 asked mn.

“Yeog—get us
Harry.

“¥es, sar! DBut if my gentlemen
lords walk, there iz an enormous Arab
cometery for my gentlemen to sco——*
said Hassan persuasively. “It is on the
way to hotel—ome great {remendous
cemetery—all visitors come to sece this
enormous cemetery—"

“Call an arabeyeh!™

Hassan sadly obeyed. Wharton helped
Mauleverer into arabeyeh and got
in with him. Two more arabeyehs were
called for the rest of the party, and they
started on their homeward way, Hassan
trotting after the carriages, his gold
tassel dancing in the sun. As the
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an arabeyeh,” said
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earriages rtolled along the Rue de la
Colonne Pompee, Hassan called out to
his gentlemen | and pointed with
his stick.

“Here iz great cemetery, my fine
gentlemen—you look out of an arsbeyeb
and see tremendous cemetery——"

But the chums of Greyfriars had lost
their interest in sight-seeing, for the
present, and they did not even glance
at the celebrated Arab cemetery. The
arnbeyehs rolled on through the busy
streets of Alexandria, the juniors think-
ing, not of the sights of the city of
Alexander, but of what had happened
in the catacom cepting, of course,
Bunter. Bunter was thinking of s
dunch. To his immense relwef, thoey
arrived at the Hotel Magnifique in good
time for lunch—eand, so far as Billy
Bunter was concerned, at least—all was
calm and bright!

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
0f to Cairo!

1 O awayl” =
G “But, my fine gentlemen—

*“(zo awayl”

“Noble and magnificent

Jord—"

“Go away!”

Harry Wharton & Co. looked from the
train window and grinned.

Thers was a tone of mingled sorrow
and affectionate persuasion in the voice
of Hassan, the son of Buleiman, as he
stood by the train in the station of
Alexandria. But Sir Reginald Brooke
was inflexible, he Greyfriars party
were leaving Alexandria for Cairo;
and Hassan ind been dismissed, with a
liberal backsheesh for his services—
such as they were. But Haassan,
though he was dizmissed, seemed to con-
gidor that he was still attached to the

rty. Perhaps the liberality of the
E:cksheﬁh strengthened his attachment,
The dismissed dragoman was rather
iitke the gentleman in the old story,
who was gpad but would not lie down,
Dismissed or not dismissed, Hassan had
made up his mind that the Greyiriars

arty could not possibly dispense with
Em valuable zervices. : ;
28ir Reginald entered his carriage.
A Coptic porter closed the duoor.
Hassan locked in st the window, while
from the adjoining carriage the Famous
Five watched him, with amused faces.

“Fine and splendid funt"!aman!"
arged Hassan almost tearfully. “ Hassan
is your dragoman.'

o away [™

“At Cairp you will want Hassan—at
Luxor—everywhere! Hassan knows all

things." )
i, [&:fr away 2
“Yaas, get off, old bean,” said Lord
Mauleverer, who was in tho carriage
with his uncle. “Good-bye! Here,
shove this in your et and clear.”
Haszsan's black eyes almost pol'%ped out
of hiz brown face as the schoolboy carl
dropped & banknota into his brown hand.
Lord Mauleverer sat down, supposing
that he was done with the dragoman.
But giving an Egﬁrptmn dragoman a
banknote was not the way to have done
with him. If Hassan had been attached
to the party before, he was doubly and
trebly attached now. Visions of unlimited
backsheesh danced before the eyes of
Hasson, the son of Buleiman. He
salaamed, and salaamed, till the juniors,

!h

watching him, wondered that his back-
bono did not go.

“Noble gentleman, Hassan is your
dragoman! Ha will serve wyou for
ever! At Cairo, at Luxor, every-
where—"

“Go away!" said Sir Reginald.
Tae Magxer Lisrary.—No. 1,279,

He snapped the window ghut.

“That jolly old dragoman is a
sticker ! grinned Bob Cherry.

“The  stickfulness _is  terrific!”
chuckled the Nabob of Bhanipur.

" Hallﬂi hallo, bhallo, we're off "7

Hassan’s crimson tarboosh, with its
ﬁlg tassel, disappeared in the crowd.

y train rumbled out of Alexandria
on 1ts Journey southward te Cairo. Bill
Bunter, in a corner of the carriage wi
the Famous Five, grunted.

“ Beastly hot!” he remarked.

“It’s not chilly I agreed Bob.

“And it's dusty—"" grunted Bunter,
“ Blessed if I ever saw so much dust
anywhere.” ) :
B{;‘b'l’hat’a the jolly old desert,”” said

“ And the flies—dook at the fiesg—"
sanid Bunter. “There’s a beastly
keeps settling on my nose.”

“1 expect he takes it for a straw-
berry.”

" Boast 17

There was no doubt that it was hot:
and there was a great deal of dust from
the desert. And there woro plenty of
flies—all sorts of fliss—and the flies
seemed to like Billy Bunter very much.
Perhaps his fat perspiring face attracted
them=—though, gencrally epeaking, it
would not have been called attractive.
Or perhaps the traces of his last mesl
had a fascination for them. BSince
breakfast, Bunter had disposed of a
large spliply of Turkish Delight, and he
was sticky. The flies scemed to like
Turkish Delight as much as Bunter did.

It seemed to William George Bunter
that one, at least, of the ancient plagues
of Egjft was still on—the plagua of Bies.
He dabbed, and smacked, and smacked,
and dahba&, but quite a large party of
the flies of Alexandria seemed to have
made up their minds to accompany him
to Cairo. Like the dragoman, they were
stickers.

“Did you fellows bring a mosquito
net?” asked Bunter. “I think you
might have brought s mesguito net for
me—you jolly well knew that I should
want a nap in the train! Selbshness all
round! Do you fellows ever think of
anybody but yourselves?” added Bunter
sarcastically.

“My esteemed idiotic Bunter——"

“Well, shut wup, anyhow,” said
Bunter. “The train makes ecnough
noise, without you fellows jawing when
A fetfuw wants to go to E.le:e;E-. Wake me
up when we get to Cairo.

Billy Bunter settled back in his
corner and clesed hiz eyes behind his
blﬁ spoctacles.

Don't you want to look at Egypt,
fathead 1 asked Bob Cherry.

“Blow E&: pt 1*

Harry Wharton & Co. looked from
the window with tireless interest while
Bunter settled down to snore. Alex-
andria was only the gateway of Egypt;
but the real Egypt was vnrolling before
their eyes as tfm train ran on to the
south, Alexandria and the great Lake
Mareotis dizsappeared behind. Wida
fields of barley and rice began to ap-
pear, and groups of date-palms—and
they stared ot the sight of a camel and
Y c{unkey voked together to a plough.
The new and the old jostled one another
on all sides. On the road that ran be-
side the railway & man in a tarboosh
and & djubbak was driving an Austin
Seven. A brown-faced Copt navigated
a bievele, winding among camel-riders

and donkey-boys. Brown children,
-catching sight of the foreign faces in
the train, held out brown hands and

shricked * Backsheesh [

“ Urrrrregh 17 ]

It was a sudden snort from Billy
Bunter.

The juniors looked round at him. Ha
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was Awake agnin, oand coughing and
n?lutf.urmz wildly. It was Bunter's
elegant custom, when he shut his
to open his mouth, One of the EEEEGE:B
started investigating the spacious in-
 Qooogh! Oogop! Grooogh!” epl
opogh ! I Groocogh 1™ splut-
tered Bunter. He got rid E:nf the fiy
who was probably sorry he had entered
by the time he left. “Ow! I say, yon
fallows, if you're not going to :?r.lJr I
think you might fan the fies off a fellow
E'Ellé?“hﬁ bas 8 nap! I really think

" Anybody feel inclined to sit by Bun-
ter and fan the flies off him?" asked
BE’P Cherry. “Don’t all speak at once.”

e e

a i gses anythin
at] After sll I've dﬂ-ﬂg fﬂrgy;?z—iff*lfh

Bob Cherry chuckled, and picked u
a little feather brush from the fcor 0?
:]hlﬂ uurrmgﬁ. Il:dhad been left there by

o man whose duty it was i
dust from the Eﬂ-ﬂtﬂf to Sk 1he
;Ft':-“ T”!hmmq?;f ﬂ-ldgfat man—I'll fan

o | e sald. "“(Go 8 :
mm{v :l'i;len you're asle h,;l* ok

3 » keep those beastly fies off
me [* grunted Bunter; and hg closed his
ayes agggn behind his spectacles,

e fiies were not long in setiling.
The smoars of Turkiﬂhg Delight g:l:l
Bunter's fat countenance seemed to
have an irresistible attraction for them.
A dozen flies, large and small, buzzed
over the fal,lt face of the Owl of the
wmove as he began to snore, and Bob
lifted the feather brush. As it had been
used for dusting the ecarrisge it was
well ocharged with the fine, almost
mmpalpable dust that blew from the
desert, That, however could not be
helped. Perhaps Bob did not notice
it, or perbaps he did. Anyhow, he
fanned Bunter with the Feather brush.

The flies fled. There was a gurglin
roar from Billy Bunter, and Ea ﬁrnkg
up again guite suddenly,

“Ooogh! Groogh! Ooochl Wooch!
Ow | I'm chook-chook-choking | Yurrgh!
Wharrer you doing, you beast, smother-
ing a fellow with— oocogh! — dust?
Yurrregh !

“ Fanning gcu, old fat bean—"

H Yurrrrrg | Keep off 12 shrieked
Buntey. Keep that thing away!|
Ooococh ! My nose is full of—wooogh—
dust! My mouth’s full of—gerrrgh-—
beastly dust | I say—grooocogh [

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“There's another #fiy,” said Bob
cheerily, “just settling on your nosa.
There—got “him 1"

“Yurrrrgggeh ! spluttered Bunter, as
the dust-brush whopped on his fat little
nose, " Atchoo — chooop — chooooop 1
Atchew—woop | Gug-gug-gug [*

“Ha, ha, ha ™

“Ow! Beast! Stoppit!” yelled
Bunter. “HKeep that thing away, I
tell you! Ow!l Groogh! Atchooo—
whoop 12

“Pon’t you want me to fan the flies
off ¥ asked DBob.

“Ow! Beast! Nol” roared Bunter.
“Leave them alome! Mind your own
business! 0Oh erikey ! Atchoo—chooopl
Billy Bunter sneezed frantically. Owl
(iroogh! Leave a fellow alone, vou
beast! Ooococh I”

“If that's the way you thank a chap
for fauninﬁeﬂm flies off—"*

“Ow ! ast! Yurrggh!”
Fr Hﬂq- ha ha!”
“Bome follows never zeem to know

what they want,” remarked Bob Cherry,
“First he wants to be fanned, and then
ho doesn’t want to be fenned! Thera's
no pleasing some people. I shan't fan
your any more, Bunter |
“ Boast, 1" |
The plague of flies continued to give
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The more tightly Billy Bunter clung fo William Shakespeare’s neck, the [aster the donkey careered, At the sight of the
gleaming water, however, the animal stopped—suddenly lowering its head, The next moment Bunter was shooting through

Billy Bunter their best attention as the
train hummed on southward. But Billy
Bunter did not ask to be fanned any
mora. He had had enough fanning.

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bunier on a Donkey !

s AIRO ™
‘ * Wake up, Bunter |*
The train clanged into

Cairo. From the windows
Harry Wharton & Co. had their first
view of the Pyramida of Ghizeh, tower-
ing over the desert in the distance, blue-
%rej- against the burning sky of ﬁ}g}‘pt.
he train clanged on into the station
and stopped, and Hu.r? Wharton shook
Bunter %y a fat shoulder.

“Lemme alone, you beast !” mumbled
Bunter. “'Tain't rising-bell I

“Fathead | It's Cairo!”

Billy Bunter rubbed his oyes, set his
spectacles straight on his fat little nose,
and grunted. The carriage door flew
open, & swarm of porters appearing,
clamouring for baggage.

The juniors descended, brown hands
fairly clutching at bags, sticks, every-
thing they mul%i clutch at. They joined
Sir Beginald and Mauleverer, sur-
rounded by jostling, Easticuinting.
babbling porters, black and brown.
Over the crowd amppeared a crimson
tarboosh with a dancing gold tassel,
and a familiar veice was heard. A
vollay of Arabio,'which sounded remark-
obly hke fuming to ZEnglish ears,
drove hack the portors, aided by sharp
raps from tho stick carried by E{Bﬂ!ﬂ.ﬂ,
the son of Suleiman, and the grinning
dragoman salaamed to the Greyfriars

arty, looking more than ever as if he

a spring in his backbone.

ihe air like g hullet |

“Heore, sar! Hassan is your drago-

man, You leave all things to Hassan,
Ha hee!} away these very troublesome
peoples.””
“0Oh, my hat! Weo Laven't lost
Hassan, after all® chuckled Bob
herry.
“Hagsan is your dragoman, sar.”
“Go awayl’ rﬂ.% Sir Reminald.
“Come, my boys. e hotel porter will

sco to the baggage.™

“Hassan take care of everything I
protested the dragoman.

“(Go away ! reared Bir Reginald.

“Ha, ha, ha ™

“But, sar, very fine
Hassan is your dragoman |

“Go away [” hooted the baronet. “Go
away ¥

Evidently the dragoman had travelled
on the train from Alexandria, deter-
mined not to be shaken off by his
gentlemen lords. The juniors chuckled
rather entertained by the pertinacity af
the son of Buleiman. But Rir Reginald
glared at him and stalked off, shepherd-
ing his flock out of the station. But
ihe juniors, glapmng‘[%aclr. saw the gold
tassel in pursuik e dragoman was
following on.

Whether they liked it or not, Hassan

avae themm his services, driving off
importunate porters with  volleys of
Arabio or waves of his stick, shoving
back the erowds of black and brown boys
with things to sell—things of evory
imaginable kind —roses, newspapaors,
amber combe and beads, strings of
sweetmeats, writing-paper and post-
cards, even live pigeons, tooth-brushes,
and hairpins. Hassan drove them back
ruthlessly, escorting the party out of
the swarming station like a very brown
and very decorative guardian angel.

L v, sar? ery fine donkey!”

gentleman,

A black donkey-boy shouted and gess
tured imploringly, leading a donkey up
to the party zo suddenly that there waa
nearly a collision. *Wou ride a donkey,
sar! Hiz name William Sha care,
sar. A very fine old donkey, sar|

Arabic wvolleyed from Hassan, and
the donkey-boy volleyed back and
receded, ut Billy Bunter turned his
spectacles on the sturdy donkey, and
signed to the black bay.

“You fellows can get in the texi,”
sald Bunter., “I’ll ride. Haven't ridden
since the last timie I backed a hunter
at Bunter Court, your know.™

" 0h, my hat !

“"Fine old donkey, szar!” zaid the
donkey-boy eagerly. *“Me Mustaphas,
SAT. sf dan ny-hn% in {airo, sar.
William Shakespeare best donkey, sar.
You ride um, sar. Handsome gentle-
man ride a donkey ™

“You troublesome peoples, you go
'way [ exclaimed Hassan, waving his
stick,. "My ncble gentlemen no want
donkey."

“Thiz handsomo gentleman, this great
lord, he say he ride a donkey” yelled
Mustapha angrily; and he volleyed in
Arabie, with a sound like nuts in a
nut-cracker.

Billy Bunter nodded. He rather
fancied riding while the other fellows

acked in a taxicab. But if ho had

n undecided, Mustapha's description
of him as a handsoms gentleman and
a great lord would have scttled the
point. A donkey-boy who saw at a glance
that Billy Bunter was a handsome
gent.lﬂmnn and a great lord was a
onkey-boy to be cncouraged.

“That's all right,” said-%unhair. “T'm
riding the donkey. You go and eab

(Continued on page 28.)
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OPENING CHAPTERS OF A THRILLING OLD-TIME

ROMANCE !

Introducing HAL LOVETT and J

CHAPTER 1.
The Mysterions Stranger !

YOUNG and strongly built hnf
A pumped water from a well,

and when his bucket was full

he earried it into the sculler
and set it on a stool. Ragged thou
hiz clothes wers, they were cared lor
and free from stains. The fraved ends
of his knickerbockers had been neatly
sewn up.

The yvoungster's legs were bare, and
his arms naked to above the elbow.
Pweatmﬁ himself of his coat and draw-
ing off his shirt, he plunged his head
into the water and splashed his naked
body and then rubbed it until it glowed.
He dried his hair, his face, and his
body, rubbing unti]l his skin was red,
and then, straightening his hair with a
broken comb. he eyed himsell m a
square of cracked looking-glass.

Tumbli reddish curls, a straight
nose, two bright intelligent blue evos,
and shapely lips, which, parted, showed
two rows of even teeth—this is what he
BaW.

And below, upon ‘his glowing skin, a
tattooed mark, a red faleon which
gtood with one foot raised, miarvellously
dﬁEiﬂt{:d. -

or some time the youngster studied
tha bird as he had so often done before,
then he slipped into shirt and tattered
coat, emptied out the dirty water, and
brouwght back the bucket—just asz the
strect door bell rang.

Hal Lovett, for such was the
youngster's name, hastened out into the

shop. :

TEEI‘E. blocking out the sunshine
which filtared into Wych Street, he saw
8 broad-shouldered, big-limbed man.

“Bamuel Loveltt in?" demanded the
intruder.

“No,"” answered the boy.

The man strode farther into the shop.
His keen, brown eyes swept the counter
littered with & piled disarray of second-
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hand clothes, roamed the shelves packed
with articles of all kinds, hats and boots
and shoes, canes and swords and ndds
and ends of discoloured Enargha\-ar:,h
thing second-hand; studied the cheap
and faded furniture.

Hiz threecornered hat was pushed
back on his head, his scarlet waisteoat

showed a brilliant patch of colour
against the sombre hue of his coat.
Riding-breeches, brown-topped boots

with spurs, and a newly-starched
cravat completed his attire.

Hal looked at the celebrated Bow
Street Runner in awe.
“Anything I can do for you, Mr.

Cosgrave?” he asked.

“Na, my lad,” answered the Runner,
as he pulled out one drawer after
another behind the counter and studied
carefully the contents. “I wanted a
word with him; that's all, just a word.”

Mr. Cosgrave's keen eyes still wan-
dered. IHe peeped into the scullery,
walked up three stairs into the parlour
and locked around, fthen came down
again, fumbling his staff with the royal
crown on top as he completed his survey.
Then back to the door he went, and
pulled it open to a brazen plang.

His eyes held Hal's.

“ Just you tell your father that Martin
Cosgrave called, will you, me lad?” he
snid, “Martin Cosgrave the Runner.”

“That all, sir?'" asked the boy.

“No! Add this. A little bird has
whispered. Warn him to be careful,
or one of these fine days I'll be nabbin’
him for thieving and receivin'.
vou konow what that'd mean, boy.”

“No,"” answered Hal.

“Transportation,” said the Bow
Strect Bunner, “ Transportation; or
else 8 ride to Tyburn Tree.” Then Mr.
Cosgrave's hard face relaxed imte a
emile. * You're & bright boy, Hal,” he
added. “I've allus liked wou. And
bust me if I know how you came to be
like you are with sech a father as Sam
Ln?ﬁ{g" .

With that, he pulled the door to with

| ﬂ 'Arthur Steffens.

ERRY McLEAN, Knights of the Road.

8 slam and went off with slow and
measured strides beneath the over-
hanging gables of tho houses in Wych
Street, followed by a hundred furtive
BYes.

HMartin Cosgrave had visited Samual
Lovett'a sh in Wych Sireet befors,
and Hal had never been afraid of him.
But he was uneasy now. He dalivered
the wprmnlg:, and dmaﬂﬁ ducked the
smashing blow his father hurled at him
for giving it. But be could not get it
out of his mind,

Hal was a clever boy. Ha noticed
things. His father did very little trade
in hiz rag shop, but there were times
when he had plenty of gold to squander
in drink.

Hal almost knew that his father was
s receiver and a thief.

The boy ecarcely slept a wink the
night after the Runner had called.
Cosgrave's visit worried him.

The wvery next day Hal experienced
another shock. .

His father was upstairs in the parlour,
recovering from a drinking bout. His
mother bad gone out, and the boy was

lad, becauss her constant nagging
retted him more than his father's blows.

Hal had been told to loock after the

shop.

ﬁa was sitting on the counter swing-
ing his bare legs when a shadow
darkened the glass panes of the shop
door, and a hand li.fl;ed the latch.

The man who entered the shop was &
beggar. There was nothing remark-
able in that. Such men bad often
called before. - .

But the ﬂiiﬂ%l that did strike Hal as
strange was the way in which the

ar red at
ESHEIE Eﬁﬂ a-fire.

Slowly the man came towards him
with his head boent as if to seo the
better,

Hal stopped breathing. He was not
afraid, only there was something un-
canny about the man.

him out of eyes that



“80," said the stranger, "you are
Bam fln?ﬂtt’? hﬁ i

*¥ea," gaid Hal,

For & minute they looked at each
other. And as the boy studied the
beggar he noticed many things; for in-
stance, that the features of the man's
dirty face were not those of & gutter
rascal, that the begrimed hand which
held the weather-stained rag of a cloak
cloze about him was smooth, and the
nails earefully trimmed. The 's ayes
travelled to the man's feet. His shoes
were filthy. They bhad not been cleaned
for a long time, Hal judged, but they
were oxpensive shoes and soundly soled
and hceled.

“Ah!” said the stranger, breaking
the f:lllanﬂﬂ. “Take me to your father,

g
1 slipped off the counter and dodged
away.

“What name?” he asked,

*The name doesn’'t matter,” answered
the stranger, as he pulled the brim of
his battered felt hat down farther to
shield his eyes. "Tell him Mr. Who.”

Hal held his breath. His eyes had
caught the flash of a diamond as the
man raiged his right hand. Mr. Who's
voico was smooth and cultured, too, in
spite of his attempts to coarsen its tone.

The boy turned to deliver the mmag&
—and saw his father standing at the
head of the thres steps leading to the
parlour,

Gaunt and ugly, hiz hair tumbled, hia
clothes stained and uwnbrushed, Samuel
Lovett towered over Hal ss he took a
pinch of mmuff,

“If you're not livelier delivering a
Mmess next time, I'll whip you till

ou bleed, you young willain” =aid

ovett, glaring through bloodshot eyes
at his zon. “Look after the shop.
Come in, Mr. Who,"

The murmur of voices from the par-
lour where the door stood ajar worried
Hal as he remained in the shop whilst
the shadows deepened.

A droning murmur of lowered voices
talking about whom and what?

After a while, the boy crept up the
threa stairs and drew as near to the
open door as he dare.

Hal was growing up. Only a few days
back the thought of fleeing from home
had entered his mind for the first time.
He thought of it again now. After all,
why should he stay with a father whom
he hated and who hated him, and a
mother who was forever scolding him
and depriving him of food—a favourita
form of punishment, and always un-
deserved 7

The words that came to him made him
shiver and his heart beat fast.

“And so—that's the boy.”
the stranger speaking.

“That's the boy."”

“1 shall want to make
You say he bears the mark?”

“He does. You shall see it before
you go.” . i

“1 would like to see it now.”

Hal scuttled like a. startled rabhit,
noiselessl
shop, an
counter top
fetch him.

It was

sura of it.
a3
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with the right, and the boy saw apgsin
the fash of the diamond ring,

A beggar with a diamond ring !

As the man bent Hal backward his
eyes greedily devoured every detail of
the tattved falcon, which showed up
vividly on the boy's bara chest.

“So!" he muttered, and Hal knew
that an active brain was busy behind
the mask of that grimoey face. *“So!
H'm! It was nice of you to ask me to
come and see your boy, Lovett, but I'm
afraid he will not do—no, azsuredly, he
will not do.”

Some boys would have been fright-
encd, but not so Hal Lovett, hﬁlimi
never been afraid. He kept on wonder-
mgh what had brought Mr. Who to his
father’s shop, and why he should figure
u; tﬂn pretonded beggar's caleulations
BG Bil.

Once again their eyes met and held
their gaze. the stranger relaased
Hal, and Bamusl Lovett, grasping him
savagely by the eollar, spun him
through the door and cuffed him into
the shop.

“You stay there and watch the door,”
Hal’s father growled. “And let me
know the moment anyone calls”

He strode back into the parlour again,
closing the door behind him.

Hal did not stay in the darkening
zhop. Instead, he crept back to the
parlour door. After all, he felt safer
with the door closed.

The boy had never listened before.

cre was something mean about eaves-
dropping ; but the visit of the mysterious
stranger intrigued him, and he set his
ear to the keyhole.

Hadn't he the right to listen, since
he knew they were discussing him 1

Mr. Who was talking in a low voice,
but his tone was so rich Hal could hear
almost every word,

“It is the boy, right enough, Lovett:
which iz as well for you, for if you'd
lied I'd have sent wvou to the hulks,
Since it is he, can you comtrive any-
thing 1*

The listening boy held his breath,

“No doubt. If you could tell me
your movements, why——"

“I shall attend Drury Lane Theatre
to-night. Kemble 12 appearing in
‘Hamlet.”™ Mr. Wheo's voice was
oultured now.

“And shall you be carrying anything

and on tiptoe, back inte the
he was bunched lazily on the J88
when hig father came to K4

Samuel Lovett's clutching hand hurt !

as he dragged Hal into the dingy par- 7

loner.

The boy almost fell as his father
hurled him towards Mr. 0.

“Look and see!” growled Lovet:,
glaring savagely at his son,

Mr. Who seized Hal by the collar of
his coat and drew him with surprising
ease—auch was his strength—into the
dim_light that streamed through dirty
window-panes. -

There, as he held the lad tightly with
kis left hand, he tore Hal's shirt back

JERRY McLEAN Hal’'s bosom pal.
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on your person worth the priggin'?”
It was Samuel Lovett speaking.

“ Assuredly. Even a diamond——2

Hal lost the last word as Mr. Who
Iﬂ\:-ﬂrad his voiee, but it sounded like
“atar.™

“I'll see the boy is there. I'll be
t'hﬂ":ﬁ- myaalf.t‘ But—" i g

ou want your efora you've

earned  it—eh 72 EIEI h&nrdjr tho
stranger’s voice shrill. “Well, I don't
mind. But this time see that you pro-

perly earn it!”
The listening boy heard the dull chink

of money, and, ing 1n at tho key-
hole, saw Ea.mué'iee }'.?mett snatch a hgg
purse up from the table and pour out
of it into his palm & rain of golden
guineas, = .

In his excitement Hal had held his
breath. He lot # go now with a sob-
bing gasp, and b men wheeled and
faced the door,

“What was that?™

Hzl tore like the wind along the pas-
sage, turned into & darkened room,
snatched a rushlight from a greasy
candlestick, and raced with this up the
Etg:?]irg sthira, up and up to his garret
a I,

e e ——

The Boy Becomies 8 Man !

T was a hsnwrtr-atrickan garret
Plaster fallen from the ceiling,
exposing the luths, and through
the holes water dripped. A damp,

musty den, lit only by a small recessed
window,

Hal sat on the end of a shaky bed
with a book upon his knees. The rush-
light burned upon a broken chair, and
he bent double in order to read the
close print.

The boy had borrowed the mouldy
volume from a pile in the 511-::1:: for ho
had taught himself to read., ° he ting-
n*lmﬁ of the street door bell sounded
clearly, but he did not move or run to
the window to watch Mr. Who going
home. His reading absorbed him. For
the same reason did not hear his
father's heavy tread upon the creaking
stairs,

The door whined open on rusty
hinges, and Bamuel Lovett came in. He
held o stout whip in his hand, and
emiled evilly as he felt its wicked
interlaced thong,

Hate smouldered in hiz eyes as he
studied the boy. Why should Hal recd
and write when he and Mra. Lovett
conld not even seratch their names?
_For & moment Samuel Lovett was
silent. Then his rough wvoice boomed
through the tiny room.

“Didn’t I tell you to mind the shop 1™

With a start Hal set the book down
then, whon he saw the whip and read
his father’s intention in the gleam of
erual eyes, he backed away.

“1 couldn't staF: in the shop,” said
Hal. “I did not like that man. I had
to come up here and read.”

“Had to—ech? And you didn’t like
that man?®

Samuel Lovett eracked the whip.

I dide’t like him, You were plot-
ting something about me. He didn't
come to find me employment.” Hal

crouche against the wall, watoh-
s hed back agai h 3

ing nervously the stealthy approach of
the powerfully-built man. * ¥You shan't
use that whip on ma”

“Shan’t I?* said Samusl Lovett.
“We'll see, then |”

The whiplash leapt from the driving
hand; but, with a lightning-like leap,
Hal sprang asside, and the sawishing
thong struck against the wall.

The next moment the boy had dodged
the cumbersome bully, and was close to
the window.
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But Samuel Lovett was agila—quick.
He cleared the truekle bed and barred
the way to the door. Then leaping in,
he swung the biting thong sbout Hal's
middle.

Hal did not ory out—did not winoee.
Long yoars-of endurance had hardened
him to Samuel Lovett's cruelty. He
gearcely felt the cutting bite of the lash,

Something had happened to Hal to-
day. Ha rizen from his poverty-
gtricken bod a boy. But now he felt
that he had sudden:'l?r become a man,

Back he sprang, his ayes Haming with
hate, for love and respect for this man
had died in him long ago.

“Don't strike ms again!” he cried
fiercely. “ You'll be sorry if you do——"

Lovett laughed. Not strike—eh?
Why, he loved to whip this boy of his!
It would be sweet to keep on lashing
until he made him eory. And so the
fhong flashed out again, biting deep
mto the boy’'s shoulder.

Thiz time Hal felt pain. Springing
aside, he stooped, and, picking up the
broken chair, hurled it at the man's
head.

His aim was true and the chair hard.
Lovett dropped as if he had bean pole-
axed and lay half stunped upon the
dirty boards. :

The bay snatched the whip out of his
hand, and, standing within distance,
lashed the bully as fast as he could ply
the thong.

*¥ou are not father,” he told the
writhing, squrming villain. “I
couldn’t have such a father as you.
I'm oot like you! I don't think like
you! I don't look like you! 1 hate

oul VYou'ra a thief, a receiver, a

runken loafer! I'm—not—going—to—
atajr—ll}Fre—nnywmurut I'm—going—
aWaY

Every word wes punctuated by a
blow, and, as the thong bit deep in the
man's-soft flesh, Samuel Lovett rolled

over on hizs hands and knees and un--

steadily regained his feet.

“¥ou beggar's brat!” he screamed.
“I'll make you pay for this!”

With arms raised to protect his face
Lovett plunged in, but Hal Bpranlg to
the door and beat him off with the lash-
iﬂﬁ whip. -

ripping over a knot in the boards,
Lovett tumbled heavily, and lay, pant-
ing, leering up at the boy out of blood-
shot oyes. The blow from the chair had
weakened him.

“I'm leaving the house. I shall not
come back any more,” said Hal, as he
hurled the whip into & darkened corner
of the garret. *I'm going awayl’

“You'll come back to-mght,
hear 7" mumbled the dazed man.

“I'm your father. You'll be at Drury
Lane Theatre to-night when the play-
goers turn out, I want you there ™

Setting his arma akim Hal stared
down with a smile at the man he ha
whipped. ;
”E#ac&us& of what wyou plotted with
Mr. Who?” he asked jeeringly.

“You listened, you thieving pup
goid the bully, as he rose unsteadily.
“Why, yes, because of that. It means
mongy——"

“ Perhaps,” mocked the boy, “T'll be
thera ! And then, as Lovett made a
sudden spring, he crashed the door to
50 that the man fell egainst it, and
pelted down the steep, winding stairs

d'ye

L

and through the shop, out into the
narrow, cobbled street.
Day hed gona. A moon hung up

above the overhanging eaves of the
gabled- houses,

Hal hurried on past dimly illuminated
windows, whistling.

He was no longer a boy, he reckoned,
for he had beaten Bamuel Lovett; he
was a man, and he was free

e e

The Diamond Star!

AL wandered about the streets

H adjoining Clare Market, until

it began to rain. Then, his

naked feet prowing numbed,

he wandered under the piazza of Covent

Garden for shelter. It was there that
he met Jerry McLean.

MclLean was leaning against one of
the columns, hands in pockets, staring
out at the drizzle.

His fine clothes were shabby, only his
cravat being clean, His weatherworn
hat was sot sidewise on his curly head,
and h;s hands were thrust deep into his

ats,

McLean’s young and handsome face
was marked and lined from the effects
of dissipation, but his hard expression
relaxed snd softened ns ho recognised
the ragged, bare-footed boy.

he ashked.

“Whither away, Hal?”
“How's faur bully father?”

Hal told hiz tale breathlessly.

“Funds are low, lad,” said McLean,
as soon as the boy had fnished, “but
we must have a cup of coffee and talk
over this.”

In the shelter of a cosy pew in a
common coffes-house frequented by
Covent Garden porters MclLosn asked n
hundred guestions, and pondered over
the boy's tale,

“8trap mo, but it's deuced odd,” he
gaid, hiz blue eyes sparkiing. *“You
talk of a ha%gar with & diamond ring,
a8 bag of gold and an appointment at
Drury Lane Theatre to-mightt Hml
Let’s look at that faleon, lad ™

Hal bared his body, and MecLesn
stored long at the tattooed sign.

“Queer 1" he muttered. *Now, lad,
there are two courses to pursue. The
firet and safest iz to get right away
from these parts. You could come and
share rooms with me—only, like you,
I'm homeless and penniless. I haven't
any rooms, My last coppérs have gone
to pay for the coffea.”

“I'm sorry,”” said Hal impulsively.

“Never be sorry, boy., It gets you
nowhere. A ga‘ar ago I was rich. But
I ran through a fortune, and now I'm
—poor. But I had a good time, and I'm
not sorry."

McLean sprawled back in his pew,
handsome, smartly dressed in stained
and dirty clothes that were slightly out
of fashion, the wreck of & dandy who
once had been,

"Zince wo have no home, and meney
can ba made among the éand:es whon

d the theatre turns out, boy,"” he went on,

“we come to course number two. That
iIs We can to the theatre as your
father ur and spe what game he
means to E::aﬁ. Thera, boy, we can have
another look at the mysterious Mr,
Who.”

The coffee had warmed Hal. His
bright eyes danced as he leaned upon
the table between them,

“That's what I want,” he said breath-
loasly. “I want to know who this Mr.

Who is.”
MoLean drummed his fingers on the

table,
“ A beggar with & diamond ring, who
gives your father a bag of gold, and

attends a theatre wearing a diamond—

THE MAGNET

star, didn't you say, my boy? Why, yes,
I think I'd like to know him, too!™
It was nearly midnight when Hal and
Jerry Meclean left the cheap coffes-
house and hurried to near-by Drury
Lane. Kain was dripping down and the
cobbled roads were full of puddles.
No stranger association than that
Meclean, the broken man about
town, and Hall, the hu,m-ledgged, ragged

boy could ever be imagine
heir friendship had begun three
weeks ago when a gusty windghad blown

Molean's hat from his head. Hal had
run n chase of it, had saved it from
going into an open gutter, and had
brought it back to its owner, Bl
having nothing to do, had stayed to
gossip with the boy, likmﬁ his intelli.
ence, his good looks, and his happy,
right eyes. They had met many times
sinee,

Now, as they came in sight of the
theatre, hackney carriages and coaches
moved onward to the portico, Chair-
men bore their heavy Scdans—a fast
dying fashion—with braced shoulders
and strainmg arms, shouting “hby your
leave I* as they went by.

Loafers hung about watching the well-
dreszsed audisnce with envious eyes.

Asg McLean and Hal pushed their way
to the front, the boy could see men and
women of fashion crowding the theatre
foyer. Diamonds flashed. Rich silks
and fine laces and radiant beauty mada
a %lﬂwmg picture, mellowed by the soft
hﬁ t of countless tapers.

‘We're here, boy,” laughed McLean,
“But we must be wary. ‘Lhere's danger
in the t.ragwthis Mr. Who and your
rascally father have set for you. Have
you thuught of thatt”

“I don't caral"

Hal's keen eyes searched the crowd,
and, in the background, he saw the
hur[y figure of Martin Cosgrave, the
Bow Street Runner, propped against
the theatre wall. Then his eyes, wan-
dering on, picked uf\ the ura of
Semuel Lovett as his father came lurch-
ing along, fuddled with liquor, and his
feet unsteady,

T “My father's coming,” whispered the
oy.

“Ay,"” answered McLean, with a nod;
“but if he's wise, he'll keep his hands
off you.®

Lovett came closer and caught ai%ht
of Hal. But the boy had no eyes for
him now, for he had caught sight of &
tall and elegant man, who pushed his
way ocourteously among the theatre
throng until he passed the yawning
doors.

There he stood, dressed in the height
of fashion, diamonds flashing on his
fingers, his powdered head thrown
haughtily back, o gold-mounted cane in
his right hand, a small sword dangling
by his side, the mysterious Mr. Who!

Hal stared at him in wonder,

Upon the man's left breast blazed a
diamond star, the Btar of the Garter,
and across his silk waistcoat awept the
Garter ribbon.

Very handsome indeed locked My,
Who, very graceful, hiz shopely legs,
clad in silk stockings, cuding with
elegant buckled shoes.

an bent forward seeing Hal so
absorbed,

“What's the matter, boy?" he asked.

Hal turned his curly head and lifted
up his startled eyes.

PR
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Hal's shoulder and ur him forward.
Samuel Lovett had fourd his boy!
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EVERY SATURDAY

"“8o, I've got "es at last, have I he
iturmad. “I'll teach ‘ee, you gallows
rat1”

Hal was vrged forward in the diree-
tion of Mr. Whe, who stepped down te
meet a splendid carriage, at whose open
door stood a Hunkey bowing low,

_ Hal broke away from Lovett, but was
instantly seized again. Y

A moment later Hal found himself
strugglhing among the well-dressed men
ond women of the theatre, He looked
Jl!:f mnto the devilishly handsome faoce of

r. Who, whose eyes smouldered evilly
as ho looked down.

It seemed to Hal that & sign flashed
between the swell and Somuel Lovett.
Then Hal found himself hurled right
against the elegant Mr. Who, who had
played the role of beggar in the after-
noon, and rich lord at night.

Mr. Who stoggered, recovered him-
self and seized Hal in an iron grip.

In ene brief second the diamond star
had been torn from his silk coat by the
dirty, greedy, grasping hand of Samuel
Lovett and thrust into the gaping pocket
of the boy's r_uﬁgﬂd jacket.

Just as swiftly as he had ripped -he
diamond star from tearing silk, Bamuel
Lovett backed away

Hal tried to free himself, but Mr.
Who's hands were like iron.

“Call the watch!” cried Mr. Who.
“This boy has rebbed me |

“The watch! Police!” yclled the
crowd. " Fetch the Runners!”

“By gad, no!” bawled McLean, who
had seen everything, and now came
bursting through the excited crowd.

He found himself close to Sam Lovett,
and smashed a héavy punch into the
rascal’s evil face as it bobbed near him,
dr]-::lppmg him heavily to the ground.

al, with a desperate effort, broke
away from Mn Who.
“1've done nothing I” he eried,

With a lightping spring, the dandy
closed with him and gripped him again
twisting his coat collar so tightly roun
his throat as to almost choke him.

“You robbed me of my dismond
star | hissed Mr. Who.

““It's not true—it's not true—"

Hal fought desperately, but the crowd
closed in.

Then, with heaving shoulders, half a
dozen Rummers from up the strest
gshouldered the crowd aside and seized
Ha)l and held hima fast,

“What's the trouble, my lordi”
azked Martin Cosgrave, as he confronted
Mr. Who,

“This_gutter boy robbed me of my
diamond star. You will find it in his
ockat,” answered Mr. o, wiping his

ps with a dainty lace handkerchief.

Martin Cosgrave’'s big, fat hand went
into Hal’s pocket, and came out again
holding fast the diamond star.

‘jimfi I called to warn your father,™
said the Runner, with a twisted grim,
“1 allus liked you, boy. But I might
have known you were brought up
wrong, and would end on the gallows.
This will mean the hulks or transporta-

tion, as sure as I'm a Runner !
1%

“But I didn't steal the star!
wag—"
_ “He came right up to me and snatched
it from my coat!” said Mr. L
have never known such daring! Take
him away 1”

“No, by thunder, no1®

MoLean came sgain, Gghting his way
to Hal’s side. With a hefty punch, he
koocked a Runner down, en tore
Cosgrave's hand from Hal’s coat,
_Anm instant later, as the Runners closed
m’dwiﬂit:s hﬂea_::l du;m, shoulders heaving,
an ying, he was fighting like a
madman to try to rescue l-ﬁli ¥

dragged aside.

Hal Loveit crouched back against the window, waiching nervously the siealt

approach of the powerfully built man,
he cried.

Hal did his best to help, but was
Handcuffs snapped upon
his wrists, and he was half-stunned by
a savage blow.

Then MecLean, still fighting hand and
foot, with a handeuff dangling from
hig left wrist, legs sproad wide, and
head butting, mada his last game stand,

Bix Runners bore him down, using
him brutally because of his desperate
resistance, and & fow minutes later he
was hurried fo Bow Bireet Folice
Station and charged.

Hal, dazed, and with handouffs on his
wrigts, looked wonderingly at McLean,
whose handsome face was cut and
bruised and bleeding.

. “Courage, boy!"” said McLean, lick-
ing dry hips.

And then the stranger, known to Hal
as “Mr. Who,” looking remarkably dis.
tinguished in a sinister way, drawled
out his story.

“The boy had brushed into him and
stolen his diamond star. He hoped and
trusted the wyoung villain would be
hanged "’

“It's a plot!” shouted Hal, scarcely
able to speak in his excitement. “That
man is Mr. Who! He came to my
father’s shop to-day disguised as =&
bﬂglgar. They planmed to do this to
mB AF

“The boy is dangerous!” drawled the
splendidly dressed gentleman. “I am

Earl of Huntford. See to it that
your ];nsunm are properly ironed, for,
should they escape, some of you would
pay dearly for iti”

“Yes, my lord,” said Cosgrave, the
Runner, nodding hia head and casting
a gurprizsed glance at Hal Lovett.

**Shan’t I?* said the bully.

*“You shan’t use that whip on me [ **
“We'll see, then | **

McLean tried to speak, but he was
seized and borne away. His voice rang
in defiant protest,” and Hal heard him
call out, but the gruff voices of tho
Runners drowned his words,

Two burly men hurried Hal to a prisen
ecell, into which they hurled him,

The boy dropped on one knee,
regained h?u balance, and rose.

Az he turned, the heavy door swung to
with a clang, and Hal found himself in
uiter darkness, He heard iron bolts
shot home and a key turn, then the
sound of retreating footstepa,

The cell measured about twelve fect
by six, and Hal found a coarse mat
thrown against an engle of the walls,
On this mat he threw himself, lying as
comfortably ag his handeouffed wrists
would allow,

As he lay there, he pondered u
the amazing double identity of the Earl
of Huntford and the mysterious Mr.
Who, and wondered what had brought
an earl to Samvel Lovett's rag shop
that day, and why the earl should have

lotted with his father to lay this trap
or him. For that the ear] and Mr.
Who were one and the same person
Hal had not the slightest doubt.

He had found no solution of the
pzzle when, towards the morning, he
ceased his restless turning and tossing,
and mercifully fell fast asleep,

(Heré's an intriguing sfart to one of
the most thrilling hiphwayman stories
evér writien. Mind you read néxt
week’s gensational chaplers. Mean-
while, introduce Hal Lovelt and Jerry
MoLean to your pals—they'd just love
to read of their exeiling advéntures.)
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HARRY WHARTON & CO.
IN EGYPT!

(Continued from poge 23.)

coke, Hassan! I say, vou fcllows, I'll
follow you in that texi.”

With the cager help of Mustapha,
Billy Bunter mounted the donkey. Bir
Reginald Brooke glanced round to see
that all the party was there.

“Where is5 Bunter?” he exclaimed.

“Ok gad! There he is, nunky,” said
Lord Mauleverer, “on that donkey !

Sir Reginald’s eyeoglass fixed on
Bunter in astonishment. He trowned.

“Bunter !" he rapped out. “Get off
that donkey, vou absurd boy! Get into
the cab! Buntor—"

“Hore, hold him !” roared Bunter, in
alarm.

Bunter had settled down quite com-
fartably into the red saddle while
Mustapha held the donkey. But
William Shakespeare, the donkey, did
not secm so comfortable, Probably he
hod never borne o weight like Bunter's
bofore. He was a stronmg and sturdy
donkey, and looked quite fresh and
frigky. But Bunter's weight was mora
than a joke, and William Shakespeare
did not seem to like it.

Ho turned his head round inguiringly
at Buuter and stared at him, and then
jumped and theew up his heels.

There was a roar from Bunter as he
began to play cup-and-ball in the
saddle. TUp went Bunicr and down
again. up again and down again, und
he dropped the reins and clung ta the
donkey’s neck.

“1 say, you fellows!"” yelled Bunter,
“Help ™

“Ha, ha, ha "

“Yarooh ! Stoppim! Lemme gorroff !
Help !” roarcd Bunter. ®Catch hold of
his logs! Cateh hold of his tail!
Yarocoop ¥

Mustapha crashed his stick on the
donkey to reduce him to order. DBut
Williamm Shakespeare seemed only to
ot more excited. He flung out his heels
wildly, and Mustapha dod AWAY.
Another erash of the stick started
Williamr Shakespeare off at a gallop.

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

“[ say, vou fellows!” howled Bunter,
clin ing{ frantically to the donkey's
mrclg I say! Help! Yarcoocop!”

“Ha, ha, ha ! :
Howls of laughter {followed Billy
Bunter, as he disa %enrai:l on the donke
into the crowds of airo. 8ir Reginal
snorted—and  the juniors chortled.
Bunter vanished, clinging to the neck of
his mettlesoms charger, and they. started
for the hotel, hoping that the Owl of the

Remove would arrive there in one piece.

It seemed like some fearful nightmare
te Billy PBunter. There arc . many
strange sights in the streets of Cairo—
but the streets of Cairo had never scen
a stranger sight than that of William
Shakespeare, the .donkey, carecring
along with the fat Owl chnging franti-
cally to his hairy neck.

That desperate clutch on his neck
seemed to add the last straw to William
Shakespeare’s excitement. He dashed
among motor-cars, taxi-cabs, camels,
water-carriers, sherbet-scllers, donkeys
and donkey-boys, with Bunter clinging
to his neck like a limpet to a rock. Mus-
tapha was lost in _the crowd. But be-
hind the runaway donkey gleamed a red
tarboosh, and a gold tonssel -danced—
Hassan, the dragoman was in pursuit,
But Hassan could not overtake the
donkey. William Shakespeare waog on
hiz mettle, and he gave an- exhibition of

ftpﬂd seldom cqualled by a Cairo
onkey.
“Ow! Wow! Ow! Help! Rescue!

Yoooop ! gurgled Bunter. “1 sa¥, you
fellows—— Oh erikey ! Eturpim.f Shoot
him! I say, help! Yaroooh!®

William Shakespeare carcered onward.

T'he streets of Cairo passed Bunter like
& kaleidoscopr. e whisked past motor-
cars and trams, camels and hieyeles!
The faster the donkey careered the more
tightly Bunter ¢lung to his neck, and the
more tightly he clung to the donkey's
neck, the faster William Shakespeare
carcered.

There was a gleam of water in front
of- Bunter. It was the Nile! And
William Shakespcare,  at long  last,
halted. Had not the Nile beenr there
the donkey might really have carried
Bunter onward,.past. the Sphinx_and the

Pyramids, into the Libyan Descrt, For-
tunately the Nile was there! William

Shakespeare stopped—suddenls, 'lower-
ing his head.

Bunter shot off cver his head like a
'huﬂelih .

Splash !

* Doocooooch

William Shakespeare trotted away, no
doubt relieved to h% rid of his extra-
ordinary burden. illy Bunter sat in
mud and shallow water and roared.

A brown hand dragged him out.

“Ay fine gentleman, you trust Hassan.
Hassan iz your dragoman !
“Grooogh! Ooooch! Wooogh!”

:Whm;g‘a Bunter I

“Wo such luck !

“Halla, hallo, halle! Look!™

Horry Wharton & Co. had lunched
and come .out on the balcony of Shep-
heard’'s IHotel, in Caire. Bunter had not
turned up vet, But as they looked down
from the balcony at the motley erowd
below, -they sighted him—{urning up at
last. He was muddy, he was dusty, he
looked tired, and he looked cross. It
was evident that his donkey-ride bad not
agreed with him. Hassan, with a grin-
ning brown face, was bringing him in,
and ho helped Bunter up the steps to the
halcony, where innumerable eyes were
fixed on him, and innumerable faces
weroe wroathed in smiles.

“Hallo, halle, halle!
ride 7" roared Bob Cherry

* Beast ! .

“Had a good time?” chuckled Lord
Maunleverer.

“Yah 1 _

Buntor rolled into the hotel.
salaamed to the Greyfriars fellows.
salaamed to Sir Reginald.

“Hassan is your dragoman, my gentle-
men lords ! he zaid. “ When you want

i

Hassan, lie always hore !
Sir Reginald opened his lips to say
“Go away !” but he closed them agam.
Hassan had established hiz claim. So
long as Harry Wharton & Co. remdined
in Egvpt, Hassan was Zoing to be thew
dragoman. And that was that!

Enjoyed your

Haszsan
Hao
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“ Hay-ho, here we gol
Bing Ho for the life of a hiker [

ACK JOLLY & CO. of the Fourth

at Bt. Bam's, sang that little

E_EM_ out of sheer jov of spirits

as they tramped along the moon-

lit highway., They were on a hiking

toor round somo of the bewty spots of

England, and, since getting rid of Dr.

Birchemall the day before, they had

been having a rattling good time. At

present they were looking for an inn
where they could spend the nite.

“Who wouldn't be a hiker?” sighed
Frank Fearless contentedly. “I reckon
it's & grand life myself 1"’

“Same here, old chap!” corussed
E_E.qw and .ﬂlﬂrr while Jolly nodded
in full approval.

Everybody would not have agreed
with the St. Sam’s juniors just at that
moment, however. Thera waz some-
thing rather sinnister and weerd about
the moonlit lane down which they were
tramping. The trees russled misteri-
ously, owls blinked down with green,
shining eyes from the branches, bats
flow about with many an earie squeal,
rata scuttled across the road, and, now
and again, the juniors Enﬁﬂ..wn they
berd distant peels of feendish larfter.

Under such sercumstances, most
hikers would have felt their neeze nock
together and their hair stand upright
on their heads. But Jack Jolly & Co.
knew not the meaning of fear, and their
weerd, uncanny surroundings only made
them all the merrier.

“Here's an inn!"” cride Jack Jolly
suddenly, pointing to a dark building
-E.&nn back [rom the road. * We'll
Eﬂw—.m thoy Er_...-w_w =u_“u z."..._ inn 1** &

uppose they're all asleep in the
inn "' msked Frank Fearless.

Jack Jolly larfed.

Ter Maiguer Lisrary.—No. 1,279,

A FULL O' FUN YARN DEALING WITH THE ADVENTURES OF JACK JOLLY & (€O, THE HEROES OF ST ‘SAM’S ]

up ourselves, we'll nock them up!™

“The place scems gilent and deserted,”

said Bright. " Wnat bappens if they're
all out at the inn?™

“If that's the caze,” responded Jack
Jolly, “we'll all go in the inn without
being asked in, in the hoap that we
Enﬂ_n be found out. Here goes, any-
way ™

With that, Jack Jolly gave the old
cak deor a series of sharp wraps.

Bang! Crash! Wallop! Boom!

For & minmit, silence was the only
answar. Then there was a rattling of
chains and a erashing of bolts being
drawn, and the door swung slowly open.

An evil-locking old man, wearing a
black skull-cap, peered out from the
inn, The flickering light of the candle
hc carried showed that he had & hawk-
like nose, cagle cyes, crow’s fect, &
swallow-tail coat, and pigeon tocs. He
looked a very misterious old bird.

“What do you want at the Hawnted
Inn?'" he soarled, making horrible
grimaces at the hikers of 8t. Bam’'s,

X __H__rn juniors nudged pach other mean-
wngly.

- it's hawnted, is it?"' larfed Jack
Jolly. “ Well, never mind; I like a faw
ghosta fo- liven up the nite myself.
What's your name, landlord " .

“Coyning Luker!” snarled the evil-
looking jentleman. " 'What bizziness
brings you to this ghost-ridden spot,
where spooks and spirits make the nite
hiddeous with their spectral sport "'

“Well, Mr. Luker, we've nocked you
up becawse we want a nite's lodging 1™
grinned Jack Jolly. *Can you put us
”_-_..ﬂ_..w.._-

To the serprize of the St. Sam’s
juniors, the misterious Coyning Luker
mEEnm.!..iu broke into a howl of feen-
dish Iarfter.

“Har, har, har ! 3

“Grate pip! Has he nocked his
funny-bone against the door?" aszked
Frank Fearless wonderingly.

“Har, har, har! The Hawnted Inn
has guests|” roared the landlord, rub-
bing his bony hands together.
“Welcome, jentlemen! You weant to
stay here, and so you shall—in the
Hawnted Room, from which no guest
has ever emerged alive! Har, har,
har 1"

“I'm dashed if I quite 1ike this chap's
sense of humer |"” remarked Merry, as
they all went into the inn. “Do you
think it's altogether safe to stay here "

“Bafe as houses |” replied Jack Jolly

DrcKyYy NUGENT

“In that case, as we're feeling nocked

i
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B om

confidently, " Whe's afraid of ghosts,
anyway! This way!" :

The 2t. Sam's juniors followed the
landlord up the creeking old stairs,
across a narrow landing, and through

sevveral gloomy idpes, till at last
they reached the ﬂwlnnﬂm Room.
“Har, har, har! Here you will sleep

for the nite !'" chuckled Coyning Luker,
learing at his guests. “I trussed you
will -nﬂ?ﬁ your rest]| Har, har, har|”

With that, he left them and walked
away, larfing hiddeously as ho wont.

“Well, chaps, I'm tired,” said Jack
Jolly. -“ 1 sujjest we turn in now.'

"{s00d wheeze [V

They turned into their respective beds
and were soon in the Land of Nodd.

It must have been some time after
midnite when they were awakened by a
misterious muffled scratoching sound.
" What's that?" wispered Jack Jolly,
sitting up in bed.,

“D-d-do von think it's the g-g-ghost 1*"
asked Merry, somewhat nervussly.

Despite their bravery, Jack Jolly &
Co. felt the blud freeze in their veirs
at the thought.

bmﬁ_ﬂuﬂmmﬁu. uwn..m.f ﬂ_.umu__uumr
trembling fourfinger at the wall.

“Took!" he cride n_n_-du_.m

They looked. As they did so, a panel
in the wall slid back slowly, and, by
the earie light of the moon, & tall,
bearded figger stepped into the
Hawnted Room—a figger which was
somehow familiar to them all

“The Head!” cride Frank Fearless.
“It's the ghost of Dr. Birchemalll
We're bewitched I

—

II.
“ RISONER at the bar! ¥You
w are char with exceeding
the & limit in & sedan-
chair supported by two
donkeys | Have you anything to say in
your defence?"

Hﬂﬁ.ﬂruﬁuﬂﬁ:?mﬂ;u ...—u.ou_mn_u
court, the morning after Jack Jolly &
Co. had watched their Lmuu_-.ww head-

Sl B
L tcha a i/ o
the. dook in wiiich B¢ stood wnd Hoked

his dry li Col i

“Your m_m.uumﬂ all I can eay is this
hera!” he cride, with his usual H!..,_w
less grammar. “ In the first place——=
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“Fined half-a-crownl!” snapped the
magistrate. * Next casel”

“But I haven't got half-a-crown!"
gasped the Head of St BSam's
“Owing to thoughtlessly leaving my
wad of ten-pound notes at home, your
honner—"

“"Make it ten years® hard
then | snorted the magistrate.
move the prisoner!”

“M-m-my giddy sunt |"" stuttered Dr.
Birchemall, as burly perlicemen seezed
him and mwn_wm.,.a__.._ him below. *Ten
years’ hard! can't possibly do 1t
just mow. I've got o lot of bizziness
appointments next week, and besides

“Got the manacles ready, Jim?t"
asked one of the perlicemen, as they
reached the cells,

The Head let out & velp as his eyes
lighted on the manacles and Landcuffs
that were waiting for him.

“Helpl Lemme go!"
" Reskew, St. Bam's!"”

It was a cry of despair on the part
of Dr. Birchemall. But, strangely enuff,
it was answercd. A rofined-looking
1entleman, who was grinning all over
his dial, pushed his way through the
perlicemen—and the Head of 8t Sam's
uttered a shout of joy.

** Lickham | : :

“Yes, sir, it's mel” eaid Mr. Lick-
ham, in his best English. “I happened
to be passing through this town on my
way to the coast when I notissed them
taking you out of the Black Maria. 1
came into the Court to lissen to tho
case—and it seems I came just in time.
Shall I lend you half-a-crown?

“Thanks, awiully!" eggsclaimed the
Head, full of gratitude.

A gilver coin changed hands, then
Dr. Birchemall passed it on to the
perlice-sergeant who was in charge.

“Here's your munny, officer [* he
eride. “I trussed that you will now
let me go in peacel™

“Certainly, sir!I"* said the sergeant,
saluting. * ﬁ..n_u.n_.ﬁ_ruu mir 1™

And so it came about that Dr.
Birchemall walked out with the master
of the Fourth a free man once again.

Mr. Lickham then buzzed off rather
hurriedly, and the Head, muttering to
himself, turned his footprints in the
direction he fansied Jack Jolly & Co.
had taken in their hiking toor.

laber,
i ._N.w.

he ecride.

It was a long and tiring jerney for
Dr. Birchemall after that, with never a
sign of the 5t. SB8am's hikers to cheer
him up.

Nite came on, and the Head began Lo
feel awfully fed-up—which was just as
well, in a way, for he had had nothing
to eat since his froogal breakfast at the
perlice station.

Evenchually, Dr. Birchemall reached
an inn standing back from the road.
Fealing desprit tor food and shelter, he
nocked on the front door. .
. There was no reply, and after wait-
ing for a few minnits, the Head, with
the aid of a jemmy he always carried
for emergencies, opened the door and
walked in. In pitch darkness he groped
his way up the stairs till, without know-
ing it, he reached a secret recess behind
the Hawnted Hoom.

Finding he couldn't get out, Dr.
Birchemall began to kick and nock vio-
lently on the wall. Then suddenly he
found a panel opening before him,
Walking through the apercher, he found
himself in a moonlit bed-room cocupled
by the ﬂ__—.ﬂ. fellows he was secking—
Jack Jolly & Co. of St. Sam’s!

“My giddy aunt ! ) )

It was an eggsclamation of scrprize
and plezzure from the Head, s he
reckernised Jack Jolly & Co.

The St. Sam's hikers' yells died away
as they herd it. A :

“Grate pip!" eggsclaimed Bright.
“JIt's the Head himself | How ever did
you get here, sir?"’

Dr. Birchemall scowled at the recker-
lection of his trials and trubbles.

“Only by a series of very paneful
eggsperiences, Bright1” he answered
sternly. “You juniors treated me
shamefully; I cun only describe your
behaviour as an infernal-machine in an
ox—that is to say, o bomb in a bull |
When we mﬂn back to St. Bam's I'll

birch you all black and blew, bust me
if I——  Hallo, hallel What's hap-
H.Eﬂ-ﬁﬂ-ﬂ.q:. ;

“Yarcoo! The Hfoor's moving "
yvelled Merry.

Merry had not eggsaggerated. Not
only was the floor moving—the entire
room was descending through the house
as though it wus nothing but a grate
lift—which, in point of fact, it wasl

Right down into the bowels of the
earth went the hikers of St. Sam's. Aas
.rrmﬂ drew near the bottom they herd
peels of feendish larfter wringing out.
“The landlord I'" gasped Jack Jolly.
That villan Coyning Luker is waiting

i

ot the bottom with some fowl serprize
for us1" :
And so it proved. When the lift

stopped the Bt. Bam's juniors found
themselves staring with horror at an
nnderground eoiner’s dem, in which
Coyning Luker was standing with en
ortomatic in ono hand, a shot-gun in
the other, and a crool, glittering dagger
in the other!

111.

M AR, bhar, har|"
: It was a peel of mockin
larfter from the landlord
the Hawnted Jon. o
“Ho this is the secret of this devilish
ﬂ_n._nn 1" remarked Jack Jolly grimly.
‘A ocoiner’s den, sh? No wonder the
villan likes to TEEE visitors, when
the inn is only s cloak for Coyning
Luker's crimina! activities!" -
“Walk into m rler, jentlemen !’
leered Coyning Luker, flurrishing his
deadly weppons of war. *It's not often
I got & chance of practissing marksman-
ge
ﬂ._____r_ﬂ1m_ﬁ 80 many guests | Har, har,
r
| “Back up, you fellows,” said Frank
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Fearless fearlessly. *Let's thow this
skoundrell we cam die like menl
Coyning Luker, do your worst! Firel"

“Yaroooo |" yelled Dr. Birchemall,
who was hanging behind and misunder-
stood Frank's meaning. *“If it's a fire,
call the fire brigade at once and gek
some water [

“Who's that?"” asked Luker, at tha
sound of Dr. Birchemall's voice. "1
thought there were only four of you."

At that moment the Head of Bt
Sam's advanced to the four, making the
fifth. And then Jack Jolly & Co. saw
an amazing thing r-ﬁm_mn.

Coyning Lnker and the Head e
each other for a moment. Then they
ﬂﬂai a simultaneous cry of reckerni-
LOM.

-HHL._Hrﬂ." HH-

“ Birchemall |"*

“Bust me!” eggsclaimed the Head,
beginning to grin all over his dial,
“It's my old college pal, Coyning
Luker! Do yon remember our happy
days at Borstal when we were boys to-
gether, old chap?”

Coyning Luker dropped the weppons
he was carrying and began to smile
quits a _—u_mnn!; smile, .

“Well, I'm jiggered!"™ he eride.
“This is a serprize, and no mistakel
mﬂﬁnr these boys friends of yours, then,

“m .q.__.- ]

- -.H_uu..___u and pupils, Coyningl"”
answered the Head, eveing them with
somothing like pride. *“But what's all
this bizziness about shooting them 1"

Coyning Luker mwmuﬁ_wm.

“Well, Birchy, this is a coiner’s den
where I mint counterfeet coin of the
relm—bogus pennies and imitation
ha'pennies, you know. Natcherally,
like all coiners, I make a sideline o
luring people to their deth. But in thia
case, as they're friends of yours, I shall,
of corse, let _wﬂaH off. 3 __m-.mn_ axxcph

gincere apologies, jentlemen ["
rm.mn__r_._&ww said Jack Jolly, after &
wee. “Wa still think you're a hart-
asa villan, but we'll say no more about
it for the present!"

“Good! And now, m_ﬂ._aﬂn_._. you
must come upstairs and_ have supper
with me," nE,Mu Coyning Luker briskly.
“Follow me 1"

Dr. Birchemall rubbed his hands.

“Now, that's what I call a _._i.,.u
brilliant sujjestion|” he said.
whacking grate feed, followed by a lon
sleop, is just what I am most in n
of | Lead on, Maocduff I"' )

It took e lot to put Dr. Birchemall
off his grub. ﬁ ﬂEaﬁnpara nﬂ..,n.
nid to eat w they got upstnirs
B ﬂ___.ﬁum even Jack Jolly & Co.

mm_m. r being over, Coyning Luker
__..Eiumﬁ the Head to his room, then led
Jack Jolly & Co. to their apartment—
which was not the Hawnted Room on
this occasionl But the hikers of B,
Sam's had had about enuff of the
Hawnted Inn by this time, and as soon
as they hord the snores of _.wwﬂﬂmnﬂ
Luker snd Dr. Birchemall oing
through the house they tiptoed down-
stairs and ..n_unur the dust of the inn
from their feet.

In the interecsts of other hikers who
mite call there, Jack Jolly & Co.
thought it advisable to E.?ﬂ.wpn m_w_uﬂ

lice of their eg riences at e
ﬁhﬂ they EELMEIE— they had the
satisfaction of seeing a perlice-car seb
off, carrying officers a to the teeth |

Thanks to Jack Jolly & Co., there
was likely to be an early end to the evil
happendins at the Inn of Mystery!

THE END.

(The next story in this novel " Aiking"
series. " THE BOGUS HEROI" s
funni¢r than ever. Wailch oul for it
chumas, in néxé week's MAGNET.)



