


NEWS AND VIEWS FROM ALL QUARTERS.
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Always glad {0 kear from you, chums, so drop me a line to the following address @
The Editor, The "' Mugnet '’ Library, The Amalgamaied Pyesa, Lid., The Fleelioy

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

REAT NEWSE! Glorious nows!
Stupendous news! This week 1
am permitting myself these ex-
presaive adjectives—and with

good rengon, for 1T am able te revesl to
“ Miagnet ' readers the first “ hinta” of
what has hithertc been a clogely guarded
secret. Asthia :iumbar of the # at "’
is going to press I am putting the finighi

tﬂlﬁﬂhuﬂlﬂg tan:n?I a EEUERD%EBHEAEII\%
FREE GIFT SCHEME for all of you
loyal boys and pirls. This scheme will be
starting very shortly, and I am convineced
beforebhand that all of you will vote it the
hnoest you have over oxperienced. Next
Satarday 1 shall be able to reveal mors
about this colossal scheme, so a word of
warning—DON'T MISS NEXT WEEK'S
“MAGNET " WHATEYER YOU DO !

They make me merry, some of them.
Others make me want bto weep. Some
aot me geratching my head. Most of them,
I am thankful to say, are real sensible,
" What do—what are '™ 1 can hear you
exclaiming, I'm talking about readers'
queries, of course.

Last week I had one from a fellow who
wanted to be a tight-rope walker.. 1l
haven't answered him wet. But I hope
to do so when I can get in personal touch
with & roal live rope-walker. You don't
maeat ‘em  every day, unforfunately.
They're like sword-swallowers and red-hot-
poker-eaters—a bit scarce,

The lateat gquery to come to hand is
from Maurice Burton, who forgot to
include his sddress, He

WANTA TO JOIN THE ROYAL AIR
FORCE.

Well, Maurice, there are different
mothoda of enlisting in tha various
of the R.AF., and you must first make up
your mind whether you want to be a
pilot, apprentice, or what not, It would
take more than the space at my disposal
to angwer your guestion fully, so I advise
vou to gat into touch at once with the
Raeeruiting Officer, R.AF., Gwydyr House,
Whitehall, London, 5.W.1.

That offioial will then send you, frec

of ¢ , the special pamphlets issued
ni’f enligting, terms service, and so on.
The pamphleta can algo be obtanod ab

any recruiting office.

Another reader wants to know about
the world's most famous soresn maouse,
known to all the world as Mickey,
“ Where,"” he asks me,  does Mickey get
hig voice T

Mickey's woice belon
eonnt, who has dome all ﬂ}m&hnfir ga.rts
for Mickey Mouse ever since that celebnty
foatured on the ** flickers.” The count can
algo reproduce in an amazing way the
exact sounds made by a frog, or a pnat, or

other living creature. In fact, the
?inl:gerant sound-pffects than can come [rom
that wonderful buman throat total no
lers than 2,000 1 .
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to an Italian

WAB reading the other day a book
I that fwea all sorta of startling and

out-of-the-way facts, and thought

thess itema worth passing on to
my readers, The firgt concerned

1,882,000 Dogzens of Tennis Balls 1—
That amazing number represents the total
of tennis balla made in thie country in
1832, their value being £634,0001 In this
country 14,000,000 of thom were uged,
the otherz being exported.

Who's Lost a Pin ?—Funoy there's
never a pin about just when you happen
to want one. Yot in 1830 valuo of
the pina made in Britain fotalled over
£3,000! In the same period £68,000 worth
of n were made, and
£340,000 worth of ordinary needles.
Buttong and stude turmed out by the
fmotories in that year were 2,534,000,000
i number, Makes you gasp, doesn't it T

Making Two Cars a Minute.—I hoar
that the Ford motor-car factory which ia
stgrting work in Eseex will shortly be
turning out two fully completed, ready-
for-tho-road ecars every minute. Fifteen
thousand British workmen will ba d

in their production, and 800 tong of cogl

will ba used there every single day!

e

EADY for a laugh? Right, here
R oog! This nr':aii:rl-tiuir.lar comnes

rom Erie G. Randall, of 82,
Kingedown Parade, Kiﬂgiedown,
Bristol, who gets a splendid Sheffield steel
pankniie for it :
Diner: "1z there any
tomato sauce on g
the menu,
walter 2 '* 4
Waiter: ' No, S
sir., I've Just

wiped tolE I ™

NEEDS SWALLOWING !

Thero arc some facte that are not facts
at all. I know plenty of 'em, But sbout
thess topical items of news there can be
no manner of doubt!

Fish Up a Tree.Show an ordinary
fisherman a two-inch tiddler and he'll go
home and tell folls he's just seen o
hundred-foot whale. I wonder what
he'd eay to the sensational adventure of
s wolllmown sporteman who recently
SHOT n fish in o tree T The sporteman
saw & big bird catch the filsh—a bass—
from s stream and fly up with it into the
topmost branches of a tree. The man
promptly aimed with his gun and shot—
not ird, but the figh ! :

Great Snakes,—A soientist in India says
that one hundred poople at least are killed
every day in that country by snake-bite.
The snakea account for more vietims than
all India’s other wild animals Eut together |

Elephant versus Camera.—A government
official in EKenya, Africa, the other day,
mot an elephant. The Jumbo was angry
about something snd started to * take it
put of ® the poor man. Jumbo rushed

at him and gave him a wallop
with one of ita mighty tusks
and hurled him into the branches
of a tree. That tusk struck a
small camern in the official’s
pocket and smashed it to
splinters—but the tiny camera
saved the man's life |

Tabby the Traveller.—We honr
about old sca-dogs, but what
about old sea-cats 7 Waell, one
has just been Eﬁ{nuinn&d off from
service in a White Star liner,
and has beeon presented with a
gpocial collar commemorata
her sea travels of 360,000 miles!
Thoe cat woas born in that liner
and never left it until now, the
liner being broken up in the
shipbreaker's yard.

PITY THE FILM HERO!
It has just ccourred to me that Maurice
Burton, tha meadsr whose query about
joining the R.ALF. I hovo angwored earlier,
may ke to know that he stands a far
bettar chance of living to o good old age in
the service of the Royal Air Forcs than if
he became a flying-gstuntk merchant in
tho servico of the films. I have by me a
“gohedule of prices”™ imued by the
Hollywood screen magnates. 1 don’t
know if there is a revised tarifi out since
the one 1 bave was published. If there
im't, there ought to be! Hore are the
prices for warious * nock-risking'' feats
performed during the taling of special
uirFﬂimﬂimngi 1 in mid-air, £30.

or anes in mid-air,
Ghtul%ing irmigap lane to o train, £30.

Parachute jump, £18, Fight on u
wing, one rman cked off, £4408. Umaill?:r

a plans by flying it into & houes, £24
ing from omne plane to another
while upside-down in mid-air, £80.

Blowing up a plane in mid-air, £300.
Now then, who's for a job of stunting
out Hollywood way ¥

A gplendid prize of a topping leathee
atl.:wntl&tpgnm this war; n%u Denis
felear, of 80, London Road, ioh,
Suffolk, in roturn for the following
CGreyiriars limeriels :

At fistienffs Cherry’s renowned ;
A Greylriars champion uncrowned.
Ho'll take a bad biff
With only a sniff,
And come up smiling when he's
* downad."”

e —

ND now for mext week's bumper
A -grﬁgmmm o, chuma, Topping the
11l 18

“ THE SHADOWED SCHOQLBOY !
By Frank Rishards,

which talla of the further exciting adven.
tures of Harry Wharton & Co. on holiday
in t. It's hardly necessary for me
to ta what a topping yarn this g
bﬂ-camrggu know IulF'm}l what Frank
Richards can turn out in the way of first-
clags stories, but I will say that this one
will take some beating. On mno sccount
should you miss ity then!

8till enjoying our nsw gerial, “ The Red
Faleon ¥ 1 Ii's s top-notcher, ism't ib ?
Look out for further ]i'?hrl]lmg chopters of
this stirring yarn of the * good old days ™
next weelk. w2

Now [or Dicky Nugent's sontribution |
Hare's a rib-tickler that will send you into
fitg of laughter : * BIRCHEMALL GOES
WHALING | ’—told in Dicky’s inimitable
atyla.

To eomplets this bumper programms
there wilipba more jokes limericks,

and answers fo several correspondents
which have bean -:‘.ruwd:i:il oub thia weolk.
Cheerio, choms
YOUR EDITOR.



THRILLS, FUON AND ADVENTURE IN THIS GRAND HOLIDAY YARN.

Featuring Harry Wharton & Co., the Cheery Chums of Greyfriars.

THE FIRST CHAPTER,
Cheap !

4 ONEEY 1#
D
“DI:I'IIk'E!j" [:u

nigger |

“You cheeky

genorted Billy Bunter.

“Donkey| Donkey!" ]

Billy Bunter of the Greyiriars Re-
move blinked at the brdwn-faced man
in the tattered djubbah and turban
through his big spectacles, with a de-
vastating blink. o

He was angry and indignant.

It was hot in the streets of Cairo.
Heat and dust and fies had already
annoved Billy Bunter. Of all the Gray-
friars party who were “doing " Egypt,
only Hurree Jamset Ram Singh really
enjoved grilling under the African sun,
But Harry Wharton & Co. were merry
end bright, Bunter, on the other hand,
was peeved. He was still more ved
when the brown gentleman marched up
to him and ealled him—as he supposed,
at lsast—a donkoy!

Bunter had often been called an ass
at Greyfriars Schocl. But he did not
like being called a donkey by a
“nigger.” He goave the brown man a
blink that cught to have withered him
on the spot.

Instead of being withered, however,
the brown man only grinned, waved
both his brown hands, and repeated:

“"Yes, sar! Donker! You—donkey!™

Harey Wharton & Co. were taking a
walk in Cairo in the cool of the after-
noon, But the “eool ™ of the afterncon
wag frightfully warm,

They had stopped at an Arab cafe
for cooling liguid refreshment.

A bright-coloured awning stretched
outside the cavernous-looking cafe shel-
tering them from the sun. On the
“dekkas’ under the awning, grave-
faced Egyptians and Arabs were seated
cross-legged, sipping sherbet or smoking
long pipes. Lord Mauleverer, and the
Famous Five of the Remove, sat in a
row on one of the woodcn benches, and
Haszsan, the dragoman, was talking in

—w

When Billy Bunter buys a
donkey he thinks it a rare
bargain. Harry Wharton &
Co., however, think Bunter
a priceless ass—for he buys
the same donkey on three
separate oceasions !

Arabio to the cafe-keeper, with a sound
like the cracking of nuats, ordering
cooling drinks for his “lordly gontle-
men.”  Billy Bunter stood with Lord
Mauleverer's best Panama hat pushed
back from his streaming brow, mopping
that streaming brow with one of Mauly's
best handkerchicfs, when the native

came up to him,
“Donkey, sar!” enid the brown man.
“Donkey! Yes! Donkey!™

There was a chuckle from the Famous
Five, and a sleepy grin from Lord
Mauiamre:.

By FRANK RICHARDS.

“Hallo, halla, hallo!” yawned Bob
Cherry. “I didn't know you had native
friends in Cairo, Bunter.” '

1 haven't!"” snapped Bunter,

“That man seems to know youl”

““Ha, ha, hat”

“Blessed if I see anythin
at, in 2o blinking ni 3 beaostly
cheek |" growled Bunter. “I've never
seen the brown image before.  What
does he mean by calling me & donkey?”

‘“Ha puessed it in one!” said Frank
MNugent,

“Weall, really, it rather leaps to the
eve, doesn't it? remarked Johnny Bull,
“ After all, what elso could he ecall you,
if he calls you anythingl”

“Donkey, sarl Yesl Donkey!"

“You sheer off, you cheeky niggor!™
snapped Bunter. "I'll jolly well eall o
bobby, soai

Billy Bunter glared at the brown
man. ‘The brown man grinned and
gesticulated. Harry Wharton & Co.
looked at him rather curiously. Had
the native had a donkey with him, they
would have supposed that he was a
donkev-boy socking o customer. DBut hae
had no denkey with him. Neither did
he look like a donkey-boy. He looked
like one eof thoe innumerable native
merchants who had been tryi:n% to sell
things to the juniors ever sinca they had
sot foot in Egvpt.

“Donkey, sar! Youl!” =aid the
brown man, * Yez! Beautiful donkey!"

“He's got it wrong this time,"” said
Harry Wharton gravely. “The noun's
right—but not the adjective |

“QOh, really, Wharton—"'

Tae Maoxer Lipnarz.—No. 1,281,

to cackle
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“Fine big donkey, sar. You buyl”
further elucidated the native merchant.
:;!M{a Abdullah, sar! Sell a donkey!

'E-'E-”

“Oh!” ejaculated Bunter,

Abdullah’s English was evidently
limited. But he had made his meaning
clear at last. He was not callin
Bunter a donkey! He was trying to sell
him a donkey!

Tho variety of articles offered for sale
in the streects and shops of Cairo was
mfinite. Natives had tried to sell the
Greyfriars party all sorts of things,
from “antiquities” made in Germany,
to ragors and hairbrushes, and cven
hairping, But this was the first time
that a donkey had been offered them,

Like all visitors to Cairo, the juniors
rode on donkey-back, But thay had
never thought of buying donkeys. What
the brown man supposcd a schoolboy
gould want to buy a2 donkey for, was &
mystery. Still, it was no more mysteri-
ous than the belief of native merchants
that they were prepared to buy amber
beads, powder-puffs, live doves, boxes of
cosmetics, ‘Turkis pipes, hairpins,
razor-blades and the other surprising
things that had been urged upon them,

“'The silly ass?" grun Bunter.
“What the thump does he think I want
to buy a donkey for? Billy ass!”

“Oh! No, sar!” exclaimed Ab-
dullah. " No silly ass, sar—voery clever
ass, sar—fine clever good donkey, sar !

“Ha, ha, ha!

“You szec a donkey!" said Abdullah
%‘?[‘EIIM}?ET}'. “1 show vou a donkey!

ifty piastres, sar! Yes™

"ah. my hat!” zaid Bob. “That's &
cheap line in donkeys! Let's zee—a
piastre is about twopence-halfpenny.
That's about ten bob for the donkew
Eet;mr heard of a donkey going for ten

u .u

“Weo'd take that for Bunter!” re-
marked Johnny Bull theughtfully, " But
any other donkey would be cheap at the
price.”

“Ha, ha, ha [

“"Yah!” snorted Bunter.

“Better close on that offer,” chuckled
MNugent. “It may turn out to be a
long-lost brother.”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“0Oh, don’'t be & funny 1diot!" said
Bunter, “I say, you fellows, I think
Pll lock at that donkey. are sa:iy
we carr put it up at the hotel. It sounds
to me like a bargain

“Fathead ! said Harry Wharton. " If
the man offers a donkey for hity
piastros, that means thak it can’t bo
worth more than ffteen.”

“The worthfulness is probubly not
tE-qrrIEn," agreed Hurree Jamset Bam

ingh,

*TI'm rather a judge of horeeflesh,”
:ald PBunter. “We keep a lot of
hunterz at Bunter Court, you know. I
can tell whether it's a pood donkey or
not.  You ecan lend me ffty piastres,
Mauly. ™

"Waas!"” yvawned Lord Mauleverer.

“"You see a donkey, sar!™ urged Ab-
dullah. "Fina splondid donkey, sar!
You take fwo step, you see a donkey."”
He pointed along the stroot, *You
come,  3ar! Yeoz! Donkey, sar!
Donkey [

He was pointing to a shady stone
archway next to the eafe.  Apparently
the splendid donkey was there, waitimg
for n sale.

“1 say, you fellows, let's step along
and see it,” said Bunter,

S0k, all rght!™

The juniors rese from the bench and

followed Abdullah  from under the
AWNRINg.

Outside the awning was a blazo of
burninz sunshine, Bot they paossed
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guickly into the cool shade of the stone
archway. Billy Bunter was rather
eager on the track of a bargain, The
other fellows were grinning. They had
no doubt that if the brown man was sell-
ing a donkey for ten shillings, it was a
donkey that had scen better days, and
scen the last of them long ago. Btll,
Bunter was not going to lose on the
transaction, anvhow, az he was going
to borrow the necessary piastres from
Lord Mauleverer.

Abdullab waved them into the shady
archway, with gesticulations of both
brown hands.

“Donkey, sar! You seo a donkey

“Oh, my hat!"” exclaimed Bob
Cherry, in astonishment,

There was n donkey tethered in the
archway. But it was not the knoock-
kneed broken-down relic of a donkey
that the junjors expected to see. It was
& big, powerful, handsome donkoy; as
fine & donkey as they had seen in Cairo.
What its value might be they did not
know; but it must have been worth
hundreds of piastres at least,

Bunter blinked at it.

With all his experience of the hunters
kept at Bunter Court, the fat Owl of the
Remove did not know much sabout
horseflesh, and he knew still less about
donkey-flesh. But even Bunter could
see that that donkey was a terrifio
burgain at fifty piastres. His e
Elpau‘md behind his big spectacles,

linked at the brown merchant,

" Fifty piastres®”

“Yes, sar.”

“I'll buy him !

——

]JJ‘

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Parted Pals |

ik ATHEAD 1"
F The Famous Five made that
remark all at once.

The donkey was & borgain,
Thero was no doubt about that. He
was worth at least len times sz much
us Abdullah asked for him. It was so
extraordinary for a Cairo merchant to
offer any article below its valuo that
the juniors could not help suspocting
that there was a “catch™ in it some-
where. BStill, they had to admit that
they could not see where the catch came
in. There was the donkey, and thera
was Abdullab, hiz owner, ready and
eager to sell.

Nevertholess, that donkey, though
evidently a valuable animal, was likely
to prove rather a white elephant to the
Greyfriars party. Donkeys had to be
sccommodated, fed, and looked nfter;
and in & day or two the party were
gomg up the Nile by water, and a

onkey, howsoever valuable, would be
superfluous on board a dahabiyeh.

I say, you fallows——"

“Chuck it, Bunier,” =ald Wharton.
“You don't want to buy a donkey.
What are you ﬁnmg to do with it?"

“Well, one of you fellows can lead it
back to the hotel—"

“Oh, m{ hat [

“And t téy*ll look after it there, if

they're paid. Mauly can arrange thnt,
as he's paying the exes on this trip.”

“ Oh ga |

“It's a topping donkey!™ said
Bunter. “Worth hundreds of piastres!
Can’t make out why the man’s selling
him so cheap! But I %{n-il}r wall know
I'm buying him. Why, I could gcll him
again and make a h:‘f Emlit if I liked 1™

Billy Bunter pattod the donkey’s head.
The animal locked round at him,
opencd his capacious mouth, and re-
marked :

“Hee-haw ™ !
“ He knows Bunter 1" said Bob. " Heg's

THE MAGNET
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ou buy a oy, sar!"” excloimed

Abdullah u;ﬁe:]g. "?ii':i.na donkey, sar,
you :ige es] Fifty piastres—cheap
Pprice

“What's his name " asked Bunter,

All donkeys in Cairo have names:
sometimes the most extraordinary
names, The juniors had ridden animals
that rejoiced in such names as Queen
Victoria, Lord Kitchener, Duke of
York, and William Shakespeare.

Abdullah grinned at the fat Owl.

*You English, sar, or American?” he
asked. “To the English his name is
Prince of Wales. To American gentle-
%;;:uhm name is George Weshington.

“Ha, ha, ha!"” roared the juniors.

“Well, I shall call him Quelch, after
our Form mnaster at Greyfriars,” said
Bunter. “He, he, hel I'm buying
hm! Lend me fifty piastres, Mauly.”

Hassan, the dragoman, came along
from the cafe. Hassan, gorgeous in his
red tarboosh with & gold tassel, his
old-braided tunio, his sia -blue trousers,

13 crimson sash, and hiz vellow boots,
looked rather like a tropical butterfly
beside the donkey merchant.

“My I?rdly entlernen, the sherbet is
prepare 1" exclaimed Hassan, “What
you do here with a donkey, noble sars?”

“I'm buying that don " 1
Buntar. i ker: i
Abdulleh’s dark eyes fized uneasily
and suepiciously on Hassan. Hassan's
fixed suspiciously on Abdullah. Thae
two natives were mutually suspicious
and distrustful. Hassan, like a true
dragoman, cheated his masters to the
fullest possible extent. But it was his
dragoman duty to see that others did
not cheat them.

Only “backsheesh ” slipped into his
own greasy palm would have induced
Hassan to let any other rogue rob his
lordly gontlemen |
_ The jﬂrﬂqijmnn addressed Ahdullah
in Arabic. The donkey dealer answered
mm the same tongue. Hassan replied.
and the donkey dealer rejoined, and
the volleys of Arabic wont back and
forth, not a single word comprehended
by the Greyfriars fellows.

The argument sounded eraphatie, and
Harry Wharton & Co., though they did
not  understand the language, had
learned caough of Egyptian ways to
guess tha " purgort They had  little
ocubt that Hassan was stipulating for
“backsheesh * for himself as a con-
ditior of allowing the denkey to be gold
to one of his lordly gentlemen. As
they werc thirsty, and the sherbaet
ready waiting next door at the cafe, the
chums of the Remove were not disposed
to wait for the end of the argument,

“Tell you what, you men,” yawned
Lord Mauleverer, “let’s cut—what *

“I'he cutfulness is the proper eaper I
agreed Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“1 say, you fellowse——""

“Como on, fathead |”

“I'm buymg that donkey!™ hooted
Bunter, ‘Tend me fifty pisstres,
Mauly. T'll settle up next term at Grey-
frinrs. I believe I mentioned that I was
expecting 4 postal orde g

‘Oh gad ' said Lord Moauleverer.
“Here vou are, old fat bean. Dut
don't buy the donkey. Two of vou
would bo really too much, you know.”

“Yah !" rotorted Bunter.

Lord Mauleverer ambled away, the
Famous ive following him, Ieaving
Bunter lo conclude his bargain, as
was evidently deaf Lo argument.- Hassan
remained with him, no doubt having a
bargain to conclude also. If Hazssan
had allowed one of the parvty to buy

talki:jg iuta bim in his own language
¥
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anything without getting his * whack "
from the seller, Hassan would probably
have wept with grief.

The juniors sat down under the
awning to sip their sherbet, which was
gmtﬁful and comforting on a blazing

ot E‘frptian day. As they sipped they
looked with interested eyes at the ever-
moving crowd in the narrow, hot, some-
what scented street.

Water-sellers passed them—plenty of
water-scllers of all sorts, for in Cairo on
& hot day there was a great sale for that
commodity. A big man dressed in red
carried a huge jar slung to his belt,
from which he sold liguories water in a
blue china bowl. Bherbet-sellers with

“Ha, ha, ha!®

“Hold him, one of yvou fellows, while
I have some Ehﬂrhl!{," said Bunter.
“I'ro jolly thirsty! Hoere, hold h
Haszzan.”

“¥Yes, sar 1" said the dragoman.

Hassan was smiling, as usual, and the
juniors had ne doubt that he had
“touched ~ Mr. Abdullah for back-

sheesh,

But Mr.  Abdullah’s dealings were
really perplexing. Anvwhere 1n Cairo
he could have sold that donkey for
hundreds of piastres, yet he had sold it
to Bunte: for fifty, and out of the fifty
he cectainly had had to give Hassan

at least ter. It really was mysterious,

&
1m,
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" Well, oné of you fallowa lead him
back to the hotel,” said Bunter. “You
ean cut out the mosque, and I'll tell you
all about it when 1 get back.”

“ Ha, ha, hal™

“ Blessed if I see anvthing to cackle
at! Look here, that donkey's pot to
ba taken home!"” exclaimed Bunter
warmly. “The question is, who's lead-
ing him home for mef”

“Tha whofulness is terrifie I chuckled
Hurree Jamset Bam Bingh.

“I say, you fellows—"

“My noble gentlemen will follow in
m{ humble fmtati:fs." said Hassan,
“We go sce great Mosque of El-Azhar,

e .
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Mauleverer had siepped into the archway to fan himsslf with his hat when suddenly a dustp,i:wﬂ-smalling sack was dropped

over his head, The next moment he was whipped off his feet and rus

grea green glass bottles; bread
merchauts with loaves and cakes made
like rings and strung on sticks; pastry-
cooks with baskets of sl;mkg_ ﬁastrms
balanced on their heads, at which some-
times a hawk came swooping down from
nowhore—all had icterest for the school-
lE:rn-fn from the far-off island in the North

o8,

“ Hee-haw [

Their attention was turned to Bunter
again as tho fat junior rejoined them,
leading the big, handsome donkey by
a halter Georgs Washington, or the
Prince of Wales, whichever he was,
seemed gquite content with his new
master. illy Bunter was more than
content. He had made a tremendous
bargein in “Queleh,” se he had newly
named the donkey, and there was
no doubt that the handsome animal
could have been sold again for a great
deal more than fifty piastres, even by
a stranger in the land. The Owl of
the Remove felt that he had reason to
be satisBed

“Hallo, hallo, hallo [
twins |"” ganid Bob Cherry.

Here coma tha

and the juniors felt more than ever that
thore was a catch in it somowhere.
Haszzan held the donkey while Bunter
absorbed sherbet and
cakes. Bunter, apparently, was pre-
pared to spend the rest of the afternoon
at the Arab cafe, euting and drinking.
But the other fellows had not come
thore to wateh the fat Owl's gastronomio
performances, They rose to their fect
to move on. Hassan was nc-nduﬂl;mi
them to view the celebrated Mosque o
El-Azhar, one of the sights of Cairo.

“] say, you fellows, what about
chucking that mosque and getting back
to the hote!'?” askod Bunter. "1 can't

lead my donkey all over Cuaire, you
know."

“You should have thought of that
before you bought him, fathead,”
answered Harry Wharton, *“Come on,
Mauly 1"

“Well, look hore. Let Hassan take
him to the hotel,” said Bunter, “Wa
don't ﬁ-“]iif wﬁlt‘ Hassan, I can tell
ou all about Caire.’

. “My lordly gontlemen—'" began
Hassan,

evoured sticky g

ed away |

wonderful monument of Fatimid period
—yoz | Built in a tenth century——"

Harry Wharton & Co, followed tho
ragoman. Billy Bunter stood holding
the halter of the donkey, and glaring
after them through his big aEmtanlm
“1 say, you Egilc-wa————” 8 bawled.
“0Oh, come on, Bunter!'’
What about this donkey?" bLawled
Bunter. :
“(Oh, bother your relations !”
“Beast [V

Evidently, if anybody was going to

load Quelch, it was going to be Quelen’s
owner. E'illy Bunter mnrtcﬁ with
indignation. As he had bought Quelch,
and Quelch was his property, Bunter

might have been cxpected to take charge
of him—by body but Bunter. But
tho fat Owl did not want the trouble.
Trouble for anybody else was a lessor
matter—in fact, a trifle light as air |
But as Hassan and the ]i:lunmra walked
on Bunter realised that he had to lead
the donkey himself, or else leave him
where he was—so he led him.

But the difficulty was solved wvery
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quickly, lmd in & way that was rather

unexpected.
Not more than a hum:'lmd vards from

the donkey-dealer's archway Quelch
uuddanly slipped hm shaggy head and
Ell:ﬂr, and took

onﬁ ears out of

Blﬂltﬁl‘, Pulhng him on by the halier,
guddenly nd the r cose in his
bhand, and blinked round in surprise—in

time to catch a farewell glimpse of
Quelch’s heels as he wvanished in the
crowded street.

“0Oh crikey I gasped Bunter.

EEIE]IE]]. wag gone |

I say, you fellows!” Bunter rushed
after the juniors. "I say, that donkey's
bolted | After him."”

There was a chortle from the Grey-
friars followa. They could not see them-
selves chasing a runaway donkey
through tha hot and crowded streets of
Cairo—not quita! Ciualch was gone
from Bunter's gare like a beautiful
dream—and he was going to stay gone,
g0 to speak, zo far as the Famous Five
were concerned.

Deafi” hooted

“1 say, you fellows!
Bunter. “I say, got after that donkey !
Catch him 1 fter him! T'll wait fo
you Lo

“Ha, ha, ha ¥

“You mH -::hum&m what ars vou
cackling at?"’ roared Bunter. “I gave
ten bob for thot donkey! Now he's
one! Think I'm going to lose that
DI]IIB]’ you oackhng chumps?

ot after him, old [at bean!™

nhuc!-:lﬂd b Cherry.

"I ﬂ.n‘t run after him in this heat,

ass |
gon willy 8l o it Satinie Bl

“The stopfolness will nﬂt be terrific,

mtaemec? idiotioc Bunter.”

Tﬁlﬂnstal“ roared nter.lked —_

e (Greyfriars wa cheari
on their way, ané}ﬂﬁq{ Bunter rﬂllﬂg
after them, snorting mth indignation.
And at the other end of the street a
grmnm brnwn gﬂntlaman of tha name
of ullah ped a bhalter over
Qualch'ﬂ neck m:t led him away—with
a view to selling him et a remarkably
low price to some other tourist with an
eye lor & bargain in donkeys |

THE THIRD CHAPTER,
Danger Ahead !
ALIZELOS [ breathed Harry

o Wharton.

ﬂw}.’lﬂ.tr—"
“ Look—in the mirror "
The juniors had stopped before a shop
in & narrow street, whers the pru-;ectmg
balconies above almost met in the
middle, turning the strect into a shady
tunnal.

In the shop many sarticles were dis-
played, among them a large steel
mirror, in which were reflected the faces
of the schoolboys as they looked, and
the passing figures in the street.

An olive-skinned face was refected
in the mirror—the face of 2 man who
stood at a little distance behind the
Groyfiriars party.

It was & face they koew, The olive
face of Kalizelos, the Greek dealer, the
enemy who had dogged their footste
all the days that tha;f had spent in the

“¥Yes, old chap! Don't be a slacker, land of the Pharachs.
vou know ! I say, you [ellows, will you M hat |* murmured Bob Cherry.
stop 1™ howled Byunter. “The donkey's atching us, the rotter !" muttered
gone the other way—"* th:m;_.f B “1 dare say he's been
FEEEEFEEEAAE R RN i ARSI NN EE FENEE RTINS ANEERE R R ERFER
A B [ ’I (\‘_ ‘““*‘ -
ook-length _< ? Py e
——_._-_-__.._:-_"‘ j ————
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Great snakes! Gee
whiz! What's happen-
ing 2 [It's enough to
scare anybody out of
his skin when three
Eton suits start walk-
| mg about without any
heads; but that's
nothing to what Bill
Berkleyand his chums

'/*/z,// /

can do when they really get going | They're the Vanishing Thr&e

| of I'UIartmda]a. the iads who can melt into thin air, and when the

three blggest Japers in the whole school get the chance of a llfetlme

like this they won't let the grass grow under their feet.

never laughed before, you'll roar when you read this amazing yam
=f fun and excitement at school.

“« THE VANISHING THREE”
Ask for No. 346 of
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following us, look: fvur & chance at

Mauly and tjm Y
Tha Famous Five d:d not look round
at the [:reul: E‘ndant,l:r he was um-
aware that spotted him by
catching his reli:zetmn in the mirror in
the Gmm shop, Whenever they had
geen him before Kalizeloa had been
dressed like a Furopean; but now he
wore the kaftan and turban of a native
Egvptian, cbvicusly for disguise. Hia
olive face was dar enough to pass for
an Egjr}!:;ean 8.
was following and watching
them there was no doubt., Neither was
there any. doubt of his object.

The Golden Bearab—the sacred
scarabeus of A-Menah—was ‘what the
Greek was after; and that scarab was
in Lord Mauleverer's p-::r:h:ai:

Once a rich dealer in the city of
Cairo, Kalizelos was now a fugitive,
hunted by the Egﬁ'ptum police, %wm&
Lord Mauleverer had narrowly escaped
with his life at the hands of the Greek.

According to ancient tradition, thab
golden beetle was a clue to the treasura
of Osiris, the wonderful diamond famed
in the reign of Rameses the Second. The
uniora did not believe it—it seemed a
able to them—but, amazing as it was,
the Greek was prepared to risk his
liberty and his htp to obtain possession
of the scarab, which proved that he, at
least, was & frm believer in the
tradition. The risks he had taken, and
the losses he had sustained, showed how
fierce was his desire to possess the
mysterious scarab, how firmly be be-
lieved that it would lead him to sn
immense fortune.

Even now, in the crowded Cairo
street, the Greek was running risks—as
he shadowed the Greyiriers juniors.
Doubtless, in his nntum dress, ﬂlﬂj‘
would not have noticed him in ass
but l{mkl at his face rﬁﬂectag
mirror, er their eyes, they had a
good ‘mwr -::rt' him, and they w him at
once, in spite of tho kaftsn and the
turban.

“Don’t give him the tip [ said Hﬂ..’ﬂ']’
in a low voice. " He doesn't know we've
spatted hun. We may get a chanco of
I:m ging him and handing him over to

airo bobby.”

“Gmd eEE [" murmured Nugent.

“I say, you fellows—"

“Zhut up, Bunter |

“I say, what are you blinking at in
that a:fl shc-p'i'” asked unter
peevishly. "Thara s a pastrycook’s next
door. ageue got some of those rippin
cakea | s twenty plastres—

can't see Mauly."

“Go and eat coke "

13 B'E

The olive-skinned face disappeared
from the mirror. The juniors saw the
reflection of the figure in the tur’han
and the blue kaftan turn away.
they turned from the shop an au
after it. They could not see Kalizelos'
face now— back was turned—but
they knew his figure in the crowd, and
they followed on. He was not a dumn
paces from them, and they glanced
round, hopi B‘E to see an Eg-é.rpt.mn pnhw
man, Ry unter blinked after them

“71 eay, you fellows——" he howled.

But the Famous Five did not heed
Bunter, 1t was a chance of gﬂttm[f hnld
of the Greek and removing the dange
that bad haunted Lord Mauleverer -a#ar
since Kalizelos had discovered that he
was the possessor of the Scarab of
A-Menah. The man in the blue kaftan
moved on, evidently unconscious that
he, the watuhar. was now watched; and
the Famous Five drew closer and closer
to him, with the intention of m!lumg
him suddenly before he could dod cﬁ:e
eway in the crowd. They were har 9-5
a vard behind the Greek when he turn
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suddenly into an arched doorway and
dizappeared from their eves,

“My lordly %anﬂamaqn-f” Hasszan
was hurrying after the juniors.

Harry Wharton & Co. stopped at the
arched doorway. There was no door,
and in the dusky interior they could see

dimly s flight of stone steps. Harry
turned to the dragoman.

“What place is this, Hpaan?"” he
asked.

Hassan made a grimace.

“It 1s not suitable for my noble lords
to enter,” he said. “It is cheap place
where poor persons lodge in great
numbers. Onea long ago 1t was great
housze of Mamelukes; now it go ’h:;I l1;|-|::|"E,
&3 you eay in your noble language.

Three or four people came out of tha
arched doorway, snd their looks bore
out Hassan's statement; a half-clad
negro, an Armenian pedlar, and a
couple of beggars, who promptly
demanded * backsheesh ™ as they saw the
English faces. Hassan drove them o
with a wave of his stick.

“ My lordly masters, this is not a place
to linger,” said the dragoman.  Also
and likewise, my magnificent gentlemen
have not vet beheld the wonderful
Mosque of El-Azhar——" )

“Never mind the mosque now,” said
Harry Wharton, ]

Hassan opened his eyes wide.

“Qh, sar | That so wonderful mosque,
which is builded in'a tenth century, 1n
the rcign of the Caliph El-Muizzg—"

“Yaz, ves:; never mind now [ 1Luul=:
here, Hassan, we've tj:mv.'tz soen Kalizelos,
that Greek scoundrel, and he has gone
into this house.” : 4

“And we're after him,” said Bob
Cherry. “We're jolly well going to bag
him. The mosgue can wait.” .

“The bagfulness is going to be terrifie,
my esteemed and ridiculous Hassan,”
gaid Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“1 say, you fellows—"

“For goodness’ sake shut
Bunter 1"

“If you won't lend me twenty piastres,
vou stingy beasts, tell me where Mauly
izl Mauly will lend an old pal a few
piastres | said Bunter warmly, "I can
tell you, they've got somo simply rip-
ping cakes in that pastrycook's, and I
can’t see Mauly anywhere.”

In thair

Harry Wharton started.
Lkeenness on “bagging * the Greek, the
Famous Five had not noticed that Lord
Mauleverer was not with them. The
had supposed that he was at hand,
probably looking inte one of the dusky
shops in the narrow street. But if
Bunter could not find him, evidently ho
was not at hand.

“ Hassan, where's Mauleverer?? ex-
claimed Wharton.

“I was of belief that noble lord was
with my majestic (fantlaman," raid
Hpssan, staring round. “But perhaps
he go entering into a shop.”

o juniors exchanged a quick glance.
It was possible that Lord Mauleverer
had stepped into one of the cave-like
dusky shops out of sight. But they did
not think so.

“1 say, you fellows, I've been huntin
for Mauly, and I can’t see him. Loo
hers, I can do with ten piastres—"

“1f Kalizelos has got him—*"
breathed Johnny Bull.

Wharton set his lips. It seemed in-
erodible that Mauleverer could have
been seized and whipped out of sight in
the crowded street. et, on"the other
hand, the swarm of jostling natives and
foreigners might have given the kid-
nappers an opportunity, screening their
movements; and it came into Wharton's
mind that that waz why Ealizelos had

up,

been watching them—walching to see
that they did not intervene.
“Come onl!” said Harry abruptly.

“We're going in here; we're geing to
find that scoundrel Ea]iaelns—ﬁn

“My noble lords—" exclaimed
Hassan.

“Come with us, Hassan,” said Harry.
“"We've got to find Kalizelos. You can
find him for us; he's in the house some-
where,”

“To hear is to obey, my magnificent
lord,” answered the grugamﬂ.n, but he
looked wory dubious.

Haszsan entered the arched doorway,
and the juniors followed him up a Hight
of dirty and evil-smelling stone steps.
Natives were coming up or going down
every minute; and the dregoman
stopped to speak to scveral of them in
Arabic. He turned to the anxious
juniors with & smiling face.

“I hear of a Greek who stay in this
beggarly house, sars,”’ he said. * Per-
hape he is Kalizelos. Yes, I think! We
go to see him, and if he give a trouble,
I, Hassan, will bash him, as you eay in
vour noble language, with stick!
Hassan 13 your dragoman. You trust
Hassan. !

And the juniors followed the drago-
man up the evil-smelling stairs, their
hearts beating fast.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Pipped at the Post!

ORD MAULEVERER blinked.
L Ho hardly knew what had
happened.

While his companions were
looking into the shops, Mauly had
steppcg into a shadowy archway out of
tha sun that streamed down into the
narrow street, and there he fanned him-
self with his hat while he waited for the
other fellows to come on.

Mauly was thinking of the heat and
the flies, so far as his noble intellect was
working at all. Certainly he was not
thinking of danger. e was taken
utterly by surprise when a dusty, evil-
smelling sack was suddenly dropped over
his head, and he was whipped off his
feet and rushed up a staircase.

He heard a door open and shuk.

Then the sack was jerked from his
head, and the schoolboy earl of Grey-
friars blinked round him dizzily.

He was in a bare, dingy, almost un-
furnished room, with o narrow window
that looked out on what had once been
a garden, but was now rubbish-heaps.
The door by which he had entered was
closed, and with his back to it stood an
Arab with an evil, grinning face and
eves like a hawk. Another Arab, with
the scar of a knife-cut across his dark
cheek, was in tho room, and he was

rinning, too. Mauleverer blinked at

QY.

He knew both by sight. The hawk-
faced man was Yussef, who had guarded
him in the lost tomb near the Pyramids,
& week ago. The scarred man was the
pickpocket who had shadowed him in
the catacombs of Alexandria, two or
three wecks sinee. Both of them, he
knew, woere rascals in the pay of
Kalizelos, the Greek, It dawned on
Mauleverer that he had fallen into the
hands of his enemies, suddenly, un-
expectedly, al a moment when he had

not dreamed of danger.

“Oh god!” gasped Mauly, Ho
brushed tie dust from his face—the sack
had been very dusty, *“Oh gad!”

“You will be silent, Faringhee,” said

7

Yussef. “One ery out, sar, and Hamza
will knock you over your head.”

The scarred Arab, Hamza, glrinned
and lifted a stick, Lord Mauleverer
a:.-‘eid it and decided not to call out.

“Well, you've got me, old beans,”
gaid his lordship calmly, *I suppose
fl?‘u ve been watchin' for a chance like

18

¥ussef chuckled,

“Yes, sar, we watch you step into a
doorway,” he grinned. * You choose to
step into & doorway of house where we
are. Bismillah 1*

“Oh gad !” said Mauleverer.

Ho realised that the archway into

which he had stepped for shade from the
sun was the entrance of the building
where these thieves of Cairo had their
den. Ry sheer chance he had walked
fairly into their hands.
_ His face set. The Golden Sarab was
in his pocket. Mauleverer wished now
that he had left it locked up in the
manager's mrfﬁ at the hotel.

He had t en it from that eccure
place to show it to Hilmi Maroudi, the
Egyptian gentleman with whom the
Et:erfru!'a follows had made friends,
With his usual carclessness ho had
iltppgrd 1t into his ket afterwards and
left it there. 15 captors, doubtless,
were not aware of it, but a search would
reveal it soon enough.

The two ruffians did not touch him,
however. They sesmed to be waiting,
and Bauleverer could guess for whom
they were waiting. Ho had no doubt
that the Greek was at hand,

He was right. In a few minutes thero
came three taps at the door; evidently
& known signal, for Yussef stepped away
from it at once end allowed it to open
from without. It was Kalizelos, the
Greek, who entered, closing the door
after him, and Yussef again put his
brawny back to it

Mauleverer stared at the CGreek. For
the moment he did not recognise him in
the bluas kaftan and turban. But he
knew the olive-skinned, handsome face
as he looked at it.

“"We meet again, lord " said tho
Greek. =

i Y?-EE," assented Mauloverar., “(Can't
say I'm glad to see you, old bean. It
would bo stretchin' politeness altogether
too far.”

“I have failed many times, my lord,”
said Kalizalos. " But the ddess of
fortune has favoured me to-day; or per-
haps it is Fate, as the Moslems would
gay—Kismet! Since I have become a
fugitive, my lord, hunted in my own
city by the police, this wretched build.
ing, which was "once & palace of the
Mamelukes, has been my hiding-place.
It was cbliging of you, my lord, to step
into my humble deorway and ilma your-
gelf in my hands.” The Greek grinned.

"I'm an obligin’ chap,” yawned Lord

Mauleverer. “And I may as well
remind you that friecnds are guite
close at hand, Mr. Kalizelos.”

Kalizelos laughed.

“Quite; but your friends cannot see
through stone walls," he answered. *1
have been watching your friends, pre.
pared to intervene if thoy should havo
followed you. But your friends are very
interested in gazing into a shop, my
lord, and I have left them so engaged.
I do not think they will guess that you
have disaptimred into this house. Do
you think they will, my lord ”

Maulevarer did not answer. Obviously
Harry Wharten & Co. could guess
nothing of the sort.

“Tot us talk business, Lord M:unle-
verer,” snid the Greeck. "At the
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Pyramids vou fell into my hands, but
the scarab i&d been left in a safe place,
MNow you are in my hands again, and
vou will not escape as before. Where
is the Golden Bearab of A-Menah?”

"“Find out|"” said Lord Mauleverer,

The Gwvoek spoke in the native
language to Hamza. The scarred Arab
ste etf towards Lord Mauleverer. Pro-

ably Kalizelos did not expect to find
the scarab cn the schoolboy earl, but he
was not the man to leave anything to
chance. Mauleverer was to be scarched
befere other steps wers taken, Bitterly
at that moment the schoolboy earl re-
pented of his carelessness, But 1t was
too late for that to he of any use. He
clenched his hands as the scarred man
stepped to him. R

Ralizelos' face lighted. That instine-
tive movement of resistance enlightened
him; the scarab was on the schoolboy.

“ Fortune has favoured me more than
1 suppesed, my lord[” he grinned.
“You have the scarab in your pocket|
Mo explettete! Eine dunation|” He
dropped into his own language for a
moment, and then went on in English:
“Is it possible? My lord, I thank you
from my heart; and you also may be
thankful, for when the scarzb is in my
hands you will see me no more. I have
lost my shop and my business in Cairo,
But when 1 have sold the diamond of
A-Menah, the E'{q of iris, for a
quarter of a million pounds, I shall
make my peace. Oh, yes! With back-
sheesh one can do anything! Give me
the gearab " : -

He rapped out a word in Arabic, snd
the scarred man grasped Lord Maule-
verer. It was futile to resjpt the
brawny ruflian, and in that ?ﬁ‘rrﬂrfu]

rasp Mauleverer had to yicld. The

rown huands ran through his pockets,
and there was a sudden gleam of gold
in the shaft of sunlight from the narrow

window, :
The Greck gave a shoubt of delight.
He bounded forward and qraaped the

golden beetle from the Arab’s hand.

His black eyes danced.

Tha polden beetle lay in his olive
palm. The prize he had =o long scught
was in his hand at last! -

And even as that shout of triumph
broke from the Greck, and the two
Arabs, with curious eyes, drew nearer to
stare at the gleeming golden beetle, tho
door of the room burst open, and
Hassan, the dragoman, rushed in, with
tha] Famous Five of Greyfriars at his
heels,

I'.
' THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Turning the Tables !

RASH! ]
C Hassan's heavy stick struck as
the Greek whirled round, and

the blow caught Kalizelos fairly
on the head. ‘.

Ho gave & gasping cry and lurched
over, falling heavily, and the Gelden
Scarab shot from his hand and dropped
in a corner of the dingy room,. \

“Go for em!” roared DBob Cherry.
“ Back up, Greyfriars "

Yussef and Hamza jumped back from
the rush of the juniors, Hamza dodged
vound the wall and darted out at the
open doorway almost in a twinkling.

is fleeing fooisteps died away on the
dingy stairs, Yussef flashed a knife
from under his djubbah.

The dragoman Aourished his stick.

But Yussef was not thinking of fizht-
ing. The game waa up, and he knew
it: the dragoman had only to call for
help if he wanted it. Yussef brandished
the knife to clear a way of escape, and
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the juniors, unarmed, had to jump back
from the slashing, keen blade. Barely
gscaping a blow from Hassan's stick, the
hu.wg-famd Arab darted out of the
room and fled after his comrade,

lizelos lay where he had fallen,
half-stunned,

“ My lordly gentlemen, we have found
our noble lord and rascally persons who
lay hands on him 1" exclaimed Hassan.
“¥es! Hassan is your dragoman |
You trust Hassan 1”

“ Mauly, old man—"

"Glad to see you fellows, by fnd ™
said Lord Mauleverer. “The jolly old
Greek would have had the scarab this
time, and no mistake!” His lordship
lounged across to the corner where the
golden beetle had fallen and picked it
up. *This dashed old insect has had a
narrow escape—what 1™ 4

“And we'va got the Greek!"” said
Harry Wharton grimly. “Never mind
the Arabs; they don't matter] We've
got Kalizelos 17 !

“The gotiulness is terrific|" chuckled
tha Nabob of Bhampur.

The Greek raised himself on his
elbow, still dazed from the blow, and
his jetty eyes glittered st the juniors,

In the very moment of triumph he
had been defeated.

How the schoolboys had found their
way to that room in the rabbit warren
of & house was an utter mystery to him.
But they were there, and he was &
beaten man., His dusky hand slid under
his kaftan and grasped = hidden
weapon, and there was murder in his

littering eyes. ¥ussef and Hamza had
Eed promptly enough. But the Greek
was deapamizu even with the Cairo
police at the door, he would not have

ielded up the scarab without a struggle.

rom under the folds of the blue kaftan
an automatic flashed out. But even as
it came inte gsight Harry Wharton
kicked it from his hand. It crashed on
tha floor, and Bob Cherry promptly
caught it up.
“Collar him I shouted Bob.
B"‘IFag the rotter!” panted

L

The Greck bounded up. He made a
spring towards the door, and Hassan
leaped in the way with brandished stick,
The chums of Greyfriars grasped at him
on all sides, glxl*n.sping the loose kaftan
and dragging him down.

Kalizelos struggled furiously. _

Five to one as they wers, ho was like
a tiger in the hands of the Famous Five.
They went to the floor in a secrambling,
struggling heap, and then Kalizelos tore
locse, leaving the long-flowing kaftan in
the hands of the sc colboys, Hassan
was rushing on him with uplifted stick,
but the blow missed by an inch as the
CGreck bounded back. A sccond more,
and he had plunged headlong through
tha narrow window.

“Callar him 1"

“Dh, my hat "

Harry Wharton & Co, serambled to
their feet, the empty kaftan in their
hands. Kalizelos was vanishing, head-
first, through the narrow window. Crash
canma Hassan's stick, and it struck the
leg of the Greek as he went. Then he
was gone,

“Inshallah |" gasped Hassan.

There was a crash below.

“(Oh crumbs 1" gasped Bob Cherry.

Heo stared down from the window.

Twenty feet below an evil-smelling
rubbish heap rotted in the sun, From
amid rotten vegetables and putrid
bones, dust, and ashes, the Greek was
struggling to his fect. He gained his
feet, glared up at the faces in the
window, and darted away and vanished
ir;la.n instant into a dark and noisome
alley.

Johnny

THE MAGNE1

“"Gone " said Bob. He whistled.
“"He might have broken his neck! No
loes if he had! But he's gone |* :

“The brute's got & nervel” said
Nugent, *Blessed if I should like to
take a heador from this window | But
it was that or chokey !

“Waell, he's gone,” said Harry. “But
yvou've got the scarab all right, Mauly.”

L1 Yau'"

“All sorene, then!”

“I rather fan.y that sportsman must
be oracked,” said Mauleverer., “He's
tak'&’ a fearful lot of risks to get hold
of ifﬂ."jﬂllj’ old beetlal I don't see it

The'ium'nra looked at the scarab in
Mauly's hand,

The fgnlden beectle, with the name and
title of A-Menah inscribed on it in the
picture-writing of ancient Egypt, was
an interesting curio, all the more
because it was known to be three thou-
sand years old. But to the eyes of the

schoolboys, at least, it was nothing more
than thnt.sl
It seemed incredible to them that

there could reside in the little golden
object any power to lead its possessor
to the discovery of the Eye of Osiris, the
once-famous diamond n%’ the reign of
Rameses the Seecond. Vet the cool,
cunning Greek believed it, and Kali-
gelos was & clear-headed, successful
business man—anything but "ecracked,”
ag hig lordship put it. The whole thing
was a mystery to the chums of Groy-
friars,

Haszan, the dragoman, eyed the
Golden Soarsb with curious eyes. It
was evident that he knew it by sight.
Many pictures of that famous scarab,
with its inscription in picture-writing,
wera in existence,

“It is the Scarab of A-Menah,” said
Hassan. "“That noble person was a
freat- peneral of Rameses the Second,
wnourgble sars, Tgnorant persons
believa that there is a mnEi-u in the
scarab to lead to a treasure.” Hassan
shrugged his shoulders. “It iz one
fable; what you call piffle in your noble
English language—what you call tommy-
rot! ¥es! T, Hassan, am & civilised
Arab. I do not believe these ancient
tales, sars. I am too civilised to believe
anything, my lordly gentlemen.”

“1 gay, you fellows "—Billy Bunter’s
spoectacles gleamed in the doorway—"1
sy, I've found you, you silly nsses!
What the thump are you up to heral
Buzzing off and leaving a fellow ! Oh,
here vou are, Mauly! I've been look-
ing for ﬁu everywhere, old chapl
Lend me twenty piastres, old fellow 1"

“ Lordly gentlemen, let us proceed to
sea a mosque !” said Hassan., **This is
i:mt suit’nh e place for my noble sars to
inger !’

ho Greyfriars fellows went down the
dingy stairs. They turned to the right
on reaching the street, which was the
way to the Mosque of El-Azhar. Billy
Bunter's voice was raised in indignant
expostulation. The way to the pastry-
cook's was to the left. Bunter was more
intorested in  pastry-cooks than In
mosques,

“1 say, you [lellows—'

“Come on, fatty!” _—

i B ua.f', they've got some rippin
sakes—almonds on  top—"" gasp
Bunter. “8imply topping | Never mind
that silly old mosque—let's go into the
pastry-cooks and have a feed! Bee? T'll
stand the feed—you needn't worry about
that! You Jlend me somo plastres,
Mauly—" N

But deaf ears worae turned on Bonter.
Hassan and his flock marched on, and
Dilly Bunter followed them, grunting
and grousing, and the pastry-cook’s
shop and its delights were left behind.

¥
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As Harry Wharton & Co, scrambled to their feet, the Hl‘ﬂglj’ kaftan in their hands, Kalizelos was vanishing, head-first, through

the narrow window., Hassan lashed out wit

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
A Tip for Bunter !

IR REGINALD BROOKE jammed

S his eyeglass into his eye, and
fixed it, and the eye, on ¥-i'lizilI:inLI:l
George Buntor.

It was the following afternoon. That

day the Grevfiriars party were to make
a call on Mr., Hilmi Marcudi, their
Egptian friend, at his house in Cairo.
Billy Buntor had told the other fellows
that he was not specially keen on call-
i on & “nigger.” B8itill, he was not
going to be left behind; moreover,
nigger as Mr, Maroud: was, in Bunter's
lotty estimabtion, it was certain that
there would be refreshments, and that
the refreshments would be ample and
good.
That consideration weighed with
Bunter wg much. Indeed, there was
no doubt that Bunter would have been
willing te pay a friendly visit to a
gannibal chicf of Central Africa, if he
had been sure that the grub would be
good and ample.

The Greyfriars fellows were ready to
gtart; and Mr. Maroudi had gent a
big ecar to collect them, But there was
grim dizapproval in the frigid eye that
Mauly's uncle fixed on William George
Bunter.

Mr. Maroudi was a wealthy gentle.
man, and a very estimable gantfemnn,
in the barcnet’s opinion; end all the
party—excopting Bunter—had dressed
themselves very mnicely for the wisit.
Bunter hadn't! At Grevfriars School
Billy Bunter was not infrequently called
over the coals by Mr. Quelch, his Form
master, for elovenliness. Mere than
once had Billy Bunter been sent out of
tha Form-room to wash his hands or
put on a cleaner oollar, But on
vacation there was mno gimlebeyed

Quelch to see that Bunter did not slack
in such matters,

As p matter of taste, Bunter had
never liked washing. FExtravagant in
many things, he exercised great economy
in soap; and thrift in hot water. And if
o fellow couldn’t go easy on washing
in the school holidays, Bunter would
FE‘FE liked to know what holidays were
OT.

“I say, you fellows, I'm ready,” said
Bunter, blinking down from the balcony
at the waiting car. “Is that the nigger's
car? Not a bad turn-out—pretty nearly
§s good as the Rolls at home, in fact.

88 N
. “Bunter 1" said Bir Reginald Brooke,
in a deep voice.

“Eh?' Bunter blinked round.

“Have you washed to-day?”

“Wha-a-at 7

“Bunter washed the day we broke-

up at Greyiriers,” explained Bob
EthI‘L ““He's making it last over the
vao %

“0Oh, really, Chnrr_g-—-—-—"

“Bunter| There is something sticky
on your face,” said Sir Regimﬁd.

“Oh, that's all right!"" said Bunter.
"Only jam[”

“¥Your collar is extremely soiled.™

“Oh, really, sir—"

"o, at once, and make yourself clean
and tidy,” said Sir Reginald. * Other-
wise, 1 must leave you hera.”

Eirll'_r,-r Bunter blinked at the stiff old
gentleman in speechless indignation.
Bunter really had washed that morn-
ing. Even Bunter washed of a morning.
But in & hot climate—hot and dusty—a
fellow who was scoffing sticky things all
day lo real];r needed more than one
wash. ng_Buntur; gshining morning face
rew grubbier and grubbier through the

ay, till by bed-time he might almost
have taken for a native,

his stick, and if struck the leg of the Greek as he went !

Putting in an extras wash because hs
was going to call on a nigger, seémed
quite absurd to Billy Bunter; and he
could barely restrain his natural desire
to tell Bir Reginald Brooke what he
thought of him.

“Go at oncal” said Bir Reginald.

_ Bunter, suppressing hie wrath and
Indlﬁ'pﬂ.tmn, went, Bob Cherry winked
nt hiz comrades, and they followed
Bunter,

Billy Bunter oc¢ould regard Mr.
Maroudi as a niggar if he liked; but
Harry Wharton Co. had a great
liking and respoct for the Egyptian
gentleman, The visit to Mr. Mavoudi's
house was, in their opinion, a rather
important matter; and on such an
important oceasion they considered that
Bunter ought to wash., And, as Bunter

hated that kind of exertion with a
deep and ahidirf hatred, they wero
Erfrpared tec lend bhim any necessary
elp.

“I say, vou fellows, pretty thick, nin't
1£?" asked Billy Bunter, with a snort,
on the stairs. “Making a lot of fuss
of a nigger! I shan't stand much more
cheek from that man Brooke! Making
cut that a fellow's face is dirty, wyou
know! It's only jam and dust and
some orange-juice and, perhaps, a bit
of Turkish Delight! I'm elean, I
hope ™

“Oh, my hat!” murmured MNugent.
"He's got jam and dust and orange-
juice and Turkish Delight ‘plastered
over his chivvy; and he hopes he's
clean |” ]

“Hope springs infernal in the human
chest, nas the esteemed poet remarks,”
observed Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“Well, I'm jolly well not going to
wash I’ said Bunter. “I'll give my face
a dab! Might as well be at Greyiriars,
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with Queleh snorting at a chap, if that
interfering old ass is gliﬂms to send &
fellow up to washl eyver hear of
such cheek ¥ :

- Each of the juniors bad a room with
a bath-room attached, in the big
European hotel. Billy Bunter's Qath-
room never. claimed much of his time.
He did not intend to let it claim much
now. But Bob Cherry kindly turned on
the hot water for him, putting the plug
in the bath.

“No need to plug the bath, old man,”
said Bunter. “Let it runl! I shan’d
be s minute |

Bob turned on the cold water, also.

“What's thet for?” asked Bunter,

“You, old chapI”

“T don’t want it."

“Well, Yyou neod it, at any rafe!”

“¥Yah !’

Water from both taps streamed into
the bath. Billy Bunter blinked at the
grinning five. If these fellows fancied
that Bunter was going to have a bath,
these fellows were very much mistaken,
in Billy Bunter’s opinion. .

The fat Owl dipped a sponge in the
running water, and gave his face a dab.
Ho could not venture to go down, with
tho jam, dust, orange-juice, and Turkish
Delight still in evidence. But a dab
with the sponge, in Bunter's opiniom,

the towel?”

was coough. " e
& ashed.
¥ zimme the towel!”

" Where's

“My hat! Are vou finished ! asked
Johany Bull.

“Certainly! Isn't the jam gone? 1
don't neod so muech washing as you
fellows do,” exploined Bunter. “I'm not
dirty hike you chaps, you know™
"Make a good job of it, Bunter,”
urged Bob. " Give your cars a turn!
Remember how it improved them when
vou washed them last term 1™

“Ha, ha, ha!”
“And gyour neck!” said Harry
Wharton. “Go it, Bunter 1™

“T remember Bunter washed his neck
when he was o fag o the Second Form,”
remarked Nugent. “Fellows hardly
knew him sfterwards.”

“Ha, ha, he!”

“Ch, really, Nugent—="

Bunter towelled his face, which had
been slightly wetted by the sponge. His
wash, apparently, was over. The
Famous Five gazed at him. Bunter
scemed to believe that he had finished.
Harry Wharton & Ca., on the other
hand, wero of opinien that he had
hardly started. i

4]

“Is that
Wharton.

“Tha lotfulness is not terrific 1™

“0Oh, don't jaw!" said Bunter
?eﬂ?lﬂhlj'. “If I've got to stand cheek
rom that old ass Brocke, I"'m not stand-
mg cheek from vou fellows, and I can
tell you se. You ean turn off those
taps, Bob Cherry—you'ra fhlling the
bath for nothing.”

“Tumble in, old fat bean”

L E 1] Yﬂ-]:r 1I‘J )

“The esteemed bath s the proper
eaper, my idiotic Bunter,” urged the
Nabob of Bhanipur.

Bunter's fat lip curlad.

“¥You niggors scem to think white
men want as much washing &8s your-
sclves,” he sncered. * Well, they don't!
I'm going down.”

“Tha bath's full, old bean,” said Bob
Cherry peraua.sivef A

“You can have it if you like,” jeered
Buntar. I dare say you need it. ank
oodness I'm not dirty like some
allows,™

“Not Fuing in?" asked Bob.

“No!™ roared Bunter.

“Your mistake—you are!”

Toe Masuer Linnany.—No. 1,281,

the ejaculated

‘Bob,

my hat!

“Look here—leggo—oh,
“Yoop !

'Ei';'arﬂuuh i m&reﬂ Bunter. j
ArITION000E ug-gug-gug ¥
Splash !
Qﬁlta a water-spout rose from the bath

as Billy Bunter tipped in. He disap-
peared for a moment and came up
spluttering wildly.

""[Jh-:-r%-l ! Yug-yug-gug! Goooogh !”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Wooooch!"” spluttered the fat Owl
"E!i?un?ch;} Grooogh! Bﬁnsla! Ch
crikey ! L -pringr-fruger- !

“B?etter iﬁ:ﬁg Eﬁﬂuhled Bob.
“You'll really have to change, old
chaP——ynu'r& quite wet! Wash while
you're about it!”

*#*The wetfulness 1= terrifiec, my
esteemed Hunter.”

“Yurrrrrggh ! Beasts ! Gug-gug-
groogh ™

“We'll wait for vou downstairs,™ said
“Don't mind us, Bunter! We
don’t often have to wait for you while
you wash.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Beast "' roared Bunter.

The Famous Five departed, chortling,
leaving the infuriated Bwl wallowing in
the bath. As Bunter had tipped in with
his clothes on, there was no doubt that
ha would have to change. The er
follows had to wait for him; but, as Bob
said, they seldom or never had to wait
for Bunter while he washed. It was
really worth while waiting, on such a
VELF unigue O0CAsSIOn. 1 smiling
faces the Famous Five rejoined 8ir
Reginald Brooke and Lord Mauleverer
on the balcony.

“Mind waiting a few minutes, sirf”
asked Bob. “ Bunter's decided to take
a bath! In fact, I gave him the tip.”

The juniors chuckled. The "tip * Bob
had given Bunter was a tip over the
side of the bath; but it was unnecessary
to mention that detail. ,

“Very good!” said 8ir Reginald.

It was a quarter of an hour before
Eilly Bunter reappeared. IHis fat face
was full of wrath; buobt in other
respects, there was mno doubt that
Bunter was much the better for the tip
Bob had given him. 8ir Reginald
turned his eveglass upon bhim and
approved, -

“That is better, Bunter,” he said.

“Yah!" snorted Bunter.

ir wh &h?l ¥ ]
“I—I—1 mean, all right! I'm
ready !

S3ir Reginald gave him a glare.
“Come with me, my boys,” he said,
And the juniors followed the 1 and

stiff old gentleman down the steps to the ¥

waiting car. Billy Bunter gave the
chums of the Remove & ferccious blink.

“I'll make you beasts sit up for that !”
he hissed, “and as for that cheeky old
foseil—"

8ir Regiuald Brooke glanced round.

“Ind yob speak, BunterB”

“Oh! No!l ” gasped Bunter. “Not a
word! Never opened my lips! I only
said what s—a—a nice old gentleman
you are, sir|"” i

Grunt from Bir Reginald. And the

Greyiriars party packed in the big car
and star for the house of Hilmi
Maroudi.

————

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.,
Tit for Tat!

[ HAT it?" grunted Billy Bunter,
'The car stopped st the house
of Hilmm Maroud:, near the
Eskebiyveh Gardens of Cairo,

Billy Bunter blinked at the building
dispara ing!i;. Little was to be seen,
but high walls and barred windows, witn
a great arched doorway, Mauly's uncle

had visited the Egyptian gentleman

I'HE MAGNET

geveral times, while the juniors were
sight-seeing with their dragoman; but
thiz was the frst visit of Harry Wharton
& Co. to the house, and they were rathes
currous to seo thea interior.

Hassan had told them much of the vast
wealth and great power of Mr. Maroudi;
and they were aware that the dragoman
roegarded him with fear and awe; though
ﬂll}g were unaware that Hilmi Maroudi
had intervened when the Greek had
bribed the “ Faithful Hassan™ to betray
hiz lordly gentlemen. Smce that inter-
vention, the faithful Hassan had been
indeed faithful, for npo bribe that
Kalizelos could have offered would have
tompted him to incur the anger ot

aroudi,

*“ PDon't think much of the show,” said
Bunter.  “From what Hassan has been
saying, 1 expected to see something like
Bunter Court.”

‘Whereat the juniors chuckled.

But the house of Maroudi, like most
Eastern dwellings, was more attractive
in the interior than in the exterior.

The Greyfriars fellows entered at the
great arched doorway, on one side of
which the doorkeeper sat cross-legged oo
his raised seat.

Within was a great entrance hall;
which, as in most of the native mansions
of Cairo, had a turning, to prevent
curious eyes from locking in from the
street—privacy being the great desider-
atum in Mohammedan countries.

Beyond, there was a vast courtyard, in
which was an artificial lake, surrounded
by trees and Howers and .alha.dy walks,
the lake fed by o spraying fountain that
flashed and sparkled in the sunshine.

Bowing dusky servants, in Howing
garments, greeted the visitors, and con-
ducted them onward to a great recess at
the side of the court, the ceiling of which
was adorned with gorgeous arabesques
picked out with gold.

‘Here Mr. Hilmi Maroudi awaited hie
vIZLLOTS,

Mr. Maroudi wore Eurcpean costume,
with the axception .of tho national head-

ar, the tm.'gwh._ But he was cross-
legged 1m tha native way—which the
juniors would have supposed to be rather
difficult in trousers:; but no doubt Mr.
Maroudi was used to it.

He was on his feoet with the swiftness
of a Jack-in-the-box, as his guests wore
ushered in. 2

“Balamn aleikum ! said Mr. Maroudi
gravely, salaaming to the visitors quite

raﬂefuil:.', in spite of his plumpness and
the KEuropean trousers, and then he
translated at once: " Peaca ba with

oun I
“"And with yvou be health, and God's
mercy and blessing,” answered Sir

Reginald Brooke, in English—which in
Arabic would have been “U’aleikum
essalaam warahmet Allah wabarakatuh.™

“Naharak said!"” sadded Maroudi,
with & smile to the juniors. “Thy days
ba happy, my little friends.”

To wzmh the polite answer would
have been “Naharek said wemubarak ™
*Thy &ai be happy and blessed I” That
answer, however, the juniors did not
make, as their kmowledge of Arabic was
lrmited to the word ™backsheesh “—a
word which certainly was of no use on
the present occasion. .

The greeting of visitors iz a cere-
monious business in the East. *How do
you do?” ig extended into many Howing
sentences. The host displays a deep con-
cern for the health of his visitor—so far
as words go, at all events; and the visitor
replies with long-winded inquiries con-
cerning the health of the host. But Mr.
Maroudi had adopted many Eurcpean
ways, along with his Europesn clothes,

ha ecut it short—for an Oriental

Rather to the relief of the juniors,
he had ecarried his European manners
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and customs so far as to have chairs,
amd they were not reguired to sit on
rayerimats, like Mr. illﬂl'ﬂ‘hldl himself.
itting cross-legged on rugs would have
been rather & trial! Indeed, it would
robably have been impossible for Bill
%untar. at least, without the sacrifice o
8 .f-md many of his buttons.
he ﬁlump Egyptian gentleman, who

spoke English perfectly, made himself
ver a.%maahla to the juniors, whom he
evidently liked. The fact that he had
gaved Harry Wharton from going over-
board, in the sguall on the Mediter-

renean, seemed to have caused him to
take a special liking to the captain of
the Greyfriars Remove. Lven to Billy
Bunter he was kind and courteous;
though doubtless he had his own opinion
of that fat and fatuons youth, which
E_olit.aneaa made him keep strictly to

imsell, 1 :

After & littla conversation, Mr.
Maroudi suggested that the schoolboys
might like to look round on their own,
s suggestion with which the juniors
heartily agreed. Much as they liked the
ood-hearted Egyptian gentleman, they
Eid not want to git and manufacture con.
versation. Billy Bunter was keen for
the refreshments to begin; but the re-
freshments were not yet due. The
juniors walked out into the great court-
vard, leaving fir Reginald Brocke in
conversation with Mr. Marondi.

“Topping place,” said Bob Cherry, as
they strolled round the lake in the centre
of the courtyard, in which the fountain
played. “This is what Mr. Maroud:
called his "poor house,” when we met
hima on the steamer. More like a jolly
old palace out of the Arabian Nights.”

""Il'ha topfulness is terrific,”” agreed

urree Jamset Ram Bingh,

“] gsay, you fellows——"

“Is it up to Bunter Court, after all,
old fat bean?” chuckled Bob Cherry.

“Well, hacdly,” said Bunter., *8till,
it's & decomt show! But look here—is
that & goldfish?” s

“ Where 7" asked Bob, joining the f[at
Owl at the edge of the mosaic pavement
that bordered the lake. _ .

There was a sly gleam in Billy
Bunter's little round eyes, behind his
big round spectacles.

ob had already forgotten Bunter's

enforced bath, Billy Bunter hadn’t! A
bath, from Rilly Bunter’s point of view,
waa one of those things which it is mora
blessed to give than to receive.

Billy Bunter was on the warpath.
Thoughts of vengeance were in his fat
and podgy mind.

Bob Cherry peered at the sunlit
water, on which wator-lilies floated, in
search of the supposed goldfish. As he
leaned over the t:crga, Billy Bunter gave
him a sudden and unexpected shove in
the back.

&plash |

“Hp, he, he | gurgled Bunter.

“Ooooogh [ spluttered Bob.

Before he knaw what was happening he
was in the water. It was not more than
thres fect deep; but Bob, taken guite
by surprise, went right under. Hae
sprawled headlong in the pond, and as
ke scrambled up the falling stream of
the fountain swamped over him and
gave him a shower-bath,

“You silly owl!” roared Harrey
Yharton, runnini to the edge of the
pond, as Bob Cherry spluttered and
scrambled and struggled In the water.

“You potty porpoisal What the
thump— Oh—0w—what—— Oh, my
hat! Oooogh 1™

Bplash |

As Wharton reached out & hand to
Bob the fat Owl gave him e shove
behind, and he went in headlong.

rn'HE‘ hE: h.E -In

"ﬂonrtsﬁht Grooogh! Oh erikey!
Ooooch

|

'] HB, hﬂ. hEI“

“¥You fat lomatic!” shrieked Bob
Cherry, standing up in the lake,
drenched and streaming. “T'lI-I'll
Ifltilirat you all over Caira! I—

“He, he, hel How do you like it
yourself "' chortled Bunter.

Wharton and Bob Cherry came splash-
ing to the side of the lake. Nuﬁenl; and
Hurree S8ingh and Johnny Bull ran to
help them out, and Lord Mauleverer
ambled up to lend them a hand.

Billy Bunter looked on and chortled.
Th:;;, in Buonter’s opinion, was tit for
tat
Cherry came scrambling out, drenched
and dripping and infuriated. The
expression on Bob's face was rather
alarming.

==

I SPIN A YARN AND ROPE IN ]
A HANDSOME POCKET-
KNIFE

kke R. G. Willett, of 66, Glamor-

gnn Street, Pimlico, 5.W.1, wheo

as sent in thnfﬁllnwmg winning
joke.

£ s this dog a thorcughbred 7 *

asked the would-be purchaser,

A thoroughbred,” echoed the
galosman. ' | should just say he
is. Why, ha wouldn't b2 seen
cut in tha atrest with you unless
you were wearing a “posh®™ hat
and spats! "™

Send in a yarn just as funny,
chum, and a prize will come your
way.

Giving a fellow a much-nceded bath
at the ﬁatal was one thmi; tipping a
fellow into a pond when he was on a
visit was quite another. Bob looked as
if he was going to make that distinction
clear to Williamm George Bunter, in a
very drastic manner,

“Wait a tick, vou fat maniac " pasped
Bob. “Just you wait a tick, and 1f I
don't burst you into & million small
pi!EE L4 ]

Bunter did not wait a tick, He did
not wait half a tick. Before Bob was
fairly out of the pond, Bunter departed
—on his highest gear.

“Come back, you fat villein I roared
Bob, as he crawled out, in a pool of
water, streaming from head to f[oot.

“ Beast 1"

That reply Hoated back as the fat
Owl wvanished smong the palms and
shrubs and Rower-beds.

Bob Cherry made & rush in pursuit.
Lord Mauleverer, grinning, caught him
by the arm.

But he ceased to chortle as Bob

“Hold on, old bean!™ exclaimed
Mau]i.r.

L]l burst him | roared Boh.

Ny esteemed chum—"" ecxclaimed
the Nabob of Bhanipur.

“I'll spiflicate him 1”

“The spiflication is the proper caper,
but not in the absurd mansion of the
respected and ridiculous Maroudi I™ zaid
Hurres Jamset Ram Singh.

“Bunter will keep, old bean I” grinned
Mauleverer.  “You don’t want to
astonish the natives by bursting him
all over Maroudi’s house, old chap.”

III_I“I__};

_Bob Cherry realised that it was not a
time or place for giving Bunter his due.
The fat Owl meritad “spiflication,” but
the house of Mr., Maroudi was not the
pmﬁr place for that hectic process.

“Let the fat idiot rip " said Harry.
“We'll kick him all round the hotel
wzlta? we get back! Oh, my hat! I'm
w i

“The wetfulness is terrific 1"

“Here comes some of the jolly old
rﬂHmers," said Lord Mauleverer.

I'wo or three Nubian servants came
running up. They bowed, snd spoke
Incomprehensible words; but the mean-
ing was clear, and Wharton and Bob
followed them into the house, to dry
themselves—leaving & watery trail
behind them as they went.

Thg n;har fellows continued to stroll
round the sunny court, excepting Billy
Bunter, That fat and I'atunusg youth
considered it judicious to keep out of
gight for the present, and he was not
likely to be seen again until refresh-
ments were due.

THE EIGHTH CHAFTER.
In Desperate Hands !

ILMI MAROUDI, sitting cross-
H legged on & Persian prayer-rug,
smoked his  hookah. Bir
Reginald Brooke, in a long
-:*ﬂ.i:ikq ::hm;:.fsmul::ﬂd & cigar. They were
talking of farmm in the Fayyum, that
fertile province ::]rf Egypt where the old
baronet had an estate which adjoined
Maroudi's.

A silent-footed Nubian ceme in, and
stood waiting for his master to give him
permission to k.

Yor some minutes Mr. Maroudi did
not seem to have observed him; then,
politely excusing himself to 8ir
Reginald, he turned his eyes on the
gorvant.

The Nubian spcke in Arabie, and
Maroudi, with all his impassive Oriental
enlm, gave a slight start. Apparently
the Nubian's communication had
startled him. He a;mwared the man in
A:rahlc, and the servant went out aos
gilently as he had entered.

Bir Reginald, who had been many
times in Egypt, and had a smattering
of Arabic. was aware that the Nubian
had announced that & caller had come,

and had been shown into the
“mandarah,” or guest-room, inside the
house, And, to his amazement, he had

caught the name of Kalizelos.

He looked wery curiously at the
Egyptian over his cigar. Kalizelos, the
Cireek, was charged with Lkidnapping
and attempted murder, and was a fugi-
tive from the police. It was amazing
if he had ventured to show himself in
publie, and 1n the hodse of a friend of
the Greyiriars party.

“My good friend,” said Maroudi
gravely, *Kalizelos, the Greek, has the
audacity to come here and demand
specch with me. If you will pardon me
for leaving you for a few minutes, 1
will see the man.'" -

“By all means,” said Bir Reginald.
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Maroudi rose from the prayer-rug,
salaamed gravely to his guest, and left
the colonnade by an inner door.

He traversed several passuges, and
entered the “mandarah "—a great
apartment with many doors, one side of
which wos open to the court, with a
perforated stone balustrade.

Kalizelos the Greek was there, alone.

Ha was seated on a low divan, but
he rose to his feet as the Eﬁyptinn
entered, and salaamed in the Eastern
style—a greeting which Hilmi Maroudi
did not return.

Kalizelos was dressed like a native, as
the juniors had seen him the day before.

“ Ez-salamn aleikum ™ he said as he
silanmed.

“1 have no greeting for you, Kon-
stantinos Kalizelos 1¥ said the Egyptian
coldly. "'Is my house a village of the
Baggara, that a pariah dog dares to
enter

“I come in peace, O Maroudi ** said
the Greek, speaking in Arabie.

* Between us there 1s no peace, as you
are the enenmiy of my friends,” answered
the Lgyptian. ""And the police of
Cairo are secking you."

The Groek shrugged his shoulders.

“But wyou will not call the police,
Muaroudi, for I have come trusting to
your fmith,” he said. “And a good
Moslem dare not violate the laws of
hospitality.'

“That is true,” said Maroudi. “In
my house you are =afa, and you know
it, or you would not have come. But I
will have you driven from my door like
8 pariah dog, with blews of the
kourbash.”

“Liet me speak first,” said the Greek.

“ Boeak |

Wil T tune to say is seerct.”
Kalizelos . . ' vsund the spacious
mandara, to vaics there were

doorways, some of them covered only by
iatticed hangings,

“No ecars will listen hers” sald
Alarvondi seornfully. “But be brief.”

“1 would sjrenk of tha Scarab of
A-AMenah,” said Kalizelos, s1ill in Arabie,
“But for you, O Maroudi, thiz scarab
would now be in my hands. I hribed
the young lord’s dragoman to betray
him, and it was your intervention that
forced Hassan to return to his laith, and
save him from my hands, For some
reason you have befriended thess
foreigners, whe would be at my mercy
m this land of Egypt, but for you.”

“It is truel” said Maroudi. *And
my proteetion will shield them so long
ng they remain in my country. Son of
s dog, you bribed my servant, Ali, to
rob them on the steamer, and the life
of one boy was endangered. It was
the will of Allah that I should save him.
Ali has been punished by many blows,
and sent to my plantations on the Upper
Nile. And because peril came to these
Linglish lords th'mugi my servant, I am
their protector.’”

“¥ou are rich, and you are
Maroudi,” szaid the Greek. ainst
you I am powerless.  But listen In
an ancient papyrus, written by the
scribe of A-Menah, thres tnuusandy ears
ogo, 1 have learned the secret -;-E' the
Golden 8carab |

*This papyrus is known only to me.
It came into my hands by chamce, in
my shop in Cairo; it lay long neglected
among many other papyri. But when I
chaneed to read it, ?Llurﬂuﬂi, I read the
sccret of the Scarab of A-Menah! And
then I knew that the tradition was true,
and that the possessor of the Golden
Scarab helds in his hands the finding
of tho Eyo of Osiris. 8hall I tell you
this secret i
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werful,
Rﬂa

Iy peace an

“1hat is as you choose!” snswered
Maroudi; but there was & glimmer of
keen curiosity in his eyes.

“Listen again, O aroudi! The

reat diamond, the Eye of Osiris, was
amed in the reign of Rameses the
Second, when the general A-Menah
brought it back from the land of the
Hittites, after the battle of Kadesh. It
was known to be worth the ransom of
many kings. In English money of the
present day the value is a quarter of o
million pounds.”

“8o I have heard it said !

“Even you, Maroudi, rich as you are,
will not despise such a sum,” said the
Greek, “As I have said, against you
I am powerless. That is why I am
here, Give these foreigners into my
hands; withdraw your protection from
them, that is all I ask, Eet Hassan, the
dragoman, learn that he need not foar
‘our anger and vengeance, and he will

tray them into my hands. They shall
not be harmed—I scek only the scarab.
And the half of its value shall be yours |
Rich as you are, iz not this worth your
while, Maroudi?”

“Dog, and thoe son of a dog!” said
the Egyvptian, his eyes gleaming at
Kalizelos, “If I were us poor ns the
beggars who ask alms at the doors of
tha mosques, do you think that all the
treasures of the Pharachs wounld tempt
me to betray my [riends?”

“Those aro but words!” said tho
Greek coolly. *“Listen, Maroudi! I
have lost much in secking the Golden
Scarab. From a rich merchant of
Cairo I hava become a hunted fugitive.
Only with & great fortunc can I make
pay the backsheesh that
will turn from me the talons of the law.
I am a desperate man now, Maroudi,
Leava these foreigners to me, and take
tho half of the treasure to which the
scarab will guide me.”

“It is enough!” said Maroudi. “I
will eall my servants to drive you from
nl% door !

he Greek’s eyes glittered.

"I hove said that against you I am
powerless, Maroudi,” he said. “But
there is too much at stake for me to
retreat. There are many daggers and
many desperate hends in this eity, and
even the powerful Maroudi is only
mortal. If you should be taken to the
Prophet, 0 Maroudi, who will protect
these foreigners?"

Maroudi’'s lip curled.

“For that threst you shall reccive
blows from the kourbash when you have
Enssed my door,” he ssid. *Within my

ouse no hand may be raised against
you, as you came trusting to my faith.
But 1n the street outside my walls you
shall be beaten away like a jackel.
Have you more to say, O son of pariah
dogs, before I call my Nubians?

he Greek gritted his teeth.

Maroudi stretched his hand towards a
gong. to strike it, to summon the
Nulnans. But his dusky hand did not
reach the gong. !

With the spring of a tiger the supple
Greek was upon ﬁim.

So swift, so sudden, was the spring—
like that of a wild beast of the jungle—
that the Egyptian was taken utterl by
surprise. Not for a moment had it
crossed his mind that Kalizeloa would
dare to attack him in his own mansion,
'wiltih & hundred devoted servants within
call.

The plump Egyptian went down on &
rug, the Greek over him. A sinewy
knee was planted on him, and two
ginuous hands gripped his

Maroudi’s starting eves stared up at
the Greek.
Plump as Le was, the Egyptian was
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no weakling; but the Greek was twice
%3 strong, and he was desperate and
ruthless. The grip of his sinuous fingers
choked Maroudi into silence. His black
:Jﬂ: blazed down at the suffocating
an.
in';EiuﬂJ then ! 111133&1:1[1 Kﬂfi'mhii ?Di?
r own palace, dog of a Moslem
The scarab shall be nﬁne} in spite of
you! When you have gone to your
place, Moslem hound, the foreigners
will be at my mercy | Powerful as you
are, 0 Hilm Maroudi, who shall save
you now ¥

The fdgygtinn could not speak. He
struggled, but his struggles were futile.
No servant wounld come to the mandara
without his order, and the gong was out
of his reach.

The fierce grip on his throat hardened
and tightened, the savage face glarin
down at him floanted before his ayes, ang
Hilmi Maroudi knew that it was death,
and that in a few moments more ha
would bo crossing the bridge of a hairs-
breadth to the paradise of the Prophet !

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
In the Nick of Time !

(13 HE fat 1diot "
“The podgy, pifling, potty
porpoisa [V

" Bother him *

“Blow him ¥

Harry Wharton and Bob Cherry wers
both speaking at once, and both speak-
ing of William George Bunter.

A bowing Nubian showed the two
drenched and dripping juniors into a
room in the house of Maroudi, whera
there was a green marble bath sunk in
the mosaio floor, bath-robes and towels
in abundance.

With o grave black face—though pro-
bably the %\Tubmn was inwardly smiling
—he helped them to remove their
drenched clothes, and handed them
towels.

Anether MNubian brought fresh gar-
ments to the room, evidently for the
juniors to change into whila their
clothes were drying.

The garments were, of course, native;
even in Mr. Maroudi’s wealthy and
well-appointed residence there was no
supply of European clothes of hoyish
size at a moment’s notice.

The juniors were glad, however, to
get dry clothes to put on, though it was
o_little odd to think of dressing in
djubbahs

The Nubians carried away the wet
clgthes, making signs to indicate that
the same were to bo dried; and one of
them pointed to a brass gong, evidently
meaning that it was to be struck if any-
thing more was wanted.

Then the schoolboys were left alone
to towel themselves down:; which they
wera very glad to do.

While they towelled they told ome
another what they thought of Billy
Bunter,

Dry at last, they put on the Egyptian
clothes, and grinned at their reflection
in & BPagIons ]']'.I.l]'.'l"l'_'l‘l':

“Two jolly Egyptians, except for the
jolly old complexions,” said Bob

herry, laughing. “I1 say, these silky
things are fﬂliﬂ comfy and cool in hot
wanther, all ba glad to change
back, though.”

“Same here,” agreed Wharton, "I
wonder how long they will be drying
our clobber! Can't stick indoors all the
time. Let's get out..”

“80 long as we can change before wa
luar&, it's all right,” said Bob. “€ome
on ™

He opened the door, and they left the
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As Bob Cherry leaned over the edge of the ornamental lake, Billy Bunter gave him a szdden and unexpected shove in the back.
There was a splash as Bob sprawled headlong In the water, ** You pofty porpoise ! ** roared Wharton, rushing to Bob’s ald.

bath-room. It did pot seem necessary
to sound the gong to call the Nubishs
to show them out, But, as a matter of
fact, they found that it was not easy to
pick their way in the vast building.

They went down a ocorridor, and
turned into another, under the impres-
sion that they were heading for the
courtyard; but, instead of arriving at
the court, they found their way barred
by a latticed doorway.

he corridor led &u some apartment;
and though it would have been easy to
push the lattice aside &and poss
through, they halted.

In an Esstern house one could not be
too careful. If the room beyond the
latticed doorway was one of the publio
apartments, all was well; but if 1t was
a private apartment, they naturally did
not want to enter it

“I fapnoy it's all right,” murmured
Bob. “I'm certain we're heading in the
direction of the courtyard. This would
be one of the rooms looking on it, I
think." :

“Botter make sure, though,” eaid
Harry, in the same low tone. “I think
we m:,ght really to have sounded the

n or & servant to take us out.

erhaps we'd better go back—"

“Well, we don’t want to butt into the
wrong shop,” grinned Bob, * But—"

He broke off.

There was a sound in the aﬁartmmﬂ
beyond the latticed doorway. It was a
faint, low, but startling sound—a

choking gurglel

The twoe juniors started, and ex-
changed looks.

“What——"" breathed Wharton.

“"What the thump!”® muttered Bob.
“Tash 1t all, 1t sounda like somebo
being strangled| What the jolly ol
thump have we dropped on I

The juniors atood gquite still for a
eThex hosw M Marousi lit
ey knew Mr. Maroudi as & polite

and k:';nd-haartad gentleman, who had
been very eivil and hospitable; but
they knew, too, that the ways of the
East wore not the ways of the West.
Lifo was cheap in the East; and they
had heard of thd bow-string! It was
surely impossible that a dark Oriental
eed wes being done in the housa
Maroudi; yet the sound from beyond
the latticed doorway was undoubtedly,
unmistakably that of some unhappy
viotim whose life was being choked out.

Wharton's face set.

“We'ra nhippiqﬁ in hare, Bob, what-
ever it is,” he said, “Come om "
With a resolute hand Harry Wharton
pulled the lattice aside, and ﬂteli-ped
through the doorway, Bob at his heels.

The juniors found themselves in & vast
apartment, with a lofty ceilin adorned
with gilded arabesques, one side open to
the courtyard, though screened by a hl%:h
balustrade in_ graceful stomework, b
was, if they had known it, the “man-
darah,” the guest-room of the mansion.

But they had no time for lml-:mﬁ
about them. They stared, with stactle
n:eal at the fearful scene that met them
as they entered.

Btretched on his back on a prayer-rug
was Hilmi Maroudi, and, bending over
him, grasping his throat, and choking
out his life, was Kalizelos, the Greek.

The sight was so astonizhing that, for
a brief sccond, they stood spellbound.
Then they bounded forward.

*It's Kalizelos | panted Wharton.

*Get hold of him !” asgd :

airé{rm was on the Greek at once,

mgtﬁ&d him backwards by main

force, and the Greck sprawled over on
his back on the stone foar.

Maroud: lay gasping.

He had been near to death—very near
to death—and his eyes were bulging, his
brain swimming, and he lay powerless,
as he gulped in the life-giving air when
the cruel grip was gone from his throat.
He could not speak, or lend aid—but the
juniors did not need aid,

Strong and supple as the Greek was,

they had him down, and they kept him

of down. He struggled like a wild beast,

and contrivad to get hiz hand under his
kaftan and draw a knife; but Wharton
had hold of his wrist in o flash, and
twisted it savagely till he dropped the
weapon.

“¥ou!" panted the Greek, his olive
face convulsed with rage., For a
moment he had taken the juniors, in
their native garb, for atiendants of
Maroudi; but now he recognised them.

“You scoundrel ¥ said Wharton, be-
twoen his tecth.

“Hold him !* panted Bob. :

Fiercely the juniors grasped the writh-
ing, struggling rascal. But they had
ﬁair hands fu tu}:r:i_:h Kslizelos. Te was
tke a tiger 1n their grasp.

The thgrgr: of them ﬂUHE on the foor,
struggling, grasping, clutching, panting
for breath; tho Greek striving to esca
the juniors striving desperately to hol
him and keep him a prisoner.

Maroudi sat up dizzily. y

Ho could not rise, but he reached his
knees, and crawled to the gong. He
struck it, and a desp, booming soun
rang through the building.

One boom of the gong was enough.
There was a soft patter of fect, and a
tsll Nubian cntered. . i

Maroudi panted & word in Arabic.

Instantly the Nubian's grasp was ob

(Continued on page 10.)
Tus Magyer Lierary.—No. 1,281,



(Continued from page 13.)

Kalizelos. It was a much-needed relief
to the Greviriars fellows. £

The powerful gresp of the Nubian
finished the struggle. KEalizelos almost
erumpled in it. He collapeed on his
back, and o black, heavy kneo was
laced on his chest, pinning him down.

ne hand of the Nubian grasped bim,
the ether jerked a dagger from some
place of concealment under his loose
garments, and the keen point was placed
to the Greck’s throat. The black man
looked to his master for instructions,
obviously preparad to drive the dagger
home at a sign from

“*Oh tl Hﬂmﬁdt

*Oh, my hat|” gasped Bob.

““Mr. h{u,mudi-g-——” exclaimed
Wharton.

To their relief, Marondi made the
Nubian a negative sign. Villain as the
man was, it thrilled the juniors with
horror to think of such summary justice
executed under their eyes. a8

Maroudi smiled faintly at the juniors.
He struek the gong again, twice, and
four or five b servants entered,
Maroudi spoke to them in Arabie, and
the Greek, in the grasp of many hands,
wae lad away.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter 1s Satisflled !

ILMI MAROUDI stood silent

H for several minutes, his hand

ta his throat. Wharton and

Nugent waited. But in a few

minutes Lthe Egyptian had recovered his
accustomed calm. i .

“Marshallah ! he said. “My little
friends, it was the will of Allah that you

should save me from that son of ten
thousand dogs. Already I could see the
houris beckoning.” . -

“Thank goodness we butted in, sirl”
said Bob. “They've got Kalizelos safe
at last ¥ :

“He will go from thiz house to
rison,” said Maroudi. “Had he not
ifted his hand against me, I should have

had no choice but to allow him to depart
in peace, for it is written that even tho
avildoer shall be safe in the house of
his enemy. But since he has sought my
life, he goes where justice awaits him,
My servants will hand him over to the
police of Caire.” . _

pausced, and eved the juniors, in
their strange garh, curiously.

“ But how ecame you to enter this room
so fortunately ¥ he asked, and when
Wharton a:lpiained, the Egyptian
nodded gravely. )

“Kismet!” ho said. "It is Fate! On
the steamer, my little friend, I saved
vour lifa, and 1t was written that you
should save me. All things are written
in_tho book of Fate. Allah is great!”

Hilmi Maroudi and the juniors left the
mandarah, the Egyptien returning to
Sir Reginald Brooke, once more as calm
and impassive as if nothing out of tha
ardinary had cccurred, and the juniors
rejoining their friends in the gardens in
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the courtyard. Their faces wore grave,
and the faces of their chums ame
grava also when they learned what bhad
ap aned. :

oll, that brute Kalizelos is safe

I now, at apy rate,” said Johnny Bull.

“He wont't be following us when we go
up the Nile " . ]

“That's rather a telief,” said Nugent.

“ But—if that fat idiot, Bunter, hadn’t
ducked us!” said Bob. “JIf we hadn't
butted in when we _ Mr.
Maroudi thinks it was all written in the
'nlllzﬁﬂld bodk of Fate! But it was jolly

ucky, anyhow! I think we had better
not kick Bunter, after all.” He glanced
round. * Where is the fat frump now?!”
kL I{eepmﬁ out of sight,” grinned
Nugent. He's sure to turn up for
gru Hallo, there goes the jolly old
ong ! I suppose that means tiffin!
ime for that tat villain to show up.”

“I gay, fellows—*

The juniors looked round. That fat
and familiar voice came from the other
side of & high bank of glowing scarlet
craniums, Billy Bunter evidently had
card the gong, and guecssed that it
meant tiffin.

“(Oh, there you are, you fat freak
said Bob Cherry.

Bunter peered warily at the juniors
ovaer the tall geraniume.

“1 say, you fellows, no larks,” he said.

148
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“1 hope you're not poing to kick up a
row here, Bob Cherry | era’s such a
thing as manners, you know! You're

not in the Remove age now. '

“"I've a jolly good mind——"

“You asked for that ducking,” said
Bunter, watching warily from the safe
side of the geranium bank, and ready
to bolt. It served you jolly well right !
I'm willing to let the w{nia matter
drop. I'd give you a jolly good licking,
only I've Fnl: some manners, if you
haven™. Old Maroudi’s only a nigger,
of course, but 1'm not going to kick up
a shindy hera. So—"

“It's all rizht, vou fat freak! Tou
ean come out of cover,” sald Harry
Wharton.

“Is it pax?” asked Bunter cautiously.

“"Yes, asg !™ grunted Bah.

“0Oh, ell right, then! 1 say, wvou
fellows, you look rather guys in that
rig,"” grinned Bunter, az he came down
tha bank and joined the chums of the
Remove. ™1 suppose you were rather
wet, what? a, ha, hal” Bunter
blinked curiously at the juniors. *“ What
ara you all Lu-::rlu:mﬁ1 so jolly solemn

ou
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. Bowing Nubians conducted the juniors
into tha house,

The ceremonia]l washing of hands be-
fore & meal struck Bunter as unnecessary
and absurd; but it- struck the other
fellows as a custom that William George
Bunter would do well to adopt in his
native land when he returned there.

After this, the Greyfriars fellows were
shown into & vast apartment, where they
found Maroudi and 8ir Reginald, and
where refr nts were produced.

_Billy Bunter found that his anticipa-
tions were well founded.

The grub was good.

Innumerable native servants waited
on the juniors, and sweet strains of
musio camo from a band of musicians
on & dais ot the upper end of the room.

the centro of the room was a
fountain, with a golden ball balancing
in its jet of waber.

The floor was of a rich, glowin
mosaic. The ceiling, lofty and dumecg
was covered with gold arabesques.

Palms in tubs nodded against the
walls, intermingled with banks of
gorgeous flowers of avery hue,

The musicians, in decorative native
costumes, weres half hidden by banks
of flowers, through which glimpses
could be hed of their gorgeous garb and
dark faces and strange instruments.
To the schoolboys it was all rather
like & scene from the “ Arabian Nights.”

It was indeed a sight the chums of
Greyfriara would remember for & long,
whg time,

Only Bunter gave no attention to his
surroundings. )

Bunter’s attention was concentrated on
the provender.

The fat Owl was soon heppy and
shﬁy and sticky.

r. Maroudi, showing no sign of the
late terrible experience he had been
through, wa- smiling and urbane, kind
and attentive to aﬁ the juniors, not
excepting Bunter.

Evidently the Egyptian gentleman
was pleased to seo the bright and cheery
faces of the snhn-nlh-ufy: round him, and
his usually grave face beamed with
smilea.

It was rather a langﬂitg

meal, though
by no means too leng

i v for Bunter.
Indeed, when it was over and the guests
moved into the gardens in the court
Billy Bunter went with both hands full
of sticky Turkish sweetmeats, and a
supply of nuts stuffed with marzipan in

about? Don't ink we shall get his pockets—a procesding to which Mr.
eepdgrys e L e
Lk y 4 . n i} g CduskK o a avening
Billy Bunter's question had the effcct .
of basihing the Soviy of the Famous socgred lamps slmmered orer th
1V, T . i i :
f:;]r:_:-,lmﬂ_& if T see anﬁ}-.inlg to ﬁkla h'ﬁ.ﬂﬁ, tﬁmﬂﬂmﬁiéﬂtﬁiéﬁgﬂiﬂi
ot ! said the fat Owl, pu Eﬂ.j among the palms, and a troupe of
Nothing else to worry about, is thera! dancers appeared : from nowhera and

My idea is that the grub will be good!
Old Maroudi's jolly rich, and it stands
to reason that he will stand us something
decent. Don’t you fellows think so 7

“Fathead !

“Well, T think eo,” said Bunter.
fancy the grub will be good, and plenty
of it, too. Nothing to worry about thak
I can see. Come on! That gong means

ub, and it's rather bad manners to be
ate, You fellows don't think much of
manners, I know; but when you're with

me, vou ought to play up, vou know.”
"Gyh gad!” murmured Lord
Mauleverer.

Billy Bunter rolled off, with a look of
happ nnhmipatmn on hiz fat face. He
had little, if any, doubt that the grib
would be pood. He had given

portant matter considerable thought, and
was fairly satisfied that the grub would
be all right. And if the grub was =ll
r;glﬂ:,l everything, of course, was &ll
rig

this im-

-I'I'I_

performed & graceful Oriental dance for
tha entortainment of Mr. Maroudi's
guests.

Mr. Maroudi smoked his hookah, and
Sir Reginald a cigar, while the juniors
looked on at the dancing, n:mf Billy
Bunter slowly and laboricusly, but
daterminedly, travelled through his
supply of sweetmeats and stuffed nuts.

After the dancers came a snake-
charmer, whose weird exploits held the
juniors spellbound. Then eams & native
conjurer, who made a palm-trec grow
from & tub almost in the twinkling of
an eye, who threw flowers into the air
whi appoarently, at least—never came
down again, and who produced live,
hissing snskes from an urunga.

When the time came to depart, and
the big car rolled away with tho hray-
friars party, even Billy Bunter acknow-
ledged that it had been a jolly good
time.
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“It was very fortunate,” said Bir
Reginald in the car, “that we paid our
visit to Mr. Maroudi to-day—"

“¥Yes, wasn t it?" said Bunter heartily.
“1 told you fellows the grub would be
good, and it jolly well was”

Hir Reginald gave the fat Owl a glare
and went on:

“Thera is little doubt that Wharton
and Cherry saved Mr. Maroudi's life.
Now, my boys, Mr. Maroudi has offered
to lend us his dahabiyeh for the trip
up the Nile, and he was so insistent that
I really had to accopt the offer. It is
a magnificent boat, much more commo-
dious than any dahabiyeh I could have
hired in Cairo. It iz manned by Mr.
Maroudi's own erew of Nubisns, and
the reis is a man in whom he has every
confidence, In these circumstances, and
now that that rascal Kalizelos iz in the
hands of the police, 1 shall be able fo
trust you on the Nile in the care of the
dragoman whila I go to the Fayyum to
sea to my business there. My, Maroudi
18 leaving for the Fayrum to-morrow,
and I shall accompany him, and you
bovs will start up the Nile. I shall rely
upon you, Wharton, to see that the
party does not get into mischief.”

“Leave it to me, sir,” said Bunter.
It will be ali right. 1 shall be there,
I'm acenstomed to looking after these
follows.™

“Will you kindly hold vour tongue,
Bunter ¥ demanded Sir Reginald,

“(h, really, sir—"

The car arrived at the hotel. A gold
tassel on a tarboosh danced as Hassan
the dragoman, opened the door anti
salaamed to his lordly gentlomen. The
juntors went to bed that night with
great anticipations for the morrow,

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Bags Another Bargain!

T ALKING ™
W “Yes"
“Rot I*
] “The rotfulness is not
terrific, my esteamed DBunter. The

“*E?“r,',i distance is only a ridiculous
mile,

“"Think I'm going to walk a mile?”

“Are you ready, my boysi” called out
Bir Reginald Brooke.

“Hera we are, sir!"

The baggage was gono. Backshcesh
had been duly distributed, and the
Groyiriars fellows were going. It was
early morning; not yet hot, but already
bright and sunny. BEvery fellow in the
party was quite keen on a last walk
through the {(L_:B.l:l"l} streets, even Mauoly—
but with the exzception of William
George Bunter. Bunter would not have
walked from his bed-room to the
dining-room if it had been possible to
take a cab—so long, of course, as there
wag somebody elsa to pay for the cab.

On the trip to Egypt the “ exes * were
gtood by Lord auleverer; therciore
thera was no reason why a car or an
arabeyeh should not be taken on all
accasions, so far as Bunter could =ee.
The announcement that they wera going
to walk to the Kasr-el-Nil Bridge,
whora the boat was waiting, roused
Bunter's deepest indignation.

“Come cn, fatty!” said Beb Cherry.
“It will shaf-ra. down your breakfasts if
vou walk & bit. I suppose you want
them to settle down ™

“¥ah ¥

“Bunter's got 8 lot of breakfasts to
carry, though,” remarked Johnoy Bull.
“ Did %'-:-u stack away six or seven,
Bunter1"

“ Boast |

*“Jolly mornin’ for a walk,” said Lord
Mauleverer. “Come on. Can't keep
nunky waitin’.”

“But what the thump are we going to
walk for?” demanded Bumter. *Has
Mauly turned stingy, or what?”

“Oh gad 1" said his lordship.

“If that's it,” said Bunter, with deep
scorn, “I'll pay for a car. You can
leave that to me. Now, if I'm going to
pq}y for the car, I suppose some of you
will have the decency to lend me a few
pounds—-="

“My lordly gentlemen—*

_ “Bhut up, Hassan | T don’t like bein
interrupted by niggers! Now, look
here, you fellows—— I say, don't walk
away while I'm talking to you, you
beasts 1 roared Bunter.

But the chums of the Remove did
walk away, and the fat Owl rolled after
them, snorting. Lord Mauleverer
marched ahead with his unecle, the
Famous Five sirolled after them, and
Bunter grunted in the rear, with
Hassan, the dragoman, hovering round
the whole lpart}f, his brown face grin-
ning cheerfully, and his stick poking
away the common persons who got in
the way of his lordly gentlemen.

Billy Bunter -lagged behind.

IT'S COMING
SHORTLY—

A GRAND
SURPRISE

which will make you glad you
are a regular M A N]{T
reader.
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A walk of a mile in the freshness of
the morning was agreeable to all the
other fellows, and really was not a
martyrdem for Bunter. But the fat
Owl had o sense of injury. Feeling
quita certain that the other fellows
would not sail up the Nile on Mr,
Maroudi's dahabiyeh without him,
Bunter took his time. Besides, Bunter
had a lot to carry. He had dis-
tinguished himself, as usual, at break-
fast, and astonished the waiters, for
the last time. with the amount of food-
stuffs he had packed away. He was not
disposed (o exertion, and he did not
excrt himself. Harry Wharton looked
back and shouted to him:

“Buck up, Bunter I

“¥ah |

“You'll got lost, fathead! ™ bawled
Bob Cherry.

“ Beast I

Bunter did not buck uin, At first it
was obstinacy that made him lag. But
after o half-mile he really was fatigued,
owing to the eargo ha had to carry.
dix or sevon breakfasts, ons after

\7

dmﬁmman, and his red tarboosh and
lden taszsel glowed over the crowd ix
the stroet.

“Donkay i
Bunter blinked round.
“Donkey! ¥You, sar! Donkey!™

_For a moment Bunter had the impres
sion, o8 he had had once before, thai
the brown men was calling him 8
denkey. But the brown man who spoke
to him was leading & big, powerfu]
donkey; so the fat Owl gueszed that the
animal waa for hire or sale.

“Oh, good " gasped Bunter. “Vos,
I'll hire your donkey. Rather!”

A lift was exactly what DBunter
wanted, ]

“3ell a donkey, sar ! said the brown
man, *“Me no donkev-boy, sar! No,
sar. Me Hafiz, sar—me sell donkeys.
Yes, sar, You buy a donkey. G
maiE_a a cheap price—sixty piastres,
Sar.

Bunter blinked at the man.

Haifiz grinned and salaamed.

“Fine big donkey, sar! Him name
Queen Victoria, sar, to English gontle-
man, To American ntleman him
nama Abraham Lincoln. Yes, sar.
Sixty plastres cheap price. YWhat you
say, sar? Buy a dnnﬂcjr'?"

Bunter blinked at the donkey. It was
a big, handsome animal, and very like
Quelch to' look at—the "donkey Bunter
had bought once before, and which had
departed so soon after the purchase,
and had not been seen since.  Sixty
pinstros was an absurdly low price for
such an animal. Once more Billy
Funter seconted a bargain,

“Well, you sce, I'm going on o boat
—what you call & dahaliych m your
silly language,” he explained. “8o—""

“Him donkey like go on dahabiyeh
sar—very good donkey for dahabiyeh,
sar—maony times him go on dahahiyeh,
Eﬂ.r‘—-—”

“0Oh!” said Bunter thoughtfully.

Ha did not know whether there was
accommodation for donkeys on boord a
dahabiyeh; but Hafiz, as a native,
ought to know |

“"¥You buy a donkey, sar,” said Hafiz
persuasively. “Ha carry vou all over
Egvpt, sar—you look at o donkey, sar,
vou sea him splendid fine animnl, zar.
Sixty piastres very cheap price, sar,
What vou say?

“Saddle and all?” asked Bunter,

“Yes, sar—overything and all!* zaid
Hafiz,

" Done [ said Bunter. 3

Qixty piastrez was about twelve shill-

ings, and such a donkey for twelve
sh?!linp;s was almost as big a bargain
gs Quelech for ten shillings. Billy

Bunter felt that he could not afford to
lose a chance like this. Even if he
could not take the donkey on the
dahabiveh, he could hand 1t over to
Hassan to disposo of, certainly for o
larger sum than twelve shillings, Why
Hafiz was selling a yaluable donkey,
sadldle and trappings and bridle and ail,
for such a trivial sum, was ns great a
mystery as why Abdullah had scld a
similar donkey at a similar ruinous
price. But Billy Dunter, who had
jumped at one bargain, now jumped ab
another.

(Continued on néxt pagd.)
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“Help me up!”' he said, making up
his fat mind,

A big bargain, and a lift at the same
momett, appealed to Bunter. Mounted
on Quesn Victoria, alias Abraham Lin-
eoln, he would soom overtake the
juniors, now far saheoad. rather
ancied himself riding in style, on his
own donkey, whila the other fellows

walked.

Hefiz nssisted him to mount, the
donkey standing quite still, locking as
not melt in its capa-

if butter woul
cious mouth. Bunter thought he had
never scen a quieter or more good-tem-
pered-looking donkey—except perhaps
uelch, who was poesibly a relation; for
there was undoubtedly a strong re-
semblance botween Bunter's first bar-
gain and Buntar's second bargain.

The fat junior counted out sixt
plastres, and Hafiz  salaamed, &an
salzaamed again, and the donkey started.
Even Bunter eould ride a quict, good-
tempered donkey, so long as the donke
remained quict and gumﬁtﬂm ered, Hi
trotted on cheerily, and with a clatter
of hoofs, overtook the Greyiriars party,

“I say, you fellows——"

“Hallo, halle, hallo! Bunter's found
his twin 1" exelaimed Bob ﬂharr{.

“The twinfulness is terrific 1" chuckled
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“Well, my hat!" said Harry Whar-
ton, staring =at DPBunter's long-eared
mount. “How on earth did you find
him, Bunterf"’

“Eh? I've just bought this donkey.”

“"You've bought him again?” yellad
Wharton.

Bunter blinked at him.

“What the thump do vou mean? he
demanded peevishly. “I've just bought
him for sixty piastres. He's nearly as
El'hen;:r as that donkey I bought the other

EF*"
“It’s the same donkey!" roared Bob.

“The samefulness is terrific.”

“0Oh, don't bo silly asses, you know!™
said Bunter. “This donkevy is named
Queen Vietoria. The one I bought the
other day was named George Wash-
ington. I'm going to name him Queleh,
zame a8 the other. He, he, he!™

“You fat owl, it's the same donkey 1"
exclaimed Frank Nugent., *“Was it tho
same man sold him to you®’

“No, it wasn't, you ass—think I
shouldn’t know him again,” snorted
liur.tjuau%.J “Think a nigger could take
me in?

“Well, whether it was the same man
or met, i1t's the same donkey,” =aid
Harry Wharton, laughing.

“ Rubbish 1"

“Same donkey, sar,” said Hassan,
grinning, “Hassan know! Adullah he
have many brothers, lordly gentlemen;
very great rogues, sar; sell same donkey
many times, elways at cheap price.
Yes. You trust Hassan, Hassan Lnow
evorything."

“Hn, ha, hal"

“Ret!” snorted Bunter, “I'd jolly
well like to see the nigger that could
tnke me in ! Oh! Help! Yooop!
Hold him! Yaroocoooh I

From somewhere in the
street came a long, shrill whistle. Ap-
parently it was a signal to the donkey,
Even as the whistle shrilled, the quictest
looking donkey Bunter had ever seen
suddenly turned inte an infuriated
buck-jumper.

George -Washington - Queen - Victoria
threw down his head, threw up hiz hind
legs, and cavorted framtically, and Billy
Bunter, yvelling wildly, sailed over the
lowered head, and landed on ono of the
many hecaps of garbage that adorn the
streets of Cairo.

“¥Yoooooop I

“Oh. my hat!”
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“Ha, ha, ha"

The instant Bunter was of his back
the donkey vanished. There wero other
donkeys in the street, and camels, and a
few buffaloes, and arabeyehs, and a
crowd of early peasants going to market
with their produce, and amid that as-
sorted crowd, Queen Victoria-Abraham
Lincoln vanished like a ghost at cock-
Crow.

Bunter sat on the garbage and roared.

“Yarcoh! , I'm  killed! Yooop!
Whooop I
“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the juniors.

“I say, you follows— ~ Varoooh!
Wheopt Help! I'm smashed—killed—
diglocated. I say—— Whooop !

The Famous Five dra ged Bunter up,
though they were laughing almost too
much to help. Fragments of ancient
vegetables clung lovingly to Bunter as
he was rescued from the garbage-heap.
He panted and gasped and spluttered.
Fortunately he found that he was not
killed, or smashed, or dislocated. But
haﬂ“;i hrﬂa.thles:i Gl R 1

are's my donkey?™ he gasped.

“Gone 1" chuckled bob Cherry. “You
fat duffer, that donkey's trained to it.
It's the same donkey——"

f'Tain't 1" roared Bunter,

“I dare say he's been gold cheap to
about a hundred tourists, or perhaps a
thousand,” ohuckled Jolhny Bull. “A
different man and s different name
every time—-="

" And nerally a different mu
chortled Bob., ™But in this case they
caught the same mug again.”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“I say, you fellows, you go after that
donkey—I gave sixty piastres for that
dankey—" gasped Bunter.

“HBixty and ffty—that's a hundred
and ten Elinstrﬂs altogether I" chuckled
Bob. “If you buy him a few more
times, you'll get up to guite & big figure
—he'll ke & dear donkey, in the long
run,'"

“Ha, ha, ha "

“You silly chump, it's not the same
donkey——"

“Ha, ha, ha!™

The chums of the Remove walked on
Billy Bunter cast a last blink round
through his big spectacles, in search of
his second bargain. But his sceond
bargain had vanished like his frat:
though Bunter was not willing to admit
that it was the same bargain. He
anorted, and rolled after the Famous
Five—on foot. It was walking, after all,
for William George Bunter.

]‘II

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Up the Nile!

OUSSA, the reis. salaamed to
the Greyiriars fellows, as they
came on board the Cleopates
—that being the name of Mr.

Maroudi's dahabiyeh. The Nubian
boatmen salaamed also, in a swarm on
the sailor's deck.

It wos a huge houseboatl; tha largest
and handsomest dohabiyeh that the
juniors had seen. They bad seen a
zood many on the Nile since they had
arrived in Egypt; but nothing to equal
the Cleopatra.

Obviously, Mr. Maroudi was a very
wealthy gentleman indeed, to be the
owner of this magnificent craft. In-
gtructions had been given to the reis
and the crow, and they greeted the Grey-
friars tourists with great respect and
attention.

The juniors looked about the great
river-boat with delighted eyes. It was
to be their Hoating home for many days
to come, and they agreed that Mr,

THE MAGNET

Maroudi was a real brick to lond them
such a wonderful craft. They had
loaked forward to “doing " the Nile in
& dshabiyeh; but a hired dahabiyeh
would have been very different from
this palatial boat. Even Billy Bunter
admitted that it was “zomo boat,” and
even that it was nearly up to his pater's
houseboat—an admission which made
the juniors smile, Still, Bunter declared
thgt he would have preferred a steamer,

How do they get this thing along?”’
he demanded.

“Wind him blow big sail, sar!” said
Hazsan,

"SBuppose the wind blows the other
wiy ? asked Bunter,

“Most time wind him blow from the
north, lordly sar, blow dahabiyeh up
the Nile!” explained Hassan. * Wind
he o up, ourrent him come down,
HAT.

“3till, there isn't always a wind, I
suppose,”” said Bunter.

“Wind him no blow, sailors push
along with tremendous long pole,” said
Haszan.  “Sometimes sailors run on
bank, tow with tremendous big ropo,
sar. Suppose lordly gentlemen in
pressed hurry, tow with a steamer.”

At the stern of the dahabiyeh was a
raised platform, whore the reis, or pilot,
stood, to steer with the huge helm.

Steps led down from the boatmen's
deck into the cabins, and up from the
boatmen's deck to the upper deck.

The juniors went down the threo
shallow steps to look at their quarters,

They passed through a wide doorway,
over which was a gilded inscription
from the Koran, though, as it was in
.%rahw, the juniors were unable to read
it.

Within was a corridor on either side
of which doors opened into the sleeping-
apartments.

Passing the length of the corridor
between the rows of bed-rooms, they
arrived in & large room, which extended
E:;; the whole of the stern of the great

Windows looked out on the baleony
that ran round the stern outside,
furnished with lattices in exquisite
mushrabeveh work, which could be
closed as shutters. Three doors gave
access to the outside balcony, which was
sheltered from the sun by awnings.

The great cabin was furnished in the
Oriental style, as was natural, as the
boat belonged to a native, Embroidered
divans in gorgeous colours were round
the walls, with piles of cushions wonder-
fully soft to the touch and glowing with
colour. Prayer-ruga covered the Hoor,
which was of a hard, polished wood—
prayer-rugs of every colour and design,
and, as the juniors could ses at a glance
extremely costly. But Mr. Maroudi ha
evidently made some preparations for
the comfort of his European guests, for
thpre were cheirs and tables and several
deep and comiortable armchairs.
the centire of the saloon was s sunken
pool of marble, in which a tiny fountain
played, surrounded by earth in which
tiny dwarf palms grew. There was a

faint musical murmur from the
fountain, and the ceaseless jet of water
leamed and glistened in the sunlight

that poured in at the windows and
doors.

“Jolly I gaid Bob Cherry.

“The jollifulness iz terrific,”” declared
the Mabob of Bhanipur.

“Beats the jolly old study in the
Romove passage at Greyfriars, whati”
said Nugent, with a grin.

“ What-ho !'"" chuckled Johnny Bull.

“I think you boys will be comfortable
bere,” said Sir E‘Eﬂ'm“‘!d smiling.

: “x fancy so, sir,” said Harry. *“It's
simply ripping of Mr. Maroud: to lend
us & magnificent boat like this.”
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The weird exploits of the snake-charmer held Harry Wharton & Co. spellbound, while Billy Bunter, slowly and laboriously,
but determinedly, travelled through his supply of sweetmeais and stuffed nuts !

“What about the grub?” asked
Bunter. : :

*“What?" barked Sir Reginald.

“CGrub1” said Bunter firmly. ™ The

boat ain't bad—but the grub’s rather
important, you know."

“ Shut up, Bunter,” said Bob.

“0Oh, really, Cherry! Just like you
fellows to be staring at fountains and
aintings and na.:rvmga and things, and
orgetting the grub!” said Bunter
witheringly. * Lucky {Du'v& got some-
body with you to think of it. If they
haven't made proper arrangements
about tha grub—"

“Mr. Maroudi's cook is on_board, my
boys,” said Bir Reginald, with a glare
at Bunter. *“Every arrangement has
been mada for your comfort. And—"

“I think we'd better lock at the bed-
rooms,” said Bunter. “I'm not ﬁmnﬁ
to slcep on & mat, 1 can jolly well te
you falliows."

“Bhut up, Bunter 1"

“ Yah!"

The juniors looked into their rooms.
They found that they wers provided
with European beds, and every bed-
roomi bhad a recess in which was a
marble bath, an armchair, and a tall
mirror; the walls painted white, picked
out with green. The baggage had
nlmad’;ﬁ been deposited in the rooms.
Billy Bunter was pleased to give a
grunt of approval.

“Tike wyour room, old fat mani?®
asked Bob.

“Not bad ¥ admitted Bunter.

*“I bardly think it will suit you,
though,"” said Bob, shaking hi¢ head as
he looked into Bunter's room.

“Eh? Why not!"

“Thero's a bath in it.”

“Ha, ha, ha I"

*Qh, really, Cherry—"

“ And there's a lot of socap all ready,”
spid Nugent. “Of course, Mr. Maroud:
doesn’t know Bunter as we do.™

“(Oh, really, Nugen '

“Den’t you worry, old fat man,’ zaid
Johnny Bull, “You can drop the soap
overboard as zoon as we start, and put
a screen round the bath so that it won't
keep on reminding you that you want a
wash——"

“0b, really, Bull—*

The juniors returned to the deck.

There Bir Reginald left them, with
many parting instructions to the juniorsy
all of which th promised to
remember: and to Hassan, which the
dragoman received with  endless
salaams.

The old baronct went ashore, leaving
the Greyiriars rty to themselves.
Now that Kalizelos, ihe Greek, was in
prison, there was no doubt that the
juniors would be safe on board Mr.
Maroudi’s dahabiyeh, in the care of the
faithful Hassan, &nd it was an
opportunity for Bir Reginald to attend
to the business that had brought him to
Egypt. And much as the juniors liked
a.m:f respected the stiff old gentleman,
they wero by no means averse from the
idea of going up the Nile “on their
own.”

Every comfort had been provided on
the &I:;'tha.biyeh by Mr. Maroudi’s
generous hospitality; and even if thero
had been danger ahead, the chums of
the Remove were convinced of their
ability to take care of themselves. But
with their enemy in the hands of the
Cairo police, it scomed that the danger
was over, and that the Golden Scarab
would no longer bring perils round
them. i

The Nubian sailors took in the gang-
way, and the dahabiyeh floated out into

the Nile, the ijuniﬂrs on the upper deck
waving their hands to the tal Egura of
';.]ha ]l:mmnﬂt ashore, Bir Reginald waving

WK,

“Now we're off,” said Beb Cherry,
“ond we're going to have a gorgeous
time, what?"” _

“The gorgeousnesa is
terrific, my esteemed Bob.

"M;’ rdly gentlemen will sce every-
thing,"” zaid i[ﬂmn, beaming. * Tombs
of the kings, tombs of innumerable and
enormous numbers of persons.
Denderah — Luxor — Edfou — Hassan
knows all things, and will show them
to his magnificent lords! Yes "

The juniors gazed about them -with
keenly mtemsteﬁ eyes, ag the Cleopatra
started on the long trip up the Nile.

Thae wind blew steadily from the
north, and the great sail was set, filling
with wind and driving the great boat
up the river wagainst the sluggish
current. The reis stood like a bronze
statue at the helm. The Nubian boat-
men sang a song of the Nile in their
own tongue as they went about their
work. Hassan poeinted out innumerable
objects of interest on either bank.

After passing the Abbas II Brid%ﬂ.
old Cairo was on their left, backed by
the Mokattam Hills; on their right
the Pyramids of Ghizeh. Both dropped
out of sight as the dahabiyeh rolled on
to the south. Other dahabiyehs and
several steamers wera to be scen on tho
Nile, as wall as a crowd of feluccas. On
the banks brown men looked at them as
they passed, and every now and then
from some hopeful brown man came
faintly from the distance a ory of
s Baciahegsh I From the shores at
frequent intervals came the sing-song
chant of the shaduf men,
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“JIen't it ripping 1** said Bob. " Think
of jolly old floating slong here
yoars ago

“And jolly old Rameses the Second,
years ago, coming back after his
sorap with the giddy Hittites " said

Hﬁgmt-. -
And the jolly eld Ptolomice——"
sald Johnny Bull.

"And the merry old Pharachs—"

*"And the giddy Mamelukes——"

“Historical interest of celebrated
rlvar enormous and very large, my
lordly gentlomen,' said Hassan, beam-
ing. “No country but Egypt contains
such tremendous and gigantic numbers
of dead persons.”

“I say, you fellows—*

“Halle, hallo, hallo! Enjoying life,
old fat bean 7" roared Bob, bestowing a
hearty emack on Bunter's fat shoulder,

“Yaroocooh ' Bunter dodged out of
mcl;_l I:laf thurumhemm Bab. "1 say,
you fellows, I'm getting hungry 1"’

Wheraat the ﬁtmsgnf tﬁ:!Remwa
chuckled. Their thoughts had been on
the past; but Billy Eunt-ar*a thoughts
were on the present. Cheops and
Rameses thhe Second and the Prolomies,
tha Pharachs, the Mamelukes and the
Caliphs, did not fill so much epace in
Bunter’s mind as lunch. And the fat
Owl, leaving the other fellows to think
of the immemorial past as lon ae they
liked, went to look for provender.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Another Bargain for Bunter !
Billy Bunter,

i M EMPHIZ!"
“ Memphis ! answered Bob

“What's that?”
Cherry, with a look of surprise.

yawned

“0Oh, really, vou ass——"
“Bunter,” said Bob, adopting tha
marmner of Mr. Quelch st Greyiriars

“you are nobt only the most backwar
in the Form—I mean on board the

dahabiyeh—but you scem to have an
absolute dislike to the aecquisition of
knowledgo—-=>"

“You silly ass!"” said Bunter.

“I've n jolly good mind,” said Bob
ceverely, “to give you a detention, Bun-
ter, and make you write 8 hundred times

thet Memphis was the ancient capital of
Egypt—by the way, it was, wasn't it, you
men?’ asked Bog, breaking off in his
mstruction of Billy Bunter, to ask that
rather pertinent question.

" ¥es,"” said Harry Wharton, laughing.

* Tremendous vast oity of ancient times,
sar !" said Hassan. “Now in most in-
teresting ruins, with i
persons; and suitable place for serious
meditation on fall of human greatness

and asuch thinﬁs. an show wou all.”
“It's the jolly old city where Rameses
the Second used to roll about in hias

giddy chariot,” went on Bob. "“It's got
a bit dilapidated, I believe, since the
time of jolly old Rameses. We tie up
the dahabiveh at the bank, and go to
the ruins of Memphis with the help of
your relations, Bunter——"'
i Y T
, tha oW

Owl of the Remove.

“I mean on denkey-back,” explained
Bob '['.'-hﬂrrly.

"You silly chump 1" roared Bunter.

The huge sail of the dahabiyeh had
been lowered, and tha Nubian sailore

led in to the western bank. The

yramids of Hakkars stood out against
the sky over the Libyan desert. All the
fellows were interested in Memphis, the
ancient capital—excepting Bunter, who
was fed-up on ruins and tombs and mum-
mies; and who did not sgree with the
dragoman that the chief attraction of
Egypt was the "“innumerable dead
persona.” 8till, Bunter jerked hi
out of his chair on the upper deck and
blinked shoreward. He was nol going
to be left behind when the juniors
rambled over Memphis.

“My donkey would have come in use-
ful now,” he romarked. *“Both my
donkeys, in fact. If yvou [ellows had
caught them——"

“Both your donk were the same
donkey, fathead,” sai b, *“They sold
you same donkey over twice, chump "

“I tell you there were two donkeys "
hooted Bunter.

“Only you and the other.”

“Beast "

The gangway was run out to the shore.
Harry Wharten & Co. and Lord Maul-
pverer croseed it, and Billy Bunter rolled

relations in
answered the
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after them, followed by Hassan, and a
Nubian secvant c a large baskot

of vidons for | in the ruins.
Dm‘ﬂu?-bwu immedia surrounded
them, mﬁg for custom. Every donkey-
boy shou at once, urging the claims

of his own special donkey, which, it ap-

poared, was better than all the othera

put together. The dragoman proceeded

to engage donkeys for the ride, while

E% juniors strolled on the banks of the
lile.

" Hallo, halle, halle [* ejaculated Bob
Cherry suddenly. “I've seen that jolly
old donkey before.”

*Whichi” asked Nugent.

“ Look 1™

A  brown-faced man in_ a dingy
djubbah and turban was leading a big,
handsome donkey, which he was not
offering for hire. He was looking round
with keen black eyes, and as he sighted
the Greyfriars fellows he came towards
them with an ingratiating grin on his
face. They had never zeen the man
before; but they had seen the donkey.
They knew that donkey. It was the
George Washington that Abdullah had
eold to Bunter—likewise, it was the
Queen Victoria that Hafiz had sold to
Bunter! The juniors grinned. They
could guess t the brown man was cne
more member of the donkey-dealing
firmn, with the same donkey to sell to
some innocent tourist. No doubt that
denkey had been sold so often in Cairo
that the firm had decided to trot him
out to Memphis for further business.

“Dookey, sar!” said the brown man,
grinnin with & flash of white teeth.
“You buy a donkey, sar?”

“0Oh, my hat!|” egaid Harry Wharton.
Thers was no

doubt about GWII:':FE
uean viotorial n-

Waszhi -
doubte and indubitebly, it was the
same donkey. But as & new member of

the firm was in charge of him, he natur-
ally did not know the Greyfriars fellows
by sight, and was unaware that they
were well-acquainted with George
Washington-Queen Victoria.

“Fine big donkey at very cheap price,
gar!” said the brown man. '‘Me, sar,
me Osman, sar, very honest donloe
dealer, sar! Bell a donkey! Yesl Bell
& q?nkaj for price of forty piastres,

Bar.
“(Choaper than ever!” chuckled Bob.

“The cheapiulness is terrific!”
“You buy a donkey, sar?” acked
Osman. “You ride to ‘Memphis on @&
donkey, sar. Buy a donkey forty
iastres, sar! Cheap donkey, sarl
0s.” Ha grinned and salsamed, * You
like this donkey, sar! Saddle and all

thiogs, sar, all fo piasstres! Noble
lords buy n dnnkey?w

“1I say, you feliuwshthat looks a decent
donkey |* said Bi unter, blinking at

the animal through his big spectacles.
“Ha's rather like the one I bought the
other da i

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Blessad if I see m&:i:mg to cackle at!
I say, you fellows, t donkey's jolly
cheap at forty piastres.”

“1t's the same donkey |” roared Bob.

““Eh, what?” Billy Bunter blinked
ot the donkey again. “Rot, old chapl
It's a different man with him. I say,
vou, what's that dookey's name?*

“¥You English, sar, him name Eing
Edward,” said Osman agrecably. “ You
.é.,mirinun, him pame President Hoover,

sar.
““Ha, ha, ha[” shrieked the junicre.
“I say, Mauly, lend me forty
piastres!” said Bunter. “I'm not losing
a chance like this |
“But it's the same donkey, dear
man ! gaid Mauly. :
“Don't be an pss, old chapl” said
Bunter. "I %know one donkey from
another, I suppose! Lend me forty
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astres, there's a good chap. Why, the
ﬂ-:l&la alone’s worth that." :

“You buy & donkey, sar?” said Hafiz,
fixing his attention on Billy Bunter now.
“¥ou know one good donkey, sar—you
hug & donkey.”

Yes, rather [ said Bunter, “Lend
me—] u:; Mauly, where are you going?
Dor't walk away while a fellow’s talking
to you, you beast! Mauly! Deaf, you
ass] What's that silly chump Mau
walking off for, you fellows, when
want to speak to him "

Wi Hﬂ-. hﬂ, hae 1 .

“Lend me forty piastres, Wharton,
old c:ha,p—”' j

“Can’t you spend your own piastres!"
azked the captain of the Remove,

“0Oh, really, Wharton " That
resource, apparently, had not oocurred
to Bunter. *I say, don’t walk away—
lﬁutl 13:-1:3 -::rl::lf ?gnfhiaﬂL 1 =ay,
MNugent, lend me fo plastres. s

“Son've bought that donkey twice!
roared Johnny Ball,

“Yah! Will yeu lend me—— Beast!"
haoted tor, as the chuma of the He-
move followed Lord Mauleverer.

He was left alone with the donkey-
dealer. QOsman regarded him rather un-
casily. He had caught some of the
juniors’ words, and realized that they

ad seen King Edward-President Hoover
before. Butr%m need not have worried.
Billy Bunter was keen on a bargain;
and Billy Bunter's obiuseness was an
armour of proof that no instruction could
penetrate. All the more because the
other fellows declared that it was the
tama donkey, Billy Bunter was con-
vinced that it was not the same donkey.
Donkeys were much alike, anyhow ;
Bunter was short-zsighted &as weil B8
obtuse. Ho had not recognised it as
the same dpnkﬁdy: and he was not gomng
to_be convinced. ) ]

But he had to dip into his own
financial resources for the forty piastres.
This was rather disagreeable; still, the
donkey was obviously worth at least ten
times as much.

“You buy a donkey, sar?® asked
{sman, rather dubiously.

“¥es, rather !” answered Bunter.

Osman’s brown face brightened again.
He had come across many “muge ™ in
his career ns a member of o donkey-
dealing firm; but he had never struck
such & “mug ' as this before! People
were not ofton glad to meet Bunter ; but
Osman undnuht&d]s was glad to meot
him, and he would have been glad to
meet whole tribes of Bunters.

The fat Owl counted out forty piastres,
and slipped the reins of the donkey over
a fat arm. -

“You ride & donkey, sar?” said Osman,
having tucked away the piastres under
his dingy djubbah. “¥You like nde a
donkey, sar?” Mo doubt Osman was
anxious to see Bunter in_ the saddle—
from which he would speedily have been
toszed by King Edward - President
Hoover. ! i

“That's all right,” said Bunter, and
he led the denkey away with a fat arm
through the reins, aftter the juniors

Bunter did not believe that it was the
same_ donkey; bmt he remembered his
bad luck with George Washington and
Queen Victoria; and he was going to
be careful this time. .

(Jsman stared after him, Ha did not
depart. If he was to whistle that don-
key back, he had to keep the toursts
in sight till an opportunity came.
leng as Bunter had an arm through the
reing, even that well-trained an
sagacious ass could not get away from
himm. Osman had some shadowing to do.

“71 eay, you fellows——"

“Hore are donkeys,
Hassan. " You trust Hassan to ind you
some very fnoe and magnificent
donkeys——"

gars!”  said

“I've got my mount, Hassan,™ said
Puntur. “You needn't hire a demkey
or me."

The dragoman geve quite a jump
when he looked at %untargn mount,
Oh, sar |* he ejaculated. * You find
Abdullah’s donkey cne more time, sar [
“Don't be a eilly ass[* said Bunter
peevishly, “This is & new donkey. I've

bust bou hth htm from a man TLmEd
SIMAT. A4 YOU grinning at, you
checky m u:‘l" T :

: gﬁ" ¥ ug ;:’ ped Bunter. “If

i up [ sma unter. “If you
fﬂuﬂw: ATO :f.la.ll:l;q.r:!:r we'll start! Look
here | The basket of prub can be put on

my donkey, and I'll keep an eye on it,
see? That nigger can lead my donkey.
I‘?Ent that he's ﬁielj to bolt, you know—I1
fancy I can ride a donkey—still, that
nigger may as well lead him ! T me
that basket !"

Harry Wharton & Co. were already
tl;:quntgd on the 'him.ff -il_.:;nkayu, tEuEntur,

aIngE 10 i § 15 O°WIl BLeed, Tra-
fused s hired donkey, The Nubian ger-

vant who carried the basket of provisions
stared as Billy Bunter jerked it away
from him, unter preferred to keep

that important carge under his own
cyes; likewise, he felt that it was pro-
bable that he would be in need of a
snack or two before lunch. ]
The MNubian looked to Hassan for in-
structions. The dragoman, with a shrug

, =
l THIS WEEK'S PRIZE LIM-
ERICK WINS A TOPPING ||
POCKET 'WALLET FOR
Miss M. Levy, of 106, Ashmore
Road, Paddington, W.9. Here it
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Bob Cherry, fTrom number thir-

Iy
Is alwayas a chesary old bean.
Whatever the weather,
Downhearted he's never ;
The jolliest chappie I've ggan |

MNow, YOU have a shot at

winning one |

of the shoulders, spoke to him in Arabie,
and the Nubian toock the reins of Eing
Edward-President Hoover to lead him.
Billy Bunter clambered into the saddle,
and took the basket of provisions on the
donkey. And the Greyfriars party,
turning their backs on the Nile, rode
towards the ruins of Memphis. And be-
hind them, with a rather anxious expres-
gsion on hs brown face, crept Osman—
with an eye on Bunter's donkey.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Famine In Egypt!

L1 NORMOUS and gigantic statue
of Rameses the Second—
Hassan, the dragoman, was
i going strong in the ruins of
mphis.
M’?’b’itph a shouting of donkey-boys and a
cracking of sticks, the Groyfriars fellows
arrived at the spot where the gigantic
statue of King Hameses lay on its back
amid the ruins of the great city over
which Ramesos had reigned three
thousand years ago.

Huarry Wharton & Co. dismounted.
Tiilly Bunter did not dismount. He was
not very keen on Rameses the Second;
but he was very keen indeed on the con-
tents of the big wicker basket. He sat
in the saddle, helping himself to bunches
of figs from the basket, while the other
fellows “ did * Rameses the Secand.
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Billy Bunter had soon fired of holding
the basket, and the Nubian had tied it
securely on the donkey's back—with the
lid within convenient reach of Bunter's
fat hand.

This suited Bunter nicely.

Tt also suited the other {al'luwﬂ} for 80
hn'f a8 Billy Bunter was munching figs
and dates and sweetmeats, he was nob
talking. When Bunter was not eating,
his conversation resembled the little
brock in the poem, whiech went on for
ever. And as it was a large basket, with
an enormous supply of provender, even
Bunter had to leave enough for the other
fellows' lunch. Which was a rather 1m-
portant consideration, as provisions were
unobtainable at the ruins, and had to be
brought from a distance,

“Length of enormous statue, twenty-
six feet English,” said Hassan. “ Crown,
which iz now absent, was six feet, nlso
English! This gigantic and immense
statue being of huge historical interest.
Mext we see anlabaster sphinx close at
hand, but here we wait if my lordly
gentlemen desire to meditate solemnly
on fallen greatuess of magnificent, but
now dehilitated royalty.”

Bob Cherry ¢5!1uc{glu : )

“ Anvbody going in for solemn medita-
tion 1 he asked. *Or shall we move on
to the giddy sphinx T May as well see it—
though I've given up counting the
sphinxes we've seen.”

The juniors remounted the donkeys
and moved on. The Nubian led Bun-
ter's donkey after them. So far
Nubian hady not let go the reins of King
Edward-President Hoover—which was
no doubt the reason why Bunter was
still mounted on that steed of many
names. Now, as the donkey jerked into
motion again, Bunter dropped a bunch
of fige that he had just extracted from
the provision basket.

“Here, pick that up !” snapped Bunter

to tho black man. .
said the Nubian

“Yes, sarl”
obediently,

He stooped to pick up the fallen bunch
of fgs, s do g0, he released the reins
of King Edward-President Hoover.

From somewhers among the rambling
ruins of Memphis, it seemed that a keen
eye was upon them, for the moment the

ubian released the donkey, a chrill
whistle sounded from amid a thicket of
acacias close at hand. :

Hitherts, King Edward-President
Hoover had been as quiet and orderly a
donkey as even a rider like Bunter could
dezire.

But at the sound of the signal whistle,
King Edward-President Hoover de-
veloped on the spot the buck-jumping

roclivitiee of Queen Victoria-Abraham

incoln.

It happened so suddenly that Bumter
was taken quite off his guard. d

The donkev’s head went down, and his
heels flew up.

Before the fat Owl knew what was
happening, he was shooting over the
dnnEey’B Eead and sprawling in the ruins
of Memphis.

“Yarooooh ! roared Bunter, as he
landed.

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo !*

The Greyfriars fellows looked back.

They saw Billy Bunter sprawling head-
long, they saw King Edward-President
Hoover galloping off, and they saw the
Nubian, with & bunch of figs in his black
hand, clutch at him too late. 5

The donkey, going strong, vanished
behind the scacias, leaving the Nubfan
staring, and Billy Bunter sprawling and
roOaring.

* Hﬁ.:! ha, hal* roared Bob. “He's

one again [V
Bo The gonefulness is terrific 1”

“ Him donkey go back to him mastera
sars !” snid Haesan, grinning, *Sma

Tre Muwoner Lisrary.—No. 1,281
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fat II-::rﬂ no see him tenkey againl No,
Ellr L 1]

“Yarooh! Help! I say, you fellows
Wow ¥
“Ha, ha, ha "
Billy Bunter sat u e
He ﬁiinked round Ilju'im through his big
spectacles. The other fellows reined in,
chuckling, The donkey-boys Bgrmned,
Bunter ﬁid not grin. He had bhad a
severe bump, and he had lost his donkey
once more. He b

linked round in vain
for & sign of King Edward-President
Hoaver. The many-named stecd had
disappeared, and from a distance came
back ?In echo of galloping hoofs. That
was all.

“J say, vou ':i‘fellfu'ﬂr! Where's my
donkey ¥ gasped Bunter.

i Gl}lr;r'le. Eidpfat bean ! chortled Bob.
“What did you expect? I dare say you
will be able to buy him again farther up
-t.hﬁ ﬁvexi;" R

Ep Ep b

*“You silly ass!” yelled Bunter, “I
tell you it wasn't the same donkey!
Look here, you tide after him and catch
him, sea?” ;

“Wo takers!” grinned Johnny Bull.

“I gay, you fellows—"

“My dear idiot, we've come here to
ses Memphis, not for a donkey race,
said Harry Wharton, “and I fancy 1t
wouldn't be casy to catch that donkey,
gither. Osman will take care of that.”

Billy Bunter serambled to his feat.

" Here, you nigger, yvou go after that
donkey !” "he shouted to the Nubian.
“(o after him and catch him, see?
Run! What are you standing there like
a black image for, you dummy? Run
after that donkey !” !

Yoz, sar | gasped the Nobian.

#1'] give you ten pisstres if you cateh
him, and I'll jolly well kick you if you
don't, sec? Don't come back without
him ! hooted Bunter,

“Yes, sar!” :

The Nubian started at & run, and dis-
nppeared behind the thicket of acacias.
As all the fellows but Bunter realised
thers was not the remotest chance o
catching that elusive donkey. His
master was already on its back, putting
on spead for parts unknown. The
MNubian was as well aware of that as
Harry Wharton & Co., and as soon as
the acacias hid him from sight, he gave
up the chase, and sat down to rest
among the trees.

The Nubian had no objection to takin
a rest, and guits possibly he had ha
enough of Billy Bunter. With a cheer-
ful hﬁq}k face he went to eleep under the
acacias, what time Osman and King
Edward-President Hoover vanished into

space. ;

“Well, let's on,” said Bob Cherry.

*I say, vou fellows, we shall have to
wait here ! exelaimed the Owl of the
Remove. “I've not got a donkey! 1
can't walk, I suppose.”

“Supposa  again !

omao on, you men !

The dﬁnimy-bnjl'a" sticks cracked again,
and the party proceeded. Billy Bunter
rolled after them, panting and gaa?in&
He overtook them, while they wera look-
ing et the alabaster sphinx, which was
guite close at hand.

“7 say, yvou follows——"

“8hut up, Bunter!”

"“"You eilly asses!” roared Bunter. “I
gay, the grub was tied on that donkey!
Thera won't be any lunch 1V

“*Qh, my hat |*

“We'd better chuck this, and pgo
straight back to the dahabiveh.” said

euggested Bob.

Bunter. “Buck up! We shall be ;ullf
hunéry by thoe time we got there !
“Go and eat coke!™

“0Oh, really, Cherry—""
“You fat chump !” exclaimed Harry
Wharton, in great exasperation. “We
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told you it was the same
you might bave known—"'
“Beast I ] ]
“Well, we're not going back,” saild
Harry. *“I suppose we shall have to cut
it short, as there’'s no grub; but we're
jolly well going to do Memphis while
we're here. What do you {fellows
H¥?”
‘Yes, rather|" _
“The ratherfulness is terrific !
“Come on[" said Harry. " There’s
another jolly old colossus to see some-
where—*"

“I say, you fellows, aré you madi”
roared Buntar. *“How can we possibly
stay out for the day without grub?
Why, we shall be famished by the time
we get back, if we start now? Have a
little sense ™

:I?ﬂta !"tt' h Iread

‘T'm getting hungry already——"

“F&t.hﬂadl”f ®

 Look hers, you beasts—" roarcd
Bunter, in wrath and consternation, *1
can't go back alone. I don’t know the
way. Look here—"

LY DIF up EJ?

“] tell you there isn’t any grub!”
shriesked Bunter.

“Well, that’'s worse for us than for
vou,” gaid Bob, * You can live on your
own fat, like a polar bear. You've got
enough to last you = week, at least.”

“You silly chump!” yelled Bunter.
“1 tell you—"

“Bottor save your breath, old top!
You'll need it, doing the jolly old ruins
of Memphis on foot!"

“Beast I"” howled Bumter.

The party moved on. Billy Bunter
rolled after them, hot and panting and
perspiring. ut he was silent now,
save for his gasps and pants. He
needed his breath to keep up with the

donkeys.

The juniors stopped to view the
second colossal statue of Rameses the
Second, ¢lambering up the wooden plat-
form that had been built for tourists to
make their inspection. Bunter did not
follow them up, however, He sat down
on & rock and panted for breath. What-
ever interest Bunter mipght have had
in that ancient® I-:in,iinf Egypt was gone
now. Bunter was thinking of the lunch
that had vanished with King Edward-
President Hoover—and which Osman,
probably, was disposing of internally,
in some secluded nook.

The Nubian had not returned with
that elusive donkey, and his return with
it was highly imfmba.blﬂ. as the black
man was fast asleep in the acacias =
mila away.

Even Bunter realised that he was not
likely to see that donkey apain—un-
Jess, indeed, the excellent anmimal was
offered for sale once more at_another
stopping-place nlong the Nile. But that
was not the worst—the worsé was that
the provisions had gone with King
Edward-President Hoover, and there
was no lunch for Bunter.

Thera was no lunch for the other
fellows, either; but that did not worry
Bunter. His concern, as usual, was
wholly for W. G. B.

“MNext we see celebrated Step
Pyramid—" chanted Hassan, as the
juniors came down after wviewing
Rameses the Second.

“1 say, you fellows——"

“QOh, got on m dcrnkg_?'s vou fat
frump * said Bob Cherry. “I'Il walk!
Get on and shut up 1™

“Wao shall have to go back for lunch,
you be#ast—"

“ Shut up " roared Baob.

*“ Beast | ancd Bunter.

Hassan helped him igte the saddle
of Bob's donkey. That was a relief, as

::Innkaj. and
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for as it went. But Bunter was think.

ing of lunch. It was getting near time
for feeding. And there was no grub
Not only was there no gfub, but this

rotten sight-seeing was to go on for
hours before the party turned back,
and then it was a good distance back to
the dahabiyeh—and grubl Obviously,
1t was more than fesh and blood muﬁi
stand ! Nevertheless, Billy Bunter had
to stand it. He emitted & series of
dismal groans as the ¥ went on.

Afterwards, when Bunter thought of
that excursion to the ruins of Memphis,
1t seemed like & nightmare to him.

He was  Thungry, and getting
hungrier |

He felt that he understood now, as
never before, the feelings of ship-
wrecked people in open boats at sea,
and of famished travellers lost in the
sandy wastes of the desert! And the
the other fellows looked at such things
as statues, tombs, and sphinxes, just as
if lunch did not matter for once.  When
unch was an hour overdus Bunter falt
that he could bear no more,

::I say, you fellows——"" he moaned.

Shut up, Buntep !”

“I—I'm feeling awfully ill—»*

T"T-m many breakfasta?” asked
L]‘J‘ &nt.“ I—I think —
o . o !
mannHEﬂBu.utar. think I'm dying .
“No such luck!” said Bob,

shaking his head. “ Anvhow, it doesn't
motier; lots of tombs handy 1

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Beast " howled Bunter.

And the party went on, heedless of
Bunter's awful sufferings. Minutes
that seemed hours; houre that seemed
cenfuries, passed; and Billy Bunter
wondered dismally and = drearily
a"hﬁtr-hﬂr he would survive that awful

ay

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
The “Sudden Death ol Billy Bunter !

1 ELP I"
H “What——"'
It was a sudden yelp from

Billy Bunter,

The Greyfriars sightsesrs had stopped
in the shade of a tall, widupresd?ng‘
sycamore-tree for & few minutes’ rest
from the sun. They were, as & matter
of fact, considering the idea of turning
back to the Nile, and “chucking” the
remainder of the lengthy programme
that Hassan had marked out for them.
Although not blassed with the unearthly
appetite of William George Bunter, the
Famous Five had healthy appetites of
their own, and they were not quite in-
different to the claims of meal-times.

Certainly Buntor deserved it all. It
was hiz own obstinacy that had caused
the lost of the provizion-bagket, and
caused the explorers to lose time by
proceeding at a walking pace. As Bob
remarked, so long as it was only Bun-
ter it did not matter; but he admitted
that things took on a different com-
plexion when the Co. got hungry
themselves.

Bunter, by this time, was 1o a state of
desperation. Anyvone might have sup-
posed that Buater was the least hungry
af the party, as he had secoffed quite a

large number of bunches of figs and
dates before the basket wvanished with
King Edward-President Hoover, But

anyone who had supposed that would
not have koown Bunter. Bunter was
not only the hungriest of the party, but
he was in a state of famine that was
positively alarming.

Famine wans ono of the ancient
plagles of Egypt, and Buntgr realised
now, with feariul clearness, what the
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him to the nearest tomb.

with rocks !

Egyptians had felt like in the seven
ean years.

S0 Bunter had resolved on desperate
measures. Yolping suddenly for heéf,
the fat junior slipped from the saddle
and fell to the earth. y

If the utter beasts saw him fall from
the donkey from r weakness, even
those unspeakable beasts would feel
something like remorse—Bunter hoped
i Whee the thump—? exclaimed

t e L —~ @xolaim
Wharton, as the fat junior went down.

Frobably the juniors would have
concorned had Bunter crashed to the
ground, as he really ought to have done,
when was falling from weakness
brought on by hunger |

But a crash on the ground was a pain-
ful proespect, and Bunter did not like
the idea. So, although he fell to the
earth, he fell carefully, picking a soft,

rassy spot, and falling on it with care.
%‘ﬂ;ic{n rather spoiled the effect, so far
as_the beasts were concerned,

Instead of rushing to him with ex-
clamations of horror and heartfelt sym-
pathy, they only stared at him from
where they stood.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! What's the
game?” asked Bob Cherry.

Groan ! : _

“Bunter going in for acrobatics?"
asked Nugent.

Groan |

“Bunter, old fat bean—"

Groan |

Hassan, the dragoman, stared at the

sprawling fat junior in the grass under
'tﬂu tall sycamore. The nnkegﬁbﬂjm
stared and gripned. Billy unter

emitted deep groans, which might have

moved the stony heart of Rameses the
Second. "
“I say, you fellows, I—I—I'm ill!"
aned unter. *I—I think I'm
ingl Leave me herel I can't
movea "

** No need fo carry him down, he’s too heavy.
¢ Beasts 1 ** roared ** dead ** Bunter, coming to life |

=
"B :
““ Boo-hoo ! Poor old Bunter ! ** sobbed Bob Cherry, as the Famous Five heaved the fat junior up from the grass and carried

Just

“Poor old Bunter!” said Bob., “You
feel as if you're dying, old chap 7

“Owl Yes! Owl” ; :

“Then 1 dere say you'd like to die
guietly. Come on, you fellows—let's
get off, and leave Bunter to perish in
peace.’=

*“The perishfulness in esteemed peace
i3 @ wheezy good idea,” agreed Hurree
Jamset Ram Bingh. *Let us bunkfully
proceed 12 "

" zood-bye, Bunter |™

(Groan|
“Any last request?” asked Bob
considerately. * Any message to the

fellows at Greyfriars when we get
back **

Groan |

“Any instructions what we're to do
with your postal order if it's arrived
while you were away, old chap ™

“*Ha, ha, hal¥

{Groan | . ;

“I'll take the donkey again? said
Boh. “Bunter won't need it ‘any more
a5 he's pegging out. Wo can get on
a bit quicker now. Come to think of it,
it's rather considerate of Bunter to peg
out like this—it will save a lot of
time. I suggest a vote of thanks.”

“ Hear, hearlZ

Groan !

“Well, good-bye, old fat man! When
vou're fimished there's m lot of tombs
close to you, and you can take your
choice. e onl"

Bob mounted the donkey, and the

juniors went onward. Hassan stared at
them, and grinned. The dragoman
understood that the small fat lord's

odgy leg was being pulled. Bunter,
ying full len%t.h in tiu grass under the
sycamore, could hardly believe that even
thesa utter beasts were gomng to desert

him in this awful extremity. He lifted
his head, and blinked after them
through his big spectacles. They were

drop him In, and then we ¢an ¢over him up

guin;;——gaing—and leaving him on hia
oWIL

“ Beasts |” hissed Bunter.

He half-rose—and then lay down
again. Billy Bunter was not a bright
youth, but he was bright enmough to
realise that the chums of the Remove
would not really depart and leave him
to be lost 1n the ruins of Memphis. They
fancied that he was spoofing, and they
fully expected him to recover and follow
on. So he decided that he would jolly
well show them! He stretched out im
the grass again, and remained there.

The donkeys clattered away—farther
and farther.

The fat Owl felt a twinge of uneasi-
ness. If the awful rotters were really
gong——

The clattering hoofs stopped.

Bunter grinned in the grass.

They weren’t going, after all; as he
jolly well knew. And as he heard
the sound of the donkeys returning he
gave a lnng:, deep, horrible groan, and
lay quite still in the grass, with his eyes
closed behind his spectacles. He was
going to give these unspoakable beasts
o shock that would wring their hearta
with horror and remorse.

The party halted sgain under the
SYCRIMOre, ]

“Hallo, hello, hallol Btill dying,
Bunter " inguired Bob Cherry.

No answer.

“Not dead yet, old fat bean?2

Silenca |

Lord Mauleverer and the Famous
Five stared down at him. Hassan
stared. The donkey-boys stared. Bunier
did not stir. He lay quite still, with his
eyes shut apparently insemsible. In
the dusky shadow of the sycamore he
had a still and lifeless look. # )

Bob Cherry closed ome eye abt his
comrades,
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“Poor old Bunter!” he said, ™ This
is rather ead, you fellows! I didn't

balieve he really was dying—but this

looks— 1
“By gad, it really looks——"" said

Lord Mauleverer, catching on the game,

as it were.
“He can't be quite dead!™ said
Johnny Bull, in a hushed voice.

“The deadfulness of the esteemed
Bunter scemz to be terrific!” smd
Hurreo Jamset Ram Singh sorrowfully.

“I say, this iz rather awiul, you
know " said Nugent. “Surely he can'd
be quite—quite——" Ha chocked him-
self, as if unable to utter the terrible
word.

“Poor old Bunter!”™ =aid Harry
Wharton, with a break in his voice.
“After all, you fellows, he wasn't a
bad chap, in hiz way."

““In his way 1" agreed Johnny Bull.

Bob Cherry dismounted, and
approached Bunter. He bent over him,
and pressed his hand to & well-lled
waisbcont.

“Feel the heart beating 7™ asked Lord
Mauleverar anxiously.

“MNo " gasped Bob.

‘As Bob was fecling on the wrong
side, it was not surprising, perhaps, that
he failed fo detect heart-beats | He rose
to his fcet, and took out his hand-

korchiel.
*“Boo-hoo [ P-p-poor old Bunter 1* he
sobbed., " He-he's gonel We—we shall

never hear him talking about his postal
order again! P-p.poor old PBunter!
We—we—we've lost him!”

There were sorrowful exclamations
from the other fellows. Remorse, as
Bunter had hoped, had smitten them—
hard | They gathered round the fat Owl
with sclemn and serious faces. Billy
Bunter, at that moment, had hard work
not to chuckle. This was what the beasts
deserved—and it scrved them right!
Silent, lifeless, still, the fat Owl
ﬁﬁr&wlﬁd in the grass, in the midsbk of
the sorrowing circle—heartlessly leaving
them to the torments of horror and
remorse

AR p—

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Not a Funeral !
BUH CHERRY waz the frst to

recover from that outburst of
grief. He wiped his eyes, and
put away his handkerchief. Ha
addressed his comrades in broken tones.
“After this, you fellows, we can
hardly %0 on sight-secing | It would
be unfeoling—in the circumstances ™
“Oh, quite ! agreed Harry Wharton.
“We'd better pget back to the
dahabiych at on o
" ¥es, rather(”
“Better not lose a moment!”
Johnny DBuall,

Billy Bunter tried hard not to grin.
But he could not help #—he grinned.
Fortunately, the juniors did not seem
to obzerve it. Had they observed it, ne
doubt they would have been surprised
to see a lifeless fat Owl grinning. But
they seemed to see nothing.

"Booner we're back the better,™ said
Lord Mauleverer, with a nod.

“Only wa can't, of course, carry the
bady [ said Boh.

“Oh, no: quite 1mpossible '

“¥You sce, we haven't a donkey for
Bunter—and we can't expect him to
walk, in the circumstances. Hassan [

“¥os, zar!” said the staring drage-
man.

“Bhow wus the way to the nearest
tomb. We've got to bury Bunter !

THe Maigwer Lispapy.—No. 1,281,
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“0Oh, ear!” pasped the dragoman.

"Lu-;.kj' tharg'a a lot of em tq' tomba
here,” said Bob. “It couldn’t have
happened better, so far as that goes."’

“The luckfulnezs is torrific 1™

“MNo need to say anything about this
nfterwards, you men,” went on Bob,
“An inquest won't do Bunter any good
now, poor old chap! And as we're on
holiday, we don't want to be bothered
with 1nquests—if they have them in

Egypt| The simplest way is to bury
him on the spot in one of thess old
tombs| Take his feet, Wharton I

Bob Cherry stooped and took the life-
less form by its fat shoulders. Harry
Wharton took it by its feet. Johnn
Bull and Hurree Bingh came to len
ald—which they needed. Billy Bunter
was heaved up from the grass.

Hassan led the way to the nearest of
the innumerable rock tombs. The four
uniors staggered aftor him with Billy

nnter. an was grinning, and the
Elnnke;r-hn}ra staring. But, the Greyiriars
ellows were serious and solemn.

“Here is tomb, my lordly gentle-
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men '’ grinned the dragoman. “ Here is
opening over ateap stair, which is
difficult to descend.’

“No need to go down,” said Bob.
asping. “My hat! He's a waight!
ust drop him in—it won't hurt him

now | Then we can cover him up with
rocks—the donkey-boys ¢an chuck rocks
in on him——"

“Beast |" roared Bunter,

Wringing these fellows' hard hearts
with remorse was all very well; but
obviously it had to stop ehort before
Bunter was dropped into the rock-tomb
in ancicnt Memphis, and covered with
a pile of rocks. It was time for Buater

to come to life again, and came to
life quite suddenly.
“Come on " said Bob. “Only a [ew

steps more——"'

“1 say, you fellows—""

“Get on with it!" gasped Wharton.
“J can't stand this weight much longer.
Keop still, Bunter ! hat the thum
ara you wngﬁlmg about for like an mﬂ
when you're dead 1"

“¥You
Bunter, wriggling frantically.
ou drop me. into thet blac

t— Yaroooh !

“Rot!" said Johnny Bull decidedly.
“You were dead five minutes ago—so it
stands to reason you're dead now!
Chuck him 1o [

“Yarooooh |

beast, I'm not dend | wvelled
Li Dﬂjt
hole, you

“The
caper I

‘H'EIF!"

“For goodness’ sake, Dunter, be
quiet I exclaimed Bob Cherry. “Den't
you know that dead people im‘a to be
quiet? It's the thing."

“Beast! Leggol"”

“This is most unseemly, in tha eir-
cumstances, Bunter,” said Wharton, "1
think you ought to chuck it.”

“Help! Firel Murder! Yarocop!"
roared Bunter, “Keep away from that
hole, you awful beasts! I might full
in | hooop |

“Get some rocks ready, Hassan!
We'll fill it right up when Bunter's in.

Rﬂadﬂ. Bunter?”

“0Oh, you beast! Luﬁ‘gul Will you
LEI%E&. rieked Bunter.
m

chuckfulness is the proper

you rotterst™ =
not dead—you know jolly wel!
that I'm neot dead! I'm only hungry!
Yarooh!"

“Lay him down on the edge, and then
roll him in,” said Beb. * For goodness'
sake stop that row, DBunter—vou ought
to know better than to kick up a row
at a funeral! It's in the worst of
taste |"

“ Boast !”” howled Bunter.

The juniors laid down the fat Owl on
the edge of the yawning pap. Ie
sprawled there and roared.

“Now, all together !" said Bob., " One
good shove, and over ho goes— Kecp
still, Bunter | We can't spend the rost
of the day over your blessed funeral.
What the thump ara you getting up
for, when you're dead, you fat ass 7"

Buntar bounded vp.

Ho bounded away.

“Collar him!" roared Bob, "The
cheeky mss, making out he's not dead
when we've taken all this trouble over
hiz funeral—""

“Ha, ha, hal"

here was a roar of laughter that
awakened most of the echoes*of the
ancient city of Memphis. Billy Bunter
—from a safe distance—blinked at the
Famous Five, and glared at them with
e glare that almost cracked his
spectacles.

It dawned upon his fat brain, at last,
that the junicrs had been aware all th
time that he was “epoofing.” Their
hard hearts had not been wrung with
remorse, after alll And they had not
really en gnmf‘[ to bury him in
the rock-tomb of Memphis! They had
‘only been pulling his fat leg!

“¥You—you—you beasts!” gas]b:;ed
Bunter. * You knew all the timp——

“Ha, ha, ha!" roared the juniors.

“I—I've a jolly good mind te whop
you all round—"

“Ha, ha, hal"

“ And I would, if—if it wasn't so jolly
hot——""

““Ha, ha, hal"

“ Beasts

“ Now Bunter's done his funny turn
let's get on!"” chuckled Bob Cherry,

And they got on |

Billy Bunter's fat brow was dark with
wrath, DBut it cleared as he discerned
that the party were proceeding in the
direction of the Nile. The brown banks
and the glimmering water came in
sight again at last, and the dahabiyeh
tied up to the bank.

Billy Bunter tottered across the gang-
way to the dahabiyeh. He tottered
down to the dining-saloon. He howled
to the Coptic cock. After which there
was a sound of steady munching, and
Bunter began to feel that life was worth
living again.

THE END,

(The next parn in this exeiting holiday
seriex i3 entitled: “"THE SHADOWED
SCHOOQLBOY " Make sure you read
it chums, by ordering your copy WELL
IN ADVANCE!)
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THE EARL OF HUNTFORD OF A DIAMOND STAR.
YEARS AND JERRY TO0 TRANSPORTATION FOR LIFE.
ARE CONYEYED TO THE CONYICT HULK ETHALION,

READ THIS FIRST.

HAL LOYETT RUNS AWAY FROM HOME AND IS BEFRIENDED BY JERRY McLEAM, A OME.-TIME DANDY.
JERRY ARE QUTSIDE THE DRURY LAME THEATRE, WHEN THEY ARE BOTH ARRESTED FOR CONSPIRINC TO ROB
HAL 15 SENTEMCED TO0 SERYE UPON THE HULKS FOR SEYEN
CHAIHED TOGETHER WITH A FILE 0OF COMYICTS,
ANCHORED AT WOOLWICH.

HAL AND

THEY

The Convict Hulk !

4 BT along, the lot of youl More
G smartly mow! Do you want
a taste of the cat?”

The strin of convicts,
chained together, climbed out of tha
wherry which had brought them down-
river from the steps at Blackfriars and
clamberad up the ga.niwaiv which ran
sigzag to the spar deck of the convict
hl.?lk ithalion,

As they did so, Jerry MeLean fancied
ho saw the boy, Hal Ii:-'.rntrt, in front of
him, falter. f‘lrnstantly he stretched out
a steadying hand.

“Btick it, kidl!” he said.
home 1"

The boy smiled as he flashed a keen

lance at hiz friend. He was not
unking.

A keen wind waos blowing up the
river, beating up lapping waves a3 the
tide raced out, Un t}l}'m deck o pacing
sentry came to a halt, grounded the butt
of his rifle, and leecred at the new

(4] wE! e

arrivals. Bomo of the convicts who
were lolling on the bulwarks grinned,
and one of them, waving his hand,

grested them with a coarse joke.

Hal could see other conviet hulks
anchored near, and, at a distance,
farther out in the river, lay a hospital
hulk, a tattercd red flag futtering out
over her stern.

The boy's eyes swept the wida and
lonely river, then drifted ashore whero
he could sce inen in brown working on
the construction of a now building.
They were convicts from the hulks.

Suddenly a broad-shouldered, round-
bodied mon with a red face, came
stalking towards them.

Ha was Mr., Bibery, the master of

the Ethalion. Ab his heels strode some
of the under-officers, or wardsmen. The
oficer who had been in charge of the
wherry handed the master hiz papers
and surrendered the prisoners.

The master, having read the names,
and scanned the convicts, made them
answer to their nameg Then he
addressed them bricfly.

“Men,” he said, in a rasping voice,
though his blue eyes beamed on them
not unkindly, “as long as you behave
vourselves aboard my ship I'll treat you
decently, But if you disobey orders or
gause me any trouble, sither on board
or ashore, ere’s the black hole or
doubla irons or the cat-o'-nine-tails to
teach you manners [

He then dgmrﬂ ordors for the chains to
be removed.

Hal gave a sigh of relief as the
bracelet dropped away from hiz right
wrist. He had hated iein chaincd to
the FHAla of convicts, r. Bibery
ordered him to step forward. His keen
eyves seemed to burn into Hal's as the
boy looked up.

“H'm! And so you're the boy
Lovett who robbed the Ear! of Hunt-
ford of hisz diamond star?" he said.

“That's what I've heen sentencod
for 1™ sald Hal indignantly. “ But I'm
innocent. ™

2o innocent,” zaid Mr. Bibory, tap-

ing the delivery paper, “that you've
Eean marked down here as dengerons.
Well, I know a way to break your spirit
if you try any tricks on me |”

He next called to Melean, whom he
eyed eritically. Mr., Bibery seemed a

little taken aback by Mclean's hand-
some face and smoart appearance.

Jerry's clothes were the faded finery of
o gentleman,

“¥ou come to me with a bad record,
McLean,"” said the master of the
Ethalion. “You are marked down for
transportation, but as I don't know
when the next convict ship sails you'll
have to work ashore. ou fought a
dozen Bow Street Runnecrs, but if 1 find
vou fighting here I'll have you triced up
and fogged.”

The men were ushered below whera
a brown suit of coarse material was
doled out to each of them, together
with a cap, o pair of boots, and a pair
of roughly kmitted socks. Then they
were hurried down a gangway to a
lower deck where they were shown their
sleeping quarters.

Hal was given a hammock in a sleep-
ing-berth which he was to share wi
seven other men. Meclean's quarters
wera some distance for'ard.

‘The new arrivals were ordered to
strip, and then taken up again to the
upper deck where they were told to
wash, Here they donued their new
clothes, and were then allowed to stay
on deck till the work gangs came bac
from Woolwich.

Somo of the older conviets iried to
ehum up with them, but McLean wag
in no mood for talking. He answered
brusquely, and drew Hal away.

Leaning on the bulwark beside Hal,
he saw tg-e convicts ashoro marching to
the wherriezs which were o bring t
back to the hulks. The brown-clad
figures tumbled into the boats, dropped
into  their places, and stout-srmed
wherrymen rowed the boats out end
across the tide, handling them cleverly,
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8o that they at last bumpea the tarred
hulks right close to the gangways.

Boatload after boatload came. Out of
the wherries, and up the zigzag gang-
ways to the decks ol; the conviet ships
gcrambled the figures in brown. Some
of their faces were tanned to the colour
of their clothes. They shouted az they
came. Some of them sang. Lots of
them paid nmo heed to the orders of
their overseers until they were told to
line up. Then the uproar ceased.

There seemed to be hundreds of them
on board the Ethalion. They were kept
in divisions of seventy-five, with a
wardsman or overseer in charge of each
division. Tho men who had remained
on board were sick men.

As they answered the roll-call they
winked and grinned at Hal and Jerry
MecLean.

“Hal,” said Jerry, in a low whisper,
Epppmg his chum by the arn, “see that

ig man in the second row, numbor

seven from the end? 'That's my pal
=John Prysze."

Hal locked at the man, and Jchn
Pryse drew his left eyelid down in a
slow and very esigpnificant wink.
Already hoe was waving his hand to

cLean.

“Order there, Pryse " thundered the
wardsman in charge of this particular
batch of convicts, “Do you want a
hundred lashesi”

“Haw! Nol" droned Pryse, in &
way that made the whole gang grin.
“You wouldn't beat me, Mr.
Haggorty.”

Discipline on board these hulks was
not very strictly enforced, Hal was soon
io Irr:m'ﬂ::§ in spite of the master's warn-

ings and threats.

After the evening’s meal had been
ﬂis%qaed of, and they had all been shut
up below hatches, the wildest scencs and
orgies took place 'tween decks, With
the few pence they earned by their
labour at the docks and in the build-
ing operations at Woolwich, most of the
convicts bought tobacco. Some of them
bought drink. Although they were
supposed to kEEE to their quarters they
frequently defied orders, some of themn
even breaking down bulkheads to enable
their party to join the others.

They sang and danced and cursed and
fought uv times, and the ship was turned
into an absolute pandemonium.

On the day of Hal's arrival on board
there was very nearly a riot, As soon
as the coovicts were dismissed they
gwarmed downstairs and surged into the
mess-room, which had once been the
middle gun deck of the old man-o'-war.
Here they ate groedily the coarse meal
of gruel, and stewed meat, and caten
hraad._ After this they were all ushered
to their quarters, and the hatches were
shut down, each omne guarded by a
sentry. Some of these guards were
convicts, “selected ¥ men.

Every guarter of an hour the ship's
bell was struck, and Hal found himsolf
listening for the sound after a while.

He found it stifling in the lower deck,
though the ports were open. On the
deck guards kept watch. Sometimes a
boat rowed round the ship, seated in
which was an officer who spied and
listened.

Hal was one of the last to pass the
door in the iron railings which formed a
gort of at the bottom of the gangway.
He looked sharply back and feﬁ like an
anumnal 1n a cago,

The Fight "Tween Decks !

HE hold was lit by oil-lamps
which gave out a feeble sort of
glimmer. BSoon even this light
was dimmed by dense clouds of

tobacco smoke., The convicts who did
riot smoke began to chew tobacco, and
coarse sangs echoed from every part of
tha hulk.

“IT'm sorry we're not tﬁgethar Sy
said McLean, as he drew Hal aside from
s group of stamping, dancing men, who
seemed suddenly to have gone mad.
“ But ma}:hu we'll be able to change
that soon.”

“Change it soon, change it now," said
a8 hearty voice in RAlelean’s e¢ar, and
turning, Jerry saw John Pryse standing
with hand outstretched.

Hal saw that the hand was cracked
and covered with corns. Pryse's coat
was open at the throat, revealing a
great, heavy, muscular chest.

He was a giant of a man, with coarse,
goot natured features which wore a
?El‘pﬁtuﬂl grin, Fryse had been lashed
or that grin of his before the officers of
the convict hulk had discovered that it
was natural and not passumed.

“Never you mind where the puards
have put the kid, Mr, McLean,” said
Pryse, as Jerry took the outstretched
hand, “"you bring him along to your
berth if ;.-uu've & miond."

“But 1t's full,” answered McLean.

“Full, iz it? Then turn one of the
men out. What's the number of your
berth ¥

“Number 9,” answered MoLean.

John Pryse laughed.

“Number 9] Number 8! Did you
hear that, boys?™ Pryse swung round
on the convicts, who had just stopped
their mad dance for sheer want of
breath. “QOur new pal wants the boy
in Number 8. That's where Big Jim is,
Imjt It_?J:r .

“¥Youn ought to know, since you put
him there,” answered one of the men.

“ Put him there, did I?* said John
Pryse carclessly. “Well, if I put him
there, I can put him out again, can't
1? He turned again to Jerry an,
and his perpetual grin broadened. * Big
Jim’s coming out and your pal's going
in Mo, 3 Berth, =ir,” EE said.

A

With that, I’ryse strolled away.
crowd of men, c{uthed in ugly brown,

followed him. Hal joined them,
Stanchions and great wooden beams
showed up dimly in the feeble light.

Between the berths sat or lounged men
drinking, smoking, gambling, cursing.
It was & sqlmlig scene, though Hal
thought it lacked the filthy sordidness
of Newgata prison.

Pryse zsoon came to No. 9 Berth, It
was walled off from other parts of the
hold by stout wooden bulkheads. As Hal
joined’ the convicts, who stretched to
peer over one another's shoulders, he
saw that the hammocks in it had already
been slung for the night. They were put
up and taken down every day.

In one of these hammocks & man was
stretched out asleep. John Pryse did
not stand on ceremony, but, unlashing
the hammock, let one end of it down.
'él['he man in it crashed heavily to the teak

oar.

For a moment he lay glowering up at
his tormentor, then looked at the line of
laughing faces. The coarse laughter o
hiz fellow conviets maddened him, and
he got up to launch a smashing punch at

Prysa. ] ]
FPryse, standing square with fists
raised on a level with his chin and beld

cloze together and elbows crooked after

f in the Lkicking, too.

THE MAGNET

the manner of fighting men of his time,
parried the blow and gave one back
which knocked the other man clean off
his feeot.

Instantly the hold echoed to deafening
cat-calls and frantic shouts.

"A fight! It's John and Big Jim
JEEHES- A Bght! Let 'em fight 1t
out !*

_ Hal was swept aside by » surge of men
in brown, who hustled Pryse to where
there was enough room.  After them
came another batech of convicts, who
pushed Big Jim on with them.

Big Jim found Pryse waiting coolly,
stripped to the buff, and garbed in a
pair of shorts, the clumsy boots he wore
showing u& grotesgquely.

“I'll kil you for what you did|™
snarled Big Jim.

Hal elbowed his way to the front of
the ring and looked at Big Jim, whosa
face showed in the yellow glara of a
lantern held up by one of the men. The
boy had never seen such a vicious-
looking brute. He wes a bigger man
than even the giant Pryse. ﬁeLuan,
who weighed eleven stone, was a dwarf
beside him.

Pryse was still smiling. He could not
help it.

“Jim,” he said, *I cut vou down be-
cause my pal Jerry McLean wants your
hammock for a friend of his. Youn can
go and doss in Number 15."

“Not me,” said Big Jim, with an
oath. i

“You're going to do what I tell you,
you sneaking, treacherous hound,”
taunted Pryse. “ Your tale-bearing got
Ben Lyall & hundred lashes yesterday.
I owe you another one for that. Jim,
I'll fight you for whether you go or
ﬂﬁé‘f in Number 8."

carcely had he uttered the words
whoen the battle began.

Hal had never seen =zuch fighting. Bi
Jim began it with a lunging kick which
would have broken Pryse's jaw had he
not dodged away. Jim was wearing his
thick-soled boots, and his foot crashed
down on_the wood floor like a hammer
stroke. Then he shot a left arm swing
just past Pryze's bobbing head and met
the smaller man as he came in with a
drive of his right fist.

Pryse did not attempt to dodge the
blow, but taking it, sent both his fists
driving into the bigger man's mid-
section. The next moment they were in
kolds and wrestling desperately for the
maztery.

Big Jim levered Pryse over and bagk-
heeled him down, intending to erack his
encmy's head on the deck as be fell and
then drop on top of him.

In falling, however, Pryse, who was
the gquicker witted and more active man,
mana to twist his opponent sideways,
annd it was Big Jim who hit the teak
undermost and took the full drive of
Pryse's weight on top of him.

Pryse rose, and Big Jim drove an up-
ward kick at him which would have
lamed John had he not backed away in
time,

The two were at it again the next
moment amid a deafening uproar which
shook the ship. .

Down they went again, Hal listening
breathlessly to the dull thud of the
blows as their fists drove home. They
rose once more and Pryse, after bein
bent double by a savage kick, join
stz weaved m
and out and boots hurtled in deadly
drives,

The econvicts hemmed them in, lenvl‘ng
them scarcely enough room 1n whie
to move. The shouting grew louder.
John Pryse's face was streaming, and

—
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EVERY SATURDAY

Big Jim's oyes were closing fast, his
lips badly puffed.

he end came suddenly, unexpectedly.
Jefiries, thinking that he had Pryse at
his merey, drove a savage kick at him.

But Pryse had read his intention and
backed away, leaning hard against
Jerry McLean, who was in front of the
gurging mass of men- in brown.

As Jeffries’ heavy-soled boot shot out,
Pryse seized his foot and jerked it up.
The next moment Big Jim's head hit
tho deck with a sickening thud. He
lay still, like a corpse, and the ring
of brown-clad figures opened out
sudden deathly silence. 2

Jeffries rose to his feet after a whils,
wiped his streaming face, and moved
slowly to his berth., Ho reappeared,
carryiog something which he held be-
hind his back, Hal saw that it was a
heavy sledgehammer, : ;

Big Jim an to swing it, intending
to smash in

“Look out!” shouted the boy,
Pryse instinotively leapt aside.

o was only just in time. The ironm
head of the hammer fairly whistled as
it came down where his head had been
a second ago and, as it crashed against
the teak floor, its stout shaft splintered
like a twig.

“Get out of here! Gé to berth 1517
shouted Pryse, as he pointed aft.
“You're moving out of No. 8, Big
Jim "

And Big Jim Jeffries went without a
word.

“So you've got sledgehammers down
in the hold, John," said McLean, when
the crowd of convicts had gone back to
their smoking and their singing and
their pambling and he and Pryse and
Hal were alone. - 4

“S8muggled ‘em in at night.”
answered Pr?‘se, with a grin. “We're
nearly ripe for a break-out, sir.”

“Did you hear I was coming on
board I asked McLean, urged by an
unsatisfied curiosity.

w Thuught vou might,” answered
Pryse. " I'd heard of your trial and
convickion. Knew about the boy Lovett,
m“ill

McLean frowned.

“The boy was innocent, Pryse,” he
said. “His own father, Bamuel Lovett
and the Earl of Huntford framed him.
Why, we'll have to learn after we get
out. I got a life zentence for trying to
resee him from the police.”

Fryse looked atrmg t into McLean'’s
eyes, his face spread in its perpetual
grin, though he winced with pain from
his hurts.

"“"Well, you'll not stay here Inn’g if I
can help 1t,” he said. "I haven't for-
otten how you helped me when I was
5;-1111. and out, McLean. You tried to
save me from gaol. I owe you a lot.
And John Pryse is not the man to let
a bully pal down !

and

The Escape !
had

HREE days alter they
T arrived on  board the hulk
Ethalion, Hal and Me¢Lean
joined__the. work gangs on
shore. Jerry McLean was taken to joain
the bricklayers and builders.

Here the convicts worked almost side
by side with the ordinary workmen, who
envied the *lags"” because they were
housed and boarded free of charge on
board the hulks. .

McLean found the work light, and
tho supervision nok over keen.

Hal was drafted to the docks. There
he had to sghoulder & strap and help
to haul a timber wagon from the barges
to the sheds.

ryse’s skull from bebind,

As Jeflfries kicked ont savagely, Pryse seized his i‘u;:t and jerked it up.
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next moment Big Jim’s bead hit the deck with a sickening thud !

With half a dozen men he strained at
the harnesz during the hours of on-
forced labour, and he had for an over-
goer a wardsman named Curtis.

Curtis was a brute of a man who
ecarried a whip. The wardsman loved
to lash the whip necross the stooping
shoulders of any member of the team
who might ease for a moment in his
haouling.

Twice he cut Hal in this way, and thoe
boy turned on him, feeling as though
ho eould knife him. The wardsman's
answer was a grin, another blow, and
a growled threat of more if Hal “didn't
smarten up.”

One morning during Hal's third week
on board the hulk, the boy was moving
slowly on in line with a bateh of con-
viots who were passing down the gang-
way to be rowed ashore. Ho was keeping
in line, doing nothing to attract alten-
tion, when Curtis, wha was standing
by, watching, suddenly strode up to him
and, without a word, dragged him out

the ranks.

“I'll teach you to laugh at me!" he
shouted.

"1 didn't—" Hal began, when the
wardsman struck him savagely, hurling
him backwards against the bulwarks.

Hal’'s head struck the stout wooden
barrier and he knew no more, He did
not know that Jerry McLean sprang
out of the line and felled the wardsman
with two mighty punches. He did not
know that Jerry was seized and hurried
below and clapped in doubla irone. He
knew nothing until late that morning,
when he woke up to find his head all
bandaged up and t.h.mhbini‘vmlently.

He was stretched out in hiz hammock
i Berth No, 8—alone. k

Nobody came near him until after the
convicts had come back, had eaten their

of

rough supper, and had been battened
down below Thatches,

Then Pryse came suddenly to his side.
Pryse was grioning, as usual, but his
voieé was solemn  cnough when he
spoke,

“ Better, kid?'? he asked.

“I'm all right,"” ‘answered Hal, sifting
up and slinging a leg over tho side of
the hammock as he spoke and sliding
io the floor. "1 kept to my hammock
because 1t was nice to lie there with
nothing to do™

Pryso nodded approval and drew
Hal away. In a guiet eorner behind
a stanchion he broke some startling
News.

“Boy,” he sald, "the master has
arranged to have Jerry MeLean
triced up on deck in the morning and
given a hundred lashes. That's lor
glamming Curtiz. I'm to be one of the
floggers, and if 1 don’t lay on heavy,
thmlrE"[] bo a man waiting to lay it on
e

Hal's blood began to race.

“You'ro never going to do it, John,”
he said.

Pryszo shock his grotesgue head, still
grinning.

* No,”* he answered, “ I'm never going
to do it. EKid, we're going to break out
to-night——"

The convict silenced Hal by placing
hiz right fordfinger to his lips.

“Listen. Hear those chﬁps singing ?
Know why?! They've got Jerry out of
the black hole. ey burst it in. Now
they're getting the double irons off him.
They're singing to drown the noise of
their work, When they stop, Jerry will
be freec.™
d'ﬂn deck a bell rang clearly above the

1.

“Boy,” Pryse went on, “we're oll
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ready. We've got 8 key to the bottom
ﬁ“ﬂ' For weeks wo've had skeleton-
eys, which we made, which can unlock
the between hatches. The boys on guard
in the middle and top gun decks wil

down the sentries when they hear the
signal. We plan to get the boat along-
side and make away in hor. We're

going to take the ship. We'll shut the
master and his wardsmen up in the hold
and lower the ports. Most of us will gat
ashore even if we have to swim for 1t.”

Hal's blood seemed suddenly on fire.

“Can we do it?" he asked In a hoarse

wlua‘{;er.
“We're going to do it. We had meant
deoing it next week, but,” and John
Pryse's lips tlghtnnﬂdj, “we're not going
to let them lnsh Jerry McLean.”

Pryse drew Hal back among the con-
victs. Most of themn were sitting ecross.
legged on the deck droning out a
monotonious  chant. They  locked
questioningly at Pryse as he came up
with the boy.

. “The kid knows,” said Pryse. “He's
in with us."’

Then all the heads of the brown clad
figures began to nod, and thoe sopg
swelled louder.

Suddenly, among them sprang Jerr
McLean, free of his fetters, his h:md:':
gome face set, his oyes shining.

“Thank wvou, boys, for freeing me”™
he said. “I'm ready when you are for
the get-away."

“Then,” said Pryse, La.hin%' a step
forward, “let's get on with it."

Hal next saw the iron gate of the cage
at the foob of the gangw_a.:; swing in-

ward. Past it poured moving figures in
brown 1 I.E; ryso. Pryse fumbled at
the lock of the hatch above. Hal heard
the colick of metal on metal. Then t
hatch swung upward.

Passing through 1it, the convicts

gained the middla deck. Hera thoy were
joined by a swarm of conviets berthed
on this deck, who had got through their
cage door. Brown figures blocked tho
‘%‘iﬂﬂlr leading to the upper deck.

erg a man was fumbling at the key-
hole of another hatch.

Buddenly the hatech was flung back,
and vpward swarmed the army of men
in brewn.

As the first of them showed on the
deck, the sentry on guard there whealed,
brought the butt of his flintlock up to
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his shoulder, and fired. The bullet
was still singing its way over the
Thames when a swarm of men in brown
hurled themselves at him, lifted him

1 high above the bulwarks, and hurled

E:&n and his gun over into the onrushing
108,

As Hal clambered into the open with
McLean and Pryse beside him, he saw
men in brown rushing all over the deck.

Then wardsmen with drawn cutlasses
came rushing smidships, cutting and
slashing at the escaping conviots.

Lean hurried Hal to the gangway,
up which the convicts climbed every day
on their return to the hulk.

"It's everyone for himself, lad," he
said. *““Can you swim?”

“Like a fish !

Ahead of them loomed a might
figure. The gangway was choked with
convicts trying to get away. The giant
Egum turned, and Hal rccognised Big

1M,

At the same instant a figure clad in
black_camo rushing up from behind.

“Back, all of you!l" oried the man
a8 he levelled a pistol at MeLean's head.
“I'll shoot tho first man who disobeys."”
. ].i%{ was Mr. Bibery, the master of ths

LELK.

But Mclean was to guick for him.

Darting in, he tore the pistol out of the

master' s hand, the weapon exploding as
Jerry dragged it nleni::uﬂf fhe mgzm’s
clinging fingor.

Then Big Jim uttered a savage laugh.

“He's the ‘one 1 wanted!” he cried.
“Waotch me brain him (™

Big Jim held a sledgehammer in his
two mighty hands. He swung it like a
blacksmith, intending to brain the
master as Mr. Bibery stood stock still,
too startled to move.

At that moment, howaver, another
volley rang out, and a batch of convicts
came rushing along the deck with wards-
men 1n pursuitb.

A ficker of light shone through the
open ports, and Hal catght a whiff of
Lurning smoke. The convicts had fired
the ship!

MNow came a loud ringing of an alarm
bell ashore, the sound of a bugle, the
¢rack of a rifle.

The alarm was up. Soon boats full of
soldiers would be rowed out to the
Ethalion,

“All this Hal saw and heard as Big

Jim awul:ég the deadly hammeor. Dut
the blow did not fall, for Pryse loomed
up just then, and, gripping Big Jim
round the middle, lifted him bodily.

John Pﬁ'ﬁﬂ wad as strong as iron.
Bwinging Big Jim like a flail, he hurled
him and his sledgehammer clean over
the bulwarks into the Thames.

Then Pryse leapt upon the woodwork
and prepared to dive.

“The soldiers are coming! The boys
have failed to get tho arms-chest!” ho
cried. “Get sway now, or you'll lose
your chance, McLean |"

Then Pryse dived.

Looking over the side, Hal saw his
body vamsh, then hig head rise, saw him
go off downstream swimmning i}uldiy an
the full flood of the tide.

McLean drew Hal up. Together they
balanced themsalves on the bulwark. It
was a dive of thirty-five or forty fect
down to tho swift-lowing . river.

“It's our turn, boy,"" said MceLean.
“Let's go—together.”

The two plunged into the water, and
a minute later they were swimming
boldly cut across the stream, breasting
it pluckily.

ots rang ont behind them. TLoud
curses and groans of agony rang out
fromn the convigt hulk. The sky was lit
up by a spreading glare. And in the
dlm_hf;ht ‘Hal saw the hulk of the
hcrs?:ta. ship Dromedary loom: up sud-
denly above him. Tethered to its gang-
way was & boat. With a few swilb
strokes Hal gained this, caught the gun-
wale and drew himself up and over into
il. He released the painter, and, os
the boat slid away on the tide, he picked
up the" bobbing head of MeLean ahead
of him,

Hual whipped out a pair of cars and
began to row. Ha backed wator os
MoLean camo slongside, and, shipping
Eﬂm '::mrs, helped his friend safely into tho

at.

Then he began to row, row with all
his power, urging the boat into the
blacknesa of the night on the full floed
of a racing tide.

(Fortune hox pevtainly fuvoured Mol
and Jerry s¢ fur. But will their lurk
hold good? Dont miss nézt week's grip-
prng chuplers, chums, they'll thrill you
more than everf)
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been pitched on a field

near St. Sam's, and all

the junmiors from Jack
Jolly, the hero of the Fourth, to
AMidgett minor, the babe of the
Becond, were agog with eggsite-
ment. :

Unforchunitly, the proprictor
of the fair sot up his swings
and roundabouts without insult-
ing the Head on the subject. So
the first intimation Dr. Alfred
Birchemall received was when a terrific
din came floating across from the direc-
tion of the fair-ground.

“What the merry dickens—" gasped
the Head.

As the hullabaloo arose from the
showmen's pitch, mourning lessons were
just starting. Dr. Birchemall gave tho
Sixth an awfully black look. He was
not acoustomed to teaching history and
joggrafy and classix to an accompani-
ment .uw clapging bells, rifle shots, and
harsh mewsick, ; s -

“Bust mal” he nn%.mn_ﬁEEr in his
most refined and dignified manner.
“What ever is the meaning of the rum-
pus, boys? Is it an earthquake or a
cyclone or a hurrycane, nr all three
rolled into onel” X

Burleigh, the hansum kaptin of St
Sam's, consealed a smile with his hand.

“Haven't you herd the ncws, sir?” he
asked, 1 thought everyone knew it by
now.

“I trussed you are not unmm._i:m to
the deth of Queen Anne, “mE_Ew.F re
torted the Head, eyeing the skool kaptin
with a somewhat baleful eye. “If you
are, I may as well inform you that I do
not tollerate having my leg pulled
during skool hours, Burleigh.” s

“But I'm not, sir!” grinned Burleigh.
“The news I am referring to conserns
that awlul row that's going on outside.
The fact is, sir, if you want to know,
it's a fair."

“A fair, eh? Go that’'sit! A gang
of common showmen have the disper-
tinence to set up their wrelched tawdry
show at our door without 20 much as a
' By your leave!' We'll soon see phout
that! Burleigh!™

“Yes, sirl”

"Kindly take charge of the Form
during my absence. 1 am going to
order the proprictor of this nﬂ.nm.__w#n
fair to pack his traps and move on im-
mejataly—if not before that 1™

“QDkay with me, sir!"” said Burleigh
chearfully. ] .

“Shan't be & jiffy!" said Dr,
Birchemall,

With that, the Head of 8t Som's
stalked out of the Form-room, leaving
ithe Bixth glecfully hoping that the
showmen would give him a jolly good
ruff-housa,

There wasn't much chance of that,
howovor, az o matter of fack. Tuff as
they were, the fair proprietor and his
assistants reckernised Class, and when
Dr. Birchemall walked majestically into
their midst they fairly cringed and
fawned before him.

The Head wont straight to the point.

“Now, then, what’s all this here?'’ he
nsked, with his usual faultless grammar.
:r.._wq:wn do you think you're doing of,
ﬂ Erd

“Please, guv'nor, we didn’t think we
woere doing nobody no harm |” wined
one of the showmen. “ We just set up
tha show here hoping to earn an honnecst
copper or two."

“"Regardless of the fact that in so
doing you are drowning the pearls of
wisdomn that fall from my lips as I teach
the 8ixth,” said the Head icily. " Well,
yvou're not jolly well going to do it, see?

L
ﬂ PLEZZURE-FAIR had

“HEIGH-HO ! COME TO THE FAIR !’ THE CHUMS OF ST. SAM'S AND THE HEAD ARE ALL THERE!

You can just

mnnw up and
uzz off at once;
otherwise, 1 shall
summaon the

porlice, ™
“¥Yes, but look here,
guv nor—"
“Ratts!” flashed

back the Head, with
one of his brilliant flashes cf
wit. 11l W?n you till
dinnertime, If the show is
not on the move by then,
thera'll ba trubble—with &
capital *T.' "

S0 saying, the Head stalked off the
fair-ground. He left the showmen look-
ing awfully miserable. Although they
had bad nothing to eat since breakfast,
every man-jack of them felt cowmpletely
fed-upl

1L

. AY.HO, come to the fair!"”

: Jack Jolly, of the Fourth,

sang out those words as he

E__.mm. a crowd of cheery
Fourth-Formers swarmed down to the
gates after mournming lessonas,

The Fourth were feeling awfully
bucked et the prospeet of spending most
of the dinner-break at the fair. But a
shock was in store for them, for when
Lthey reached the fair-ground they found
that the swings and roundabouts were
being taken down and packed up as
rapidly as possible,

“Grate pip! What are they doing
that for?" asked Jack Jolly in serprizo.
“ Why, it was only last night when they
put _me.E up.” ¥

“Let’s ask this johnny,” sujjested
Frank Fearless. “ He looks like the boss
of the show.”

Frank promptly sawntered over to a
fat jentleman in riding breeches and top-
hat, and made the necessary imkwiries.
The top-hatted jentleman’s reply made
the 8t. Sam's juniors prick up their
CATS.

“ A lass, my young friend I he cride.
“The headmastor of that big skool over
ihere has ordered us to pack up and
move off. Failing that, be intends to
call the perlice.” :

“M-m-my hat! Then it's Dr. Birche-
mall that's put & stop to it M

“Shame " went up a ery from a score
of juniors, )

“‘Bhame’ is the right word, young
jentlemen—it’s & blinking shama " said
the propristar of tha show. * Vet what
can I do? 1 can't afford to get into
trubble with the perlice.”

The juniors looked at him simper-
thetically; but nobody secemed anble to

—

F

sujjest a way of getiting over the
diticulty.

Then Jack Jolly's eyes began to gleem
suddenly. 3

“T've got a wheeze that mite work "
he eggsclaimed. " But before I do any-
thing, sir, would you be willing to give
up & persentage of your prophets if you
woro allowed to stay om haroe

The top-hatted jentleman nodded
eagerly. A

“Certainly, m.n_E._ﬂ jentleman. I'd
give up half of the prophets, if noces-
gary, it I wero allowed to carry on at a
prophetable spot like this!” :

“Good !” said Jack Jolly, with satis-
faction. “In that case, think thera
ought to be no difficulty in getting the
Head to agree. What about going to
him as a deputation, you chaps?”

“Oh crikey!™

“T'm willing to come along, for one !
saild Frank Fearless ..?E..Hnmwﬁw“,

After o little hezritation the rest also
fell in with the skeem, and without
wasting any more time, Jack Jolly led
his deputation back to Bt Bam's, leav-
ing the fair proprietor looking a little
more hopeful.

They went up to the Head's study
and Jack Jolly tapped respeoetfully on
the deor.

Crash! Bang! Wallopl

“Trot in, idiot 1" called out the Head,
from within.

Jack Jolly marched in at the head of
the deputation. The Head's eyes almaost
u_wnuum% out of their sockits when he saw
them.

“Bless Ew sole!” he gasped. * What
do wou ecall thiz game, Jolly?! Follow
me leader?”

“"No, sir,” answered Jack Jolly
quietly. “We're a deputation, We'va
come to ask whether you won't recon-
sider your decision about the fair, and
allow it to stay on after alll”

Dr. Birchemall frowned.

W R

A

“The answer to the deputation is * No
—a thousand times no _n.:.w ”w .uvn_mm.

“In that case, then,” said Ja olly,
“there's nothing to be said. But I feel
I ought to mention that we've just scen
the proprietor of the fair, and he's
willing to give half of the prophets to
charity if you'll lat him stay on.”

The Head's frown vanished, and a
gomewhat crafty, cunning oggspression
took its place. ;

“Ara vour sure of this, Jollyi=

“ Absolutely positive, sirlZ

“Well, if that's the case, of corse—
ahem |—it puts a different complexion
on the matter. I should hate to do any-
thing that would uﬁﬂw munny from

ing to charity. I will reconsider my
decision. In fact, I will grant this show-
man the permission he wants here and
now."

“0Oh, thanke awfully, girl" chirruped
Jack Jelly & Co.

“I will do more than that,” said Dr.
Birchemall, in =& sudden burst of
jennerosity. “I will give the fair my

arty support, and see to it that it
acheeves a signal suxxess. Go down and
toll them to get their swings and round-
abouts and seenic railways going as soon
as they can."

1IL
FTER dinner that day Dr.
} Birchemall stood up at his
table, X
“Boys!" he crides "As
many of you are no doubt aware
ulready, T have come to the conclusion
that my ban on the fair was unfair. 1
have therefore lifted the ban.”
“Hooray |* roared the juniors of 8t
Sam's enthusisstically.
The Head smiled induljently.
“I'm glad you're glad, boys. But I

o, AR g, v T e

bave even more welcome news for you.
The proprietor of this fair is ﬁfﬂm alf
of his prophets to charily. think it
would Wo a good wheeze, therefore, if 1
ﬂ:qn the whole skool an extra hali-
ollerday to-day. so that one and all
will have “the chance of nﬁ.uw to the
fair. So you may consider it dome.”

m“.ﬂ Hall fairly echoed to the checrs
of tha delitad skool. An extra half!
It seemed almost unbeleevable that the
Head eould be so jennerous,

“{ne word before you dismiss,” went
on Dr. Birchemall, as the boys got ready
to rise from their tables. "As tho

rophets are partly going to charity,
_—u think it's up to everybody to
patronise the sideshows extensively. 1
shall therefore eggspect every St. Sam’s
boy to spend a minsimum of two
urmmnﬂ fore he leaves the fair.
Remember the amount—two shillings.
And woe betida ths mean, stingy

ung rascal who tries to spend less!
ou may go, boysl"

Crowds of 5t. Sam': fellows waore soon
flocking to the fair. It was a jolly good
fair, with swings and roundabouts and
switchbacks and cokernut-shies, and by
the time Dr. Birchemall arrived the fun
was fast and furious.

Having interviewed the proprietor of
the fair, Dr. Birchemall made & toor of
inspection. Fellows gave him a wide
berth when they saw that he was carry-
ing a huge birch in his hand, but none
escaped his pennytrating glarnse, never-
theless.

“ Jolly I* he called out. * How mach
have you spentf™ )

“ Half-n-crown  sir,” replied Jack
Joll

:Waa}u._..mp " cride the Head soon
after that. * How is it you're standing
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E_urumﬁ?-mi nﬂﬁ&uu uuﬁﬂﬁu:u
on the amusements?”

“Borry, sir|” said Poorhouse. " But
the fact is I haven't a bhean I

Dr. Birchémall sniffed. :

“Disgracefull It's about time you
went into the poorhouse, Poorhousel
However, T think 1 can soon solve your
difficulty. Luker1®

“Yes, sir!” answered Luker, the
young millionaire of the Fourth.

:.Qmiuf you lend Poorhouss a cupple
of bob at onoce I shall thrash you till you
shreele for mersy 1"

“Oh, I'll lend him & cupple of bob
with plezzure, u_mm__..h. ﬂﬂE Hmﬂwnu hastily.
“"Here you are, Poorhouse

nmanm egg!” grinned the Head,
“Now go an mm.anmm.n as fast as you can,
Poorhouse | .

A minnit later he eame across Gasper
and Grabbe hiding behind a caravam.

“Wretched youths!” he cride. 8o
om oS ciEkiag Touste e o datrand
m our savings lar
u_.ﬁ_i.du_ of its ummwﬁ:w dews! Bend
over 1" .

m.:.nuﬂnu and Grabbe obeyed, lookin
very sorry for themselves as they di
s0. They looked a deal more sOTTY
a little later, for the Head laid it on
thick and rnqmu. T

“Now go and spend two il }
before Hﬂ.ﬂn:ﬁﬁﬁ you to o _u__:,_.j_m
every day for the rest of the term
snorted _w_.. Bichemall. : :

With the Head running round in _mtn
fashion, it was not to be wondered w,._
that the takings mounted up and ..Hﬁ_um__
the proprietor of the fair was rub :..m
his hands with glee. Even alter he _ﬂ_w_m
given half of his rophets away e
remainder wounld still break all records
DBv tea-time Dr. Birchemall was sattis
fod. He had another little interview
with the proprietor, after which he
addressed the crowd from the platform
in front of one of _.“E _u.un.,._.a,_m A s

“Y,adies and jentlemen and others!™
he um.__wmu. “You _.___.m___ be glad to lern that
iny kindness and jennerosity in permit-
ting this fair to ba earried on has
resulted in the large sum of ton pounds
ten and tenpence being handed over to
me to give to chanty. .

Loud cheers from the crowd greeted
this announcement. i .w

“ As you may no doubt gess,” went on
the mmn.m ....uu_.r!__a given a grate deal
of :E:n.m..w to the problem of what
cggsnctly to do with this munny. Need-
less to say, I want to make sure that it
goes to tha moat ._E_E.____EW charity.
After eareful consideration I have found
what I think to be the most deserving
charity of all.”

" Name!” velled a section of the

crowd.

#With plezzure!” grinned the Head.
“The name of the o E...,M is the Dis-
tressed Headmasters' Fund, of which I
happen to be the secretary and tresz-
surer. On behalf of the membership of
this fund—by the way, I happen to be
the only member—I thank you all for
your very kind .__:ﬁ__uo_._.._. :ﬂan_._"_-i._ﬁﬂ;
noon, ladies and jentlemen |

Dr. Birchemall then retired rathor
hurriedly The erowd returned somo-
what thoughtfully to the fun of the fair.
Thoy didn't like to say anything, of
corsa. But they couldn't help .,"._E_.r__um
that a better name for the “charity
would have been “DBirchemall's
Bennyfit 1™

THE END.

(Dicky Nugeni contribules another
winner neéxt week: "BIRCHEMALL
GOES WHALING!" It's a scream!

If you miss it, chums, you'll regret dt.)



