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A CHAT WITH YOUR EDITOR ]

Alwaps
The Editor, The

fied to hear from pou, chums

Hice, Poceys!

i » 80 drop me a line to the following address :
Magmet ' Library, The Amalgemaled Preas, Lid.,

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

HAVE had a large number of letters
I this week from readers who wish to
oin the Navy, the Army, the Air
orce, and the Mercantile Marine.
On many occasions I have given [ull
pacticulars of how to po about it, and 1
regret I haven't space to print them in.
But boys who wish to join any branch of
the fighting forees should apply to thaeir
looal post office, where they can obtain
a free booklet giving ‘E‘I.II%v i
concerning the forece in which they am
i terestead.
With to the Mercantile Marine,
application should be made direct to the
?omwra of any particular line. In
reply to both F. W. L. {of Chester), and
“A Resder,”” who gives no address, I
must warn them that firet-class eyesight
18 an essential for a life of sea, and a
stringent eyesight test muat be
before applications can be considered. I

am aofraid that, evon in the steward's
department, boys whoe woar spedtacles
wounld not bo ta.i{:n.

L] L L]

Do youn remember the letter I quoted
from & Hull reader concerning an alleged
mermaid 1 Wall, hore comes a most
intoreating letter from o Harrow reader,
who sonde along some information con-
corning

MERMAID-FAREING A5 A BUSINESS |

¥ou will doubtless bave noticed that all
descriptions of " mermaids™ are some-
what similar—and this is the reason why.
“ Mermaid-faking " is quite a flourishing
occupation in many East Indian islands,
The nativea get hold of tho head of o
monkey, the arms and body of another
animal, and the tail end of a fish. Then
these parts are skilfully fixed together in
wuch a manner a8 4O 1va one completely.,

The fakers, of course, take great pains
over the job, for the more realistic tha
mongter EP]E?IE’ tha higher price it
commands. The ** mermaids " are bought

travellers, snd thus find their way to
and and other European countries,
where they are exhibited.

Apart from theeo fakes, many of the
so-called mermaids which are exhibited
in thia country are manatoes. This is a
sop-cow, which has a fish-like body and o
finoly-wrinkled skin, covered with wvery
delieate hair. The fore limbs form
paddles, but they also bear threo nails,
and have free movement at the ghoulder,
elbow, and wrist. They have a very
mobile upper lip, and eleven toeth.

Manatess never wvoluntarily leava the
water, but if they are caught thay are
easily tamed,

You can take it for grantod that when-
gver you poe A ' mermaid " advertised
for exhibition, it is eithor & monatee, or
elga, as my Harrow reader eays, "an
impudent (if akilful) fake."

. . .

ERE comes a letter {rom Bernard

H Jex {of Bouth FElmsall)., who
sends along

AN INTERESTING SENTENCE.

Perhaps you know it t It contains all

the letters of the alphabst. Here it m:

“The quick brown fox jumps over the
Tee MagnE? Lisrary.—No, 1,2TL

lazy dogs.”! But I can go one botter than
that. Tha l;.httﬂfrﬁq: -n.':n.;; a8 j:}a& ﬂ]ﬁgmwh ;
OBCUTE O antly in inh
language. It appears three fimes in tho
above short sentence. But what about
a long sentence (in -~verse, too!l)} that
containg mﬁ letter in tho alphabot
except  the ubiguiteus “o™ 1 I don't
think it iz very well kmown, and perhaps
it might interest vou, so I'l print 1t here :

A jovial swain may rack his brain
Apd tax his faney’s plighi ;

Go guiz In vain,

For ’tis most plain
That what 1 say I right !

w - EY

“*A FRegular Reader ™ (of Bristol),
writes

CORCERNING VENTRILOQUISM.

He hos boen practising this entertaining
ork for some ti:rli_m, ai.nd tolls me that he can
now 8 ectly without moving his
lipa. %:]tf ]]:]: can't " throw ™ his ‘Eﬂiﬂﬂ,
and he asks me to tell him how to do it.
Well, I am BOITY to tell him that no one
can actually " throw ™ their weice.
Ventriloguism, as practised even by the
greatost exponents, is really an illusion—
the wvoice merely appears to be thrown.
In other words, my reader must imitate
the soumd of & veice as it would atrike
the hearer if it came from & certain source.
When that ie done properly, the hearer
really believea that the woice haa been
thrown. Naturally, when a ventriloquist
has dolls with movable mouthe to help
him, it is much easier to sustain the
illusion.

» ® .
OW I am going to award o toppin
N Sheffield steel penknife Pt-g
Thomas E. Denyer, of 120, Ash
Road, Aldershot, Hants, for
sending in the following joke :
Teacher (during an ezam): *° Jones,

this is the third time I'v> sean

yvou looking over “e

Jackson’ book.

Whyisitg »
Jones: “ Please,

sir, ha writes so SR

badly ! ™

» - 2

Space iz moning short, 8o I had better
give o fow

RAFID-FIRE REPLIES

to various readors who have sent along
queries.

Minimum age for Motor-Cycle (and
side-oar) Driving Licence. (* Regular
Reader,” of Totton.} At the age of sixteen
you ocan cbtain a licence allowing you to
drive a motor-oycle, and also a side-car.
You must be poventesn to oblain a driving
liconce for s motor-car. .

How to Gst Bronzed. (Bristol Inguirer.)
Nothing but exposure to the eun and fresh
air will give you o real healthy bronze—

The Flechway

and  you must be very
careful not to overdo it.
It is agminet my rules to
recommend any chemicals to
achiove this result—chemicala
are d us !

How the “ Flylng Scolsman ™
Got its Name. (" Regular
Header,” of Peacohaven,] It
wag one of the firet long-
journey trains in this country,
and long before the practice
of naming traine was adopted
the public gave it this nigk-
name because of its speed.

** The Flying Scotsman ' is
the name of the frain, nob
the name oi the engine. The
engine which draws it 8 one
of the * Pacific” type, and
the most Inmous m  the
“Fadiateur,” which holds the world's
récord for contiAwons runnsng,

Other Papers im Which the
Chums are Featured. (Miss J. R.} ¥You
will find other splendid iales of
Wharton & Co. in the " Schoolboy’s
Own Library,” I will bear in mind your
suggeation to bring in Marjorie Hazeldene
and Co., of Cliff House, into the stoxies.
What do other readera think !

How fo Train for & Professional Singer.
(" Would-be Singer,”” of London.) As
you live in London, your best plan would
ba to write to the Guildhall School of
Musie, John Carpenter Streed, E.CA4,
and ask them for a prospectus. There
ara  hundreds of t-class musical
acadomics in London.

The Best ** Scrapper ™ in the Remove.
(8. Hitchen, of Halifax.) Yes, I think Bob
Cherry would top thoe list of Remove
boxors, with Wharton sand Mark

Lin & close second and third. I will
bear in mind your suggestion of publishing
a list such a3 you deseribo.
L] ] L]
THINEK I have just room for ancther
I Ehriz-ﬁwimah This time it is;:
ichpel Ward, of Brayestown,
Clones, Co. Meath, I.F.5., who sends
in the following Greyiriars limerick and
gets a topping prize for ik,
Sald Coker, as he mounted his bike :
“To do sevemly an hour 1'd like.™
But the foolish :,ruur:g ass
Steppod too hard on the gas
And he stuck in the ground like a pike I
Now a word or two about the treat in
store for vou in next weelk's issue of the

MaoweT. Frank Richards' long complete
story is entitled :

“SOUTHWARD BOUND ! #

and it'sa just the kind of yarn you are
bound to appreciate. Wouldn't you give
gomething to accompany-the Famous
Fiva on their holiday jaunt to sunn

Egypt ! By Jove, it makes my mou
water to think of it ! Brilliant sunshine,
bluo skics, waving troee—and

ripping adventures | Yes, there’s certainly
& treat in store for you next wesk |

Al our great adventurs serial,
“ The Jeland Traders,” ends in our next
issue, you will have the satisfastion of
knowing that 1 have snother special
treat to take ita place. Watch out for
h.ﬂ.I%rﬁmﬂam in next Saturday'a MagweT,
Dr. Birchemall, of csourse, will be well to
the fore in another rib-tickling wyarn of
Bt. Sam’s, entitled :

“ HIGH JINES HIKING I ™

Lough! Gee, your sides will ache somo
when you've finished reading it |

Send along your jokes, limericks, and
gueries, chums! I'm always pleased to

recaive them |
YOUR EDITORE.



THRILLS, FUN_AND ADVENTURE

IN THIS GRAND HOLIDAY YARN!
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Featuring Harry Wharton & Co. of Greyfriars, By FRANK RICHARDS.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Trouble for Bunter !

AP!
R “* Whoooop I™ . )
Billy Bunter, sagging over his

degk in the Remoye Form m
at Creylriars, was half asleep—until
Mr. Quelch’s pointer rapped on his fat
kruckles. Then he was suddenly awake
—very wide-awake indeed. :

It was quite a loud rap! But it was
not so loud as the yell that followed it,
That yell woke every echo in the
Form-room, and a good many beyond.

Mr. Quelch,. the master of" the
Remove, was cross that morning. He
wag au.lfering from that end-of-the-term
feeling—a common complaint among
EL‘hDﬂﬁ'ﬂﬂEtﬂl‘E. And it was hot—the
hottost doy in July, A wasp had sailed
in at the open window, and was buzzing
about, witﬁ an irritating buzz. Twice
Mr. Queleh had swiped at that wasp
with his pointer, and missed. When he
swiped at Bunter he did nob miss.

Bunter was sleepy. Even energetio
fellows in the Remove falt the drowsy
heat o lLittie, Billy Bunter felt it a lot.
Never had Latin prose seemed so prosy
to Bunter. C,!ue 's voice, in his fat
ears, was merely an irritating buzz—just
like that of tho wasp. Dunter nodded,
and nodded, wnd nis little, round EE'E:!-
closed behind his v'g round spectacles,
and he was just sliding happly 1nto a
delicious dream of Efnger-pnp an
doughnuts, when that rap on his
Eknuckles brought him back, with 2
jump, to reality.

“Ow, ow! Wow!" ?‘ﬂapqd Bunter,
sucking his fat knuckles frantically.

“You must not go to slesp 1n the
Form-room, Bunter!” said Mr. Quelch.

“I—I wasn't asleep!” gasped Bunter.

“What? Your eyes wero shut [”

*“I—I listen better with my eyes
shut " gasped Bunter. “I—I heard
every word you said, sir! Wow [™

“0h!" said Mr. Quelch grimly., “In
that caze, Bunter, repeat my last
sentance,”

“0Oh! I—I—I mean—" stammercd
the hapless Owl of the Remove.

“¥You will take fifty lines for untruth-
fulness, Bunter.”

“0Oh erikey I

“And do not utter ridiculous ejacula-
tions in the Form-room !” thundered Mr.
Quelch.

“QOh, sir! No, sirl 0Oh lor'—I—I—1
mean, oh, jiminy—"
“Zilence "

Mr. Quelch stalked away from that
hopeful pupil, leaving Bunter sucking

Billy Bunter’s borrowing again !
This time he has *‘ borrowed *’
Lord Mauleverer’s title ! The
result is a string of mis-
fortunes for Buniter and a
tip-top story for YOU !

e — —

=

his knuckles. Remove fellows who had
been feeling drowsy, and disinclined for
Latin prose on o sultry July m:_;rnm%a
sat up and took notice. Evidently
Queleh had to be treated with tact that
morning, He was in a mood to hond
out lickings and detentions, And that
afterncon was a half-holiday—the last
half-holiday of the term. Nobody
wanted detentions.

Bob Cherry closed one cye at his
chums as the Bemove master’s back was
turned for the moment.

“*Ware beaks!” murmured Bob,
“The jolly old bean’s got his jolly old
back up !”

1t was the fmintest of whispers, and
ought to have been atdible only to

Harry Wharton, to whom it was ad-
dressed.  But iIEI]l"E’ Samuel Quelch
seemed amazingly keen of hearing that

morning. Ho spun round, and fixed his
eyes, os penetrating as a paireof gimlets,
on Brry.

“Cherry 1"

“0Oh erumbs !” gosped Dob, in dismay.
“T mean, yes, sir!"
“Were you talking in class, Cherry 7"

£ I—]-1—"

“Ware you talking in claszs, or were
you not talking in class, Cherry?” de-
manded Mr. Quelch categorically.

“(h, yes, sir! I—I just whispered to
Wharton——" .

“You will take a hundred lines,
Cherry I

“Oh! Yes sic!”

“You will hand them to me belore
tﬂﬂ‘," added Mr. %E‘ﬂh.

“Ohl"” gasped Bob.

There was no more whispering in
class. Wharton and Nugent, Johnny
Bull and Hurree Singl%ﬁue their chum
swmpathetio glances. Thoe Famous Five
had planned an excurzion for that after-
noon: but lines to be handed in before
tea meant that Bob would have to stay
within gates till they were dome. Mr.

ueleh was suffering from the end-of-
tho-term fecling, and now Bob waa
going to suffer from it, too!

Latin prose resumecd ifs prosy course.
The Bemove longed for the end of third
school. Perhaps Mr. Quelch was as
anxious to be done with hig Form, as his
Form woere to be done with him. But
Quelch was 3 dutiful Form master, and
he mever slacked, or sllowed slacking.
On that blazing morning the Remove
could have domo quite well with a less
dutiful master.

Brazzrez |

The wandering wasp was still busy.

Mr. Quelch tumedsgiia. gimlet cyes on
that wasp,

But the gimlet exes that could almost

TeEe Maoxer Lierary.—No. L2TT7.
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petrify the Remove, had no effect what-
ever on the wasp. The cheerful insect
buzzed about the Form-room, regardless
of Henry Samuel Quelch., It sailed
within two inches of Mr. Quelch’s nose,
and the Remove master swiped with the
pointer, and missed. It sailed cheerily
over the heads of the Form, with a con-
tinuous buzzing.

“8hall 1 swat that wasp, sir 7" asked
Vernon-8mith hopefully.

Chasing & wasp would have been ever
so much more entertaining than Latin

rose. The whole Remove would gladly

ave joined in such a chase, But Mr.
Quelech was too old & bird to be caught
with chafl like that.

“¥Y¥ou will remain in your place,
Vernon-S8mith 1” snapped the Remove
master,

“Wary old bird!” murmured tha
Bounder to Tom Redwing, who sat be-
side him.

“What did you say, Vernon S3math i
Undoubted] unalch’s ears wers remark-

ably kcen that morning.

1 said I was sorry tho wasp should
gnnoy you, sirl” answered Vernon-
Bmith meckly.

Mr., Quelch pave him a suspicious
ook, He i hot qhits halieve:thes thib
was what Smithy En{l gaid to Redwing.

Buzzozzz |

“Yarooooh I roared Eiliﬁ Bunier, as
akinner, on the form near him, surrop-
titioualy tickled him behind a fat ear
with a penhalder.

“ Bunter 1*

“Ow! It's the wops—"

“What 1"

“I1 mean the wasp! Ow! It's on
me " yelled Bonter, jumping up. “Ow!

I'm stung | ¥arooooooh [

“2it down, Bunter!" thundered Mr.
Quelech. “You are not stung! The
wasp 18 not near you! Take a hundred

lines 1

“Oh erikey! I—I thought I was
stung !’ gasped Bunter., * Something
touched my ear! I think 1t was the
wasp, sir—"

" Sileneca ™

“0Oh, really, sir—"

“¥ shall cane you if you speak agoin,
Bunter.”

Billy Bunter did not speak again. Ile
rubbed his fat ear, and grunted.
Skinner smiled serenely and winked at
Snoop. The wasp sailed to the window,
and drummed on the glass with a coase-
less buzz, Billy Bunter blinked round
uneasily. He was sure that tha was
had touched him—~and he was afrai

that the insect might touch him again.

Wasp stings were npeither gratcful nor
comiorting.

th‘l%Entar,” vapped Mr. Queleh, *sit
BT}

“Obh dear! I-I'm afraid of that
wavge Bl o

* Bilanes 1

Billy Bunter sat still, listening with
uneasy ears to the buzz. The wasp, dis-
covering that he could not get through
glass, laft the window, and buzzed over

@ heads of the juniors once more. Tha

layful Bkinner, reaching behind

unter, tapped the back of s fat neck
with the pen-holder.

“Whooooop 1™

Bunter fairly bounded,

The form rocked, books went crashing
to the floor, and ink spurted from an
inkwell. Bunter clasped the back of his
" ow) T s

= 'm stung! Yoaroocoop!
Whoooop [V - 2

“ Bunter 1” shrieked Mr, Quealah.

“T'm stung ! yelled Bunter. *Stun
on the back of the neck! COow! Wow
Yow! 1 knew that wasp whs going to
sting me! Yaroocooh!™

“} do not believe that thoe wasp

Tee MaexsT Linrany.—No. 1,277

touched you, Bunter!™ hooted Mr.
Quelch,

“Owl It did! Fm stung—stung in
the neck! My neck’s swelling—swelling

fearfully——"" howled Buntor. “I can
feel it swelling—""

““Ha, ha, hai¥

“ Bilence I

Mr. leh mada a stride to Bunter,
grabbed him by the fat shoulder, and
stared &t the of his podgy neck.

eré was no sign of a sting—and
certainly no swelling,

“Bunter! You are not stung! Youn
are deliberately playing tricks to
interrupt the lesson! ¥You are o young
rascal, sir )

“Ow! I—I thought I was stang——"

“MNonsensa! You will take fhree
hundred lines, Bunter——"'
“Ch lor't”

“And you will remain in the Form-
reom this_afternoon to write them out.
And if you make another sound during
class, I shall cane you.”

" Ow

The wasp, having found the open
window at last, sailed out into the quad,
and the buzzing ceazed. But Mr. Quelch
continued to drone, till, at long last,
third school came to an end, and the
Hemove were dismissed—much to the
satisfpetion of both Form and Form
master.

P p— il

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Man from the Yacht !

i SAY, vou fellows!"
I “Br-r-r-r-r-r-r1?
After dinner, Haorry Wharton
& Co. gathered by the House
gsteps, to oonsult. It had been the
intention of the Famous Five to get out
immediately after dinner, and make the
most of the last helf-holiday of the
term. That programme was rather
upset by DBob Cherry’s detention.
Remarks from Billy Bunter were not
required while the chums of the
Romove discussed the matter, But the
plans of the Famous Five were, of
course, a ‘trifle light as air, from the
point of view of William George
Bunter. Billy Bunter had three hundred
lines on hand, which meant detention
for tho afterncen; and that was the
most 1mportant matter, at the moment,
within the wide lLimits of the universe.

“I say—" recommenced Bunter,

“8hut up, old fat bean,” said Harry
Wharton. * Look here, Bob, we'd better
weit till you get through—"*

“The waitfulness for the idiotic Bob
is the %mpur caper,” agreed Hurree
Jamszset Ram Singh.

Bab Cherry shook his head.

“No good you fellows hanging about,”2
he said. “ You'd better start, and I'll
pet after you when* I've done those
dashed lines. You can pget the boab
ready—"

*“1 say, youn fellows!"

“Bhut up, Bunter! You'll have to
arrange about the boat at Pegp,” said
Bob. *That will take some time. I'll
join you as soon as I can, and trot
all the way.™

“ I say, you fellows! bawled Bunter.
“"¥ou secom fto have forgotten that
I'vo got lines.”

“Dry up, old fat bean*

“But I shan’t be able {6 come with
vou fellows if I have to stick in the
Form-room doing lines !* hooted Bunter.

“We'll try to survive it somchow,™
said Johnny Bull sarcastically. * We may
ba able to ]ﬁull through.”

“Oh, really, Bulll I suppose you

THE MAGNET

want me to come for the trip on Pegg
Bay!” said Bunter, blinking at the
Famous Five through his big spectacles.

“What on earthk put that idea into
vour head?” asked Frank Nugent, in
surprise.

“Oh, really, Nugent! Now, look herg,
you fellnvgs,’f said Bunter. “'Threo
bundred lines will keep mo till tea-
time, and that means that you fellows
will lose my company for the afterncon.
You'd hardly like that, on the last half-
holiday of the term.”

“Oh, my hath

*“My idea in to whack out the lines,™
explained Bunter, “T'll do fifty—I'in
no slacker, ¥ hope—and you fellows do
fifty each. That will be fair all round.
¥You can make your fists like mine—
E&ﬂ{ hﬂmug‘.']: to p-imih Tmﬂt’n one

uelch won't spot anything., Scei”

“Ha, ha, hal®

“What are you
demanded Bunter,

“Your little joke, old bean.”

“¥m not joking, you ases! It's the
:’ﬂ;" wn}F&tﬂﬁi&% I!c]:aln't. nom:ar!hIt
ns & heking if Quelch spots it—but
I'll chance tﬁnfrﬂ ¥
it,

“And we're to chance
g:;mne:i Nugent.
CExactlyl Isitago?" asked Bunter.
The gofulness is not terrifig!”

chuckled the Nabob of Bhanipur.
“Now, lock here, you fellows,” snid
Bunter impressivaly. “I hope you're
not going to be beastly selfish! I pever
could stand selfishness. Look here, you
stand by me in this, and T}l tell
you what I'll do—I'll ask the lot of
gmg home to Bunter Court for the
olidays. There |

“Ha, ha, hal®

“Blessed if I see anything to cackle
at! It will be rather a change for you,
piter your own humble homes, you
know "
“That's settled, then,"” said Harr
Wharton. *“We'll trot down to Pﬂg;
and you can trot after ws when
you're done, Bob.*

“'What about me?"” hooted Bunter.

“MNothing about vou, old fat bean.”

“1 say, you fellows, I mean it!” said
Bunter. “I'll have the lot of you at
Bunter Court, and it will be a chance
for you lflnlil-:-;s to mix, for once, in
S0mMe roa ocent society, you know.
Dasgh it afl, I'll ask thﬂ}r p:ﬁcr to let
us have a run in his yacht)” added
Bunter recklessly,

“Ha, ha, hal® roared the Famous
Five,

Bunter Court, which was Dunter’s
magnificent name for his father’s
detached villa in Surrey, was well
known in the Remove. But the Bunter
yacht wos new, ;

That day a handsome steam-yacht had
been scen to drop anchor in Pegg Bay,
a couple of miles from the school.
Possibly that had put the idea into
Billy Bunter's fat and fatuous brain.

“I mean it,” said Bunter. *“How'd
you fellows like a yochting cruise these
huls—dmﬁmg in at Continental ports,
and all that—"

“Fine!” grinned Bob Cherry.

“Ripping ! chortled Johnny Bull

“The ripfulness would be terrific!”

“Wall, I'll work it!" said Bumter
fatuously. "Of course, you fellowa
aren’t ronlly the sort of chaps I shonid
ask——"

"Eh?Z

“Wa generally have members of {hoe
nobility,. PBub I’ll stretch a point!
After all, we're pals, and I pever was
a saocbh!®

“Oh crikey ™

gackling at?™

too 7"
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Burzzzzzzz |  As the wasp safled cheerily over Bunfer’s head, Skinner reached forward and fapped
with a pen-holder. ** Whooooop 1 * yelled Bunter, jumping up.

“Jt's & go, then,” said Bonter, " You
fellows come imn and whack out my
linag—"

" Bunter I

“Oh lor'!"” gasped Billy Bunter,
epinning round like s fat humming-
top at the sound of his Form master's
¥oice.

Mr, Quelch was looking out of the
doorway of the House. He was going
to remind two moembers of his Form
that 1t was time to turn up for detention.
They might possibly have forgotten it,
without a remindoer.

“Buntor{ Were you asking these
juniors to write your lines for youl”
askod Mr. Quelch, in an awful wvoice

“0Oh, no, sir!” gasped Bunter, “I1—I
wouldn't, . sir! I—I—I hke writing
linga—"

“What "

“Especially for you, sir!? gasped
Bunter. “ Becaouse—becanss you're 20
—%0 niocs, sir "

“Upon my word, Bunter, go into the
Form-room at once! You will write
four hundred lines, Bunter."

H'Dh j]miﬂfl"

*Cherryyou will go in with Bunber.”

Two hapless Removites went into the
Houss, under the gimlet eye of Henry
Bamue! Quelch. our members of the
Co. walked away to the gates.

“Too bad " murmured Nugent. “We
ghan't get' that trip in Bunter's yacht
pnow! What a loss®

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“The lossfulpess will be terrifiol”
chuckled Hurree Jamsot Rem Singh.

The four junicrs eauntered away

“I'm stung !
Wow [ ™

cheerfully down tho lane, and turned
into the footpath through the wood.

Beyond the wood, Pegg Bay and the
shining North Sea sproad before their
Oy es.

Brown sails danced o the bay in
the bright sunlight, and some distance
out, & largo steam-yacht was at anchor.
The juniors looked at it from the
beach, feeling that the owner of -that
m t vessel was & man fo be
anvied.

Having arranged with old Dave
Trumper for the hire of 2 boat, and
having packed in it & basket of tuck
for tea afloat, the juniors sat down on
the rail of the old wooden pier, to wait
for Bob Cherry to turn up.

From the dyauhl;‘n davits, o boat had
dropped, and two dark-skinned foreign-
locking seamen pullpd for the shore. In
the stern sat o slim, olive-skinned man,
in a vachting cap.

_ The juniors watched the boat idly as
it pulled to the pier, and the seamen
hooked on, and olive-skinned man
stopped out. The man, apparently the
owner of the yacht, wos some sort of a
foreigner, though they did not know of
what race. Ie glanced about him, with
& Emr of eyes that were tfumk, keen,
and intensely black, as he landed, and
locked at the four juniors sitting on the
rail—and looked again. He o
ba interested in Harry Wharton & Co,
for soma reason, why, they could not

imagine,
After a keen look, he camp to-
wards tha juniors, and raised his

yachting cap in polite salute. Not to

the fat Junlor’s neck
Stung on the back of the neck—ow [

be outdone in politeness, the juniors
“papped ™ him In return.
“You will excuse me,™ said the

foreign siﬂnthmnn. in a vory musical
voice, “I am a stranger here, |
perhaps you can tell me if there 13 =

gchool called Greyfriars near at hand?”

““Yes, rather, gir!" answered Harry
Wharton, with s smile. “We belong to
Greyiriars School. It's & couple of miles
BWAY."

“Perhaps I can get a conveyance—"

“They'll phone a taxi if you walk up
to the inn yonder, sic.”

“Thank you.” The keen black eyes
passed from face to face. "I gucssed
that perhaps you-were Gre-{friﬂrs boys,
soeing you here. Possibly you are
acquainted with a boy in the school
named Mauleverar—Lord Mauloverer "

““He's in our Form—the Remove,”
answered Harry. -

The foreign gentleman smiled,

“Porhapsr one of you i1z Lord
Mauleverer 1" he asked. _

Wharton smiled, and shook his head,

“Ma, he's not with us, sic !

“Thank sau. then I must go to the
school,” said the foreign gentleman, and,
saluting *he juniors mgain, he walked
on quickly towards the Anchor.

Harry Wharton & Co. looked =after
him, rather curiously. :

“What the dickens can that foreign
%ﬂhnny want with old Mauly 7" asked

ohnny Bull.

* Goodness knows ¥

The man from the yacht disappeared
into the Anchor. s emerged again
in a few minutes, and stood wamgﬁ by

Tee NET LaBRARY,—INo. 1;
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the old porch, till at length a taxicab
came grinding up the road. The yachis-
man stepped into the taxi, and was
driven rapidly mway in the direction of
Greyfriars.
o disappearcd from the eyes of the
juniors on tﬂa pier, They wendered what
usiness the foreigner from the yacht
could have with Lord Mauleverer of the
Greyfriars Remove—little dreaming of
the stranpe events that were destined to
happen that sunny afternoon,

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Bunter in a Hurry !

RASH | -
@ Bob Cherry threw dewn his

pen, and hurled Virgil across

the Form-reom. P. Vergilius
Mare dropped into s corner with a
crash, unheeded. The hundred lines were
done at last, snd Bob was done with
the great Mantuan.

“Done I said Bob, “Thank good-
ness [ g ,

Billy Bunter blinked up at him
dolorously.

Bunter had four bundred hines to
write, and while Bob was doing a
hundred, Bunter had dooe only ten,
With thres hundred and ninety still on
hand, the fat Owl was not feeling merry

eyes wide open, Tt moeans a licking and
detention all the same. Btick to it, old
fat bean 1™

“Blow Queleh (2 )

Billy Bunter rose [rom his desk, There
was an expression of deep determination
on his fat face. :

“Better stick to it,” said Bob, "If
Quelch spots vou going—"

“"Bless Quelch 12

The fat Owls mind was made up.
Bunter was not, as a rule, a fcllow 1o
take chances. But three hundred and
ninety mors lines, 1n a stuffy Form-
room on a hot July afternocon, were
altogethor too thick. DBunter was not,

erhaps, keen on the sail across the bay,
Eut he was very keen on geiting out
of anything in the shape of work, and
still keener on taking the lion’s shere of
ten in the boat. Bunter had made op
hiz mind.

“I'm chancing it,” he said. “Logk
hore, old chap——"

“Don't be & poat1”

“Beast! Y¥You take in your lines to
Queloh and keep him busy for & fow
minutes! See? KEeep him from looking
out of the window while I cut. Ask
him something about deponent verbs,
OT L]

“Catch me!” chuckled Bob, "If I
asked him something about deponent
verbs, old bean, he might tell me.”

bright. “Oh, really, Cherry! I'll give you a
or | ﬁ;giahgd, old chap?" groaned minute to get to his Etudj‘.ﬁ ulg the
Bunter. “I say, I've dono only ten of fat Owl "Then 1'll start, sea? Ask him

my lot ¥
‘Slacker [2

“0Oh, really, Cherry! Look here, I'm
jolly well not _guin to finish them,"
18id Buntor. 1'm fed up 1%

“Fathead 1 y

“I'll chance it, and coms along with
vou, old bean 1” said Bunter.

“Pon’t bo an ass!” advized Bob.
“You can bot that Quelch will have his

something about your lines—he likes
fellows to be interested in that tripe [

“Reotter stick where you are, and do
vour lines 1™

:IBfeasﬁ 4 T

you spotte

“*Rotter EE‘E :

“Well, I'l do my best, if you've mada
up your silly mind to play the nuﬂ{
goat,” said Bob. " But you'd better—

I
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old chap ™

“"You're wasling i h
a sheep’s

time,
said Bunter. |.J1

"Yﬂulfﬂ

head, you know—nearly all jaw, ob
& move oo "
Bob Cherry got a move on. He lefd

the Form-room with hislines in his hand,
and made his way to Mr. Queleh’s study.

Billy Bunter waited a wholo minute,
with his eye on the Form-room eclock.
Then he tiptoed to the door and peered
out.

The passage was deserted.

Few Groyiriars fellows were indoors
on that glorious summer’s afterncon.
The House was very silent.

Bunter blinked along the passage

through hiz big spectacles, his fat heart
beating.  Breaking detontion  was
rather a risky business. But by that
time, Bob was in the Remove master's
stud]y and there was no doubt that Mr.
Queloh would mse to the bait, if Bob
asked him to explain something in
Virgil. His eyes would not be on his
window, and Bunter needed only a ve
few minutes to get clear. Exertion 3
not appeal to William George Bunter,
but onee ho was out of the House, he
was prepared to put on top speed to the
gates,
. Toking his courage in both hands, as
it were, Billy Bunter crept out of the
Form-room. A minute later he was
blinking out of the open doorway of the
House, into the blaze of sunshine,

To reach the gates, ho had to pass
within full view of Mr., Quelch's stud
window. But he had no doubt that B{:g
Cherry was playing up, sod that the
Romove master was expounding Virgil,
in which case his eyes could not be on
the quad.

It was neck or nothing, and Bunter
chanced it. Ha rolled down the House
steps, and started for the ?tﬂm uat a
rapid run. Seldom did Billy Bunter put
on gpeed, but now he fairly flew. i3
foet seemed scarcely to touch the ground
as he went,

But it was, as =0 often hapoens, a case
of more haste and less speed. At that
terrific burst, Bunter ought to have
reached the gates in a minute or =0,
Naturelly, he had pot caleulated on Mr.
Prout, the master of the Fifth Form,
stepping into the path from under the
elms, as Dunter came hurtling like
a charging rhiroceros. Naturally, he
had forgotten the existence of Mr.
Prout, just as Mr. Prout had forgotten
the exisience of William George Bunter.
They were suddenly reminded of one
another’s existence, as they established
contact.

Bunter crashed, and Prout flew.
“Oooooh 1 spluttered Proat, as ho
staggered ond sat down,

“Yowp " gurgled Bunter, as he reeled
back from the shock,

Prout sat up, gasping.

* —I—you—you—oooogh--what—oh—=

ow " Prout's first remarks were in.
coherent. “Upon my wordl Bless wny
soul ! Bunter—="

“Oh! Ow! Oocaococoogh I

“¥You—you—how dare you?” gasped
Prout. o heaved up his portly form
and grasped the fat junior by the collar.
“ Bunter | I repeat, how dare you rush
along the path like—like—like & wild
Indian, end—and—oococh? [ shall take
you to your Form master, Bunter!
Wooooh | I shall insist upon—ooch |—
the most exemplary—wocogh—punishs
ment, for this—ugh—gug—gug—this
outrageous conduct | Wooooogh 1#

“J—I—1 say—" ?ﬁpcd Bunter,
#j—I—I'm in a=—a=—a hurrp—"

“Come with me!" boomed Prout.

“Dh crikey I

In the lowest of spirits, Billy Bunter
was led back to the Housze, with
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Prout's plump hand on his eollar.
Prout gasped as he went. Billf Bunter
roaned. Ho was marched into the
still with the plump hand on
bis coll ;: and his spirits were down
tn zero when they arrived at Mr.
Quelch’s study door. Prout tapped and
opened the door.

“ . .. per noctem plurima volvens."
Mr. Quelch was speaking in the study
in his kindliest tone.

Beldom—very scldom—did a fellow
bringing in lines to Mr. Quelch display
any personal interost in those lines.
Quelch was not in the best of tempers
that day, but this naturally hed an
emeliorating effect on him.

“By night revolving many things,
Cherry, vou will see—why—what—Mr.
Prout—what—"

Mre. Quelch broke off, staring at
Prout and Bunter. Bob Cherry stared
at them, too. Evidently Bunter had
made his dash for freedom — and,
equally evidently, he had had no lucik.
Bob had done his best; he had kept
Quelch’s eyes off the window, but in
Yaln.

“Mr. Quelch,” boomed Prout, *I
have brought this boy to you—"

“ Bunter, what are you doing out of
dotention I thundered Mr. Quelch,
"“What have you to say, Bunter”

“0Oh erikey 1"

That, apparently, was all Bunter had
to say !l

“Detention " repeated Mr. Frout.
“I'_Iﬁ.thnn dull.l:bt thu{;dwus the roason wlh;r
this boy—this reckless young r —
Was ra.cqn_g down the path Iiie—-like a
wild Hottentot! I have been knocked
gver, Mr. Quelch; I have been felled—
fellad to the carth by this boy—"

“This boy will be punished most
severcly, Mr. Proat, ou may leave
him in my hands 1"

And Prout rolled away, leaving the
unhappy Owl in Mr. Quelch’s hands.

Mr. Quelch eyed him like a basilisk.

“8a yan have broken detention,
Bunter 1

“0Oh, no, sir] I-—I—I—"

“Vou will bend over that chair,
Bunter.”

“Oh ler* ™

Whack, whack, whack !

U Vow ow-ow [

“Silence! As 1 cannot trust you to
reannin in the Form-room, Bunter, you
will remain in this study and write
your lines under my own eyes.”

-I-IGW !II‘

“You may sit at the table, Bunter,
And now, Cherry,"” said Mr., Quelch
with & change of manner, “per noctem
plurima volvens—"

Really, it was unnecessary for RMfr.
Quelch to go on expounding Virgil; it
was no longer any use, in the ¢ircum-

2LEe

stances. But Mr. Quelch, being hnpé?il:ur
unaware why he was expoun mg
Virgil, went on with it; and Bo

Cherry listencd with as much intorest
as ho could muster for five long minutes.
Then ho was very kindly dismissed,

He gpave the fat Owl o commiserating
Iook as ho went—receiving in return a
doleful and dismal blink. There was no
mora breaking detention for Bunter!
Under his Form master’s gimlet eye he
wans safel

Tho hapless Owl settled down to
lines; and Bob Cherry loft the House,
went down to the gates, and started on
his way to Pegg.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Lord Mauleverer Is Wanted !

i

What on carth a dealer in antigues
could want with Lord Mauleverer, of
the Greyfriars Hemove, was rather a

AP} mystory: but it was clear that his
Mr. Quelch gave a slight business must be with Mauly, as he had

unt, up;ﬂrgnt.fy not pleased asked for Mauly's Form master.
; ﬂtha tap on his door. Mr, Quelsh rose from the table at
Bill unter, on the other hand, last and picked up the card again. He
logked up hopefully, : turned to the door and themn turned
Mr. Quelch was engaged on a pile of bLack to Bunter. The fat Owl scribbled
papers, and he did not want an inter- industriously, wondering whether the

ruption. Billy Bunter was engaged on |

o pile of lincs, and he did want an
interruption. ]

The Remove master was working
busily on oné side of the 'study table.
Billy Bunter was working busily on tho
other. If his pen slacked down, a lift
of Quelch's eyebrows across the tal:;ie
was suflicient to set it going again.
Under Quelch’s gimlet oye, even the
cham iuﬂ slacker of Greyfriars could
not ;

Bunter could have groaned. He had
turned out a hundred lines. The re-
maining three hundred seemed to
stratch in an endless vista before him.
Really, it was more than flesh and
Llood could stand—Billy Bunter’s flesh
and blood, at all events. Almost was
Bunter tempted to make a sudden,
rockless dash from the study, regardless
of consequences. But not guite. Such a
proceeding required more nerve than

dwelt within the extensive circum- (G

forence of William George Bunier.

But a tap on the door was welcomo
to Bunter's fat ears. Even a minutes
interruption was worth something.
And if Quelch, by some stroke of for-
tune, was called away from the ﬂtu:i{,
there was no doubt about what Billy
Bunter was going to do. He was going
to bolt!

Tt was Trotter, the House page, who
entered, and he brought in & card
for Mr. Quelch. Bunter blinked hope-
fully at the Remove master as he

lanced at it. If this meant a visitor
or Quelch, it meant & chance for the
Owl of the Remove.

“Kalizelos " Mr. Quelch read the
name on tha card aloud, evidently sur-
wrised to read a Greek name there.
i-‘[tu Queleh had en cxtensive acquain-
tanco among the ancient Greeks, but
he was not acquainted with any modern
Greoks. .

“I'vo ghowed the gentleman into tho
visitors’ room, sir,”’ said Trotter.

“Vory good,” said Mr. Queleh. “But
why have you hmu%ht. this eard to mo,
Trotter, instead of taking it to the
headmaster 1"

“The gentleman asked to see Lord
Maulevorer's master, sir,”' answerced
Trotter, *and hii lerdship being in
your Form, sir— s

“Oh, quite sol” said Mr. qtleluh,
avidently puzeled, however. * Ver
well, Trotter, tell Mr. Ealizelos T will
be with him in a few minutes,”

“Yassir I"

Trotter retired.

Mr. Quelch laid the ecard on the
takle and proceeded to finish the paper

on which he had been engaged when
the interruption eame. Mr. Kalizelos,
whoever he was, had to wa't a few

minutes,

Billy Bunter blinked inguisitively at
the card. _

He had never heard of Mr, Kalizelos
before, as obviously Mr. Q’llﬂll::'l_‘.t_ﬂul't_!t
had: and that gentleman’s visit did
not concern the Owl of the Remove in
the very least, but Bunter was always
inquisitive.

E. KALIZELOS:
Dealer in Antiques,

That was the inscription on the card.

east guessed
“ Bunter |
“0h, yes, sicl"

“You will not leave this study during
my absence, Buntcr."”

“h, no, sirf™
"1 shall be absent a wery shork
time, Bunter., I shall expect you to
have made due progress with your
lines when 1 return.”

““0Oh, certainly, sir!"

Mr. Quelch gave him & rather grim
look and left the study. He walked
away to the visitors’ room. In that
apartment he found his unexpected
visitor awaiting himn.

A slim, olive-skinned man was seated
by the big window that looked on the
quadrangle. His dark face was hand-
some in its own foreign way: his eyes,
of an intense black, fixed keenly on
the Form master. Ho was s total
astran "‘r to the Romove master and te

reyiriars, though, rs it happened,
there were four érﬂj.'frinru juniors who
had geen him. It was the man whao
lind landed from the wyacht in Popgp
Bay, and epocken to Harry Wharton &
Co. on the old pier.

“Mr. Kalizelos?" asked Mr, Quelch,
with a glance at the card in his hand
and another at the olive-skinned
yachtsman.

“Precisely, my dear sirl” said thoe
man from tho yacht. He spoke in ex-
cellent English, in a low and melodicus
voice. "I beg a thousand pardons for
this intrusion——"

“Not at all, sir,” said Mr. Quelch.
;‘ If you will kindly state your business

“T desire to see Lord Mauleveror,
who, I understand, is ome of your
pupils, sir,” said Mr., Kalizelos.

“I am Mauleverer's Form master,”
angwored Mr. Quelch; “but I must
inquire what business vou may bhave
with n Greyiriars boy, sir, as you are
a stranger to me.”

Mr. Kalizelos smiled, showing a
i{]mm of dazzling white teelh wnder his
ittle black moustache.

“Porfectly, sir! I quite understand
that! My card tells you that I am a
dealer in antiques. I am chiefly inter-
ested in Egirptmn antiguitics,”

“No doubt. But—" 1

“The late Lord Mauleverer, sir, your
estimable pupil’s father, was, as per-
haps you are aware, a distinguished
Egyptologist, and made many explora-
tions, years ago, in the tombs of the
ancient kinﬁs of Egypt.”

“I1 have heard so. Bot—"

“His late lord:hip’s collection of
Egsptian relice is now at Mauleverer
Towers,” continued Mr. Kalizelos,
“By the kindness of 8ir Reginald
Brooke, Lord Mauleverer's guardian, I
have been enabled to see them—a very
great pleasurs to me, sic.”

“Quite, but—*

“It was my desire, sir, to take photo-
graphs of certain articles in the colle
tion,” explained Mr Kalizelos. " Sir
Reginald DBrooke had no objection,
but he considered. very properly indeed,
that Lord Maulovercr's permission
should be given.”

“0Oh!” said Mr, Quelch.
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“1 can scarcely deubt, sir, that his
lordship will give me this permission,’’
said Mr. Kahzelos. “If I may speak

a few words to him, I am sure that he
will have no objection to make. Sir
Reginald Brooke, indeed, has assured
me that moking the roquest is mera]g
a matter of form, amd that his war

will give me permission at once for the
photographs to be taken of the articles

at_his magnificent home, sir.”
uelch smiled. _
5 1 ave mnoe doubt of il,” he
answered, ) .
“You are very kind,” said Mr.

Kalizelos, “I apologise a hundred
times, sir, for taking up your valuable
time."

“Not at all, Mr. Kalizelos,” said the
Eemove master. " But as to-day is a
half-holiday, it is possible that Lord
Mauleverer is not within gates. If you
will wait, I will ascertain whether the
boy iz in_ the House, and, if so, you
may certainly ges him.™

“T can only thank you, sir 1” said Mr.
Kalizelos, in his musical voice, and Mr.
Quelch leit the visitors’ room, leaving
Mr. Kalizelos with a smile of polite
satisfaction on his olive face. :

But as soon as the door closed behind
the Greyfriars master the expression on
Mr. Kolizeles' facoe changed very much.

The smile disappeared, as if wiped
away by a duster; the lines of the olive
face hardened, and a glitte: came into
the deep black eyes. The Greek
breathed hard and deep.

“ At last 1" he muttorad, half-aloud, a
remark that ccrtainly would have
astonished Mr. Quelch had he heard it,
and might have caused him to suspect
that the handsome Greek was something
elsa a8 well as a dealer in antiques—
and that he had business with Lord
Meauleverer that he had not stated to
Lord Mauloverer's Form master,

The Greeck did not sit down dgain.

Ha stood with his eves on the door,
watching it for the expected schoolboy
to enter—and the look on his face was
that of & watching tiger.

THE FIFTH CHAFPTER.
Bunter the Nobleman !

1ILLY BUNTER put & bullet head
B out of Mr. Quelch’s study door-

way, and blinked along the
corridor  through  his  big
spectacles.

Like Moses of old, ho locked this way
and that way—and there was no man!

For the second time that afternoon
Bunter was going to “chance ™ it. He
hoped for better luck at the second
attempt.

With that beast, Quelch, jawing to
sormebody 1n the wisitors’ room, it
seemed probable that the coast would
be clear. Billy Bunter waited in the
doorway, watching snd listening, with
his fat heart thumping. But he serewed
up his courage at last and rolled out.

Thisg time he did not go at a rush.
He almost tiptoed his wai down the
long corridor. MNeither did he intend to
leave by the door on the quad. The
fat Owl's idea was to scuttle up to the
Remove passage, and leave by the box-
room window at the back of the
Hoping that Queleh was still safe with
his unexpected visitor, Bunter reszched
the stairs and started up.

Then he halted. -

_On the next Aight of stairs above he
sighted & familiar form. It was that
of Mr. Quelch, going upstairs. Fortu-
nately, his back was to Bunter, and he
did not think of glancing round. Billy
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Houso,

Bunter gave ong harrified blink at his
Form master's back, and gasped, and
turned, and fairly flew,

“Oh crikey I gasped Bunter,

He had supposed that Mr. Quelch was
still in the visitors’ room. Apparently,
however, the Remove master
already got through with Mr. Kalizelos,
and Bunter concluded that that gentle-
man was gone,

But for the fact that Quelch, for some
reason, was going up to the Hemovo
studies, Bunter might have met him
face to facel

He shuddered at the thought,

The fat i_unmr blinked at the open
doorway o the House, In the quad,
only a short distance from the steps, the
portly figure ot Mr. Prout wos in sight,
in_conversation with Mr. Wiggins,

Bunter backed hastily away g*um the

oOF,

Prout knew that he was detained—
and he did pot want to cateh Prout's
eye mgain,

“Oh Ior" I” murmured Bunter,

Quelch, above, cut him off from the

emove passage; Prout, outside, cut
him off from zL_a quad. And any
minute Quelch might come down, or
Prout might come in. Moments were
pregious,

In sheer desperation, the fat junior
crossed to the door of the visitors' room.

That apartment had windows on the
quad, and it would be easy to wateh for
an opportunity, when the const was
clear, and drop from one of the win-
dows, as the room was on the ground
Hoor. And if Quelch missed him from
his study, he would not be likely to look

for him in the visitors’ room—at least,
Bunter hoped go.

Tt was & case of any port in a
storm. Bunter hesitated wlzth his fat
paw on the door-handle. A portly

shadow fell neross the sunlight from
the quad—My. Prout was coming in.

That decided Bunter. A few
moments more, and Prout would see
him—and tho game would be upl
Swiftly he turned the door hand &,
opened the door of the visitors’ room,
]st_epped inside, and ¢losed the door after
im.

“Lord Mauleverer " said a musical
Yo1ee.

EBunter jumped.

. As he had seen Quelch going up to the
Junior studies, he had taken it
granted that Queloh’s caller was gone.
It had not occurred to his fat brain
that Mr. Kalizelos might bo waiting
alona in the visitors’ room for any
reason., He had had no doubt that the
room wag empty.

But it was not empty,

A ghm, lithe, oliveskitned man
stood looking at Bunter, bowing, with
B _smile on his face. The tiger's look
with which Mr, Kalizeloa had watched
the doer vanmished as the door opencd,
and he was instantly the polite, smiling
antique dealer again,

Bunter blinked at him.

He was too startled to speak for g
moment.

Mr. Kalizelos bowed with foreign

, his black eyes on the fat junior,

“1 thank your lordship for giving me
a few minutes of your lordship’s time,™
he said,

Bunter blinked.

His fat brain was not
uptake; but he remembered, from
what had been said in Mr. Quelch’s
study, that Mr. Kalizelos had called in
reference to Lord Mauleverer,

It dawned on him that the foreign
gentleman was waiting for Mr. Quelch
to send Mauleverer to him, or bring him
to the visitors’ room.

The Greek's mistake was natural,

uick on tha
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Lord

schoolbo
supposed that ik

He wa: waiting there for
Mauoleverer, and when a
entercd ha naturall
was Mauleverer. he room obviously
wae not one that was used by junior
schoolboys, except to seo visitors in.

Bowing and smiling, the Greck came
nearer to Bunter,

His keen black eyes soanned the fat

face, as if with the intention of
memorising  his supposed lordship’s
featuros,

“';T}h [* sjaculated Bunter.
you're waiting to—iop see—'"
» I am waiting to see you, my lord 1*

L1 Yw_

said Mr. Kalizelos, with another bow.
I have not had the pleasurs of seein
before, but—you are Lﬂrﬁ

on
i!l-a.qtuvurer, my lord i*

Billy Bunter opencd his fat lips—and
cl them again, was about to tell
the foreign gentleman that he was not
Mauleverer; but second thoughts—not
always the E&ah—-aupar?med.

Bunter’s fat brain was working at full

ressure. He had to in cover—

rout was in the Hall outside the door,
Bunter could not pnqaibli: walk out of
the visitors’ room, with Prout outside,
Heo had to stay where he was, and cer-
tainly he could not confide to this foreign
gentleman that he was & young rascal
undar datentmniidudging the masters.

Truthfulness had nover a pealed to
William Gﬂec;rga Bunter, He had no use
for it. Indeed, Remove fellows declared
that Bunter never told the truth if he
thought that a “whopper ® would do,
That might be en exaggeration: but nn-
doubtedly Billy Bunter, in moments of

difficulty, was prepared to roll out
whoppera to any num and any
extent. If this merchant thought he

wag Lord Mauleverer, at least he could
stay in the room till the coast was clear,
Th::.t was enough for Bunter,

“I——" began Bunter. * Yes! Of—of
course | suppose you'rse Mr.
Kalizelos I

The fat junior's confused manner
caused the Greek to eye him sharply.
But if he had any doubt, it was removed
at once by Bunter mentioning his name.
Lord Mauleverer, certainly, had never
heard of Mr. Kalizelos, and he ecould
only have heard the name from his
Form master, who had gone to find
him. It was scarcely likely that any
other boy at Graeyiriars lms beard it.
Mr. Kalizelos koew nothing, of course,
of the fat Owl having been in
Mr. Queloh's study when his card was
taken in,

“I—I'm glad to sce you, Mr. Kali-
zelog,” huriied on Bunter, “N-p-nice
afternoon, isn't it i

The Greek, whoee facp had hardened
and sharpencd for 8 moment as he eyed
the iat schoolboy, was all smiles again.

“0Oh, quite, my lord 1" he zaid. " Wa
have very warm woathor—almost as
warm as in my own country.”

“What's that " asked Bunter, not zo
much from his usual inquisitivencss as
from the necessity of saying someothing.

“Egypt, my lord.”

“ Egypt|” ropeated Bunter, blinking
at him. Bunter had a hazy belief that
all the inhabitants of Africa wore black,
“But you're not a darkey.”

Mr. Kalizelos stared for o moment.

Then he smiled.

“lI am a Greek, my lord—an
Egrptian Greek. There are many
Greeks in Egypt.”

“ Are there?” said Bunter.

“*Descended from the Grecian colony
planted in that country by Alexander of
Macedon, my lord.™

*“0Oh 1" said Bunter. Bunter had heard
of Alexander the Great; though the less
he learned about that ancient monarch,
or any other, the better Bunter liked it,

==k
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“ Oh, here you are, Bunter I ** said Wharton,
the Owi of the Remove turned up his fat nose sod

“* But to come to business, my lord——"

“Dhl1 Ah! Yes' said Bunter.

Heo moved across to the window. It
was open, and near at hand the quad
looked deserted. In the distance Bunter

could hear ahnutin%] on the cricket
glrc:und; but close at hand the coast was
clear.

“I took the liberty of calling,™ said
Mr. Kalizelos, following his supposed
lordship to the window.

“Oh, yes!" Bunter was in terror
every moment of the door opening to
reveal Mr. Quelch or Lord Maulevorer,
“But the fact iz I'm sorry, and all that,
but I've got to speak to a chap——*

“But, my lord—"

“He's just gono out of gatos I'* gasped
Bunter. *“I—I shall have to cut after
him, or—or I shall losse him. Sorry, you
know—awfully sorry—can’t stop & single
moment—" o

With that the fat junior plunged out

of the open window and dropped into
:iﬁ uad, under the a.at-:-mahﬁdp oyes of
o Greek,

Mr. Kalizelos made & swift stride to
tha window, and watched the fat figure
scudding across to the gates,

His black eyes glittered

What Mr. Kvaiizelns might think of his
peculiar conduct Bunter had no time to
consider. The coast was clear, and it
was a chance to escape, and that was all
that mattered to Bunter.

Only for 2 moment Mr. Kalizelos stood
watching him.

Then ho croszed to the door, guitted
tho room, and walked quickly out of the
Housze.

The taxi in which he had arrived stood
on the drive. The Greek spoke & sharp
word to the driver.

“You ses that fat boy? I wish fo
speak to him. Follow him "

v
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The Greek stepped into the taxi, and
the chauffeur put it in motion st once.
Billy Bunter reached the gates and
scudded into the road. A moment later
the taxi turned out of the gates after
him. The Greck's black eves seintil-
lated with triumph as he loocked from
the window at the fat figure plugging
elong the sunny road.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.

Amazing !

ORD MAULEVERER vawned,

i “Don’t coma in, fathead !"” he
called out.

It was a tap at his study door

that drew that remark from his lordship.

Lord Mauleverer's elegant form was
stretched on his study sofa, Maunly was
lazy ot the best of times, and on a
blazing afterncon in July he was at his
laziest,

Strenuous fellows like Harry Wharton
& Co, might sail on the bay, or knock
the ball about on the cricket field, But
H-t?rbﬂrt Mauleverer preferred his study
BOIR.

Stretched st full length, with his hands
clasped behind his noble head, Hanl-
everer was taking it casy.

The only fiy in the cintment was the

ibility that some fellow might butt
in_and disturb his comfortable repose.

_Hence his remark as the tap came at
hias door.

Tha door oprned.

“What?"' ejaculated a voice that
geemed to have an edge on it

“0Oh, begad!” gasped Lord Maul-
evarer in dismay.

He leaped from the sofa.

* You've turned up at last ! ** Insiead of acknowl his sehool-feil
walkeg on with Mr, Kallzelos. i % e

It was the cut direct |

A moment before Lord Mauleverer
had looked as if ho could hardly move
if the alarm-bell rang to announce that
the House was on fire. But at the voice
of Mr. Quelch he moved like a Jack-in-
the'bﬂxr

“Oh, sir!” gasped Mauleverer, his
cheeks crimson as he blinked in dismay
aft his Form master. “I-I—I didn't
know it was vou, sir.”

“1 presume hot 1" barked Mr. Quelch.

“I—I'm aw'fy sorry, sir——'' stam-
mered tha schoolboy earl.

“You should not be idling in your
study in this glorious weather, Maul-
everer,” said Mr, Quelch severaly.

“Oh, n-no, sir!™” stammered Mauly,
“I—L wasn't exactly idlin’, sic; I—I
was thinkin' out a—a problem, sir.”

*Indeed,” said Mr. Quelch, his brow
clearing. "I nm glad to hear that,
Mauleverer. I have heard from My,
Lascelles that your mathomatics are far
—vory far—irom satisfactory.”

#I—I mean—"

“If you are in a difficulty, my boy, I
will ind time to help you with the ;ﬁﬂ-
blem to which you refer,"” said Mr.

I—I mean, it was the

Quelch kindly.
“Ohl Ah!
problem of the hols, sir!" gasped the
unfortunate slacker of the Romove.

“The what 1"

“The holidays, sir. I—I haven't de-
ecided about the holidays, and as wa
break up in a few days 1 was think-
ml'___:ll

“You are a foolish and absurd bey,
Mauleverer " snapped Mr. Quelch.

“Ohl Yes, asir!” Gt )
“You should npot be idling in-
doors. However, it 13 fortunate, in a

way, as someono has called to see you,
Tee Mao¥eET LIBRARY.—No, 1,277,
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that I have found you in the House,™
said Mr. Quelch,

“Is it punky. sir!f I—I mean Bir
Reginald Brooke T asked Mauleverer.

“No; it 13 a Groek gontleman, named
Kalizelos,” answered Mr, Quelch.

“ Mever heard of him, sir.”’

“Very probably, It appesrs, Maul-
everer, that this gentloman has been
sllowed to see your late father's
collection of Egyptian antiguitics ot
Mauleverer Towers, and he desires your
permission to take photographs of some
of them.”

"“He's very welcome, sir,"” answered
Lord Mauleverer.

“You may see him, Mauleverer, Tho
man appears to be a respectable amtiguo
merchant, but as he iz a total stranger
hera it will be best for you to see him
it your Form master's prosence.”

* Yery well, sir !’

“You may follow me to the visilors’
room, Mauleverar,™

“*Yes, sir.”

Mr. Queleh walked out of the study,
and Mauleverer, easting what the poct
desertbes as a “longing, lingering look
behind ™ at his sofa, followed. Lord
Alaulevercr was more than willing to
ublige the Greek gontleman, or any
other gentleman, but he was not willing
10 leave his study sofa for tho purpose.
But there was no help for that, and he
followed the Homovo master down the
staira

They arrived at the visitors’ room,
ol Mr. Queleh opened the door and
walked in, followed by Muuleverer.

“Hera 1z Lord auleverer, Mr.
Kalizelas " ho zaid. * Why—what—
whoere—— Goodness graciovs !

Mr. Quelch stared round the room as
if he could havdly believa his own
gimlot-cyes—ns indeed he hardly could,

The room was empty.

_ He had left the Greek gentleman wait-
ing there, He had not been Ifnm:uz mora
than six or seven minutes. ut durin
ithat short space of time, the Gree
gentleman hod vanished.

It was amazing, indeed, inexplicable.
Mr. Euahh WaS Eﬂﬁ]‘l astonizshed and an-
noyed. Mr., Kalizelos had seemed to
him g gentleman with very courtly man-
ners.  But this n.bru[i‘-t and inexplicable
departuro  was really shocking  bead
mianners,

“ Extraosdinary ' said Mr. Quelch.

Ho stared round the room, as if he
half-expected to see the Greek gentleman
vmerge from some corner.

“Is—i1s ho gone, gir!” asked Maul-
everer, as astonished as his Form master.

“He certainly appears to be gone,
Mauleverer ! cannot understand this
at all!” snapped Mr. Quelch.

Heo whisked out of the room, very much
annoyed indeed. Prout was in the offing,
and the Remove master called to him.

“Prout! Have you secn moything of
a gentleman—a foreign-locking man—
wiio was waiting here?"

Mr. Prout glanced round.

“Certainly, Quelch! He Ileft the
visitors’ room a few minutes ago—and
went out to his taxi”

AMr. Quelch stnf:ped to the open door
of the House. The taxi was gone. He
turned back, frowning.

“This ia very remarkable,” he said.
“The man called, stating that he had a
reason for speaking to Mauleverer; and
ha seems to hava left while T was fetch-
i"ﬁ the boy. It is extremely odd.”

Very odd, indeed, sir!" gaid Mr.
FProut in surprise. “If you are not
Requainted with the person—->="

“Not in the least; he was quite a

strangor.®

“Then it would be as well to ascertain
that nothing i3 missing—such as the
unbrellas—"
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Mr. Quelch shook his head, and
Mauleverer grinned. The Remove
master could not suspect & man of Mr.
Kalizolos wealthy appearance of
nefarious designs on the umbrellas! But
he was very puzzled, and ver perturbed.

However, there was npothing to be
done, and Mr, Quelch wes anxious to get
back to his study and his pile of
papers.

“As the man appears to have left,
Mauleverer, you may go,” Lie said.

“¥Yes, sirl™

Lord Mauleverer travelled slowly and
laboriously back to the Remove passage,
and sank down on his study sofa with a
sigh of relief—no doubt turning his
noble mind once more to the problem of
the holidays,

Mr. Quelch, with his lips set, returned
to his own study.

There anocther surprise awaited him.

He fully expected to find, that Bunter
had been slacking, and had done nothing
while he was out of the study. He was
prepared, in that case, to give Bunter
the kecnest edge of his tongue. But
Bunter's chair was wnra.r.'::mf:II and his pen
lay in a sea of blots on his unfinished
lines. Bunter was gonel

“Upon m word 1" asped Alr.
Quelcﬁ, : L

Hia foce set grimly,

He made a step to the door—and
stopped | He realised that the fat truant
was likely to be far cnough away by
{hat tinie, ~ Having taken the. sigk o
}:graaking detention, he was not likely to
INgeT.

Mr. Quelch sat down to his pile of
?upe:rs again, with an expression on hia
ace that maght have curdled the fat
Owl's blood i he could have seen it
Fortunately, William George Bunter
could not see it.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Spider and the Fly !
i Y lord ™
M _ Billy Bunter blinked round
in surprise.

Onece safe out of the school
gates, DBunter had started down Friar-
dala Lane as fast aa his fat little legs
could carcy him., He heard the buzz of
a motor behind him and drew to the
side of the lano to let the wechicle pass,
But it did not pass; it slowed down, and
a musical voice from the window ad
dressed the panting fat jupior. :

“Oh!" gasped Bunter, as his big
spectacles turned on Mr. Kalizelos at
the window of the taxi

For a second, ho wondered why the
foreigner had followed him. He waz at
the school to see Mauleverer; and he
had not yot seen Mauleverer, But Kali-
zelos, of course, supposed that DBunter
was Mauleverer, as the fat Owl remem-
bered at onco. Apparenily his business
with the schoolboy ear]l was so urgent
that he had followed on from the schoal.

The olive face of the Greek waa
smiling. There was no doubt that he
was surprised and puzzled by the extro-
ordinary behavicour of the supposed
Maulaverer; but he had his own reasons
for being pleased by the turn of events,
He smiled and bowed from the taxi
MO say, I—T'm in & hurr,” d

el —I'm 11 & hurry,” gaspe
Bunter, vil:ﬂh an anxious blink back to-

wards the school gatess "I—I've got
to speak to a—a chap——"*

“May I offer your lordship a Lift#
asked the Greek.

At that stage in the proceedings, Bun-
ter would bave told the Greck that he
was not Lord Mauleverer, simply to got
rid of the man.

But the offer of a lift banished that

thought from his fat mind.

THE MAGNET

A lift wasz oxactly what Bunter wanted.

Whether Mr. Queleh would look for
him when he missed him, he did not
know; but it was guite possible that he
would, or that he would request a Sixth
Form prefect o do so. Bunter was
anxious to put a safe distance botween
hig fut person and the school. Later, he
had to face the music for breaking de.
tention and getting away. That was bad
enough. But it would be altogether too
bad, 1f he was hooked hack with & hand
on his collar, to face the music without
having got away at all. The offer of a
Lift was a windfnll to the podgy truant.

“Oh! I say, that's jolly decent of
you,” gasped Bunter.

" Your nrdshiﬁ} would like a lift?”

“Td jolly well like it no end,” said
Bunter, with great sipcority:  “Just
what I’d like! I—I'm in a fearful
hur:l-g-l._“

“Pray step in, :'I'Ii; lord.”

Halizeloa opened the texi door.

Bunter stepped in; hardly able to
believe in his luck! The door
closed, and the taxi rolled on again.

“You are locking for a friend, 1
understand, my lord 1" asked the Greek,
his keen, black eyes on Bunter’s Hushed,
podgy faco.

“Oh! Ah! Yes!” Bunter had almost
forgotten that “whopper * already.
“Yes! Quite! DBut—I—I think I'vo lost
him—the fact is, T want to get to Pogg—
if you're going that way—""

e black oyes glistened.

Even Bunter, cbtuse and unobsarvant
as he was, could sce that the Greek was

lad mwlltlmr_ that he wanted allift to

ORE. ¥, it was a mystery ; unless the
anﬁqua merchant was ":.-Iadrruf a chanco
to oblige a nobleman.

“1 am now rcturning fo Pegg, to mv
yacht there, my lord I said iigalizalm.
“It will be a great pleasure to have your
lordship's company.”
“Oh, good!” sa1d Bunter,

. His assumption of Lord Mauleverer’s
identity was turning out a botter spegu-
lation than he had dreamed.

Obviously, this forei gentleman,
polite as he was, wnufdn never have
offered o lift to a young rasenl dodging
out of detention. He was happy to offer
it to Lord Mauleverer! Bunter sagely
resglved to continue to be a peer of the
realm, at least, until the seaside villago
was reached. In the taxi, he was like ¥
to arrive there before Bob Cherry, who
was walking. He would be in ample
time for the trip in the Remove hoat—
and whet was more important, for the
tea in the Remove boat! Billy Bunter
wae [eching quite elated.

The taxi sped down Friardale Laro
towards the village. At the stile on the
footpath, a sturdy schoolboy was abous

to clamber over, to take the th
through the wood, a short cut to Pege.
Billy Bunter grinned as he saw Bacﬁ)

Cherry. He had twice as far to go, by
road, but he had oo doubt of arriving

first in the taxi.

“Hallo, hallo, halle!” Bob Cherry
glanced round and stared ot the sight of
the fat face in the taxi, “Bunter!

Bob stared blankly at the fat junior
oz the taxi came up. He had left Billy
Bunter safe under Mr. Quelch’s gimlet-
eye, and he was smazed to sea him
careoring along Friardale Lana in a
faxi. Bunter grinned st him.

Mr. Kalizelos frowned, for a moment,
For remsons of his own, as yet un-
imagined by Bunter, the ﬂree}'. did not
want Lord Mauloverer to pick up a
friend en route. To his relief, Bunter
did not ask him to stop. He waved a
fat hand to ., 8and the taxi whizzed
on.

Bob stared. He turned from the stile
and shouted to the fat Owl.
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“Hold on| If you're going to Pogg,
give a fellow a lift, old fat man."

Bunter did not seem to hear,

The taxi whizzed on. |

If Bob Cherry had entered tha taxi,
it would not have been many minutes
bofore Kalizelos discovered that * Lord
Mauleverer ¥ was not Lord Mauleverer
et 8ll; and the lift to Pegg would have
been & thing of the past.

So Bunter judiciously turned a deaf
ear to Bob Cherry.

‘LHuld on, you fat sweep!" roared

inned. The taxi swept on
riardale.

“My hat! The fat worm !” growled
Bob Cherry, in disgust. And he turned
back to the stile, elambared over it, and
proceeded by the short cut through the
wood at s repid trot. "

Kalizelos glanced curiously =t his
% lordship.”

“That was a schoolfollow of your
Inrdahij[:-’a?" he remarked.

“Oh! Ves" snid Bunter. “Not the
man 1 was—was ln-nking_ for! WNever
mind him—he can walk.

Billy Bunter leaned back, glad of the
rest aftor his exertions, and teking his
fat enso. He was safe from pursuit
now, and safely booked for s free ride
to Pagp.

Nothing could have happened better,
from Billy Bunter's point of view, at
least, And now that his fat mind was at
ease, Billy Bunter’s inguisitive ouriosity
was awakened. :

The olive-skinnoed Kalizelos was rather
an unusual gort of visitor for a Grey-
friars fellow, and his business with Lord
Mauleverar must be rather important
and pressing, as he had burried after
hiz supp lordship from the school.

Everybody’s business but his own had
s deep interest for Billy Bunter, and as
the Greek believed him to be Mauly, he
had only to ask to learn all about it.
Never had a Paul Pry, in fact, had &
better opportunity for satisfying his
euriosity.

He blinked at the handsome olive face
of the Greek, fOGnding that the black
eves were watching his stealthily.

“"Tat's seo, what was it you came to
gea me for, Mr. Kalizelos?" asked
Bunter breezily. “We can talk now.”

 Oh, quite, your lordship!" said Mr.
Kalizelos,. He was watching the fat,
obtuse face with a caloulating ek;ye.
“But we shall be at Pegg in a few
minutes. My yacht is therg—m=—"

t ;rnurs?“ asked PBunter,
“I've heard the [ellows

“That ya
Mauly says it's a rip-

Bl..mt:ar
towards

with interest,
talking about it
ping yacht.™ ]

"iinul:r 1" ropeated Mr. Kalizelos.
Bunter caught his Lreath.

Billy Bunter lived and moved and had
hia being in spool; but although he
bolonged to the eglass of persons who
should proverbially have good memories,
Bunter had a bad one—and he was liable
to give himself away at any moment.

“A—p—a pal of mine!™ he stam-
mered, thankiul that he had seid Mauly
and npot Mauleverer. “Chap named—
named Maulson—we call him Maull:i' for
short. I say, you must do jolly well out
¢f ‘the secondhand business if you keep
a vacht on it !"

Ealizelos looked at him.

This sort of fatuous mmpertinence was

art and parcel of DBilly Bunter's

aseinating character; but it was not
what was to be expected from a peer of
tho realm,

But it was not the Greek’s cue to be
offended by bad meanners. Only for a
gecond the smile faded from his olive
faco.

“Wa make our small profits, my lord,”
he said smoothly.

“Jolly big profits, I should think, to
keop 8 yacht [ said Bunter. * Bhouldn’t
have thought there was s0 mueh in
secondhand furniture.”

The Greek's black eyes gleamed for a
moment.

I am an smntique dealer, my lord,”
ho seid. “In Chaire I have a large
establishment. That is why I am inter-
ested in wyour lordship's collection of
Egyptian relics. Your lordship’s late
father brought back many curious things

from Egypt.*
“Oh| Yes! Rather!" agreed Bun-
ter, remembering that he was Lord

Mauleverer. “Lots and lots!™
*Among other things, s very inter-
esting scarnb,” said Mr. Kalizelos, his
eyes on Bunter’s fat face.
“Dozens of them,” anawerad Bunter,
inwardly wondering what on earth a
scarah waa.

Kalizelos smiled.

“No doubt, mno doubt,” he said.
“Egyptian scarabs are by no means
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uncommon. But the one to
rofer is of vory special interost.
of the Golden Bearnbasus™

“Oh!" gasped Bunter. * The—the
Golden Bearabacus! E=xactly !

“Your lordship is well acquainted
with it, of course "

“Oh! Yes! Know it like a book I
snid Bunter.

“*No doubt it is still in the collection
left to your lordship by your lordship's
late father "

“Oh! Quita! Wouldn't part with it
for worlds ! said Bunter. “We—we
keep 1t in & special room ot Bunter
Court.”

“Indeed! Your lordship does not
leep it with the rest at Mauleverer
"Towers 1 exclaimed the Greek.

Once more Bunter had stumbled !

“0Oh! Yos! No!” he stammered.
“ We—we keep some of the things at—
at Bunter Court—one of my country
ha-usfa, vou know. Hallo, there's the
BEeL.
Bunter was rather plad to be in sight

11

of his destination. Twice he had nearly
given himself away, snd he did not
want to -anhﬁhtan e Greek till he was
safely landed at Pegg, After that he
did not care how soon the man from
E:IIITI:I dizcovered that his leg had been

“That is my yacht, my lord,” said
Kalizelos, with & gesture towards the
handsome vessel riding at anchor in the
distance. “If wour lordship is at
leisure, might I venturs to beg your
lordship to pay a visit to my poor
vessal?7 It would ba an honour and a
distinetion.”

“Oh " said Bunter,

With all his wily cunning the Greek
could not keep s shade of anxiety out
of his face, He was angling warily for
this fot fish; and, so far, tho supposed
Mauloverer had played into his hands.
But at this stage of the proceedings
Kalizaloa hardly hoped that fortune
would econtinue to smile on him so
benignly.

But he need have had no doubts.

It was very doubtful indoed whether
Lord Mauleverer would have acecopted
the invitation from a total stranger.
But there was no doubt that William
George Bunter would.

“Wall, the fact is, I was going to tca
with some friends,” said Bunter, blink-
ing at the Greek. *I1 can't very well
miss my tea.™

“If your lordship would deign to
accopt some refreshment on my poor
yacht—" said Kalizelos, his black eyes
glinting.

Billy Bunter blinked at the well-
dressed Groek and then at the handsomo
and, evidently, very expensive vacht, A
lordly guest on the yacht was un-
doubtedly rikely to fare better than
whacking cut a basket of iuck with five
fellows in a boat. And Bunter was not
quite certain yet that he would be able
to wedge into the Remove boat at all
That had boen his intention, cortainly;
and he had great skill in wedging in av
othor fellows' spreads. 8till, there was
an doubt. A bird in hand was worth two
in the bush !

“ Done ! said DBunter. . x

“I thank your lordship!” said Eali-
relos.  “ Believe me, I appreciate the
honour your lordship does me!”

* Yes, 1 don't suppose you often get a
lord on your wacht!” agreed Buater
fatuously.

“Oh! Ah! Quite!” gaspod Kalizelos.

The taxi ran on into the cobbly streev
of Pegg, and stopped at the wooden
pier, where the yacht’s boat was wait-
mg. Kalizelos poid off the taxi, and
walked on the pier, with Billy Bunter
volling by his side. It was scttled now,
in Bunter's fat mind, that he was going
to be Lord Mauleverer till after tea on
the yacht!

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Cat ]

ABRY WHARTON & CO. rose
from the rail whera they were
seated. In the distance’ they
spotted Bob Cherry, emerging

at a rapid trot from the wood nto
Pegg Lane. Bob was still at o distance
whon the taxi came whiezing up from
the direction of Friardale, and, to their
astonishment, Billy Bunter Emtﬁmd out
and came on the pier, with the olive-
:Einnecéh man they had seen land frem
e yacht.
“'f‘hﬂt fat chump !™ said Johnny Bull.
“The fathcad must have broken
detention,” eaid Harry Wharton., * Ask-
inﬁ for trouble, as wanal I
That yachting sportsman must have
%‘imn him & lift,” said Frank WNugent.
% Bunter's in luck—and wo're not !” :
Tee Macxer Lisrany,—No. 1,277,
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“He said he was going to Grevlriars
to see Mauleverer,” remarked Wharton.
“He must have got through pretty
quick to be back so soon. Trust Bunter
to stick him for = lift, if cheek would
do it !™

“Now we're landed with the fat frog,
I suppose " grunted Johnny Bull. * Are
wo lottin im come in the boat, or
kicking him across the beach?™

Harry Wharton laughed,

“It's the last half-holiday of the
term,” he said. *'Let the fat bounder
wedge in”

“In the esteemed circumstaneces the
kickfulness is not the proper caper,”
agrecd Hurree Jamset Ram Bingh,

“Better get in some more grub,
then I” grunted Johnny Bull, “We've
only enough for fve. Wa zhall want
enough for ten now 1™

The chums of the Remove made up
their minds to it.. Evidently Bunter
had broken detention, and bpoked him-
sclf for a licking, to join the boating
ﬁ:rtll{u; and it was, aftor all, the last

If-holiday of the torm, and there was
the happy prospect before them of not
seeing William George Bunter again till
next term. So, though the addition of
the fat Owl to the party did not exactly
have an exhilarating effect on them,
they resolved to grin and bear it with
fortitndo.

They were gquite unsware, so far,
that Bunter’s plans had changed sinco
he had scocted out of Greviriars,

The picaic-basket in the gnat had no
temptation for a fellow who was going
ns & wealthy man’s guest on a mag-
nificent yacht. Billy Bunter was pre-
pared to turn up his fat little nose at
that picnic-basket in his new and
peculiar circumstances,

Ho far from being pleased to see the
juniors waiting on the pier, not ye
started on their trip, Bunter was an-
noyed ‘and alarmed.

‘f‘ea on the yacht depended on Kali-
zelos continuing to believe that he was
Jord Maulovoror. One ocareless word
from these fellows would knock the
whole thing on the head,

Bunter would have been glad had
the chums of the Remove given him
the *“marblo eye " as he passed them on
the pier. But having nobly made up
their minds to give him as cordial a
welcome as possible, the juniors gave
him quite pleasant looks.

“0Oh, here you are!” sanid Herry.
“¥You've turned up, after all.”

Buntor trembled inwardly. Another
word might spoil the whole thing.
These irrifating beasts had to be got
rid of.

Tnstead, therefore, of answering,
Bunter turncd wp his fat nose, and
walked on with Mr. Kalizelos, littlo
dreaming how relisved the Gresk was
that he showed no desire to join up
with them.

The four juniors stared after him
blankly. It was the cut direct.

The Facht's boat was waiting farther
along the pier, and Bunter was snxious
h:regat into it and push off. He hast-
ened hiz stops,

“What on
Johony Bull.

“Hasn't the fat idiot como here to
land himself on us, after all?” ex-
claimed Nugent, in astonishment,

* Making out he doesn't know us]”
oxclaimed Johnny Bull, in dﬂc‘lif’ wrath.
“Turning up his zilly noss, hy, I'll
go after him, and rub his nose on the

earth—" ejaculated

pioez I*
“Fanoy heing cut—by Bunter*
geaped Wharton, “What is the {fat
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chump’a game?! Cut—by Bunter! My
hat I’
“The cutfulness was terrific and pre-
rous,” grinned Hurree Jamset
am Singh,

The juniors stared blankly after
Bunter. It was a relief, so far as that
went, to find that the fat Owl did not
want to join the bosting party, aftor
all. But what Bunter's new and re-
markable manners and customs might
mean was 8 deep mystery. He had
walked t them with his nose in the
alr as if they were ohstreperous fellows
whom he did not care to kmow. It
really was astounding,

“Let's go and bump him en the
pier!” growled Johnny Bull, deeply
meensed.

“Oh, lot him rip!" =aid Harry.
“We'll kick him later. He seems to
have landed himself on that yachting
man Banmlmw—gnudmu knows how!
Let him rip, and a good riddanca!™

“The goodfulness of the riddance is
great, but the checkfulness of the
idiotic Bunter is preposterous!”

Billy Bunter blinked back rather un-
easily when he reached thoe yacht’s boat.
He was relieved to seo the Groyiriars
fellows roemaining where they were,
Mr. Kalizelos gave him z hand into the
boat, and Bunter plumped down in the
storn,

“Let's get off,” he said. "I don't
want to have anything to do with that
crowd—coheeky Jlot of rotters, you
know. They think they can glue on 1o
a chap, just bocause they belong to ihe
same school. I get & lot of that sort
of thing.”

“No doubtb, my lord,” said Kalizolos.

“0Oh, exactly! Being a lord, you
knew——" said Bunter,

The boat pushed off. Mr. Kalizelos
had his own exeellent reasons for de-
siring to get afloat as soon as possible.
The two foreign-locking seamen bent
to the oars, and the boat shot away
noross the bay towards the anchored
vacht,

Billy Bunter, safe now from awkward
revolations, grinned back at the juniors
on the pier, and waved a fat hand.
Ho had no doubt that they wers envy-
ing him.

“Well, my hat!” said Harry Whar-
ton. “The fat chump’s going out to tho
:ra;:?t! How on earth has he wangled
it %’

B""Bcat-a me hollow " said Johnny
uil.

“The hollowfulness is terrifis 1™

Burprised and a littla curious, the
juniors watched the boat pulling for the
vacht. Billy Bunter's fat face was look-
ing round at them, growing smaller and
smaller in the distance, his spectacles
flashing back the rays of t BUD
Somehow or other—how was o mystery
—the fat Owl scomed to have
“wangled * an invitation to the yacht.
They watched the boat reach the
anchored wvessel, .and saw the accom-
modation ladder let down, and watched
Bunter heaving his weight up it. Hie
spectacles gleamed at them from the
vacht's deck, and they saw & fat hand
waved. Then Bunter disappeared from
sight, and the boat was swung up to
the davits, which lonked as if Bunter
was not leaving again soon,

“Hallo, halle, hallo I

Bob Cherry came trotting on the pier,
hmnﬂ:mi hard.

“(hh, here you are!” said Harry.
“All reoady ™ :

“Tan’t Bunter here?” asked Bob.

Wharton pointed to tho yacht.

“Bunter's there !™ he answered.

THE MAGNET.

“What on earth is he doing thero$®
exclaimed Bob,

“Goodness knows [

“Wall, my hat! He passed me in
Frm._rdufa Lape in a taxi with a foreign-
looking chap,” said Bob. “The fat
villain refused to give me a lift. I've
run all the way ¥

“And he cut us when he got here”
grinned Nugont. " Cut us dead |”

- "I'm going to kick him when we got
in!" growled Johnny Bull,

“He's palled on to that yachting
nImP eomehow, and given us the go-
by,” said Harry Wharton, lsughing.
“More power to his giddy elbow!
Let's get the boat out now you're here,
Boh”

And dismissing Billy Bunter and his
mysterious ﬁrmdm from their
mmda,_tha amous Egi.?ra stepped the
mast in  Trumper's boat, and ren
cheerily out of the bay before the wind.

THE NINTH CHAPTER,
In Deadly Peril I

ONSTANTINOS KALIZELOS
K smiled as he trod the deck of
the yacht Zeus., ' he Egyptian
Ureek was full of mﬁaﬁntiun.
Ho looked, indeed, like & man who
could hardly believe in his own good
luck. Billy Bunter could not help ob-
serving how pleased the Greek seamed
to be, and he attributed it partly to
his own engagm%mannara. and partly
to the fact that Ealizelos belisved him
to be a lord. He was soon to discover
that the Greek had other reasons,

Bunter blinked round at the yacht
with Interest, and several dark-skinned
seamen looked at him curiously, and an
officer, to whom Kalizelos spoke in his
own tongue, grinned openly as if
entertainad.

Bowing and smiling, Kalizelos re-
quested tho fat junior to accompan
him below, snd Bunter, in a state o
fat satisfaction, rolled down into =
handsome saloon. There wers evi-
dences of wealth on every hand, and
Bunter wondered how a Greek dealer
of Cairo made it all. He could have
no doubt that the *grub™ on such a
vessel would be superb, and he felt that
he was in great luck. This was rether
botter than & whack in the pionie-
Lasket among a lot of hungry school-
boys in a dashed old fisherman’s boat.
At all events, it seemed better—as yet.

In the saloon Kalizelos waved Bunter
ta a scat, and closed the door by which
they had entered. The smile on his
dark, handsome face had developed into
an ironical grin. From the porthole
near at hand Bunter had e glimpse of
the Remove boat dancing out from ths
pier. But he gave it only n careless
glance, Bupter was feeling very
superior to a mob of schoolboys in a
hired boat. By this time, indeed, the
fat Owl almost believed that he r
was a lord.

“Not a bad littls turn out,” said
Bunter put-rm:iain%ﬂ. blinking at the
rinnin,g Greek. fty patronsge was
unter’s idea of & nobleman's mannera
and customs. “Not at sll bad.” He
blinked at the door, wondering why
Kalizelos had closed it so ‘carsfully.
The next item on the programme, from
Bunter's point of view, should have
been the steward with tea—a large and
substantial tea. “T say, if you don’t
mind my mentioning 1. I'm a trifle
peckish. What about teai”

“1 will give orders, my lord”™ said
Kalizelos. “But first let us have a few
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#r, Guelch from the window.

minutes of conversation. We may iaik
more at our ease here thar at the
school, I think.”

“Oh, all right!” said Bunter, feeling
for the first time s faint ieeling of un-
casincss 885 the bLlock eyes scintillated
gt him.

He wonderad what the Greek was
looking at him so queerly for, and
whether be was suspecting that his leg
had been pulled.

“ Your lordship is the present owner
of the Golden Scarzbaeus,” ssid the
Greck, "It 18 only lately that 1 have
learnad that this precious scarsb was
takon from the tomb of A-Menah by
tho late Lord Maulaverer, and brought
by him to England. It 15 for that
reason, Lord Mauleverer, that I left
Cairo, and camo to this country in my
yacht.

“Wew-was itT" asked Bunter.

e would rather have discussed tea
than scarabs, especially as he did not
know what a scarab was. He felt that
he was on_ delicate ground. If old
Mauly had inherited that scarsb, what-
over & scarab was, from the late Lord
Mauleverer, no doubt Mauly knew what
it was; but Bunter didn't, and he was
rather niraid of giving himself away.

“{ desire to possess the scarab of
A-Menah,” explained Ealizelos, “and I
hava already scem your guar 121, Sir
Foginald Brooke, on the subject.’

VOR ™ said Bunter,

“But your guardian haz no
to part with it, and he explaine
until your lordship comes of age,
neither have you the power to sell it.”

“0Oht  Yesl Exactly,” agreed
pulr;ntar. "No good talking about it, is

“I think so, my lord,” said Kalizelos
pmoothly. “1 have not made s0 long a

ower
that

“ Wingate—Coker—Price—sfop that man at once [ ™

Greck.

journey for nothing; and I do not in-
tend to return to Egypt without the
Golden Beetle.” :

"iThe—the whati™ ejaculated Bunter.

'H-I think you understand e, my
lopd.”

“Nunno! You were speaking about
scarabs or something—what's that got
to do with beetles?™

The Greck stared at him,

“Come, my lord,"” he snid, " you are
very well awaro that the Golden Scarab,
NoW In your pOosSScIsion Tepresents the
sacred bectle of ancitent Lgypt.”

“Oh!” gagped Bunter. “Dees it? I
—J didn't know a scarab was o beetlo!
What the thump do you want a bectle
for?”

“I seo that you are geiting on yonr
guard, my lord, though hitherto you
have plaved into my hands like o
child,” said the Greek. “DBut it is too

late—you are now ou board my yacht
—in my hands and at my mercy.”

Billy Bunter jumped.

* Wiu-n-t?” he ejaculated. :

“Beg assured, my lord,” said Ealizelos,
“1 have no desire to hanm you, if you
acceds to my wishes. I must have the

olden scarab and I would not allow a

undred lives to stand in my way.”

“Oh loc’ I” gasped Bunter.

He blinked at the Greek in terror
through his I:uf spectecles. There was
no smile on Kalizelos® face now. It was
a3 hard ne if carved in bronze, and the
black eycs had a g;!itfm_* that sent a cold
chill down Bunter's spine, warm as the
July dey was.

*Your guardian, the old man Brooke,
may have had some suspicion of me,”
went on Kalizelos. “ At all events, he
would not allow me to sce the precious
gcarab, and would not revenl where it
was kept. He may have had, from

the swiltness of a deer, Kallzelos raced seross {he quadrangle in the direction of the gates. * Stop him !’ shonfed

The senlors rushed after the fleeing

vour father, some hint of its wvalue.
Once the scarab was 1n my bands
should have kept it, even if I had had
to drive a knite to his heart to do so.
But he gave me no chance.”

“Oh ¥ gurgled Bunter.

Evidently there were drawbacks to
being a peer of the realm, a million-
aire, and possessor of a wnigue collec-
tion of yptian antiquities.  Bil
Bunter began to wish that ho was bac
in Quelch’s study writing lines! The
Greek's %lmtﬁrmg black oyes almost
froze his blood,

“I camo to your school, my lord,” re-
summed Kalizelos, “to seo you—merely
in ordor to know you by sight. That
was all I hoped to eccomplish by my
vigit, and I had a tale ready to tell to
account for desiring to see yvou. Once
I knew youn, I should have taken
measures for you to be seized, and
sooner or later you would have fallen
into my hands. By a singular chance,
vou have walked into the trap of your
own accord—] nover hoped for such
good fortune.”

GFGh IlJ : .

“ Now vou aro here,” said Kalizelos,
“op this ship, every man is at my
orders and devoted to mo. Your life
js in my hands, my lord.”

“Qh erikey I?

Dunter was not thinking of ten now.

Ho blinked at the Greek in terror.
It dawned upon his podgy brain that
he was like a fat fily in a spider’s web.
His only consolation was that he was
not, after all, Lord Mauleverer, as the
Greek belisved. But he was fearfully
dunbious how Kalizelos miglt receive
that information, when he imparted ik

(Continued on page 16.)
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(Continued from page 13.)

The man did not look the kind of man
to be trifled with, with impumty.

The terror in his fat face cvidently
afforded the Greele satisfaction. Had
Bunter really been the Earl of Mauwl-
evorer, that nobloman would have been,
in tho Greek’s hands, like clay in the
hands of the potter.

Buntor stagpored from his scat,

# I—I—Y—I want to go ashore,” he stut-
tered, " My—my frionds will be wait.

for mo—""

in

Eﬂit down, my lord*™

“I—I'tl rather go ashore
mumbled Bunter.

“8it down!™ rapped the Grock, in a
tone that made Bunter jump. The fat
junior fell rather than sat.

“Now let ws talk busincss,” said
Kalizelos. "I am here to obiain the
searab; you understand that. You, mﬁ
lord, Imow whpre it is Lopt—you wi
give me the most precise information.
to cnable mo to lay my hands on it
Onee it is in my possession, you will be
relensed, unhormed. But do not see
;u”&mim me—your life depends on

if.

*“Oh crikey "

“Untidl I Iny hands on the Golden
Searalb of A-Menah, you remain a
prizoner on my yacht at sea. Yot T will
deal with you fu.irlér,” wont on EKalizo-
los. *"The intringic wvalue of the
scaral, as a piece of gold, is little—

erhaps twenty—thirty pounds in your

inglish money. 1 know nof, as I have
not yot handled it. But T will pay onc
thousand pounds for the scarab, my
lord, willingly. TIs it a bargain?®

T h crumbs 1®

“Tz not that o good offer?’ asked
Kalizelos. “The scarab has a valus to
moe==thiat is my own secret, To your
lordship, it is only one of the many
curios Lhat the late Lord Maulevercr
brought from the land of Egypt many
years ago, To you it has no apecial
value. Bubt ithere are those in Fgvpt,
my lord, who would wade in blood to
possers ib"

“RBb-but—" stammered Bunter.

“¥ou will give tho scarab into
hands,” said the Greek., “8ell it if you
wish, at the price T have named, Hand
it to me, and take a thousand pounds in
English money as compensation. Bub
the scarab T must and will bhave—and
if monoy docs not tempt you, my lord,
—1I havo heard that you are very rich—
1 offer you vour life in exchange for the
Gfﬂn}ﬁﬂl Eiret'[e," \

—I—1 say—'

#Ts it a bargain, my lord "

Buntor's toeth chatterad.

Had ho been Lord Mauleverer, or
had he even known where the mysteris
ous searnh was to be found, no doubb
it would have been a bargain. Billy
Buater was not of the stufl that heroes
ara made of,

But it wos not in Bunier's power to
make it & bargain, as he koew nothing
about tho scarab, and had never even
hoard of it till Kalizelos spoko of it

“Your answor, my lord "
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“"I—I can’t!” stammered DBunter.
“You—you see—" :

“Think again, my lord,” said the
Gmki in & low tone of deadly men-
ace. “'If you refuse to part with the
sacrod scarab of A-Menah, the next heir
ta the Mnulmr{::mrle-stu.tes may park
with it. Think again!”

Kalizelos stepped to the wall and took
down & curved Oriental dagger that
hung there as a decorstion. Bunter's
heart th d. It seemed almost in-
credible to the fat junior, but there was
no doubting it, ad Lord Mauleverer
fallan into the Greek's hands, his- life
would have been in dire peril at that
moment. And now it was Dunter’s life
that was in peril—unless tho revelation
that he was not Mauleverer would save
him. His tocth chattered, and his
little round eyes goggled ab the Greek
through his big round spectacles.

The bright Damascus steel fashed -,

before his eyes, and Bunler gave o
equeal of terror. 2

“Your answer, my gaid
Kalizelos, with a snarl that showeod his
gleami white  teeth. *“Lifo or
death nﬁapand oen your word. The
scarab—or you will not hve to'sce the
sun sct.

“I—=I can't!” gasped Bunter. * ¥You
see, I-=I—— Oh lor'! I—I say. I ain't
Tord Mauleverer! I'm Bunter! Oh
Jﬂr‘ E“

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Desperate Courage !

IHHE man from Cairo slared
k I blankly at the terrified fat

juntor. The curved dapger,

: catching the sunlight, flashed in
his hand, and his jetty eyes flashed over
it. Whatever ho had expected from the
fat schoolboy cortainly lio had not ox-
pected that announcsment. And, for the
moment ot least, 7t was plain that ho
did not believe it. His dark face grow
more savage and threatoning,

“Oh dear!” groaned Bunter. I
wish I badn’t bunked cut of Quelch’s
study! I wish I was back at Grey-
friarsl Oh crikey! I say, I ain't Lord
Maulaverer—I—I ain't anything like
him! Oh crumbs!”

"It is useless to lie to me, my lord
said the Greek. His well-cut lip curled
in 3 sneer. “I did not expect a noble-
man to lie to save his shkin.”

“I—I ain't a nobloman!"” groaned

IH

Dunter. *“Any Greyfriars man could
toll you that I sin’t Lord Mauleverer.

I don't know anything about his boastly
scarabl I don't even konow what it is.
Oh crikey 1" i )

The Greek eyed him daubt:n;f!y now.

It was Billy Bunter’s fond belief that
any stranger might have taken him for
& nobleman on account of his aristo-
cratic loocks. But, a3 o matter of fact,
the Greck had been rather surprised to
find that Lord Maulevercr was this
podgy follow, evidently a fool, and
obviously & funk. Billy Buntoer's denial
that he was Maulaverer began to carry
conviction to his mind.

A flash of ru.]go came into his black
eyes that made Bunter squesk with fear,

“ You are not Lord Mauleverer I”” ex-
olaimed the Greek, at last, in & nssing
voice. “¥You have deluded me !*

“T—I was only pulling sour leg!™
groaned Buonter. " You sce, T was do-
tained thiz afternoom, and I was dodg-
ing out, and—and it was really ooly o—a
—a joke, you know. Oh dearl was

iﬂllm IJa.;i'-'an:ilr from old Quealch, and—

or' 1

“If vou are not Lord Mauleverer, who
arp you I -

“0h dear! I'm Bunter!

THE MAGNET

Kalizelos gritted his white tecth.

The rage in his dark face made Billy
Bunter qu

“Then where is Lord Mauleverer
nv::'wIT"Ihu snarlad. . : con

‘T—I epupposa he's at the school.
Eifﬂkimg in his study, most likely. He's
jo

“Then if I had waited I should have
zeon him! And you deceived me, de-
luded me. Fooll I Konstantinos
Kalizelos, have been deluded, deceived,

a fool of a schoolboy—an nss—a dolt!
ut it is not too late !

Tho Greck replaced the dagger on the
wall, much to Bunter's relief. He stood
for soma minutes, with hiz dark brows
puckered in thought.

Billy Bunter watched lim in terror,

The Greek believed him now; he
could see that. The plotting rasoal
realised that, while he had suppesed that
he was trapping Lord Mauleverer, he
only been helping s fatuous, unre-
EEﬂtmE duffer to csoapo detention. It
was a bitter pill for the wily Greok, who
prided himsolf wpon hiz kecnness and
cunning, to swallow; but he ecould =ce
that the terrified junior was telling the
truth, and he was quick to grasp how
matters stood.

After tho first fow moments of savage
rage and disappointment, he was cool
again, thipking the matter out.

t was not too late, -

His sudden departure from Greyfriars,
without sesing the boy he had called to
sce, must have seemed strange and un-
acoountable to the master he had inter-
viewed there. Buk he could invent some

lausible explanation. The cunning
rreck was at no less for trickery. Tho
fut foo! was safe on the yacht, and could
givo no warning. It wos oasy to return
to the school and see Lord Mauleverer,
as he had criginally planned. Once he
knew the boy by sight, he could lay
lans for his kidnapping; and this
atuous trickster could be taken care of,
and could not betray him.

He turned to Bunter again, with one
of his awift, tigerish movements.

“It iz not too late," ho said. " You
will remain hera, fool! You have made
my task more difienlt, but it iz not too
late. ¥You know too much now, sou
fat fool! ¥You will remain a prisoner
here until Lord Mauleverer is in my
lm!:nils.*l’ et 18

“1—I sa stommered Buntor,

“Biopesate! Hold your tonguel ) lf
we were not in Enghﬂ waters I would
sceure your silence by dropping you into
the sea, with a weight at your heelst”
gnarled the Greek,

11} {]h lDI! Ij:l

“ As soon as I have seem Mauleverer
I shall return here and put to sea, and

you will eail with me!” snarled
Kalizelos. *“You will remain & prisoner
here until—" He broke off.

Billy Bunter shuddered. :

MNow that he knew the plans of the
man from Egypt, and o word from him
would put \‘ga schoolboy earl on his
guard, it was obvious that the Gresk
eould not afford to let him po. He was
to romain a prisoner until Mauleverer
was in the hands of his enemy. Buk it
seemed to him that ho could read a more
terrible intention in the gleaming black
eves of the Egyptian Greok.

“Remain here, fool ¥ said Kalizelos,
between his tceth, "I shall order my
men to throw vou into the sea if you quik
this room.”

“Oh orikey! I—I want to stay heral
11 like being here ™ gaeped Bunter,

“ Fool I" i

Tho Greek hurried from the saloon.

“ Oh orikey !’ groaned Bunter.

Ho heard the bont lowered, and the
plash of onrs.

Kalizelos was gones
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Bunter know where he was gone. He
was bound for Greyiriars to see Lord
Mauleverer thera. e could have no
hope that Mauleverer would fall into
hizs hands ss” Bunter had done. That
would come later, once he knew the
schoolboy earl by sight. Sooner or later
he would succeed, there could be no
doubt about that, as Mauleverer was
totally unconscious of danger, Probably
the Greek's chance would come when the
school broke up for the holidays, and
Mauly was on his way home, In the
meantime—

In the meantime, obviously, Bunter
had to be kept from putting the school-
boy earl on his guard. The yacht
would put to sea 1mmediately EKalizelos
returned, and then—

Once ount of sight of English land on
the wide waters, with no to see, was
the man from Egypt likely to keep the

fat junior B prisoner on the yacht, or to-

make sure of hia silence by a more
deadly method? It | to Bunter
that he had read a fearful intention in
the black eyes of the Greek, and he
shuddered with terror at the thought
that’it was not his liberty, but his life,
that would be in danger, once the yacht
was oub of sight of i:mdif

But there was no escape for Bunter.

It was olesr that the crew of the yacht
ware men picked for the Greek's service.
He had nothing to hope from them. He
had not the alightest- oubt that they had
orders to deal with him drastically if he
vantured to go on deck, and that they
would carry out the orders.

Tha vacht was anchored half a mile
out. hen ‘he blinked from the port-
hale the shoro was merély a blur to
him. There was no hope of help from
the shore. :

Harry Wharton & Co. knew that he
was on the yacht, and if he did pot
return to school they would say so; bub
long before calling-over at Greyfriars
the vacht would ba far ocut to sea.

Bunter groancd dismally.

He blinked from the porthole. The
vacht's boat, with Kalizelos in it, was

already out of sight. The Greck had
landed. snd was on hiz way to the
school.

% Oh lor' 1 groaned Bunter.

From tha bottom of his fat heart he
wished that he was back in Mr. Quelch's
study, writing lines, But it was rather
too late to wish that, _Alternatively, as
the lawyers say, he withed that he had
joined the Famoua Five, aftor all, in the
sailinpg-bont, He wished. in fact, that
he was apvwhere but where he was at
the present moment. Billy Bunter had
often had cause to repent of his trickery,
Lut nover had he repented so deeply and
ginceraly as he did now. .

A hrewn, patched sail glancing on the
sunny waters caoght hia eves as he stood
blinking dismally shoreward,

Five figures could be seen in the boat.

Billy Bunter's heart gave a jump.

Harry Wharton & Co., unconscious
of the eves—and the spectacles—that
watohed them from the vacht in the
distance, were sailing merrily on the
bay. The Greek had given no thought
to the schoolboys ha had seen on the
pier. Bunter had given them no thought
till now. Wow his fat-heart thumped at
‘the sight of them. If thev came near
encugh for a vell to be heard—

But they did not look like passing
within hail of the wacht. And Bunter
roalised, too. that a vell fram the port-
hole. whether it was heard bv the
Remoavites or not, would certainly be
heard by the erew on deck., and thev
would take instant care that it was not
repeated. His fat mouth opened snd
alnsed again. ,

He watched the zailing-boat -with h
gard eycs behind his big spectacles. Ib

was passing within easy view, and he
saw several of the jOniors glancing to-
wards the yacht, doubtless remembering
that the fat Owl was on board her,
though little dreaming in what cir.
CUMStANCes,

The boat was drawing nearer; bub it
wounld not pass closa, and In a few more
mioutes it would be gonel! Bunter
opened his mouth once more, and once
more he closed i1t. But he was making
up his fat mind to a desperate resolve
MOW.

Whatever courage Billy Bunter might
have possessed had oozed out at his fat
finger-tips. He was in a state of palpi-
tating, shuddering funk. But from Lhe
extremity of fear he drew a kind of
desperate courage. OUnce the Greek
cams back and f%lﬂ vacht put to sea he
was lost! That most peaceful of
animals, the sheep, is the most desperate
of animals once In a state of d a-
tion. Bo it was with Billy Bunter. He
was 8o frightened that he dared not be
afraid. There was ona chance for him,
and he knew it; the Remove boat was
all that stood between him and the
merciless plotter from Egypt. From
sheer terror Billy Bunter acted as a
courageous fellow would have ‘done,

He did not stop to think; bhe dared
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not think! He tore open the deor and
tore on deck. )

Four or fve dark-skinned men were
close st hend, and thoy ran at him at
once.” Had Bunier intended to wave or
call to the passing boat he would have
had no chance. But that was not his
intention. Before s hand could be laid
on him the fat junior bounded to the rail
and fung himself into the sca.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Removites o the Rescus |
Cherry stared.
Heo stared in amazement,

hiz head at what he saw,

:Grnat pip 1? gasped Harry Wharton.

"Whﬂrﬁ__u

* Good heavens !
yacht blankly. Harry Wharton was at
the tiller, and even as he stared in utter
pitching over the rail into the sea, he
g:va the tiller & twist, and the sailing-

£ Bu-ﬂtﬂr -tﬂ E d ;
he madl He didn't fall—he jumped

“H ALLDO, halle, hallo ™
his eyes almost bulging from
Bun
The gunim in the boat stared at the
amazement ot the sight of Billy Bunter
at shot towards the J{-fhn;'y Bull 1
:mﬁ?;-h_churu grabbed a boathook.
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Nugant dragged ab the sheet. The boat
ﬂir::llrnt ike an arrow towards the yvaoht's
side,

‘T'he rail was lined with dark faces,
storing down. Some of the yacht's
crew were already rushing -io lower a

Bu.t thoe Famous Five were first in tho

fiold.

Billy Bunter was.awi i d r-
st,t-‘_tl_}f.F Bunter was about tho H;E:Et
swimmer at Greyfriars, but he had
reason to be pglad just then that
“ dugker ¥ was compulsory at the school.
Had Bunter been able to dodge learning
swimming, undoubtedly he would have
dodged it. His swimming, according to
Bob Cherry, was enough to make the
Eshes sit up on their tails and laugh,
Still, he could ewim after a fashion,
Alter the the firet plunge he came up,
spluttering wildly, and swam, and was
ot least able to keoap himself afloat, in
calm waters, for a few minutes. A few
minutes wers not needed, however; in
considerably less than ome minute t.+11a
Remove bost was rushing down on him
and Bob was hooking at him with the

boathook.

“Groogoogh!  Ooooch!™  spluttered
Bunter.

“(Zot him 1™ gosped Boh.

“Get hua n 1M

Frank Nugent leaned over as the boats

hook haouled Bunier to the gunwale, and
grasped the fat junior by the collar.
Hurree Jamset Bingh lent a
prompt hand, and Bunter was dmﬁed,
dripping and spluttering, into the boat.

There was shouting from the yacht;
excited, dark faces staring at the school-
boys. Bunter sat up streaming with
water.

“Ow! Halp! 1 say, you fcllows—"

“What's this game, yvou potlty assis
yelled Bob Cherry. “What you
think you are up to? - Trying to commit
suicide, or whati”

“Help! Keep them off! Quick!”
velled Bunter frantically. “They'll be
after us! Help! Murder—"

“Mad 1" gasped Jo Bull

“Quick 1 shricked nter, " Geb
away beforo they can get after you.
Thev'll murder the lot of you—"

“What the thump—"

Harry Wharton & Co. stared ab
Bunter and stared at the yacht, That
the fat jumor could have been in any.

danger on board that vessel was amazing
to them. But thera was no mistaking
tha frantic terror in his face, or his
desperate act in leaping into the sea.

A hoat drupf'edp from the i:mht"a
davits, and half a dozen dark-skinned
men wera in it, and already it was pull-
in%;awifﬂ:ﬂ towards the Remove boat.

harton gave a twist to the tiller and

the sailing-boat shet away beforo the
wind., Amazing sa 1t was, well-nigh
incredible, the junicrs could seo that tho
foreign seamen wWere COmiNE as eneniies;
that they were after Bunteyr! Why, was
an utter mystery; but there was no mis-
taking the fact. Only in time the
sailing-boat shot away, and as the eail
filled with wind the yacht's boot was
dmps-e-:l astern, Buk the scamen, .with
sct, dark faces, pulled bard in .ﬁ:mlh

i They're after us!” almost babbled
Bob - Cherry. *“Thoy'ro after us, and
Bunter ! What the jolly old thump—"*

“ What the dickens—" -

“ Kee Iher before ﬂ;hn .;E.'Tuﬁ.d," u;&
Harry arton quietly. ey won
get near us with caral You're all right
now, Bunter.”

“ Oh orikey I

“Bur what the thump—" gasped
Nugent,

Tae Macyer Lisnagy.—No, 1,277,
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"Oh dear! G-get ashore, wou
fellows I** stuttered Bunter. 1 say, you
follows, run ashoro as fast as you cam,
snd— Obh dearl”

“They won't get near us, old fat boan |
We're sailing three or four lengths to
their one,” said Harry reassuringly,

“(Fct to the shore, you beast!” howled
Bunter. “I'm wmot to be murdered to
please you "

*Wha-a-at 1"

“1 say, you fellows— Oh crikey ”

Harry Wharton glanced back, The
vacht's boat was pulling in pursuit, but
it had no ce aganst the sailing-
praft. The Removoe boat danced away
from it. Ewven Billy Bunter was a little
reassured as he blinked back and saw
how fast the distance was widening.

“Well, if this doesn’t beat the band [”
said Bob Cherry blankly, *If Bunter’s
not mad, end they're not mad, what
does it mean, you men i’

“ Ask me another !’ said Harry.

“I say, you fellows, they're after
Mauly ! groaned Buater.

“Mauly " repeated Wharton.

“0Oh dear! You—you seo, I—I got a
lift from that beast by pretending that
I was Mauly—"

*You spoofing sweep 1"

“How was L to koow that ha waa
after Muuly and looking for a chance
to kidnap him I groaned Bunter, *I—
I thought I was going to have a jolly
good tea on that yacht. Uh dearl”

“Kidnapping Mauly!” repeated

harton. * What on earth—"

“He's gone back to Groyfriars after
Mauly now——"

“Who has? yelled Whearton,

“That Groek beast—Kalizelos, he colls
himscli! He's after =ome beastly
Egyptinn rubbish that Mauly's paler
brought home from Egypt. Ohdenr! I
say, you fellows, get ashore. Lf they
get steam up on the yacht they'll run
us down !

“0h, my hat ™

“ They've chucked it!'* said Johnny
Bull, looking back &t the pursuers
“ But if they up anchor and follow us
by steam we're done | Better run ashors,
you men.”

“Yes, rather [® —_

The yacht’s beat was swinging up to
the davits cgain in the far distance.
Thers was no doubt that if the stcam-
yacht got under way it would not take
long to run down the sailing-craft, and
the juniors headed for the shore. The
Famous Five handled a sailing-boat
well, and they ren close to the wind,
heading for the beuch ot i1t3 pesrcst
point.

Minute followed minute as the boat
raced through the water. Billy Bunter
blinked back at tho yacht with ecared
eyes through his spectacles. But the
sailing-boat ran on swiftly and bumped
on the sandy beach a mile along the
ciroling bay from the pier. illy
Bunter rolled out in hot haste, heedless
of water up to his fat knees, and
plugged up the sand. gasping and
spluttering. Harry Wharton E Co,
stayed only to drag the boat above high-
water mark and then followed him.

“ INow, yvou fat duffer, let's know what
it’s all about,” said Bob Cherry.

Billy Bunter duwl ot snswer. Ha
needed all bis breath for running. He

lugged desperately on till he reachad

egg Lane and the beach was lelk

behind. There ut last he halted, and
staggered against a free, gasping for
breath. He wus feeling safe at last.
Even Bunter roslised that the crow on
the yacht could nol venture to land and
pursus the schoolboys inland.
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“0Oh! Ow! Wow!” gasped Bunter.
I say, you fellows, I—I'm winded! Oh
dearl I wigsh I'd stayed in Quelch’s
study | | Oh crikey 1

“Toll us what's happened, you (st
chump !’ exclaimed Wharton, “If old
Mauly’s in any denger——"

“Hea jolly well 131" gasped DBunter.
“That Greck beast thought I was hm,
you know, and he bagged mel
doear 1#

“Cough it up, fathead !”

Bil unter spluttered out his story,
the chums of the Remove listening in
am " silence. ‘But for tho fact that
they had eeen, with their own eyes,
Bunter's desperate escape from the
yacht, it would heve been incredible to
them. Now they could not doubt.

“Bo that scoundrel—Kalizelos, as you
call him—has gone back to the school
after Mauly!” exclaimed Wharton.
“He mugt be thers by this time, or very
nearly, in a taxi—"

“We've got to get after him!” ex-
claimed Bob Cherry.

Wharton shook his head.

“No time! But we can get Quelch on

the phone from the or, at Pegg.
That will be in time to put a spoke 1o
his wheel, I'll cut off and get Quelch on
the phone.”

And without wasting another moment
the captain of the Remove started at a

run for Pegp, covering the ground at a
speed he

cinder-path.

A ———

THE TWELFTH CHAFPTER.
A Timely Warning |

UZZZZZ !

B Mr. Quelch uttered a sound
which—if Form masters could be
supposed to snort—would ceor-

tainly have been taken, by any hearer,

for a snort.

He was annoyed.

Already, that afterncon, there had
beon interruptions and annoyanoces.
There had been Bunter's bolt from the
Form-room, and Prout's complaint of
the fat junior barging him over in the

uad ; then the visit of the antique mer-

ant from Cairo, and his mysterious
and inexplicable departure after wasting

Mr. Quelch’s time; then the vanishing

of Bunter from the study.

It had bgen quite an annoying after-
noon, and Mr, q?u&l«th was feeling that
end-of the-term feeling more than ever.
MNow, as he laboured ﬁ}rﬂugh his pile of
papers, the buzz of the telephone bell
came aa the last straw.

Buzzzzz !

The Remove master laid down his pﬁnli d

and crossed over to the telephone, an
jerked the receiver from the hooks. He
arked into the transmitter rather like

a ferocious mastiff.

“Well ?¥
“Ta that Mr. Quelch? Wharlon
aking.”
“Wharton 1* elch growled this

timo instead of barking. “ Really! Why
have you rung me up, Wharton? Are
you not aware that you should not inter-
rupt your Form master and waste his
time? I see no reason why—"

“It's important, sir—awfully im-
portant!” came the breathless woice of
the captain of the Remove. “Maule-
verer 15 in danger, sic "

“Whatt What?

“ Mauloverer, sir—danger—*

* MNonsense |

“1 assure you, sir—"

* Rubbish 1"

" Plaaze listen, gir! Has a man—a
Grock—named Kalizelos, called to see
Mauleverer 17

“That is the case, Wharton, though I
fail to see how you can be aware of it |V
snapped Mr, Quelch.

ad never exceeded on the

THE MAGNET

“1s he at the school now, sir?” :

“Nol He isnot] I fail to ses how it
concerns you, Wharton, but the man loft
without waiting to see Lord Maule-
wlir'@"Wfi;u he hasn’t back ir 2"

en he hasn't como back wet, sir

“Come back?” repeated Mr. tlbu.tnalr.:li
acidly. "I do not suppose that it is his
intention to come back. Coertainly I
shall speak to him wvery plainly if he
does s0. What do you mean,
Wharton t*

“He is Lord Mauleverer's enemy, sir,
and locking for a chanee to kidnap
him—*

":Dﬂ not be absurd, Wharton ™ :

“ He cama off a yacht now anchored in
Pepg Bay, sir. Bunter somehow made
him believe that he was Lord Maule-
verer, and he got hold of Bunter,”

“ Bunter has broken detention—have
you seon Bunter

“Yes, sir, The Greek took him on the
yacht, thinking that he was Lord Maule-
verer, and Bunter jumped into the sea
{::n iﬁt}ﬁﬂp&, and we picked him up in our

oat.

o Goodness gracious I”

According to what Bunter says, the
man left him on the yacht to keep him
from pgiving warning, while he went
back to the school to have another try
for Mauleveror. If he has not reached
Greyfriars yet, he i1s on his way. I've
runﬁ you up to warn you, sir! For

ness’ sake, sir, don't let him got at
aulevarer,™

“This is n most extraordinary story,
YWharton 1™ i ¥

“I know, sir! But Mauleverer i in
danger. The man is & desperate villain
from what Bunter says happened on the
yacht 23

“ Bunter is a foolish, untruthful, exag-
gerative boy, Wharton. Have you any
reason, from your own knowledge—7

"We saw Bunter jump into the sea to
escape, sir, and & boat from the Facht
chased us after we picked him up.’

“ Blezs my soul! I can hardly balieve
that the man will return here, Wharton,
hl%l I srimll certuinly take measureg——="

ap !

The study door opened. Mr., Quelch
looked round at Trotter.

“The foreign gentleman, sir,” said
Trotter. “ He Wiﬁps to see you again,
gir. I've showed him into the visitors
room, sir.”

" Upon my word! Mr, Kalizelos?”

" Yossir |

Mr, Queleh's jaw set grimly.

“Tell Mr. Kalizelos that T will be with
him in a few moments,

(13 Emlr-ll‘

The page departed end closed the

Trotter,™

OOT.

“Wharton!” Mr. Queleh spoke into
the transmtter again, “Are you there,
Wharton "

“ Here, siz!”

“The man, Kalizelos, has just arrived,
and I am about to see him,” said Mr,
Quelch, “So far Bunter's statements
appear to be borne out, Return to the
sohool at onece, Wharton. and bring
Bunter with you."

“Vary well, sir.”

Mr, Quelch put up the receiver and
left the study. His face was grim as he
made his way to the vigitors’ room. In
that apartment the Greok was waiting;
and he rose from a chair and bowed with
lithe grace to the Remove master,

The Greyfriars master eyed him
grimly. Obviously, Kalizelos was un-
aware of Bunter's cscape from the yacht,
and did not dream that the Form muoster
had been warned. Thore was a surprise
in store for Konstantinos Kalizelos. He
addressed Mr, Quelch smoothly, in his
musicnl voies, with a deprecating smile,

“1 have to beg & thoussnd pardons,
my dear sir,” he said. *No doubt you
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** Hallo, hallo, hallo ! **

and a dark-skinned man, running hard, burst into view.
dodged behind Bob Cherry.

were surprised by my leaving so
abruptly, without having scen—"

“1 was!” interrupted Mr. Quelch
curtly.

“You will, 1 feel sure, excuse my
apparent discourtesy, when I explain the
maliter,” said Kalizelos.

“1 shall be ver? glad to hear your
explanation, sir, of so very singular an
action !” said Mr. Quelch, ;
“1 was deceived, sir, by .a foolish
schoolboy's prank. The fm_y' entered this
roomn while I was waiting, mode me be-
licve that he was Lord Mauleverer, and
asked for a lift in my car.”
*Indeed " . :
“Later ho confessed te this foolish
prank, sir, and so I lost no time in re-
turning here—with, & thousand apologies
for taking up your so valwable time—m-"
“What has become of the boy you
mention

“1 left him at the village of Pegg, m
dear sir, which we had slready mﬂcheﬁ
beiore I discovered the facts——*

“You did not take him on your
yacht

Kalizelos startad violently.

His black eyes parrowed, gleaming
with suspicion and alarm.

“My wyacht!” he repeated mcechani-

cally.
"{ understand thnHuu landed from a
vacht in Pegg Bay, Mr. Kalizelos.,”

“]1 did not know that you were aware
of that circumstance, sir. But it is tho
case, certeinly.”

“Thd you take the boy on the yacht "

“Cortainly not1”

“¥ou did not do eo, still under the
belief that he was Lord Mauleverer 7

“MNol” muttered the Greek. “Why
should you suppose—="

" ¥ou did not, still beliaving him to be
Lord Mauleverer, threaten him on board

#

"

.l:""}’.
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“Ow! Help!" he howled,

vour vesscl, and put him in a state of
feari™

The (ireck breathed hard. TUnless this
dry-looking, stern-featured schoolmaster
was o magician, Kalizelos could not
gucss how ho knew all this, But he
scented danger now.

“You did not leave him on your
vacht, and return here to make another
attempt to-sce the real Lord Mauleverer,
with tho object of attempting to kidnap
him

“My dear sir—"

Kalizelos broke off. With all his
coolness and nerve, he was utterly con-
founded. He cast o hunted look
towards the door. But Mr. Quelch was
standing between him and the door, and
evidently had no intention of moving.

“It may interest yon to hear,” said
Mr. Quelch, in a grinding voice, *that
the boy Bunter escaped from tho yacht
after you left—>"

“ What ™

“That he was helﬁed by some school-
fellows, and that I have been apprised,
sir, by telephone, of all that bhas

happened.”
Kalizelos almost staggered.

“¥Tou have chozen to come héro, Eir,_"
gatd Mr. Quelch. “You will remain
until you have been questioned by the
police, You spoke falzely, sir, in statin
our reason for desiring to see Lor

auleverar—and most cortainly you will
not be allowed to see him. 1 shall take
overy care, sir, that the boy does not
eome into your presence. ether you
can be charged with kidnepping for
your gpotion with regard to the boy
Bunter 1 do not know—but this I know
sir, that you will be detained here until
j'mf. have explained yourself to the

e,

The Greck made a stride forward, hia
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exclalmed Bob Cherry suddenly, as there came the sound of swiftly running feet on the fooipaih,
Bunter gave a squeal of terror at the sight of the Gireek, and

““Keep him off I

hand slipping under his coat,
Remove master eyed him,
contempt,

*Thers is ample help at hand, sir, to
secure you I” he spapped. “ Attempt to
leave this room, and you shall be
detained by force.”

The Greek's oyes blazed, His dusky
hand came out from under his coat
without the weapon he had chviously
thought of producing. He stood focing
the Kemove master, panting.

“You will remain here till thae bovw,
Bunter, reaches the schogl, and you will
be questioned by a police-inspector in the
bova presence!” ropped Mr. Quelch.
"1 have no doubt t]{:’at- I ghall bo abla
to give you into custody, and I shall
certainly do so, Mr. Kalizelos.™

Kalizelos gave him a black, bitter
look. Then, with a sudden swiftness
like the spring of a tiger in the jungle,
he r i the open window and
leaped out into the quadrangle.

“Goodness gracious!” gesped Mr.
Queleh.

He rushed to the window.

Kalizelos, with the swiftoess of a
deer, was running for the gates. The
taxi wos waiting on the drive, but the
Greek did not attempt to reach it. He
had vot a second to lose.

“Stop him!” Mr. Quelch shouted
from the window. "Stop that manl
Wingate—Coker—Price!]  Stop that
man [* e

There were a dozen fellows in sight
in the guad, and they stared round in
amazement. Mr. Quelch pointed after
the Heoing Greck.

Seize bim I” he

“Srop that manl
shaouted.
There was o rush after the Greak.
But Kalizelos had too good a start, and
Tag Maenwer Lisrary.—No. 1,277
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his foet seemed secarcely to touch the
und as he fled, ‘
e o e e v, Giioh
ess my soul [¥ gas T ;
_And he hj';lrried hEL‘.li to his study to
ring up the police station at Courtfield.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Last ol the Greek !

5 SAY, you fellows——""

E “Come on, fathead !"’

“But, 1 say—"
“(et & move onl”

“Shan't I"* roared Billy Bunter.

Harry Wharton had rejoined his
chums after leaving the Anchor. The
sail on the bay that afternoon was a
thing of the past; it had been briefer,
though much more exciting, than the
Foemous Five had anticipated. Mr.
Queleh had instrocted the captain of the
Remove o return to the school and
bring Bunfer—and that was the next
itemn on the programme. But William
George Buntor had quite other ideas.

Now that the danger was over, Billy
Bunter was himsel again.,. No man
hed landed from the yacht; the foreign
crew evidently did not venture to carry
the pursuit ashore. Bunter waz at
leisure now to remember that he
was hungry—and to remomber what
awatted hun when he found him-
self under his Form master’s gimlet eyes
again.

“MNow, look Lere, you fellows® said
Bunter, blinking at the chums of the
Remove, “"I'm not going back till eall-
over, see? I've cut detention, end old
CQueleh will lick me. You know that.”

“Berve you jolly well right I grunted
Johnny Ball

“Beast! I'm hungry 1™

“CGet o move on "

“¥You've got a basket of grub,” said
Bunter. “Well, let's have & picnia in
the wopd, see? We shall be safe from
those foreign beasts therel I'm fear-
fully hungry—*

“Are you coming 1

“Nol" roared Bunter. “I'm not
coming ! I've got a licking coming for
breaking detention. Think I'm going to

He darted out of D

have the licking and detention, too?
o't be s silly ass!”
“You fat Owl! Quelch told mo to
bring you back—"

“That's all right,” said DBunter.
“You can tell Quelch you lost sight of
me, and’wm'e looking for me till eall-

over——*

“Oh, my hat " e

“Now, what about the picnic?"

“Nothing about the picnic, old fat
man! Come on! You walk behind
him, Bob, and help him.”

“Yarooooh! Leave off kicking mue,
you beast ™ led Bunter. “I'm
coming, ain’t I? I—I want to come!
If you kick me again, you beast, I'll—
Yarooop 1™

And Billy Bunter started—quite in a
hurry!  Johnny Bull earried  the
basket of tuck—still unopened. Whar-
ton had left word at the -Anchor tfor
Mr, Trumper, and the boat was left
whera the juniors had dragged it up the
beach for the old fisherman to collect.
The ‘Famous Five were anxious to get
back to the school to learn what had
happened since Wharton had tele-
phoned.

Billy Bunter was by no means anxious
sbout that. What Bunter was anxious
about was the contents of the picnic
basket. Likewise, he was anxious to

stpone seeing Mr. Quelch until the
atest possible moment. But there was
no help for William George Bunter.
With BEob Cherry walking behind him,
ready to give his assistance at any
moment, Billy Bunter rolled on to the
school and did not even dare to lag.

His only consolation was to tell the
chums of the Remove what he thought
of them as ho went. What he thought
of them was not at all complimentary;
but the uhaerge&unmu did not gcem
undq:i perturbed. '

With oo occasional lift from Bob
Cherry's foot to keep him going, the
fat Owl rolled along the path through
Friardala Wood—every now and then
casting a longing blink at the picnic
basket.

*“Hallo, hallo, hallo I exclaimed Bob
sirddenly.

The juniors halted.

There was a sound of swiftly running
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foat the fooipath und h
hrumc]':tt;a. ootpath under the shady

A dark-skinned man, running hard,
burst into view. His olive face streamed
with Ipampirﬁuﬂu as he ran.

?1] y Bunter gave a squeal of terror.

Ow| Help! Keep him off I*

The fat junior dodged behind Bob

Cherry, his eyes almost bulging

through his spectacl i
o if pectacles at the sight of the

Kalizelos halted, panting.
“It's the man from the yachi!”
shouted Bob. *Collar him 1"

. But it was only for a sccond that ihe
juniors glimpsed the Greek. He turnced
from the footpath and plunged into the
wood, dashing away among trecs and
thickets and brambles with the swiftness
of a wild animal. He was gone alinost
in the twinkling of an eye.

“I say, you fellows, keep him off [
howled Bunter. 2

“You fat chump!
snapped Wharton.

“Oh ecrikey ! gasped Bunter.
say, you fellows, %EL’E got back to Groy-
friara| Oh dear! Hurry up, for good-
ness’ sake! Oh orumbs | IF that beast
comes back—— Oh lor" IV

Billy Bunter started again, without
walting for assistance from DBob. The
junmiors resumed their way. For once
th ad to hurry to keep pace with
Billy Bunter. The sight of the Greek
had revived all the fat Owls terrors,
and he was yearning to fud himself safo
within the walls of Greyfriare—even if
Mre, Quelch’s cane awaited him there!
Ho pluglged on as fast as his fat little
legs could whisk, panting for breath.

“Looks as if that sportsmsn has been
to the school and left in rather a hurry I”

Ho's

I-Hl

gone
£ 1___1'

rinned Bob. “I suppose he's making
or his yacht before tﬁa palice can get
hold of him.™

“I say, you fellows, hurry up—"

f'Fnthaac{ ! The man's ur:f the run,”
sald Harry. “He wants to goet out to
sea before he can be stopped.”

“Hurry up, i;-:-u beast |

The juniors chuckled, and hurried on
after Bunter. They had no doubt that
Kalizelos was making for his yacht, to
get to sea at tha earliest possible
moment, But to Billy Bunter, it seemed
that the Greek’s fierce black eyes were
gleaming from every shadow in the trees
and thickets; and he plunged on desper-
ately, panting and gasping—without
even & blink at the lunch-basket. The
fat Owl did not slacken s till the
wood was left behind, and they came cut
into Friardale Lane. Even then he
kept on at a gasping trot till the school
Fa.tea were reached. He rolled in, gurg-
ing for breath.

Thera was an excited crowd in the
quadrangle when the juniors came in,
Fellows were discussing the escape of
the man who had leaped from the win.
dow of the visifors’ room in great excita-
ment. Herry Wharton & Co. learned
what had ha ed by the time they
reached the House,

“1 say, you fellows.” Bunler came to
& halt at last. “I say—groogh—I'm
winded—I say, I'm not going to see
Quelch! If he asks about me, tell him
you couldn't find me, see? If you're
gg;ng to see the beast, I'll mind that

ket for you while you're gone, seo™

“"Come on, fathead ™

“Look here, you beast—leggo my ear
—wow ! I'm comung.”

The Famous Five proceeded to theic
Form master's study.  Billy Bunter
rolled in reluetantly with them. To his
surprise and to his great relief, Mr.
%I:mlnh took no particular notice of him,

illy Bunter did not, as he supposed, fill
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hizs Form master’s thoughts to the ex-
clusion of all other matters. Mr, Quelch
gave his attention to Wharton.

“ Ploaso tell mo exactly what cccurred,
Wharton,” he said, ; i

He listened quietly, while the captam
of the Remove told him of the rescue
of Bunter and the flight from the yacht’s
boat. Then he turned to the fat Owl.
Bunter quaked. But the Remove master
did not refer to_his “bolt ¥ from theo
study. Ho told Bunter to give him a
suceinct account of what had happened
while he was with the Greek. He made
no comment till the fat jumior I
finished. Then he camo to the subject
nfriuich WaS upp%rfﬂjlgat]iu Bunter’'s mind,
if not in eve else's. :

“You hxwru:IF broken detention this
afternoon, Bunter, takmg advantage of
my absence from the study——"

‘I—I didn't—"

STF esn, T=T rasnb-—>

“I—I mean, I—I wasn’ ’

“ Be silent, Bunter ! I shall not punish

ou, it has turned out so very
f{lrtul}alal * said Mr. Quelch. *Your
disrospectful, unthinking, foolish and
absurd conduct has had the unexpected
result of giving us warning that another
boy in the Remove is in danger; and
that danger can now be guarded againse.
For this reason, I shall pnrﬁ:‘m you.”

“Oh ™ gaaped Bunter. “Good! I-—I
meap——"

“You may

a8

leave the study.”

Bunter was only too glad te leave the
study. He had feared that he would
have to remain there to mmﬁlﬁtﬂ that
unfinished imposition. He rolled away
with fat satisfection in his face.

“You have acted very well and ver
gensibly, Wharton,” said Mr. Que
graciously, “But for the warning you
gove mo by telephone, Kalizelos wounld
certainly have scen Mauleverer, and the

boy's safety might have en-
dalr;gcred. The police will now be look-
ing for the rascal. You may go, my
boya™

The Famous Five [ollowed Bunter
from the study. . ; -

“I fancy tho bobbies will be locking
for that E-};a&k Johnny rather too late,™
remurk?td Bob C'herf]rﬁ as th?tj: prnl:-
down the passage. “He wasn't losin
any time getting back to his yacht. He's
got the anchor up hefore this.

“Let's go up and eee!™ sugpgested
MNugent; and the juniors went up to the
Remove dormitory, from which there
wat A clear view of Pogg Bay, far away
across the tree-tops,

There was no longer an anchored
yacht to be seeén in the bay. But far
awny seaward a black trail of smoke lay
against the sky, and under it o speck ¢n
the sea was vanishing inlo the east.
Even as the juniors watched, the speck
disappeared from gight; and only a blur
of smoke, dispersing in the wind, re-
mained. Konstantinos Kalizelos was
gone i

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Up to Bunter !

ORD MAULEVERER, of the
Remove, the following day, was
the cynosure of all eyes at ("}rey-
friars School.

I1iz lordship, ear] and millicnaire as
ho wag, was so modest 2 youth by nature,
that he seldom fOlled much space in the
public eye. DBut that was all f:hnnged
now—rather to his lazy lordship’s dis-
i:artr:furt. Maouly did not like the lime-
ight.

ut there was no help [or Maulyl
He had the limelight now, whether i’m
liked 1t or not. :

Fellows who hardly knew him
stopped him in the quad or the passeges

Eo ask him about the mysterious scarab,
and the mysterious Greek who had, ap-
parontly, come all the way from Egypt
after it, :

Great men of the Sixth Form, even
prefects, were interested in the matter:
and Mauly was even ssked to tea m a
S1xth Form study that day.

In the Bemove, of course, there was
only one topic—Kalizelos the Greek, and
his guest of Mauleverer's mysterious
scarab.

Most of the fellows, probably, had
never heard of & scarasbaeus before: bud
they sll heard about it now.

Eilly Bunter had told his tale of ad-
venture fifty timrs at least; and it grew
more and more wonderful overy time he
told it—Billy Bunter not being tram-
melled by any special regard for facts

Second thoughts are said to be best;
and on second thoughts, Bunter had hit
on a much better version of the story
than the one he had related to Mr.
Quelch in his study.

It appeared now—since Bunter had
had time for second thoughts—that it
was not merely to dodge out of deten-
tion that he had played his weird pranks
the previous day. It was—on second
thoughts—with the object of saving old
Mauly from danger, that Bunter had,
as it were, rushed into the breach. So
far from being scared, or frightened, or
anything of that sort, Bunter had gone

HERE'S ANOTHER
GREYFRIARS LIMERICK!

Burly Bolsover, with muscles all
burating,
To eclipse every record was
thirsting.
With & bar-ball he toyed, I
But got very snnoyed
When It broke;, and he aaidi
' How disgusting 1™
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winning effort.

into the thing with c¢ool courage and
presence of mind, repardless of peril
and entirely for Mauly's sake. An

Bunter scemed quite pained when this
version of the story, which really was
ever 50 much better, evoked nothing but
laughter in the Remove.

Probably & bundred times, that day
Lord Mauleverer was called upon to tell
fellows about that mysterious scarsb,

But Mauly had little to tell.

Like many {ellows born to great
posscssions, Mauly was rather indifferent
to those possessions. Certainly he had
never given much attention, if any, to
tha collection of E ian antiquities
which the late earl had brought home
to Mauleverer Towers.

Lord

“¥aas, there’'s o scarab”
Mauleverer admitted. “In fact, there's
a lot of jolly old scarabs. As far as I
can make out, Eﬁ;r used to be stacked
with scarahs, which seems to be some
sort of a grasshopper——"

“Beetle, ass!” snid Harry Wharton.

“Is it a beetle?” asked Muuly inno-
contly, “ Yaas, now I come to tﬁinlr. of
it, it's a bectle or something of the szart,
I don't like beetles mysell—loathe 'em,
in fact—but the jolly ald Gippies seem to
have been frightfully gone on beetles.”

“They had sacred beetles, fathead—
sort of superstitious stuff like mascots,™
said Bob Cherry. “Thoy wore thom as

amulets.”
“Did they ;*nwm:tl Mauly., “Queer
taste, what? Well, there's lots of them
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in the Egyptian Room st Mauleverer
Towers—lots and lots,”

“But it's cns special one that Eali-
zelos was after,” said N t. * Accord-
ing to Bunter, he called it the Golden
Scarab—the sacred beetle of A-Menah
wh:%!_l—']':

.. ¥aas, I believe I sort of remember
2?” said Mauly., “An ugly little beast

a thing, made of gold, though, with
quear_mnrim on it orth a few gquid,
very likely—and that Gireek johnny must
be off his rocker if he's really willing
to give a thousand pounds for it, as he
told Bunter.”

“It must bo worth more than a few
quid, fathead,” said Bob, *“if that sports-
E}ﬂpﬁ:f trying to kidnap you to hold

1

“¥aas; but I don't see it! Anvhow,
ha won't get hold of it now, or of me,
either [ chuckled his lordship. * Wasn't
1t jolly lucl;y that the Greek sportsman
got hold of Bunter yesterday by mis-
take? Fancy Bunter comin’ in useful,
W""‘Ik'i‘i:wi-,"m know ab

s the ou know about your own
searab, Maulj’r‘?” ¥ g

“That's the lot, dear men.”

“Then what the thump does Kalizelos
want it for "

* Goodness knows.”

_Evidently, Lord Mauleverer know
little cnough about the mystericus
scarab that had brought the lawless
reek from Caire. But what little ho
knew Re had to repeat over and over
again fo curious fellows; till he was
inexpressibly bored with the subject:
and wished from the bottom of his heart
that the Scarabacus of A-Monah had
never been in his possession at all,

Of the Greek, nothing more was
hum‘fl,t'I That Ef'ﬂf,ht Eﬁua E;hl:l.u:i. steamed

romptly cut of Pe ay, and vanished
nto the North Son: and it looked s
if Kalizelos was gone for good. It was
rather doubtful exactly how far he had
rendered himself amenable to the law,
He could scarcely be charged with kid-
napping, as the fatuous Owl of the
Remove had gone on board the yvacht of

‘his own sccord, though there could bo

no doubt as to his intentions, And
though Bunter had been threatened, ne
had not, after all, been Larmed.

But the Greek evidently did not want
to put the matter to the test. He had
fled in his yacht, and so far as conld be
leamed‘ by the police, the Zeus was no
Im;g;ﬂr in English waters.

e had failed, and his failure had put
Mauleverer on his guard | It was certain
that, as Mauly remearked, Billy Bunter
had come in useful for once,

Mauly's opinion was that the Greck
had gone back to his own country—
aware that the game was up, and gong
while the going was good.

That seemed probable to the other

fellows, with one exception. Tha
exception was Billy Bunter,

Billy Bunter dropped into Maule-
verer's study that evening, with a very
serious expression on his fat face, after
prep.

Mauly suppressed a groan. Billy
Bunter had, howsoever, unintentionally
and inadvertently, done his lordship a
great service, and Billy Bunter was not
the man to let it be forgotten. Mauly
falt that it wos up to him to give Bunter
his head, in the circumstances. 8o
instead of groaning at the sight of the
fat Owl, his lordship contrived to smile.

“Take a pew, old bean,” he said.

Bunter sat down, blinKing at him
through his big spectacles with alarming
SETIOUBNCES.

“T'va been thinking this over, Mauly,™
he said.

“Yaas."

Tue Macxer Liprany.—No. 1,271,
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“Ive saved you from fearful danger,
old chap—X

“You've mentioned that belfore!”
murmured Lord Mauleverer.

“Jf you're going to be an ungrateful
bens )Mnul;r,'———L'

*Oh dear 1" :

“Thore’s not a lot of fellows,” said
Bunter severely, “who would let them-
selves be collared by a desperate,
foerocious kidnapper, to save another
follow from doanger, Mauly. There's
precious few.”

“Oh, quite,” said Mauly, “and you'ro
not one of the few, old bean [

“Oh, raall;rri, Mauly—" )

“Is that 'lndd:l' calling you in the
passago, Bunter?®” ) _

“MNo, it isn't! I've been thinking this
over, Mauly! I've saved you from one
fearful danger, as you know. But

ou're still in danger, old chap! You
func that Greek b 1¥htar has gone—"
“Looks like it, old fat man.”

“Woell, my idea is this,” said Bunter.
“He's cleared off, to keep away from
the peelers, but he's going to hang on
somewhore, on the guiet, and have
another try at the scarab, sea?”

“Bhouldn't wonder,” yawned Mauly.
“He scems a dute-rminej gort of bloke.
Is that Bob Cherry callin’ you?"

“MNo, it isn’t] As you're atill in fear-
ful danger, Mauly, and as I've saved
vou once, I'm going to keep on looking
after you.”

“Awf'ly good of gou, Bunter!®

roangd Mauly. “I say, did I hear
%’h&rtnn shoutin’ to you?"

“No, you didn't! Now, while you're
here at school, you're fairly safe,” pur-
sucd Bunter. *I can keep an ¢ye on

you, seat™

“Oh! ¥aas! Thanks!" .

“But we broak up for the hols, in
a day or two, old chap! Onee out of
my sight, what will you feel like?”

“"MNo end bucked I snid Mauly.

" What 7"

“I—I mean, it's all right,” eaid
Mauleverer hastily. * Don’t you worrey,
Buntor 1*

“You sce, T ean’t help werrying,™
said Bunter, shaking his head., " When
s pal's in danger, I'm not likely to
think of myself—mot that I'm one of
those fellews who think much sbout
themselves, anyhow. I'm going o sco
qou through, Mauly. I've bhad & lot of
invitations for the holidays, but I'm
turning them all down on your account,
old chap. I've come hcre to tell youn
that you can rely on me "

“Oh gad !” groaned Lord Mauleverer,

“Rely on me, old fellow,” said
Bunter. “I'm coming home with sou
for the helidays, an Imcpmg an eye
on yvou all the time. You'll be in danger
—fearful danger—but with me there,
¥ou

Oh dear ™

“With me there, you will be all right.
1¢'s up to me, and I'm gaoing to do it,"
said Bunter. "“I've already written lo
a lot of people who are keen to huve
mo for the vae, telling them it can’t
be done, I'm sticking to yon, Mauly.”

“Pon’t I groaned his lordship.

HEh?T?

“Stick to somebody else, old fellow
~—there's a %uﬂd {:hni)-"

lly, Bauly! If that's what

“Oh, rea
vou call gratitude—"
“Oh dear1” - - -
“I'm wused to ingratitude,” said
Bunter, * But, really, this is rather

thick, Mauly, after I've saved your life
and—"

“Groani”

“1f vou don't want me to come home
with vou for the holidays, Mauleverer,
after I've saved your life—"

Tue Maoxer Lisrary.—No, 1,277

“Groan |” :

o IT a5, Mauly, what's the matter with
¥ou

£ 'E'Du I.IJ'

“ Beast 1 roared Bunter. %*I—I—I
mean, you will bave your little joke, old
chap! It's all right—I'll comel I'm
not the man to let a pal down whon he's
in denger! Is it settled, old fellow®”

“I'm  afraid so!” grosned Mauly
dismeally.

“He, he, ho!” Buntor decided to
take that answer as & joke. “All right,
then—it'zs & go, Maul Bely on me to
stick to you at Mauleverer Towers all
through the wvac. It's up to me”
Bunter rose from the chair. “I'll cut
along now and tell Smithy, and Temple
of the Fourth, and Hilton of the Fifth,
and Sykes of the Sixth, that I shan't be
able to accept their invitations. We're
ﬁning‘ to have a j-::-llf time together theso

ols, Mauly, what?"

Bunter rolled out of the study,
leaving-Lord Mauleverer blinking after
him dizmelly—naot lankinf; lika a follow
who was expecting a jolly timo at alll

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Who'’s for Egypt?

HEGYPTI"
“Yaaal”
It was the last evening of

the term. The Famous Five of
the Remove were gathered in Btudy
No. 1. There was no prep that evening,
and they were discussing the hols
instead of prep, a much more agresable
occupation, till it was time for
supper in the Hall. Welcoming glances
were turned on Lord Mauleverer when
he ambled in; his amiable lordship was
o welcome visitor in any study. Wharton
pulled out the armchair, and Mauly
sank into it, orossed one elegantly-
trousered leg over the other, smled
cheerfully at the Five, and propounded
the query whether thoy knew anything
about Egypt.

The Famous Five grinned. Mauly in
search of knowledge was rather a new
Mnulg. He had not, perhaps, quite so
rooted an ohjection to acquiring know-
ledgo as Billy Bunter had. But he did
not like the process.

“You want to know about Egypt?”

asked Harry,

“Yans"

“Well, we've had some Egypt in
geography class.  It's & country in

Africa, old bean, chiefly composed of
the banks of the River lgETiIﬁ."

“]1 know that much,” admitted Lord
Mauloverer, “and I know that some
jolly old beans named Pharach used to
reign there, and _one of them came a
mucker in the BRed Bea with all his
giddy chariots and horses. It was
colonised by—by—was it Christopher
Columbus$"

“Ha, ha, ha!" yclled the Famous
Five.

“Wrong ?"” asked Mauly.

“Just a few!” chuckled Nugent.
“Egypt was conquercd, and partly
colonised by Alexander the Groat—if
that's what you mean—a jolly old
Grreek.” ! -

“Yaas that's it. I knew it was some-
body,” assented Mauly, “I'm not bad
at history, you know. Not a whale on
it—but not bad I*

“Later, it wns s Roman provinee—"2
declared Bob Cherry.

“And the Arabs mopped it up—""
snid Johnny Bull,

“And the Turks—" said Wharton.
“Lots of people tock a turn.  And tho
French, in Napoleon’s time. Then there
were the Mamelukes, and the. giddy
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shas, and after them Tommy
ropped in and set the place

Turkish
Atkins

to rights ™ . 1

"(ﬁl Yaas! Frightfully intercstin’,
isn't it?" said Mauly, yawning, " But
W chi w : i

hat I chiefly want to know is, is it
fearfully hot in tho summer?”

“Terrifically, my csteemed Mauly I”
said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“Like a furnace, what?"” asked Mauly.

“More or lessfully.”

“ Dangorous enimals—lions and tigers
and things?"” asked Mauly. “ Poisonous
sorpents, and ferocious brigands, and
things like that?" .

%lf?:t u:i:aﬂy;;’ ﬂfid '\‘Fhartc:;i sLtu.rmg-.!
“What the dickens—— enty o
scorpions, I believe™

‘““Wall- scorpions are dangerous,
ain't the;i‘" :
“They're not nice! But what—"

“Frightfully hot, and reeking with
scorpions !  said Lord Mauleverer
thoughtfully, “I think I'l go.”

The Famous Five gazed at Lord
Mauleverer., That fortunate youth was
able to spend his holidays in abny
country he choso to name, expense being
no object. But why be should selech
a country because it was frightfully
hot, and had scorpions in it, was rather
a mystery.

“You ses, my uncle, old Brocke, is
going out to Egypt,’ cxplained Lord
Mauleverer. “He's got & lot of land
in a sort of fruity part of the country,
called the What's-its-name—

“We haven't had that with Quelch,”
remarked Bob gravely.

“I—1 mean the what-do-you-call-
it_lj

“Ah! That makes it quite clear!”

“Hs, ha, ha!?

“The—the—the——" Mauly made a
mental effort, “The—the Fayyum!
Goodness knows what the Fayyum 15—
I don't, and don’t want to a lot. DBut
nunky's got s big estate there, and
there's some guestion of cutting a canal,
or something, and he's goin' 1o see
about it, and it occourred to him that I
might like to go. Far as I know, peoplo
go to Egypt for the winter, and it's not
what you'd call & summer resort, 8till,
a lot of people must live there all the
yvear round—so I Euﬁpusa it will be all
right. After all, the hotter it is the
better, in a way—if you're sure of the
scorpions.*

“What the thump——"

“What I mean is, DBunter's comin’
home with me for the hols,” said Lord
Mauloverer. “Ie says I'm under a
fearful obligation to him, an' I supposo
ha knows. Think Bunter would like a
fearfully hot country, stacked with
scorpions T

“Ha, ha, ha!" roared the Famous
Five.

“I hardly think he would,” said
Mauleverer hopefully. “"And if he
wouldn't care to go, it makes Egypt
seom rather attractive, doesn't it?7"

“Ha, hs, hat”

“If Bunter asks you anythin’ about
Egypt, don't forget to mention the
scorpions, will you?” nsked Mauly.
“You might pile "em on & bit, perhaps!
Think you find scorpions in the beds at
the hotels "

“Hardly !"" grinned Bob. * Chiefly in
tha jolly old tombs, I think.”

“Isn't there a desert, or somethin’
in Egypt?”

“Bags of it!" i )

“That's where you perish miserably
of thirst, isn’t it?” asked Mauly. * Well,
if Buntor aszks vou anythin' about Egypt,
put it on n bit about the desert—and
fearful sufferings from thirst, Hunger,
too—that will make Bunter think(”
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* For goodness’ sake, cul off, you fellows | ** snapped Bunter, * If yon fanoy you're sticking on to Mauly and I, all [ ean
say is—yarocogooop I Bunter made that final remark, a5 Bull gave him a shove that sent him bumping down the sleps.

" Ia, ha, ha!Z

" And don'f forget the fearful heat—
like a furnace in summer—and the
scorpions—awiul scorpions, and—and 1
think you mi%t put in a lion or a

tiger, or so. hat 1"
*Ha, ha, hal™ wyelled the
Five,

“ And plague,” said Mauly. * Bunter’s
bound to hate plague—plagues are
awiully dangerous.”

“ But there isn't any plaguo, fathead ™

“Oh, draw 1t mild |” said Mauly, “I
may not ba a whale on history, but I've
heard about the plagues of Egypt.”

“You frabjous ass! The plagues of
Egypt were more than six or seven
thousand years ago.”

“There might be one left over,” said
Mauly. “You npever know—in the
East, vou know. If you montion them
to Bunter you can pass lightly over
tho date—-"

“Ha, ha, bal' ]

“But we shan't be secing Bunter,
fathead,” 2aid Harry. " We break up
to-morrow, and we're all looking for-
ward to not seeing Bunter again till
next term."”

“But he's coming home with me, so
he says, rb least,” said Mauly, “and
I'm afraid he means it, Ain't you
fellows coming to Egypt with me?"

Tha Famous Five stared.

“Are wal” gasped Bob Cherry.

“1 hope so Eﬂiﬁf country, you know,”
said Mauleverer pﬂmuasive{v’. “ Lota
of tombs—for fellows who Iike ‘em—
fellow who pegged out all of a sudden
would find one handy——"

“(h, my hat!” :

“And — and sunshine ™ gaid
Mauleverer., “"No end of sunshine.
And—and camels! And—and dates—
they grow on palms, you know—are you
follows fond of dates? Bucculent fruit,

believe. You'd better come.”

“But, you asg——"

Famous

“Wow look here, why ecan’t you
fellows come with me for the hols?"
demanded Lord Maulevercr.

“You haven't asked us yet, fathead!”
roared Bob Cherry.

Lord Mauleverer started.

“Haven't I really 7 he ejaculated.

“Ha, ha, hal”

“I knew there was somethin® I was
oin’ to say to you fellows the other
ay, ohly I forgot—"

“Ha, ha, hal*

“Bure 1 dide't ask you?” inquired
Mauly. “Well, I'm askin’ you now.
We'll put in & weck at Mauleverer
Towers, if you'll come; and I'll show
you that jolly old scarab that the Greek
sportsman was after, what? If there's
some jolly old secret about it, you ma
be abzlu to spot it. Then we'll fix it
up for Egypt. Nunky rather wants me
to go, and he says I can bring any
friends I like. You fellows are friends
of mine, aren't you?®

“Bosomn pals, if you're standing a
holiday in EE”'E’ old bean.”
“Ha, ha, hal

“The only drawback is that Bunter’s
comin’—but you men can stand him for
a weok, can’t you? And he will want to
give Egypt a miss, if you pile it on
about the fearful heat; and the awful
scorpiong—-"

“The pilefulness will be terrific.”

“Is it a go, then?” asked Mauly,
dotaching himself from the armchair.

“We shall have fto ask our people
first—but I think you can call it a go,
ald bean,’’ said Harry Wharton smiling.

“Good egg! Jolly glad you're comin’,
old things—if we don’t drop Bunter,
vou can help me stand him. DBut if you
tell him a lot about the plagues and
things—*

“Ha, ha, hal" .

Lord Mauleverer nodded amiably,
and ambled out of the study. A moment

N

later he put his hesd back into the
doorway.

“Wasn't there a famine in Egypt
once 1™ he agked. I seem to have heard
somethin' of thoe sort.”

“Ha, ha! VYes| :

“Well, look here, il you could give
Bunter a sort of idea that it was still
on, you know——"

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“And don't forget the scorpionsi”

And Lord Maulevercer ambled away,
leaving the Famous Five chortling.

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
O for the Holidays !

SAY, you fellows—"
“Halle, hallo, halle, old [at
frump 1”

“You're not gone wvot?" said
Billy Bunter, blinking at the chums of
the Remove.

B“h]}n we look as if we're gone 7 asked

l:. L]

“The gonefulness is not terrific, my
czteemed fat Bunter,” smiled the Nabob
of Bhanipur.

“Well, most of the fellows are gone,”
said Bunter. " Time you started. %f:m'ﬂ
lose your train.”

The Famous Five chuckled. Grey-
frinrs Bchool was breaking up for the
summer holidays, and, as Bunter said,
a lot of the fellows were gone already.
Billy Bunter was not gone—he was nob
going till Lord Mauleverer went, and
Lord Mauleverer was not going till
the big car arrived to take him away.
That tremendous car was evon nDow
turning in at the gates of Greyfriars,
and gﬁding up to the House, and the
Famous Five, standing on the steps,
watched it coming.

Billy Bunter was not yet aware thal
(Continued on page 28.)
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ND TRADERS!

BEDEB HARRIS AND BILLY McCANN, TWD YOUNG BRITIEHERS TRADING UNDER THE HAME OF " BOB, BILLY % CO0."—
THE "CO0." BEING AN ANCIENT AND BATTERED FORD CAR—ARE OWNERS OF A STORE
KNOWIND THAT A VAST THEASURE LIES HIDDEN OM THE SITE, DAYID BONE, A RASCALLY AMERICAN TRADER,
BUT THE I1SLAND TRADERS REFUSE TO SELL.
ATTEMPTS TO DRIVE THE PARTNERS OFF THE ISLAND, BONE BRIBES PURKISS, A BEACH-COMBER, TO FIRE THE
EQOB AND BILLY ARE SETTING OUT IN SEARCH OF PURKISS,
THE ARRIVAL OF JATKY, THE HOUSE-BOY, HOLDING SOMETHING TIGHTLY CLENCHED IN HIS HAND.
WORRY ABOUT HIM,” SAYS BILLY, “IT'S PURKISS WE WANT!"

OFFERS TD BUY THE STORE,
ETORE.

READ THIS FIRST.

WHEN BOB'S BUSPICIONS ARE AROUSED BY

ON KALUA [SLAND.
AFTER SEVERAL FRUITLESS

“DON'T

The Two Crimson Specks !

Lhd OLD on a minute I tell you!™

H crigd Bob. Then, turning to

the house-boy, he asked:
“"What feller thing you
keu%:lung hand belnnF vouT" ]
- “Feller pill, ear, plenty magic pill,
makee along Boo-oo, sar,” said Jacky.
k 1 ' said Jacky
Ho opened his hand, with visible re-
luctance, and showed a small pill-box,
such as wore used for the quinine pills
often token hr;_r all the white inhabitants
of Kalua. Big witch-dector Soo'oo
makes pill, sar, makee this fcller Jacky
plenty strong.”’

Bob burst into a langh. Soo’co, the
cunning old devil-doctor, did a great
business among the natives with magic
pills. It eame into Bob's mind that that
wis why Kolulo-wlulo had been at tha
hut that morning. No doubt ha had
fetched the ‘magio pill from the devil-
doctor for Jacky.

“Are you coming? snapped Billy.

“Righthotr . PP ]

Bob followed his chum towards the
coral rock oo the beach.

Jacky, breathing hard, hurried on
towards the hut. He carried the pill-
box with great care, and once, when he
stumbled on & point of rock cropping
up in the sand, and almost drop tha
box, he gave a cry, and his brown faca
blanched with terror.

He reached the hut and passed into h

its dusky interior, There was a seratch,
a flicker of light, and a candle
glimmered. Jacky stared from door and
window, & shiver running through his
brown limbs, Then, taking a knife 111
ricked off the lid of the pill-box, firs
aymng it carefully on the table,
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The glimmer of the candle showed hia
rown face wet with perspiration. It
shone on the contents of the box—some-

thing that stirred, something that
glowed a bright crimson in the candle-
¢limmaor, hore were two crimson

specks in the pill-box, .

» with & careful hand, inserted
the tip of & palm-leaf into the box. A
red speck was lifted out, and Jacky bent
for a moment over Bob Harrig bunk,
The red speck disappeared in the
blanketa. ‘hen the second crimson
speck was lifted out with equal care,
on the tip of the palm-leaf, and dropped
into Bm{) McCann's bunk,

Ja lew out the candle, and then
step out of the hut. The starlight,
shining on his face, showed it almost
grey and streaming with eweat.

- L] L] [}

[ |

Billy McCann gove a snort of anger
and dympped the lawyer cane.

“Suffering cats |” he growled.

Pete Purkiss, the beach-comber, lay at
his feet. The starlight glimmered on
a Enollid sick face.

b Harris whistled softly. They had
found the bseach-comber, the wretched
degenerate who had burned down the
stbre for a bribe from David Bone. But
even the incensed Billy, as he looked at
him, did not feel disposed to handle
the iawyarmne. .

The man, stretched in the sand, was
alf-conscious. He was muttering to
himself indistinctly. He was clad only
in thin cotton shirt and shorts, ample
for the hot day on Kalue, but little pro-
tection ageinst the cold of night, E.nd
night on Kelua was sometimes v
cold. It was cold now, after the sun h

one, and the barely clad wretch was
shivering.

His eyes, burning with a strange light,
looked up at the partners. But he did
not seem to recogmise them.

* Poor wretch 1™ muttered Bob.

Billy snorted.

“He's got out of the threashing! I
can't lay a hand on him now.”

“You can't!” agreed Bob.

A mumble came from the wrotch at
their feet. Evidently Purkiss had spent
David Bone's bribe in Tu'uka's village,
not wisely but too well., Nauve
“kava ¥ and unlimitéd squore-face had
done their work. The strength of the
miserable beach-comber, sapped by long
years of intoxication, had given out
antu:alg after that last prolonged
“drunk.” It was a man deadly sick whe
lay sprawling in the starlit sand; & man
who would be dead in the morning if
he was left there for the night. And
there wore few on Kalua who were likely
to give a thought to & white man who
had *““gone npative " and fallen o low
that even the natives sbandoned him.

“Let him lieI” growled Billy, and he
turned away.

Bob hesitated.

The man was & rascal; a disgrace to
his race, a shame to his colour. He had
ruined the island traders at the order
of David Bone. But there was pity in
Bob's face; he could not leave the wretch
to die.

“ Billy, old bean——" Bob hesitated.

Bi]IIy MeCann uttered a sound like a
snarl,

“You soft ass! Don't 1 know what's
in your silly head ¥ he growled. * That
brute's rummed us for a handful of
dollars from David Bons. d now you
want 10 play the Good SBamaritan and
look after him.”



“8o do you, Billy,"” seid Bob, with
a emile.

Billy was scowling blackly. But his
blagk scow] melted into & grin. He was
no more impervious to compassion than
hig partoer. _

“1 suppose we ecan't leave him here,”
ha grunted. * You're a fool, Bob, and
I’'m another! The biggest pair of eilly
idiots on Ealua! Take one end of the
brute. Thiz means having him in the
hut to-night; nobody else on Kalua is
focl enough to take him in. Is he going
to have your bunk or minei"

“Mina 1 said Bob.

“Rats| He con bave mine!™ snorted
Billy. *I ecan take a blanket on the
ﬂmr,"

“Rot!"” said Bob., “We'll shove the
poor wretch in my bunk, and I'll take a
blanket on the floor. It's my idca to
stand by him.™

“It'a my idea as much as yours,
Mr. Harris. I'm as big a fool as you,
if you come to that !" enapped Billy.

They lifted the shivering, mumbling
wreteh from the sand, His staring eyes
were on them uusr—:emql:,r.

“This way, Purkiss,” said Bob. *Pull
vourself together a bit.”

His voice seemed to strike some chord
aof memory in the wretched man, for
Purkiss eyed him, snarling.

“Leb & man alone!” ecame in a thick
mutter from his lips. “Who says I
fired the storc?”

“MNever mind that now.

Purkiss resisted feecbly.
realisation  scemed to bo
through the fog of his brain,

“I know you | he muttered. “ Lot mo
be—lct me be! Look for David Bone;
it was his doing! Look for that nigger
Loo. Let me bel"

“We're helping you, you fool!”
growled Rilly. “We're taking you to a
shelter for the night. Shut up!”

Purkiss stared at lnm with bleared,
nneomprehending eyes. But be made no
further resistance, and the pariners half-
led, half-carried him up the beach.

“ Here, you Jacky 1" called out Bob.

The house-bay was leaning on tho
palm outside the hut. He started for-
ward, a shadow in the gloom.

“ Yﬂﬂ. !‘-ﬂ.'l',"

“¥You light feller candls along hut.”

Come on!”
Some dim
working

Jacky stared curiously at the sagzing
figure between the two partners. Ho
went into the hut and Iigﬂtﬂd a candle.
Purkiza waz helped into the littlo
butlding,

My bunk, Billy,” said Bob.

“Mine!" growled Billy.

“Look here—"

“Rata! This way!” Billy MeCann

heaved the sagging form towards his
own bunk, and Bob gave m.

“You feller boy, turn back the
blankets,” said Bob.

Jacky did not stir, his dilated coyes
gtaring at the partners of Kalua,

“ Do you hear?” snapped Billy.

“Yes, sar!” gasped Jacky. “You no
go put that feller Purkiss along bed
belong you, sar?”

“Turn back the blankets, you fool [*
roarcd Billy.

Jacky approached the bunk, but in a
vory g‘ingmﬂ’j way. Thore was terror in
his face, terror and consternation,

“Oh, sar " he gasped. “You no put
that feller along bunk belong voun, sar!
Where yvou sleep, sari”

“Mind your own business and do as
you re told. Plenty quick ™

“Jacky's never heard of the Good
Samaritan, Billy I’ chuckled Bob.

“Turn those blankets back, you
awab!” roared Billy, “You want mo
knock zeven bells out of yout"
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Jacky, with trombling hands and
watehful cyes, turned back the blankets
in Billy's bunk at last. It was as if he
feared to touch the bunk or anything
that lay on it ) )

“What's the matter with the nigger I*
growled Billy. ] |

" Blessed if I know,” said Bob, staring
at the house-boy. " Bhove him in |”

Purkiss was laid in the bunk and the
blankets drawn over him. Jacky backed
across the room, staring with dilated
eyes., Then he made & sidling movemoent
tl;qwards the door. Billy stared round at

im.

*“Where you go?” he snapped. “You
stop along this place. Get a blanket off
the other bunk and hand it here.™

Jacky moved towards Bob's bunk. He
stroteched out a hand to take a blanket
from it, and then drew it back sud-
denly. Bob and Billy stared at him in
amazement, What was the matter with
tho house-boy wns a mystery to them.

“Plenty quick, you swab[” snapped
Billy.

Jacky stretched his dusky hand to the
bunk again, Then, suddenly turning, he
madoe a spring towards the open door-
WY,

Billy stared at him in stupefaction.
But Bob Harris acted promptly. Elis
grasp fcll on the house-boy as he leaped,
and Joacky was dragged back and
jemmed against the wall of the hut.
Suspicion—a fearful suspicion—was in
Bob’s mind now, and tha look in his
eyes made Jacky cringe with terror.

“Now, what's this game?” said Bob,
between his set {eoth,

“¥ou let thiz Kanaka go, sar!”
panted Jacky. “Me no stop n!unF this
place, Mo no stop along you, sar.”

“Won't you!” said Bob grimly. His
grasp ti%gtuned on the wrig{glin house-
bay. " What name you ‘fraid touch
feller bunk 1

Jacky, instead of answering, struggled
to freo himself. Bob knocked his d
on tho wall with a resounding crack, and
there was o dismal howl from the house-

“¥ou speak, mouth belong you!™
lsizzed Bob. "*'What name you too much
plenty fright touch feller bunk ™

" What the suffering cats—"" began

Billy.
“{Iot Purkizss out of that bunk!™
gasped Bob.

“What the—"

“Get him out [ roared Bob.
want to murder him 1

“In Heaven's name———""

“ Get him out I shricked Bob., * No—
hold this nigger while I get him out ™

He flung the house-boy at the amazed
Billy and leaped to the bunk where
Purkiss lay,

Boack into Bob's mind had come tho
memory of the pill-box Jacky had held
hidden in his hand. Back into his mind
came the picture of Kolulo-ulule, search-
g the distant beach with a palm-
leaf in his hand for something that he
doared not let his fingors mucﬁ_

He knew now why David Bone had
lot SBoo-po lift the taboo so that the
house-boy might come back, In o flash
of hideousz revelation he knew,

“"HKeep that nigger safe!” he panted.
“Don't touch the bunk! On your life
don’t touch the bunk ™

Jacky strugglod wildly. But he
crumfrled up in Billy's sinewy grip.

Billy watched his partner, open-eyed.

Bob had warned him not to touch the
other bunk, But he had himself to
tough the one where Purkiss lay to save
the beach-comber’s life, if hiz hideous
suspicion was true. With careful hands

“Do you

5

that trembled a little in spite of him-
solf he turned back the blankets and
lifted the beach-comber out on to the
floor. There he laid him down and
bent over him, searching him with
straimng eyes.

“Thank Heaven I’ he breathed.

“What——" gas Billy.

“Can't you sea7” hissed Bob. " There's
death in the bunks, and that infernal
nmgger— Hold him 1™

The house-boy made a desperate effors
to tear away, but Billy McCann's grasp
on him was like iron,

“Bring him here|™ said Bob. * Pitch
him into the bunk I

A scream of terror came
hﬂum'bﬂ.}rl

“MNo, sar! No touch feller bunk i” he
scremined.  “You no put thizs feller
along bunk, sar["

He shricked and writhed in Billy's
grasp.

“Pitch him in I" said Bob grimly.

" What's in the bunk, Bob#’ asked
Billy McCann very qui&tﬁ}.

“Bomething that that niggei’s put
ready for uvs, I fancy! Fomcthing that
the pg-himter du%nut of the beach, and
that Jacky brought back in a pill-box.
Something that would clear us off Kalua
for ever if it touched us ™ hissed Bob.

from the

! Eumet]nnﬁ that would leave the ground
clear for David Bone! Pitch him in
and let him have it!"

J shrieked.

“This feller die along bunk, sar! This
foller no stop any more a.]tu!;nther,
5'pose g0 ong bunk, sarl’ Heo
struggled frantieally. “Little red one
stop along bunk, sar|”

“I thought soI” said Bob grimly.

Billy MeCann’s ruddy face becamc as
pale as death.

“The little red one [* he breathed.

Well he knew the “little red one ™ of
the Kanakas; the tiny crimson spider
whose sting was sudden death., The
sweat ran down Billy's face. Death hie
knew how to face, and had faced many
times. But & shudder of horror ran
throngh him as he thought of the sting
of the death-spider,

His grasp closed on the house-boy till
the native’s bones seemed almost to
erack undeor it

“So that’s it breathed Billy.

“That's it 1"

“Me plenty solly, sar!” moaned
Jacky. “Old big devil-doctor Soo-00 he
tellee this Kanaka, sar, put lLittle red
one aleng bunk, sar; me plenty *fraid
along BSoo-oo, sarl He terrible big
devil-dector, sar |

Bob locked at him. He was almost
tempted to throw the Kanaka into the
bunk to meot the fate he had planned
for his masters.

“Buffering cats!”™ muttered Billy

McCann.
Bob picked up & poir of pliers and
searched the bunk. ¢p in the blankets

a tiny crimson speck glowed in the
candle-light. A grip of the pliers put
an end to it. He crossed te tha other
bunk and scarched again. The scarch
was long, but the erimson s camo
to light at last and again the plicrs
gripped, and the death-spider ceazed to
be.
“Is that all?™ ho asked, hizs eyes on
tho houso-bo;
Two

ri
““Ves, sar!
sar ¥
“Vdu shall sleep in a bunk to-nizht
“Yes, sari” mumbled Jacky.
ﬂhviuuﬂg thero had been only two of
the death-spiders. Tho house-box’s
torror was gone now. His terror of the
little red omes.
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little red ones,
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“All oloar nmow, Billy,” zaid Bob.
“Take him away

Billy McConn picked up a thick stick
and led the house-boy out of the hut.
¥or tho next five minutes there was wild
howling and yelling to the sound of
heavy ﬁushus, When Billy camo back
into the hut the house-boy crawled away
anto the bush, with an ache In cvery
bone in his brown-skinned body.

In the candle-light the partners of
Kalua locked at one another across tho
unconscions beach-comber on the floor.

Bob wiped his forshead.,

“If wa hadn't taken
Billy—"

Billy McCann grinned faintly.

“ Good Bamaritans, and their-jolly old
roward!” he said. “*We've saved
Purkies’ life, end he's saved ours,
wuffering cats! When I get a chance at
David Bone—"

*“ Weo've got to get at him—after this
gaid Bob grimly. " We've got to find a
chance.”

Purkisa in,

{ap
i

And that chance was coming!
‘What the Beach-comber Enew !
& HE Qsprey ™
I “David Bone's cutter™
Bob and Billy spoke simul-
taneously.

Bob Harrizs had come out of the hut,
whoro he had been giving a drink to
Purkiss, tho beagh-comber, lying in one
of the bunks, & wreck of & man. Billy
McCann had come out of the lean-to
where the old Ford was garaged. And
their eyes fell at the same momont on
the graceful cutter that was threading
its way through tho reef passage mto
tho la -

Bob's eyes HRashed. Billy McCann
took & harder grip on the spanner in

his oily hand.
“That rotter’s come back [™ said Deb.

“That swab [ muttered Billy. “The
hound! To dare to come bagk to
Kalua after—"

“It's beecauso he thinks hizs rotton
work is done thet he's come back,” said
Boh quietly. *“He doesn’t cxpect to
gee us alive, Billy”

“He will find out that we're alive,”
said Billy MeCann grimly.

Tho partoers of Kalua watched tho
cutter glide into the lagoon. Among
tho native orew that moved on the
deck they mode out the figure of David
Bone, the 'Frisco trader, in white
ducks and panams hat. PBona, with a
black Borneo cheroot between his yel-
low teeth, was staring at the beach as
the Osprey glided on to her anchorage.

Heo did not see the two island traders
standing in the shadow of the palm
boforo the hut. But his sharp oyes,
under his leathery, puckered brovs,
woere turned in  that direction. It
scemed to the partners that thoy could
discorn o sardonic grin on the leathery
foce of the American trader. He was
staring at the black mass which marked
where the store had stood—the ruins of
the island traders” property, burned out
by an incendiary. No duuf:l..' that sight
u{ the blackened ruin was a welcome
one to the eves of David Bone.

“If wo had proof,” muttered Bob,
“gvery whito man on Ealua would lend
g hand to string him up, if we could

prove—"

“Tsn't hiz coming back here proof
enough ¥ growled Billy McCann. “ We
know ho set the nigger to put the

death-spidors in onr bunks through that

Santa Cruz boy, Loo. He's como back

because ho thinks it’s done. Chat’s
proof enough for me.”
“And for mne,” said Bob. " But—"

Billy gave a snort.

“I know it’s not enough for the High
Commissioner of Fiji, %ul: it's enough
for me to crack his rascally head!®

Bob Harris smiled.

“Heo's come back,” repeated Billy,
glari::g st the cutter. “Ho triad to
buy the store under thredts. He put
up the devil-doector to lay a taboo un
us to ruin our trade. It didn't work.
And he set Purkiss to five tha store.
That didn’t beat vws. And he fixed it
up for us to be stung l:t}]{ deuth-aPidﬂra.
Now he's eomo to bag tho prize.”

“It’'s no good tellnmg Kalua that,
Billy. Nobody would believe toat
David Bone was so set on getting hold
of the site of our store. We can’t even
guess ourselves why ho wantd it."”

“We know he wants it bad, from
what he's done.”

“1 know. But 1 can't imagine why,
and you ean't. And [ fancy we shall
never find out.” :

“Ho may tell us himself, if I get a
grip on the back of his skinny neck,”
said Billy. :

A famnt voice called from the interior
of the hut, and Billy snorted.

The partners of Kalua had taken in
Purkiss, the beach-comber, returning
good for evil, ond saved the wretched
man’'s life. For thres days now he had
lain & sick man in the hut, tended by
the partnors im turn, : 2
least, was more than fed-up with him.

‘But they looked inte the hut. Pur-
kiss was sitting op in his bunk, a
startled expression on his bearded face.
He had heard the telk of the young
traders outside, and it had evidently
disturbed him. The beach-comber was
locking better; he was on tha mend,
but he was still & sick man.

“What do you want, Purckizs " asked
Bob, kindly enough.

Bittorly as the man had injured him
and his partner, he could not feel any-
thjugehut pity for the human wreck that
lay before him.

“1 heard what you said. Tz that
David Bone's cutter "

“¥ea; the Osprey.”
“Then he's coming back to Kalua?”

“Looks like it."

“Look here, Purkiss,” said Billy
McCann gruffly. “ We know you fired
pur storn, and that Mr. Bone put you
up to it. You know wo know 1it. Tell
the truth to all the island, and we may
be able to get at that swab with the
Taw.”

“Tha law will never touch David
Done,” spid the beash-comber, " 8'poso
I owned up—what then? I never saw
Bone. His nigger, Loo, gave me the
order, and the dollars for doing it.
Who's to prove that Bone knew any-
thing about it? That Santa Crus
nigger will dony the whole thing. If
I tzﬁ‘f: myself black m the face, it leaves
you where you were.”

“That's s0,” said Boeb, with a sigh,
“Bone covers up his tracks too jolly
well, Billy. He's too deep for us”

Purkiss eyved them curiously.

“¥ou bovs have been decent to me”
he said. *“ You picked me up, 83 good
as dying on the Eﬂuﬂh, and brought me
here.  After what I'd  done "—the
wretched man’s face worked for a
moment—"1 ain’t going to thank you.
Talk won't do you any good. But after

But Billy, at ¥
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the way you've helped me, I'm goi
to halp you” P ! e

Bob smiled fainl;l%.

“How can you help us? ho asked.

“More than you think,” grunted Pur-
kiss, “I've been wecks in Tu'uka's
village, before I cams back to the
beach, ¥ou know I've lived among the
natives, and know their lingo. I've
heard a lot of talk. That Santa Cruz
nigger, Loo. I—I dare say you reck-
oned it was his first mgﬁ!t of Kalva when
Deavid Bone brought him here.”

* Hadn’t thought about it,” said Bob.
“But 1 suppose so. Kalua iz a long
step from Santa Cruz.”

“Waell, he's been hers before, and
knows the island like a book,” said
Purkiss. “"Ho was a prisoner hore in
the old days—before white men came
to Kalua, when old Mokatoo was king
of the island. He madoe himself usoful
to the old chief, snd they didn’t eat
him, as thoy did most of their prisoners.
He was a slave in Mokatoo's grass

slace for yoars, Plenty of nig‘gara 11

u'uka’s village knew him. ‘Tw'uka
himself remembered him. He escaped
from Kaluae in a cance in those old
days. I reckon he wouldn’t have gone
among them, even now, only ho's gob
David Bone behind him, and that sees
him szafe.”

Ho panted for breath,

“He's been tho go-between between
Bone and the niggers here, fixing things
up for you. He fixed 1t with me to
burn down the store. He fixed it with
our house-boy to put the death-spiders
in your bunks. He's got a reason, and
Deavid Boow's got a reason, And when
I learned, from the talk of the niggors,
that Ioo had been on Kalua for years
in old Mokateo's time, and had been
kept in Mokatoo’s house, I knew the
roason. ™

Bob and Billy exchanged a quick
glanco.

The deadly enmity of David Bone
had been in encugh, but the cause
of 1t had utterly batfled them. They
wondered now whether the beach-
comber could let in light on that strange
mystory.

“And the reazon?" asked Bob.

“0ld Mokatoo’s treasure."

“Wha-a-t ¥

Bob almost laughed. Ewver since they
had been on Kalva the partners had
hoard, again and again, the talk of the
treasure of the old King of Kalua, but
they had never believed the story.

“¥ou koow the yarn,” said Purkiss,
“Bofore white men settled here old
Mokatoo traded with the schoonors that
called at Knlua for yesrs—forty vears
and more. He sold them copra, pearl-
shell, pearls, slaves, too, in the old days,
Like all the island chiefs he would
nover touch paper money—never trusted
it. Traders had to pay him in golden
Australian sovercigns, az they do all .
through the Pacifie. 0Old Mokatoo
hoarded his treasure. He may have
had ten I:huusand_—t.wmtf thousand
sc-%rmgm—-bdy the time Tu'uka's spear
mede an end of him. It-'f.t. no socrck
that Tw'uka killed him for his treasure,
though he never found it afterwards.
The old willain had hidden it some-
where safe out of sight.”

* But—what—" )

“The village was burned down in the
fighting. and when white men came
here. Tu'uka and .his crew went back of
the bush. Your store was built on the
spot where old Mokaton's palace once
gtood, as you know. White men have
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hunted for the treasure. I hunted for
it for years while I was combing the
beach here. The niggers hunt for it in
the bush to this day. It's never been
found.? I

“ But what's this got te do with Loo,
or David Bone, or us?"' grunted Billy
McCann.

“This much— that after
Mokatoo's treasure.”

“2ufforing cats!” said Billy MeCann,
staring blankly at the man in the bunk.

“You don't believe me?" grunted
Purkiss. “Well, that's that! Loo
hasn't Iet on & word to the miggers.
Tt's a3 much as his I'fe’s worth, I
reckon., They'd cut hin to pieces for
the secret. But as soon as I knew he'd
been years in old Mokatoo's palace
I knew what he was after, Old
Mokatoo had help in hiding the
treasure, I reckon. Nat a Kalua boy;
no native here knows anything about 1,
He trusted his slave, because only he
stood between Loo and the cocking-pots.
When Loo escaped from Kalua he knew
where the treasure was hidden.”

“My hat !’ repeated Bob.

“Loo’'s kept his secret for years,
hoping to get a chance. He's let David
Bone into it. He could do nuthmg
alone; with the American at the bac
of him he had tha power in. his hands.
He's sharing the secret with Bone to
get hold of the treasure. That's what
hHe's on Halua for; that's what David
Bone is after. Take it from me.”

The beach-comber sank back in the
bunk. _

“But—but,” Bob almost stuttered, " if
there's anything in that—I own up it
looks like it—what's that got to do with
us? David Bone could come here and
hunt for the treasure if he liked. We
couldn’t stop him 1f we wanted to.”

thoy're

“Suffering cats!”™  yelled Billy
MeCann.

Purkiss grinned sourly.

“Your partner’s tumbled, Alr.

Harris,” he said.
Bob stared at his partner.
“Billy ! What the thump——"
“ Got any eyes?” yelled Billy in great
excitement. " The store stood on the
site of old Mokatoo's palace. Got any
opties? Can't you see, feller eye belong

you I
“Blesged if I can!” said Bob,
bewildered. “ What—"

“ Where would Mokatoo be likely to
bury his stack of quids ™

“In the bush "

“PBush be blowed! What about the
floor of his jolly old palace?’ yelled
Billy.

Bob Harris jumped.

“His sleeping-room most likely, where
he could slesp over it,” chuckled Billy.
“ Right on the spot, Bob! What"

Billy MecCann rubbed his plump
bhands,

“That's why David Bone wanted to
buy the store! That’s why he wanted to
buy the site! That's whsf—eve-ryihh}qi

Can't you see, you cld codger, now it's
a5 plain as daylight ¥ -

“Ny only hat!” said Bob, realising
the truth at last.

A Shock for David Bone!

AVID BONE stepped ashore from
the cutter's whaleboat. The
boat pulled back to the Osprey,
and the American trader walked

up the beach.

Many cyes wera turned curiously upon
him.

Eob and Billy had made no seorat of
their belief that the trader from 'Frisco
had been at the bottom of all their long

series of disasters, which had brought
them to the verge of ruin—if not over
the verge. All Kalna wondered whether
there was anything in it—doubting: for
so far as all Kalua could ses, the '"Frisco
trader had no motive for that deadly
and implacable vendetta.

f ha had a motive it was in accord-
ance with his known character, that was
certamn. So the traders and planters
wondered. But they did not think of
telling David Bone what they wondered
or surmised. Mr, Bone was too powerful
a man in the islands for any planter
on Kalua to offend him if he muﬁ] help
it. Even old Mackay, a good friend to
the island firm, was careful to keep out
of any personal troubls with David
Bone,

Mr. Bone walked up the beach as if it
belonged to him. Bo it might have if
he had liked, for he was ricﬁ copugh to
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ever, and clicked his yellow teeth hard
together, biting clean through his
cheroot, as two boyish figures emerged
from the shadow of a bungalow,

Bavid Bone stopped dead.

The American trader had plenty of
nerve. He needed it for iz methods
of business. But for once his nerve was
shaken.

What colour there was in his leathery
face faded out of it, and his flinty eycs
dilated under his puckered brows as
]&q etared at Bob Harris and Billy Me-

ATLI.

For a long moment ha stared at the
two young traders whom he had believed
dead, his eves almost starting from their
sockets, en his hand Bew to his hip.

But he realised more than ever, to his
amazement, that he did not need to draw
a weapon., There was no hostility in the
looks of the island traders.
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st the wall of the hut,

*What name you ’fraid touch fellow bunk ?** ,** This feller die ! ** shrieked

Jacky. ¢ Little red one

hui.' Kalua—all except the island store.
All the money in the Pacific would not
have bought out Bob, Billy & Ce. at
the behest of the American trader.

But Mr, Bone was under the im-
pression now that the island traders had
paid dear for their obstinacy. He had
offered to buy them out, and they had
refused. David Bone was not the man
to take a refusal. The Banta Cruz boy
had been left.on the island with ample
funds and a free hand. David Bome
had no doubt that the partners of Kalua
had ceased from troubling.

There was a sour smile on his leathery
face &3 he walked up the beach, nodding
here and there to an acquainiance.

Mr. Bone, as a business man, pre-
forred peaceful methods, The island
traders had refused to sell, and had
rofused to clear off Ealus. But they
had had to take what was coming to
them, Mr. Bone was going to cast a
regretful glance at their Erm'r;s before
he took possession of the abandoned site
of the burned-out store. o & e

With that plessant impression in his
mind Mr. Bone walked up the sunny
beach. He gave & whelent start, how-

stop along bunk, sar!®

Bob Harris raised his grass hat
politely to My. Bone. Billy McCann,
who had once broken a stout lawyer-cane
on Mr. Bone's lean back, grinned at him
chearily and followed Bob's example.

“On Kalua again, Mr. Bone?” said

Bob.
“Eh! I—I guess so!” stammered
David Bone. a was utterly taken

aback, and out of his depth.

“This island is locking up when a
man of your size special tr ps to
it,”* said Billy McCann gravely. *This
is your second visit, sir! Not buying a
store this time?"

Mr. Bone recovered himself. He
rogistered a mental vow to make Loo
pay for his failure when he had counted
on the Santa Cruz boy's suceess as a

certainty.

“Wh;rl, voep ! he answered easily.
“I've heard your store was burned
down. But I pguess the site will suit
me for building a new store on, and I'o
open to make a fair offer.”

(Don't fail to read the concluding
ehapters of this adventureé sfory in néxt
week's MAGRET.)

Tag Magwer Lirrary.—No, 12T
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BILLY BUNTER'S BAD LUCK!

(Continued from page 25.)

tho Famous Five were booked for
Mauleverer Towers. The holiday in
Egvpt could not be definitely settled
till they had communicated with home—
though the chums of the Remove had no
doubt about it—but, anyhow, they were
going homeo with Mauly for a week at
the Towers. Nobody, however,
taken the troublo to mention that
circumstance to the fat Owl.

“Hero comes Mauly's car,” said
Bunter. “Well, I shall have to say
goud-bye to you fellows. SBorry I can'd
take you with me.”

e Eh??!

“*But it would hardly do,” explained
Bunter. " A fellow can be pally with
all sorts of fellows at school, but when
he s staying with o titled "friend, ha
has to be a bit particular, you know.”

1] c}h]ll

“1 hope you'll have a good time in
your huinble homes, old chaps,” said
Bunter gencrously.

“Thanks awfully ™
Wharton gravely,

“The thankfulness is terrific, my os-
teemed and idiotic Bunter.”

“Well, you'd better be off,"" said
Bunter. “Whore's that ass Mauly—
slacking about somewhers I suppose?
To car, isn't it—not like my

said Harry

pping
pater's Rolls, of coursc—still, a gnnd
car. Lwook here, you fellows if fnum
hanging about to see Mauly—"

“ Just that!™ said Bob cheerily.

“Dh, you own up, do you?!" sneerod
Bunter, Ya Woll, I can tell you there's
nothing doing. If you'd treated me &
bit more decently this term, I'd have
put in o word for you—in fact, asked
Meauly to azk you. But have you
treated mo decently? Only yesterday
vou refused to cash a postal order for
me, Wharton—""

“I'l refuse again to-day, if you like,
fatty.™

“You kicked me the day before yos-
terday, Bull——"

“Ll!-m ancther " askzd J-E:Tmn_n,- Bull.

“Taking vou all rennd, you're an un-

grateful lot,” said Buntor, “*Now, look
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hers, cut off| Fishing for invitations
for the holidays is rather rotten, you
know."

“You ought to Loow!" agreed
Mugent.
“Ha, ha, hal["”

“Tt's rather thick, hanging on to see
Mauly, hike this” said Bunter scorn-
fully. "1 must aay 1 despise fellows
who grease up to a wealthy chap, and
fish for invitations, and all that. Not
the sort of thing that I could do my-
self.”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Blessed if I see anything to cackle
at. Look here, here comes Mauly—
now, the sconer you fellows elear off the
better. If you fancy you'ro going to
stick on to Mauly, you can wash it
right out. I'm locking after my pal
Mauly, and I c¢an jolly well tell you
that 1'm not going te let a blessed Bank
Holiday crowd glue on to him——"

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here's the jolly
old ear, Mauly " roared Bob Cherry.

“¥ans, old bean!™

Lord Mauleverer cames out of the
Houso,

“For goodness’ sake, cut off, you
fellows 1" snapped Bunter, “Go and
cotch vour tratn—and take your third-
class tickets—he, he, he! Leave old
Mauly alone. If you faney you're stick-
ing on to us, I can only say—
Yarcooocoooooop 17

Billy Bunter made that final remark
unintentionally, as Johnny DBull gave
%am him a gentle push, which tipped

im off the steps.

Bump, bump, bump, bump!

Billy Bunter negotiated the Houso
steps rather like a barrel, roaring as he
rolied, and he landed in the quaf splut-
tering.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

i Yﬂﬂﬂﬂﬂ]] !:I'I

Billy Bunter sat up.

“"Ready, you ment” asked Lord Maul-
everer cheerfully. “ Baggage on, what?
Get the baggage on, Wation |”

Bunter serambled to his feet. He set
his spectacles straight on his fat little
nosa, and gave the Famous Five s de-
vastating blink, as they camo down to
tha bLig car.

“I say, Mauly—"" howled Buntar.

“Yaas, old fat bean.”

“1f you've asked these fellows——"'

."Yﬂ“.ﬂ."

“Wall, look here, I see enough of
them: in the term—too much, n fact,
and I don't want to see anything of
them in the hols, see?” hooted Bunter.

“Yoas"

“ And if they're coming I'm jolly well
not !

“You don't mean that, old chap?™
asked Mauly.

*1I do!” said Bunter firmly. *“Leave
them out, or leave ma out. 1 mean if,
Mauly ™

"Good! You fellows can't possibly
desert me npow,” said Mauleverer,
"Tumble in! Good-bye, Bunter !

“Wha-a-t1"

“Good-bye! Pleasant hols, old man!
See I-}l"u“ }Illexthter."

ir -E. E.' a[l‘}

Lord Mauleverer and the Famous
Five packed thomselves into the car.
Billy Bunter glarcd at them, with a
glare that almost eracked his spectacles.

“Why, you—you beast!™ he Sped
“I—]—I mean, my dear old chap,
wouldn't let you down for worlds! I
say, you fellows, meake room for a
chap "

“ Ha, ha, ha!"

“Comin' after all?™ asked Mauly.

“¥es, old fellow, I'm not the man fo
let you down,” said Billy Bunter afice-

tionately. *Is it likely @™ _
“'Fraid not,” agreed Lord Maul-
2verer.

And Willinm George Bunter was in
the car as it rolled away from Grey-
frionrs; though had William George
been able to foresee the wild adven-
turcs that were in store for hum, it i3

robable that he would have let bis pal
Eduuly dewn, with & bump!

THE END.

(Harry Wharten & Co. aré booked for
the most thrilling holiday adtventures of
their fivea, On ne aceount, therefore,
should wou migs the next yarn in s
graml  new  geries, it's  entifled ;
“SOUTHWARD BOUND!)
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HI
INGER-LINGER-TING |
The sharp wring of the telly
fone-bell echoed throughout St.
Sam's, and Dr. Birchemall, the

revered - and majestick headmaster, |

flung aside his birch with an eggs
clamation of annoyance,

“ Bust the blinking E:mm__uum [" he said
in his refined way. “It's always the
blinking same—no sooner do I kom-
mense & blinking birching than the
blinking fone interrupts me! What are

vou blinking at me for, Jolly?"
“W-was I blinking, sir?’ asked Jack

Jally, who was one of the four juniors

who had just fourgathered in the

Heed's study to be hirched black and
blew. *“I'm awfully sorey "

“I'll make you sorrier still in a
minnit [ growled the Ilead, picking up
the receever. “I'll bash you with this
birch till you howl and squeal for
the mercy you’ll mever get! At the
same time, of corse, I shall treat you
with sirikt and imparshal justiss.
Hello! Who's speaking i*°

Jack Jolly & Co. natcherally couldn't
hear the answer to that guestion. But,
whatever it was, it had a startling effect
on the Head. His neceze started
nocking together, beads of perspiration
stood out on his forrid, and, although
he seemed almost _”._mwl.__a__”— of the power
of speech, his teeth chattered incess
antly.

“0Oh, crikey1” the juniors herd him
mutter to himself in dismay. Aloud.
he .said: *“I suppose you're wringing
up about those overdew instalments on
my bike? Borry and all that, but I'm
afraid I can't do anything this week.
Can't you let it stand over for another
year or sof"’

Jack .mc_Hm & Co. nudged oach other
end grinned.

“The old, old, story,” said Frank
Fearless, sotto wvocey. 1 wonder if
the Head has ever settled a dett in lns
life, yotft"

““Mevaer [" declared Bright. “0Or, at
least, hardly ever(”

A series of strange noises came from
the earpeace of the fone while Fearless
and Bright were speaking. It sounded
rather like an earthgqmake poing on at
the other end of the wires, and the
juniers mnotissed the Head’s face turn
garstly white as he lissoned.

“What!" he eggsclaimed, when the
noizes came to awn end ““You mean
you're throttening to send -a dott-
collector along to the skool to beoly
me into paying it? Impossibul ! Think
of my positicp! Bur you'd never
be auch rotterg as to—"

There was e sudden crash from the
earponce, indikating that the jentleman
at the other end had wrung off.

Dr. Birchemall replaced the receever
and turned to the juniors, uttering a
deep, deep groan as he did so. It was
gerprizing to see the change that had
come over him. His skollerly dial,
which only five minnits before had been
emiling and ha at the proepect of
wucking' Jack ﬁwﬂ & Co., was now
the picture of misery.

“Woe is me [’* he cricd
g lack! I am undone!

“Yes, I notissed that, eir,” nodded
Jack Jolly, |
weskir which had several buttons miss:
ing. "Can we help you, sir? Perhaps

"A lass and

HERE'S ANOTEER SPARKLING CONTRIBUTION BY DICKY NUGENT, THE GREYFRIARS LAUGHTER MERCHANT !

“ Delited to do so, sir I"" grinned Jack
Jolly, who began to see a way of escape
from their prommised Sogging. * These
chaps will help me, won't you, chaps?”’

“Yeas, rather!” corussed Fearless,
Merry, and Bright.

Dr. E._nrmﬁpm nodded,

“Thank you kindly, boys. Under the |
sereumstances, of corse, I shall cansel
the walloping I intended giving you
and let you off with a sollum warnming
never to pull faces at your headmaster
againl And now to give you an idea
of what I want doing. As you will
have gathered from my remarks on the
fone, I am in rather o tight corner.
Messras. Mugleigh's, of Muggleton, are
anmmmsm. me for the settlement of H_EW

alance owing on my old ....:w.nmﬂ They
have just had the awful cheek +to
thretten me with a big burleigh booly
of a dett-collector I

“Bhame 1"

! Bhamo ' hardly deseribes it. It's
utterly disgraceful., I really don’t know
what commerse iz coming to these
days,” said Dr. Birchemall, with a sad
shake of hiz head. " However, that's
by the way The main thing is that
this wacking grate booly is coming to
see me. What am I to do?"

“"Can’t vou let them have the bike
back 1" su)jested Jack Jolly.

“1 wish I could, Jolly!” was the
Flead’s reply. ' Unforchunitly, how-.
ever, 1 uw*m_m_m it a short time ago, and
it ia mot now in my possession. No;
Eﬂ idea is to give this beastly dett-
collector such a hot welcome that he'll
never want to come near 5t Sam’s
again. That's where you come in|”

“Oh ecrikey|”

“If you want to help me in this
emerjency—and it will pay you to do
g0,”” sald the Head, with a sideways
glarnse at his birch, * 1 sujjest that you
all go down to the gates, wait for this
dett-eollector to turn up, and give him
a real roff-house. hink you ean
mannidge that 1™

Jack Jolly & Co. grinned.

“Raly on us, sir!* said Jack Jolly.
“Thia 12 a- task that's after our own
harts, isn’t it, you fellows?"

“Vea, rather I'" corusszed. Jack Jolly's
loyle followers
" The Head ﬂwﬂnﬁ his fountin-pen and
drew a deep th of releef.

“Thanks awfully for offering to help
me, boys,” he said muﬁmm::ﬂ i . m.wﬁ
do the job well T'll stand you a tree
feed afterwards. Keop an eye out for
anyone who looks like a dett-collector,
and, &3 soon as you ses him, go for
him hke tigersl Now you can buzx
off—or, as the vulgar would put it, vou
may m_...a____:

WOULD YOU BELIEVE IT?

“Thanks, sir1” grinned Jack
Jolly & Co.

And they quitted the study,
determined to do all they could to help
Dr. Birchemall out of his awkward

wEmHnnﬁmnn.
0“. lock-out for Dr. Birchemall's eggs-

pected visitor. During that time
there Were plenty of callers, including
the milkman, the baker, a newspapér-
boy delivering a pink sporting jernal
for Bounder of the Bixth, and a u_cuww.
driver delivering a ton of birches for
the Head. But nobody resembling a

il.
ACE JOLLY & Co. waited down at
the gates for half an hour on the
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dett-collector furned wup, and the
juniors were just beginning to got
restiv._when & sudden eggsclamation
from Frank Fearless raised their hoaps
again,

“Here ho is " said Fearless, pointing
down the road.

The rest of the Co. looked. One
glarnse was sufficient to tell them that
this was their eggspected visitor, for
he had bestling eyebhrows and a low,
cunning eggspression on his fize.

with & glarnse at the Head’s §

the House dnme' can sew on some new RY

buttons for you."

“Fathead I snorted the Head.
was speaking metafiggeratively, not
Literally. mem_. Jolly, now that you

meke the sujjestion, there is just =a
charnse that you cap help me.”
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" fellows,”” ordered Jack

ugly-looking

Aarn

villan | grinned Merry. “Hae
reminds me somewhat of the
Head.”
“It's our man all right,
though,” said Jack Jolly. *“ Leave it to

me and wade in when I give the werd ”

“All sereen, old chap!” :

A moment later the wvisitor arrived
at the gates and pawsed in front of the
Fourth-Formers.

“Good-mourning "' he remarked.
regarding the juniors from under his
black eyebrows. ‘'Trot me along to
vour headmaster, Dr. Birchemall, one
of you, will you? I want to seo him

rivitly, and I particularly don’t want
o be annownced."

That was enuff for Jack Jolly.

“Wade in, you fellows!’ he crids,
and hurled himself on the newcomer
with terriffick force.

The others were not long in following
his eggsample. Frank Fearbless grabbed:
the man by the ears, Merry scezed his
hair, and “m_.mm_._un dived for his [eet.

“Yarooooo!” roared the suspected
deott-collector, as he collapsed in the
road with four determined juniors on
Em... of him. “Mersy!”

‘¢ Mersy,” indeed !I" eride Jack Jolly
skorefully. “ A fat lot of mersy wnﬁ.w_

4 have shown our Head once you got hitu

in your klutches! Have you got hum,
you fellows?"

“Yes, rather "

“Thon carry him over to the pond
and throw him in!"’

“Help!” eride the visitor, struggling
fewriously. “You're making a garstly
n-muﬁﬂ#mr.&rm!ﬂu nothing bshy about]
E T2

“Throw him as far as you can, you
ally, leading
the ﬂnﬁwﬁ_muw group across to the
pond. “Here we arel One—two—
three—go 1™ . )

The juniors hurled their burden with
all their mite, and the suspected dett-
collector shot through the air like =
bhoolet from a gun.

Bang ! :

With a -deffening eggsplosion he
collided with the surfiss of the water
and disappeared in the pond.

When he came up again some seconds
later, his sholders were covered with
green slime, while his face was purple
with rage. The langwidge he used was
the most highly-cullered the juniors had
ever herd.

“You young villans!™ he howled, as
he started wading for the shora. “I'll
have you flogged and eggspelled for
this I wmn.i dare you attack your Head-
master’s cuzzin "

“Headmaster’s cuzzin, ratta!” re-
torted Jock Jolly, with a skeptical

larf. "“"You're as much the Head's

cuzzin as I'm your sunt!™

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Y ou—you—-"

Bofore the wisitor could say more,
there was a sound of hurried footprints
from the direction of the skool gates,

n_.EH._..wmnnr_mﬂﬁ__wmuﬁu:wnlﬂmncﬁ

ﬂ:mﬂau;ﬁ#ﬁnﬂm_grbnma

juniors, then his eyes turned to the
specter in the pond. And then, to the

“Cuzzin Herbert!"

II1.

“ ZE.E.E.W hat 1" gasped Jack
not the dett-collector, aiter
all, but the Head's cuzzin 1™

“0Oh crums!™
juniors locked awfully nervuss as they
went to the gide of the pond to help
Cuzzin Herbert on to terrer-firmer.
would take it

They didn’t wonder for long. As soon
as Cuzzin Herbert was landed, Dr.
in his fizz.

“You dastardly young villans!” he
cried. “You have chucked your own
i35 the last thing I wished, for he
happens to be very welthy—I mean,
he happens to be an awfully nice jentle.

the secn.
serprize of the juniors, be gave a yell,
Jolly. “Then it's trus! He's
It was a startling discovery, and the
They were wondering how the Head
Birchemall turned on them with fury
Headmaster’s cuzzin in the pond[ This
man| How dare voul"
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“"We're awfully sorry, eir!” =said
Frank Foarless. “We thought he was
the dett-collector.”

The Head glared.

“I haven't the phoggiest notion what
vou're talking about, Fearless| What
snould I know about dett-collectors?™

“0Oh erikey!”

Cuzzin Herbert snorted. !

“The young villans just did it for a
lark, I fansy 1" he remarked.

“I can hardly swallow that, my dear
ouzzin | said the Head, with a irown.
“In any case, they won't crow for long,
for I intend to give them the bird with
a vengenz when I get them in my
study 1"

“But it was quite a mistake, sirtl"”
pointed out Jack Jolly. "“When this
jentlemnan came on the seen, we thought
he was jost a common loafer and not &
bit well-bread; but now, of corse, it's
obvious that he’s dripping.”

“Ratts!™ said the Head crustily.
“Yon boys will follow me up to my
study; and you, Cuzzin Herbert, shall
have the %FH:E of secing me lay 1t on
thick and hevvyl”

“Jolly good idea!” said Cuazin Her-
bert, locking a little Molly-fied.

And with that, he joined the Head
and squelched his way up to the Skool
House.

It was ruff luck on the juniors and no
mistake. But thero was nothing else
for it, but to bear their punishment withs
fortitude.

This, of corse, they did, and when the
Head laid it on with all the imﬂwﬂ of
hizs strong right arm, Jack Joll Co.
just gritted their teeth and yelled and
W_n.ﬂ—mn with stoical indiffercnce.

At tea-time that day, Jack Jolly &
Co. werw once more summoned to the
Head's study.

Dr., Birchemall was grinning all over
his dial by this time, and the chums
of the Fourth rightly guessed that
Cuzzin Herbert had left some of his
welth behind him when he shook the
dust of St. Sam’s from off his fect.

“Trot in, my boys!” said the Head
jenially, as they entered. “I'm sor
about this morning; but you will
roslise, or corse, that by chucking my
cuzzin in the pond you placed me in
rather a dellicats m-.m.mmnﬂu___muﬂz

“ Bggsactly, sirl™ said Jack Jolly,
with a slite smile. * Of corse, you ac
like a rotter and a beast to us. But
wo forgive you, don’t we, you fellows?”

“Yes, rather!” said the Co.

Dr. Birchemall smiled.

“That is very jennercus of you, nﬂ
boys, I must say. I mite add ths
since my cuzain’s visit, my mhrun_mﬂm.
position hes improved a little with the
result that I have ‘been able to pay
Mugleigh's another instalment on that
bike. you need worry no mora aboub
that datt-collector. And Bow, what
about tea with me?™

“Thanks awfully, =iri™

“8Bquatty-voo, my dear boys, and I
will order a repast that will live in your
memory for years!™ said the Head, *1
will ring for the Hotise dame.’”

Dr. Birchemall did so, and, true to his
werd, ordered s meal that the Co.
remembered for a long, long time.

What they cheefly remembered about
it, though, was the remarkable speed
with which the Head grabbed every-

B8 thing on the table and ate it before they

had a chance to begin,
THE ERD.

{Next week's story of Jack Jolly &
Co.: "HIGH JINES HIEKING!" is
absolutely spiffing, chums, so preparé
yoursslf for another hearty laughl)



