


SPLENDID TREAT IN STORE FOR ALL READERS ! something. That sounded queer

GREAT NEWS !

i

Alweays glad to hear from you, chumes, 8o drop me a line to the Jollowing address r
T'he Editor, The " Moagnet " Library, The Amoalgomated Press, Lid., The Fleetway

House, Farringdon Strect, London, E.Cd,

b HAT ? When 1

w Why 1™ I can hear my

rs ssking cach other

thege questions and making

all sorta of wild pes a8 to the nature

of this RECORD-BEREAKING FREE

GIFT SCHEME which I hinted at in

lagt weok's iggue. Yes, you are all set
nogw on

THE GREAT MYSTERY TRAIL I

You might guess a thousand times as to
what this Stupendous Burprise is that 1
have in store for you, and bo nowhere
near the mark! Because I want YOU
to be right at the front when this BIG
THING * comes off ' 1 am geing to warn
you to

KEEP YOUR EYE ON THE ** MAGNET."

- The great eecret will be rovealed to
you in & woock or two. And that, I_.n.m
afraid, is all I am allowed to tell you just
now !

How 1

£10 FOR A WITCH !

A Macwir reader who has just como
over to this country on holiday from Wost
Africa (lucky fellow !} tells mo that a lot
of the stulf we hoar about the wonders of
real Black io out there is all fudge.
The West African natives, he tfells me,
aro groat at make-believe, and to disprove
the so-called ability of the native witch-
doctors, some whita men out there have
affered a prize of £10 to any witch-doctor
who succeeds in any bit of magie—such as

ing & buman being intoe a fish!
Bo for, my roader-friend says; no ona has
made any attempt to bag that tempting
* tannor, "

THIRTY TONS OF PLYING STEEL !

I wonder what one of those old fire-
breathing dragons that we used to read
about in story books would think of our

modern 8" of the air—tha
monster flying-hoata of to.day t The
vory latost r’gritiﬂh flying-boat to hbe

launched not only weighs thicty tons, but
gan cleave the skies at 100 miles an hour,
thanks to its mighty engines, which
develop over 5,000 horse-power !

The only part of thia monster ﬁ}ringa
boat not made of motal is the fabrie
covering the wings. The part that lies:
under water when the thirty-tons fiying- |
boat comes down in the sea iz made of
ppecial stainless steel, and the enormous
strange craft actually carries a spare
engine which, by marvellously ingenious
devices, could be brought into use almost
at once. No wonder this Sying-boat has
been insured for £100,000 !

DON'T MISS5 THESE !

A wonderful coincidence occurred this
morning. I sat down, as usual, to read
my big batch of lettera [rom MaaxeT

readers, and ths very firet letter I ]%ii:i;ked
up was from & chum namod ITY
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Wharton. Now I ¢all that really -
markable, bocguse as I sat down at my desk
this moming the thought was upptrmost
in my mind that T MUST tell you all that
the new * HOLIDAY ANNUAL ™ iag now
on gale—and what would the * HOLIDAY
ANNUAL " be without ita ificant
long stories of the adventurea o
Wharton & Co.? This t volume is
better than over it waa, this 50
is the POPULAR BOOE OF BOYE
ETII%RIEE-! — ]

ave you a bi A¥ CcomMINg—oOT CAN
you ﬂnﬂﬁmﬁ o axeﬁ:m for porsuading
mather or father or uncle to buny you one
{or both 1} of theas ma%niﬁwnt-
Annuals NOW 1 Don't wait until Christ-
mas, because immensely popular books
such as the two I have mentionod are
likely to scll right cut ANY day !

FEEL remarkably bucked this
morning !  FProbably it is because
I've been reading a selection of
jokes and Greyiriars limericks which
have been sent in by you fellows. Here's
a varn for which D. Turner, of 88,
E_?ﬁdgﬂ- Foad, Cambridge, gets a pen-
ife :

Boy: *1s it trus, mother, that an apple a
day keeps the doctor away ¢ '*

Parent: ** '!'as{ s

dear. Why?'

Tommy :
Well, I've kepl JS
about ten doctors §
away this morn-
ing, but I’m afraid you'll have
in soom I **

t call na

HARDLY BELIEVAELE !

I ofton think that some of the most
gtartling hits of news in the daily papers
are the items that are given only two or
three lines of space. For example:

Carved on a Grain of Rice.—One of the
commonest things in this world is & rice
pudding, and Eﬂ;{p&t;t- m.aﬂ{ of my mntd:ﬁfa
rogard rice pu d:igupmtrﬂtodgja :
Nothing wnﬁd&rf in it at all. But what
would you think of a single grain of rice
with & bust of the Pope carved om it?
Thet was done by a Chinaman the other
day, and that grain of rice, surely the
most amazing in all the world, is now o
the possession of the Pope himsalf.

Mischievous Elephants,—In Eaat Afrca
a certain wild tract of jungle-land is being
cleared to make farms, and so far 2,000

t elephants have besn driven away
rom there go that the new e¢rops shall not
be interfered with !

Boy's Baboon Chums.—Alfter searching

the Drakensburg (South Alrica)
mountains for four months for their lost
gon, the parents of & native boy found him
living happily with a crowd of baboons—
big hidoous a that had aoccepted
the small boy as their chum !

THAT TOOTHACHE 1
I had & letter by the last post from a
MaoNET reader who just to tell me
that he is overjoyed because he has lost

to me, until I read on a bit
farther and discoverad the thing
ho has lost was an aching tooth |
My reader tells me he had to
walk five miles to the dalntist-'s,
88 he lives in & very lone

of the West Gﬂgﬂtﬂ'. ‘?m
reminded me of the amazing
oxploit of an Eskimo boy that
came to my notice & fow daya
ago. It's an almost unbelievable
story of tremendous heroism.

THE CANADIAN MOUNTED
POLICE

say that this twelve-years-old
Eskimo'a deod is one of the
bravest they have ever heard of.
And that’s a lot for the famouna
“ Momntieg™ to say, isn't it? The
Eskimo boy wes only ten when his father
died, but ha buckled- keeping the homeo
going, hunting for food for his mother and
baby brother. For two years this wemt
on, and then the boy's hunting-luck
changed. Moat-food became short and

Iﬂ:llis mt:_r‘tihl;ﬁr bﬂh?:ﬂt-mﬁtw Hﬁ!‘iﬂé::ﬂl ilkﬂdﬁll their
Bd!;ﬂ o ¥ ﬂﬂ-ﬁgﬂ
bacame E:r}f serions indeed. Then the

boy sot out to travel
160 MILES TO THE NEAREST DOCTOR !

With hia wery-ill mother, his threa-
sars-old brother, and a scant atore of
ood in his sledge, the Eskimo boy seb
bravely out, helping his two remeiung
dogs to tug the heav go over the snow
and ice. For weeks and wecks they
struggled on, thro the terrifie lonelineaa
of the Frozen N , -then food pave out
completely, and for tho laet three days and
nights of that nightmare journey none of
tha or travellors had eo much as &
mouthfnl to eat. But got to that
doctor at lagt, and the mother’s lile waa
saved, though this splendid twelve-yeara-
old Eskimo boy himself nearly died of
exhaustion. Let's all raiso ocur caps to
him, you follows |

HERE'S just space for a Groyiriara
limerick befora 1 on to noxb
week's list of featurcs. This
one oomes from K. Waund, of

272, Fifth Avenua, Tang Hall, York, who
is now the proud possessor of a MaaxeD
pocket wallet

0ld Gosling, the Greyfriars porler,
Drinks somathing that®s sironger than
water.
Hiz bulbous red nose
A bright laming rose,
Proves elear he has more than he ought-er [

Hore's next woek's programme.
First ond foremost:

““THE SECRET OF THE SCARABI™
By Frank Richards.

It's & real corking warn,. this, dealing
with the further edventures of
Wharten & Co.—a that yvou will ba
reluctant to put wn onod you have
atarted to read it. You'll find FF.':."&H]:I: R.
in tip-top form, and youwll chuckle with
delight at the adventures—and Dusad-
ventures—of the ever-popular Billy
Bunter.

Don't miss it—that's my ndwvics !

Next comes snother thrilling instalment
of “The Red Faloon,” which esectainly

uts Arthur Steffens on the pedestal of
ame a8 o real boys' author. )

Following this is another of Dicky
Nugent's a::!:mmmglrfunny effusions,
entitled : * The Schoolboy Professional 1’
Laugh 1 I should just say you willl
In addition to ﬂ t-hi;ﬂ ﬂlﬁ-l';} mkl;ah tha
usual winning limericks and jokes, moro
answers to readers’ queries, and mord
about OUR STUPENDOUS FREE GIFT
SCHEME, s i

ro, then,
YOUR EDITOR.



THRILLING HOLIDAY

ADVENTURES IN THE MYSTERIOUS EAST !-

o
.|'I

Featuring Harry Wharton & Co. mi lrd Mauleverer, the Chums of

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Bunter’s Treat!
B ILLY BUNTER zat up and took

notica,
It was hot on the Nils,
Under a sky of clondless blue
the dahabiyeh Bosted slowly up the
great river of Egypt, & light wind from
the north rustling the huge sail.

But the wind was very light, and the
dehabiyeh moved very slowly. Home of
thoe Mubian sailors were poling to help
it along. The reis stood like a bronze
statua at the tall helm.

Harry Wharton & Co. of the Grey-
friars ﬁﬂlnﬂl’ﬁ sat under the awning 1in
the balcony that surrounded tho stern
of the dahabiyeh, They were taking it
easy, and watching lazily the gliding
banks, and the oraft on the river as
they floated slowly onward to the south,
Lord Mauleverer had nodded off to
sleap.
Biully Bunter, sprawled in a big
basket-chair, mopped the perspiration
from his plump forehead, and dabbed
at flies. There was a mosquito-net over
the fat Owl as he sprawled, but the flies
goemed to creep under it somehow.
They scemed to like Bunter. Ever
gince he had been in Egﬁpt the flies had
shown a partiality for Bunter. One of
the celebrated plagues of Egypt was a
plague of flies, and Bunter's impression
was that it was still going strong.
Bunter had requested the Famous
Five, one siter ancther, to fan the flies
off him while he napped. One after
another they had declined, with the solf-
ishness DBunter was sadly accustomed
to. Then he had told Hassan, the
dragoman, to fan off the flies. Hassan
had disappeared. Bunter had to smack
at the fMes himself, or leave them un-
smacked. Ha smacked and smacked,
and, like Samson of olden times, slew

his thousands and tems of thousands.
Every time he smacked, he shifted the
mosguito-net, and the fMos of Egypt
geamed like those stout-hearted Scottish
spearmen 8t the battle of Flodden:

“Eoch stepping where his comrade
stood
The instent that he foll”

Bunter was tired of flies; but the flies
were not tired of Bunter. Probably they
were the only living creatures on board

Time and again has Kalizelos,
the Greek, attempted fo steal
the age-old searab—said to be
the key to a fortune—which is

in the possession of Lord
Mauleverer, And not even
aboard a large house-boat,

surrounded by naiive servants,
is Lord Mauleverer safe from
his relentless shadower.

the dahabiveh who wore not tired of
Buntor. With the Greyfriars fellows,
with the dragoman, with the black ser-
vants and the Nubian sailors Bunter
was not popular. But with the Ries his
popularity was unbounded. Buntor
himself, perhaps, was not very attrac-
tive, Dut the traces of his last two or
three snacks, smearcd over his fat face
attracted winged things from near and
far. Bunter hkﬂd sticky things, so did
the flies.

But Billy Bunter forgot for a moment
that plague of Egypt, and sat up and

CGreyfriars.

or

By FRANK RICHARDS.

took notice ns a native felucea glided
behind the erawling dahabiyeh, The
folucca’s big lateen sail was down, and
it was rowed by a couple of brown men.
In the felucca was a huge stack of
ripe, golden oranges. It was a fruit
boat taking fruit to Luxer. But at
sight of the foreign faces on tho daha-
biych the boatmen pulled round the
stern, and & brown man in & dusty
djubbah, who was sitting .beside the
mountain of oranges, roso to his feot,
salanmed, and called out in Arabic.
What he said in that strange tongue
was a scaled mystery to the Greyfriars
fellows. But they understood his signs.
He pointed to the oranges and waved
his brown honds, and grinned, with a
flash of white tceth. He had oranges
to sell, and the sight of English faces
ingpired him with a hopo of sellin

them at ten times the price they 1.\1:1115
have fetched at Luxor,

“I say, you fellows, those oranges
lack good!” said Billy Bunter. * You
fellows lilke some oranges?” He threw
nside the mosquito-net, smacked several
flies, and rose to his feet. * My troat,
you chaps !

“YWho's goin
iastres to stan

ull.

“Oh, really, Bull—"

"Wake up, Mauly I grinned Frank
Nugent. “Bunter's going to stand
treat! Cdugh uvp some cash!”

“Yaw-aw-aw !* came sleepily from
Lord Mauleverer.

“Ob, really, Nugent—="

“Might as well have some of these
jullci: oranges, as the man wants te scll,”
said Bob Cherry. “I think I've got
soine piastres.”

“I've said that it's my treat, Cherry,”
said Billy Buntor, with a great deal of
dignity. * Leave this ta me !

‘Iz'rm Miawer Lipeary.—No. 1,282,

to lend Bunter somea
treat T yawnod Johnny

{Copyright in the United States of Americe.)
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“Yes, I know treats, old fat
bean !” assented Bob, with a cheery

grin, “You'll order twice as much as
we want to pay for, and then remember
that you've forgotten where you leit
your monay.’

“Ha, ha, hal” ]

“If that's what you eall gratitude
when a follow's standing treat—"

“You see, we know you, old fat man,”
said Harry Wharton, laughing. *But

if you mean business for once, go
ahead.”

“Yah!” answered Bunter. “Lock
here, you beast!"

There was a golden glimmer as the
fat Owl of the Remove drew a coln
from his pocket. . .

“That's an Egyptian pound,” said
Bunter. “It's worth & hundred
piastres. I got it when I changed soma
paper money at Beni Suef. You don't
often sea gold about. They call it a

ineih in the zilly language they speak

ere. But it's 8 pound.” :

Bunter weved a fat hand, with the

ld coin betweon a fat finger and

umb, to the native in the boat.

The brown orange merchant salaamed
and salaamed agsin. Gold wos not
often seen on the Nile, and the sight of
a hundred-piastre picce evidently im-
pressed the fruit scller.

The felucca hooked on to the daha-
biyeh, the two oarsmen holding on to
the sterm. The fruit seller econtinued
to ﬂ-lu?l'l thu Eu?:tﬁl:'i or to the llu:]i_e-n
coin, which probably r im
more than Bunter did. TEE:I] he filled
a large wicker basket with golden
cranges, and lifted it.
~ Bunter leaned over tha stern, blink.
ing into the felucca through his big
spectacles. ;

Harry Wharton & Co. watched him
curinuai?.

Bunter was surprising them,.

For Billy Byotor bo stand treat, with-
out borrowing the necessary cash from
some other fellow, was rather a record.

But the fat Owl was evidently in
earnast,

. "How much?” asked Bunter, point-
ing to the basket of oranges,

Feefty piastre, sarl”

“ Bhove it hero, and give me change [
said Bunter.

“¥Yes, sar,” The brown man salaamed
again, “Speak English, sar! Me

ustapha, sar, wvery honest merchant,
sar! Al English lord say Mustapha
‘-’ﬂg honest man, sar.”

8 heaved up the basket of oranges,
and it was landed over the stern of the
dahabiyeh, with help from Bob Cherry
abova,

Thore was a grunt from Johnny Bull.

“{Oran are cheap here,” he said.
“That lot's not worth more than twenty
piastres, Bunter, You'ro being done.

“Oh, that's all right!"” said Bunter.
“1 believe in being generous to niggers,
vou know.™

“0Oh, my hat[”

If Billy Bunter had surprised the
chums of the Remove bafore, he aston-
ished them now. Not only waz Bunter
standing treat with his own eash, which
was unusual, but he was allowing him-
self to be recklessly overcharged, which
was unprecedented. Really, the Grey-
friars follows could hardly believe their
2ars.

But evidently the fat Owl meant busi-
ness. He tossed the gold picce down to
Mustapha, and that honcst merchant
tossed up the change—fifty piastres.
Then the felucen shoved off, and the
two craft parted company.

“I say, you fellows ! Bunter selected
a ripe, fat orange, and pushed his fat
face into it, which was Bunter's elogant
way of eating an orange. “1I sav, this

TrE Macwer Lierany.—No. 1,282,

12 good! Have some? Help your-
solves, old chaps! After this, I hope
you won't make out that I never stand
treat. Nothing mean about me, I

hufo.”
Well, my hat!” gaid Bob. *“Home
ass said the age of miracles was past!™
“Ha, ha, ha!”
“Ok, really, Cherr 25
*Wake up, Mauly, and have an
orange,” said Bab,
*Yaw-aw-aw | came from his sleepy
hﬁdﬁf}mh ter's treat, old be d
8 Bunter's treat, o an,"” urge
Bob. “An occasion worth waking up
for. Are you going to eat this orange,
or shall I squeeze 1t down the back of
your neck "

“Oh gad|” ejaculated Lord Maule-
verer. He woke up quite suddonly,

“Like ‘om, you fellows?" beamed
Bunter.

“ Fine I

“The finefulnesa is terrifio [
. As the dahabiyeh glided on the
juniors sat under the stern awning and
ate oranges. They were ripe and .
and very welcome on a hot day. are
Was giqnural satisfaction, The Famous
Five liked the oranges, and had an im-
pression that Bunter was improving, so
they were satisfied. Mustapha, the
honest merchant, had sold his orangea
for twice their value, so he was satis-
fied. And Billy Bunter had got rid of
the bad gold piece that had been passed
{:Irluhhlm at Eanl: Eueif. and rece i?% fin
EXonan B DasSKer o ﬂrﬂ]lgl‘.ﬂ an
gm:ul ;E:strcs, so Bunter was satisﬁa«:g
@ there was, for the present, at least,
satisfaction all round,

THE SECOND CHAPTER,

Wrathy ]

I3 ORPLY gentlemen!™ It was
the wvoice of Hassan,
dragoman.

Looking like a tropical

beetlo in his gold-braided jacket, sky-
blun trousers, vellow shoes, and erimson
sash, the dragoman camo along the
upper deck, the gold tassel on his tar-
boosh dancing and glancing in the sun.

He pulled aside tha awning over the
starn balcony to address the Greyfriars
fellows below.

Hussan's dusky face was beaming.
Haszsan enjoyed showing the sights of
Egypt to the Greyfriars tourists, and
he never let them off a single sight if
he could help it.

Harry Wharton & Co. had been a
f,nud many days coming up the Nile,

rogress in a dahabiveh was slow.
Now, however, they were drawing near
to Luxor, where they were to stop for
a time., Luxor was a place that could
not Pﬂﬂ?ihlj‘ be missed. Indeed, had
the juniors thought of missing Karnak
and Luzor, they would hardly have
dared to tell Hassan so. The dragoman
would have received toe great a shock.

“Noble and gentlemanly lords,” said
Hassan, through the awning, “here you
riae up on feet and look, for cclebrated
Temple of Karnak now bobs up on bank
on bﬁ.le. and this is sight for sore eyes,

as Yyou say 1 your maghnificent
language.”
The juniors smiled. ITassan was

what he himself called a “speak-English
dragoman.” The juniors found his
English quite as entertaining as what
he told them in that lenguage.

“Come on, you slackers!” said Bob
Gherr;lr. “ Mustn't miss the jolly old
sights! Wake up, Mauly, and get o
movae on!"

Lord Mauleverer yawned deeply. He
was disinclined to move.

THE MAGNET

“You fellows tell me about it after-
wards ! he &

“Fatl;audl onl" said Harry
“Look here, this im't cricket!” said
Meauleverer plaintively. * Hacsan isn't

layin' the game] e've got to do
E[n.mnk when we land ai Luzor.
What's the

\ gaodnidu"it from the
river as well? If we ba?m doin’ things
twice over, you fellows, we shall never
get thruugi:u_

‘Oh, my mnoble lord,” exelaimed
1Hmauan, "vim“_r of _Earnakd frfum_ river
18 snormously im » and of gigentio
interest | 5O aramEm nppnrtunftg to
meditate on fallen greatness of ancient
kings, such meditation being easier in
comfortable chair on dahabiyeh than on
dE:Pkﬁj" while visiting ruins.”

Oh zad!"™ szaid Mauleverer. = Wall,
lock here, you men go up and do the
wavrm%h and T'll sit here and medi-

tate. at’s whackin® it out fairly.”
"Ha, ha, ha I*
Poor old Mauly's too tired to

move,” said Bob. “But you fellows
'}mt watch him, and see him jump when
ueeze this orange down his neck.
H?'.I o, hallo, hallo! He's up already ™
EKeep off, you dangerons ass!™
gugﬁd Mauleverer.

“Ha, ha, hal”

The juniors went through one of the
doorways, into the saloonm, and through
that apartment to the lower deck,
whenco_there were steps to the upper
deéck. Billy Bunter rolled’ after them
with an orange in each hand, and a
considerable amo'nt of orange.juice
over his fat face. His escort of fies
accompanied him. The fies of the Nila
seemed to like orange-juice.

They mounted to the upper deck
where Hassan, with his Eticﬁ-, pointed
oul the “view.” Really it was worth
lﬂpklnf at. Great limestone rocks and
cliffs loomed against the blue sky on
the western bank of the Nile, On the
eastern bank the hills retreated, leaving
a plain the river.

hrou masses of palm-trees the

eat pylons of the Temple of Karnak
gomed into view. And as the daha-
biveh floated on thero was a glimpse
of Luzor in tha distance.

But the attention of the Greviriara
fellows turned, all of a sudden, fron
the obelisks and pylons of Earnak to a
feluccs which was coming down the
stream, with two brown men pulling at
the huge oars, and a third brown man
stending by & mountain of ocrangoes.

. “Hallo, hallo, hallo! That's the
Lull old oran merchant coming
ack!” said Bob Cherry. “He seems
to bo excited about something.”

Mustapha, the honest crange mer-
chant, undoubtedly locked excited.

His brown face was infuriated, his
black eyes glittered, and his brown
hands sawed the =&ir in wild
pestioulations.

The juniors stared at him in aston-
ishment.

Tho felucea had left the slow-moving
dahabiyeh far behind, going on to
Luxor, and they had not expected to
see it again. But it was coming back,
and it was clear that something was
nmiss.

Billy Bunter turned his hiﬁ spectacles
on the gesticulating Mustapha with an
alarlme-d blink. st .

“1 say, ¥you owse, 18 a 18
clmlp‘whu sold me the oranges?” he
exclaimed.

“That's the chap,” said Johnoy Bull.
“What on earth's the matter with the
man? What is he saying, Hassan?"”

The felucca was still at a distanen;
but Mustapha's woice, shouting in
Arabie, could be heard, Hassan gave a
cough,
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“My lordly master, I think I better
not tell you what h&ustnpha he say,”
answered the dragoman. “Also it
would be difficult hard for me, becauss
—»

“Because what?”

" Because, although I speak the noble
English language like one native of
wour magnificent country, I have not
learned the naughty words in that
beautiful languago.”

i ".-‘ln"lm.-:ﬂ-ﬂ.t%jiIl

“To tell you what Mustapha he say,
1 must learn the naughty words in
English,” explained ar. “These
words 1 do not know, sar.”

“"Oh, my hat["

" Bome vory strong words I kmow,
which I have heard English military

“ My treat, you fellows ! **
pointing to the basket of oranges.

Bunter, handing down & gold coin.

ntlemen _zipaak to soldiers,” said
assan. “Thess words I will tell
you—"

“¥ou needn’t trouble,” said Harry
Wharton hastily,

“Oh pad!” said Lord Mauleverer.
“But what on earth’s the matter with
the man?"

“Goodness knows !

“I say, you fellows!” Billy Bunter
scemed uneasy, not merely surprised
like the other fellows at Mustapha’s
antics, “I—I say, if—if that man's
gwearing, you know, I—I—I don't want
to have anything to do with him. He's
a bad character. Mauly's uncle told us
to be careful not to get into bad com-
pany when he let us come up the Nile
on our own. I—I think it's dus to Sir
Reginald Brooke to—to be rather care-
ful, you know. Tall the sailors to keep
that boat off with their poles.”

“On my head be it!” said Flassan.,
“The son of several dogs and pifs is
speaking words of the naughty kind
of whicE there are many very strong in

the Arabic tongue. Very strong indeed,
sars! I will tell the Nubians to drive
him off.*

The Nubian crew of the dahabiveh
were all staring at the boat, and even
the grave reis at the tiller gave
Mustapha curious locks. SBome of the
Nubians were handling poles to hel
the dahabiyeh through the shallows, an
it would have been ecasy for them to
keep the felucea off. But Harry Whar-
ton stopped the dragoman as he was
about to call out an order to the erew.

“Hold on!” he said. “Something's
wrong, though I can’t imagine what it
ig. . Let him comoe nearer, and ask him
what's the trouble.”

“To hear is to obey, my noble gentle-
man ! answered Hassan.

N

:If,:l!.]_I't,'.f-.-._-f'.:" :

Bunter waved a faf hand to the native in the boat.
“ Feelty plastre, sar | ** answered the frult seller.
“ Give me change for this ! **

“1 say, you fellows—"

“Bhut up, Bunter !

“Shan’t !” roared Bunter. “If you
follows want to listen to a ﬂl#%&l‘ black-
guard, I jolly well don’t, and I can tell

ou sol Make the sailors keep that
rute off| I'm surprised at you, Whar-
ton. In fact, I'm shocked.”

“You silly ass!” cxclaimed Wharton.
“There’s something the matter I”

“Rot! 1 ex the man’s tipsy,”
said Bunter. " Well, if you'ra goi
to let him come alongside and use ba
language, I'm going below. I'm a bit
?;‘Em p.artinu]a.r than you are in such

ngs.”

“"You howling ass!™

“Yah!"

Billy Bunter rolled down the steps
from the upper deck, and went into the
doorway from the lower deck to the
cabins of the dahabiveh., The juniors
heard a slam below a3 he closed the
door of his room.

Th stared after him, and then
looked at one another. Mustapha was

5
surprising them, but Bunter surprised
them still more. He was displaying a

delicacy of which he had never been
suspoected b?fﬂl"ﬁ:

Mustapha's volce came more loudly as
the felucca approached more closely to
the dahabiyeh. The fury in his brown
face was not to be mistaken. He
shouted and raged. A torront of Arabio

Equmd‘ and streamed from him, and
oth his brown hands waved in wild
gesticulation.

The juniors saw a startled expression
come over Hassan's face; and they dis-
cerned that the Nubian sailors were
grinping. The natives, of course,
understood the spate of Arabie, of which
not & single syllable was comprehensible
to the %rﬂyfriars fellows, To the

i

“ How much for those? ** he ask
* Right, I'll have them,’ sai

further surprise of the juniors, Mustapha
eld up a llimld coin between a brown
finger and thumb as his boat came along-
side, and waved it in the air furiously.
Apparently it was the Egyptian pound
that Buster had paid him for the
Oranges.

“ Bismillah [ murmured Hassan.

“What's the matter with the man?"
asked Harry. “Is it sunstroke !

”Myn magnificent gentleman,

]r.—_-
At this int, the orange-merchant
broke into lﬁnhghsh_. _ Brandishing the
gold coin, and spitting with fury, he
velled up at the staring juniors,

“Bad! Naughty! This very naughty

iceal Yes, sar! Too naughty! Badl
aringhw teef! Yes, sar Teefl
Naughty gold I'*

“l‘gaughtjr!” repeated Wharton. “Ia

the man mad ! hat does he mean by
saﬂng that the quid is naughty?”
assan grinned.
“This common

rson, sar, speak not
Thae MaGNET
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re and fine perfect English language
ike Hassan,” he explained. “He mean
to =a; %-nld tece not good.”

“Oh ! exclaimed Wharton, “ A bad
sovereign—counterfeit! Is that iti”

“¥es, sar [

“0Oh, my hat!"’ gasped Bob Cherry.

The felucea bum ﬁu the dahabiych.
The two rowers held on, while Mustapha
made a jump on board. Aourished
the gold piece under the noses of the
juniors and roared and spat.

“Bad! Naughty! Yes, sar, heo
naughty ' A torrent of Arabic followed,
as Mustapha's English failed him,

Hassan volleyed back in the =zame
language.

“ Bunter I* roared Bob Cherry.

Thera was no reply from William
George Bunter. The juniors understood
now why the fat Dwf had been so0 un-
willing to meet Mustapha a second time.
Evidently a counterfeit coin had been
passed on Bunter, and he had passed it
an to Mustapha. Bunter's treat was ex-

lained t}giw. ch:r doubt tﬁ fn@-t'l:h:] Iggi

een waiting for an opportunity te
rid of that “quid *; and the orange-
boat on the MNile had given him his
opportunity.

“The fat villain!” exclaimed Whar-
ton, crimsopm with anger and vexation.
*Bring him up here by his edrs, Bob.*

“You baet!” answered Bob.

Ha rushed down to the cahins.

Thump! Thump! Thump! There
was a sound di cnergetic thumping at a

door. Evidently the deor was locked.
E'im df&t squeak of Billy Bunter was
ERYTd.

“Go away! Don't disturb me, yeu
beast ! I'ma asleep 1™

“Come on deck, you fat scoundrel!”

[ 2] Ehmlt 1JI

Arabic was volleying to and fro be-
tween Mustapha  and Hassan.
Mustapha was getting into a frenzy.
Lord Maulaverer tapped the dragoman
on his gold-braided arm, as Mustapha
with a furious gll‘zﬂt‘.m'e. hurled the ED]{i
piece on the dec

“Is that quid really bad, Hassan? he

asked.

“Yes, sar,” said Hassan, picking it up,
and testing it with his teeth. * Plenty
bad money in Egypt, sar.”

“Give the man his hundred piastres,
then.,™

“Yes, lordly sar.”

Mustapha calmed down a little as ha
received a hundred piastres. But he
did not seem aatisﬁu£

* Backsheesh I he howled.

1 the juniors knew that word, at
least! Nobody could travel in the East,
even for a few days, without becoming
acquainted with *“backsheesh.”

“Give him some I:achsheeahr, Hassan,™
ﬁmvned Lord Mauauleverer, “ After a.h,
'z had the trouble of coming back for
his money. Give him fifty piastres.'

“¥Yes, my gentlemanly lord.”

Fifty more piastres were handed to
the orange-merchant. Then Mustaphs
went back to his felucca, and the rowers

shed off. The felucca pulled away
or Luxor once more, Mustnﬁaha standin
up, staring back at the dshabiyeh, an
making  disrespectful and derisive
gestures as he departed. But he was
gone at last; and Harry Wharton & Co.,
with hgrll:ﬂ expressions on their faces,
weant below to talk to Bunter. And the
faithful Hassan, with a cheery grin,
slipped the counterfeit “quid ™ mto his
pocket, with the honest intention of
passing 1t, m Eps turn, on some UnDWAary
tourist—all being grist that came to
Hassan's mill.
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Axe!

““Beware, yulk de Brion—talse
Baron of Yardray, usurper of the
fair Vardray lands. €re long the
Boy wou have thought dead Tor
fifteen pezars will return 1o lake
terrible pengeance for your
treachery, and pou shall answer
for ¢overp one of your deeds of
wergiless oppression. Bewarg,
Fulk de Brion—beware the Black
Batl ¢=Hxe!"

Norman conqueror and Saxon serf
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THE THIRD CHAPTER.

Beastly for Bunter !

HUMP | Thump!

Bob Cherry banged on DBuns
ter’s door. Johnny Bull kicked
at 1t. Frank Nugent shouted

through the keyvhole.

" HBE’, you fellows!” came a fat
gqueak from within the locked cabin.
“I—I say, is he gone t”

“"Open this door ! roared Bob.

“I—I've lost the key, old chap!
Otherwise I'd let you in at once, with
pleasure! I say, 1s that beastly Arab
gone §

“"You fat rascal—"

“(Oh, really, Wharton—""

“You've passed bad money on a
native I roared the captain of the
Remove. “We're going to squash you

as Hat as a pancake !”

“"How was I to know that it was
bad I demanded Bunter. *“0f course,
I never knew anything of the kind.”

“What did vou dodge below for, then,
and lock yourself in?? roared J!ﬂlmnj'
Bull, “You podgy pirate, jou knew
vou were gwindlin a8 man.

0Oh, really, Bull! What about the
mg%er who passed it on me, at Beni
Suef, days and days 3"??” exclaimed
Bunter indignantly. “Think I've come
to Egypt to colleet bad money1”

“Then you did know it wos bad "

. “No, I didn't! Hadn't the faintest
idea there was anything the matter with
it 1" answered Bunter, through the door.
“I hope I'm not the sort of fellow to
%aaa_had money, especially on a nigger!
think that shows a rottem suspicious
mind, Bull! That's you all aver.”

“You fat idiot, E:Lu ve just said it was
gamd on you at Beni Buef—" roared

ohnny Bull,

“8o it was,” retorted Bunter. “A
beastly nigger changed a note for me
and gave me that spoof quid among
the ::-Ehar money. Of course, I was go-
g to pass it on some other nigger |
can't afford to lose a hundred prastres!
I mean, I can afford to, but I'm joll
well not going to, see? I'm jolly well
not going to Ee done by niggers! Let
‘am learn to be honest[”

“By Bg‘nd! They won't learn that from
you, Bunter!” ejaculated Lord Maul-
BVETEr.

“1 say, you [ellows,
gone! I want to have nothin
with himm—nothing whatever |
honest, ™

“Open this door, you fat scoundrel "

“ Sﬁfﬂ‘tl Not till that nigger’s gone,
I say, you fellows, I don’t think you
ought to kick at the door like thatl
You're damaging Mr. Maroudi’s pro-
gerty! Old aroudi lent wus this

ahabiveh, expecting us to take care of
it. You fellows ought to remember that

ou're not in the Remove passage at
reyiriars now."

“Will you come out and be scragpedi™
roared Bob Cherry.

(e ?ah 1!‘# :

“Lucky for you Mustapha didn't bri
s bobby back with him. You migh
have been run in for passing
mnnaf'." .
“0Oh, really, Cherry! I keep on telling
ou 1t was a good quid—perfectly good!

esides, they wouldn't take a nigger'a
word against mine, I suppose?

13 that man
to do
e's not

1 you
fellows are witnesses, tool”
“Wha-a-t 7
“0Of course, I should expect vou to
stand by a pal,” said Bunter. “If you
all pave evidence that 1 never gave the
beast that quid it would be all right!

I'll do as much for you another time, of
course.™
“¥e gods!” gasped Bob Cherry.
“The rvesl trouble is, that these
niggers are not honest,”” said Bunter, “I
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can tell you, I'm fed-up with their dis-
honesty, It doesn’t seem to shock you
fellows as it does me! You're not so
B oing to spiflicate him !* gasped
m going te spiflicate him 1™ g

Bob, ¥ ]]unter, vou fat villpin, o
this door or we'll jolly well burst it an.”

“If that's the way you're ﬁmg to
taka cfire of the houseboat Mr, Maroudi
lent us, Cherry, I can only say you're
an ungrateful beast! I think you ought
to be o bit decent whon you're travelling
with me. Your bad manners let a fellow
down, yon know,”

"bWill vou open thiz door!” roared

“No, I jolly well won't!"”

Bob Cherry bestowed a final thump
on the deor. But bursting it in was not
to be thought of. The dahabiyeh be.
longed to Mr. Maroudi, the Egyptian
gentleman of Cairo. With great kind-
nesz Mr. Maroudi had lent it to the
Grevfriars party for the trip up the
Nile. On board Mr. Maroundi's palatial
housshoat manners and customs could
not be so free-and-casy as 1n the old
Remove passage at Greyfriars School.
The door was not & stout one, and Bob
Cherry could have driven 1t 1n with his
ghoulder, But tho fat Owl was guite
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aware that he was safo from such
drastic measures.

S0 long as Bunter kept the door
locked there was nothing doing. But

the Famous Five wers determined that
the fat Owl was going to have the lesson
he so badly necded.

It was exasperating, no doubt, to re-
ceive bad money, but that was no excuse
for passing it on to Bn innocent party.
To Billy Bunter's fat mind, the foct
that a mnative had “diddled " him at
Beni Suef was a sulficient reason for
“diddling ' a native at Luxor. That
sort of morality was not good enough
for white men in an African country.
Moreover, Bunter had run a serious risk
of being tapped on the shoulder by an
Egyptian policeman and taken before o
native magistrate to explain himself—
which was not the sort of thing the
juniors wanted fo haﬂiedn on their trip
up the Nile., Buntor to be kicked—
pod kicked hard |

HYoun fat villainl" roared Boh.
“We're going to kick you all round the
dahabiveh | %-‘F’ill vou come out and be
kicked 1"

“Beust '

“Well, it will keep! Come on, you
men, let's go up.”’

The '?l“nm“ returned to the wupper
deck. There they “viewed ™ Luxor in
the distance as the dahabiyeh nrav{lcd
slowly on up the golden Nile. Billy
Bunter remained in his cabin, snorting
wilh indignation.

I3ut 1t was hot in the cabin, and thers
were imore flies there than on deck.
The fat Owl could hear the footsteps of
the juniors overhead. A blink from the
window assured him that the orange-
boat and the obnoxicus Mustapha were
gone. He ventured at last out of the
cabin and went along the lower deck
and blinked up at the juniors.

What the beasts were g0 waxy about
was rather a mystery to Dunter.
had explained that he had only passed
on 8 bad coia that had beon passed on
him—with the further explanation that

the coin was not baa at all, but & .
fectly good one. This double-barrelled
explanation ought to have satisfied any
reasonable fellow, in Bunter's opimon,
but he realised that these beasts were
not reasonable, he was ready to
bolt as he hailed the juniors on the
upper deck.

“1 say, you fellows!"

“Hallo, hallo, hallol
roared Bob Cherry.
mﬂ!"

There was & thud as Bob jumped
down from the upper deck.

But, quick as he was, he was not so
quick as Billy Bunter.

Bunter fairly few.

Here he is!"
*“First Lick to

Slam1 Clickl
The fat Owl was locked in his cabin
again.

“Come out, you fat snail ¥ roared
Iicb, thumping on the door.

i Yﬂh lll

Bob Cherry grinned and returned to
the deck. Billy Bunter was welcome to
romain locked 1n his cabin as long as he
liked. It was rather like an oven on
a hot Egyptian afternoon.

“Oh crikey I"" gas Bunter,

He sat down on the bed, mnﬂpped his

rspiring brow, and swatted flies. He
id not venture to leave the cabin
again. Often as Bunter had been
kicked, he hated the process—and the

Tl ™ et N N W N e i i
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prospect of being kicked all round the
dﬁhabiych had no ap for him =t
i

He crawled on the bed at last,
arranged the mosquito-net, and went to
sleep. Fortunately for Bunter, he could
always sleop. The dahabiyeh rolled on,
to an accompaniment decp and
steady snoring.

It was dark in the eabin when Bunter
awoke., Night had fallen on the Nile,

Through the latticed window came a

limmer of the bright stars of Egypt.

he dahabiyeh was still in motion; it
had not tied up at Luxor yet. He could
hear the Nublan sailors singing in their
native tongue as they l;dﬂd the heavy
vessel slowly onward. om the dining-
saloon along the passage under the
upper deck came & cheery sound of
volces, and o sound of knives and forks
and plates. Billy Bunter snorted with
indignation. The beasts had come down
to supper and never even called him.

He unlocked the door and peered out
inte the passage through his big spec-
taclos, 'I&m mushrabeyeh screens at the
doorway of the dining-saloon wore open,
and he could see the Famous Five and
Lord Mauleverer at supper in the

In.mﬁh?ht.
“Hallo, hallo, hallo! There's
Bunter |’

Bgbh Cherry laid deown knifa and fork
and rushed into the passage. —Eike a
fat rabbit dodging into 1ts burrow,
Billy Bunter popped back into his cabin
and slanmned and locked the door.

He was only in time.

Thump !
The door rattled under Bob Cherry's
smite.

“Come out, Bunter I roared Bob.

“1—I—I say, old chap !’ gasped Bun-
tor. 1 say, are you going to make it
pax, old fellow?”

“I'm golng to kick you from one end

=
of the dahabiyeh to the otherl Come
out and be kicked "
“Beast|” roared PBunter. *Look

here, I want my supper | I'm hungry [

“Well, come out to supper,’ said
Bob. “What's stopping you 1"

* Beast "' grunnedpﬂunmr.

Bob Cherry went back to the dining-
room.  Billy Bunter remained in his
cabin. He wanted hiz supper—and with
every passing minute he wanted it more
and moro. But he did not want to be
kicked. And it was cvident that the
kicking was going to precede the
BuUpper.

Harry Wharton & Co. finizhed their
supper and went back to the deck. Bob
Cherry tapped on Buntor's door as he
o 3

" atill there, fatty I

“ Beast

“May as well come out and got it
over |

‘;Y-lh lll

Bonter did not come ont.  On the
deck the chums of the Romove chatted
as the dahabiyeh glided on to Luxor
under the starlight, and the song of the
Nubian sailors echocd on the shadowy
river, and Hassan's tircless tongue ran
on and on with & desoription of the
wonders of Karnak and Luxor, both of
which places had that irresistible attrac-
tion of “inoumerable dead porsons.”

Twice Billy Bunter unlocked his door
—and each time he heard Bob's heavy
tread and locked it again.

By that time Billy Bunter was in &
state of famine, but he dared not ven-
ture forth in quest ef provender. The
fat Owl was suffering for his sins—

. « . Further Particulars
NEXT WEEK ! 3
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which, in the opinion of the Famous
Five, was just and proper.

Bunter's door was still locked when
there was a tramp of feet announcing
that the Groyiriars fellows were coming
down to turn in. There was a thump
at the fat Owl's door.

“Hallo, hallo, hallal Come out,
Bunter | You've got to be kicked beforo
wo turn in 1" bawled Bob Cherry.

“ Beast " roared Bunter.

And the juniors chuckled end went to
their rooms.

Billy Bunter groaned. He wns not
merely hungry now, not merely famished
—but ravenous! But he had to wait
till the beasts were asleep before he
turned out to search for grub.

Long, long minutes crawled by on
leaden wings.

He heard & traml:luing of the Nubian
sailors on deck, a calling of voices from
the shore, and there was o bump of the
dahabiyeh.

Luxor was reached at last, and the
dahabiyeh was tying up at the bank.

Bunter waited till the noises had
gquieted down, and then cautiously
opened his door.

All was dark |

On board the Cleopatra only one light
burned—a lantern slung to the tall mast.
Below the deck, where the junicrs had
their guarters, all were a:sluul:lun. uxnapt-
ing Billy Buntgr, end no light burned.

unter stepped out stealthily into the
pAassago. 5

There was no sound from the adjoin-
ing oabins; the beasts were safe asleep
at lost. Bunter groped in his pockets
for matches, and made the interesting

TeE MaicrKer LisRARY.~No, 1,282,



discovery that he hadn't any. Thoere
were plenty of native servantz on board
in their rooms between the schoolboys’

uarters and the eailors’ deck, but

unter did not think of calling any of
them. He was painfully aware of what
would happen it he woke Bob UhErr{.

“PBeasts 1" he murmured under his
breath. .

And he proped his way along in the
darkness, .

He knew where to find matches in the
dining-saloon, and he knew where to
find provender—if only thosa beasts did
not wake up. A professional burglar
could not have been more cautious and
stealthy than Billy Bunter as he orept
and groped along the passage.

In the dining-room there was the
faintest glimmer of starlight from a
window that had been left uncurtained.
Tho fat Owl blinked round him, and
was about to grope across the room,
when suddenly he stopped dead, his fat
heart thumping.

In the darkness and silence there was
s faint sound=—the soft sound of a
stealthy footstep entering the room
from the other side.

Bunter stood quite still.

Someone, unseen in the darkness, was
entering the room from the stern
saloon. It could not ke omo of the
juniors, who were all in bed; it could
hardly be one of tha servants crecping
about in the dark at night. hat
stealthy tread in the deep gloom struck
a thrill of terror to Bunter's fat heart.
Homeone—some nativoe—somo Arab thief
—had climbed the balcony at the stern
of the dahabiyeh, from the river, and
gained an entranca! That flashed into
Bunter’s fat mind at once. Ha could
see nothing, hear nothing, but the faint-
est of stealthy sounds. But his terrified
mind pietvred & desperade, knife in
haud, and hs stood where he was,
ehained to ti.e Hoor by terror, scarcely
breathine; ind as ha stood he falt the
wind of a garment that almost brushed
him as an unseen figure passed.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The Enemy in the Night [

ALIZELOS, the Greek, stood in
K the shadow of the temple
colonnade, by the landing-place
at Luxor, on the Nile. His eyes
wero fixed on a light that burned from
the mast of a dahabiyeh. Other vessels
wera tied up; two or three smaller
dehabivehs and a steamer and a crowd
of feluccas., But it was on the riding-
light of the Cleopatra that the Greek's
eyes were fxed.

There were many dahabiyehs on the
Nile, but the magnificent houseboat
that 'belonged to Mr. Hilmi Maroudi,
of Cairo, was not to be mistaken; it
was a5 well known as the Fgyptian
millionaire himself, from the Delta to
the Cataracts. The jetty-black eyes of
the Greek glittered as he stood at the
masthead h%ht, and the shadowy shepe
of the dahabiveh heneath it.

During the long sunny days and
starry nights that they had juurnegnd
up the Nile, Harry Wharton & Co. had

ivenn no thonght to their ¢nemy, and
wad, indeed, almost forgotten his
existence.

They knew that Kalizelos had been
taken by the police in Cairo to stand
his trial for attempting the life of Mr.
Maroudi; and they took it for granted
that they were done with him. But for
that, in fact, Bir Reginald PBrocke
woild never have allowed his school-
boy charges out of his sight.

Tee Magxer LisRARY.—No, 1,282,

But the Clairo prison had not held the
eunning Greek. Backsheesh works
wonders in all Eastern lands; and the
(Greek had plenty of money, though his
desperate quest of the Golden rab

ad made him a fugitive. No doubt
liberal backsheesh had helped to open
the prison doors for Kalizelos, and,
after many days, he was once more on
the track of Lord Mauleverer and the

searab that had belonged, in ancient
days, to A-Menah, the tian soldier
of the reign of Rameses Second.

MNo one looking at the Greek now
would have known him. The handsome
olive face was darkened to the brown
of & desert Arab, and he wore the
djubbah and turban of a native, and
moustache and beard. His djubbah was
dingy, his turban dingier, his shoes
tattered. Anyone looking at him would
never have dreamed that he was the
handsome, properous Greek of Cairo;
he looked like any one of the thousand
native touts and hangers-on of the
show-places on the Nile.

Long the Greek stood the
thickening shadows of the
night, staring at the dahabiveh. On
board that craft wera the schoolboys
from Greyfriarsa in faroff England,
among them Lord Mauleverer, the
possessor of the golden beetle—the
mysterions Scarabeus of A-Menah,

Not for & moment did Mauly believe
the strange old tale that the Golden
Scarab could guide its possessor to the
long-lost treasure of the reign of
Ramesos—the wonderful diamond ealled
the Eye of Osiris, which A-Menah had
brought home from Syria three
thousand years ago.

But the Greek believed it

If the mysterious secarab possessed
such magil powers, certainly #t had
not exercised them while in Mauly's
DPOSECEEION.

Many and many a time had Mauly
and his friends examined the golden
beetls, which, except that it appeared
to be made of solid gold, was like
thousands of other scarabs that had
been picked uwp in the dead cities of
Egypt. The inscription on it, in the
ancient picture-writing, told that it had
belonged to A-Menah, the soldier of
Rameses, but it told nothing more,

The juniors knew that Kalizelos had
read the secret of the ecarab in an
ancient papyrus that had come into his
hands in his business as a curio dealer
in Cairo. What the secret was, they
could not begin to imagine, but, what-
ever it was, the Greck knew it, and it
had caused him to risk liberty and life
in seeking to lay hande on the scarab.

Kalizelos moved away from the colon-
nade at last, and went down to the
bank of the river in the deep shadows.
Under the bank lay & small boat, with
two Arabs in it, evidently waiting for
him. Haod the juniors seen them, they
would have recognised Yussef, the
hawk-faced Arab, and Hamsza, the man
with the scarred face. Kalizelos
muttered & word or two in Arabie, and
stepped into the boat, and the two Arabs
pushed off into the shadowy Nile.

Hardly & sound was made as they
tooled the small, light skiff under the
stern of the Cleopatra.

Yussef silently laid down his oar,
and held on to the dahabiyeh. Kalizelos
rose to his feet and looked up.

Thera were no lights to be seen. The
balcony was deserted, dark under its
awning, and there was no one on the
upper deck. The Nubian sailors were
forward on the lower deck, which at
night was closed in by awnings
Kalizelos whispered in Arabic; and
while Yussef held on, Hamza, the

in the
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scarred man, gave the Greek a helping
hand up.

Agile as & aatL the Greek climbed,
with the help of the scarred Arab, from
below.

In a few moments he dizappearad
over the stern of the dabhabiyeh, and
the Arabs waited in silence.

Standing in the balecony, the Gresk
bent his head and listened for a few
moments. All was silent and stall.

He stepped across the balcony to one
of the doorways that gave aoccess to
tha saloon of the dahabiyeh.

The doorway was closed by a labticed
shutter, which was fastened, but it did
not stop the Greek for long. In a
couple of minutes the shutter was open,
anlmtha Greek stepped silently into the
Bl 1OOT,

Kalizelos knew the interior of the
Cleopatra. Many times he had come
aboard that dahabiyeh in former days
to bring ourios and antiquitics for the
mss-ecf:mn of Mr. Hilmi Maroudi, who
had once been one of his best
customers. With hardly a pause, the
(freek groped his way across the saloon
to the open doorway beyond, where a
short passage led into the dining-room,
beyond which were the sleeping-rooms.

Boftly, stealthily, he stepped into the
%lningwumn, and groped his way across
1 L}

He paused suddenly,

There was only the palest glimmer
of starlight, from one window where
the shuiter had not been closed. He
could sce nothing. But it secmed to
him that he bad caught a breath in the
silence.

Hao listened intently.

But thera was no sound,
groped on—little dreaming that his
dingy djubbah’s lose folds almost
brushed against a figure that stood
rooted with terror in the darkness,

If the Greek had thought of Billy
Bunter at all, he would have supposed
that tho fat schoolboy was fast asleep
ltke the others.

But he was not thinking of Billy
Bunter. He was thinking of Lord
Mauleverer, and the"Golden Secarab,

Softly and stealthily, he passed out
into t}ze passage beyond the dining-
saloon, where the darkness was intense.

There he paused once more to lisien.

No sound broke the stillness.

On the forward deck, tho crew- were
sleeping under their awning; the black
gervants were in their rooms asleep: the
schoolboys stumbered. The Greek's eyes
ﬁ!ittcred mm the dark like a cat's. He

ad failed many times—at Grevfriars
School far away, at Naples, at
Alexandria, at Cairo, at the Pyramids—
again and again he, who alone knew thae
secret of the scarab, had failed to zeize
it—but this time he would not fail.
Bucecss, at last, was within his grasp.

He moved again, softly, stealthily as
a cat. He opened a door, and peered
in. The steady breathing of a sleeper
reached his ears. A tiny clectric torch

limmered out from his hand, but it

id not turn on the sleeper, Tt glim-
mered on & suitcase that bore the
initials “"H. W."”; that was enough for
him. He shut off the light, stepped
back from the room, and closed the deor
as soundlessly as he had opened it

Another door was softly opened;
again he heard the steady breathing of
a sleeper; again the finy beam of hght
showed him that 1t was not
Mauleverer's room, and he closed the
door without a sound.

A third door was opened, and the
beam of light told a different tale. On
the dressing-table a silver-backed brush

and he
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Hassan hurled the door suddenly open and leapt into the room. As he did so, Kalizelos spun round from the bedside, the

dagger, which a moment before had been pressed to Mauleverer’s throat, flashing in the light.

the schoolboy earl, while the Greek snarled.

limmered in the beam, and showed the

HEI H’M.I}

Kalizelos stepped into the room, and
closad the door behind bhim.  He
stepped to the bedside.

The tiny gleam of light showed a F

eleap face, that of Lord Mauleverer,
fast asieep.

The Greek's black eyes glittered down
at him.

Mauleverer slept soundly.

For several seconds the Greek stood
watching him. Perhaps it was fortunato
for Mauleverer that he slept soundly,
and showed no sign of waking. The
(Greok, eatisfied at last, turned away
from him. Mauly's clothes lay whera
he had tossed them carelessly on a
chair and a divan. At home, =ab
Mauleverer Towers, Mauly's clothes
were looked after by Mauly's “man,”
but on the trip to Egypt iIn.ul_v was
travelling without his man, and his
L::rdship was rather careless with his
expensive garments, With the tiny
torch glimmering in his hand, Kalizelos

roceeded to search the pockets of

uleverer's clothes—casting every now
and then a cat-like glance of vigilance
at the sleeping schoolboy.

But he did not find the Golden Scarab.

He had no doubt that it was in Lord
Mauleverer's room on board the da-
habiyeh. It was not likely that it had
been left behind in Cairo. But after
his several narrow escapes of losing the
ancient amulet of A-Menah, no doubt
Mauleverar had ceased to carry it in his
pockets. Kalizelos threw the clothes
aside at last, and began to search the
cabin, his stealthy glances turning from
moment to moment on the sleeper’s
calm and untroubled face.

The (Greak's teeth set savagely.

There was a great deal of gga
tha cabin. Lord Mauleverer di

B in
not

travel light. It was a long task to
search the various bags and suitcases,
and all the time the scarab might be
under Mauleverer's pillow, or perhaps in
the care of some other member of the
arty. Kalizelos knew that it had besn
in Wharton's keeping on the steamer
though Mauleverer had taken charge of
it again afwer the attack on Wharton,
which had almost cost him his life. He
consed the vain gsearch at last, and stood
beside the schoolboy earl’s bed, and
locked down at him with gleaming eyes.
From under his dingy djubbah he drew
a dﬂ.ig'ﬂl' and set the tfiny electric torch
on the dressing-table, placed for ita
beam to fall on the sleeper’s face.

Then he touched the sleeping junior.

Lord Mauleverer awakened.

“Rilencs, my lord ! With a start of
amazement, Mauleverer recognised the
Greek's :mft, musical voice in the dark-
ness, and &t the same moment he felt
the keen point of the dagger at his
throat. * SBilence, Lord Mauleverer 1™

“0Oh gad 1 breathed Mauleverer.

The beam of light on hia face showed
it startled and dismayed. But it showed
no trace of fear there. After the first
moment of amazement Mauleverer was
colm, and cool as ice. But he made no
movement, The point of the dagger
almost pierced his ekin, and he knew
that thera was a desporate hand behind
it. He pecred in the darkness at the
shadowy Bgure of the Greek.

“I ecem to know your woice.” His
tonos were quite plasd. “ You're Kali-
zelos, I fancy. What 1"

“¥ou know me!” breathed the Greek.
“Not a word above a whisper, my
lord I*

“Oh, quite! What are you doin’ out
of choker?” asked Mauleverer.

“Where is tha scarab, Lord Maule-
varer1¥ The dagger-point pressed a

“*0Oh gad | ¥ murmured

little harder. “The scarab—or deatl!
This time you will not escape me. Your
life is in my hands! Eiva me the
scarab—or die !?

From the darkness the Greek’s voice
came like the hiss of a snake.
Mauleverer drew a long, deep breatth,
but be did not speak.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Bunfer Does His Best!

ILLY BUNTER forgot that he
B was bungry.

~ He stood rooted to the floor

in the dining-saloon, his faf

heart almost dying within him rs the

armenis of the unseen intruder brushed

!ﬁ

The unseen man might have touched -
him by stretching out a hand.

But he had passed on in stealthy
silence, without wing that the fat
schoolboy was there.

Bunter did not atir.

Ho feared to make the slightest
sound.

The unseen intruder had gone alon
to the sleeping-reoms, and Bunter dare
ﬂpt make 8 movement that might draw

m

Minute followed minute. Cold perspi-
ration trickled down Billy DBunter's

dgy back. But the silence reassured

im at last

Who was it that had passed bhim in
the darkness? Some Arab thief, in

uest of loot on the millionaire’s

ashabiyeh? But the man had passed
through the stern saloon, whers thero
wera many objects of great value, and
had not stopped there. He had gone
on to the bed-rooms, where thers was
risk of a gleaper awakening, and little
Tee Maiexer Liprasy.—No, 1,282
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n the way of loot. The fat Owl
ealised that it was not some thief of
mxor who had stolen on board the
lahabiyoh.

It was the Golden Scarab that the
mseen man was seeking. Kalizelos, tha
ireck, was in prison at Cairo when the
}rﬂ;rféurg pnr’tﬁ- started on their voyage
ip the Nile. But he had many agonts,
wnd it was one of them who was now
m board the Cleopatra. Or—tho further
Jaught flashed into Bunter's scared mind
—parhaps the Greeck was free again and
t was Konstantinos Kalizelos himself
vho had brushed by in the darkness.
I'hat thought made Bunter shudder with
iread, so deep was his terror of the
areek.

For the Golden SBearab Bunter did not
are two straws.. Indeed, more than
wnea he had advised Mauly to let the
3reek have it at the price he had
sffered. 'That, in Bunter's opinion, was
ha sensible thing to do. Cortainly
Bunter would not have run the slightest
sisk to save the Scarab of A-Menah
‘ront the hands of the man who sought
it so desperately. But he was well
yware that Muuly took a different view,
Az he stood there, shivering with funk,
Bunter knew, as plainly as if he had
ieen_him, that the staalt-ﬁ:.r intruder wus
seeking Lord Mauleverer’'s room, that
sponer or later he would pick it out,
and then—

Billy Bunter moved ot last.

Death hung over Mauleverer in the
Jarkness and silence, and he koew it.
Even Billy Bunter could not leave it
it that |

But what was ho to do?

He dared not call out. If it was the
areek, or if 1t was Yusscf or Hamaza,
irhoever it was, the wretch would rate
Billy Bunter's life no higher than a
nosquito’s. To call for help and draw
‘ha man's attention to himself was
mpossible—to Bunter, at least.

e thought of getting out on the
stern baleony and climbing thence fo
she upper deck., But it 1immediately
securred to his fat mind that tho in-
sruder could hardly heve come alone.
He must have had assistance to clamber
ep over the stern. In that case his
~onfederates were in o boat under the
baleony ; perhaps on the balecony itself.
Bunter dared not toke a step in that
direction.

But the only other waﬂom help lay
by the passage—the way the unseen man
had gona. Bunter dragged himself to
the rway and pee down the mid-
way passage of the dahabiyeh.

It was dark, but there was a foint
glimmer of stars from the open doorway
it the other end, which opened on the
lower deck. Bunter's eyes were accus-
womed to the dark by this time, and he
would make out that the passage was
smpty. The stoalthy intruder had gone
nto one of thoe roome. Bunter did not
ased telling which! In those very
noments Lord Mauloverer’s life hung
3y a thread.

That thought spurred on the shudder-
ing fat Owl. o took his courage in
soth hands, as it were, and tiptoed into
:he passage. With a thumping heart,
yut without a sound, he crept aloung,
wnd as he came by the door of Lerd
Maunleverer's room he heard the faintest
f sounds from within. Mauleverer,
widently, was still asleep, but someone
vas moving in the room., Dunter's
wart gave a jump, and he tiptoed on.

His first thought had been fo enter
me of the rooms and wake Wharton or
Job Cherry. But he was too terrified
o risk alarming the midnight intruder
yy making a sound.

He crept on to the end of the passage

Tae Maigrer Lisrary.~ Wo. 1,272,

There he tiptoed up the three shallow
steps to the sailors’ deck.

That deck was closed in by a canvas
awning at night, Bunter pulled apside

the canvas and peered in darknasa.
“ Hassan | he gasped. .
Hassan, the dragoman, had his

guarters on the sallors’ deck. There
was a murmur as Bunter gasped—or,
rather, aroaked. His wvoice camo husky
from his dry throat.

He heard a stirring of the sailors.

A faint light glhmmered. PBrown,
startled faces peered at Bunter from
the zhadows — dark, grave faces of
Nubians,

“ Hassan [

“MNoble gentleman ! ecame the voico
of the dragoman. Hassan came out of
the shadows, staring at the fat school-

I:H:g. :
unter caught his arm.

The terror in his face made Hassan
stara blankly.

“ Mauleverer I “Go
and help himl

Hassan started.

“My lordly gentleman, that son of
pigs is at iro, in the prison,” he
said. “ Yes, sar. He is exceedingly safo
in & prison |

“There’s somebody—in Maulaveror's
room. Kalizelos, or one of his gangl
Quick I” breathed Bunter,

“On my head be it
Hagsan.

Hea picked up his stick and went down
the steps into the ge. At a mur-
mured word in Arabic one of the
Nubians followed him with the glimmer-
ing lamp.

Billy Bunter stood in the doorway,
following them with his eyes—not with
his fat person! Whether the man in
Mauleverer's cabin was the Greek, or
one of his gang, Bunter did not want
to geb to closo quarters with him. That
was up to Hassan, the son of Suleiman.

Haszan, the son of Suleiman, was a
good deal of a rogue, but he was no
coward. And Hassan had
ticular reasons for seeing his noble
master safe on the journey up the Nile,
Although the juniors were not aware
of it, f!!r. Maroudi had taken measures
to ensure Hassan’s good faith, There
was & great reward nwnit-inﬁ Hassan if
he watched faithfully over the safety of
tha Greyiriars srty, and grim
vengeance if he failed in his trust.

The dragoman trod softly along the

assage, the stick grasped in his hand.

chind him followed the silent-footed
Nubian with the lamp,

Billy Bunter watched them, with a
face like chalk.

Hoassan reached Lord Mauleverer's
door, and thers paused to listen. Pos-
sibly he doubted whether Bunter might
not have been the vietim of a night-
mMara.

But as he listened his brown face
hardened, and his eyes gleamed, and
his alnf:'yri; fingers tightened on the
heavy stick, : i

From within the ¢abin ecame s faint
murmur of a voice—so low that even
the dragoman's keen ears could not
catch the words. But the tones of that
voice wore familiar to him, and he knew
that it was the soft, musical voice of the
Groek of Cairo.

“ Bismillah 1" breathed Hassan.

Kalizelos was in Lord Mauleverer's
room. It was no surprisa to Hassan to
learn that the Greek was free n&a.in ; he
knew the power of * backsheesh,”

Hassan’s left hand turned silently the
hendle of the door. The Nubian held
E]Eethﬂ lu.mli: behind him as he hurled
door suddenly open and leaped into
the room.

roaned Bunter.
alizelos—""

gar [* said

Very par- |

THE MAGNET

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Mauly Means Business !

ALIZELOS spun round from the

s

The dagger, which 2 moment

before had been 10

Mauleverer's throat, flashed in the light

of the lamp held by the Nubian outsido
the doorway. !

“Oh gad I murmured Mauleverer.

A snarl broke from the Greek—a
snarl of savage rage, as the dragoman
leaped at him with whirling stick.

With a sudden spring he escaped the
blow, which barely missed him. Then,
with another spring as swift, he hurled
l;']m}salf at Hassan, the dagger Hashing

Lol § -8 ;

An upward sweep of, the stick caught
the Greek’s arm as the blow descended,
and the dagger shot from his hand and
clattered on the floor.

In a fraction of a second Hassan
struck again with the stick, and this
time it crashed on the head nf Kalizelos.

The Greck staggered and fell.

Hassan leaped at the fallenm man.
Another moment, and the heavy stick
would have crashed down on the fallen
nin?]'s head — probably cracking his
BRI,

But Lord Maulaverer, plunging out
of bed, grasped the dragoman’s arm in
time, and turned the blow aside, The
stick crashed on the parguet of the foor,
a foot from the Greek.

“Draw it mild, old bean!” yawned
Maulevarer.

Tho Greek, dazed and half-stunned,
struggled to rise. Hussan jammed a
foot on him and erughed him to the
floor again.

“My mnoble gentleman, permit me
that I give him exceedingly hard
knock,” said Hassan. “I will bash
him, as you gay in vour beautiful
language; I will give him what the
English lords call kybosh., Yes!™

rd Mauleverer grinned.

“"Mustn't erack his coconut, old
bean,”™ he said. “Collar the brute; I'll
end you a hand |”

“Ag my lords wills[” said Hassan.

The Greck made another attempt to

siruggle up, his black eyes glitterin
like a wi]{P’bEﬂEIi'B. Hassan and Maul-
averér

gra.spe& him together, and he
sprawle on

the floor,
esperately,

struggling

“Come and lend a hand, you men ™
ghouted Mauleverer.

“Halle, hallo, hallo !** came the voice
of Bob Cherry.

The Famous Five had alrea been
awakened by the crash of the Greck's

fall. They crowded out of their rooms
in startled amazement.

The Nubian with the lamp stood aside
for them to pass, and they crowded into
Mauleverer's room. They did not ste
to ask questions. Five pairs of hands
were laid on the ﬂirup;;:‘glm rascal, and
he was quickly reduced to helplessness.

“Got him, whoever he is!* gnapad
Wharton. “But what—who——

“It's jolly old Kalizelos !* yawned
Lord Maulaeverer. :

“What "

The juniors stared at the panting
prisoner. They had taken him for an
Arab. But now that they looked at
him closely in the light they could make
out the handsome, clear-cut festures of
the Greek under the brown stain.

“Kalizelos ! exclaimed Nugent
blankly. i

“Then he's out of chokey again!™
exclaimed Johnny Bull.
“Looks like it, old bean|”
“Well, we've got him ¥
“The ﬁtfulnem is terrific
Harry Wharton picked up the dagger.

I'"‘
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Heo locked at it, looked ot the writhing
Greck, and at Lord Mauleverer.

Mauly was cool and collected, but the
juniors knew now the feu't'uf danger
that had threatened him.

“The awful ecoundrel!™
Bob Cherry.

“The esteermed and ridiculous
rascal I said Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh.

“Mauly, old man—~=

“All serene, old tops!” said Lord
Mauleverer. “It was gettin' gquite un-
PI&mnl:, though, when Hassan butted
in. I believe 1've got a scratch on the
neck. I can tell you fellows thaet that
man Kalizelos is o sticker. He wants
that jolly old scarab, and he won't be
happy till he gots it. Hassan, old bean,
T'm frightfully obliged to you; but how
h did you know that the

muttered

fhe merry thump | )
sporteman had called on business at this
time of night?"

“The small fat lord called me,
gar—"

“Bunter !* gasped Mauleverer.

“¥Yes, sar! And I came at once to
save my lordly gentleman!” said
Hassan, “With vour noble permission,
I will just give him what you Englizh
lords call a cosh, and the son of fifty
thousand jackals may then be dropped
overboard into the Nile, my estimable
gentleman,™

“Life’'s cheap
Bob Cherry. :
“1 think we'll tie him up, instead,”
gaid Lord Mauleverer. “Find a rope

in Egypt!" grinned

somowhere, Hassan. We're goin’ to
make him gafe this time,”
“*Yes, sar!”

Heassan called one of the Nubians,
end & rope was brought. With scientific
thoroughness, the dragoman proceeded
to bind the writhirg Greek hand and
foot.

“It was Bunter who called Hassan !”
snid Bob Cherry, in amezement, “ But
what on earth was Bunter doing awake
at this time of night?”

“Goodness koows|” :

“It must be nearly midnight,” said
Harry. “How the thump did that fat
duffer heppen to be awake?

“Dh, reslly, Wharton—"

Billy Bunter blinked in at the door-
way through his big spectacles. His
first blink was at the Greek.

“Got him safe? he asked.

“Safe as houses, old fat bean ! said
Bob. “But what the merry thump are
you doing out of bed "

“I'm hungry——"

“Wha-a-at 7"

“I never had any supper, had I
hooted Bunter.

“Dh, my hat!”

“Ha, ha, ha ™
“Ha, ha, hal” roared Lord Maul-
everer. " Bunter was up and rooting

after grub—that’s how it was.”

“0Oh, reslly, Mauly!” Bunter gave
the infuriated Greek another blink.
“Hure you've got him safe? Put in a
few mors knots, Hassaon! You can’t be
too careful with a beast like that! I
say, you follows, is it Kalizelos? He
looks like a nigger.”

“It's Kalizelos,” said Harry. “"He
must have got on board somehow with-
out giviag the alarm—"

“Lucky 1 was on the watch 1" snorted
Bunter.

“On the watch for grub, do wou
mean I

“Ha, ha, ha!”

*No, I den't!” roared Bunter. “On
the watch, looking after you fellows—
saving Mauly and tg]'ﬂt-actmg him,
which 18 all Iy_m:n::d 18 party lor, as

ou know. And all you fellows can de
15 to keep & fellow without his supper

and keep him frightfully hungry, be-

CAlse 4 nigger ma out that I gave
him & b amd I As if I'd pive a
nigger & bad guid! DBesides, it was

gaa:ed on me at Beni Suef, as you
now perfectly well.”

“That reminds me,” said Rob. “We
haven't kicked Bunter yet——"

“Why, you—vyou beast[” gasped
Bunter, witg s backwerd jump through
the doorway. “ You—you—you—-="

“You're not goin’ to be kicked, old
fat man,” said Lord Mauleverer,
“You're [gmn’ to have some supper.
Hassan, if you've made that sportsman
safe, will you be kind encugh to see
that Bunter has some supper? Wake

up the. cook—he won't mind, if you give
him some backsheesh.”

"On my head be it, noble lordship!”
answered Hassan.

— _—l——_——ll
I CRACK A JOKE
and

BAG A PENEKNIFE!

One of this week's useful prizes
Euea to K. Clare, of 100, Ealin

ark Gardens, South Ealing, W.5,
who sent in the following rib-

tickler.

1 What do
soap, sir?"
vigorous barber, lathering his
customer foo gonerously,

" The — the bast r'vn ovar
tastad ! ¥ choked the wviotirm.

GET BUSY, BOYS!

you think of the
asked the ovar-

—

“Better look round the boat,” szaid
Harry. *“That rascal may not have

come alone! Tell the sailors to search
the dahabiyeh, Hassan,”

“Yes, sar.”

The search was prompt; but it did
not reveal the Greek's confederates. At
the first sound of alarm Yussef and
Hamza had pushed off from the
dahabiyeh, and the shadows of the Nile
had swallowed them.

Lights gleamed on board the Cleo-
atra now. In the dining-saloon Billy

unter sat at the table with a cheer
g?m on his fat face, and w-all-.'l‘.lleﬁ
ishes within his rcacl. Now that the
scare was over, Bunter remembered
that he was hungry. The fat Owl had
been frightened out of his fat wits; but
his courage revived at a bound when
there was no longer wny danger. And
Billy Bunter was quite pleased with the
happenings of that wild night. He had
cecaped kicking he deserved, and he
was enjoying his supper all tﬁa more
because of the delay. He tucked into

i
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the provender with immense satisfac
tion, and kept the cook busy for quit
a long time.

. Harry Wharton & Co. gathered agair
in Mauleverer's cabin where the Greol
lay on the floor, bound hand and foot
and glaring up with eyes like a cagoc

tiger.

EPI suppose  wa'd batter send Haasar
achors to call the police,” said Harcy
“Kalizelos will have to be handed ove:
to them.”

Lord Mauleverer shook his head.

His lordship had been doing somm
thinking, and he proceeded to astomis!
his friends with the result of it.

“Not at all” said Mauly, *“Th
police have had him once, and let hin
;lﬁlﬁ. I don't know how it strikes yo
fellows, but I think this man Kalizelo
is & jolly dangerous customer. Wakin
a fellow up at midnight, you know, witl
a jolly old da *in hia fist, like &
johnny on the films! There's altogethe
too much of the film biznay about thi:
man Kalizelos. I'm goin’ to kecp ar
eya on him."

" But ﬁl ean’t keep him here!” ex
claimed Bob Cherry.

Lord Mauleverer raised his eyebrows

“Why not ¥ he asked.

:ﬂh, my hat!" 3

The whyfulness is terrific,” chucklec
the Nabob of Bhanipur,

*But—" exclaimed Harry Wharton

“My dear men, I've thought it out,’
explained Lord Mauleverer. *Thi:
sportsman came aboard our craft with
out bein’' asked. He can't possibly
have fancied that we wanted him,
Well, now he’s here, I'm keepin’ him.
8o long as he's alter that scarab, he
won't ﬁl".‘-’ﬂ s i any rest. And s
fellow hates bein’ woke up in the middle
of the night, especially with a dagger
pokin’ at his neck. It's liable to et
on & fellow's nerves in the long run.”

“But what—" oxclaimed Nugent.

“I've thought it all out,” said Maul-
everer uhearigu]ly. *“That sportsman is
after the scarsb, because he knows its
secrat, whatever it is. He hasn't the
least respect for the right of property.
Well, he's goin' to tell me the jolly
old sccret. at's sauce for the goose,
is sauce for the gander, He's asked for
this, and now he's gettin’ 1t."

Mauleverer turned to the Greek.

“You catch on, old bean?” he asked.
“I'm not lettin' you have the scarab.
But there’s another way of drawin’
your teeth, Imstead of you gettin’ the
scaral, I get the secret. What is it?
Cough it up” :

Kalizelos glared at him awaga!g.

“"Fool!” he enarled. “Do vou dream
that I will tell you & secret worth a
quarter of a million English pounds?”

“Fool!” snarled the Greek.

“Take your time,” said Mauleverer

lacidly. “You've shoved yourself in

ere where you're not wanted, and now
you're stayin'. I'm sorry I shall have
to keep you tied up; yow're a bit too
dangerous to leave around loose, and
I'm afraid I couldn't trust your parole.
Hassan I”

" Yes, sar 1

“Bring some rugs and blankets for
that johnny, and make him as comfort-
able as you can. Must be as consider-
ate as possible.”

“Dh, sar!” gasped the dragoman.

“But, Mauly, old man—" exzelaimoed
Wharton.

“My dear chap, leave this to me!”

“You're not going to sleep with that
villain in your room 1" roared Bob.

“Why not? Heo's tied up safe
enough, isn’t ho, Hassan ¥

“Yes, sar. Yery excceding and ex-
tremaly safe,” grinned the dragomnan.
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“He is safe as s house, as you say in
English.”

“That's all right, then. Good-night,
you men !

“(Oh, my hat!"” said Bob.

Yord Mauleverer went back to bed.
The juniors stared at him. His eyes
clo peacefully.

“After all, the man's safe,” said
Nugent, with & laugh.

And, having e¢xamined the Greek’s
bonds themselves, and mado guite sure
that there was no possibility of his get-
ting loose, tho chums of the Remove
went back to bed.

— —

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Prisoner of the Dahabiyeh !

wigr OLLY old Thebes!" said Bob
Cherry.
The Nile glimmered in the
morning sunshine. The Grey-
friars fellows wore broakfasting, walted
on assiduous Nubinns, IHassan
hovered round like a highly coloured
butterfy.

Bright and golden, the Nile fowed
past the moored dahabiveh., And on
eithar gide of the river of marvels, wide,
fortila lands strétched away to ranges
of hills, erowned by peaks. Luxor,
with its temples and tall palms, glim-
mered in the sunshine from an un-
clouded sky of blue—the sky of Egvpt—
on the eastern boank.

Boyond the Nile on tho western bank

was the Nectopolis of Thebes—tombs
and tombs and tombs—"innumecrable
dead parsons,” as Hassan enthusiastie-
ally told his lordly gentlemen. Among
which lay the tomb of Tutankhamen,
discoverad sn recently as 1522, by Eng-
lish explorers, though it had been dis-
govercd and plundered by earlier ex-
plorers a thousand years before the be-
ginmng of the Christian era.
. But it was towards Luxor that the
juniors wera glancing as thoy break-
fasted under the awning on the baleony.
Lilly Bunter did not deign to give that
ancient city & glance—hiz attention was
wholly eoncentrated on his breakfast.
But he blinked up through his big
spectacles as Bob Cherry made his
remarls,

“Thebes |” repeated Bunter, blinking.

“Jolly old Thebes!” said Bob.

. “You silly ass!” said Dunter wither-
mgli'l. “Lot you know about geo-
graphy! Thebes iz in Greeco!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Bob.

And the Co. chortled.
_ "1 say, you fellows, you are a lot of
ignoramuses ! snid Bunter s::urn.[u]];u
“Tlon’t you know that Thebes is in
Greecce T Haven't vou had it with old
%uelcl‘_l in clazss? Haven't you heard of

pamincndas, and the rest of the tosh?
Faney that silly ass thinking
Thebes is in Eﬁypt!’*

“Ha, ha, ha*

* Blessed if I seo anything to cackle
at [ snorted Bunter. “The bost thin
you fellows ean do i3 to listen to me an
got somo instruction, or you'll be as
ignorant when you go back as when you
started.”

“You silly owl | reared Bob. “That's

Thebes | _
sald Dunter. “Hoere,

that

* Fathead 1"
Hassan ¥

“"Magnificent, sar!”™ answered the
dragoman, salaaming.

Bunter jerked a %at thumb towards
the city on the Nile bank.

“What's that show, Hassan 1"

“Luaxor, sar. Wonderful and atroci-
ously iotevesting City of Luxor,”
answered Hassan. “On northern side
adjacent iz Karnak, 8till more fear-
fully interesting."
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“1 told you so, Cherry. Now shut
up, and don't display your ignorance !
said Bunter, with withering scorn.

“You howli ass!”  said Bobh.
“Luxor's built on the site of ancient
Thebes,™

“Thebes iz in Greece, you dummy !*

“There were two Thebes!” roared
Bob. "“This was the Egyptian Thebes.”

2 :%tnt III”' gaid Bm:;!ter. : -

“I tell you, you fat chump—

“No good telling me rot like that,”
sald Bunter, shaking his head. *Think
I don’t know that Thebes was in
Greece! Yah "

“That was the other Thebes,” said
Harry Wharton, laughing.

“Bosh 1" said Bunter.

“ Much and enormous ruins of aneiont
Thebezs remain hera to ba seen by an
aye,” sald Hassan., “City was called

ebes by Grecian persons—=

“"Rats!” paid Bunter. “You can't
Eammml mo that Thebos was iIn

ﬁ-}?}l"!'-? noble sap—"

*“ Bosh 1™

Hassan gave it up.  Billy Bunter
snorted, and continued his breakfast.

He was not to be convinéed that the
ruins of Theobes were to be found on
the banks of the Nile.
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However, thoro they were, and that
morning the Greyfriarz fellows a~ere
going to explore t{mn.

The Famous Five and Lord Maule-
verer finished breakinst, leaving Bill
Bunter still going strong. What ha
happened in the night had made
Bunter's peacn; but perhaps he tnnrn:},
that there might be another period
famine, for he ed away the [ocod-
stuffs at o rate thot made Mr. Maroudi’s
Nubian sgervants roll their eyves in
wonder. Even some of the sailors made
ILmta:ta to come along ihe . and

ok at the small fat lord, who was
apparently trying to coreate another
famine in.Egypt.

Even Moussa, the reis, who was a
?ra'ﬂa man, with & face as expreossiun-
eg3 a3 that of a bronze image, turned
his dark eyes on the small fat lord in
grave wonder. Perhaps the natives ex-
pected to sce Bunter wind up by burst-
g on the balecony like & bomb.

The juniors went in from the balcony,
the sound of the steady champing of
Biily Bunter's jaws following tﬁen‘h
Lord Mauleverer strolled along to his
room. On the divan in that room aat
Kalizelos, the Greek, bound hand wsnd
foot. Lord Mauleverer regarded him
thoughtfully, and the Famous Five
smiled. Mauly's wheeze of Eivin the
scheming Greek “tit for tat * bad sur-

rised them, and it rather amused them.

hey were not disposed to raise objee-
tions.  Besides, the auy-ﬁn Mauly
could be obstinate when he liked, and it
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was clear that he had made up his noble
mind on this subject.

Kalizelos looked at the juniors, his
black eyes burning like coals of fire.
But his murderons fury did not affect
their cheery spirits in any way. The
rascal’s teeth were drawn now.

“Good-mornin’, old bean I said Lord
Mauloverer politely. “I've called to
hear that JD] v old secret.”

“Fool I" snarled Kalizalos.

= Hﬂw.+ba reasonable,’” urged his lord-
ship amiably, "I never started this

trouble. You'll admit that, Mr.
Kalizelos 7%
“ Fool 1

“I can't say I like vour manners,™
remarked Lord Mauleverar, whilae the
chums of the Remove chuckled. * You're
really not the sort of chap we want cn
board this boat, either. Let's come to
business. ¥ou shut me up in & beastly
old tomb, tryin’ to get that scarab off
me. One good turn deserves another.
Accordin' to your own story, you've
found out the secret of the scarab, and

ou won't be happy till you get it. Well

and over the secret, my good men, If
that jolly old scarab really can lead the
Wﬂ{,et{_h tho Eye of Osiris, as you seem
to believe, cough it '+ pl You can ses
for yourself that that s the only way of
getting shut of you."

“Yoarte f, M

You're repeatin ourse Mr.
Kalizolos,” said f.erdy Mauleverer
gently. “If we'ro to continue this con.
versation, I suggest that you put on &
new record.”

*“ Fool 1*

“This gentleman’s vocabulary seems
to ba limited,” remarked Lord
Mauloverer. “But I gather from his
answers that he's not goin’ to cough vp
that secret. Is that your impression,
you fellows?”

“Bort of I chuckled Bob Cherry.

“ Well, we're goin' to give him time
—all the time he wants,” said Lord
Mauleverer. “A judge ought to have
given him time really—"

“Ha, hn, ha [™

“But ners he is, on our hands, and
we can't let him loose, so we'll give him
time to think it over. Hassan |

‘" Noble lord—"

“Is there a room on the boat where
this fellow can be locked in safely§*
asked Mauleverer. *“Can’'t keep him
tied up like this—it's cruelty to animals
—and one must be kind even to wild
animals.

“Perhaps better call policemans,
sar—" suggested Hassan dubiously.

“ Perhaps better do as you'ra told |
said Mauleverer gently.

“Oh! Yes, sar! To hear is to obey [®
sald Hassan, at once. * Here you are,
lord, =ar, by order of the great
Maroudi I Yﬂqthgi»‘a order, sar, and I
execute him with the promptness of a
dispatoh, as you say in Englsh, sar,”

“{Zet on with it, then.”
 Hassan unticd the Greek's legs and
jerked him to his feet. He led the
prisoner from tho room, Kalizelos grit-
ting his teeth with rage. The Greek
had counted on possible failure, pos-
sible arrest, when he crept on board the
dahabiyeh in the night. But he had
not counted on this.

olice, he had

~Handed over to the
little doubt that backsheesh would
see him through again. But it was ve
doubtful whether backsheesh woul
help him on board the Cleopatra, where
all were devoted to the Greyiriars party,
by the order of Mr. Hilmm Maroudi.
‘Hassan, the dragoman, had once taken
his bribes, to betray hizs “lordly gentle-
men ¥; but that was before Hassan was



EVERY SATURDAY

*“0h lor'!

dusty track, **Stop, you beast | *

aware that they were under the protec-
tion of Maroudi. ¢ :
warned by the Egyptian millionaire, the
“faithful Hassan ¥ had become faithful
indeed.

The juniors wers aware that they were
under many obligations to Mr. Maroudi
—but they never dreamed of the extent
of the Egyptian millionaire’s power, &
of how much they owed to it.

Hassan led the prisoner to & small
room farther along the passage. With a
rough shove, he sent him tottering in,
and” the Greek tripped and fell on the
floor, panting with rage.

o c]'tl}ﬂtl:f does it, Hassan 1” said Lord
Mauleverer. " Untie his hands.”’

“Yes, par”

The Greek was releasad from his
bonds. He turmed towards the juniors
with clenched hands, his eyes blazing.
Haszs=an swished his stick in the air, and
the Greek jumped back from it.

“Batter take it ﬁiﬂﬂj‘, Mr. Kali-
zelos,”  drawled rd Mauleverer.
“This 1sn't a luxorious cabin, but it's
better than the tomb you sghut me up in,
by Jovel Look the shutter over the

ing to his friends on the Nile. Tell the
Nubians to bring him some food. The
door's to be kept locked, and & man
set to watoh it. Got that?”

“On my head be it 1" said Hassan.

The Greek panted.

* ¥ou will not keep me here—you dare
not kesp me a prisoner on this
dahabiyeh—""

Lord Mauleverer raised his eyebrows.

“Why not1” he ssked.

“My magnificent lord do as want,”
grinned Hassan, * Be silent, son of ten
thousand pigs| Bar, all shall be as your
greatness say | Ahmed shall watch this

window, Hassan—oan't have him yowl- “w HAT about a eari”

Since he l'.m.sr been IN

eyt T ” |.-. lly
.

e

tattoo as it thundered on.

gon of jackals, and he shall not escape!
ever, sar! ere he 13 sale as
Tutankhamen in his tomb "

When the juniors prepared to go
ashore, the Greek was safely locked in
the prison-room, and Ahmed, a black
Nubian, squatted on a mat outside the
dobr to keep watch and ward.

EKonstantines Kalizeles was left pacing
his confined quarters like a tiger in a
cage. Whether Lord Mauleverer's
method of dealing with the scoundrel
was strictly in accordance with the law
was rather doubtful: but undoubtedly
it was the only way of keeping the
schoolboys’ enemy out of mischief. And
85 Mauly was impervious to argument
on the subject, the Famous Five had to
leave it at that.

They went ashore in Luxer in cheery
spirits, and poon forgot all about the
priconer of the dahabiyeh.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
An Ass and a Camel !

* Nothing about a car.”

“I'm not riding & dnnke:ﬁ:

Bunter spoke firmnly. '
felt that it was time to be firm. “I've
had enough of these beastly Eg{ptgan

donkeys! The fact is, I dor’t like
donkeys [ _

“Let brotherly love continue, old
chap1” urged Bob Cherry.

“You silly ass!” hoo Bunter. *I
tell you, I won't ride s donkey, and

that's fiat | Bo thera "

“Fine and most excellent donkey,
sar,” said Hassan.

“You shut up!” snorted Bunter.

Help ! Yaroocop ! ** roared Bunter, swinging to and fro on the back of the camel as it thundered along the
Thud ! Thud! Thud ! The camel heeded him not, its hoofs beating an Incessant

“Look here,
Harry Wharton.
“1 hate donkeys!"” roared Bunter.
Eilly Bunter had reason fo dislike
that mode of conveyance, so general in
tho land of Eﬁ?pt. Ho could hardly
have counted the donkeys he had fallen

off on the banks of the Nile.

“Oh dear!” said Bob. **This 1sn’t
the time to tell us about your family
troubles, old fat man "

“Ha, ha, ha!*

“I'll ride & camel if you like! 1
won't ride a donkeyl ¥ou see”
explained Bunter, “I'm a riding man!
You fellows can’t ride! You stick on
those donkeys like so many sacks of
coke. And, I can tell you, you look
o dashed Bank Holiday crowd on your
dashed donkeya! Get me a camel,
Hassan,"

“You'll fall off & camel, same as off &
donkey—and it's farther to fall1” Harry
Wharton pointed out.

[} ‘E’ah Ii‘j
“Estimable lordly sar——"
Hassan.
“(Get me s came] |”
“0Oh, get him a camel,” said Lord

you duffer—" said

urged

Mauleverer. A old thing for w
quict life. We shall never get to
Earnak at this rate.”

It was easy enough to engage a camel.
There were plenty of camels at Luxor.
Hassan called in Arabic to an acquaint
ance—Huassan seemed acguainted with
everybody alung the Nile—and a camel
was led up for Bunter,

Harry Wharton & Co. mounted on
donkeys, like most tourists who rode out
from Luxor to the ruins of Karnak.
They were quite satisfied with donkeys.

(Continued on papge 16.)
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(Continued from page 13.)
No doubt that was due to the fact that
they could ride them; whereas Dunter
was likely to pitch over the head or the
tail at a moment’s notice.

The Egjé:tian donkey is a patient
animal, and a long-suffering animal;
but even the most palient of asses
scemed rather worried when Bunter got
on his back. Bunter was s rather un-
common  weight, and when he was
mounted his mount always scomed
rather keen to drop him
gide at tho first opportunity.

But even Billy Bunter's weight was
nothing to o camecl. And Bunter had
no doubt that he could ride a camel,
He never had any doubt that he could
dq anything, until he came to do it.

" Most Eon-d camel, sar,” said a grin-
ning fat Arab, leading up his tall, long-
legged beast, in  answer o the
dragoman’s call. “Oh, yes, sar! Mo
Ibrahim, sar, owner of finest trotting
camal in Egypt sar."”

Bunter looked at the camel. The
camel locked at Bunter, with a sneering
expression. Really, it might have been
supposcd that that camel Enﬂr the kind
of rider Bunter was, and was express-
ing his contempt in advance.

ut that curious, sneering lock was
the habitual expression of a camel. The
camel’s sneer is well-known in the East,
where it has an explanation which seems
extraordinary enough to the West.
Hassan had explained it to his lordly
entlemen, in simple good faith. Allah, he
ad told them, has & hundred names, of
which only ninety-nine are known to men.
The eamel, in his wisdom, has found out
the hundreth name, unknown to humans,
Hense the scornful sneer of superiority
with which the camel regards the human
race.

This particular camel looked more
eneering and scornful than most camels,
and the Famous Five had an impression
that he was rather a cross-tempered
beast. 8till, he was tall and strong, and
equal to Bunter's uncommon nmircﬁn 13,
and really it was cruelty to animals to
land Bunter on & amall Eyg:,' tisn donkey.
So the.fat Owl was hIlﬂWﬂg to have his
oWn Way.

At & word from Ibrahim, the camel
knelt to receive his burden. Ibrahim
and Hassan between them hoisted
Bunter into the high saddle, The fat
Owl settled down there quite com-
fortably.

He grinned at the donkey-riders.

"1 say, you fellows, this is all right 1"
he declared. " You're welcome to your
mokez ! He, he, ho!™

“This will make history in Egypt!"

gaid Bob Cher ly. “First ti
B ey ety Funt i
Eh? Lots of people ride camels

her},"’ said Bunter.
“I mean, it’s the first time & donkey
Iﬁ”ﬁ been seen riding a camel,” explained

O,

“0Oh, don’t be a eilly ass!® roared
Bunter. *Here, Hassan, make this
beast get up! I auflp-nsu he's not going
to stay kneeling all the morning.”
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by the way-*

Ibrahim grunted to the camel and

| Qicked him with the camel-stick. The

quadraped reared uvp, and there was a
sonr from Bunter.,

“Ow! Help! Stop him! Yaroooh!”

“Hold on!” velled Bob.

“Hag, ha, ha!"

Billy Bunter flew backwards as the
catmel rose, and he held on for his life.
Unce the camel had started to rise it
scemed to Bunter that he would never
stop. He rose and rose and rose, with
the fat junior clinging wildly to his
Iwmp.

"é:h crikey ! Oh crumbs! Hold me!”
howled Bunter. “I'm falhng off—ch

lor’ ! my hat! Whooooop!”
“Ha, ha, ha! Btick to him, old
bean !”

* Yaroooh [

The camel, on all four feet at last,
twisted round his long neck and stared
at Bunter., His sneer was more pro-
nounced than ever,

Ibrabim gave a jerk at the rope, and
the camel ceased to stare at Bunter, and
started. Billy Bunter swung to port, and
swung to starboard, and swung fore and
swung aft. He blinked with terror at
the distance to the ground. At that
moment he wished that he had been
satisfied with the patient ass; it was a
shorter fall if he tumbled off. But he
was for it now, and he clung on with
both hands, gasped and spluttered, and
haped for the best.

- Rather to lius surprise, he found that
hie did not roll off snd hit Egypt. The
camel’s motion was decidedly jerky; and
Bunter seemed to be playing at cup-and-
ball in the saddle. But he remained in
the saddle, at least; and. there was no
doubt that he was beiter mouonfed than
the other fellows, so far as speed went.
The Famous Five and Lord Mauleverer
had to go all out to keep up with the
trotting camel,

. The donkey-boys ran behind, whack-
ing with their eticks and howling to the

donkeys. With a clatter of hoofs, the
Greyiriars party went swinging down
the road to Earnak.

Billy Bunter was ahead, with Ibrahim
running and helding the camel-rope.
Bunter's first thought had been to tell
the camel-driver to sheer off and leave
him to ride on his own. But now that he
was aboard the camel, he decided to let
Ibrahim go on leading him. Second
thoughts were best, Perched high on the
camel’s hump, Bunter realised that ho
could no more contrel his mount than he
could have controlled a runaway motor-
car, PBut for Ibrahim's grip on the lead-
ing-rope, that camel might have carried
Bunter off to the Red Sea or to the
Arabian Deszert, had the spirit moved
him so0 to do.

Once sottled in the saddle, however,
and with Ibrahim leading, Bunter
began to regain his confidence. Ibrahim
was fat, and he panted and gasped as
he ran, his brown face airaamib% with
perspiration in the hot sun of Egypt.
That, however, did not matter to
Bunter. Consideration for others, or a
concern for their troublez, had never
been one of Bunter's weaknesses.

He blinked roungd at the donkey-riders
behind.

“1 say, you fellowa! PBuck up!™ he
called out. “I shall be leaving ¥ou
behind on those mokes! He, he, ha!®

Crack!  Crack! Crack! rang the
donkey-boys® sticks. In a merry bunch
the Greyfriars [fellows clattered on

behind the tall camel.

“I'll wait for you at Karnak ! yelled
Bunter. *"He, he, hel”

“Don't get out of =zight!” shouted

Wharton,

“He, he, he! chortled Bunter,
“Can’t bang about wailing for those
mokes! He, he, hel®
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Bunter was growing more and more
confident.

The motion of the camsl rather re-
sembled that of & Channel steamer in a
mpihsau.. But Bunter found that he could
stick on. The camel looked rather a
supercilious beast; but he was giving no
trouble, except that he seamenf to want
to go faster 'than Ibrahim. Bunter
fancied himsélf as & rider—and his
experiences with the Egyptian donkeys
had not cured him of that faney| It was
Bunter's way to jump, at a bound, into
over-confidence. On second thoughts he
had allowed Ibrahim to lead the camel.
Oun third thoughts he decided that he
was not going to be led along like a
fellow who couldn't ride!

H]‘; blinked down at the panting fat

rab.

“¥ou can let go!” he called out.

Ibrahim looked up at him.

“F]:at- go I* 11'3 ter. b
“Sar, me let go rope, camel he
fost—m ga.s;ilad %hmgﬁ:. i
“That's what I want!® answered
Bunter. “You can tall those fellows,
when they come up, if aver do—he,
he, he—tell them I'll wait for them at

Kqu.k, Le!:; go my camsl.”

“¥Yes, sar! d Ibrahim, relicve
but doubtful. e %

He let go the rope.

The camel’s head shot up, and he
looked round at his rider. ﬁea]ty, the
vainel did not seem to be able to believe
in his own luck !

“Gee up!"” snapped Bunter.

The camel “gee’d ™ up! Once he was
released by his master, the camel knew
{mrfenﬂj' well that he had nothing to
ear from  the rider on his hump,
Comels are” sage animals; and that
came] had taken Bunter's measure.

Ile shot into dizzy speed.

“0Oh lor’ 1™ gaapfg unter,

He clung to the hi;h saddle, which
rocked on the camel's hump with a
horrible feeling of insecurity.

Bunter had intended to handle that
camel 1n a masterly way., He intenced
to show Ibrahim, and the Greyfriars
fellows, and all Luzor for that matter,
that he could ride a camel! But a zingle
gecond was all that was required, once
the camel was released, for Bunter to
realize that he couldn't!

“Help!” roared Bunter, after the

ltll_pseu_ of that single second. * Gerrold
of him! Hold him back! Stop him!
Whooop !
But Ibrahim hardly heard him—he
wae far behind., Anyhow, he could not
have helped. The camel was going
strong.

-

Ibrahim, mc-}:ping his Eprs iring brow
with a fold of his dingy djubbah, impad
to a halt. road to Earnak was

once lined on both sides with hundreda
of sphinxes, most of which have disap-
%earad in the course of the centuries.
ut here and there a sphinx still crops
up by the side of the ancient road.

Ibrahim gasped.his way to the nearest,
and sat on 1t and mopped his brow with
the tail of his djubbah and blinked after
Bunter. Ibrahim was well aware that
that camel was an obstinate and bad-
tempered camel; but it would have be-
haved itsell so long as its master’s hand
was on the head-rope. But the mastoer’s
hand was gone now, and the camel was
left free to act according to the inward.
ress of its own nature. Its heels could
bardly be seen for dust as it went up the
road. Ibrahim sat on the sphinx and
watched it disa gaar-;

Bunter wauldp ave given much to do
the same. But Bunter was on the camel:
and evarywhere that camel went, Bunter
was sure to go! He rocked to and fro at
a terrifyi height from the ground,
holding on for his fat life and yelling for
help. Other passengers on the road



EVERY SATURDAY

stared at him. Arabs gave him grave
stares; negroes cackled with laughter,
American tourist hurriedly snap-
shotted him with a camera.
hardly saw them as he raced by.
“0Oh lor’! Help! anﬂuup{” roared
Bunter, “ !ﬂ you fellows—whooop 1"
A

Buntor

. But Harr arton & Co. were out of
sight behind. motor-car whizzed by
with a loud honking, and the came
pwerved and reared and snorted. He
did not seem to like cars. Bunter swu
to, and he gwung fro; and nearly pitch
off Scmehow he clung on, sprawling
over the high saddle and clutching
wildly at the camel’s hairy neck.

A (Good Bamaritan on the road jumped
at the camel to stop him, The camel
sworved away and thundered into a
d_ustf track that led away from the
right of the road. Bunter had told the
other fellows that he would wait for
them at Karnak., But he was not head-
ing for Karnak now., Ho was heading
for tho Red Bea—if he had only known
it. Still, as the Red Sea was about
seventy mileg distant, it was to be hoped
that Bunter would not arrive there.

Thudl Thud! Thud!

Tho camel’s hoofs beat an incessant
tattoo on the dusty road. Once off the
main road, there was little traffic, and
no help for Bunter.

“EBtop, you beast!” shrieked Bunter.

The camel showed no sign of stop-
ping.

Egyptian fellaheom, working in the
fields, looked up at EilIi Bunter, and
stared after him as he flew past.
Peasants carrying burdens on- the road
dodged out of the way of the camel, and
turned to stare till it vanished., A
village appeared in view, and dark-
skinned children, ducks and geese and
fowls scattered frantically out of
Buntor’s way. Brown men stared at
him; brown women pecred at him over
their yashmaks. Bunter flew on. He
Hew through the village, and thundered
on pest an orange plamtation.

Red, riﬁa oranges glistened in the
sun on the trees, without getting a
glance from Bunter. Even eatables had
no appeal for him now. Ho rocked on
along tho rows of orange-trees. An
Arab sppeared in the road shead, and
shouted and brandished a stick at the
camel. The camel did not step. He
swerved suddenly in & new direction.

That sndden swerve did it

Bunter flow |

The camel, still going strong, thun-
dored on without a rider. Billy Bunter
crashed |

Branches broke his fall—and his fall
broke the branches. He found himself
sitting on the earth, with oranges
showering down on him. And the roax
he gave as he landed might have been
'E:m-d almost from the Nile to the Red

a.

“Yarooooooh |*

e —

FHE NINTH CHAFTER.
Where is Bunter ?

“ ALLO, halle, hallo1*
H “That's Bunter's keeper |”
“But where's Bunter?®
“And the jolly old camel 1#
Harry Wharton & Co. reined in the
donkeys. Sitting by the roadside, dusty
and dizmal, squatting on a damaged
aphinx, was Ibrahim, the camel-owner.
ith the tail of hiz -I:ijuhbah he was still
mopping his dusty brow, wiping away
great drops of perspiration, &s
¢hums of Greyiriara came trotting up.
The juniors, finding the camel-man
thera, looked round %ﬂ-l‘ the camel and
its rider, but nothing was to be seen of
oither, They had doubted whether

Bunter would have good fuck on that
camel. Now they no longer doubted.

Ibrahim crawled off the roadside
sphinx and salaamed to the donkey-
riders as tney halted in a bunch,
Hassan spoke to him in Arabie, and
Ibrahim answered in that tongue at
great length and with considerable
emphasis The camel-man was
obviously execited about something.

“Gentlemanly lords,” said the drago-
man, “him say small, fat, lordly gentle-
man ride away on a camel at gigantic
epeed, and 1z seen oo more.”

“ He must have gone on to Karnak,”
snid Harry.

“Ibramm think him lose,” answered
Hassan cheerfully., “Think him run
away from a road and never come baek
ot any time whatever, Think small, fat
lord fall off & camel and break a neck,
Yes, sarl Ibrahim want pay for &
camel,”

“0Oh, my hat!"

The Emiarn stared up the road to-
wards Karnak, A tall column showed
against the sky, and round it masscs of
ruing, like a dismantled oity of the
dead. Thera were several
to be seen on the road, going to the
ruins or coming away from them. But
among them thera was no Bunier.
But at the speed at which Bunter had
been going he could easily have reached
Karnak long since, and the Removites
hoped that he had done so.

Ibrahim waved excited hands, and
talked Arabic. Evidently he was very
anxious about his camel. Translated by
Hassan. be explained, with voluble
earnestness, that that camel was a very
precious camel, Such a camel was noi
to bo equalled among all the camcis
from thoe Red Sea to i[urnmﬂ. It was
his means of livelihood, his favourite
ancd his pet, his father and his mather
and sister and brother; in fact, all his
family. It was a camel that he would
not have lost for uncounted piastres.
But now it was lost, and only backsheesh
on a liberal scale could set the matter
right. )

‘Uen thousand piastres was, according
to Ibrahim, a low estimate of the value
of that precious camel, but, being a
particularly honest man, and an
oxample to all camel-drivers in that
respect, he would only ask the English
lurg‘;' for that sum. 'This would re-
imburse him for the material loss, but
leave his griof at tho loss of the camel
unassuaped. DBut his grief, it seemed,
could be had free of charge.

Hassan translated all this, and more.
Obvicusly, Ibrahim’s coneern was wholly
for tha camel, He was not thinkiog of
Bunter. ) .

“Ten thousand piastres is a hundred
pounds,” said Wharton. “Tell him to
go to sleop and dream again, Hassan.”

“Sar!” roared Ibrehim. “You pay
for n camel! Yes! Fat person, sar,
he tell me let go a camel. He take

away a camel. lose a camel. I am &
ruin! Yes, sar, [ am a ruin! ¥You pay
for one camel ¥

“Tell him he's gono to find Bunter,
Hassan, and nover mind about the
camel I said Bob Cherry.

Hassan put this into Arabic, and the
offecct on the camel-driver was quite
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Whack, whack, whack! went the
donkey-sticks, and the party trotted on.

After them whisked Ibrahim, still wavi
his hands and rvoaring. "aﬁ'huﬂler tha
honest man really believed that his
gamel was lost the juniors did not know,
but they thought it improbable. It was
much more probable that he had
scented wealth in the party, and wanted
to aonnex some of 1. Anvhow, the
matter of the eamel eould be deelt with
Inter. At present they wero anxious
about Bunter.

. Shrieks in Arabie followed them from
Tbrahim.

“What is he saying now, Huszanl"™
asked Harry.

Hassan grinned,

“He say he take five thousand piastres
for that most excellent camel, sar,
which is lose.” ] ]

The price is coming down,” grinned
Bob Cherry. “Let him rip! By the
time we get to Karnak it may be quite
a cheap camel.”

“Ha, ha, haI” _

The juniors trotted on cheerfully.
Falling into the distance behind them,
Ibrahim followed on, evidently deter-
mined not to lose sight of them. The
juniors arrived at the ruins of Karnak,
and halted nenr the TemEIa of Khons.
Nothing was to be sean of Bunter,

“Now, where's that f[at frumpi™
asked Johnny Bull

“(Zoodness knows 1¥

“Must be somewhere aboub™ gaid
Bob. “It would be like Bunter to sit
down in the shade somewhere and leava
us to hunt for him.”

“Just like him,” Erunted Johnny
Bull. "“He would think it funny to let
us spend the morning rooting about
after hm while be was scoffing cakes
and sherbet in some shady coraer.”

“Great and enormous Temple of
Khons—" began Hassan., The drage-
man was getting down to business, Hi
lordly gentlemen had ridden out to
Karnak to sec the sights, not to discuss
what had become of Bunter.

“ Blessed if I know what to do,” said
Harry. “Ten to one he's somewhere
about, and if he isn't, we don't know
where to look for him. I think we'd
better get on with it and give himr a
chance to turn up.”

“Yaas,” pssented Lord Mauloverer.

“What do you think, Hassan?"” asked
Harry. )

“Me, sar, ma think him httle [ab

ntleman fall off a camel, sar,” said
the dragoman. “ Him walk to Karnak
afterwards., Yes!” ]

“That's about it," said Harry.

And tho juniors started to explore
Earnak. They had no doubt that the
camel had dropped Bunter somewhero
between Luxor and the ruins, and that
he would come rolling in on foot sooner
or later. They decided to give him till
lunch, anvhow. If Bunter ﬁi:’l not turn
up for lunch, certainly there would be
grounds for alarm. Only something of
a serious nature could possibly keep the
Owl of the Remove away from a meal

Thore was plenty to be seen ab
Karnalk, and Hassan’s sing-song volco
never ceased os he pointed out its
wondors: The ﬁrﬂnt Temple of Khons,
the Temple of Epet, the hippopotamus

(Centinued on néxt page.)
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goddess: the vast Temple of Amun, in
which Hassan pointed cut a gigantic
relief of the Battle of EKedesh. This
rather interested the juniors, as Lord
Mauleverer's scarab had once been an
amulet worn by the warrior A-Menah
at that ancient battle in Syria. Then
they visited the Temple of I'tah, and
more tomples and pylons than they
could have counted, and by lunch-time,
ng Bob Cherry remarked, they had done
a good morning's work.
ut Bunter had not turned up !

If the camal had dropped him any-
where ncar Karnak, Bunter had had
time to arrive, even at his usual snail’s
paca. And the janiors began to wonder
whether, after all, there had been mny
accident. .

At the same time they knew 1t was
quite likely that Bunter had stopped
somewhero to feed, especially as he had
borrowed s handful of piastres from
Lord Mauleverar that morning,

If He had atﬂﬁped to feed, it was
highly probable that he had stopped to
nap after the feed. And they knew
their Bunter too well to suppose that
he wonld ecaro two straws whether they
were alarmed or not.

In thess circumstances they did not
feel disposed to be unduly alarmed.
Lunch had been brought in a basket,
and they sat down under a shady
acacia-tres to dispose of it.  Ibrahim
hovered on the horizon; but whenever
Lhe came near, Hassan volleyed Arabie
at him and drove him off a.iqm. Evﬂg
now and then a shout from him reach

the juniors:
Yes, oh, |

“Pay for a cameall
Pay for a camel!l You pay 2,000

piastres for & camel that is Joze 1™

L i.'}ﬂt.t.in%- cheaper,” grinned Bob
Cherer. “We shall got that jolly old
camal st o bargain in the long run.”

The juniors lunched, and rested in the
fiorees: heat of the Egyptian day. When
it was time to move again Hassan was
keen to recommonce on the wonders of
Karnak, of which hiz lordly gentlemen
had by no means seen all.  But the
juniors were getting worried about

unter now.

“Better give Karnak a miss, and
Took for him,’" said Harry. “If the fat
chump's got lost he's got to be found.
Hassan can inquire along the road;
lots of natives abput, and anyone who
has  seen  Bunter will  remember

“You bet!” grinned Bob.  “They
don't often see a circumference like
Bunter's. Let's get after the howling
Bss |

tho

And the juniors, remounting
donkeys, rode back on the road towards
Luzor, Hassan inguiring of innumerahle
natives for mnews of a small, fat
Faringheo on a runaway camel—and
YOry soo0n dpicking up news. Plenty of
people had scen Bunter on his wild
carcer—indeed, he scemed to have
nstonished all the natives between
Luxor and Karnak.

Behind the juniors, as they trotted
awey, trotted Ibrahim, evidently deter-
mined not to lose sight of them. His
voice formed a sort of accompaniment
to the thudding of the donkeys' hosafs.

“You pay for a camel! Yes, sar!
Oh, yos! Pay for one camel which is
loga | Wahyat-en-nabil Shall you not
ray for a camel? You pay 1,000
piastres for a camel I

“Cheaper and cheaper!"” chuckled
Bob Cherry. " Price still coming down,
vou fellows, He'll be giving us that
camel at the finish [*

“Ha, ha, ha 1"

Tha juniors had little doubt that the
gnmol, after gotting shut of its rider,
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would go home, Indeed, the fact that
Ibrabim had brought tho indemni
down to 1,000 piastres—which was only
ten pounds—rather indicated that he did
not really expect to lose that walusble
camel. Anyhow, they were not bother-
ing about the éamel now; Bunter was
encugh to bother about. They trotted
on, with Ibrahim trotting and perspir-
ing behind, his voice coming plaintively
every few minutes:

“¥ou pay for a camel! O protectors
of the poer, I think you pay for a
camel| By the beard of tho Prophst,
you pay for a camel "

=

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
The Way of the Transgressor !

LOP, l:?lap, plop, plop!
P “Doocoogh I
Billy Bunter liked oranges.

But he liked them taken in-
telnally; now he was taking them
‘oxtarnally, in a shower.

Bunter hardly knew what had hap-
pened. His parting with the runaway
camel had been sudden and surprising.
He found himself sitting on the earth,
with broken branchea of orange-troes
trailing round him, and dislodged
oranges falling on his head. Heo roared,
he spluttered, and he gasped.

His firsf impression was that he had
been smashed into soveral pieces. That
impression proved to be unfounded. It
dawned upon him that he was still in
one 5-1&&,_5.11& that nothing had hﬂﬁ-
pened to him except 8 bump and a shak-
ing. Blowly his breath came back, and
he blinked round him, wondering dis-
mally whera he was. Obviously he was
nowhere near Karnak: the camel had
coverad a considerable distance sinee
leaving the road, following the dus
track that led away among maize-fiel
and plantations and irrigating canals.
The camel' was gone; there was no
chance of remounting his fiery, untamed
steed—not that Bunter would have ra-
mounted him at price. Tunter did
not like walking, but he would have
walked miles and miles rather than
have perched himself on that camel’s
hump again.

“0Oh dear!" groanad Bunter.

Heo gat and gasped for breath for
guite a long time. Drang:::u ceased to
E!ﬂp on him. They lay thickly around

im on the earth. They wore ripe, red
oranges, and as soon as ke realised that
he was not hurt, and had recovered his
wind, Bunter helped himsalf to the
juiey Eruit. The eamel had hurled him
mic the orange plantation—and he
might really have landed in less attrac-
tive (Luarturs. There was solace in scoff-
ing the oranges, and Billy Bunter was
soon surrounded by pips and peel. He
had to find his way back somehow. But
there was plenty of time for that; he
wanted a rest first. And the oranges
were good.

Bunter was on his tenth orange, when
a :E%u'e i turban and djubbah appeared
in the plantation, coming along tﬁmugh
the rows of orange-frees.

Bunter blinked at the newcomer,

It was & native—no doubt some
“nigger " who worked on the planta-
tion, or perhaps the proprietor. Bunter
hoped that he would be able to speak
English, and tell him where he was and
how to get away.

The native spotted him wunder the
trees and came guickly towards him. As
he approached, something familiar in
his aspect struck Bunter. He had seen
that dark-skinned man beforo some-
where.
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“Oh corikey!” gasped Bunter, as he
recognised him,

It was the orange merchant of the
Nile, to whom Bunter had handed that
bad Egyptian “quid.” Bunter had
landed in the orange plantation belong-
miim Mustapha !

ustaphs stared down at him, evi-
dently r:e-m;ms:[ar’lg the fat Faringhee
with whom he had done business on the
dahabiyeh. The expression that came
over his dark face made Bunter
shudder,
. “You—teef I said Mustapha, point-
ing & brown and somewhat dirty fore-
finger at the fat Owl. “You steal

nrnniau! Yes|
“0Oh orumbas I'* gas Bunter,
He had “scoffed ™ the oranges that

lay thick about him without giving a
single thought to the fact that they were
obviously private property. Mustapha

was not in the orange business
for the purpose of nu:;phrmg a fat
Faringhee with oranges for nothing.
“Teef I" roared Mustapha,
Bunter secrambled up.
“T—T—T gpy—""

“Yon steal oranges!"”  roared
Mustapha, “Yeaal] !é!nu give bad,
naughty

nd for oranges, and you
coma ateaf’fu“feai Teof I:}'KE ¥

“0h, draw it mild |" gasped Bunter.
“TH | ¥ for the blessed Eﬂmnml
sy, 1 never ¢ame here; 1 fell off a
camel—*

“You 1" said Mustapha grimly.
“Yes | Ipa ink! You pay ﬁcksﬁmeu}fl
Oh! Yes! By the beard of the

Prophet, yes| I think}”

Heo turned his head and shouted to
someone &8 Yot unseen in the plantation,
Bunter did not understand Arabic, but
he fancied that he caught the word

“kourbash.” He was aware that kour-
bash implied & stick.

Fl.viq:‘iantly it was time for Bunter to
g0

Ho made & strategic movement to
depart while Mustapha's head was
turned. But the orange-grower seemed
to have eyes in the back of his head,
He spun round, jumped at Bunter, and
rasped him by tha shoulder. The fat

wl gave & yell of terror.

"ﬂﬂfr Leggo! I—I wasn’t going

“You stay on the spot!" pgrinned
Mustapha. "F"i"eal You pay backsheesh,
and you take stick! Oh{ Yes!”

A  dark-skinned “fellah’ came
through the trees witn a stick in his

hand. He handed the stick o
Mustapha. Billy Bunter eyed it, with
deep apprehension.

“JI—I—I say—" he gasped.

“You pay ackaheeﬁh%

Bunter fumbled in his pockets. For-
tunately, he had borrowed a lot of
piastres from the long-suffering Mauly
that mornng., He was able to pay—and
orangeg were cheap on the Nile. A fow

astres ntht. to have settled the mattor.

unter held out a fat hand with a dozen
plastres in it.

“There you are " he gasped.

Mustapha accepted the piastres,
stared at them, smiffed contemptuously,
and EEEPE& them into some recess of his
djubbah.

“More backsheesh [" he snapped.

“ Look here, I've jolly well paid you !’
howled Bunter indignantly. “I'm not
going to pay you any more]l Sea?
Here, I say, keep that stick away, you
cheeky nigger |” yelled Bunter.

“You pay more backsheesh 1*

Billy Bunter fished out a dozen more

jastres. They followel the others into

e dingy djubbah, and the brown hand
was held out for more.
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Lord Mauleverer sprawled in the crushed maize, the searred Arab kneeling on him, gagging him with a strip of {urban before

he could uiter a ery. Half-choked by the gag, only able to breathe through his nose, the Greyfriars junior stared dizzily 5t
the face above him !

“Look here—" gasped Bunter, in
dizsmay.

“You pay more backsheesh 1" roared
Mustapha. *“¥You steal oranges! Yesl
You teef | You pay backsheesh 1"

Mustapha held out his left hand for
the backsheesh. He flourished the stick
mn his right.

“(Oh lor’ I'" gasped Bunter,

Thero was no ﬁcﬂlp for it. Evidently
Mustapha had a verv bitter recollection
of that deal in oranges on the Nile, In
any case, Mustapha would doubtless
have extracted the uttermost backsheesh
from any Faringhee whom he had dis-
covered trespassing in his plantation
and pinching the oranges. But in
Bunter’s case, he had an impression that
he was dealing with an even bigger
rogue than himself. Bunter bhad
“done * him on the Nile—and Mustapha
was accustomed to “doing ' Faringhees,
not to being done by them. This unex-
pected meeting was a sheer satisfaction
to Mustapha. The satisiaction was all
on his sida |

Bunter handed over more piastres,
The Hourishing stick was not to be
argued with.

“More bachsbhoesh!” rapped
Mustapha.

" Oh, you beast !"” gaspad Bunter.
“Oranges ain't worth much hero——**

“More backsheesh!” roared

Blustapha.

- "I've pgiven wou three hundred
1astres, you awiul beast!” yelled
unter.

“More backsheesh 1™

“ Look here—— Yaroooooh ™

The stick cracked on Bunter's fat
shoulders.

“¥You give moro backsheesh I' gshouted

Mustapha. " Yea! You teef! Yes!™

“Oh lor' 1" groaned Bunter.
More piastres were handed over. It
dawned on Bunter that the Arab

& complaint at Luzor.

merchant intended to take all he
had about him. It was sheer robbery;
but the hapless fat Owl had placed him-
self in the wrong. A fellow who passed
bad money and was caught “pinching
oronges in a plantation had littla sym-
pathy to cxpect from the law if he laid

Bunter did not know how the law
would regard the transaction; but he
felt that he would be misunderstood,
g3 usual. Anyhow, there was no law
on the spot. Mustapha was on the spot
with a big stick in his hand !

“More backsheeshl!” hooted
Mustapha.

Bunter ﬁmanad and went through hia
pockets. He had "touched ¥ Mauly for
a thousand piastres that meorning.
Exactly a thousand Eiutrcs passed over
to Mustapha. Btill he was not satisfied.

“Mora backsheesh ! he howled
t.hreateninﬁly.
“0Oh erikey! I haven't any moreI”

wailed Bunter. “I've given yvou all I
have, you beast!”

Mustapha scanned him keonly. He
flourished the stick. ¥a realised that

he hed taken all the fat Faringhee had.

As there was no more backsheesh to
come, it was time for the stick to be
foatured in the programme.

Whack, whack |
“Yaroooh!” roared Bunter. “Qh
crikey! Keep off, you beast! ¥ou

beast | You cheeky nigger-—— Whoop !

Whack, whaek; whaclk !

“You tecf!” grinned Mustapha,
“You give naughty money—you steal
oranges | T, Mustapha, beat a teef with
stick | Yes!”

Whack, whack, whack! Billy Bunter
ran for his life, [

After him plunged Mustapha, with the
stick still whacking. Mustapha seemed
to ba quite enjoying himself,

Whae whm]k!

" Y aroocooooop 1M

Bunter burst out of the plantation
into the dusty lane. Mustapha followed
on. Bunter ran—and Mustapha ran!
The stick whacked and whacked |

Mustapha scemed to fancy Bunter a
donkey @nd himself a donkey-boy!
Bunter put on a burst of speed, panting
and perspiring as he fAew. Whack,
whack, whack, whack, came the stick
behind as he raced.

“Teef! Yes!
chanted Mustapha,
“Yery naughty teaf !

I beat & teef!™
as hes whacked,
I beat a teef with

stick! Yes|™

Whack, whack, whack!

“0Oh crikey! ©Oh lor'! Help!
Whooooop 1"

The hapless Owl of the Remove was
suffering for his sins. The way of the
transgressor was hard! A licking from
Mr. elch at Greyfriars was nothing
to this!

Whack, whack, whocok!

“Yow-ow-ow ! Stoppit! Yooocoop!”

Mustapha stopped at last. Probably
it was only because he was out of
breath., He grinned, tucked tho stick
under hiz arm, and walked back to his
nr%n E&B 1 d d 1

illy Bunter plu csperately om,
gtill velling. Butgﬁ: ma]?ﬁ&d at last
that wasg no longer pursued, and he
threw himself down in the shade of a
group of date-trees hy the-wayside, and
gasped and groaned and groancd and
gasped, as if ho would never leave cff
gasping and groaning.

THE ELEVENTH CHAFTER.
Lost |

(1 H lor’ I groaned Billy Bonter.
He wiped the streanming per-
spiration from hiz face and
swatted his millionth fiy.
He wondered dismally where he was.
Tae Maicrer Liersry.~No. 1,282,
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He was somewhere in Egypt! He
knew that! But that was about all he

knew.

After resting under the date-trees for
an hour or so the fat Owl had started
on his homeward way—or, at least, what
he hoped waz his homeward way.
EKarnak waz somewhere, and Luxor
was somewhere else, and =0 was the
Nile! The sight of any of the three
would have been welcome to Bunter.
But he did not gee any of thom. XHe
had n horrid misgiving that perhaps
ha was wandering away from them.

Tramping along & narrow dua‘tjjr
irack, he ﬁid not koow where it led,
but he was fairly certain that it was
not the same track by which Ibrahim's
camel had carried him that morning.

Fields o©f maize, plantations of
granges, and other fruits, endless tiny
canals, dat&-[.;m.lma, and bunches of
acacioz, met his view as he plugged on;
but Bunter had no use for them. From
the bottom of his fat heart he repented
him of having mounted that detestable
camel to Luxor. But repentance, as is
usually the case, came too lata! PBunier
was lost—hopelessly lost—and 1t was
frightfully hot. and the flics were
innumerable. He streamed with per-
spiration as he plugged dizmally on.

It was useless to guestion the natives
he spotted in his wanderings. They did
not speak a word of English; and he
did not speak a word of Arabic. He
longed for the sight of a white face,
but though thero wore plenty of
tourists at Luxor and Karnak, they
wera apparently keeping to the beaten
tracks, in the wayv of tourists: Bunter
did not sec any of them.

Matters would have been better if
hr liad had money in his pockets.
By Lalding up a handful of pinstres
and saying **Luxor,” he might have
found & guide. But the niquitous
Mustapha had taken ecare of that!
Bunter had not a& single piastre in his
possession.

He hoad tried to ask his way once
or twice, and one goodmnatured
“fallah,” comprehending that he
wanted to get to Luxer, had pommted
across the fields—which was not of
much use to DBunter. A handful of

Fia.-atres_ might have inauced the man to
eave his work and guide the fat Owl;
but once more Bunter found himself up
uainma{: the selfishness of human nature.
The Egyptian fellaheen seemed to have
business of their own to attend to, and
no time to attend to Bunter's.

It was getting too hot for further
exertions. Bunter was Lun?rjr by this
time; but even the hope of lunch could
not keep him going in the tropical heat
of midday. ]

He blinked round through his big
spectacles for a shelter from the sun, io
take a rest.

At the corner of s field .of waving
dhurra, close by a widﬁﬁap;eading
acacia, he spotted a shed. It had a

doorway, but no door, and Buntér-.

limped into it, gasping with relief as he
got out of tho glare of the sun: -

Big wicker baskets were stacked up
one side of the shed. No doubt they
wera used for the packing of agri-
cultural products; but they were empty
now. Bunter blinked dismally round
the shed. It was a shelter from the
sun, but that was all. Had -there been
anything of an edible nature in the

baskets Bunter would have been com-.

forted. But they were empty.

“0Oh lor’!" groaned Bunter.

He blinked out of the open doorway,
There was no one in sight. A duosty
donkey-track ran from the shed, past
the acacias and the maize fields, pro-
bably in the direction of a road. But
no onae was to be seen.

There was cultivation—the close, rich
cultivation of Egypt—all round Bunter;
but he might as well have been in the
desert, so far as human beings were
concerned. Had there been a native
at hand, Bunter could have announced
that he was hungry by the language of
signs. But there was no one at hand
to whom he could make that important
and pressing snnouncement.

8till, it was something to be out of
the fierce glare of the sun. The fat
Owl stretched himself on the earthen
floor, pillowed his head on a fat arm,
and went to sleap,

Bunter did not think much of Egypt

and its customs; bub there was one
Eastern custom that appealed to him—

———— —
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the midday snooze | That custom struck
Bunter as solid horse-sense {

He slept and snored.

Had any _Eg{fl‘-im fellaheon come
near the shed they mipght have been
surprised to hear a sound resemblin
the rumble of distant thunder, ﬂ-ﬂs
might have fancied that a storm was
brewing on the banks of the Nile. But
the spot remained deserted, and Bunter
snored eard.

He might have snored on till sunsst;
but it was the inner Bunter that woke
him. There was an aching void in
Bunter. 8ince breakfast he had had
nothing but Mustapha's oranges. Tha
heat of the day was over when ha
awoke, and he awoke Irightiully
hungry !
~He sat uf\, rubbed his sleepy eyes, set
his gpectacles straight on his fat little
nose, swattéd-fliess, and groaned.

“Oh lor' I” said Bunter.

He rose wearily to his feet.— He was
hungry—famished—ravenous! It waa
like hkis awful experience on the
dahabiyeh over again! He rolled to the
open doorway ang blinked out.

“Beasts 1" groanad Bunter.

Thea Greyiriars fellows, of course, ware
mooning about Karnak with the
dragoman, staring at idiotic temples
and tombs, instead of looking for Bunter
as they ought to have been. Or if
they were looking for him, they hadn't
found him, which was just as bad. Not
even o beastly nigger was to be seen.

That shed, no doubt, was used for
something or other; but nobody seemed
to be using it now! Nothing met
Bunter's view but & dusty track, scat-
tered acacias, and endless, moving
maine,

The fierce heat of the day was over;
but it was still hot—very hot| Bunter
was extremely unwilling to recommence
his wanderings, with yawmng emptiness
in his fat insida. But he had to get
something to eat ! ]

If only some beastly nigger would
have turned u Bunter felt that
f‘if’ﬂl? a bunch of dates would save his
ife

*(Oh, good ™ he cjaculated -auddanl&.

A dingy turban showed over the
waving maize. It was coming in the
direction of the shed.

Bunter blinked at it eagerly. It was
a “beastly nigger” at last—and the
blackest nigger in Africa would have
been welcome to Bunter just then. The
man in the turban came in sight—and
Bunter gava a nnn&rulaivaﬂijum}% and
backed farther into the shed. t was
not one of the “fellaheen " who worked
in the fields. It was an Arab who was
coming towards the shed. It was an
Arab that Bunter knew. Well ha
remembered that hard, hawkish face—
the face of Yussef, the Arab desperade,
in the zervice of Kalizelos, the Greek.
Any other Arab—excepting Hamza—
would have been weloome to Bunter's
eyes. But the sight of the hawk-faced
ruffisn almost froze him with terror.

“0Oh orikey 1" gasped Bunter.

He fairly bounded away from the
door, The ruffian had not seen him—
and Bunter did not mean to be seen, if
he could help it. This was the ruffian
who had attacked Lord Mauleverer 1in
the hotel at Cairo, weeks ago, and whom
Bunter had smitten on the head with
a stool. He did not expect Yussef to
have forgotten that incident. The

thought of being cornered by the
Ifﬁm?:;nus rascal almost ourdled his
ood.

The man was coming to the shedl
Bunter could hear his footsteps now.
No doubt Yussef had been with
Ealizelos when he eorept on the
dahabiveh the previous night, and was
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hungng about the wicinity, probably
wondering what had become of his
master—perhaps spying on the Grey-
friars party. If he entered the shed
and found Bunter thora——  Bunter
remembered the dagger hidden under
the ruffian’s galabich, and shuddered.

He backed out of sight behind the
stack of baskets against the wall
There was plenty of cover. Certainly,
Yussef was not llkal'f to sus that ho
was there if he did /not see him.

Bunter palpitated and waited and
listened.

The foolsteps came nearer.

If they passed the shed——

But they did not pass the shed. They
came in at the open doorway. 1

Billy Bunter suppressed his breathing.

Only the stack of wicker baskets
stood between him and the savage Arab
—a desperate outcast, to whom his life

would have no more than a
mosquito’s.
What did the beast want there?

What could be his business in that lonely
shed, far from all habitations?
Evidently he had some business there,
for -he did mot go. ]

Bunter heard him sit down, leaning
back against the pile of baskets. The
wicker baskets creaked as he leaned on
them, and Bunter barely suppressed a
gasp. A scent of smoke came to him,

The Arab was smoking cigarettes.
From where he zat he faced the open
doorway. It dawned on Bunter, at last,
that the lonely shed was a place
appointment—that Yussef was waiting
for someone to join him there—as likely
as not the scarred ruffian Hamza,
Ferhaps the outcasts were camping in
that shed, while they waited for news of
their missing master.

Bunter could have groaned at the
thought. But he did not dare to groan.
He crouched in the shadowy recess
behind the baskets, and stilled his
breathing, while the hawk-faced Arab,
little dreaming that he was there, sat
and smoked, and watched the sunny,
dusty track winding away among the
maize felds.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Hunting Bunter !

6 ORDLY sars, here we go turn-
ing onl!" said Hassan, pro-
bably meaning “turning off.”

The CGreyfriars fellows had
reached the sgﬂh where Bunter’s camel
had turned off the road that morning.

Threa or four dark-skinned fellaheen

wur!-:in?; in the fields, answere

Hassan's inquiries, bawled in Arabio.

It had not been at all difficult to pick

up news of Bunter, so far.

Billy Bunter rather prided himself on
his distinguished sappearance, and
fattered himself that he was worth a
gecond glance anywhere. TUndoubtedly
he was distinguished enough to draw a
second, and even & third and fourth
glance; Lut the other fellows believed
that it was his width that did it| Any-
how, the juniors found that quite a lot
of people had sesa a fat Faringhee
careering on & runaway oamel.

Hagzan ppinted along the dusty way
with his s%ick The juniors looked
along the narrow route among the maize
fields. )

“Him fat lord go this
camel 17 gaid Hasson.

*“What the thumn did he turn off the
rond for?® grunted Johnny Bull
“What the dickens did even that fat
ass want to do that for 7"

“Him no want, sar; him camel want,”
said Hassan,

WAy ©n &

The juniors grinned. They had no
doubt that it was the camel, not Bunter,
that had decided to leave the road.

“Well, if the howling ass went that
wWay, that's our way 1* said Bob.
“Come on. If Bunter hasn't snaffled
any lunch, matters will be gettin
serions. Instead of seeing the ruins

Karnak, wa shall sea the ruins of
Bunter |*
The donkey-riders turned off the road,

snd the hoofs knocked up dust on the
track through the fields. Behind them
Ibrahim came puffing and panting, his
dusty djubbah E]uvging ot g:hind him,
His voice came plaintively from afar.
“¥ou pay for a camel! O noble
ntlemens, you pay for one lost camel |
ou pay five hundred piastres for one
camel which is lose!” :
The price of the lost camel was still
coming down. PErhaEs, now that the
juniors were on Bunter's trail, Ibrahim
eared that they might sight the lost
camel. Ha was anxious to bag his
backsheesh before such a disaster could
happen. But the jumiors gave no heed
to tho voice behind. :
Again and again Hassan questioned
natives in the fields, in incomprehensible
Arabio. 1mes they grinned as they
answered—i{rom which the juniors

I
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guessed that they had seen Bunter, and
remembered him,

MNever had there been so many clues
to & lost article. The party kept on
the trot, assured that they were draw-

.ing nearer to Bunter—feeling strongly

inclined to kick him if he had had no
serious accident, while prepared to
sympathise if he had—which was rather
s mixed stata of feecling.

They passed through a village, whore
thers was plenty of news of Bunter.
The Egyptian villagers had not forgotten
how he had scattered infants and ducks
and fowls in his wild career.

They passed through the village, and
trotted on beyond. 'ﬁhey did not expect
to find Bunter still on the camel, after
all these hourz; but evidently he must
have stuck on for a comsiderable time
before falling off. Where had he fallen

off *—was the question, .

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” roared Bob
Cherry suddenly.

“What—"

“The jolly old camel I" roared Bob.

“Oh, my hat!” )

“Him ca I"  grinned Hassan.
“Him lose small fat gentleman! ¥es,
SAr -[:iu ' ;

Under an acacia by the waysida
sprawled an ungainly form, which the
juniors knew at onco. It was the
supercilious camel that had sneered at
Bunter that morming. It sprawled on
its stomach, its long neck extended,
taking & rest in the shade of the
acacia. No doubt it was waiting for

the cool of the evening before it trotted
home to Luxor.

“You pay for a camel I Thrahim waa
chanting in the rear, when he broke off
suddenly at the sight of the arimal
under the tree, and ejaculated:

" Bismillah !

Ibrahim's jaw dropped.

His misgivings had been well-founded |
Hera was the camel; and Ibrahim’s
hopes of an indemnity for a lost camel
vanished on the spot. It was quite a
dismaying encounter for the honest man,

The camel raised his head, and
sneered at the donkev-riders. MNa donbt
he recognised the party again; aod per-
haps he thought that his fat burden was
to ba landad on him once more.

He dragged himself on hizs long, un-
gainly legs, sneering more than ever,
and looked inclined to take to his heels.
Ibrahim came fo & halt, at a distance
behind. No doubt he considerad that if
the camel escaped, he might still claim
to be indemnified for a lost camel.

“Catch him I* exclaimed Bob Cherry.
“Bpread out and surround the brute.
We shall want him to stick Bunter on
when we pick him up.”

*Yaas, bé-cghndl" said Lord Maule-
varer. “Ca his rope, somebody.”

The head-rops was trailing from the
camel. The donkey-riders spread out to
cut off the camel's escape, and Hassan
approached him with smtf:lig estures,
to seize the trailing rope. ut the
camel declined to listen to the woice of
the charmer. He backed, snorting, to
the wayside, turned, and plunged into
& field of tall, waving maize,

* After him I'" ghouted Wharton,

The donkey-riders plunged into the
maize, leaving the donkey-boys on the
road. The camel streaked across the
malze field, but on the farther side was
s canal, and he stopped and swung
round. He rushed back towards the
road again, snorting and squealing, with
the juniors mundg him, and Hassan
making frantic clutches at the trailing,
whisking rope.

“Stop him!"” roared Wharton to the
donkey-bhoys.

Hassan yelled in Arabie.

The camet ran out into the road again
ond one of the Luxor donkey-boys
grabbed the head.-rope and swung him
to a halt. A moment later, Hassan came
panting up and grasped the rope, afid his
stick cracked on the camel, warning him
that it was time to cease his antics. The
camel evidently understood, for he was
submissive at once,

“Giot him !” gasped Bob.

“The gotfulness is terrifio!™

“Keep him safe, Hassan !"

“ Him safe, sar!” panted the drago-
man. “Him camel safe as one house,
as you eay in English" ]

“You'd better ride him, till we find
Bunter,” said Wharton. *“Come on!
Where's Mauly? Mauly[®

“Mauly, you slacker!” roarcd Bob.

In the excitement of chasing the
camel, the juniors had not missed Lord
Mauleverer till that moment. Now they
observed that his lordship was no longer
with them. “They stared round in
surprise,

he maize was high; but it was not
high enough to hide a rider. But there
was nothing to be seen of Mauleverer.

“Has the duffer tumbled off his
donkey '’ m:c'ia.ime§ Nugent.

“Tooks like it! Mauly!” roared Bob.
“ Mauly, you ass!”

“Mauly! Mauleverer! Mauly ™

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo! Hera comes the
moke

The donkey-boy to whom Lord Maul-
everer’'s mount belonged was calling and
whistling,. A riderless donkey dashed

MaicNer LisnaRy.—No. 1,282
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out of the wn!nﬁl dhurra, and the
donkey-boy osught him by the rein.

“Woll, my het!” exclaimed Nugent.
“Mauly’s the best rider of the lot of us,
but he's let the donkey throw him off.”

“ Mauly [¥ roared Bob.

Thers was no answer from Lord
Mauleverer. The juniors stared round
them in astonishment. Even if Maul
had been thrown by the donkey, it
was hardly to bo supposed that he was
injured—too severely injured to answer
to his friends. Why he did not answer
was & mystery. .

“Him ncble lord do not come!™ said
Hassan, puzzled. “ Why do not a noble
lord come? Mashallsh! This I do not
understand.”

“My hat!” Wharton caught his breath.
“Jf that villain Kalizelos was not a
prisoner on the dahabiyeh, I should
think—" .

“Thank goodness Mauly left him safe
on the boat,”’ said Bob, “It can't be
that! But what the thump's become of
him?®

Harry Wharton set his lips hard.
With the scheming Greek & safe

isoner on the dahabiyeh, the juniors

d not dreamed of danger. ut it
was possible, at least, that the Greek's
confederates had been watching them.
What had happened to Mauleverer in
thae waving maize field?

“"We've got to find him—and at once,”
said Wharton, “ Bunter will have to
wait! Hassan, we've pgot to fnd

Mauleverer.”

“Yez, sar! YWe find & noble lord!”
said Hassan, " Oh, yes, sar! Hassan is
your dragoman—you trust Hassan!"”

Leaving the came] and the donkeys in
charge of the donkey-boys, Hassan an
the Famous Five plun EJ into the maize
again to seek Lord iﬁauievm‘an But
they did not find him—and no answer
came to their anxious calling.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Held by the Enemy !

H AMZA, 4 the a!cnrre% Aﬁ'nh'
rinned sava . srouchin
1En the tall, gtr?u;r:k maize, hﬁ

knee was on the chest of the
schoolboy ecarl, and be was windin
s rag from his turban round an
round Mauleverer's head, over his
mouth, Lord Mauleverer blinked up at
him with dazed eyes.

For some moments Mauly hardly knew
what had happened. He had been riding
through the maize, not three or four
vards from the nearest of hiz friends,
when a crouching figure leapt at him
and dragged him suddenly from the
dﬂnkey*aimk—gmspmp; his leg and un-
horsing him before he knew that he
wase being attacked. The donkey ran on
with empty saddle, and Lor aul-
everer sprawled in crushed maize, the
scarred Arab kneeling on him, gaggiog
him with the strip of turban before he
could utter a ory,

Half-choked by the gag, only able to
breathe through his nose, Mfs.ulerarer
stared dizzily at the savage, scarred face
above him.

He could hear the movements of his

friends; he heard them go chasing back
to the read after the camel. They had
not missed him yet. He strugg to

throw off the Arab; but the muscular
ruffian pinned him down helplessly.
In the grip of sinowy hands, his wrists
wara dragged ther and tied fast with
another strip of dingy turban.  Bound
and gag{ged, he was powerless in the
hands of the scarred ruffian; and he
could only wonder what the scoundrel
intended. The man could not rise to his
feet without revealing his presence in
the maize field; yet the tact that he had
made Mauly a prisoner showed that it
TreE MigNET ARY.—No. 1,282

was his object to get him away, if he
counld.

Hamza lost no time. He was taking a
desperate chance, and he had not a
second to spare, co Mauleverer waa
safely bound and silenced, the Arab
o away on his hands and knees
through the maize, dragging the school-
bn{ ear! after him by the collar,

t was hard going through the rugged
maize roots; but the sinewy ruffian never
paused o moment, and evidently he cared
nothing for the bumping and bruising ot
the dragging prisoner.

From the -direction of the road,
shouting wvoices came to Lord Maul-
everer's ears; his friends were calling
to him. Even yet he was not fifty yards
from them; but he could make no sound
or sign in answer. But they would be
searching for him through the field in
& few minutes at the most—surely he
could not be spirited away under the
very eyes of his friends.

ere was a glistening of water
through the maize. It was one of the
narrow irrigating canals that cover the
cultivated ]E:md in E like a not-
work. Mauleverer felt himself pushed
over the bank of brown earth, and for
a moment he fancied that the scarred
ruffian was dropping him into the water,
But it was on timber that he fell; and
he found himself sprawling in a small
boat—a khiassa, as it was called. The
searred Arab plunged in after him, still
keeping his head low, and kneeling in
the khiassa, ho seized & pole and drove
it into the shallow water.

The khiassa shot away.

Mauleverer underst now. KEither
the Arab had the khiassa in readiness,

d or he knew whera to find the boat be-

longing to the maize farmer. With awift,
strong arms he poled the khiassa awary,
and it shot past the border of the maize
field, into another canal that ran by
the edge of s grove of data-palms.
Swiltly, silently, the scarred Arab poled
on, following canal after ecanal, %’crd

auleverer watching him helplessly.
He had no hope that his friends wonld
find him now. If they were still calling
to him, their voices had died away far
behind.

Several times from the high patha
along the canals brewn faces gla
down at the khiassa. The banks of the
canals are the usual paths in the culti-
vated flelds of Egypt; and Lord Maul-
everer sighted more than a dozen fella-
heen, as the khiassa was poled rapidly
on  But he could not eall cut to them;
and they gave him no heed. The
khiasza passed them so swiftly that they

robably did not observe that the

aringhee was a prisoner in the boat;
and in any case, the timid Egyptian
fellaheen would have been very unlikely
to look for trouble with the black-
browed, savage-looking Arab, with his
harsh face disfigured by a knife-cut.

The canal narro and shallowed,
and there was no furither way for the
khiassa. Hamza leaped ashore at a
point where a path opened in a field of
date-trees, am? drogged Lord Maul-
everer after him.

Out of sight of the canal he threw his

risoner to the ground among the trees.
He grinned down at him.
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Btill he did not speak. But kneeling
beside the bound schoolboy, he began to
search him.

He grinned with satisfaction as he
took possession of a purse which was
well supplied with money. But it was
evidently not money of which he was
in search, though he was glad to
his thievish fingers on it. Mauleverer
knew that it was the scarab he was
seeking ; and he was glad that he had
allowed his friends to persuade him not
to carry it sbout with him. Bince the
day when the Greek had so nearly
seized it 'in Cairo, the Famous Five had
promised Mauly the ragging of his life
1f he carried it in his pocket again; and
Mauly was glad now that he had
yielded to that tle persuasion.

It did not take the scarred man long to
ascertain that the Golden Scarab was
not to be found. He spoke at last, in

EngtI}ah.

“Unbelieving son of a dog, whera is
the scarab?®

_ Mauleverer could not have answered
if he had wished to. Hamza rose to his
feet, stared round him, and listened for
severa] minutes. Then he knelt by the
schoolboy earl again, and unwound ihe
rag from hiz mouth, at the same time
pressing the edge of a knife to his throat
a8 A WATDINg.

“A curse on &ll unbelievers!" said
Hamza. *“8peak low, son of fifteen
thousand dogs! One ory, and with this
knife I will send you to Bhaitan, who
waits for all infidels! Where iz the
gcarah ' .

*"Where vou won't find it, you thief I"*
answered Lord Mauleverer, gasping.

* Listen, unbeliever! The Greeck will

ive twenty thousand fiaatrﬂs_fﬂr the

arab of A-Menah! Is the life of &
Faringhee worth half s0 much? Speak ™

The harsh, brown, disfigured face
blazed with ferceity. But there was
?nl?lwil scorn in Mauleverer's answer-
In QK.

Did you leave the scarab on the
dahabiveh? Speak!”

“Yaas"

“Dog of &an unbeliaver!” The
scarrad ruffian was evidently savagel
disappointed, “To me it i3 wor
twenty thousand piastres, and with
such a sum I could make the pilgrim-
age to Meecca. Son of dogs and pigs!”

The ruffian broke into Arabie, and,
without understanding what he said,
Mauleverer could not fail to be aware
that he was cursing in that language so
fluent in curses. But he spoke again in
English at last. “ But you, at least, are
in my hands, and the Greek will pay
well for you, for it is his plan to ransom
you with the scarab. You, dog of a
kafir, will remain in a sefe place till
Kalizelos comoes. ™

With the words he wound the stei
of turban again over Mauleverec's
mouth, gegging him. He dra%gad she
schoolboy earl to his feet, and sizned
to him to walk.

Mauleverer hesitaled s moment. A
savage blow that made him real put
an end to his hesitation.

“IDog of a kafir, go!" soarled the
soarred Arab. :

Mauleverer’'s eyes glinted. DBut he
wos helpless, and he moved on, with the
Arab’z prip on his shoulder.

They wound a way among the date-

ms, the Arab’s oves Flancing to and
ro, watchful as a cat's. It was evi-
dent that he knew the countr
was avoiding roads and paths. Twice,
at the sound of footsteps, he dragged
Mgauleverer into cover, and held him in
a savage grip till tI:m footsteps died

well, and

awWay.
It was clear that he was heading for
gome  defnite  object—some  den,
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Hardly had Hamza stepped into the shed when Mauleverer was upon him with the spring of a tiger,

he roared, as the Arab gave a startled howl and crashed backwards.

Mauleveror guessed, where the priscner
would be concealed in safety till he
could be handed over to the Greek. It
was a comfort to Mauly to reflect that
the Gresk was a prisoner on board the
dahabiyeh, and was not likely to rejoin
his confederates, If the scarred man in-
tended to wait till Ealizelos came, he
had a long wait ahead of him.

Hamza stopped at last under a shady
acacia, and peercd out at a path be-
yond the trees.

The sun was zinking over the Nile,
and the gorgeous colours of the
Egyptian sunset glowed over the fields.
For several minutes the scarred Arab
watched the path, then, satished at last
that the coast was clear, he loft the
acacias, and dragged on his prisoner
along the dusty track. Near tha trees
was & shed, with an open doorway, at
the corner of a field, and Mauleverer
could sea dimly the shape of 4 man in a
dinghy galabich squatting inside.

“Faster|” snarled Hameza, dragging
at_him savagely. : ;

was anxious to get his prisoner
out of the open. :

Lord Mauleverer stumbled into the
shed, dragged by the Arab’s rough
hand. The man who was leaning on
the pile of baskets, smoking, sprang to
his tect with an exclamation, staring at
Mauleverer in astonishment.

Mauleverer’'s heart sank as he r -
nised Yussef, the hawk-faced Arab who
had attacked him in the Cairo hotel,
and who had kept him & prisoner in the
lost tomb at the Pyramids. Wussef
stared at him, ovidently surprised to
sae him in the hands of his confedorate.

The two Arabs spoke together rapidly
in their own tongue, Yussef was grin-
ning with satisfaction. Hamza's arrival
with tho prisoner had been a surprise,
snd evidently & pleasant surprise to
him. Lord Mauleverer sat down on the
earthen floor, and leaned back wearily
against the baskets.

The Arabs continued to talk in am-
meated tones, and several times Mauly

caught the name of Kalizelos. He
could make g guess at what they were
discussing. Now that the owner of the
Golden Boarab was a prisoner in their
hands they were anxious to see their
anatar, and receive their reward f{rom

i,

But it was fairly clear that the
in total ignorance of what had hap-
pened to the Greek, They had seen
and heard nothing of him since they
had pushed off from the dahabiyeh at
the sougd of alarm in the night. The
could have ascertained easily enoug
that he had not been handed over to

wars

the police at Luxor; but they were not
likely t© guess that Mauleverer had
taken the law into his own hands, and

locked the rascal in a room on the daha-
biveh. There was little doubt thot
they supposed that the Greck had
escaped from the dahabiyeh after the
alarm, and were expecting to get into
touch with him again.

The talk was long, incom ensible
to Mauleverar, though he thought he
could guess its purpork from the expres-
sions on the Arabs' faces, and the fre-
quent repetition of the name of Kali-
golos, Many times the two brown-
skinned rascals looked out of the shed
as if half-expecting to ses the Greck
mmi.ng gt which Mauleverer smiled
inwar fy, The clatter of Arabic ceased
at last, and VYussef left the shed, and
Mauleverer watched him disappear in
the distunce along the dusty track in
the sunset, .

Hamza turned to him.

With a length of cord ha bound the
sql:onlboy’s ankles. He grinned down
at him savagely as he knotted the cord.

“Here vwyou walt!™ he grunted,
“Yussef will find the Gresk—he will find
him at Luxor—and he will come, Hero
you wait for Kalizelos.”

And Lord Mauleverer, from the hot-
tom of his heart, was thankful that
Konstantinos Kalizelos was a safa

risoner on board the dahabiyeh, under

and key, and watch and ward.

—

** Buck up, Bunter ] **

*“ QOh crikey ! ** gasped fhe terrified Owl.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter on the Spot

ILLY BUNTER squatted in his

B shadowy recess between the

stacked wicker-baskets and the

wall, breathing with care, and

hardly daring to squash the enterpris-

ingkﬂma that had followed him into his
oG K.

It seemed to William George Bunter
of the Grervfriars Remove that this was
the limit—the very outside edge, He waa
hungry—fearfully hungry—but he had
almost forgotten it in %ia toerror for his
fat skin. It was hot and stuffy behind
the baskets, and he hardly dared to stir
a3 insects crawled over him. But heat
and Hies and beetles, even the achin
void in his capacious inside mattere
nothing in comparison with the danger
from the Arabs.

Bunter had hoped that Yussef would
go. Instead of that the scarred Arab
had come. Bunter listenced in terror to
the voices in growling Arabic. Ha had
an impression that there was a third
party m the lonely shed; but he heard
only two volces.

At last, to his intense relief, he heard
Yussef depart, and hoped to hear the
othor beast follow. Once the coast was
clear the fat Owl would not have lin-
gered.  But the other beast did not
follow. Bunter heard a rustling, fum-
bling sound, but he did not know that
the scarred Arab was binding a
prizoner’s feet. But he heard Hamza's
words to Lord Mauleverer, and knew thit
thero was a prisoner in the shed. If
waz & comfort to Bunter, as well as to
Lord Mauleverer, to recmember that
Kalizelos was safe, and that Yussef, who
had gone to seek him at Luxor, would
certainly not find him there. Theve
was no danger of the Greek arriving.

That was a comfort; but tha qcarrmi
Arab obviously intended to remain and
wait for Kalizelos with his prisoner.
Yussef was pone, but the other beast
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was in his place, and Bunter groaned
silently—he dared not groan aloud.
He guessed that the prisomer was
Meauloverer, and no doubt he would
have felt rather concernéd about him
had not all his concern been required for
his own fat sclf. How was he going to
get out of this? That was the pressing
uestion that filled Bunter's fat
thoughts.

Fortunately the Arabs had not sus-
};a_:t’ced for a moment that anyone was
idden in the shed. Evidently it was
their mecting-place, at a safe distance
from the town—perhaps belonging to
ona of them, or hired from its owner
for a fow piastrea,

It was not likely to occur to them
that a fat and fatuous fellow who had
had taken shelter thore,

lost his wa
and dudgedy out of sight behind the
baskets. Which was fortunate for

Bunter, for a single conspicucus glance
behind tho stack of wicker baskets
would have revealed him.

Hamza had sat down, cross-legged, en
the fleor, and was waiting with the im-
passive patienco of an Oriental for the
roturn of his confederate. It was only
a few miles to Luxor: but Bunter knew,
if Hamza did not, that the hawlk-faced
Arab was not likely to return soon.

The sun was setting; erimson and
fnld strcamed in at the open doorway.

t looked as if Bunter was booked for
the night—if he was not discovered
sooner.  Kvery now and then there was
a ereaking of the buskets as Lord Maule-
verer, leaning wearily on them, stirred.
Every ercak sent a thrill of terror fo
Bunter's fat heart. If the baskets
toppled over and revealed him—

Eilly Bunter heard a movement from
the Arab at last, Hamsza roso from his
crocred legs, and stepped out of the
shed. and stood looking along the dusty
track by the acacias. Billy Bunter's
fat heart beat. I1f the ast was
gong—

Bunter was getting desperate now.
Hea stirred at last and shifted his

ogition so that he could leck from be-

ind the piled baskets. If the Arab
was gone, it was an opporfunity not
to be lost. He put his head round the
stack of baskets as cautiously as a tor-

toize Fukin ita head from itz shell,
and blinked across the shed.
“"Oh lor'!™ breathed Bunter, in

despair,

e scarred Arab was standing out-
side the doorway, fortunately with his
back to tho shed. He wasz watching for
hizs confederate to return from Luxor,
little dreaming of the eyes, and the
spectacles, that were foastened on the
back of his dusty djubbah.

Buntér's head popped back sgain like
a tortoise’s,

He suppressed a groan.

The beast was not gone. He did not
intend to go. He was only watching
for the other beast.

There wos a sound of footsteps—
receding | Bunter hoped again!| Again
he peerad out from cover.

Hamza was walking slowly down the
dusty track, towards the road which it
joined at a distance. Apparently, he

was going to look up the road to see
whether Yussef and the Greek were
coming.

Bunter’'s heart thumped.

It was a chance—if only he could
dodge out of the shed, and escape
before the ruffian turned back.

Farther and farther went Hamaza;
without looking back once; there was
nothing to look back [or—so far as
Hamza knew.

Billy Bunter took his courage in both
hands—such as it was—and made up his
fat mind. He had only to get to the
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doorway, dodge round the shed, and he
would be out of sight, if the Arab did
look back. A few moments——! In his
duﬁp concern for himself, the fat Owl
had quite forgotten, for the moment,
that there was a prisoner in the shed,
and that it was most likely Maulevercr.
He tTtaed from his hiding-place.

Lord Mauleverer, leaning on the
baskets, heard a sound behind him, but
did not heed it. But, as a fat figure
stolo out into his line of vision,
Mauleverer stared at it with eycs open-
ing wide.

Of all the dwellors in the land of
Eg}'f?t, Billy Bunter was the last he
would have expected to sec at that
moment. The asight of Mark Antony
or Cleopatra could hardly have
astonished him more.

He hardly believed his eyes as they
fell on the well-known fat figure and
podgy face and shining ﬂpt‘:ﬂtﬂ.ﬂ?ﬂ‘s of the
Owl of the Remove.

Bunter, his eyes fixed on the doorws
and the Arab beyond, did not loo
round. Mauleverer could not speak.
But he gave a convulsive wriggle to
attract the fat Owl's attention, and the
baskets creaked and swayed. Bill
Bunter, startled, uiterced o fat squea
of alarm, and blinked round.

“Oh!” he gasped. " Mauly!”

The gag silenced Mauleverer, but his
look was cloguent. How Bunter was
there, was an utter mystery; but he
was there, and even Bunter—now that
he was reminded of Mauly’s un-
important  existence —could  hardly
have scuttled off and leave him to it
For & second he blinked at Mauleverer
in dismay snd doubt; and then he
rolled to ‘him. Where Mauly sat was
out of sight of the open doorway, so
Bunter was now out of view of the
Arab if he looked back at the shed.

Billy Bunter was trembling from head
to foot. Every moment he dreaded to
hear the returning footsteps of the
Arab. But he saw that Mauleverer
could not stir, and he fumbled for his
pocket-knife. He fumbled in the wrong
pockets first, as a matter of course, but
he found the knife at last, and opened
it It was blunt—that was a matter
of course, also. But he sawed des-
Earatei_v at Mauly's bonds with the

lunt blade,

Mauly's hands came free, and he tore
the &.a.ggmg‘ strip of turban from his
mouth, and gasped in breath. He jorked
the knife from Bunter, and out his feet
loose.

“By ged!” breathed Mauly.

“C<ccome on!” stutte Bunter.
“C-g-come on, q-q-quick | That b-b-beast
may come back any minute."

Mauly rose to his feet, stretching his
cramped limbs. Bunter clutched him
frantically by Arm,

“C-c-coms on!” he gasped.

" Koop cqu, old fat bean,” said
Mauleverer. “There's two of us now,
even if the brute comes back.”

“You silly idiot! I'm going!”

Bunter rolled to the doorway, while
Mauleverer stood rubbing his limbs
where the bonds had been knotted. 'The
fat Owl peered ocut cautiously, and
popped back, almost fainting with
terror. :

“ He—he—he's coming I

“"Yans?"' yawned Mauleverer.

“We—we're done!l Oh lor’l
crikﬁyl It's too late——"

“ Keap cool I”

Oh

Hamza's foolsteps could be heard on
the dusty, sandy track. He had looked
along the road, and failed to sce a
sign of Yussef roturning, and he was
coming back to the shed. Billy Bunter
groaned in dispair. By staying to help

Mauleverer he had lost his chance of
dodging ocut of sight. Emerging from
the shed now meant stepping into {ull
view of the returming Arab.

“Keep cool, old an,” whispered
Mauleverer. “We'll snafle him as he
comes in ™

“Oh lor' ™

“Back up, Bunter! We've got to
sura&nnw, to save our bacon!"

“Loooogh 1

Bunter did not Iook much like sorap-
ping. Mauleverer, cool as ice, stepped
to the side of the open doorway. Bunter
rolled behind him. The Arab was
coming back, without the remotest
suspicion that his prisoner was loose—
never dreaming of an attack.
Meauleverer's tecéth were set, his eyes
gl_mtmg{l Thera was a chance of dealing
with the ruffian, taken utterly by
surprise as he would be. And the cool
determination of the schoolboy carl
helped the hapless Owl to screw up his
COUraAge.

The footsteps came closer; the
shadow of the Arab fell into the door-
wné'. The next moment he stepped in—
and, as he came, Mauleverer was upon
him with the spring of a tiger.

One startled howl br ke from Hamza
as he went over, urashing on the
earthen fcor.

.P:E[a.ulave:ar was upon him.

“Back up, Bunter!” he roared.

Uh crikey ¥

Hamza, after the first shock of
utter surprise, struggled like & wild
beast. He had gone down on his back,
and Mauly, grasping him fiercely,
desperately crashed his head on tha
hard earth, The back of Hamza's hoad
hit the varth hard, and the crash dazed
him, but he struggled furiously.

‘ Bunter——" panted Mauleverer.

Crash!

A fat knee, with all Bunter's weight
on it, landed on the stomach of the

spmwling: Arab,
. Hamza's struggles ceased on  the
mstant.

He gave one horrible, gasping groan,
and lay writhing, with every ounce ol
wind knocked out of his carcass, His
jaw dropped, his eyes bulged, and he
gurgled hideously.

";HS]I:IETEME panted.

' man! Hook it, ol
fat hﬂamﬁﬂc akd

He grasped Bunter by a fat arm, and
they dashed out from the ghed. Rehind
them, groans and gasps and gurgles
were all that came from Hamza, az he
writhed on the floor in anguish. The
scarred ruffian was hors de combat,

“Buck up, Bunter|”

Bunter did not need bidding.
fat little legs fairly flashed as gﬁ flew.
Even the shim Mauly had to put it on
to keep pace with the terrified Owl.
In a couple of minutes they reached
the end of the track where it joined
the road. Lord Mauleverer gave one
glance round him. The setting sun
showed him the direction of the Nile—
and in that direction lay Luxor—some-
where, He turned into the road, and
ran on, with Bunter spluttering at his
side. The crimson glare of the sunset
was giving place to mauve twilight;
and under the gathering shadows they
ran and ran and ran,

His

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER,
Unexpected !
13 a

& ORDLY gentlemen, it
L game which is u?; as you
say in your noble language,”
sa1id Hassan, the dragomap,
somewrat dismally.

(Continued on page 28.)



OUR STIRRING STORY OF THE “ GOOD OLD DAYS,”

THE

Down-River !

b TEADY, boy 1"

5 As Jerry Meclean spoke, he
gave the tiller a pull which
swung the wherry out into the

full flood of the recing tide, and then
looked at the boy,

Hal Lovett was pulling for all his
worth at the oars, and his face was
white and strained from the desperate
work.

“No need to row like that now, lad:
we're safe.”  Jerry rose and moved
forward, his water-soaked, rough brown-
cloth conviet's clothes clinging to him,
his heavy boots squelching river wator

as he stepped. “You take the tillar,
lad. It's my turn.””
From sheer exhaustion the boy

obeyed. But as he took the cars and
dropped upon the thwart Jerry did not
inmediately begin to row. Instead, he
frowned into the darkness, focusing his
eyves upon & bright red glow which came
and went. Up-river, where the convict
hulks lay beside the dockyard at Wool-
wiech, a shot rang out, then another,

The racing tide bora wild shouts and
crics of agony to the ears of man and
boy. Suddenly the blaze grew brighter
~—zo bright that Jerry and Hal ecould
maka out the anchored hulk, and above
the brightening glare in her a pall of
dense black smeoke which drifted back to
London town.

head and

his towzled
stared aghast; then he dropped his head
uFm hia folded arms and burst into a fit
of so

Hal turned

bbing which shook him violently.
It was only for a little while, however.
Soon he looked up, dashing the tears
angrily from his blurred eyas.

“Jerry,”' he choked, “we ought to
have gone back. It was cowardly to
. e convicts are Gghting for their
lives Back there."

MoLean's lips tightened.

“Av,” he said, “they are fighting for
their lives. But as soon as Em :FELI:‘IJP
bell rang on shore, and the soldiers
came racing to the boats, it was every
man for himself, and we are lucky to
have got where we are, boy.”

“If only John Pryse were with us!”
Hal thought hungrily of the big and
plucky convict who had been the means
of his and Jerr¥'s deliverance,

“I wish he were, boy,” Jerry agreed.
“I lost sight of Jack after I eaw him
dive. It was useless waiting any longer.
But I know Jack, There 1sn't a river
that can drown him, [ don't think he's
dead. Tf he's alive we'll meet him
again soon, unlesg—->""

The boy looked at Jerry MceLean
questioningly.

“Unlezs he is taken, or the Runners
capture us,’’ explained Jerry, with a
grin.

The boat was drfting onward at o

RED FALCON!

By

ARTHUR STEFFENS

rare speed., A bend in the river showed
Hal and Jerry the convict hulk with all
her mt& apglow with fire. They could
SC0 ts, like walnut-shells, moving
around her. More fiendish crics and a
few more shots came to their ears.
Then flames bagan to lick the jury mast
of the Ethalion. The convict hulk which
hed been their prison was doomed !

McLean swung his back into s lusty
stroke and urged the wherry on at a
faster spoed,

"Neo use waiting |" he cried.

Before they were aware of her ap-
proach they almost ran into the bows
of a great barge which was sailing up-
river, Only a swift turn of the tiller
and a hard stroke from Jerry's right-
hand oar carried them cloar of the
threatening stem, and Jerry was forced
to ship the oar and fend the boat off
tho barge with his hand,

A coarse oath followed them into the
darkness, and Jerry hauled the boat
round.

“"Let's get ashora " he eried.

The Thames began to broaden out,
and the tide was so swift that it took
Jerry gome hard rowing before the shore
loomed uF ahead.

A pebble strand ran up from thoe out-
flowing river to a high bank. A fow
hefty strokes, and then Jerry MceLean
shipped his oars. The keel of the boat
grated on the shingle, and Jerry vaulted
over the sida and held the boat fast. In
a Hlft].]mnt Hal ja:'inﬂd him. —

Was 0 go0 ing on, boy,"" whis-
pored MeLean, * E?e'c? have been seen
as soon as day broke. We've got to take
our chance on shore.”

They'll send

"We haven't come far.
arties,” said Hal, who was

out search

shivering from the cold. “They'rs
bound to catch us. We've pot no friends
and nowhere to go.”

“I've got friends,” McLean assured
the boy through teeth which chattered
violently, “We'll find & safe hiding-
place befors morning. Then weo'll get
some  clothes—somehow, It's  these
cursed convict rags that may betray us.”

“But we mustn’t leava the boat here,
Jerry: it would be seen.”

“You'ra right, boy," said MeLean,
pushing the stolon wherry into deep
water and wading knee-deep after it to
ﬁve it a final thrust, which hurled it
“%ﬁﬂd ti‘ﬁﬂ eddies m(l:lq} tho gmnhg; tide.

are she goes—and may she i1
the Nore before the *busies® find he]-z-a P

Jide by side the two waited until they
saw the vanishing boat merge with the
night; then they climbed up the bank
and locked sbout them.

Above a bank of dense black cloud
the moon began to peep, and they
realized they were in an open meadow.
Crossing this, thdy found themselves
stopped by & high, overgrown hedge.
By the side of this they went, scarching
for an opening. They could zee cattlo

READ THIS FIRST.

CONYICTED OF CONSPIRING TO ROB THE EARL OF HUNTFORD OF A DIAMOMD STAR, HAL LOYETT AND HI3 CHUM,
JEARRY McLEAN, ARE GONVEYED TO THE CONYIOGT HULK ETHALION, ANCHORED AT WOOLWICH—HAL TO SERVE A
SENTEMCE OF SEVEN YEARS, AND McLEAN TO AWAIT DEPORTATION. AS THE RESULT OF A PREARRANGED PLAN,
ORCANISED EY A BURLY PRISONER MAMED PRYSE, WIHOM McLEAM HAD PREVIOUSLY GEFRIEMDED, THE CONYICTS
FIRE THE SHIP, AND HAL AND JERRY GAIN POSSESSION OF A WHERRY AND MAKE GOOD THEIR ESCAPE IMN THE

BLAGKNESS OF THE HNIGHT.
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lying on the dew-laden grass, and pre-
a':mt v came to a high gate, over wgirnh

they climbed.
]%&:ﬂd the gate ran a parrow,

muddy, rutted road, and, after empty-
ing the water out of their thick-soled
boats, they followed this until their
chilled bodies steamed from the vigorous
exercise.

The moon was up now, and by its aid
they followed & footpath which led them
to a farm. In order to (i;uin the road
bayond the farm they had to pass closa
to the farmhouse, and as they neared it
e dog began a ferocious barking as if
strained at its in.

Hal stopped, hesitating.

“Never mind the dog, boy," said

Lean, urging him on, " We've got to
find shelter befors the day breaks’

They poced on togﬁatha » whilst the
furious barking of the dog awakened
other dogs 1n the neighbourhood, which

joined 1n the canine chorus.
“This  wayl”  cried McLean.
“Through the farmyard! It's the

pearest way to the road "

They raced past the farmhouse, their
bhearts beating fast.

Suddenly & window rasped up.

Hal cast s glancs back over his
shoulder and saw a man in a nightshirk
appear at tho window. His round face
was topped by e nighteap, the tassel of
which bobbed ludicrously.

“Thieves " roared the man, as he
ca.uﬁht- sight of the ruhming figures.
“I'll teach "ea to rob my hen-roost"’

Hal zslowed in his running. The sight
of the nighteap fascinated him.  Sud-
denly he saw a gleam of metal as the
farmer swung a bell-mouthed weapon
up to his shoulder and fired.

Bang |

The report of a blanderbuss achoed
denfeningly in the night, and as Hal
and Jerry pounded on, they heard the
~patter of bullets rip and tear the leaves
of the trees and bushes near them.

“Como on, boy 1" shouted McLean, as

swung back a five-barred gate and
pelted out on to the road. *“Let’s find
cover |*

Hunted I

AL and Jerry followed the road

H for a mile or two before they

came to a dense wood which in-

vited confidence. Although the

mn?n was up now, they did not meet a
soul.

The hedge which fringed the wood was
broken here and thera. so that it was
easy for them to scramble over a low
bank of earth and dive among the
trees. Here they waited till the day
broke and they could see their way
about.

Around them grew clumps of bushes
and great, upstanding trees. The wood
was of considerable extent, they dis-
covered, a3 they penetrated into its
depths.

Completely hidden by bushes, they
threw themselves down, and, removing
their boots, rested.

They were tired and hungry and foot-
gore. Their heads nodded and their eye-
lids closed, but they dared not go to
sleep for fear of being captured,

 As the da.g lengthened Hal became so
gick with hunger that his sleepiness
passed away., If only they had some
food !

In the afternoon they ventured farther
nfield, and, ﬁndin%- & stream runnin
through the wood, lpiﬂd at the crfnt.uﬁ
clear water. It gave them new life.

They had no sooner slaked their thirst,

however, than they heard the echo of

voices nl'aau at hand,
Mclean crouched, straining his ears
to listen.

“It's no use combing this wood for
escaped convicts,” he heard a man say-
ing. “How'd they get this way! You're
much more like to find 'em round
Blackheath, and they're shore to head
Lunnon way.”

McLean gripped Hal by the arm and
pulled him down. They were ringed
in with dense, close-growing rhodo-
dendron bushes, and it would have been
impossible to deteot them at ten yards'
range.

It was just as well, for less than a
minute later & ranger came along, with
a stick under his arm. At his heels
trailed a crowd of as—n-rtsm:an belonging
to the neighbourhood.

Hal held his breath as the party
stopped within reach of the bush under
which he was hiding.

“There's fine cover here for escaped
convicts,” said a stalwart young farmer.

“Bure there is,'’ answered the ranger,
“but they'd never come this way, I tell
‘a. It only leads to Farmer Goodyer's
farm and the river."

“Farmer Goodyer had a fright last
night. Saw twoe men in his farmyard,
and fired at 'em,” returned the young
farmer, “ And they fired back, he says,
and hit him. They must have been two
of the conviots. ™

“Bah!” replied the ranger. “Con-
victs with @ gunl [ say Farmer Good-
yer hit hisself. And he imagined secing
the two mea. He’d bin drinking I’’

* All the sama,” sai1d the yoang farmer
stubbornly, “seventeen of the conviets
%ﬁt- away after setting fire to the

thalion, and we're going to search this
wood. "

“Come on, then, lot's search it,”
answered the ranger, with some heat.
As he spoke, he turned and poked his
stick deep into the rhododenaron bush,
the sharp, steel-capped point of it touch-
ing Hal where ho lay. Then the man
moved a stﬂng, and raised a great branch
of the shrub up high. “Convicts in
hamI[" he jeered. * Come on, lat's find
Ium FF

To Hal's intense rolief, the whele lot
moved away. Snapping twigs and
rustling boughs marked their retreat,
and, as the sounds grew fainter, McLean
reached out a hand and touched Hal's.

“Pass o vote of thanks to our un-
known j)al, boy,” he said. “I reckon
he saved us.”

But though the danger passed o
quickly, 1t was not the end of the day's
alarmaz,

Later that same aftornoon MeLlean
and Hal, who had left the shelter of the
rhododendron bushes and climbed u
high into the branches of & giant spread-
ing cak, heard dogs baying as they
scourcd the undergrowth, and the deep-
throated shouts of men who urged them
LEFi 8

Sometimnes the szounds almost died
away, then they came again. Ones they
grew quite loud, and from their hiding-
place 1z the treo the two convicts =aw
the hounds raking through the wvery
clump of bushes under which they had
recently hidden.

" ¥ou'd slmost think someone was
hiding there, to hear the dogs baying,”
came in & loud, deep voice. * But it's
» faleo alarm. Let's go this way.”

The hunters and their dogs moved off,
and a little while later a mist bogan to
rise among the trecs.

THE MAGNET
Jerry Gets Some Clothes !

3 soon as night fell, Hal and
A McLean worked their way
cautiously to the fringe of the
_ wood. Hungry, and shivering
with dampness, they waited, until the
farm hands and cottegers went home
and only a few belated travellers re-
mained abroad.

Then they hurried along the lane in
front of them and made their way to
main road. Along this they went until
y:;wj camﬂ? to a :ignpmt th:g. mlElI them
1T was three and a8 oquarter miles to
Blackheath. ! 1

“Blackheath I” chockled MgcLean,
Burn me, boy, but if 1 once get in that
nm‘fhbuurh I'll know where I am
and what to do.®

They followed tha direction of the sign-
post, trudging on side by zide, their
heavy boots beating out an echoing
stamp of every stride, no matter how
lightly they trod.

Whenever a cottage loomed up they
scouted before taking a chance. If an
Inn came into view they reconnoitred
before they dared to pass it

It was pitch dark when Hal and
Jerry &t reached the great bleak
expanse of common., At onca they left
the road and began to cross the grass,

“Boy,” said McLean, “I havo mora
than one friend awmong the innkeepers
around these parts, for I used to ride
out or drive out here, and spend my
money lavishly as long as I had it.
But deuce take it, I shan’t be able to
take my bearings until the moon rises.”

“I'm hungry,” said Hal. “8hall wa
be able to get something to eat?”

“All we want, I hope,” encouraged
Jerry Mo “Anc shelter and rest,
too, unless my good friend fails me. If
ha does, why, then, boy, it will mean—
the bLalks—or worse, maybe. Already
wo must be condemned as escaped con-
victs, and mutineers, and——"

*“It might mean the gallows, Jerry,™
said Hal, finishing Moﬁean's unspoken
thought.

“More than likely,” said McLean.
They were moving stealthily and
noiselessly up and down the hollows of
the heath, making no sound. And now,
as they went, McLean gripped Hal's
arm.

* Look, lad [ ha cried.
_In the distance bobbed two dancing
lights, like will-o'-the-wispa. They
were advancing slowly. As they drew
nearer, the convicts heard the erunch-
m% of woeels upon the flint road

hen & man’s voice raised in anger
split the night. His oaths rolled
agross the heath, and the sharp crack
of & whip accompanied them.

“Whoa, vou black devil!” a voice
eried. “I'll stoady you=—I'll make you
do what I want|"

Crack, crack, erack!

Again camo the orack of the whip.

The lights had etopped. OUn the road
which top a gentle rise stood a cart
in black silhouette. The man who held
the reins was reeling in his seat and
lashing the horse until it reared up
between the shafts, At the same time
the man hauled at the reins, and his
curses showed that he had been drink-
ing.

It was a case oi sheer brutality on the
part of a drunken man towards an in-
offensive horse, and Jerry Mclean's
blocd boiled at the sight.

o
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Jorry loved horses. At ome time, as
Hal Lovett knew, he used to own them.
It was too much for him to see this
poor beast ill-used by a drunken bully.
Screwing up his conviet's cap, which
he pulled out of hmmkatr, e raced
up on to the road presented it at
the astonished driver.

“Your money or your life, and all the
glothes wou're wesring, you gallows
dog 1" cried Jerry. “Out of that trap
-—Eﬁmrp—lmd off with vour clothes, or
I'll slit your throat, and be hanged to

u]?]‘

FﬂThﬂ man stared down, and as he
recognizsed the clothes of rusty brown
Jerry was wearing, and saw the shadow
of I;u] bohind, ?m gave & terrified
ecream and came hopping obediently to
the ground,

Then, shaking with terror wnder the
menace of a rolled-wp convict's cap,
he got out of his clothes as quickly as he
was able.

Soon the man stood bared to his shict,
socks, and boots,

“What size boots are you wearing?"
demanded Jerry savagely.

“ Eig-eig-eights I” gasped the terrified
traveller.

“Then off with "em !” said McLean;
“they're my size '™

The man squatted on the grass and
removed his boots.

As soon as he had got out of his con-
vict's clothes and donned the rather ill-
fitting clothes he had *borrowed,” and
put on the man's boots, Jerry tossed the
discarded things at his vietim.

“There,” he said, “if you're cold geb
into those, but don’t blame me if they
arrest you and put you aboard the
hulks. ™

Jerry beckoned to Hal., The moon
was rising, and they could sce.

“Healp me unharness the horse, Hal,”
hea mriag.

“No!™ howled the traveller,
frenzy. “"How'm I to got home B

“Thank your lucky stars I didn’t put
a bullet through your cowardly hide ™
answered McLean. “You wouldn't
have bothered about home then, Come,
Hal, boy, help me releaze the horse [

They soon had the horse free. Then
Jerry vaulted on to its back, and,
gathering up the long reins, looped
them over hias right forearm.

“Up behind me, boy!” he cried.
“It's better to ride than to walk, and
it's a long cry yet to our friends!"

“I’ll sco the pair of you hanged at
Tyburn ! sercamed the infuriated
traveller.

“IDo you want me to come back and
blow vour brains out?” said McLean,
turning the horse about and cnce more
presenting his rolled up convict's cap at
the man's head.

The traveller did not reply. He
started off at & run across l;ia heath,

In a

and & string of threats and curses
trailed alﬂ:fe und him,
Jerry Mclean drove the horse along

the road at s steady trot.

“Whera are vou taking mo to,
Jerry 7Y gpsked Hal, as ho bumped up
and down behind.

At overy other stop his tecth met to-
gother with a soap, and he had to cling
on to Jerry desperately to save him-
salf from being thrown.

“To the 8wan With Two Necks, and
mina host, Pater Davey,” answered
Jerry Meleon.

———

The ** Swan With Two Necks ** |

HE 8Bwan With Two Necks was
not & ecoaching inn, but one of
thoze smaller wayside taverns
which, nevertheless, dispensed a

gplendid and bounteous hospitality 1n

the reign of His Most Gracious Majesty
King George IIL

Picturesquély gabled with a coach-
yard behind, and a long range of stables
and outbuildings, it nestled in a bower
of spreading trees and luxurious shrubs
within a mile of the heath. :

As they approached it, after having
had much difficulty in finding the right
road, McLean slowed the horse into a
walk. Then he brought the beast to a
standstill.

The sky was now deepest blue above,
and aglow with the silver light of the
moon. Thae winking stars shone pale.

“Hop down, bo EE-“ said Jerry.

Hal obeyed. Then, following him,
McLean gave the horse a smack on the
flank, which sent it careering away into
the night, the reins trailing ocut behind
it in the dust 3

“Wo'd best approach the inn on
foot,” said MeLean, unwindin
he had wound about his body before
riding the horse. “Drape this over

ur conviot's clothes, and cross your

ngcrs for luck, boy.”

n this weird fashion, the rug falling
almost to hizs ankles and concealing his
convict’s garb, Hal Lovett accompanied
Jerry to the door of tho inn,
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Boside the road & signpost stood, and,
as its board ereaked in tho gentle wind,
Hal saw painted wpon it a swan with
two necks,

Befora him stood the gabled inn it
salf, itz half-timbercd walls clusterced
with ¢limbing roses and ivy.

Jerry McLeon knocked loudly on the
door. The diamond-paned windows
were in darkness, and no light showed
anywhero within.

Again and again Jerry knocked, the
echoes dyin awni,' in the distance re-
luctantly., Jerry had almost given up
hope of being heard when at last foot-
steps rang beyond the closed door, and
then came the sound of bolts being
drawn back, and a chain shot. Finally
a key turned in the lock, and the door
sWung open. :

A sleepy-looking man with tousled red
hair stood in the doorway, peering ot
them suspicicusly over the futtering
fAame of a lighted candle. A flaum
told him that they were no gentlefolk,
thesa.

“Whe be you, and what do e
warnt?” he asked grufily. '

“PBed and breakfast, and a word with
Poter Davey,” answered McLean cheer-
fully, making as if to enter the inn.

Tha man barred the way, however.

“Maister Davey's in bed, and we can’t
take you in!” snapped the man with
the ginger hair.

He would have shut the door on them
if Jerry had not thrust his foot in the
WAaY. 2

““Peter Davey would not drive us
from his inn,” said MeLean, *“This is
sourvy treatment, fellow."

“I'Nl1 not take you in.” snarled the

the rug

27

man, looking suspiciously at Hal.
“How do I know you're not them con-
victs that escaped fredy the hulks?”

A deep, ringing, heavy veice behind
made the man suddenly {uu.p back.

*“Hero, what's to do, Tom Kinch "

“Travellers, Suspicious ecoves, who
want bed and breakfast,” gmwhad' Tom
Kinch, who was the potman at the Swan
With Two Necks.

“Travellers—eh I¥ grumbled the man
with the deep voice, as he strode up to
the door. “Hold that candle high so
that I can see, Tom.”

Hiz eyes travelled to Hal, and he

frowned. Then they switched to
McLean's face, and he starcd antd
gasped.

“Mr. McLe—" he began, but
checked himself quicki‘}'. " Why, come
in, sir, and bring your friend with you |

an
I don’t know what good luck brought
you my way to-night, but come right
m and make yourselves at home.” ?

“Thank you, Peter Davey!” said
McLean, as he stepped ascross the
threshold.

Poter Davey, landlord of the Bwan
With Two Necks' Inn, winked. Ho was
a broad-shouldered, decep-chested man
with o red face, topped by a cluster of
natural eurls, Clean-shaven and hearty,
he beamed at Meclean bofore he sent
Tom Kinch about his business.

“8tir up the fire in the coffce-room,

Tom,” he ordered, “and get ready
Rooms Nos. T and 8. Use the warming-

an, and mind that the sheets are aired.
11 see to the supper.”

Ten minutes later Hal and MecLean
were scated in a pew with cold roast
boef and pickled walnuts, crisp bread-
snd-butter, and a bottle of liquid re-
freshment sct in front of them.

Cheshire cheese stood at the side
of the table, and the landlord, after
peering cautiously about him, dropped
into the seat on the other side.

Heoe looked grave, and his eyes
goarched MeLean's face anxiously. Hal
sat with the rug drawn close aboul
ham.

“8ir,” said the landlord, in a hoarse
whisper, "I'm glad you came to me.
I'll save you, if% can. I’ll never forget
the generous way vou treated me when-
over vou came out to the Swan With
Two Necks. After you've caten go
upstairs and sleep without fear.™

He erept to the end of the pew, locked
round, then came back again. :

“The hue and ecry 13 out,” he whis-
})cred. “I heard all about your escape
rom the hulks, sir. DBut there are some
who think you are dead. And your
friend "

“Is Hal Lovett, Peter,”

“The boy who stole the Earl of Hunt-
ford’s star,” said the landlord, darting
a keen glance at Hal, “ Well, if he's
your friend, he is safe with me, too.
I'll see about getting him some ﬂiuthns
to-morrow.”

“That potman of yours, Peter, Tom
Kinch, can he bo trusted I asked Jerry.
leaning across the table. "1 almost
thought he suspected us just now.”

"%m—whnt Tom Kinch?” said the
landlord heartily. “He's dour, but he's
safe enough. is bark 1z worse than
hiz bite. Besides he knows nothing.”

Poter Davey, landlord of the Swan
With Two Necks, would not have felt
quite so sanguino could he have scen
Tom Kinch at that very moment erouch-
ing down and spying in at the slightly
opened door.

(Hal and Jerry have ceériainly found
@ friend in Peter Davey. But what of
Tom Kinchi He looks like spilling the
beans, doesn’t hef Stand by for mors
cxciting adventurés next week, chumas/)

Tue Magyer Lisrary.—No. 1,282,
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The SHADOWED
SCHOOLBOY.

(Continued from page 24.)

The Famoues Five were reluctant to
admit it, but it was evident that the
drﬂ.gﬁman was right.

Darkness was falling on the valley of
the Nile. WNot a sign had been found
of Lord Mauleverer. For weory bour
after hour the juniors and the dragoman
had searched JI: ficlds and paths and
canal banks, hut. it was in voin. ‘The
schoolboy earl had vanished as com-
pletely as if the earth had opened and
swallowed him up, and there could no
longer be any doubt that he had fallen
into the hends of o lurking, wotching
enemy.

It was futile to continuc the search
after dark, and the Greyfriars fellows
githerod in the road again in a dismal
group, where the doenkey-boys were
waiting with the donkeys, and Ibrahim
with the camel.

“I— pose thera's nothing more
doing, smg Harry Wharton, clenchin
his hands, “They'vo got poor ol

Mnut?"—
& can't go back to Luxor without
him," =nid DBob.

“My noble sars, we go back to Ltl:Dr
and utter information to polmemum,
sald Hassan, “ Policemans find rascall
persons who lay Imnds on nobls lord-

ship, Yes, sarl ;iptmn pa:-]memum
very good and top-l -hole policemans.™
e're mnot going,” said Harry.

“But I think we'd better send word to
Luxor, and get the police om to ik
Hassan can go—"" .
“Me go, sar, on a camel with a
prompt dispateh,” said the dregoman.

*Bubt you, sar, Yyou comoe 50 on
donkey, sar. What you de here in o
dark 2"

It was useless to linger, but the
chums of the Bemove could not make
up their minds to return to the
dahobiyeh without Mauleveror. They
consulted in low tones while the dra
man end thoe donkey-boys waited. o)
shadows were falling more thickly, and
stars coming out in a sky of dark velvet.

Through the thickening shadows oaine
n mund of footsteps on the road. Many

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

natives had passed, and Hassan gues-
tioned them in the native toggue. but
without learning anyvhing aule-
varer. for nter, the juniors had
almost forgotten the lost Owl in thoir
a.n::et:.' for Mauly.

Cherry peered along the shadowy
rﬁnd in the gll"&ﬂflﬂﬂ of the approaching
footsteps.

“Here comes somebody,” he said.
“Hassan may as well ask them. They
may have seen something——"

Two shadowy figures loomed up in the

com. Bob Cherry's voice E\'ldeﬂﬂi
roached them. There was a fat, startle
squealk.

“1 3&3!, ynu fe

“ BHsmillah
the small fat lnr

“ Bunter | }*Elled Johnny Bull.

“Thank goodness he's turned up ™
said Hearry. “But poor old Mauly—-
Why, what—what—what— Mauly !
Is—ig—is it you, Maulyi”

There was a chuckle.

“Yaas!"

“] aay, you fellows—"

“Mau{j" roared the Famous Five
in utter wonder. Thoy almost fn.ucmci
that they must be dreaming.

“O day warthy to 'I::l-a marked with a

B k]

Pnd Hassan. “It is

white stone |” ejaculated Hassan. “Wo
find him noblo Inrdsh:;l} Yes! Him
noble and magnificent lordship is of a
roturn to sorrowing friends! Inﬁhui‘.—
Inh! Wahyat-en-nabi! Him lordship
hore 1™ i ]

o M&uly I!” asped Wharton, “Is it
FOU or ghost, old man?”

Lord nulawrer chur:klnd

“Little me. And jo lly glad to see you
follows,” he said. "I fancied we wore
on the right road, nnd here wo are.

Sorry you've been bntharad as they say
on tha telephone. Not my fault
realiy.
"I sy, you fellows——"
“]’iut what—how—— Thank goodness
:,-nu 've  turned up. But how—"
d Nugaent.
say, you fellows—"
"Huuly, old bean, wa'll keep
a chain nfter this1” exelaime
“But how the thump——"
“I say, you fellows——"
*Shut up, Bunter [
“Shan’t 1" roared Bunter,
hungrey I

on
Boh

nI!m

“Ha, ha, hat"
“Blossed if I seo anything te cackle

at! I'm famished—ravenous! I've had
nothing to eat all day!” gasped
Bunter. “Is this & time for jaw? Have

on got any grub with youl
are, let's rut- back to Luxor. Look
here, I—I tell you, after I've shaved

ﬁuulyﬂ wife —I mean, esaved his
neg—

“"What?” yelled the juniors.

“Great Beott! Did Buntor—"
“Yuas,” pgrinned Lord Mauloveror.
“Bunter turned u ness knows
how—always turnin’' up, like a bad
ponny—=3>

“Oh, really, Mnu];-;—-—-

“Let's got goin’, dear men. Hero's

your cnmn Bunter. Here's your jolly
old camel and your jolly old camel-

man——"

“I'm not going to ride that camel
again!” roared Bunter. “HKeep the
beast away ! I zay, you fellows—"

"Woll, this is luck !" said Bob Cherey.
“Stick Bunter on my donkey, Hassan.
I'll ride the comel. Sure you won't
have him, Bunter?™

“Beast 1™

It was a joyous pacty, after all, that
rode back under the stars to Luxor.

[ - & » ] [

Kalizelos, the Greek, like o cagc-d
tiger i his locked cabin, heard
tramping of fect nnd the ringing nr
cheery voices as the Greyfriars party
come on board the dahabiych, But
Bunter's voice was not heard. DBilly
Bunter had scoffed the remains of tha
lunch on his way back to Luxor, but he
was still ravencus when he arrived on
the dahabiyeh, and Bunter made a bee-
line for the supgﬂr table, snd his podgy
jaws wore too busy for speech, For a
solid hour Billy Bunter sat and aio and
afe and ate, m:u:l kept the Nubians busy.
Then he Iqanﬂi back and smiled. Onco
more William (eorge Boater found life
worth living.

THE END.

(Biily Bunter and the chums of l'.'i'r&p'v
friars wmeet with heaps. more exoiling
adventures next week in “T H E
Be
You'll

SECRET OF THE SCARAB!"
sure and réad thiz yarn, boys.
enjoy every ine of ft.)
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M RAT it!™
U ‘Thus Dr. Birchemall, the-
rcfined and cultured head-

master of St. Sam’s,

He was sitting on the bank of the
Kiver Ri Hu“_.n.q fis H_._mm m..pm_.__._nw Was Ono
of the Head's pet hobbies, his others
being Greek, Lattin, croaky, hopscoteh,
and wacking his long-suffering pupils.

Dr. Birchemall was usually considered
a bit of a dab at fishing, and in Muggle-
ton’s annual fishing tornyment he rarely
failed to gain a plaice.

. But on this occasion he had sat hold-
ing his fishing-rod for several hours
without a ﬂp.mlunnmw._ for the duzzen
or so sandwiches he had eaten himself.
Either the fish were taking a half-holiday
liko Dr, Birchemall himself, or else the
Head's bait was not attractive enuff.
Whatever the reasons, the finny denizens
of the Ripple simply didn't rise to the
occasion. Hence the Head's disgusted
eggsclamation as he insulted his watch:

«Catchs ! anyib ked

“Caught thing, sirf” as a
cheery voice m..wmﬁn litm, as he got ready
to_make a move.

Dr. Birchemall turned round to find
himself regarding Jolly and Merry and
Bright and Fearloss—ihe seollybrated
Jack Jolly & Co., of the St Sam's
Fourth, Jack Jolly & Co. were grinning
at the empty jam-jar which rather
pathetically at hie side. They “cap iy
the Head respectively as he glared
round at them, and Jack Jolly repeated
hiz question: :

*Caught anything, sir?”

“¥Yes; & cupple of sharz, a whale or
two, and a few tuns of tunnyl"”
aoswered the Head, with biting sar-
kasm; then he altered hiz tons and
added feercely: *“Can't you tell by a
meoar glarnse at this jam-jar that I've
cay mﬂf nothing, fathead?"

“Well, now you mention it, sir,”
grinned Jack Jolly, “the fact that there
ara no fish in it does make it Jook a bit
fishy, duzzent it#*

g H_HF ha, ha!” roared Merry and
Bright and Fearless.

Dr. Birchemall suorted. Then his eye
suddenly fell on the float of his fishing-
tackle, which was bobbing up and down
in the water, and he gave a sudden yell:

.. W_.nmp_.h_ .m._ bite I 1

" Gao egg !V mermered Jack Joll
& e Birch 1 ;

ir. Birchemall swooped down on his
.“ﬂ.uwpuh.ue__.._ and began to wind in his
me.

“Give me a hand, boys!” he eride.
“By the feel of it, I havo caught a really
bewtiful spessimen—possibly a giant
cuttle-fish or a man-cating octopus !
E,w hat! It feels ns if it q._.._mmmurn a ton [

ack Jolly & Co. “heaved ™ until the
Head's fishing-line stretched vizzibl
and it seemed doubtful whether it #Em“_
stand the strain. Then, suddenly, it shot
out of the water—so suddonly m__n__.n the
Head and his youthful helpers were
n#:mE. unawarcs and sent sprawlin
backwards, to land on the ground .____,:m
& fearful bump.

Bump! Thud! aﬂEHwﬁH

"Dw-wow!| Yarooool

“ Never mind, boys!” cride Dr. Birche-
mall, uﬂmhnmﬁ.% to his feet. “We've
landed him at last, and—and—what the
thump——"

. The Head stared blankly at his

‘catch.” He had gquite eggspected to
find a pgigantic spessimen of fresh
waler life wriggling in itz deth-throws
on the towing-path. T hat he retually
.Emamr.,mnm“ _wu % _m. Jﬁnmﬁm woaﬂﬂ i

ack Jo o. looked at that boot.
Then they H_.uu_._m._“_. 3

‘Oh, my hat! Then it wasn't a fish |

“ Nothing like a giddy fish 17 grinned

Tae AMaigxer Lisrary.—No. 1,282,

Jack Jolly. “It was only an old boot
that had got EHWHE.._ up in the weeds [

“Ha, ha, ha! . a0

“Well, if that's not the giddy limit!"
gasped the Head. “1 thought it mite be
a sole; but I never imagined it would
be & sola with a heel attached to 1k
Take a hundred lines each for larfing,
you young idiots, and wa_“ back to the
skool at once. Bust it[” .

And the last two words summarised
what Dr. Birchemall thought about his
afternoon’s Gshing !

—

II.
HE following day, Dr. Birchemall
_ summoned J Jolly & Co. to
hiz study. Thera was a twinkle
in his greenish eyes as he
gracted them.

“Good-afternoon, my boys! Squatty-

voo and make yourselves at home. I've
sent for you to discuss a somewhat con-
fidential matter,”

“Nothing doing, I'm afraid, sir!”
said Jack hﬂ:ﬁ with & shake of his
head. ™ We're hard up ourselves, as it
happens

Dr. Birchemall cullered.

“It's not munny I want,” he said
hastily. “It's hormer and glory—in the
mrpﬂﬁ of tho Muggleton Anglers’ Gold

Lp.

“¥ou mean the gold cup they're
awarding for the biggest fish caught 12
the Ripple to-morrow afterncon?® asked
Frank Fearless,

:m._.wnﬂmu;urﬂmm;mnw.aurﬂuw
can _unww me to win it!"' said *WE Head.
“Jn the first place, I want you to under-
stand that there i1s mothing savouring
of sharp praktiss in H..mE::E wheeze,
though you mite Lthink there was unless
I eggsplained it to you. You see, you
must understand that I am undoubtedly
the best angler in the E:ﬂ.ﬁﬂ&:
district. That's agreed, of corse

“0h, of corse, sir!” said Jack Jolly
& Co. sollumly, winking at each other.

“Well, that being so, it's enly right
and proper that I should get the gold
cup,” eggeplained the ead. *[In-
forchunitly, however, by the torms of
tho contest, anyone who happens to catch
a w.%mﬂ fish than I catch wins the prize.
S0 the only way I can secure justice for
myself is to mako sure beforehand that
I shall land the biggest Gsh.”

STOP HERE FOR YOUR WEAR«Y DOSE OF LAUGHTER !

A “Fishy Tail” of Jack
Jolly & Co., the heroes
of 5t. Sam's.

* Dashed
myaelf 1"
“ Howevar,

gee much difference,
remarked Jack Jolly candidly.
if these are your ordors,

toss, Rely on
Call and

't argew the
us to do our best

“Thanks, awiully, Jolly!
gea me at this time to-morrow,
and I will give you & powerful magnat
oz of fixing

“And hew can you do that, siri”
asked Jack Joll
Dr. Birchemall lowered his voice to a

into the
“Mum'’s the word, of corse, boys,”
gaid. “But I think my wheeze ought to
work the oracle. There's & stuffed whale
leton Museur, :
¥o do is to borrow it—withous
permission—insert a powerful magnet
in its mouth, and throw it
river just above
Contest [

whale's mout
good as done already,
the Ekaptin of the

leave it to us with perfect
konfidence. Come on

in the Mu
want you to . chapa "

. then quitted the Head's
» leaving him rubbing his bony
hands together in grate sattisfaction.

into the
the seen of the Angling

another powerful

at the end of my line,”
ead gleefully, “wit
as scon as tho stuffed whale
drifte towards the competitors it will
be attracted to my

magnet hangin
went on the

following afternoon
result that

juniors, wearing St. Sam's caps,

museum &t
minnits later they sta
sleaping porter at the front door,
carrying between them the tremenjouns
karkase of a stuffed whale,

Luck was t
spotted them coming out, and, though
sovveral passers-by pawsed to glannse
curiously at the unusual site of a whale
in the villidge street, nobody trubbled
to ask them whera they were taking it.
site of the gleam-
TRl ,wuu._n__.rm_. .uunﬂnm_. it
anglors apgal spactatora ha

athered at the spot selected for the

hing contest, but Jack Jolly & Co.
approached the river from a s
higher up, where the
their fishy work undisturbed.

Muggleton. Five

magnet and geb
red out past

I shall them
proseed to land the monster and win the

Get the ideal™

pip!
ck WQ:H.
“It takes the wheole gidd
u ask mel” ng ::
o you seriously eggape
us to pinch a stuffed whale, Ew ¢
becawsa wou want
championsghip 1"

The Head reised his hands in horror.

“Goodness grashus, Fearless!
ever put such an idea into your noddlef
I wouldn't dreem of asking yo
it, All I want you to do s to borrow
§ it without perm

& wheoza ™
gasped Ja

factory, if
Fearlazs.

WD A At last the

ing River/

a to pinch

{-i.?l"""_

i a

| asked H.Enw__u.mﬂ. .
: 8 ju

Bang |

*Yarool Somebody’s mistaken us for
a_ dinnersower, or somo othor pre-
historic animal, and sturted HGring!”

e aimed Merry, who was in front
R

Dright.
“Ass! It's only the judge starting
the contest with a Emﬁcm in tho time-
honnered way!” larfed Jack Jolly.
“HEase it up, you chaps, while I put
the magnet in its mouth I
“ All sereen, old fellow 1"

Fearless and E“mz._.__.“ n—ﬂ_m __“_.mu.wm.__;
@ siuiiad whaid

halted, and supported t
between them while Jack Jolly fixed
in the magnet. This little operation
took him but a brace of shakes, after
which Jolly glarnsed cawtiously _,mﬂnjnw
the trees to see that the time was ripe
tor doing tho deed. He at once spotted
Dr. Birchemall sitting in the long line
of Gshermen. glarnsing impatiently at
his watch., Tho hour h evvidontly
arrived | "

“All clear, 1 [ansy 1" he said, turning
to his followers again. “Heave the
giddy whale back into its natcheral
clement 1"

Merry and Bright and Fearless wero
only too glad to nﬂmu. The grate stuffed
fish slid gracefully off their sholders and
glided into tho water, In o fow ticks it
was drifting slowly down towards the

fishermen.

_”..Zﬂ.a let’s come and seo the fun!™
sujjested Frank Foarless.

All four hurried down the river o the
goon of the grate fishing competition,

__Em_.._u intorazted fo seo whethoer the

Head's remarkable experiment would
work. They found plenty of enthew-
siasm_prevailing. Ome competitor had
already caught a fine kipper, and
another, amid loud checrs, had brought
up an unopened tin of m_,m.__.__"_:”_.muﬂ

But thesa trivial catches were soon
put in the shade. Almost &s soon as

Jack Jolly & Co. arrived, thero was o
sudden eggsited yeoll from Dr. Birch-

emall,
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“8tond back, jentlemen! Here comes
the catch of a hfetime |* ;

The Head then jumped to his feet,
grinning all over his dial, and began
pulling 1n his line for all he was worth.
A greoat, derk mass arcse from out of
the water, and there was a roar from
the crowd.

“It's » submarine "

“No, it's not; it's o whale I

“ Hurrah [*
~ With a final terifick effort the Head
jorked u“_u..”. gigantic fish out of Ea.#ﬁmu
g0 that it flew through the air mnm
_mamﬂn on the towpath with s deffoning
crash,

“There !” gasped the Head. *I

| fansy we can call the competition ended

now. I've won in a canter, jentlemen,
and it's all over bar shouting 1" 2
“Half a mo! Whore's the judge?”

For a timo t was nowhere to
be soen. But evenchally he crawled oud,
considerably fattened in appoarance,
from underneoth the whale itsclf!

* You—ryou silly ass!"” he roared.

“Borry ! grinoed the Head. *1 sup-
poso my record catch must have nocked
you over| Never mind; you're well
enuff to snnounce me as the winner of
the grate fishing contest!™ i

Dr. Birchemall was in for a bitter
disnppointmoent, however, for when the
judge held up his hand for silenco, b
was nobt to announce the Head as the
winner—far from it!

“ Jontlemen I he eried. “This im-
pertinont raskal has had the cheek to
nock the judge over in the middle of
the contest. There is only one answer
to such a serious breach of rules!
.P_?_Emm __mmwmdurmﬂnﬂ. you are dis

uallified 1"
e Wha-a-at?” howled the Hesd,
hardly ablo to beleeve his ears.

“"¥ou aro disquallified !"™ repected the
judge. “You are not allowed to take
any further part in this contest! And
il you want to oscape even more serious
consequences, I advise you to buzz off |

“Iiut you can't do this, sir,” seid Dr,
Birchomall a ﬁum_:.%n_u. “I've landed
the .nmw%am.o sh and, according to the
terms of the contest, I win the Gold
.U.._..H._ u:

“You'll win a thick ear if you don’t
vamooze 1™ nﬂ”__um the angry judgo.

“ M-m- £1" .

Dr. mmwwwmﬁuu.: was almost parrilised
with rage! After all the trubble he
had gone to—after seeing his oxperi-
mont suxxoed beyond his wildest hopes
—he was disqualified! It was Lartrend-
ing—maddening! For a moment the
Head almost Aung himeslf at the judge.
Then he notissed that there wero soveral
others presant who mito take a hand
against him, and he decided otherwise.

With a silent gesture to Jack Jolly
& (o, to pick up the whale and follow
him, he turned his weery [ootprints in
tho dircction of 3t Sam's.

L] i L] L] L]

It only romains to add that the in-
sident m.wm..._p end up so badly from the
Heoad's point of view, after all.

A reward of ten pounds was offered
for the rocovery of the _u__-._.-y_u_.um4 spossi-
meon, and this Dr. Birchemall B! the
nerve Lo claim. Although ho didn’t win
the covvetod Gold Cup for his fishin
eggsploit, he was certainly well “in
on the day!

THE END.

(Look out for more fun and frolie in
“r H E SCHOULBOY FPROFES-
SIONALI" next week's tip-top slory of
St. Sam's. Fou'll laugk loud and long
when you read i, chumal)
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