THRILLING HOLIDAY ADVENTURES OF HARRY WHARTON & GO. IN EGYPT!
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JUST STARTING-—A STIRRING STORY OF THE “ GOOD OLD DAYS.”

Introducing HAL LOVETT and
JERRY McLEAN, two Knights
of the Road,

HAVING OVERHEARD HIS RASCALLY FATHER AMD
HIM, HAL LOYETT RUNS AWAY FROM HOME.

MR. WHO,

A MYSTERIQOUE STRAMGER, PLOTTING AGAIMNST

HE iS5 BEFRIENDED BY JERRY McLEAM, A ONE-TIME DANDY, TO

WHOM HE UNFOLDE HIS STRANGE STORY. HAL AND JERRY ARE OUTSIDE THE DRURY LANE THEATRE THAT

SAME MIGHT JUST A5 THE PLAYCOERS ARE LEAYING, WHEN THEY ARE BOTH ARRESTED FOR CONSPIRING TO
ROB THE EARL OF HUNTFORD—WHGO 15 MONE OTHER THAN MR. WHO—OF A DIAMOND STAR!

Up for Trial!

1 seemed to Hal Lovett that years

I had passed mnce the night of his

arrest outside Drury Lane Theatre,

It scemed ages since he had ap-

peared before the Bow Street magistrate

with McLean and they had been com-
mitted for trial at the gquarter sessions.

Their confinement in MNewgate Prison
had steeped Melean in gloom, and
nearly broken tha boy's proud spirit.
Hal loathed contact with the coarse and
ribald prisoners. He hated the never-
ending quarrelling and fighting, the
hard drinking, and the thousand and
one degrading brutalitics that marked
the gothering together of the prisoners
in the common-rooms of the gaocl
“If Jerry had not appealed to some
rich friends, who bribed the governor to

ive them szpecial Erivilegcs. Hal felt
fl’mt- he might have died.

But they were permitied to share a
room to themselves in the governor's

vartors, and they aveided contact with
the rest of the wrctched prisoners as
much as possible.

Hal often discussed with MeLean the
events which had led up to their misfor-
tune, and it never occurred to MclLean
to question the boy's story, though he
was doubtful as to whether they would
be able to prove their innocence.

“"You'll never get judge or jury to
believe that the Earl of Huntford came

to Samuel Lovett’'s rag-shop i Wych

Street and gave him a bag of gold to
play that trick of the diemond star on
you, boy,” =aid Jerry, as they sat in
t.hei!r cell the night before the Old Bailey
trial.

“But it's true ! said Hal passionately.
*¥You remember I told you about it that
night in the coffee-shop in Covent
Garden.”
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“Of course you did,” rejoined Jerry
McLean; shifting the position of his
double irons 80 as to casoe his eramped
limbs, "and then, though we knew tha
trap was seb, we foolis went to the
theatre and walked right into it.”

“The Farl of Huntford was tho
beggar who called himeelf Mr. Who!™
said Hal excitedly, “I1 recogrised him
at the theatre in spite of his fine clothes. ™

Jerry MecLlean nodded his tousled
head.

“Ay,” he gaid grimly, “they framed
yvou, boy. Gad! saw your rascally
father snateh the diamond star from thae
earl’s breast and plant it on you befors
tha Runners seized you. That's why L
tried to rescue you. But they refused to

listen to our story at the police court,

lad, and I don’t supposze they'll give us
a hearing at the ﬂﬁf Bailey to-morrow.
We can only hope for the best and pre-
pare curselves for the worst.”

“But why did my father do 1t " asked
Hal. “ And why did the Earl of Hunt-
ford come to his rag-shop disguised a9 a
beggar and pay him one hundred golden
guineas to lay such o trap for me?

MecLean pulled Hul's shirt wide open
50 that his fesh wasz bared, and there,
vividly tattooced in red on the white
flesh, was a falcon jessed and belled and
hooded—as real as life. Jerry's hand-
some face set as he studied ﬁm tattoo
mark,

“Wheo knows but what this red falcon

had a great deal to do with #7" he
ruv%-la . “How came you by the mark,
D}" il

“1 den't quite know. I believe
father pricked it into the skin when
was very young, Jerry.”

McLean stared at tia boy in surprise.

" You remember that, ¢ch? Boy, that’s
devilish add. Do you know why Samuel
Lovett did it 7"

“He said so that he should know me
a aim should I ever get lost,” answered

al.

“It's & dashed gueer thing for a fathep
to do,” mused 3’&]‘1‘]’ Mclean. *But
worrying about it won't help us now. I
cen't gsee the earl’s connection with it.
But we koow that your father is a thief
and a fence, boy, There’s something
odd here, and if ever I get free I'm
going to probe it.”

“What semtence shall we get if they
convictk us  to-morrow i asked Hal
Lovett, looking wistfully at McLean.

The man shrugged his broad
shoulders,

** Transportation |
other thing, I guew 1”

Hal shuddered, for he knew the alters
native wua—_llanggn&', Drawi the
shirt over his naked flesh, he'leaned
back against the stone wall with a shiver

If we escape the

of dread, and locked around him in

horror. ough money had been paid

fl?:r 1_13 the cell was damp and dark and
rrid.

From the common-room, whero men
were drinking hard, Taug echoing oaths
and voices raised in ribald laughter.

A drunken man was screaming out a
song. Hal could hear women shrieking
in high-pitched voices. There came an
echo of blows, the sound of ringing
carses, and the gruff voice of a turnkey
raised in thrunteninﬁ auf;cr.

A cell door banged, a lock clicked, and
rusty balts were shot home. Somewhera
close by, o man was moaming as i1f in
agony, and on every hand rang the clank
of chains.

The air waa foul, stiting.

Hal closed his eyes and felt sick and
faint,

It was then that Jerry Melean's
gentle hand sought his and pressed ik

(Continued on page 26.)



AN AMAZING STORY OF PERIL AND ADVENTURE IN EGYPT—

Fegluring Harry Wharton & Co., the chums of Greyfriars.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Beastly for Bunter!

1 EAST " murmurcd Billy Bunter.

B Bunter was annoyed.

Billy Bunter was standing

before an open wardrobe in

Lord Mauleverer’s room in the Caire
hotel.

He was just about to make a selection
from the numerous—or rather, mnumeor-
able—garments belonging te the school-
bov earl of Greyiriars.

MNaturally at such a moment Billy
Bunter r.]ini" not want to be interrupted.
S0 the z=ound of a footstep at the door
was quite annoying.

Mauly was the best-tempered [ellow
in the Greyfriars Remove. He was a
long-suffering youth. Otherwise, cor-
tainly Billy %’»untcr would not have been
a member of the Greyiriars party that
had gone out to l'}E;_','pt- for the holidays.
&till, even Mauly's good temper and
patience had a linut. It was cunte
possible that if he found Bunter rooting
over his thinge, he might kick him—
quite likely that he might kick him
hard.

Bunter did not want to be kicked.
Iicking had often coma his way, thourh
not so often ag he deserved. Still, he
did not like it. Custom had not made it
grateful or comforting.

S0 Billy Bunter turned from the ward-
robe, and fixed his eyes and his big
spoctacles on the door with an appre-
hensive and annoved blink.

H-E- hll‘.d T{‘Et]]}' I;_".‘I'I.L]HE_"]'! E'I.[!:I- T’:I"Iﬂ!'lli"t]t
well, Harry Wharton & Co. werc on
the hotel balcony, discussing the ex-
eurzion for tha day, which was o be
to the Pyramids and the Sphinx, with
Huasgan, the guide. Lord Maulsverer
had been taking part in the discussion

::':"..'r.,
o A / _Ih b ol Iﬁlrl;}:”l"l:lill':lrl 'f!i
g T hﬁl ;"lt-':!l.'.-.‘"' ly

to the extent of nodding his head at
every suggestion. Bunter hod taken it
for pranted that Mauly would not stir
till the Iatest possible moment, and
even then prebably not till Bob Cherry
tilted him out of his chair. The fat
Owl of the Remove had supposed that
he hed ample time for making his
selection among the belongings of tho
schoolboy earl. And he had barely
started when that footstep was heard
at -the door of Mauly's room, which
meant—he concluded—that Mauly was
coming in. And only the day beforn,
when Bunter had annexed dauly's bost

If all that bhe said about it he
true, the quaint golden scarab
in Lord Mauleverer’s possession
is the key to a fabulous treasure!

=om

trousers, Mauly had solemnly promised
him a kicking next time. Thiz was noext
time—and the kicking was duc.

“Beast ! breathed Bunter.

Tho doorhandle turned,

Billy Bunter ba_ked bohind a hand-
gome  sereen of Caire  mushrabeyeh
work that stood by the window.

He was out of sight when the door
opened,

Behind fthe
grinned.

Whatever Mauly had come up for, he
was nob likely to ﬂm[{ round behind the
sereen ; and Rilly Bunter sagely decided
to wait till he was pons., Then that
selection from his extonsive wardrobe
could be made without danger.

mushrabeveh screen he

!l_l’ RS
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The door closed.

There was o soflt foolstep crossing the
YOO,

Billy Bunter startad.

He blinked through the cpenings of
the mushrabeyeh, which was a kind of
lattice, and his little round coyves
widened behind his big round speetaches,

[t was not Lord Mauloverer who haed
entered Mauly's room. His lordship
was still taking his emnse 1n the cane
chair on the balcony, as Bunter had
supposed. It was a native who had
entercd—a  thick-zet man with a dark
Avab face, in a turbam, with a white
eatton galabyeh girdled at the waist.
He stopped in the middle of the
spacious room, looking round him with
]l'.l"'l:"'n I'IE:j.Ck hEI.'ﬁ'Ji.:iE-h {'_}'f‘.ﬁ-,

Bunter blinked through the mushra-
beveh, startled. The man looked like
ane of the native hotel servants to
Bunter's eves, at least. But what did
he want in Lord Mauleverer's room?
He had not como there to perform any
duty, thet was plain. Ho stood silent,
with a strange stealthiness in his leok
and manner, scanning the room with
searching eyes. And it dawned on the
fat junior that he was not an hotel
gervant, but an hotel thief!

Bunter suppressed his breaathing.

Evidently the dark-faced Arab sup-
{H!'EE'!{] the room to be cmpty, but for
iimself, Like Bunter, he had selectod
his moment carofully, when the Grey-
friars party were busy in thoir dis-
eussion with ITaszsan, the draogoman, on
Billy Bunter did not like
that hzrd, dark [ace, with its ¢ruel
lines and hawkish cyes. He hed no
doubt that the man had a knife abouk
him somowhere. He only hoped that
the Arab. if ho was locking for lnot,
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the baleony.
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would not look behind the mushrabeyeh
sorecn for it.

Omly for a few moments the hawk-
faced Arab stood there; then he moved
swiftly towards the wardrobe Bunter
had so recently left. Standing there,
he examined the garments within, run-
ning his dark thievish fingers through
all the pockets,

He was likely cnough to find plunder;
for Mauly was careless with hiz money.
There might be Egyption piastres or
pounds, or English banknotes, in the

kets. Bumter, blinking through the
ﬁfﬁicﬂd soreen, saw him draw somethin
from & pocket—it was & handful o
piastres—and then, to Bunter’s great
surprise, put the money back again. It
was not leot in the form of money that
he was seekin

He turncd
gave his attention to & sultcase.
suitecase was locked, and Bunter heard
a faint click. Then i1t c¢amae open.
Evidently the hawk-faced Arab was an
expert thief. He had picked the lock
of the znitoase.

Kneoling by it, he proceaded to search
through tﬁa contents, lifting out silver-
backed brushes and other things, but—
as Bunter noted with increasing surprise
—replaging everything that he moved as
he had found it.

fr'nm the wardrobe %nd

“ Mafish !” _
Bunter heard him mutter the Arabic
word.

He locked the suitcase again and
stood with a wrinkle of thought in his
dark brow. Then he turned to the bed,
on which a jacket had been carelessly
thrown, and ran his fingers through the
pockets.

Bunter, silent, watched.

But lLe guessed now what the man
was after., It was wpot money or
jewellery. ;

“The scarab!” Hashed through Billy
Bunter's fat mind.

Ho hardly dared to breathe.

It was the scarab—the sacred
scarabmus of A-Mcnah—that the man
was soeking—the scarab that had be-
longed to Mauly's father, and that the
schoolboy oarl had brought with him to
Egypt. The strange scarab of gold that
hﬂ a secret—known only to Kalizelos,
the Greck dealer of Cairo! The Golden
Beotle, which, according to legend, was
an infallible guide to the great diamond
known as the Eye of Osiris—told of in
many an ancient Egyplian papyrus,
but never seen egince the reign of
Rameses the Second, three thousand
vears ago!

Peril by zea and land had haunted
the Greyfriars party through the
desperate attempts of Kalizelos, to
obtain possession of the mysterious
scareb. And Bunter realised now that
this was ona more attompt to seizo on
the scarab of A-Menah—that the hawk-
faced Arab was one more emissary of
the Greek of Cairo.

His fat heart thumped.

But there was no need for Bunter to
intervene, even had he ventured to
think of it. For he knew that the
Golden Searab was in Lord Mauleverer's
Enckut, ani that the searcher could only

raw blank,

The hawk-faced Arab seemed to
roalise it. He coased his search at last
and crossed to the window and locked
down.

Eilly Bunter cast a longing blink to-
wards tho door. But he dared not
move—he dared make no sound. The
Arab was only a couple of vards from
hirmn as he locked down from .the
window. It overlooked the long, wido
baleony, and Bunter knew that the man
was watching the Grevfriars party
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below. They were all there—the Famous
Five of the Remove, with Muauly, and
muli’: uncle, Sir Reginald Brooke,

from below. Bunter recoguised the
volce of Bob Cherry.

“Time we got & move on! TWhere's
that fat frump Bunter 7

The hawk-faced Arab turned from the
window and crossed to the door again,
Billy Bunter, watching through the
interstices of the mushrabeyeh, hoped
from the bottom of hiz fat heart that
the man was going. The Greyfriars
juniors would coming up to their
rooms to get ready for the excursion;
the thief ecould not remain without
discovory.

But he did not go.

‘He stood back against the wall, be-
hind the door, so that in opening it

he Wwould conceal him.

Billy Bunter saw a dark hand slip
under the loose cotton galabyeh, and his
eves bulged behind his tacles az he
caught a glimmer of stesl.

But'the Arab's hand came empty from
the galabyeh again. He had only been
making sure that the dagger was there,
in readiness, if he wanted it

Then he waited; silent, like a ecat
about to spring; his black eyes glitter-
ing as there were footsteps and volces in
the corrvidor without. 2 was walting
for the schoolboy earl to enter—un-
5u?pe;etmg. Billy Bunter’s eyes, almost
bulging through his spectacles with
terror, were fixed on him through the
lattice of the mushrabeyeh, the fat
Owl's heart thumping so hard that he
feared that the Arab would hear it.
Five minutes—ten minutes—that seemed

like hours to the terrified Owl—and.

l'h_un the door-handle was turned from
without.

- =

THE SECOND CHAPTER.

Caught Napping !

&g OLLY " said Bob Cherry.
FProbably there were few sights
in the wide world that Robert
Cherry of the Greyfriars Remove
would not have deseribed as “ jolly ["—
his nature being merry and bright. Bul
reallz it was rather jolly, locking from
the hotel baleony at the waried, ever-
shifting ecrowd—with Cairo all round,
and tall graceful minarets piercing the
deep, intensely blue sky, and the Nile
and the desert in the distance.

Cairo was noisy, and Cairo was hot;
but the Greyfriars fellows were having—
and going to have—the time of their
lives, Egypt was new and strange to
their eyes—strange and delightful—and
even the pertinacious sellers of unwanted
and worthless antiquities, the persistent

uides who were not to be denied, and
the endless Bedouin beggars, did not
worry them—they were all part of the
novel Eastern scene. They were told
that thare was hardly anybody in Cairo;

the erowd did not come till the winter. bal

But it seemed to them that there were
plenty of pcople about—in fact, the
narrow sireets swarmed, and almost
every known language was incessantly
heard—and the cries of water-sellers,
sherbet-gellers, sweetmeat-sellers, were
contifiual.

“The jollifulness,’’ said Hurree Jam-
sot Ram Bingh, “is terrific!” Hurrea
Bingh's dusky face wore a l:if?i;etunl
smile, in the Eright sunshine, which was
like that of his native land. S

“Glad wou came, Mauly?
Harry Wharton.

“Eh? Yaas,” vawned Lord Maule-
Yarer. i "
“Eeen 1o olimb the pyramids?”

grinned Nugent.

Lord Mauleverer, stretched in the long
cane chair, did not look as if he was

dragoman. A voice floated up

THE MAGNET

keen on exertion

form.™
“Qh! Vaas!™
“We'll hoist you uwp, old bean” said

Johnny Bull. “But we shall want a

in any shape or

steam orane for Bunter.”
“Gentlemen lords,” zaid Hassan, he
dragoman. “The start shounld be of

early punctuality, rwize there is
enormous heat of & sun. Large car of
luxuricus appointment is waiting with
readiness.”

“"Ready, Mauly ! asked Wharton.

Yaas. Buot——~ His lordship
yawned Iﬂﬂrﬁﬁntﬂualiv. “T'll tell you
what, you men. I've got rather an
idea! 1It's jolly here, sitting in this
jolly chair, you know, and watchin'
thinga ! ou can gee quite a lot of
Cairo from thiz jolly old baleony.
Look here, what about yon fellows
humlém' _aiung to the Pyromids and
the Bphinx and things, and tellin' me
all about it when wou coms back?
What v

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Good idea, what?" asked his lazy
loxdship.

“"Feaeling that you'd like a rest?”
azsked Bob Cherry.

“Yaas.”

“You think it a ripping idea, to
travel out to Egypbt and see the sights
from a chair on a balcony?'

“Yaas.”

The juniors chuckled ; but Hassan, the
dragoman, looked quite shocked. Has-
gan, the son of S8uleiman, had appointed
himself dragoman, or guide, to the
Greyfriars party with so much deter-
mination that he had got away with it.
Hassan, no doubt, was thinking chiefly
of “backsheeshi™; but he was dear[iﬂ{
in earnest in digplaying the wonderfu
sights of Egypt to his Elieuts. He was
accustomed to eager tourists who wanted
to see everything, and a li over;
and Mauleverer was a new experience

to him. He spread out both brown
hands in ﬁaticulating remonstrance,
“Oh ) v lordly gentleman!” ex-
claimed Hassan. " You must sea Pyra-
mids of Ghizeh—you must see a
sphinx | All the world comes to Egypt
to climb ramids and see a sphinx!
Hassan will show wou &ll things
—Hassan knows everything! Yoa

shall be struck with admiring wonder-
fulness when you see g'gi!nrma:m pyramids.”™

“T'll taka your word for it, old bean,”
answered Mauleverer. “You men get
offi—tell the waiter to bring me a cool
drink, and I'll have a jolly time waitin'
for you, seal"

“Poor old Mauly fecls ng if he can’t
ger out of that chair,” said Bob Cherry
sympathetically. “Thia is where he

nds it useful to have a pal with him
who's full of beans. I'll help you up,
aold chap.”

Bob helped Mauly up—by the simple
process of tilti thra back of the chair -
and shooting his lordship out on the
alecony in & heap.

Lord Mauleverer
roarod.

“Whoooop "'

th ha, hal” .

" Now, if Mﬂ.i]ljt" can't walk up to his
room, we'll help him,” said Bob. “T1'll
take one ear and you take the ‘other,
Franky."

Lord Mauleverer jumped up.

“Keep off, you silly ass! I'll go and
flilark. ::‘e]uigﬂm —I'm _r;the: lflee?’ to sea

a jolly o yrami really.

g dﬁl‘ﬂﬁ on, ﬁ(ﬂn.” mﬁd Harry Whar-
ton, laughing. -

And the juniors went into the hotel la
aet ready for the trip. Bir Reginald

rooke had left the hotel, to make a
call upon Mr., Hilmi Maroudi, the
Egyotion gentleman whose acquaini-
ance the Groyfriars party had made on

sprawled and
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tha sleamer to Alexandria. Tha school-

boys were left in the care of the drago
man for the trip to the Pyramids, -
In earlier days, wisitors to the

Pyramids had to go on donkey-back or
camel-back, or on Shanks' pony; but
in mors modern days, it was an casy
trip. There was an electric tramway to
Mena House, which stood close by the
Pyramids; and there was a good road
for arobeyehs and cars. Harry Whar-
ton & Co. would have been satizfied,
like most tourists, with the tramway;
but Lord Mauleverer was running the
ghow, and Bauly was a millionaire;
and did things always in style,

Hassan, the dragoman, rejoiced
greatly in the possession of this munif-
cent olient. acksheesh fairly rained
on Hassan, If a car was wanted, Has-

san engaged ift—camels or donkeys or

-

Faringhees wers sent into the world
specially to be robbed by faithinl fal-
lowers of the Prophet. 1f Hassan had

assed a whole duy without cheating a
oroigner, he would have mourned over
a day wasted.

Harry Wharton & Co. were quite well
aware that Flassan was a rogue; but
they did not expect a Cairo guide to be
anything else; and he was good-natured,
good-tempered, obliging, attentive, and
eternally smiling. Since he had found
ot that Lord Mauleverer was very
rich, and that the juniors were friends
of Mr. Maroudi, the wealthy Egyptian
Hassan had worn a smile that would
not come off. Like all dragomans, he
lived and moved and had his being in
* backsheesh ¥ : and backsheesh being
plentiful, Hassan was as happy as a
sandboy.

P T

! . The hawk-
egad man was on him with the spring
of a tiger.

Mauleverer went heavily to the floor
on his back, the Arab over him. A
brown hand gripFud hiz throat and
choked him into =ilenco.

He stared up blankly at the dark,
menacing face glaring down at him.

In the corridor he could hear the
voices of his frionds ns they went to
their rooms. But the closed door was
botween ; they could not see him, and
ho could make no sound to draw their
attention.

The dark face bent closer.

“Bilenco! Give me the scarab
breathed the Arab, " Quick, unbeliever !
Give me the scarab—the scarab of A-
Menah—the golden beetle I

7

that one surprized stare.

a1

g
:

R [Tk "
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“ Come on, Mauly,” said Bob Cherry, cheerily, ** Hassan wanis us to see the Pyramids. I'll help you to gef out of that
chair,” Tilting the back of the chair, Bcb shot his lordship out on the balcony in a heap. * Whooop [** Lord Mauleverer

¢lze; and everything that Has-
san touched mennt a profit for Hassan—
like Cassius of old, he had an itching

alm. No tourist ever stepped m
E.g}'pt without being “dene '’ by his

anythin

dragoman; but Lord Mauleverer was
roving a goldmine to the son of
uleiman, vory day Hassan returned

thanks to the Prophet for having de-
livered this wealthy Faringheo.into hia
hands.

And Hassan was & very useful man.
Hn was a prominent guide; he had
ood recommendations; he knew Eg{lpt
rom the Dalta to the Cataracts of thoe
Nile; and while he cheated his clients
to the uttermost possible extent, he

thoughtfully intervemed to prevent
others f[rom cheating them—except 1n
cases when the others handed over

“backsheesh ¥ to Hassan. When he
gharcd the loot, of course, Hassan let
them go shead. Hassan may bave had

a conscience, omeng his own les
but it was Blcll article of his Enifa&mi

*roady [

sprawled and roared.

Leaving the faithfu]l Hassan waiting
at the steps of the balcony, the juniors
went up to thoeir rooms.

[#3

“(Give you ten minutes, Mauly !"' suid
Bob Cherry, as Mauleverer stopped at
the door of his room. “If you go to
sleop instead of getting ready, rely on
me to coma and wake you up.”

Lord Mauleverer grinned.

“T'll be

*“Yaas, old bean,” he said. ]
As a matter of taste, his lazy
lordship would rather have looked at
Egypt from a chair on the balcony; but
he had made up his noble mind to the
trip to the Pyramids, Ho did not want
any more help from the energetic Bob.

He turned the handle of his door and
went in, clnsmdg the door after him.
Then he jumped.

The closing of the door revealed the
figurea that was standing behind it,

ar & second Lord Mauleverer stared
blankly at the hawk-faced Arab.

But he had no time for more than

Lord Mauleverer could not speak. In
the muscular grip of the thick-set,
brawny Arab ho could not struggle.
He was helpless, at the mercy of the
hawk-faced wretch. But though he
read the threat of death in the gleam-
ing oyes above -him, his courage did not
falicr. He knew that he was in the
hands of an emissary of ‘Kalizelos, the
Greck—the man who was now hunted
by the Egyptian police, and who had
disappearcd from his shop in Cairo.
Hunted as he was, with prison awail-
ing him if he was caught, Kalizelos had
evidently not given up his quest of the
Goldon Scarab.

A look of eontompt fashed over
Mavleverer's face., Mot to save his life
—not to save a hundred lives—would he
have viclded to the threat of thoe hawk-
eyed ruffian,

He made a fierce effort to tear him-
self locse, but tho grasp on him was

Tap hMagner LisRaryY.—No. 1,280,
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like that of & steel vice. He was
powerless, :

“The searab!” hissed the man in the
turban, “The scarab!” _ ;

With hiz left hand grlpiun
Mauleverer's throat, his knee plan
on the schoolboy’s ohest, the Arab
ETO under his galabyeh. From the
folds of the cotton garment a bright
blade fashed out

“The scarab—or I will take it from
our dead body, dog of an unbeliever |*
iigged the Arab.,

And the dagger Hashed before
Maulevarer's eves.

e r—

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Bravo, Bunter |

ILLY BUNTER shuddered.
B Through the interstices of the

mushrabeyeh sereen that con-

cealed him the Owl of the
Femove bhinked in horror at the scene.

Terror seemed to chain him.

To reveal hizs presence while that
hawk-faced, desperate-eyed wretch was
in the room scemed impossible to
Bunter.

But as the Arab fashed the dagger
from his galabyeh and flung up his
brown hanﬁ with the fHashing weapon
in it, Billy Bunter moved,

That was foo much even for Bunter.
In Mauly's place Bunter cortainly
wonld have handed over the scarab, or
an?thinE else, with the dagper fashing
botore his eves, But Maulovorer's face
had set hard, and it was clear that he
was not going to yield. Shuddering
with terror, the Owl of the Remove
pulled himself together somehow. The
Arab’s back was to him as he crouched
gver the prostrate Mauleverer, and

Billy Bunter stepped out from behind
the secrean—with terrified stealthiness.

An OQriental stool, with short, carved
legs, wae near at hand. The fat junior
caught it up, and, taking his courage 1n
bnihhhnnda, a3 it were, jumped at the
Arab,

The wretch heard some sound behind
him, snd turned his head—and as his
l_:tand turned the heavy stool crashed on
1%,

It landed with a heavy thud.

The Arab gave a gasping howl and

ltﬂ?ﬂlﬂd over, the dagger Hying from his

and.

“Ooocooh !” gasped Bunter.

“Oh god ! gurgled Mauleverer. The
instant he was released the schoolboy
earl bounded to his feet; though he was
as much astonished as the Arab by
Bunter’s unlooked-for intervention,

The hawk-faced ruffian lad gprawled
helplessly over, his head spinning from
the crash. But he was on his feet with
the swiftness of a tiger.

His eyes flashed round for the dagger,
and Bunter, in sheer terror, dmﬁed
the stool and jumped away. Lord
Mauleverer jumped, too. But 1t was
towards the Arab. And az he jumped
he shouted:

“Help! Help!*

His shout rang far beyond the room.
And the desperado, realising instantly

that the game was up, bounded for the
door. Alrcady there were footsteps in
the corridor.

The brown hand tore the door open,
and the man rushed out before rd
Maulaverar could reach him.

“Oh 13'&11 1* gasped Mauly.

“"Owl Help! I say, you fallows,
help I* yelled Eilly Bunter. “Oh erumbs !
QOh erikey! Help! Yarooooh |”

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!™ Bob Cherry
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stared in st the open door. “ What the
jolly old thum 3

“Is he gone I gasped Mauleverer,

“He—who? I zaw an Arab running
for the stairs. He's gone—*

“Ow! Help! Help!” yelled Bunter.

“Bhut up, old bean!” said Lord
Maulevarer placidly, “It's all right
now; he's gono. Safe as houses, old fat
man "

“Oh dear! Oh crikey!” gasped
Bunter. “I wish I hadn't come to
EgSEH Oh lor® I

‘But what—" gasped Bob.

Lord Mauleverer picked up the
dagger. Bob stared at it blankly. By
that time the rest of the Co. were on
the seceme, as well as several hotel
attendants.

“What's happened?” exclaimed
Harry Wharton, staring at the dagger
in the hand of the schoolboy earl,

“A jolly old darky after the scarab,*
drawled Lord Mauleverer. *Hidin' in
my room, waitin® for me—and he
snaffled me as I hopped in! If Bunter
hadn't been here—— DBy the way,
what on earth were you dein’ in my
room, Bunter 7"

“Oh dear! Oh crikey!”

There was a babble of excitement
from the hotel attendants. The

athered that a thief had attacke
Maploverar in his room with the inten-
tion of robbing him, and hurried away
to search for the men and report to
the manager. There was littlo likeli-
hood, however, of the hawk-faced Arab
being found. He had had zome time to
get clear, and there was no doubt that
he had already vanished into the teem-
ing crowds of Cairo.

No need to make & fussi you men "
yawned Lord Mauleverer. “I'm gettin®
rathor used to Kalizelos' stunts by this
time. Let them think it was just a
common or garden hotel thief. '%hﬂ:f’ll
never f_,-m: him, anyhow. He’s done the
jolly old vanishin’ trick before this 1”
v he scoundrel!” said Harry.

Mauly, old man, we were thinking
that the danger weas over, now thak
Kalizelos is being sesrched for by the
police and has run from Cairo. Bat—
After this, old man, you're not going
to be left alone. And you're not carry-
1& that scarab about any more, eithor,

e'll ask the hotel manager to lock it
up in his safe before we start for the
Pyramids 1*

“QOne of us will share your room after
thﬂu, and keep an eye on vou,” said Bob

eTTy.

“Leava that to me, you fallows!®
Billy Bunter had IEE-I:}".FGI?'I;{E now. The
danger being over, Bunter’s coura
hed returned with a jump. “I'll look
after my pal Mauly, I'll sleep in this

room to-night, Mauly.”
“You ]glli;yh well won’t!” gaid his
lordship emphatically. "I cnough

ok
of your jolly old snore in tﬁa Remove
dorm at Gre]fré?;s,d Gﬂ.nE;t stand it on
vag, obliged. ut I re
couldn’t 1™ v v

“Oh, really, Mauly—="

“But what were you doin’ here, any-
how ?” asked Lord Mauleverer, “I'm
Lﬂe'"]’ lad you were on the spot, old fat

an, but—"

“That's me sll over,” explained
Bunter. *“The right man in the right
place, you know! I never cama to this
raom_to borrew your clobber, Mauly,
and I never hid ind the serecn be-
cause that beastly Arab butted in !”

“Oh gad [

“The fact is that I waes keeping
gpuard over you,” explained Bunter,
“As I've told you often enough, I only
came out to Egypt with you to protect

ou from danger. I never had the least
idea of bagging a holiday on the cheap.”

"Hﬂ., hﬂ,. hﬂ I.n
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“Blossed if I see anything to cackle
at! I'd like to know whers you would
be if 1 badn't beenn here ™ exclaimed
Bunter warmly. “I've shaved Hnl_lyly’a
wife—I mean, saved his life! ou
fellows would have been scared stiff.

Not me! Pluck's my long suit, as you
know !

“0Oh, my hat!”

“And after this, Mauly,” added

Bunter soveraly, “I1 hope you won't
make a fuszs if a fellow borrows a pair
of trousers and a waisteoat or so, and a
few soocks and neckties and things.
There's such a thing as gratitude. Not
that I came here after your clobber, you
know. I wesn't just going to sort ovor
your things whon that beast sneaked in
—and I never got out of sight becauso
I was afraid of him. And 1f you
fellows can’t do anything but cackle—"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Well, Bunter did butt in, and I
fancy that jolly old Arab has carried
away & bump on his jolly old coconut I
chuckled Lord Mauleverer. * And you
can gﬂl:{ well borrow snythin' you hike,
Bunter! Leave mo a shirt or two
won't you, old men, end & change of
socks 7'

“Ha, ha, ha "

“Well, I'll borrow a few things, old
chap, as you're so pressing,” ﬂaifhi":?
Bunter amiably. “I'll do the same for

ou whon you come to stay with me at

unter Court, you know."

“0Oh gad!”
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“1 mean 1t, Mauly. When you stay at
Bunter Court I shall place the whole of
my extensive wardrobe at your service—
nl‘lr my suits of clothes——'

“RBoth of them 1" asked Bob Cherry.
“Ha, ha, ha "
*“ Beast 1"

When the Greyfriars party joined
Hassan, for the excusion to tho
Pyramids, anyvone looking at Billy
Bunter might hove supposed that be was
dressed in his best. But that would
have been a slight error. He was
dressed in Lord Mauleverer's bost.

- ——

THE FOURTH CHAFTER.
The Pyramids !

ATRO hummed and buzzed round

q the cheorful Greyiriars party as

they drove away in the big car.

_ Lord Mauleverer sat contented

and placid, apparently having forgotten

e episode in his room, and the grasp

of the hawk-faced Arab; at all events,

having dismissed it from hiz noble mind.

The other fellows could not dismiss it

guite o nasilf, and they had resolved

not to let his lordship out of their sight
during the day.

Billy Bunter, it was certain, was not
thinking about his lordship's peril, or
the hunted Greek's desperate attempts
to pot hold of the searab of A-Menah,
Bunter was in sassion of a hugo
chunk of Turkish Delight—which he
slowly but steadily devoured as the car
ralled on through the streets of Cairo—
and PBunter's tﬁuughts, naturally, were
concentrated on his provender.

He was not likely to think of anything
else  till the Turkish Delight was

st DD0ST - I300ks. Tor oysl]

finished ; and, in the meantime, he was
happy and eticky, and forgot even to
grumble at the heat and the flies.

roally there was plenty of heat, and lots
and lots of Bies. Likewise, thore were
a good many smells in Cairo, as in all
FEastern cities, and not all of them were
like unto sttar-of-roses, ]

Hassan sat beside the Coptic chaui-
four, grmnm% round at the Greyfriars
fellows every fow minutes, with a brown
finger pointing out some ohject of in-
terast, and ks active tongues going
almost continually.

Outside Cairo at last, and over the
bridge on the Nile, the car ran on by a
B{}ﬂd modern road towards the Libyan

epert. It was strange enough to the
juniors to know that a great and popu-
ous city like Cairo was so close to the
desert—the real desert, where there was
endless sand, and nothing grew save In
the rare oases—the Libyan Desert,
which extended right away westward,
and was, in fact, the beginning of the

1;9@1: Sahara Desert, stretching across

TICAE.

The Pyramids were built on the ed
of the desert, which was so clear
marked that one could almost stand witﬁ
a foot in the desert, and the other foot
in cultivated Hgypt. For the land of
EE&'%.‘ after all, was only the banks of
the Nile, and, but for the Nile, would
never have existed,
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The hour was still early, and the
juniors watched men and women ab
work in the fields—work which would
cease a8 the heat of noon drew near.
Men in blue cotton, wemen in black,
labouring with the industry of the Egyp-
tian fellaheen! "They passcd camels on
tho road, and donkeys, and shaggy black
buffaloes, and innumerable beggars who
held out grubby hands and squeaked
“Backsheosh 1™ at the sight of white
faces and pith helmets in the car.
“Backsheash,' or * backshish,” was tha
Arabic word with which they had grown
most familiar.

Billy Bunter, having finished ot [ast his
earge of Turkish Delight, bestowed a
blink on the Pyramids rising over the
desert in the distance.

“YWhat arc those pointed things stick-
g up there ' he asked.

“0Oh, my hat! They're the jolly old
PFI‘H.IIII&E, fathead ! mnswered Bo
Cherry., “The jolly old Pyramids of
Ghizeh, which are the jol'y cldest and tip-
t-::lnpest of all the jolly old pyramids in
jolly old Egypt.*

“Oh!” unter gave those ancient
works a rather disparaging blink.
“Can't say I think muc:E of them. What
did they build them for ¥

“Ta stick their tombs inside.”

* Fotheaded idea, what 7 said Bunter,
“Which one is Chops?"

“TIf yvou mean Cheopg——*

“] don't mean gops,” answered
Bunter calmly. “I gaid Chops, and I

mean Chops. ~You follows dun:;t_ know
much about it. Chops was a kin E-:rr
a8

something, though they canil him

7

or something in their own silly
language.”
assan waved a brown Gnger.

“On edge of desert, gentlemen lords,
aroe six groups of pyramids,™ ha said,
"w:-ndar!i‘ul works of oncient times—
wonderful to excessive and exceeding
extent. Oldest monumental works
known to mankind, at which gazed with
awe ancient perzons of roek and
Roman origin, such as Herodotus and
Juliug Cwsar. The Great Pyramid, or

FPyramid of Cheops——*

“You moean Chops?" asked Bunter.
“ Honourable lord, Cheops—"

& Ghﬂ-pg 1 .

;Es timable foreign gentleman,
CoOp3——

0y ops I

“3hut up, Bunter ¥

“8han’t! I suppose I know more

about it than a blinking native!” said
Bonter, “The old codger’s name was
LChops, called cé or something——"
“Cheops, honourable admired sar[*
said Hassan. “The great king Cheops
1% called Khufa by native Egyptian—"

“You mean Coffec!”

*Bhut up, Bunter " roared Bob,

ir Yﬂ-:h !J-jl

“(reat King Cheops, called Khufa in
native 1‘.1.‘:11'.@,'!.::1::i built huge P_!i_framid,”
said Hassan., *Once covered with total
antireness by polished stone, sinea taken
for building mosques In baim under
Arab rule. Age of Great Pyramid
hugely tremendous.”
Supposed to have been put up about
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2,680 B.C.,” remarked Nugent, who had
been reading it up. “ Nearly 5000 years
ago. A king of the fourth dynasty. It
wos about 200 years old when
Herodotus visited it in 450 B.0., and
wrote a description of it. And here it
Tm&l _itz—mn-::h the same as when Cheops
E i Ty |

“You mean Chops—'

“Bhut up, Bunter !

“What's that show?” asked Bunter,
pointing to a large, rambling building
at the tram terminus, which the car was
now opproaching. “ Did Chops put that
up, Hassan 7

Hassan blinked.

“That iz Mona House Hotel, honour-
able sar, and 13 gquite modern,” he
answored.

“Oh, good!” snid Bunter, evidently
more impressed by the hotel than the
Pyramids. " A chap can get something
to éat there,”

“We'll leave Bunter to eat ot Mena
House, while. we go up the jolly old
Pyramid,” said Bob.

“¥ou jolly well won't " said Bunter.
“1 shan't keep you more than an hour
while T have o snack.”

“I can sce us sitting around [or an
hour while wyou're maki another
famine in Egypt !’ grinned Bob.

“There are very few ples, lordly
sars,” sald Hassan, "‘ﬁa the scason
there are huge numbers of peoples, and
Pyramids are crowded, but in hot
weoathers there are few peoples. Per-
haps my noble lords have Pyramid of
Cheops all to their admirable selves this
hot day. Yes! Bot in lonely solitude
of pyramid top with so few peoples,

Tag Maerer Lispary.—No. 1,280,
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there iz opportunity for solemn medita-
tion. Many lordly gentlemen prefer
solitude when viewing FPyr s to
meditate on past greatness and such
things which are of interest to Farin-

heas, a;nd, for which there i3 no extra

ATge,”"

“QOh, my hat!” gasped Bob. “If
there's no extra charge, you men, we
may as well put in gome solemn medita-
tion on i:“t greatness and such things.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” 2

“Looks s decent sort of place,” said
Bunter, as the juniors alighted from the
big car. “I like this, imu fellows.”

“(Oh, yoa like the jolly old Pyramids,
after all ]

“Bhi Who's talking about
pyramids? I mean the hotel! Looks
if you can get some decent grub
here.™

“You podgy cormorant, we've come
here to explore pyramids, not to scoff
tuck. It will ba too hot presently.”

“You'd like a rest, wouldn't you,
Mauly ! asked Bunter.

“Eh? Yaas”

* Look here——" roarcd Bob.

“I think you fellows nuﬁht to ba con-
siderate to Maulﬁ, as he's our host,”
said Bunter. “Here you are, Mauly!
Sit down, old chap! I'll see that they
bring you szomething to eat.”

“Give the fat villain tem minutes,”
said Harry Wharton. “I think I could
di_; wLLh a sherbet, now I come to think
of it

The juniors drank sherbet, while Billy
Bunter packed away cskes, He was
still packing away cakes when the ten
minutes had elapeed, and Harry Whar-
ton & Co. got & move on. Lord Maule-
verer glanced at the sloping hillside that
led up to the Pyramids, sighed, and
gave Eis comrades an appesling g!lnnce.

“I've got rather an 1dea, you men,”
he remurked.

“ Cough it up!” grinned Bob.

“You get a splondid view of the
Pyramids from here. Let's sit hicre and
lock at "em.™

“I've got o better idea than that, old
bean. My idea iz to pour this sherbet
down the back of vour neck if you don't
get: up on your hind legs in tweo
ticks—"" ]

0w | Keep off, you silly ass!”
roared Mauleverer, and hoe was on his
foot in a twinkling.

“Come on!" said Harry Wharton,

laughing. * Finished, Bunter 1"

Ei Nﬂ-l ¥

“How long aro you %'ning to be "

“ About half an hour.”
_ “Right-ho! We'll pick you up com-
ing back.’’

Beast 1"

“This way, lords and noble gentle-

men,” said Hassan; and the juniors

started, Hasson having taken the tickets

while they were talking the sherbet.
Billf unter blinked after them
wrathiully.

“1 say, you follows—" he yelled.

“"Cood-bye, Bunter !"' :

“1'm coming 1" hooted Bunter,

“My dear man, don't trouble—"

o '&‘Tuh I!:I‘ A J

With a cake in either fat hand to eat
on the way, Billy Bunter jumped up
and followed the Furt.r, oW any
fellow gifted with all his seven senses
could prefer pyremids to cakes was a

mystery to William George Bunter.
Still, he was not going to be left out.
He was going to chmb the Great

Pyramid, if only to tell the fellows ct
(3reviriars next term that he had done
it. Ha was not yet aware what climbing
a pyramid was like. IHad he been
aware of 1t he might have stuck to
Mena House and the cakes and sherhet,
“T say, you fellows,” gasped Bunter,
Tae Maioner Lirary.—No. 1,280

as he laboured up the sandy hill after

the juniors—"1 say, I'm thirsty | These

cakes make & chap thirsty | Did wyou

£ﬂlluﬂlw_a t?,i'nk of bringing a flask, or
ing

*The thinkfulness was not terrific, my
osteemed Bunter."

“Belfishness all round I"" said Bunter
bitterly. “Tt never occurred to you
that might be thirsty, I sugpn-saf
Hassan——  Where's that dashed
nigger i

‘Lordly gentlemsn—"

“Oh, here you arel Can't & fellow
get something to drink in thiz beastly
place 1" demanded Bunter.

“Yes, sar| You trust Hassan. T will
call a khamali—""

“¥You silly ass!| What do you think I
want & camel for?”

“Mashallah !I”  ejaculated  Hassan,
“Khamali, honourable sar, not being
pne camel, but carrier of water.”

There was a “khamali ™ on the path
up the hill—a dusky gentleman with a
large carthen jar of water on his back,
and & string of brass cups which he
tinkled as he walked to draw custom.
Hassan boeckoned to him, and the water-
ecarriar eame up, tinkfing more than
ever a3 he salnamed to the Faringhees.

The juniors watched him with in-
terest—he was ome of the sights of
Egvpt, in fact—as he leaned forward to
lat t?ua water run from the spout of the
huge jar, over his shoulder, into a
brass cup. Hassan having assured them
that the khamali carried filtered water
in his jor, which it was safe for even
lordly and noble gentlemen like Has-
san’s chients to drink, the juniors took
the brass cups and drank, and were re-
freshed. They had scon’ water-scilers of
all sorts swarming in Ceiro, and in such
a climate it was a paying trade. Egypt
iz a thirsty land.

“Geood !” said Bunter. *Now we'll
sit down and rest. You'd like a rest,
wouldn't you, Mauly 1"

ﬁ‘gau.li

Billy Bunter sat down on a lar
stone and Mauly followed his e-:ampﬁa?
There was no doubt that Mauly was

always ready for a rest.
“MarchI"" said Bob Cherry.
“8hut up, Cherry!” said Bunter,

mopping his perspirmig brow with one

of Lord Mauleverer's cambrio
handkerchiefs.  “Mauly’s taking =a
rest. I'm bursting with cnergy
inyself—"

“ You mean with grub!”

“"No, I don't!” roared Bunter. “I'm
full of encrgy; I could walk you fellows
off your legs, and chance it. But
Mauly’s going to have a rest. I can be
mn’s; larate to & chap, if you fellows*
ean't.

The khamali was moving on down the
hill, when Beb Cherry ta him on
the shoulder. The khamali's language
was an unknown mystery to Bob, but
the language of signs was easily under-
stond. Bob held up a dozen piastres
in one hand, with the other he tapped
the spout of tho water-jar and pointed
to the back of Billy Bunter's fat neck.

The khamali starcd for s moment;
then, as he understood, he grinned, with
a flash of white teeth., Having secured
the piastres first and tucked them
away in some recess of his dusty
djubbah, he approached Bunter from
behind and  tilted the jar forward,
Bunter, having no eyes in the back of
his head, remained unaware of what
was happoening till & stream of water
shot from the spout and landed on the
back of hizs neck.

“¥aroooooh [

Billy Bunter bounded to his feet as if
worked by a spring.

THE MAGNET

“Oooooooch! Woooooch] Whites

I'm all wet! Yaroooooh "

“Hua, ha, ha 1"

The khamali, grinning, went on down
the hill. Billy Bunter dabbed at the
back of his neck and roared.

“Coming on now, old fat manit"
asked Bob.

“Ha, ha, ha "

“Beast | roared Bunter,

“You coming, Mauly? Or shall I

call the khamali back for you 1™

“I'm coming I"" said Lord Mauleverer
hastily.

“ Look here, you beasts, I'm all wet 1"
shricked Bunter.

*“Oh, you'll dry in the sun, old fat
man! Come onl”

“I'm guinngank to the hotel to get
dry 1" roared Bunter,

“Good egg! Btay there, won't you 1’

“Lordly gentlemen, if there is exoces-
sive delay there will be exceeding and
mnside:-a.{-lu larga heat of sun on a
pyramid,” said Hassan,

The Grej-g!'lll'ﬁ fellows followed Has-
sap—and Billy Bunter followed on,
snorting with indignation. He was dry
by the time the party reached the
Pyramid of Cheops, but he was still in-
dignantly snorting,

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Climbs the Pyramid ]

& H crikey ™
O That was Billy Bunter's
first remark as he gazed, at
cloee gquarters, at the

Pyramid of Cheops, up which tha Grey-
friars fellows were to climb,

Seen from a distance the pyramid did
not look a difficult- proposition; seen
from close at hand it looked rather dis-
maying,

Onee upon a time Puliahed stone had
ecovered the pyramid's outer surfaces,
but long centuries had passed sinco that
covering had been carried off for build-
mg mosques in Cairo. Ruogged, irregu-
lar masses of the yellowish limestone,
ascending in steps that were never less
than three feet—and occasionally four
or five—faced the juniors, and even Boh
Cherry admitted that it was “some ™
elimb, while Hurree Jamset Ham Singh
justly remarked that the chimbfulness
would be terrific,

But it is not customary for a tourist
to climb the ?ﬂrrﬂmids unaided. Three
guides help the climber—one holding
either hand, and tha third shoving
behind. Even so. most tourista have
had enough by the time they reach the

strmami k.

The J]El' endicular height of the
Pyramid of Cheops is only 450 feet—
little more than twice the height of tha
Monument in London. But the long
slope of the sides makes the distance
much greater, and the irregularity of
the hugo steps makes the ascent diﬂ{ault
to the most active climber.

Billy Bunter blinked at it in utter
dismay.

“1 say, vou fellows, how the thum
iz a fellow to get up there ™ Eiﬂﬂu]ﬂ.tﬁﬁ
the Owl of the Remove. “Chops must
have been a silly ass to ﬁmt up that
stack of rubbish over his silly old tomb.
I say, you fellows will have to carry me
up somehow,” ==t

“Oh, my hat!"”

“Ha, ha, ha " velled the juniors.

Getting u? the steep pyramid them-
solves was likely to tax the elimbing
Enwnrs of the Famousz Five. Carrying

illy Bunter up was a suggestion that
made them wyell.

“Blossed 1f T see anvthing to cackle
at " said Bunter peevishly, “I'm jolle
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The khamali approached Bunter from behind, and tilied the jar forward. Bunier, having no eyes In the bask of his head,
remained unaware of what was happening, tﬂll‘itrumi_m ?Il rntta_rl}lgnﬂ:udh u?.t‘ha back of his neck. ** Yarooooh ! ™ he yelled.
: all we an

well going upl I'm not going to have
you fellows saying at Greyiriars next
term that you leit me at tha boltom.
I'm going upl I fancy you oould
manage to carry me up if you all stick
together and exert yourselves. Don't be
slackers, you know."

“Ha, ha, hal"

“Better sit down and rest, old fat
bean, while we go up!” chuckled Bob
Chorry. " You'll never carry all
cakes to the top!”

“I'm going up " snorted Bunter.,

“By gad, you know, it looks & bit
thick—what ?" yawned Lord Mauleverer,
“Ought to bae & lift, or somathin'—
what? I rather think I'll sit down and
watch yvou fellows at it "

“Think again!" grinned Dob.

“Gentlemen lords, ample muscular
assistanoe to olimb is ready and at
hand,” said Hassan. " You trust to
Hassan! Hassan, he manage your busi-
naess, It is easy as billy-oh, sa you say
in your noble language!"

ouin Arabs, cager for backsheesh,
had gathered, accustomed to the peculiar

task of hoisting tourists up the
Pyramids. Hassan gave them their
directions.

brawny Bedouin grazped the right
hand of rd Mauleverer — another

brawny Arab his left—and pulled. A
third ewarthy gentleman butted him in
the back. Up went his lordship, gasp-

ing.

Eﬂh. good gad!” spluttered
Mauleverer.

“You soe, it is as easy as to wink,™
snid Hassan cheerfully. “ By means of
to pull and to push, ascent is ridiou-
lously simple and f[acilitated. Lordly
noblemen, the Arabs are roady I™

“Pick out the stoutest lads for
Bunter |" chuckled Bob.
“Hera are three hugely muscular

rsons &3 strong as Rameses the
econd !" said Hassan,

“Go it, Bunter !

“0h lor' 1" gasped Bunter.

It was the only way up, and Bunter
“went ” it. Hassan had sagely picked
out his strongest men to hoist Bunter,
Dut strong men as they were, they

found Billy Bunter a big order.

His hands wers as by the two
h?::]i hii‘rrn shoved

who had to pull.

the third man. Up went Bunter.
“Yarooooooh! Hold ma!" roared

Bunter.

The three Araba were strong. But
the man behind bad an almost agonised
expression on his face as he shoved and
hoisted. The hapless three had hoisted
fat tourists in their time with suocoess.
But they had never had to deal with &
member of the Bunter tribe before.
William George Buntor was a new ex-

rience to them. Judging by their
ooks, they were not enjoying now
experiencs.

Lord Mauleverer was
like & bird in advance. ut the Famous
Five stood and watched Bunter. Thoy
wondered whether the threa Bedouins
would stand the strain.

“Don't let me drop |* yelled Dunter,
as the nf-rlu'lmf trio swayed. “I say,
vou fellows, help ™

“Those stout lads are going to earn
their piastres!” said Bob.

“Tha esarnfulness will ba terrifio!™
chuckled Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“1 say, you fellows,” yelled Bunter,
“>'m going to fall |

“For goodoess' sake don't]” yelled

omg up almost

Bob, "Ii you drop on Egypt, you'll
knock it right through to Australia "
“Ha, ha, hal”

“Beast I howled Bunter.

“With considerable exertion, lordly
fat gentleman will reach top of
pyramid I said Hassan encouragingly.

“1 say, vou fellows—""

“ Mashallah | groaned the Arab
behind Bunter,

He shoved and shoved. The two
upper Arabs dragged and dragged. Up
went the fat Owl, spluttering.

“Look out!" ]'.ﬁr"ed Bob,

“0Oh, my hat!"

The Famous Five rushed to halp.
But it* was too late. The Bedouins
cracked under the strain, and Bunter
came down again, He came with a
bump fairly on the Arab behind him.
That unfortunate follower of the
Prophet was spread-eagled, and as he
collapead Bunter plumped on him. Thae

}rr&;c_lmd bAnE_ I.]'\:Jkﬂ'blnuﬂtﬁr'l fal::i
udging by his horrible ps Aan
gurgles, Bunter had broken Eat:n Theo

two men sbove, striving to hold on to
Bunter, came down after him. They
sprawled over Bunter as he sprawled on

o third Arab, and fearful howls and
yells rose from the hoap.

“I sny, you fellows—yarcooch—help "

“Bismillah 1"

“Yurrrreegggh I

"Wahyat-an-nabi ["

“Wallah! Wallahi I

* Yarooocoop ™

“Ha, ha, hal"

Hassan and & dozen Bedouins rushed
to sort out the hu_n:ip. Harry Wharton
& Co. lent their ad.

Billy Bunter was dragged up, splutter.
ing wﬁdly- Two of the ifrll:m serambled
up, talking explosively in Arabio. But
the third man, on whom Bunter had
fallen, lay and groaned. His groans
were faint and feeble. There was no
breath loft in him. Four or five of his
dusky friends raised him at last, and he

Tug Maicxer LiBRarY.—No. 1,280.
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lcaned heavily on them, gurgling for

breath,

“0Oh erumbs!” spluttered Bunter,
“EBecasts! Where's my s t I zay,
vou fellows—ow, wow ! m killed! X
mean, naarly killed! OQOw! Cooocogh!™

i H’a, ha, ha ™

“You've nem'l;,' killed that jolly old
Arab, anyhow!” zsid Bob Chorry.
“L_u-:&-: at him !

“Blow him! Bother him! Why
didn’t he hold me? Ow, wow! Gimme

my s you beasts! Ow!”

* Haszsan, old brown bean, vou'd better
get a dozen men fo hoist Bunter up!™
said Bob., “Three can't do it! Better
have a dozen fore and a dozon alt—"

“Ha, ha, ha!"

There was a volley of Arabic from the
Bedouing, which sounded to tha juniora
like tho cracking of nuts, They all
talked at onee, and they all talked em-
ﬂmtma]ly, and they gesticulated wildly.

aszsan made soothing %esl-.ure&

“What's the row about, Hassan?"
asked Harry Wharton at last,

“ Noble g:-rdir gentlomen, they de-
mand double payment for helping the
lordly fat Faringhco up pyrami lz0
that six men shall conduet the fat lord
inatead of three,” said Haossan.

“That's fair!” said Harry.
with it!” ]

8ix strong men were picked out for
the hefty task, Once more Bill
Bunter's fat hands were grasped, mg
his fat clbows also, and two strong men
shoved in the rear. Bix stout Arabs
weors  equal even to Billy Bunter's
waight. Up he went.

Gasps and gurgles and howls floated
down from him. The six Arabe seemied
to be huu:lping him a little az they
hoisted and dragged and pulled. But
really that could not be helped.

After him went the Famous Five,
each assisted by two or three Bedouins,
Hassan followed on behind, looking like
& gorgeous tropical butterfly on the
g}'l amud in his red tarbeosh, gold-

raided jacket, bright blue trousers, and
erimson sash.

“1 say, you fellows,” howled Bunter,
“are we near the top yet?”

“MNot half-way up yet, old bean !
called back Bob Cherry.

“0Oh erikey !

*“8tick 1t out, old fat man!”

“Beast ! howled Bunter. “Tell theso
Eilypfdm\‘a not to keep on pinching me.

w!

“My dear old rhinoceros, if they let
gou fall now, you'll break .EE"}T t into
small pieces ! chuckled Bob. ‘Ehnll I
tell them to hold on to your ears? Lots
of room for the lot of them "

“Yah !

The Famous Five were soon abead of
Bunter. Lord Mauloverer was already
at the summit of the pyramid, and they
joined him there. The six Arabs were
still struggling up with Bunter, Everv
EtﬂErﬂf the mnumerable steps require
a big effort, and thore was no doubt
that the six Bedouins were earnin
double pay. They were earning it har
by the sweat of their brows. When
they staggered at, last on the summit
of the pyramid, and landed Buntor in
& gasping heap, they looked as if they
had had the timo of their livea, Billy
Bunter sat and gasped, and the six
Bedonins stood round him, held out
their brown hands, and said with one
YOICH

* Backshoeosh 1

“Qoooaogh [” was Buntor's reply.

“ Backsheesh 1”7 chorused the gasping
half-dozen.

“Yah! Go away! Beasts] Oooogh!”

* Backsheoesh 17

“Hassan, old bean, give them some
piastres ' vawned Lord Mauleverer.

Tee Macusr Lismany.—Ne. 1,280

“Got on

“If ever o jolly old Arab earncd
backsheesh, 1 tancy they have !

“1 =ay, you fellows—oo Blow
thesc rotten pyramids! I wish I'd gone
to Margate instead of coming to Egvpt.
Oooocogh! Those black beasts were

Emnhing me all the way up! Ooooh!
Taking out that I'm heavy, you know—
QOoopogh! Oh erikey 1

“Jump up, cold fat man,” said Boo.
“There's o splendid view from here !

“Blow tho view !” groaned Bunter.

And he sat and gasped and gurgled,
rogardless of the view from the summit
of Cheope' Pyramid.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
The Man on the Pyramid !
L ERE is extensive and romark-
H able wiew, lordly gentle-
men !” zaid Hassan, w-ﬂ.vinﬁ
: & brown hand. %A

Farmghee tourist gaze ‘with delight on
this large and higgl:,r interesting view,
suggesting thoughts of solemn Nature,
such as death and eternity and bike
matters, all of which includéd in charge
of ten piastres for ascendin %E-rnmig'l."
Harry Wharton & Co. looked with
keen interest at the vast prospect from

tha summit of the Groat Pyramid.

Westward stretched the desert, ondless
sanid and barren cliffs. Southward the
Pyramids of Bakkara stood against the
Blua of the sky. WNorth and east wore
the cultivated land=s of the Nile, the
Mokattam Mountains, and Caire i the
distance,

Tombs, and tombs, and more tombs,
met their eyes. And they gazed at
the Bphinx in its hollow—standing in
the guarry from which the stone for
the Great Pyramid had been taken,
where it had been shaped by the orders
of Khophron, the successor of Cheops,
five thousand wyears ago.  Hassan's
babble passed unheeded by their cars as

they gazed.
It was strange enough to gaze upon
the scene, on which had gazed

Herodotus, the Father of History, five
centuries before the Christian era t;u an.
Btrangs enough to gaze where Julius
Cmsar and Mark Antony had pazed: to
look on what had met the dark oyes of
Cleopatra.

All human things had changed—the
Pharaochs were gone, and the Ptolemics,
the G’u.l_irhs and the Mamelukes—but the
Nile still rolled its fertilising fload, the
Pyramids still stood against the intense
blue, the Bphinx still looked ocut over
the silence and mystory of the desert|

Tho place was one for meditation,
with a melancholy tinge, so far as the
inanimate surroundings went. But the
animate surroundings were far from
being of o secrious nature. Dusky
natives of the country, blind and deaf to
all eonsiderations  but backsheesh,
gabbled like geese.

On the plain below, the juniors, look-

ing towards the solemn Sphinx,
spotted & coupls of German touristas
mounted on donke th of them

immensely fat, and the hapless donkeys
almost tottering under them.

Both of them had red-covered guide-
books in their hands, and larpe
spectacles on their podgy red noses that

ashed back the rays of the sun. The
donkey-boys running behind, whackin
with their sticks, howled and yelled, an
their howls and yells could bo heard b
the group on the summit of the p;rramid}:

From nearor at hand coame & nosal
voice—that of an American tourist who
bad climbed after the juniors.

“1 surely guess this cost something to
erect "' the American pgeutleman was

THE MAGNET

saying. *“I’d surely like to know how
it would work out in dullars! I'll say
it cost a whole heap of dullars! Yeah!”

Bob Cherry grinned.

“QGentlemen, chaps, and sportsmen,”
he said, “I think we'll leave the selemn
meditations till we pet back to the
hotel] What 7"

“The solemnity of an estcemed medi-
tation in this ridiculous spot would not

be terrificl” agreed the Nabob of
Bhanipur.

“1 say, you fellows——"

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Bunter, old

fat beon, this iz where you meditate
on the passing of human greatness——""

“I'm thirsty,” zaid Bunter Elai.nti‘relj'
—"and I'm getting hungry!

“Think of jolly old Herodotus coming
along on his don to look at thig, two
thousand five hundred years ago !”

“Blow Herodotus! It's beastly hot 1"
said Bunter,

. "“Think of jolly old Julius Cmsar trot-
ting out here on a donkey—perhaps ona
of your remote ancestors—"

" You silly chump !” hooted Bunter.
¥ep!” went on the voico of the

American gentleman, “T'11 say it cost &
heap of dullars! I'd surely like to know
what it ran old Cheops into! It surely
Was an expensive stunt |”

Hassan’s voice was running on:

“Visit to interior of pyramid is
facilitated by modern staircases, after
taking lunch at hotel at fixed price.
Gentlemen lords having garzed upon un-
equalied view, with solemn meditation
on brief period of human glory, will
descend pyramid and take lunch—"

“I say, you fellows, that darky’s
talking sense for once,” gaid Bﬂ]i
Bunter. “I'm ready for lunchl
hops a fellow can get a decent lunch
at the hotel. I say, how are we going
to get down

“That's an easy one,” said PBob
cheerfully. “¥You just lie down on the
edge, and we roll you down like a
barrel.”

* Beast I

Harry Wharton & Co. strolled about
the summit of the Great Pyramid, the
space at the top being about twelve
yards square. There wers a few cther
tourists on the top, or coming up, each
attended by many backsheesh-hunting
Bedouins.

Billy Bunter sat and rested his weary,

fat limbe, not deigning to bestow a
single blink from his spectacles on the
“unequalled view.” a had other

matters to think of—the serious fact
that he was thirsty, and the secarcely
less serious circumstance that he was
getting hungry.

The Arabs whe had helped the school-
boys up loafed on the rugged steps,
waiting to help them down again,
chattering in Arabic. To them the wen-
derful monuments of the ancient inhabi-
tants of Egypt were simply a means by
which they extracted backsheesh from
tho foreigner,

Billy Bunter blinked ot them
morosely. He had had s rather rough
journey, with the Arabs lugging him up,
and he was not looking forward to the
descent, with tho Arabs lugging him
down. He suspected the beasts of
having pinched him on purpose while

they were lugging him up. Perha
they had | B
A thick-set Arab appcared on the

rugged steps, and Bunter blinked at himn
s he came in sight. The man had a
fold of linen across the lower part of
his foce, apparently to keep off the
dust of the desert; above it his black
cyes, hawkish in their keenness, scanned
the tourists moving ahout the summit of
the pyramid.

Ho beckoned to  Hassan, the
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dragoman, who joined him, leaving his
lordly gentlemen to themselves for &
time—much to their relief. 2 N

The two began to speak in Arabie, in
low voices.

They were quite near Bunter, and he
could hear them plaioly, but could not,
of coursze, understand a word they said.

But he blinked at them curiously.

The thick-set Arab sesmed to be
urging something on Hassan, and the
dragoman was shaking his head and
gesticulating.

It dawned on Bunter that the new-
comer was not unfamiliar to his eyes.

All Arabs were much alike to Bunter;
he would have found it difficult to tell
one dark face from another. And this
man had his face partly concealed.

But there was something in the
hawkish glitter of the black eyes that
Bunter seemed to remember. And in
the eagerness of his talk with Hassan
the man shifted the linen from his face,

and then the fat Owl had, for =a
moment, a full view of him.
He started.

He knew the man now! It was the
hawk-faced Arab who had been in
Mauleverer's room that morning, and
who had attacked Mauly, Bunter was
sure of it . 3

A ghiver ran through his fat limbs,
hot as it was on the pyramid. He for-
got that he was tired, and picked him-
self up hastily, and rolled away to join
the Famous Five and Mauleverer on
the other zide of the summit.

“I say, you fellows—" breathed
DBunter,

“Chuck it, old fat man—we know
you're hungjr;j,"' said Bob. *“Put on a

ne'?ﬂiumrd.lh i

, really, erry—="

“And we know you're thirsty!'
grinned Johnny Bull. “Don’t tell us

over again, old fat bean ™

“Oh, really, Bull—

“And we know wvou're tired,” added
Nugent. “And we know it's hot! And
we know there are o lot of flies! Give
us & resk.’

“A rest from the csteomed jawfulness
would be a boonful blessing,” agreed
the Nabob of Bhanipur,

“QOh, all rr?'ht I" anid Bunter. "If
you want Mauly to be rebbed and kid-
napped and murdered—-"

|=Eh??ﬂ

“What "

“I say, you fellows, it's himl*
breathed Bunter,

“Who's him, ou fat image?"
demanded Harry Wharton.

“Bee that nigger talking to Hassan
over thoere—well, that's the darky that
collared Mauly this morning in his
Eoom—"

“Oh, my hat!”

The juniors looked round quickly.

The talk between Hassan and the
Arab with the covered face was going
on with undiminiched emphasis. They
wera too deep in their argument, what-
ever it was, to take any notice of the
:Eﬁhf_'iﬂ]h{}f;:. B—

*“Iz that chap, BMauly " asked
Bob Cherry doubtfully, “Fﬂan’t ECO
much of his chivvy, with that dust-
clout on it. You saw him this morn-
ing—-"

“Blezsed if T know ! confessed his
lordship. “Might ba the same johony

know the man if you had a good look
at him, Mauly "

ﬂ?ﬂH:-

“Come and have a look, then !

“* Yans,” yawned Mauly.

The juniors hastily crossed the summit
of the ﬁjramid, towards the of the

eps where the dragoman stood in talk
with the thick-set Arab. But the move-
ment caught ths Arab’s attention at
once. The hawkish eyes flashed at the
schoolboys for & second with guick sus-
picion; and then the man turned to
descend the steps, breaking off his talk
with Hassan in the middle of o sentence.

" That looks—'"" muttered Bob.

“Hassan! BStop that man!” shouted
Wharton. He broke into a run.

The dragoman stared round.

“ My noble gentlemen—"

“Stop that man! Tell the guides to
Et[ﬁ him " exclaimed Wharton.

e had no doubt now, for the thick-

set Arab with the hawkish eyes was
making hig way fast down the rugged

t—-_—'._ .-'I
WIN A PENKNIFE

ike T. Almond, of 21, Mosley
Street, Blackburn, Lancs, who has
scored a bull's-eye with the
following amusing storyette,

cond uctor [ M
Amaerican sightseer, travelling on

" Eay, said the
a London bus. You jest res=
member | want your St. Paul’a
Gathedral—and 1 want it sliok!
Qet me 7 M

“ That'™s all right,"” said tha
haragsasd sondustor. "l alnt
forgotten, I*m a-gettin’ it wrapped |
up for you now ! "'

MNow, what about an effort from
you, chum 2

steps, bounding from one to another at .

imminent risk of losing hiz footing and
falling.

There was a babble of excitement
from the Bedouins as they started to
their feet. \

Hassan, usually so swifv and prompt
to obey the orders of his lﬂrd% entle-
men, hesitated now; and hgartnn,
passing hum, made a jump down the
steps 1n pursuit of the feeing Arab.
Then the dragoman acted promptly
enough—he reached out a uiclin brown

-Iilja lfi::-lif_ sort of familiar. Let’s go E:Edi:.gﬁn hiiﬁhﬁ'ﬂ in by the shoulder,

and ask him.” s

[ L} » !}.'

1 say, you follows, F'm jolly Hﬂ;‘atc bﬂﬂklruumd Wharton, as he

“‘3:‘."&'":‘_ . : gﬁf mﬂr lordly noble gentleman, you
We'll make sure, anyhow,” said will break and ‘injure your admirable

Harry Wharton quictly. “If it's the limbs by unconsidered hurry on steps

man wa'll collar him, and there's a of pyramid—* asped  Hassan,

police station opposite Mena House
where he can be handed over. You'd

teps are not safe tor runmning with
enormous speed——"

11

“Let go, you fool I

Wharton would have wrenched him-
self away, but Hassan held him fast.
Either he was alarmed for the junior's
safoty, or he had some other motive
for holding him back. He held the
schoolboy in the grip of & vice.

. My noble gentleman,” he gasped,
when you are ready to descend
Bedouin guides are to hafp—Bismi]lah rr

asped Hassan, as Wharton gave him a

erce shove, and he sat down on the
summit of Cheops” Pyramid, with =
heavy bump and was forced to release
kis hold.

Hu-.rri_ Wharton rushed down the
steps, his comrades after him. Lord
Mauleverer and Billy Bunter watched
them from the top, neither of them in-
clined for such wild exertions in the
blazing sunshine.  The Famous Five
scrambled down half a dozen of the
steep, rugged at&r?f, and then came to a
halt, panting. 8 bounding Arab was
almost at the bottom, and had disap-
pearcd from their sight, and further

ursuit was evidently hopeless. Bob

herry mopped his streaming brow.

" Chuck it,” he said. “ Nothing doin
-:h;l:sg too nﬁrl hot Eu:r a fm’il-rn-::ﬂ,t g1§

ng, and he's oo good a start.
Chuok it o B
but to

There was nuthfl:;ﬁ to do,
¢ Famous Five

“chuck it,”" and
serambled imelc, anting and breathless,

to the summit of the pyramid.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter is Fed-up !

ABRRY WHARTON fixed his

il:ig'ua sternly on the face of

assan, the dragoeman. The

flight of the hawk-faced Arab

was as good as proof to the juniors;
they were certain that he was the man
who had attacked Lord Mauleverer in
his room at the Cairo Hotel. It could
ardly be doubted that he had feared
recognition, and that that was the reazon
of his flight. Hassan was staring at his
noble gentlemen with a look of aston-
ishment which, if it was assumed, was
very well done. But the juniors had
their doubts of the faithful Hassan now.
“My noble lordly gentlemen!” ex-
claimed Hassan. “What iz & matter?
What is caunse of anger? If you rum
fast in sun of Eg there is enormous

danger of sunstroke! Yes! You trust
assan——"
“Who wasz that man?’' dJdemanded

Wharton.

“The man to which I was speaking”
nsked Hassan, “He is donkey-man of
Cairo, my gentleman lord, of mname
Yussef, the son of Hamid. He iz one
t'l::ryyg‘nn:! donkey-man.”

“You know him?'’ asked Harry.

“Hazsan knows all things, end all
?eop'les in Cairo, and in a!l the Nila as
ar as tho Cataracts, noble sar! Enow
Yussef ver

“What did he want?”

All the juniors were _eyeing the
“faithful Hassan » very keenly. But
the brown face of the dragoman ex-

ressed on wondering  surprise.

rom his looks, at all events, Hassan
appeared to be amazed by the outbreak
of excitement and ignorant of its cauze.

“He want my noble gentlemen to hire
him donkeys!” explained Hassan, “He
offer me backsheesh, much backsheesh,
if I hire him donkeys for my noble
Enigliah lords. "

“And you were going, to hire them 7"
asked Harry quickly.

*Oh, no, my m:-%le gentleman! Al
ready I have hired donkeys for a ride to
a Sphinx in an efterncon, after my

Tue Macxer LIERary.—No. 1,230,
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noble lords have rested, and to ¥Yussef
I say no, I do not want him donkeys |
I say no many times, and Yussef he
grow angry and cffer more backsheesh,
because him want very much to hire him
donkeys to my lordly gentlemen. But
hiin donkeys not good donkeys—not
good enough for my estimable lords!™
Hassan shook his head. “ Much better
donkeys ara hired for my gentlemen.

Wharton seanned the dragoman
keenly while he was speaking.

But it scemed likely enough that
Haszan was telling the truth.

It was very probable that Yussef, the
hawk-faced Arab, would have been glad
to get his donkeys hired by the Grey-
friars party, for a chance of petting
hold of Lord Mauleverer in the descrt.
It was natural for him to approach
their dragoman on the subject—for all
such business had to be done through
the dragoman, whose palm had to be
oiled. here was really no reason io
suspect Hassan of knowing anything of
the donkey-man’s ulterior object,

“Is the man a friend of yours ! asked
Johnny Bull,

Hassan made a
denial. ——

“Oh, sar!” he said, with dignified
roproach. “I am Hassan, the son of
Suleiman, the most best-known and per-
sonal-recommended dragoman in Egjl"ptl
Donkey-boys are not friends of such a
dragoman as Haszan! MNo, sar!
Bismillah! Thiz man is known to me,
like all donkey-boys in Alexandria, in
Cairo, and in Luxor! Hassan knows
all things and all peoples, sar, irom
the Delta to the Cataracts! That is
Hazsan's business, sar] But a donkey-
boy is not a friend of Hassan, sar! Oh,
no, sar i

“I say, you fellows. I'm fearfully

ungry——"

“ghut. vp, Bunter 1®

" Laok ‘here, I've been thirsty & long
time, and now I'm pgetting feariully
hongry as well—"

4 ghut up ! roared Johnny Bull

* Beast [

“Look here, Hassan,” said Harry
sbruptly. “that man you call Yuassef
133 thlﬂf, and very likely & murderer,
ang—

“Oh, sar!” ejaculated Haszan.

“Ha iz the man who attacked Lord
Mauleverer in the hotel this morning
at Cairo, and the police are looking
for ham—"

“IWahyat-cn-nabi |” gasped Hasson,
“Is this possible, my nobla lord? I
have sprak to & man who raise a hand
against my noble lord—"

Hassan stered down the rugged slope
of the pyramid.

“He has gone,” he said. “He run
very fast, and why should he run, ex-
cept that he fear? My noble gentle-
man is right—he is one villain-=for if
ha 18 not afraid, why should he run?
Now I understand, sar.”

Hassan waved both brown hands in
his exeitement.

“That son of ten thousand pigs!*” he
exclaimed. ! Noble sar, let us descend
& pyramid—by Mena House there is
police station, and policemans will find
‘that grandfather of five hundred hogs!
- I, Hassan, will go to policemans, and
tell them where to look for Vyssef in
Caire, sar! ¥Yes, gar! Now I know
why ha want to hire him donkeys to m
noble lords—why he offer Hassan mue
backsheesh! ©Oh, sar, if T have known
that he is enemy of my lordly gentle-
men, I speak not with himn—I strike
him with my stick—I bash him, as you
gay in your noble language ™
‘Let's g0, suid Harey.

Haszan called the Bedouins for the
descent of the pyramid. Tor the
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lofty gesture of

moment a suspicion had crossed the
minds of the juniors that the faithful
assan might be in league with the
hawk-faced Arab. But the dragoman's
explanation was plausible enough, and
they dismissed the idea.
he juniors began the ‘descent of the
pyramid.

Threa of the Bedounins helped each of And

the party—except Bunter, who gave
plenty of work to six, :

Getting down the pyramid was almost
as hard work as getting up. There was
an unending accompaniment of grunts,
and gasps, and pgroans from Bill
Bunter, But they reached the foot o
the ragged steps at last, and started
down the sandy hill towards the Mena
House Hotel.

“I say, you fellows”—Billy Bunter
turned an indignant and accusing blink
on the Famous Five—"I'm fed-up with
pf'rn.mids! You silly idiots can climb
all the beastly pyramids you like, but
I'm jolly woll not going to climb any
more putrid p}*rnmiﬁos—am? If you go
up any mora rotten pyramids, you can
jolly well leave me behind 1

“Gentlemen and chaps,” said Bob
Cherry, “we'd better spend a lot of
time climbing pyramids! Seems sort of
attractive, doesn't it?"

“¥ah ! snorted Bunter.

The lhcat of the day was coming on

as the juniors arrived at ena
Housze, an theEl_ were glad to get into
the shade. arry Wharton went

across to the police station opposite
the hotel, with Iassan, to be present
while the dragoman explained the
affair of Wussef, tha son of Hamid, to
the native inspector. He wundoerstood
littla of what was said; but Hassan's
excited volleyva of Arabic and earnest
gesticulations seemed to leave no doubt
of his good faith in the matter. Then
the captain of the Greyfriars Remove
joined his friends at lunch.

Billy Bunter had recoverad his cheer-
fulness by that time, He packed away
one lunch after another with great en-
joyment. After which Bunter retired
to a shady tree for a siesta; and, the
midday rest being & necessity in the
Egyptian climate, the other fellows
followed his example.

Not till lata in the afternoomn did
Hassan announce that the donkeys were
ready for the ride to the Sphinx.

The Famous Five and Leord Maul-
evercr wera ready, too, but Billy Buhlter
was not ready.

He zat up and blinked at the juniors
when they called him.

“If you think I'm going to stir in
this fearful heat——" he began.

“The other donkeys are wairhing !

szid EBob.

“Yah! Call me again in two
hours—""

“(h, all right! We shall be back by
then.”

“What I mean iz, wyou 'l:‘ﬂ-lil wait a
couple of hours, and then Il cowne,™
explained Bunter. "If you go now, you
o without me! Mind, I menn that|
'm hers to look after vou and pro-
tect vou, snd all that, but I refuse to
stir in this fearful heat! I refuse
distinctly | If you go before two hours
from now, you go without me, and take
your chance ! 'Fwns.h my hands of the
matter I*

“Ha, hay, hal®

““You can cackle!™ hooted Bunter.
“But I tell you I shall wash my
hands—" ;

“VWash your neck at the same time”
sugﬁested Bob: "it can do with it 1?

*‘Ha, ha, bhal”

“ Beast ¥

“"Look hare, DBunter, wyou'd better
eome '™ snid Harry., “ You want to seo
the Sphinz—"

THE MAGWET

“Blow the Sphinx |
Bunter closed his eves again behind

his big spectacles. ‘he Sphinx did
not n.é)]:lﬂa to him so much as a pro-
longed nap in the shade.

arry Wharton & Co. walked over

to where the donkeys were waiting with
the donkey-boys, leaving Bunter to nap.
the keenest ove could not have
detected any sign of grief at the loss of
Billy Bunter's fascinating company.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
In the Desart!

HACK, whack, whack!
W The sticks of the donkey-

bays whacked and cracked on

the backs of tha trotting
donkeys. Each donkey had its own
special donkey-boy, in charge of mount
and rider, running beside the animal,
objurgating in Arabic and whacking it
with a stick.

It was in vain that the juniors told
the dusky donkey-boys to “chuck ™ it
They either did not or did not want
to understand. It was their way to
1111:;1:!: the donkeys, and they whacked
thent.

But it was hardly morc than a half-
mile from Mena House to the Sphinx,
so the ride did not take long.

Tha Famous Five would just as soon
have walked itha short distance;: but
Lord Mauleverer undoubtedly preferred
to make the trip sitting down, and, still
mora undoubtedly, Hassan, the drago-
man, had to be ﬂiiﬂWﬁﬂ to hire donkeys
and pocket becksheesh for the same
from the donkey-owner.

Heassan had declared that the donkeys
were the best donkeys that were obtain-
able in all Egypt, only the very best
of all things being suitable for his noble
gentlemen. DBut, as a maotter of [act,
tha Famous TFive were provided with
rather poor anmimals, only Lord Maul-
everer gotting a good one.

But Mauly’'s mount was a large
powerful white donkey, strong and
sturdy, and evidently capable of speed.
Hassan had specially selected him for
his lordship, with his donkey-boy,
Mohammed, who was rather a tough-
looking Arab, with part of an ear mize-
ing, from a knife-slash in some affray.
Had Lord Mauleverer “let out™ his
donkey he would have left the other
fellows far behind, But Mohammed
kept the white donkey at the same pace
ns the others, and they arrived at the
Sphinx together.

They dismounted near that ancient
monument, and the donkey-boyas were
left in -:ha.riga of the donkeys whila tha
juniors explored the Sphinx.

Although in the hot weather there
wora few “ peoples,” as Hassan said, a
dozen or more tourista were round about
the Sphinz. The American gentleman
who had been on top of the Pyramid of
Cheops was thore, and the chums
Groyfriars caught hizs voice:

“I guess 1t must cost something to
keep ghis clear of sand. I'll a.qi they
have to do a lot of sweepingl gure
wonder if & puy could find out what it
costs [

“ Wunderbar ! a stout German was
saying. ' Ach! Wunderbar ! Kolossal I

“ Backsheesh 1 came soveral native
voices. “ Baecksheeosh 1

“Ma foi, maizs jo't soif!” came a
French voico. i

Thera was a snapping of cameras,

“Here, lordly gentlemen.” Hassan's
sing-zong voice started—"here i3 great
n.ncf wonderful Sphinx, which iz huge
lion sitting down, with head of a man,
royal head-dress on same head. Thins
plece is quarry where stones for (Great



EVERY SATURDAY

=

i

e, o)

; ,'i
e

=3,
L
; l‘ir
e

e

= [y
£ = =Tl

e

J! |"-'J .!:
|

I"l

3

aui

o i)

i
{ Ll
: iy

,

i

[ ]

* With eonsiderable exertion, lordly fat gentleman will reach top of pyramids! *” saild Hassan, encouragingly. One of the

Arabs shoved Bunter from behind, while two more dragged fromabove,
the Bedoulns eracked under the strain.

Pyramid taken by Cheops. Huge stone

remained, and was made into Bphinx

and a series of loud reports like pistol-
shots. ‘There was no doubt that the

on the spot, by order of Khephron, German entleman detracted ocon-
honourable successor of Cheops. Travel- siderably from the majesty of the
lers in all a&m had admired and Sphinx,

wondered, Pholographs have been “Height of wonderful Sphinx 1s sixty

taken in all languages! Yes! Covered
many times by sand of desert and
hidden from honourable eyes of noble
travallers, snr! Now it is keeped clear
of desert sand that noble travellers may
sea! Yes! Hassan tell you all things.™

“1 suppose & dragoman must
allowed to run on!" murmured Lord
Mauleverer. “Next time I come to
Egypt I shall go to Cooks, and ask for
a6 dumb dragoman ™

“Mutilations of magnificent Sphinx
dons by Arabs in time of Caliphs”
chanted Hassan. “In year 1380 much
domage was done! Yes! Later, Mame-
lukes used Sphinx as target for firing!
All round there are chips from the old

block, as you say in your noble
language! Many chi have been
sticked on again to the old block ! Yes!

Hers, in front of Bphinx, it is ocus-
tomary for noble gentlemen to stand

and dg‘aza on majeatic monument, and
spend some minutes in solemn re-
festions.”

Solemn reflections might very well
have been induced by the strange old
monument, that with stony eyes had
gazed out on the desert for years
unnumbered.

But the human surroundings were
anything but sclemn,

A stout German tourist had clam-
bered on the Bphinx, whera hit equall
stout better half was snapping him wit
o Kodak.

Dust of the desert had got into the
Cerman gentleman’s nose, and he was
blowing it with a big red handkerchief,

teot, feet English,” went on Hassan.
“Length of same two hundred and
forty feet, alse English! Gigantic
monument of huge size, truly enormous !
MNose of Sphinx five feet, English, and
mouth of same seven feet.”

“Beats Bunter!” murmured DBob
Cherry.

“Ha, ha, hal"

“My noble gentlemon, here you do
not smile ! exclaimed Hassan. “Here
you moditate with considerable
solemnity, all being included in total
charge of twenty piastres.”

“It wons rather o mistake of the

Mamelukes to do their shooting
ractice at the Sphinx,” murmured
rd Mauleverer. “They uuﬁht to

have dope it at the dragomans |

“"MNow wea relurn to donkeys, and view
temples and tombs, olso of which some
are covered with sand of desert,” eaid

Hassan., "My lords shall see overy-
thing; for I, Hassan, know al]l things.
Yes, sar! IHassan is your dragoman;

you trust Hassan !”

The juniors returned to the donkeys
and remounted. Once more the sticks
of the donkey-bovys whacked and
eracked. They looked at pyramids, and
rock-tombs and temples; and they
were rather curious to see tha spot
where tombs were covered by the. drift-
ing sand of the Libran Desert, and the
donkeys were turned in that direction.
Cultivated land was left bohind them
as they rode into the deosert. Ewen at
a short distance the din of tourists and

** Look out ! ** velled Bob Cherry, suddenly, as
* He's falling 1"

guides was left behind, and the silonce
of the desert fell upon them. ;

At a sign from Hassan, the donkey-
boys urged on the animals, and the
party procceded ot a swift trot.

Each donkey-boy seemed to be doin
his best, with the result that Lor
Maulevercr, being the best mounted in
the party, soon pot ahead of the others.

Mohammed whaecked and whacked,
and had to go all out to keep pace with
the swift white donkey.

“Hallo, hallo, halla! ©Old Mauly's
leaving us behind 17  exclaimed b

erry.  “We mustn't get separated
here. Hassan, tell that fellow
Mohammed to slow down.”

Hassan shouted in Arabic after the
driver of the white donkey.

But Mohammed seemed deal.

Ho continued to whack Lord Maule-
verdr's donkey, and his lordship drew
farther and farther ahead of the rest of
the party.

“Son of hve hundred pigs ' exclaimed
Hassan, “He docs not hear! By the
beard of the Prophet, never again will I
hire that donkey-boy I

“Call him hack at once!™ exclaimed
Wharten sharply. :

Hassan put Ifis brown hands to his
T:uuﬁh to make & trumpet, and roared in

rabic.

&till Mohammed did not heed.
Lord aulevercr glanced
evidently he heard the shouting.
Cherry geiled te him :
“Hold on, Mauly!
bean I :

Dob's powerful voice carried the dis-
tance, and Mauly waved his hand in
response. The juniors saw him lean
towards Mohammed to speak. They
urgoad on their donkeys to overtake him.

{Continued on page 16.)
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Wait for us, old



hiz arm, and wrenched him from the and drag Mauleverer to ‘his feet.
5 5

o,
Mohummed, the donkey-boy, did not

: St?lP.
- he white donkey fnllnpad of,

Mohammed running swiftly at his side,

and they vanished among the sand dunes

almost 1n a moment, i
That Mohammed had led him into a

e was plain enough ; but now that he

& .

: B and

(Continued from page 13.)

But if Mauly was telling Mchammed to
stop, a8 no doubt he was, the donkey-
driver heeded him no more than he had
heeded Hassan, Instead of stopping,
Mohammed grasped the donkey's reins,
and led him at a gallop round a fold in
the sand, which hid donkey and rider
and donkey-boy from the eyes of the

juniors behind.
“What the thump—" eoxclaimed
MNugent.

“Hon of pigs!" exclaimed Hassan.
“\What does he do? Hea is the most
stupid donkey-boy in all Egypt I

Wharten compressed his lips.

“Get after him, vou fellows ™ he said.
“'“EJ;E rl'muai'.nt*f‘a let Mauly get out of our
sight ! 3

The Famous Five drove on their
donkeys as fast as the animals could go.
They reunded the ridge of sand where
Mauleverer had disappesrcd, expecting
te see him agsin.

But they did not see him.

Ridge on ridge, fold on fold, of sand
met their eyes, stretching away towards
B low range of barren, sun-scorched
cliffs. Bomewhere behind the ridges of
sand Lord Mauleverer had disappeared,
with the white donkey and his doiver.

Hardly a couple of miles from the
Pyromids and the Sphinx, where tourists
were staring and epapshotting, and
bedonins and dragomans babbling and
fzr:hhlmg, the schoolboy earl of Grey.
riars had vanished into the desert, and
the silent waste of sand had swallowed
him from the sight of his friends.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.

Trapped 1
L1 -K-ALIZELQO3 I”
Lord Mauleverer fairly

asped,

ET!;% action of Mohammed,
the donkey-boy, in seizing the donkey's
bridle and leading him onward instead
of stopping, had taken Mauly by sur-
prise. a roapped out a sharp order to
the donkey-boy, but Mohammed did not
heed; he ran at full speed beside the
galloping white donkey, and they were
going so fast now that Mauly gnd to
take care not to be tossed out of the
eaddle. A fall on the rough sand would
have been extremely paintul.

Lord Mauleverer, locking back, saw
only a high ridge of sand, which hid his
friends from his sight, and though he
was not alarmed, he was determined to
slop till they came up, and he strove to
drag in the donkey. %‘rum a hollow of
the sand, a sort of gully thet sonk be-
tween sand-drifted rocks, a man lcaped
suddenly and caught at his arm.

In f.h_E:lar amazement, Lord Mauleverer
recognised the jetty-eyed, olive-skinned
Kaliselas—the Greek of Caire, who had
tiavelled to far-off England ' quest of
the scarab of A-Menah, and who had
followed the Crevfriara party back to
Egypt, seeking it still.

.efs ‘Manleverer stared at him, und
gtutterod his namoe, Kalizelos dragged at
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‘them.

delivered the goods, as it were,
§ Ializelos had no further need of him
donkey-boy and donkey vanished

togother.

ord Mauleverer sprawled on  the
ground, the Greek bending over him,
the hooi-beats of the donkey dying away
in the distance.

There was & mocking grin on the
handsome, olive face of the Greek, and
triumph glittered in hizs jet-black eyes.

“Yussef ! he called sharply.

A ihick-set Arab emerged from the
gully. Lord Mauleverer, as he struggle
with the Greek, recognised him, It was
the man who flad attacked him in the
hotel at Cuaire, the man who had been in
talk with Hassan, the dragoman, on the
summit of the Great Pyramid.

Kalizelos rapped out a sharp order in
Arable. The muscular Yussef grasped
Mauleverer, and Kalizelos, lending his
aid, the schoolboy was dragged down
into the gully.

Tho hoof-beats of Mohammed’s
donkey had died out; but from another
direction hoof-beats could heard.
Harry Wharton & Co., though still out
of sight boyond the sand-ridge, were
drawing nearer.

Yuszef had drawn a dingy linen clout
over Mauleverer's mouth to gag him,
and in silence the two rascals ?-iited the
schoolboy and carried him farther down
the gully.

They did not go far, however, They
stopped where several squared masses of
old yellow hmestone—evidently part of
an ancicnt building buried in tﬂa sand—
cropped up. Kalizeloe and Yussef
erouched amoug the old blocks of stone,
holding Manleverer down between them.

Clatter, clatter, clatter! sounded tho
donkeys' hoofs on the hard sand, clatier-
ing past the end of the sunken gully at
;1 :émtnnee of not more than twenty
vards.

Lord Mauleverer listened, his heart
beating painfully.

He was powerless to struggle or o
ont, but surely his friends would fin
him, and the Famous Five, with the
assistanco  of the museular Hassan,
would be more than a match for these
two scoundrels who had kidna him.

But the pgrin of Yussef's face, the
snecr on that of Kalizelos, were not re-
assuring.

Clattor, clatter
grow ]pudnr—an& then
and fainter!

Mauleverer could have groaned.

His fricnds had ridden on past the
end of the gully. He had been out of
their sight when he was seized, and the
did not dream that he wns dismounted,
and held in lawless hande, so close to
1 The tracks of Mohammed and
his donkey led onward into the desert,
winding among the sand-dunes, and the
Greviriars fellows wero naturally follow-
ing. Bwvon if they guessed yet that
something had happened lo Mauleverer,
that the donkev-boy was treacherous, it
was the track of the donkey that they
wonld follow in search of him.

They were not likely io overtake it.
Lord Maulbverer remembered, with a
g:ng of dismay, that he had been the

st-mounted in the party—the white
donkey of Mchammed had been worth
twice any of tha others. chammed
could lead the pursusrs & dance as long
as he liked. :

Not till the clattering hoof-beats had
died away did Kalizelos and Yus:ef rise

clatter ! The sound
fainter, fainter,

d Lord
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The
rag was removed from his mouth, allow-
ing him to speak; but he did not think
of shouting, His friends were beyond
hearing now. 3

“At last, my lord!" grinned the
Greek. * You are in my hands at last [*

“¥ans,” said Lord Mauleverer.
*“Looks like it, old bean.” Mauleverer
was well aware that he was in the dead-
licst danger, but he was quite cool.

“The scarab, my lord!” Kalizelos
held out his hand. “The scarab—and
You may rejoin your friends as soon os
you plense.”

Lord Mauleverer smiled.

“You've rather beaten yourself, vou
raseal ! he remarked.

“What do you mean?” snarled the
Greek, his black oyes gittering at the
a-nbuuli:aqy earl, I warn you not to
trifle with me !

“I mean exactly what I say,” drawled
Mauleverer. “I had the scarab in
my pocket this mornin' when that black-
Jjowled pal of yours tackled me in the
hotel. I should have brought it out
with me if that hadn't hoppened. But,
you sce, my friends madc me leave it
mndoors for safety—and I'm jolly glad
they did now! They fancied I wasn't
safe carryin’ it—and it looks as if they
were right, what 7

Kalizelos spoke to Yussef in Arabie,
and the hawk-faced Arab proceeded to
search Lord Mauleverer, Mauly sub-
mitted quietly ; there was no help for it
in the hands of the two rascals, Yussef’s
thievish brown fingers did their work
swiftly and thoroughiy: but the result
was only te prove that the Golden
Scarab was not on the prisoner.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
No Surrender !

ONSTANTINGS EKALIZELOA
K gritted his teeth.
“You left the scarab in
Cairo1'" he asked.
“Yans, "

“With your guardian, the old man
Brooke '

“The truth!” hissed Kalizelos.

Lord Mauleverer's lip curled.

“My dear man,” he said contemptu-
cusly, “I1 shail tell you the truth or
nothin’. You surely don't take me for
a lyvin' rascal like yourself, Mr.
Kalizelos 1"’

“Take care!” muttered the Greek,
clenching his hands. “If you have
parted with the scarab you have left it
with your guardian——"

“Not in the least, old hean! You've
been so jolly active after that jolly old
scarab, you see,’’ explained Mauleverer.
“My uncle’s an old man, and I wasn’t
going to land him in danger from you
and your ﬁng. He's advised me several
times to let him have charge of the
scarab, but T wasn't lettin’ him i for
anythin’ of the sort.”

“Then where have you left it? In
whose hands '

“Find out,” answered Lord Maule-
verer coolly.

“It is usual to hand valuables over to
the hotel manager, to be locked in the
safe,”” snid Kalizelos. “Is that what
you have donei"

That, as a matter of fact, was exactly

what JT.ord Mauleverer dona,
though he would hardly have taken the
trouble had not Harry Wharton in-

gisted, and walked him of to the
manager's room for the purpose.

But he had no intention of telling
Kalizelos so.

“I've told you to find out,” ha
answered.
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“Will yon answer mof{"
“No, 1 won't,”" said Lord Mauleverer

Lord Manleverer was silent, gazin
at the gloomy portal of the half-burie

coolly,. “The Goldem Scarab of tomb.

A-Menah belongs to me, and belonged to “ Pq:rhaﬁs your lerdship would prefer
my father before me. Accordin’ to your to write!” sneered Kahzelos.

aocount, it's a clue to & treasure— “ Never [

worth & quarter of a million I]J.vounda. “In twenty-four hours, 1 think, your
I'm not a stingy chap, I hope; but I'm lordship will give a different answer,”

not makin’ you presents to that tune,
Mr. Kalizelos. ou're never goin' to
get your hands on that scarab.”

“Wo shull see!” muttered the Greek.
“¥ou are in my hands now, Lord
Mauleverer ! I have failed many
times—at Mauleverer Towers in your
own country, at MNaples, in Alexandria,
and in Cairo. ere in the Libyan
Dezert I have succceded | Your life for
the scarab 1™

“"(Go and eat cokel" i

“Your guardian, Sir Reginald Brooke,
may make a different answer,” sneered
the Greek. "“He will receive a lether
from you, mii lord, asking him to lLand
over the Golden Bcarab to my messen-

or, as @ ransom for your life and
iberty. What will the old man Brooke
do in snswer to such a letter 1"

“]1 rvather fancy he would hand over
the scarab, dear man, if I wrote an’
asked him to. But I'm not goin’ w
wirtte.'’ ;

“You think not?" sneered Kalizelos.

“I'm quitea sure not” yawned
Mauvleverer.
“Wao shall see, my lord! To-morrow

QUL AnsWwer will be chan ed, I think.”
* | hu}x« I shall he aeei%* the last ol
ou betore to-morrow,”” said Lord
fauleverer. * Wou've ﬁ;:r_t me here; but
iy friends will be searchin’ for me, and

they'll guess pretty soon what has ]mﬁ:l

pened. . They'll start every jolly o
Arab within a mile of the ] {mmlds
huntin® for me—and every jolly old

Arab in the desert, for that matter.
You know your own jolly old country,
Mz, Kalizelos, and s¢ you know that
every Arab in Egypt will Jum]i; on his
hind logs and hunt for me at the word
‘ hacksheesh.! ¥ Mauleverer pgrinned.
“You've got me here, but you can’t get
me away [

“That is troe,” said Kalizelos, “If I
carried you away into the desert, Lord
Mauleverer, you would not remain long
in my hands, The offer of & reward
would set hundreds—nay, thousands—of
greedy Arabs searching for you. But 1t
15 not my intention to carry you away
into the desert. My plans have been
laid, as you will see.’

The Greek spoke again in Arabie.
Yussef stapped to one of the blocks of
limestone, and, to Mauleverer’s aston-
ishment, grasped it in his brawny
hands. The muscular Arab exerted his
strongth, and the limestone block relled
aside, revealing a narrow, oblong open-
ing in the pile of masonry behind.

It was the entrance to an ancient
tomb, half buried in.the sand.

Kalizelos pointed to the opening.

“Enter, my lord[" he said mock-
ingly. “If you ars curicus about the
antiquities of this strange land, you may
spend your time explering this tomb,
where mummies still remain that have
lnin hidden from all knowledge for 5,000
years. But perhaps vour lordship will
not cars to axplore in the dark—and 1
rogret that I can leave you mo light!
Do not fancy that '{uu may be found
Lare, iny lord; this lost tomb ia known
only to me and to my friends."

“(h gad !" murmured Mauleverer.

“ All the backsheesh in Egypt will not
enuse you to be found here,'”’ grinned
Kaliznlos. “And Yussef will remain,
with orders to drive his dagger to your
heart if there should be a chance of
rescus, But that, as you will sce for
yourself, i3 not likely."

sald Kalizelos. "I can wait—and
shall see! Now enter |

Mauleverer clenched his hands hard.
Ho knew now that there was no hope
of rescue by his friends. In that lost
tcmb, unknown even to the guides who
plied their trade at the Pyramids, he
could never be found. he cunnin
Greek’s plans had been carefully laid,
and the schoolboy earl was trapped.

But it was futile to strnj:glm In the

rasp of the Greck and the

anlevorer—fiercely resisting, but over-
powered—went staggering through the
narrow deor of the tomb, )

Only & square apartment cut in the
solid rock met his eyes as he stared
round him in the glimmer of sunlight
that came in at the narrow door.

There werc signs of occupation, how-
aver. d of rugs lay mm a corner,
and thera was a lamp; utensils of
various sorts, and canned food and fruit,
It was evident that the lost tomb was
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used at timos as a retreat and a den b
some thief of the desert. Mauly hag
heard that dwellings in old tombs were
not unknown in Egypt. On the farther
side of the rock-reom steps led down-
ward into utter darkness, :
“That is your way, my lord,” said
KEalizelos, pownting to the steps.
Mauleverer repressed & shudder,

All signs of burial of the dead had
been removed from the rock-room in
which he stood. But he had no doubt
that below, all was left as in ancient
days—sarcophagl and mummies,

* Descend 1"’ grinned Kalizelos.

“ Unless your InrdshiF will write—""
“Go and eat cokel”
Lord Mauloverer descended the dark
steps without waiting to be handled
again., At the foot he stocd in darkness.

Above ho heard =a muttﬂriu% in
Arabio, then a thud as tho great block
of limestone at the door of the tomb was
closed. A

The sound struck him like a knell.

Even if he could have renched it to
make the attempt, he know that he
could not have moved that huge block.
Yusszef, who had twice his strength, had
had to exert every ounce of it. Maule-
verer could not have stirred it en inch.

Mot that he could have made the
attempt, with the Arab on guard. In
the upper chamber of the tomb re-
mained Yussof. There was the camp of
the hawlk-faced Arab. He had light,
food, drink—all he needed=—and mno

Arvab, h
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doubt he was well paid for his servicea
by tha Greek. Mauleverer héard him
moving about, and presently caught the
scent of tobacco as the Arab lighted his
Turkish pipe and smoked.

To ascend the steps and enter into a
conflict with an enmed and werful
ruffian  was  futile. Mauleverer's
courage did not falter, but his face was
grave and a little pnle as ho peoered
about him in the darkness of the lower
tomb and E:ruped in the gloom.

His hand came inte coutact with cold
stono; he folt over the top of an ancient
sarcophagus, from which the stone hd
was gone. His hand touched something
else, and he knew that it was & mummi-
fied body resting where it had rested for
uncounted centuries. Ho jerked his
and away, shuddering.

“Good gad!" murmured Mauleverer.
He sat down at last on the lowest
step.  Escape was impossible; rescne
ienm&d scarcely possible:; there was no

Lehals i

a Colden Searab, which was said—
and believed by Kalizelos—to be the
clue to the treasure of Osiris, had led
him to his death among the long-for-
gotten dead! Only the surrender of
the scarab of A-Menah to the plotting
Greek could save him | What would be
his answer to the cunning Greek after
a night and a day in that dim recess of
shadows and death? Lord Mauleverer
set his teeth as he asked himself that
question. Konstantinos Kalizelos could
do his worst, but he would never
surrender.

—_———m

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Missing !

ILMI MAROUDI, the rich
Egyptian of Caire, smiled.
Snora 1 ]

The sound was not musieal.
And Billy Bunter, as he sprawled in
the low chair in the shade of the tree,
with his fat little legs stretched out,
his eyes shut, and his mouth open, could
not have becn considered an object of
beauty. ] . )
But Hilmi Maroudi smiled ; while Sir
Reginald Brocke gave a slight grunt.
The plump Egyptian gentleman, and the
stiff old English baronet, stood looking
at Billy Bunter. Under the shade of the
tree nmenr Mena House, in sight of the
towering Pyramids, Billy Bunter was
enjoying his “sojourn in Egypt in his

oWEn Way. i
Sunsct glowed on the Pyramids and

the Sphinx—the gloricus sunset of
ET::';pt.p The radiance of gold in the
sky was like the glow burnished

motal. It was quite lost on William
George Bunter, who probably would not
have wasted a blink on it had he been
awako.

And he was fast asleep. He had
wakened for tea—and he had disposed
of & tea that made the waiters
open their eyes. After which, as the
other fellows had not yet returned,
Bunter went to sleep again. Dunter
could do with a great deal of sleep. He
ecould do with more than usual, in the
hot eclimate of Egypt. Fellows who
wanted to root about mouldy old
temples and tombs, could root about
mouldy old temples and tombs—Billy
Bunter preferred a long, cane chair, and
s nap in the shade. Unconscious of
the passage of time, Bunter snored on
cheerily, and the two men, brown and
white, stood locking at him, one
smiling, the other grumting. _

“Thig, I think, is our little fat friend,”
said Hilmi Moroudi.

Tree Macxer Lisrary.—No. 1,280,



It is Bunter I grunted Sir Reginald.
“But he seoms to be alone here—wherc
are the athers?” ;

There was a slight shade of anxiety on
the old baronet’s brow.

It had been arranged for the gm_rt,;,'
at the Pyramids fo return to Cairo
before sunset. Hassan, the dragoman,
had been specially instructed, and
hitherto Hassan had been absolutely
exemplary in carrying out his -
structions, But the party had not
returned.

Bir HReginald had spent a very
pleasant day at the house of Maroudi
in Cairo, while his youthful charges
were secing the sights of Egypt in the
care of the faithivl Hassan. He had
visited the rich Egyptian's collection
of antiquitics, and discussed with him
farming in the Fayyum=—in which fertile
district the old baronct had an estate
adjoining Maroudi's. The Egyptian
gontleman had driven back with bim to
hiz hotel to dine with him and the
Greyfriars party. And thers they found
that Hassan and the juniors had not
como back.

Maroudi, whom the juniors had met
on the boat coming out to Alexandria,
was a plump and good-natured gentle-
man, and he had taken a liking to the
choery party of schoolboys—especially
Harry Wharton, whom he had saved
from being weshed overboard in the
squall on the Mediterrancan. His
garvant Ali had attempted to purlmin
the Golden Scarab, and endangered
Wharton's life; for which reasom, Mr.
Maroud: scemed to consider that it was
up to him to do everything in his power
for the Greyfriars fellows. They had
met him several times in Cairo, and
found him very agreeable, and he was
tolerant even of Billy Bunter, though
that fat and fatuous youth hardly con-
cealed the fact that he locked on the
wealthy Dpyptian gentleman a3 a
“niggor **—merely that, and nothing
more. Bunter, no doubt, would have
been indignant had he known that the
nigger found him very amusing.

As the juniors had not returned fo
Caire, Mr. Maroudi proposed driving
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Ji.‘P‘—__'; + %:}
Warfare in the desert with all

the thrills of fighting for
Lawrence, the uncrowned
King of Arabia! One of the
most stirring adventure stories
ever written—it will grip you
from beginning to end.

Ask for No. 3 of

BOYS’ WONDER
LIBRARY 7.openee 2°

Newsagents

out to the Pyramids to pick them up;
and on the way Sir Reginald had looked
out rather anxiously for the juniors’
car.

But it had not been seen; and on
arriving at Mena House, they found
that the car was still parked there, and
that Hassan and the juniors were still
absent on an excursion.

They learned, however, that one
member of the party was in the garden,
and went to look for him. Now they
had found him. From quite a distance
Bill& Bunter's hefty snore guided them
to the spot.

“1 supposc they left Bunter here—he
is a very lazy boy.” said Sir Reginald.
“But, whore are they 1™

“Perhaps DBunter can tell
su‘g§eﬂ&d TMr. Maroudi. :

*1 am feoling a little uneasy,” said
Sir Reginald. “The boys, of course,
are safe with the dragoman—he was
well recommended. But—"

“You are thinking of the Greek,
Kalizelos i

" Well, yes,” said Sir Reginald, *The
rascal has fled from Cairo to escape
arrest, and I have no doubt that he is
at a safe distance, and there is nothing
now to fear from him. Nevertheless——"

The old gentleman broke off with a
worried look. Since Kalizelos had
disappeared from Caire, he had con-
cluded that the rascally Greek was done
with. But he was fecling uncasy now.

Bnorve | :

Bunter was going strong.

“The fact is, the hotel manager in-
formed me that some hotel thief entered
my nephew's room this mnrnini[ while
I was absent,” said Sir Roginald, “It
may be a trivial matter, but—in view
of the fact that the boys have not
returned —"

He stooped over Bunter, !E-as;m:-d him
by & fat shoulder, and shook him.

“"Beast [ murmured Bunter.

Bhake.

“Urrrggh! Lemme alonal
rising-bell, wyou rotter!” mumbled
Bunter. “I'm not getting up yet, and
you can tell Quelch so, blow him [

Shake! Shakel

Billy Bunter's little
opencd at last, behind his big round
spectacles, He blinked peevishly.

“Can't you let & fellow sleep!?” he
growled.

“ Bunter ! rapped 8ir
“Wake up at once!”

“Oh! It's you?” grunted Bunter. He
blinked at Mauly's unecle, and then at
Mr. Maroudi. “ Have they come back?
It must ha time for dinner—I'm getting
hungry.” Bunter removed his spectacloes,
ruh}?ﬂd his sleepy eves, and replaced the
spactaclos on his fat little nose, and
prunted again. He had not awakencd
in o good temper. Two or three lunches,
with two or three tens added, *preved "
the fat junior m little. “Just like the
rotters—eclearing off, and leaving =&
follow on his own! After all I've done
for themm——"

“Where are my nephew and his
friends, Bunter?”

“How should I knowi!” grunted
Bunter. “They refused to wait for mo
—I told them I should keep them only
a couple of hours, but they refused to
wait! Blow 'em! I've no doubt they've
run into some trouble, like they always
do when I'm not leoking after them. I
dara say that beast Yussef has got aftor
them. Serve them right 1™

“Yussef! Who is Yussef?" snapped
Sir Reginald.

“That Arab beast who pgot after
Mauly this morning in the hotel,”

'HS,”

"Tain't

round eyes

Reginald.
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grunted Bunter. * The beast who wanted
to pinch that rotten, silly scarsb.”

Mr. Hilmi Maroudi's face became very
grave, Sir Reginald started.

“Tell me at once what happened to
my nephew thiz morning, Bunter!™” he
snapped. “I have heard that o thief
entered his room; that is all.”

Bunter grunted it out.

“Then—there iz no doubt that it was
another attempt to steal the scarab,”
exclaimed Bir Reginald, when the fat
Owl had finished. “ Have you seen the
man since, Bunter?"

“I spotted him,” eaid Bunter, "The
other fellows never mnoticed him, of
course—they never szee .nn:.rthing. |
spotted him talking to Hassan, and told
them—but they lot him get away! Just
like them |

“ He was talking to Hassan, the drago-
man ! asked Mr. Maroudi.

“Yes; in that idiotic, jaw-cracking
language they speak in this country,”
grunted Bunter. * Hossan said he was
named Yussef, and was a donkey-man—
and wanted us to hire hiz donkeys! But
he cleared off jolly fast when I spotted
him and gave the fellows the tip.™

3ir Reginald compressed his lips.

“If some rascal employed by Kalizelos
is in this vicinity, the boys may be in
danger " he said. " Do you know where
they went, Bunter "

“They went to the Sphinx, and to sce
some pubrid tombs, or something,”
answered Bunter. "™ They said they'd be
back in a couple of hours.” Ha blinked
at his watch. “That was more than
four hours ago! Lot they care about
leaving a chap on his own all this time
—fat lotl"

“Yet, there could scarcely be danger,
among s0 many tourists and guides, and
other natives,” said Sir Reginald slowly.
“And I gave Hassan the most careful
instructions not to take the boyz into
any lonely place.’

Mr. Maroudi looked at him. [He
seemed aboub to speak, but checked
himself.

“I say, are you going back to Cairo?"
asked Bunter.
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EVERY SATURDAY
o

Kalizelos suddenly leaped out from a hollow in the sand, dragged at Mauleverer's arm, and wienched him from the
saddle. The next moment the hoofbeats of the donkey were dying away in the distance [

“We can scarcely go without my
nephew and his friends, Bunter.”

“But we shall be late for dinner at
the hotel,”

“That matters very little.”

“Eh?" Bunter blinked at him. " But
I'm hungry! Didn't you hear me say
that I'm hungry ?"’

" Nonsensa |

“'They can follow, I suppose?” said
Bunter, with a grunt. “If they've lost
themselves, what can they expect—goin
off without me? If that beast Yusse
is after them, they've jolly well asked
for it. I think—"

. Sir Reginald did not appear to be
interested in what Bunter thought. He
made the fat junior a ture to be
silent. With a troubled brow he stood
locking past the Pyramids towards the
descrt.  The sunset was deepening to
dark — tourists, guides, backsheesh-
hunting Arabs, were coming in, but the
Creyfriars fellows were not to be seen
among them. A silver glimmeor of the
moon orept up over the Nile,

Leaving Bunter grunting, and won-
dering when on earth he was going to
E{ﬂt any dinner, Sir Reginald and Mr,

aroudi walked dewn the road towards
the Pyramids. That was the way the
Groyfriars juniors would come when
they came, and if they came. They

assed the (ireat Pyramid and the

phinx, glimmering strangely in the
moonlight, Bir Reginald, with knitted
brows, was thinking of Hassan the
dragoman’s carelessness, in  having
allowed his charges t6 wander from the
beaten track. Mr. Hilmi Maroudi was
alse thinking of Hassan—but not of his
carclessness.  He was thinking of the
circumstanea that Yussef, the agent of
Kalizelos, had becn in talk with the
dragoman on the Great Pyramid, as he
had learnod from Billy Bunter. And
there were thoughts in the Egyptian’s

mind that ho did not communicate to
his companion.

Clatter | Clatter! Clatter!

1t was a thudding of donkers' hoofs
on the road from the desert, and a
bunch of riders came dimly in sight in
the moonlight. .

Bir Roginald utterod an exclamation
of rolicf.

“They are comin

Hilmi Maroudi did not speak.

E”

THE TWELFTH CHATFTER,

Lost ]
b AULY 1”
M “Maoulevercr, old man[”
U Mauly 1™
Harry Wharten & Co.

shouted, and shouted again, and their
volces rang and echoed among the sand
dunes,

For an hour or more the Famous Five
had ridden as fast as the donkevs could
go on the track of Mohammed and the
white donkey.

The sticks of the denkey-boys whacked
and whacked, and eracked and cracked,
and the juniors uttered no word of
remonstrance now—they were (oo
anxious to come wup with their lost
comrade,

Hassan, the dragoman.with tho golden
tassal of his red tarboosh dancing, kept
pace with the donkeys.

For many miles it was easy to see
which way the whito donkey had gone.
But not once did the juniors eatch
sight of it

Round about them lay many hard,
rocky tracts, where the footprints of
donkey and donkey-boy might easily
have been lost. Dut Mohamied apd
the white donkey secmed specially
to have kept where the sand was soft,
and left an unmistakable trail.

It was a trail that there was not the
slightest difficulty in following—even at
a gallop twice as fast as that of which
the Cairo donkeys were capable.

It did not oceur to the juniors that
Mehammed had intentionally picked the
soft sand to leave that treil and lead
them farther and farther away frow
the comrade they sought.

What had hu{iapened was a mrsteéy to
them—they had seen nothing of Maul-
everer or the donkey-boy or of the
donkey since the three had vanished
from sight beyond a ridge of send—and
they knew that thers was no chance of
overtaking the powerful white donkey
on their own inferior mounts unless its
rider chose.

But it was impossible to imagine that
Mauleverer was de]iheratelgﬁ leading
them e dance. They remembered how
Mohammed had grasped the rein and
led the donkey out of their sight. And
the suspicion was strong in their minds
that Aohammed, the donkey-boy, was
leading Mauleverer away into the
desert for his own rensons—from which
it did not take long to reach the con-
cluzion that the brown-faced raseal was
in the pay of Kalizelos. It was rather
perplexing  that Mauleverer went
gquietly, and they wondered whether a
blow from the donkey-boy's stick had
stunned him and put it out of his power
to resist. But they did not suspect that
Mauleverer was no longer on the white
donkey, and that every stride of their
etecds took them farther and farther
away from him. 3

1+ was at a distance of four milea
from the lost tombs that the trail failed
at last. Not once had they sighted
Mohamined—he had kept out of sight
among the duncs all the time, till he
reached the low range of hills in the
wost. There, still unszeen, he was lost
to all knowledge: on the hard reck
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there was no sign to be ﬁiﬂkad up. And
the juniors came fo a halt in dismay,
and shouted and shouted again the name
of Mauleverer till the rocks rang and
echoed round them. .

But only the echoes replied.

The weary donkeys were glad enough
to halt, and the donkey-boys also. Both
lay down to rest when the juniors dis-
mounted to ettempt to piek up some sign
of their missing comrade.

But thore was no sign to be picked
up.

P‘I‘hu hard rocks leit no trace.

Mohammed and the white donkey had
disappeared into the rocky, sandy hills,
and the juniors had no doubt that Lord
Mauloverer had disappeared with them.
The Greek had laid his plans cunningly.

There would be search for the miesi
gchoolboy—secarch in which hundreds, i
not thousands of Arabs would jein,
tompted by the offer of liberal back-
sheesh, But tho search would begin in
the rocky hills, four miles from the lost

tombs, where Mauleverer was a hidden
Friaﬂnﬂr. Thus far the juniors had
ollowed the trail of DMuuleverer's

mount, and there the search would begin
and go farther hnd farther. Who was
to dream that all the time the missing
boy was hidden in & tomb within sight
of the summit of the Pyramid of Cheops?
Certainly Harry Wharton & Co. did not
dream of guessing it—they had seen only
Mohammed, the donkey-boy with Maul-
everer, and had no doubt that he had
Ihe;clil his prisoner away into the desert
ills.

1) Mnulﬁf 3%
Boh C urrg‘ga,m a last ringing shout,
that rolled back in a thousand echoes

from the hollows of the hills

But it was clear now that Dlauleverer
was not within hearing, or that if he
was within hearing he could not speak.

Round the juniors wera a thpusﬂ.nd
rocky nooks and recesses in which the
missing boy and his kidnapper might
have been hidden.

Harry Wharton szet his teeth,

“We'vs lost him!" he muttered.
“Thore's one comfort—we made him
leave the scarab behind—the scoundrels
haven't got hold of that, But—but poor
old Mauly—"

“0Oh, my lordly gentlemen!” mur-
mured Hassan, beating his breast.
“What shall I say? What shall I do?
The lordly one is lost, and the magmfi-
cent gentleman Brooke will say 1t is
the fault of Hassan! Woe ie me I

“¥You're not to blame, Hassan,” said
Bob Cherry kindly. “I supposs you
couldn’t be expected to guess that that
villain of a donkey-boy was put up fo
this.” .

“The blamefulnesz of the estemed
Hassan iz not terrific,” agreed Hurree
Jamset Ram SBingh.

Hassan beat hiz breast and almost
wapk.

“If my honourable lords forgive mo,
ean I forgive myself " he wailed. *1I
Hassan, lf;ﬁe son of Suleiman, have lost
& noble lord who was in my charge?
am a dog, and the son of a dog, and the
grandiather of Fig&l I am ruined—for
who will trust Hassan again? Woe i3
upon me !*

- And the faithful Hassan bowed his
head, tore off his tarboosh, and sprinkled
dust upon his greasy hair.

The donkey-boys watched him stolidly.
The juniors, even in their deep anxiety
for Mauleverer, could not help feeling
sorry for the dragoman. They could noy
sce that Hassan was to blame. He had
engaged donkeys and donkey-boys for
the ride, as was his dragoman duty,
Mohammed with the rest. The rest had
done their service faithfully encugh;
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only Mohammed had been a fraitor—

and no dragoman could be expected to
uess that one of the donkey-boys had
cn bribed to treachery.

“Buck up, old bean!” said Nugent
comfortingly. *“We don't blame you—
and Sir Ige inald Brooke won't! You
couldn’t heﬁ: it."”

“Woe is me [” wailed Hassan dolor-
ously, “I am covered with shame as
with o garment! I am a ruined drago-
man." ]

“The question is to find Mauly,” said
Wharton. * We've lost him—and we can
do no more here. You've no idea where
Mohammed would be making for,

Haszan '
e H“_

“¥es, lord!” answered Hassan.
go into the desert, many, many miles—
only far away in the desert will he be
safe—far, far away in the Libyan Desert,
my noble lord |”

“Tt was unlucky that Mauly was the
best mounted in the party,” said Johnoy
Bull. *But for that— :

“Can't be helped now,” said Harry.
“I suppose Hassan’s right, and the
scoundrel will make for the desert with
poor old Mauly. I dare say Kalizelos 13
waiting for him thers, miles away.”

Haszsan started a little at the mention
of the Greek's name.

“There's no doubt that Kalizelos is
at the bottom of it,” said Nugent. “He
must have bribed the donkey-boy——"

“No doubt about that!"

Harry Wharton stared round almost
desperately at the sand and the rocks.
The sun was low now, and darkness was
at hend. Further scarch for Maul-
everer was obviously hopeless; but it
wag bitter to turn back and leave him in
the hands of his enomies. Yet clearly
the only thing to be done was to get
back to Mena House, and to report
the kidnapping te the Egyptian police
officer on duty at the Pyramids. That
was the first step; and then to hurry
back to Caire and inform Sir Reginald
Brooke. Bitter as it was to turn back,
it was useless to lose more time,

"Let's got back ! said Harry at last.
“The sooner the search hegins, the
better—and we're losing time.”

With heavy hearts the juniors re-
turned to the donkeys and mounted.
The donkey-boys dragged themselves
to their feet, and the sticks whacked
and cracked again.

It was a weary ride back to the Pyra-

mids. The moon came up over the
desert, sailing bright and clear over
the Nile. In other circumstances, a

moonlight ride in the desert, with the
Pyramids looming ghost-like in the
silvery glimmer, would have been en-
joyable.  But the chums of the Remove
were thinking now only of their missing
comrade. They pictured him, bound to
Mohammed’s donkey, earried farther
and farther into the trackless desert,
and that mental picture was a torment.
If it was a comfort to know that the
villain who had kidnapped him had not
been able to lay hands on the Golden
Bearab, it was very little comfort., They
would have given all the treasures in
ancient Egvpt, thrice told, for the sight
of Mauleverer safe and sound.

Bitter as their anxiely was, the
juniors were gilent as they rode. But
assan was not silent. 12 lamenta-
tions and self-reproaches were incessant.
Ho repeated egain and again that the
noble lord was far, far away, in the
untrodden desert, far away in the track-
less sands. It did not occur to the
juniors that the faithful Hassan might
ave any reason for ilmpressing that
belief on their minds. There was dust
on Hassan's head, and deep grief and
sorrow in his brown face, and his
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lamentations made an incessant accom-
paniment fto the thudding of the
donkeys' hoofs.

The Sphinx came in sight—towering,
shadowy, ecerily majestic in the moon-
light. b Chorry gave a sudden szhout
at the sight of two figures on the road.

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo1”

“ What—" . :

* Mauly's uncle—and who's that with
him—Mr, Maroudi! Hold on!"
The donkeys clattered to a halt.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.

The Enocking on the Tomb !

ORD MAULEVERER rose to his
feet wearily.
Darkness and silence encircled
him—the darkness and silence
of the tomb.

For hours—how many hours he could
not guess—he had moved about his stony
prison; groping, seeking in the dark-
ness, There was little chance that there
was another outlet, beside the one
g}:.:]ardad by Yussef, the Arab; but any-

ing was better than inaction, and
Mauleverer groped and searched in
the thick darkness till his limbs wero
WEATY.

Stone walls met hizs hands when he
fmped; stone walls on all sides, If he
ound an opening it proved to be only
a recess, a niche in the rock-wall where
a sarcophagus lay; and more than once
his shivering fingers touched a mummy,
or the fragment of & mummy, in the
clinging gloom, If there had been
another outlet it was blocked up now;
and he gave it up at last, and sat down
on the stepa to rest, weary in and
mind. Whether it was still day or
night he could not tell; but it seemed
to him that a long, long time had
passad.

In the rockchamber at the head of the
stone stair there was a glimmer
lamplight; hardly & ray of which pene-
trated to Lord Mauleverer’'s prison.
But, as he sat silent sand weary, there
came to his ears a sound from above—
the unmistakable sound of someone
snoring. And it dawned on him that
Yussef was sleaping.

He stood by the stone steps, listening.
At length, without & sound, treadin
an tiptoe, he mounted the stepa an
logked into the upper rock-room of the

tomb.

The lamp burned there, and the air
was heavy and stuffy. Yussef lay on
the rugs, his hawk-eves closed in sleep.

Mauleverar’s heart heat. :

Hig glance passed Yussef to the nar-
row portal of the tomb; blocked by the
great mass of sguared limestone.

He could not move that huge block ;
he remembe how the muscular Arab
had been forced to exert his strength
to move it. Whether the watcher slum-
bered or wak s Mauleverer was a
prisoner in the lost tomb. But hopeless
as the attempt seemed, he resolved to
make it. Softly he stepped from the
stone stair into the wpper room, giving
the sleeping Arab as wide a berth as
he mulcg

Heo reached the portal; and a glance
back at Yussef showed the hawk-faced
Arab still asleep.

Mauleverer put his shoulder to the
block, and braced himself to exert ail
his strength.

It did not stir.

With get teeth and straining muscles
he drove at it. But it was in vain.
His muscles were strained almost to
eracking, the perspiration poured down
him in streams. But the massive stone
did not move.

It came back into his mind how, when
Ealizelos had shut him in the sarco-
phagus in the Catacombs of Alexandria,
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he had striven to lift the stone lid—in
vain! His prison was not so narrow
now—but it was as secure! Then, his
comrades had found and saved him—
now, they could not find him;: the
could not save him. Unless ha coul
save himself, he was doomed! And
again and again he strove.

Lord Mauleverer was conszidered a
slacker st Greyfriars; a fellow almost
too lazy to livel No one would have
thought him a slacker now, as he
strained his muscles at the stone.

But it was in vain: and he desisted
at last and stood leaning on the stone he
had failed to move—hot. aching, his
head salmost spinning. He stood and
leaned, and breathed in gulps.

His eyes turned  on the Arab again.
Yussef was still sleeping—the wretch
could sleep, knowing that there was no
escape for the prisoner, The school-
boy's eves wandered round the rock-
chamber in the glimmering light of the
lamp. An imn-sgﬂd staff, of some heavy
Fastern wood, stood in a comer, and
the schoolboy earl, with a mnew idea
working in his mind, stepped to it
guickly and grasped it. If he could
uge tha long, heavy staff as a lever,
there was a chance yet.

He gave Yussef a last look—the Arab
had not stirred. Then he bent to his
task at the portal. Carefully, and as
silently as he could, ha prudcifed at the
base of the rock with the pointed end of
the staff. And at last he found a spot
where, under the block of limestone,
was not rock but zand.

Hiz eyes gleamed with hope and his
heart beat as he drove the stafi under
the great rock. Then he threw his
welght on the end.

T gad ! breathed Mauleverer, as
ha fﬂi’t the great block shift.

What he could not have done with his
hands he was affecting by leverage. The
task was hard and heavy; but he felt
the at stone move. Wi he had the
strength to topple it over—— There
was a grinding sound as limestone
block lifted at its inner edge.

“ Bismillah !

Lord Mauleverer could have groaned
a5 he heard that exclamation behind

him. The sound of the sticring rock,
ﬁlight as it was, had awakened the Arab.
g turned his head as he heard

Yuszsef gpring up from the rugs. The
hawk-faced ruffian came across the rock-
chamber at him with the spring of a

tigor,

Ef:[aulm‘c:rer tora the iron-shed staff
out from under the stone and swept it in
the air with both hands.

“8tand back, you scoundrel!” he
panted. §
“Wahyat-en-nabi " snarled Yussef,

and he came on, springing.

There was a vell from the Arab as
Mauleverer struck, and the heavy staff
crashed on his dingy turban. ussef
reeled back welling. But before Manl-
everer could recover the staff to strike
again, the Arab was upon him and
grasping him, and he went down heavily
on the floor of the tomb.

He struggled fiercely,

“Dog n? an unbeliever |” snarled the
Arab. = He realised that the prisoner
would have escaped, had he not
awakened, and his black oyes blaze
with rage. Holding the struggling
schoolboy down, he cought up a rope
and bound his wrists together with cruel
annd ruthless tightness. Then Maul-
everer's ankles were bound: and the

2l

Arab rose to his feel and stood staring
down at him, muttering curses in Arabio
as he rubbed his bruised head.

"Dog of a kafir!™ hissed Yussef.
“You will not escape now.”

Ha %tnspad the schoolboy earl and
rolled him muﬁhl_v towards the steps.
With a brutal shove, he sent him rolling
down, bound sz he was. Mauleversr
bumped from step to step till he reached
the lower tomb.

There, dazed bﬁr his fall, panting fer
breath, he lay helpless in his bonds.
Tha Arab stared down after him, and
a cruel laugh echoed down the gloomy
atanr.

“Tia there, dog of an unbeliever ™
snarled the Arab,

And Mauleverer heard him throw
himself on the rugs again.

Mauleverer suppressed a groan.

The game was up now, and there was
despair in his heart. The ropes knotted
eruelly on wrists and ankles cut into his
flesh : he could hardly stir a limb. He
could only lie where he had fallen,
helpless: in darkness and despair, How
long he lay in the dead silence he never
knew; but suddenly, through the brood-
ing silence, there came a sound.

ock !

Mauleverer started.

Knock, knock!

The knocking came from the blocked
doorway of the tomb above. He heard
ithe Arab scramble to his feet, with a

d startled exclemation in his own tongue.

“Bismillah [

Knock, koock, knock !

Surely it could not be EKalizelos re-
turning yet! Btill more surely it could

{Continued on neéxt page.)
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not be help and rescue! But as Maul-
everer lay in the darkness and listened,
the sound brought a throb of hope to
hiz heart.

Knock, knock, knock !

.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Hilmi Maroudi Takes a Hand !

13 ERBERT ! cxclaimed
Roginald Brooke.
In the moonlight that ﬁIim—
mered on the Sphinx and tho
ghostly Pyramids, the old baronet
peered eagerly et the donkey-riders as
they clattered to a halt.

It was the Greyiriars party, returning
from the desert, and for the moment
Mauly's uncle did not observe that
there were only five of them. _

But Herbert Mauleverer's voice did
not angwer him.

“Herbert | What—— Wharton,
where is Maulevereri"” cxclaimed Sir
Reginald,  ““Hassan, wherse 18 my
nophew §*

“0 lordly sar!” wailed Hasson., “A
donkey-boy—the son of a thousand pigs
—has led the noble and magmficent one
into the desert, and now he is far away
in the Libyan sands——"

" Good heavens [V

Hilmi Maroudi stood silent. His eyes
were on the dragoman, who was beat-
ing his breast. He did not speak, but
with his keen Egyptian oycs he
watched, and his thoughts were busy.

“Wharton, tecll me—"

"Wa've searched for him—hunted for
him, sir!” panted Wharton. “Thot's
why we'ra late——"

“My oephew iz missing I

“¥Yes., In the desert——"

“You shonld not have gone into the
desert ! You——"

“We followed Mauleverer there, siz,™
said Bob Cherry, “Wa conlda’t leave
him to it."

“What .do you mean? Do you mean
that my nophew deliberately rode into

Sir

the desert, or what?" exclaimed Bir

Reginald. .
“He got ahead of us,” explained

Wharton, “We were some

oling 10
tombs on the edpe of tﬁa rﬁ:surt, and
Mauly got ahead, and—"

“Why ¥ snapped the baronet.

“He had a good donkey, sir, and wo
had rather poor ones; and I'm afraid
the donkey-boy must gl}uvﬂ Leen bribed
by that scoundrel Kalizelos. He drove
him on ahead guite saddenly, and re-
fused to stop when we shouted, and—
and Mauly heing weall mounted, we
couldn’t ecatch up with bim——-"

“Then where are they now?”

“In the desert, sir! We followed the
track of the donkey at least four miles
—asz far as the hills—and lost it there™

Sir Reginald Brooke groaned. He
had feared a mischance when the
juniors failed to rcturn; but at the
sight of the riders on the road to the

hinx he had been relieved. MNow he
learncd that matters were even worse
than he had feared. The five juniors

rﬂturninlg without Mauleverer. The
gands of the desert had swallowed his
nephew.
" " EKalizeles ' he mutiered  “That
scoundrel You have secen nothing
of him?™

“MNothing, sir! But it's prelty
clear——"

“I Fear 50! I fear=o! If the donkey-
boy deliberately led him away into the
dosert, he can have had only one
reason., ™

Sir Reginald clenched his hands hard.
He stared past the juniors, at the moon-
lit road winding past temples and
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pyromids, to the Libyan Desert. In
at endless, tractless waste his nephew
was lost, and his heart was heavy with
the fear that he would never see
again in lifs, But it was no time for
grief; it was the time for action.

“¥ou had better ride on to Mena

House,” he =aid. “I will go to the
Pyramids Police Station at once, and
then—»
_ "One word, my good friend,” broke
in the quiet, soft voice of Hilmi
]I:I?rnpi.ld:. “Perhaps I may be able to
alp.

*“0Oh, sir,” exclaimed Harry Whar-
ton, with a break in his voice, “if you
could help us get Mauleverer back,
sip—ry»"

*Tha noble gentleman, he is Jost in
a desert ! walled Hassan, I throw
dust on unworthy head! I am un-
worthy to look my noble gentlemen in
the facel I, Hassan, the son of Sulei-
man, hxve lost my nobla lord |

The plump Egyptian gentleman gave
him a searching glance. Then he
turned to the juniors again.

. “Burely, Mr. Maroudi, the first step
12 to notify the police,” sesid Sir

_ 1
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Reginald, “and then to set every Arab
in Cairo on the trail. Even in the
desert that villain may be run down ™
“We can guide them to the place
where wa lost the trail,” said Nugent.
“The sand may have covered the trail
by this time; but we can find the place
sgain, Hassan can, anyhow ¥
“Truly, my lord " said the drago-

man., “ You trust Hassan! He is your
dra o["
“Then that is what must be done

immediately,” said Sir Reginald; but
he looked lnqplringly ot Hilmi Maroudi.

The Egyptian's dark face was grave
and thoughtful.

"My good friend, you have a proverb
in your nnguaF& that the more hasts is
the loss spoed I said Maroudi quictly.
“Let us learn first precisely what has
happened. My little friend.” He ad-
drossed Harry Wharton, "It appears
that the young lord left wyou, because
he was bettor mounted than any of the
othora.”

“That was 1t,” said Harrry.
“Mohammed's donkey was a big,
strong, swift animal, worth twice as
much as ours in a run.”

“The vwillain picked him out, of
course, intending to get away with poor
old Mauly all the time ! said Bob.

“No doubt,” said Maroudi, with a
faint smie. “But he did not pick out
the others, and it was very singular and
unfortunate that all the other donkeys
were 8o inferior, Butk for that wyou

-imt
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would have overtaken the young lord
when Mohammed carried him off.™

“That's 80,” said Bob. “You ma

be surea wo rode as hard as we coul
But these donkeys had no chance
against Mohammed's.”
. Hassan, the dra‘fumun, was still beat-
ing hiz breast and lamenting. But his
dark eyes were fixed on Hilmi Maroudi
now, with a strange gleam in thoir
depths. Bomething in the Epyptian's
face or in his words had startled the
faithful A

Maroudi stood for some moments in
reflection. The juniors waited, wonder-
ing what he wae thinkin uf; hopi
against hope that Maroudl, a nu.t.imntﬁ
the country, had somoc plan in his head
for doaling with the situation which
had not occurred to them,

Bir BReginald Brooke watched him,
with suppressed impatience, The
baronet was eager to get to mction; to
lose not a single moment in starting a
general search, * Backsheesh " would
set hundreds of Arabs scourmmg the

desert, and juniors could lead
them to the place whore the trail had
bean lost, to in with. It seemed to

the old baronet that there was nothing
else to be done.

“My dear sir!” he said at length.

“My good friend,” said Maroudi, *I
understand your impatience. But I beg
you to give me s few moments, I am
not wasting time. It iz in my mind
that the young lord may not be so far
away a3 you believe.” His eyes, fixed
on Hassan, did not lose the dragoman's

start, and he smiled grimly. “I
think, my dear sir, that the young
lord may be found—I think that

ur dragoman may be able to find
1 With your permission, sir, I
will spesk to Hassan, and point out to
him some thoughts that have entered
my mind. Will you allow me?”

Bir Reginald made a gesture of
assent, and the juniors could only look
on in wonder. Hassan, so far as they
could see, was as helpless as themselves
in the matter,

Maroudi made an impericus sign to
the dragoman, and stepped aside, out
of hearing of the staring donkey-boys.
Haszsan feollowed him, elowly and re-
luctantly, a straonge expression on his
brown face.

When Maroudi spoke to the drago-
man, he spoke in Arabic, of which the
juniors would have understood nothing,
and Mauleverer's uncle little, if they
had heard. DBut his quiet voice was out
of their hearing, and out of hearing of
the dopkey-boys. Certainly the Grey-
friavsa fellows would have been
astonished had they known what the
Egyptian gentleman was saying to their
faithful Hassan.

“ False dog, and son of unclean pariah
doge!” said Hilmi Maroudi, his dark
eyes glinting at the dragoman., *“What
has Kalizelos paid you to betray the
young lord into his ll;am!a.?“

“ By the beard of the Prophet,” said
Hassan huskily, in the same tongue.
“By the holy trousers of Mahomet, I
swear——" : ’

“ Bilence, kafir |” interrupted Maroudi.

ave you no fear of Allah, that you
swear falsely in the namo of the
Frophet? Dog of a dragoman, you
know me, Hilmi Maroudi! When I tell
ou that you shall die under blows of the
ourbash in m; palace in Cairo, do you
hﬂh;-gﬁ that will make my words
ood "
& Hassan bowed his head.

“1 am your slave I he said. “But I
BVear——

* Listen, kafir 1" said Maroudi quietly.

You have served the English lords for
backsheesh faithfully until this day.
This day Yussef, tﬁa son of Hamid,
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As Yussef siretehed out a brown hand to take the

&

per, Hassan’s right hand Aew up, laking the rufiian completely off

his guard. The next second the stick crashed on the head of Yussef, and he fell senseless at the feet ol the dragoman,

talked with you on the Prramid of
Cheops. Do not tell me that he talked
of the hire of donkeys. Am I a simple
Faringhee to believe you? Dog of &
dragoman, he meﬁht you word from
Kalizelos, the Greek, and the offer of
hacksheesh, much backsheesh, to betray
the young lord into his hands I

“Vord of life and death, I swear——"
groaned the dragoman. .

“(Zive me ear, son of parish dogs that
howl in the ruins! Grandfather of un-
clean animals, listen! The proof is this
~—the young lerd was placed on a power-
ful donkey to ocutpace all the others!
Why, O lying kafir, did you séee s0 care-
fully that his friends should not be able
to overtanke him when Mohammed led
him into the desert? It was you, drago-
mern, who selected the beasts—and you
selected them well for your purpose, O
treacherous and unbelieving follower of
the Prophet| (Give me ear, Hassan, the
gon of Suleiman. Will the law and the
judges Erﬂteu& you from my
vengeanca §

“Lord of life and deash,” groaned
the dragoman, “did thiz wretched
Hassan know that your greatness con-
cerned  himself about unbelieving
Faringhees? Is not the slaying of an
unbeliover a good deed in the eyes of
the Prophet? Have not the Ulemas
said 50, O master T .

“These young lords are my friends,”
gaid Hilmi Maroudi. “I am concerned
for them to such & length that any man
who lifts a hand against them shall feel
my vengeance, even to death. If the
young lord is slain, you shall dis under
the kourbash, and my ears shall histen
to your crying during days of torment,

son of Suleiman.”

"“He ig not slain [” interrupted Hassan
eagerly. 0O master, he is zafe, but a
captive | Tt is for some strange scara
some miserable relio, that the Greek has

““Oh gad ! ** gasped Lord Mauleverer.

taken him. He is to be ransomed by
that which Kalizelos seeks! ™ :

“That also iz known to me,” sand
Maroudi, “But he will not be ran-
somed, dragoman—he will be sct free,
and given Eac:h: to his friends, and on
yvour head be it! Give me ear, son of

! Here I will wait, in the shadow
of the Sphinx, till you :s!lmll_ return with
the young lord! PBring him safely to
me, and you shall have twice what the
Greek offered, whatever the sum—{fail to
bring him and you shall die by torture
under the kourbash I

Hassan's eyes snapped.

"Lord, the Greek, whom may the dogs
devour for displeasing your preatness,
offered the sum of five hundred Egyp-
tian pounds, which, in piastres, is an
immense fortune.™

“Twice five hundred Egyptian pounds
shall be yours, son of Suleiman, when
the young lord is safe with his friends I

"I'S;n head be it ! said the drago-
man. “But yet one thing I will ask, O
maetar of death and life! Let not these
foolish Faringhces know what is8 known
to your greatness, or I am a ruined
dragoman.™

aroudi made a gesture of contempt.

“ Listen, kafir1” he said. “You shall
gerve my friends as a dragoman while
they remain in my country, and you
shall serve them faithfully! The eve of
Maroudi will be upon you! Take from
them all the hncks@neash they will pive,
for it is your trade; but serve them
faithfully, and protect them from
dangers., Be thiz on your head, son of
Buleiman, Fail in your trust, and you
shall surely die !~ :

“T will bo faithfu! to the Faringheas,
lord, now that I know what is your
will,” said the dragoman submissively.
“What am I but as the dust under your
feet, O great Maroud: 7

“You shall be rewarded,” said

Maroudi; “but keep it in your memory
that eyes will watch you, and that if you
are false, you diec under the kourbash,
Now we have talked enough., Begone.™

“On my head be 16! said Hassan.

Maroudi walked to the group with the
donkeys, the dragoman following him,
almost cringing.

“My good friends”™
gravely, “1 have talked with Hassan
and put new thoughts into his mind :.m:i
it is Hassan's belief that he can find the
voung lord. ILet him take a donkey and

gaid Maroudi

“But—" said Bir Reginald, per-
plexed.

“Oh, sar, you trust Hassan!” ex-
claimed the dragoman. “ Hassan knows
all things! It has entered my thoughis
that there is a hidden tomb, where it is
my strong belief that the noble young
lord has been taken, and this place is
well known to me, Give me time, lordl
gantiumen. to search the place of whic

speak.”

“I1f you advise this, Mr. Maroudi—"

“1 advise it, my good friend,” said
Hilmi Maroudi, “and if you will wait
on this szpot, be it on my head that
Hassan will return wilh the young
lord. ™"

Hassan had already picked out the
best of the:five donkeys. He mounted,
waved the donkey-boy back, and disap-
peared at a trot into the dimness of the
moonlight, Harry Wharton & Co.
stared after him, and then looked at
Maroudi, lost in wonder. So {ar as they
could gather, the Egﬂrptian had made
somo suggestion, which gave the dr:gq—
man hope of finding their lost comrade.
Bir Reginald fidgeted. He was as per-
plexed as the schoolboys, and his anxiety
was deep. :

“My friend.” said Moroudi gravely,
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“1 have said, on my head be it!

wait, and you shall bo satisfied.”
“If-—if vou feel sure—"

“Y am sure !

“Then we will

Let us

wait,” esaild Sir

Reginald.
nd they sat down to rest on tha
stone platiorm before the Bphinx, and

waited. The hoof-beats o Hassan's
donkey dicd away towards the desert,
and there wasz silence.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Rescue |

X NOCE, knock, knoek! |
L\ Lord Mauleverer, Iying bound
. . in the darkness of the lost tomb,
lifted his head, listeniong with
s ey

oc

Who was knocking at the stons that
blocked the door of the tomb? It could
not mean help and rescue—it could not !
1f the searchers ware already at work

would be following the track of
Mohammed's donkey into the desert, as
the cunning Greek had plapned. -

Vet there was hope in Mauleverer's
hoart as he listened ; his heart beat fast,
Ha could hear the movements snd
muttering voice of Yussef, and though
he could not understand the Arabic, the
tones told him that Yussef was surprised
and perturbed by that sudden summons
at the door of the hidden tomb.

The man prunted angrily, and Maule-
verar heard him move to the blocked
portal; but he did mnot call out.
Apparently he was listening,  Vussef
evidently i:a-:l expected no one. Ik could
not be Kalizelos,

But there was a sound at last of the
stone moving at the portal of the tomb,
whother moved from_ without, or from
within, Mauleverer did not know. Ha
could hear the grinding sound as 1t
stirred.

With an effort, tho bound schoolboy
dragged himself up the steps. His
wrists weora fnstﬂnuacf together, and his
ankles: but he could manage to crawl
on his elbows and knees, and slowly

ainfully, he crawled up the steps, and
Pi[tl:.-d his head far enough to look into
the upper rock chamber of the tomb.

Yussof wae standing with his back to
him, at the pertal, from which the great
limestone blogk was rolling aside. The
Iamp was still burning, and in 1its
ﬁmmer he canght the gleam of a bared

ife in the hawk-faced Arab's hand.
Evidently Yussef was not expecting a
friand, and was ready for o [oe.

The great stone shifted, and a glim-
mer of bright moonlight came in at the
portal.  Framed in the nﬁt‘ning, with
the night behind him and the lamplight
on his face, was Hassan, the dragoman.

Mauleverer starad at himm weross the
rock chamber, ammazed. Glad as he
would have been to ses Harry Wharton

Co., he was allmost as glad to see the
faithful Hassan.

The dragoman had
found him—found out where he was kert
a prisoner—that was all that he could
suppose—and had ecome to save him.
The schoolboy earl’s eyes dancad. He
?anted out a shout to the dragoman,
carful of scoing Yussef leap with his
knifa.

“Look out, Hassan [

But, to Mauleverer’s surprise, thnej;gh
doubtloss not to Hassan’s, Yussef did
not lift the knife. -

As soon as he rocognised Hassan he
shpped the weapon back under his
dingy djubbah.

Mauleverer could not see his face;
but hbod he seen it he would have read
there only astonishment, not hostility,

Yussof was the first of the two Araba
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to speak; but as he spoke in hiz own
tongue whot he said had no meaning
for the bound schoolboy.

“Wahyat rasak! It iz you, Hassan!
Wh{]_nre you here!" grunted Yussef, in
Arabie, *It is not time yet by many
hours for the Greek to come, and you
Eut me in fear by knocking ! Bismillah,

ut it came imto my thoughts that all
was discovered.”

“¥eot you might have known that it
was Hassan, for this secret place 18
known only to three, and was it not
I who told the secret to the Greeki”
saild the dragoman, in the same
language.

Looking past Yuzsef, he saw the face
of Lord Mauleverer, peering from the
dark stair,

He zalaamed.

“ Lordly gentleman, Hassan is here |
he said. “¥You trust Hassan| Hassan
12 your dragoman."

B:Lﬂg‘ad. I'm éull;
old. an* sai ord Mauleverer.
*Look out for that scoundrel’s knife [

Yussef, his howkish face amazed, and
growing suspicious, stared from cne to
the other.

“What means this, son of Buleiman "
he asked, still speaking in Arabie,

“Tha .meaning{ 0 my friend, is that
there 15 a an in the plan™
answored Hassan, “He who has paid
us fears that this tomb may be dis-
oovered, and ho has sent me to take
the Faringhee away into the desert, and
for this purpcﬁm§ have brought a

glad to see you,

donkey.”
Yussof wrinkled his brows.
“Bon of jackals,” he answered

savagely. “the Faringhes staya hers, in
my cara, by my master's order. You
speak with a false tongue.”

“By the beard of the Prophet—"
* Enough I growled the hawk-faced
Arab. “1 nbﬁ_;r only the orders of the
Greek. The Faringhee remains.”
Hassan, the dragoman, breathed
hisrd, and deep, and his grasp closed
hard on the heavy stick he carried in
his hand. He had had little expecta-
tion that the ruffian would allow him to
take the prisoner away. But Hassan,
the son of SBuleiman, was ready for
other mcasures, if trickery failed.

_ "0 doubting one,” said Hassan, still
in Arabic, satisfied that Mauleverar
could not understand a word that was
gaid. “I have a writing from the
Greek that I will show thee in proof
of what I say.”

“Bhow me the writing,” said Yussef.
“Then I will believe.”

Hassan groped under his gold-
braided tunie with his left hand, and
drew out a folded paper, which he
extended to the hawk-faced Arab.
Lord Mauleverer watched them in sheor
amazemaont,

Yussef stroetched out his brown hand
to take the paper, half-convinced. And
a8 he did so Hassan's right hand flew
up, taking the ruoffian completely off
his guard, and the stick crashoed on the
head of Yussef, with a crash that rang
far in the silence of tho night.

One gasping groan came from the
bawk-foced Arab, as he pitched over
and fell scnseless at the feet of the
dragoman.

“Oh gad !” gasped Lord Mauleverer.

Hassan looked down at the fallen
man, His faco, which the junior had
always seen d-natured and amiable,
was changed now; it blazed with
fem::iti,

The heavy stick whirled vp again, in
the hand of the man who was no longer
the smiling dragoman of Cairo, but a
gavage and ruthless Arab, ms savage as
any bedouin of the desert. Crash came
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the stick on the head of the fallen man
a second time. Hassan’s hand Heow up
for a third blow, and Lord Mauleverer
shouted to him:

(173 E‘mp Il:l

Hassan paused. Ha lowercd the
stick and salaamed to the schoolboy
?ML the cheery grin returning to his

ace,

“"To hear is to obey, my noble gentle-
man " he said. “Yet iz it wizse to make
sure of this son of pigs!|” ;

“You've jolly well stunned him "
said Lord Mauleverer, “ He won't como
te in o hurry, Hassan| You don't want
to orack his skull.”

Hassan bent over the senseless Arab.

here was no doubt that Yussef was
stunned; the first blow had been
qnnugt!:;f It was likely to be a long
time before the son of Hamid came to
his senses again.

“My noble gentleman is right," said
Hassan, grinming. *'The son of a do
is as senseless as the stone upon whicﬁ
he lies! Let him lie!”

“Get me loose, old bean,” said Lord
Mauleverer, and swiltly Haossan pro-
duced a knife and cut the ropes that
bound the =schoolboy earl, and with
24 hands helped him to his fecot.

rd Mauleverer stood o little un-
steadily, leaning on the arm of the
dragoman,

L ﬁj" noble gentleman, the dogs have
dared to place bonds on your magnifi-
cent limbs [ exclaimed Hassun indig-
nantly.

“Yaas, and Eluj' tight, too!” said
Mauleverer. *“How tho thump did you
find me, Hassan? By gad, you're some
dragoman, old bean I’

assan salaamed.

“My lordly gentleman,
knows all things. Hassan iz your
faithful dragoman!” he said. “Lordly
and nobls one, I have a donkey waiting,
snd your admirable friends await you
at & Bphinx! Will it please your
magnificent lordship to come with your
faithful Hassan "

“Will  itir rinned Mauleverar,
;:IYE.H-E. old tilfau, : ral:zllm:r think ]i{'i;_ will |
ever so jolly pleased in ife 1"
Yussef, the son of HI:az;:id, lay
streteched senseless ss Lord Mauleverpr
followed the dragoman from the tomb.
Outside, Hassan rolled the limestone

blook into its Elau-e, shutting the tomb.

Then he helped Lord Mauleverer
to mount the d Mauly’'s face was
bright as he sat in the red saddle.
Hassan's stick cracked on the donkey,
and the animal started at a trot
Under the brilliant moon, with the cool
night wind from the desert fanning him,
Lord Mauleverer rode, almost like a
fellow in a dream.

He had given up hope of rescue, hope
of life—and now he was free and riding
back to rejoin his friends. Hassan,
troiting at "his side, oracked his stick
on the donkey, grinning.

Lord Mauleverer gave a chirrup of
delight as the majestic Sphinx came in
sight in the moonlight. From the
shadows round that ancient monament
there came a shout:

“Mauly ¥

“Thank Heaven—Mauly I"

“ Herbert, my boy [

And, with & rush, tha Greyiriars
fellows were round Mauleverer and
dragging him from the donkey.

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
All Serene !

ILMI MAROUDI looked on,
smiling. The plump Egyptian
gontleman's dark face was full
of satisfaction. The chums of

Remove wers almost wid wigh

Heaszsan

the
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delight as they surrounded Maulaverar,
shaking his hands, thumping him on the
back, and digging him in his breathless
ribs. Somehow, they had uad faith in
Maroudi; they had trusted to his
assuranca. Yot it seemed almost like a
miracle to them to see Lord Mauleverer
ride up to the Sphinx, safe and sound.
nssan, dragoman, had found him,
and brought him back. But they knew
that it was somohow due io Maroudi,
though they did not know how.
"“Mauly, old bean——"

“"My esteemed and ridiculous Mauly.”
“QOh, isn't this jolly !"
“Yaas!" gasped Lord Mauleverer.
“No end 'oﬁy, old things. But don't
ellow so hard—what? You
men, you don't know how frightfully it
bucks a fellow to see you all again.
Nunky—"
“My daar, dear boy, =aid Sir
Reginald, "1 eould scarcely believe Mr,
Maroudi when he assured me that

Hassan would find you!”

“Mr. Maroudi heral How do you do,
sir " Lord Mauleverer bowed politel
to the Edgdyphm tleman, who smile
and nodded. “1 can't imnagine how
Hassan nosed me out. I tell you he's
soma dragoman! 1 was parked in a
jolly old tomb—half-buried 1n sand—
along with mummies and things! I own
up to you fellows that I hdte mummies
at close quarters, All right in museums
and places—but not mice at a fellow's
elbow, especially in the dark! But it's
all right now—right as rain "

“"We owe it to Mr. Maroudi," said
Harry Wharton, with a grateful glance
at the Egyptian gentleman. “I1 can't
Euau how—but he put Hassan up to

nding you. Isn't that so, Hassan 7"

_ "My noble and lordly gentleman, this
18 true,” said Hassan. “The great
Maroud:, with his wise words, put it in
my mind "

“Then I owe my liberty to you, sir,”
said Lord Mauleverer. “I'm not a
reat hand at talkin®, Mr. Maroudi.
Jut when I tell ému that I was tied up
like a turkey and chucked into a tomb,
you'll know how I feel about it 1"

Bir Raﬂ'ina[d, in a deeply moved voice.
“¥ou hove been a friend in need !”
“It was the will of Allah that I
should serve you,” said the Egyptian
avely. “To me this is a happy day.
ﬂt ug return to Mena House, my

friends !”

With happy faces, the Greyiriars
fellows star for Mena House. When
they camo to the hotel by the Pyramids,
Hilmi Maroud: stop to speak to
Hassan, in Arahio.

“Bon of a dog, to-morrow you will
come to my house in Cairo for your

reward, of which you will say nothing
te your masters. From this day y®u
will serve them faithfully, and guard
them from the Greek, And if you fail,
think of the kourbash !™

“What am I but dust undaridynur
feet, O great Maroudi?” answe the

dragoman. “To hear is to l:-bB{ I

“Upon your head be it!" said
Maroudi.

“I say, vou fellows—" came a fat
squeak, as the juniors came up the road
to the hotel. )

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Is that jolly
old Bunter? exclaimed Mauleverer.

And in tho oxuberance of his spirits he

greeted the Owl of the Remove with a

terrific smack on a fat shoulder.
"“Yarooooh !” roared Bunter.

“By gad, I'm glad to see even Bunter
again!” chuckled Lord Mauleverer.
“Fancy a fellow bein' ghhd to see you,
Bunter, old fat bean—what 1

“0Oh, really, Maul "

Billy Bunter blinked at the juniors.
Tha h!nur was late, and Billy Bunter
was [frightfully hungry. He could sce
that the chums of the Remove seemed
highly pleased and satisfied about some-
thing. 8o far as Billy Bunter could see,
there was no cause for satisfaction. It
was true that he had had several teas,
but he was hours late for dinner. In
th-gdinnﬂr Bunter there was an aching
void.

“T say, you fellows, I've been wait-
ing for you!" he groaned. "I thought
you'd never get back I

“ Mauly was bagged by an Arab "

“Billy ass! Eﬁght have expected

3

out without me,"” said Bunter. " But
never mind fdnulg. What about
dinner "

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Blessed if I see anything to cackle
at!" roarad Bunter, in t mndigna-
tion. "I can tell you that I'm frnight-
fully hungry—famished, in fact, Koop-
ing a fellow waiting for his gru M

**Mauly's had a jolly narrow cscape

“Yes, ves. But what about dinner?”
asked Bunter anxiously. "I say, we
shall be frightfully late back at Cairo!
I can't hold out till then—I really can't,
you know. Y¥You fellows got any toffee 1™

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Will you stop ecackling when a
follow's hungry " roared Bunter. “ Look
hare! Where's old Brooke? YWhy can't
he order the car? Lot he caros whether

a fellow’s perishing of hunger—about as
much as you fellows do! ere's that
old codger "

* Bunter "

“Oh! Ah! I—I—I wasn't calling

[—]—]—"

you an old codfor, sir!
“As the hour is s0 late, my boys, we
will stop at Mena House for i\.;ﬁuper and
drive back to Cairo afterwards,” said
Bir Reginald, with a glare at Bunter.

“Oh !” gasped Bunter. * Good! Finel

I say, you fellows, come in! What are
you ﬁungmg about for? For ness’
sake, get & move on! I've had nothin

sinca tea but some Turkish Delight an
a few cakes and some oranges and
biscuits and a bunch or two of figs!
o o iy st th

was a cheery supper-party at the
hotel by the Pyramids. Cheeriest of all
was the fat face of Billy Bunter as he
packed away the foodstuffs at a rate un-
equalled by the rest of the fellows put
together., And after supper a happy
party rolled back to Cairo in the car,
under the bright moon of Egr:.‘iFt, merry
and bright after their peril at the
Pyramids.

THE END.

(Look out for another feast of thrills
in “BILLY BUNTER'S BARGAIN "
the next yarn in thizs ripping holiday
adventure séries. You'll enjoy it no

a good many ' Magnetites ' who think

King's Heath, Birmingham, who sub-

“God bless you, Mr. Maroudi!” said something of the sort when you went end, chumal)
i s i Bt Bt @< @<t @=E-0=5- Il it may be termed as such. He declares will come your if your aﬂ'art- cntclieg
¥ f oot B pckls Lt Se Dlen e 2 L0
i i 8 " Greyiriara " gplendid pooket walleta goes : M
B CGME INTO THE i ..:ﬁﬂfm, and gtnmﬁthnt- there are Loyal Reader,” of 28, Reeves Road,
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at my disposal this week,
chuma, I ean’t leave out this
smusging joke, for which Geo
Thomaa, of “ The Bungalow, Redbroo
near Mon, will receive one of our usafual
pocket-knives.
RHEUMATIC !

Traveller {to night-watechman) : ** Yours
is a * romantis ® sort of job, isn't it ?2"°

Nighi-watehman : ** It Is that, guv'nor ;
I gets it in me knee-joluts, so that 1 can
*ardly ‘obble "ome !’

Finished laughing ?
Tha frst lotter on mvyv desk this weak

comes from Harry Walsh, of Btoke New-
ington, whoe informa me, most emphatio-

% LTHOUGH I've got wery little

Good !

ally, that the MacNET ranks as the
tinest boys' paper on the market. You've
aure gaid a bibful, chum! 1 feal sura
my m thousands of readers heaartily
vadargs Harry's statement. COTTR-
pondent, bowever, has one * grouse,"

the same as himself, Doubtless there
are a few of my chums who would prefer
to see the old " Greyfriars Herald "
oocupying the pages now being devoted
to icky Nugent's * shockers,” but
I must say in all fairness, that ths * com-
plaints "' I have received in this direction
gould be counted om the fingers of one
hand. As I like to pleass my readers
when possible, however, I am going to
put it to the vote. Your opinions on this
matter are wanted, please.

The next letter comes from Stan
Whiley, of Huddersfield, whose praises

Te the Hﬁﬂ:ﬁﬂ‘:‘ ]:ra, hﬂmﬂ?.
highly flattering. He writes how he wishes
tho S{ﬂ could be published three

ﬁm&anmnndthmgﬁuﬂnm;&}r:
“1 would newer tire of reading stories

of Harry Wharton & Co., at Greyiriars.” &g

I wonder if my chum is aware of the fact
that a 85,000 words- of these popular
chums appesrs in o * Schoolboys’
Own Library " every month ! The issue
now on sale containe ono of Frank
Richards' grealost yars.

Fanoy yoursell as a “pont™ ? Yes.

Then your hand at writing a Groy-
[riars “iimariuh A first-class  prize

mitted the following winning effort :—

Sald Skinner to Snoop : ** For a lark,
We will roll Bunter into the Sark ! "
But Wharton & Co.
Intruded, and so
What happened Is betier kepl dark.

'VE just got space to put yon wise
a3 to noxt weok's programme,
Topping the bhill is:—

“ BILLY BUNTER’'S BARGAINI"™
By Frank Richards.

This is the next warn in our grand
holiday eeries, with Billy Bunter, the
fat and fatuous Owl, in the limelight
in. ‘* Birchemall's Bennyfit " is the
title of Dicky Nugent's * ticklish tail,”
and yon'll hu%’ha loud and long when
vou read it. t do you think of our

now wsorial. “The Red Faleon'™1,
Isn't it just great ! Look out, then
for further ohapters of this grand story

of the “good old days™ next week.
Till then, cheerio,
YOUR EDITOL,
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“Courage, ,” he whispered. " This
foul den won't hold us for ever.”
The mental torture and physical

weariness went on every day. At last
the BSessions opened, and, with other
prisoners, Hal and Jerry were led along
dark stbne corridors and through doors
which opened silently on well-oiled
hinges, and ushered out into the bail
dock of Newgate, where they found a
sweep of blue sky above them.

The dock was walled in on two sides.
On the third it led into the trial court,
where the judge and jury sat and the
public were nl:ﬁn.ittul. 'ﬂu fourth side
was enclosed by high, closed gates
topped with unclimbable spikes. Beyond
these gates, in the Old Bailey, sentries
weore stationed to prevent any of the
prisoners from getting away.

The first day Hal and Jerry were
taken into the yard nothing happened
and in the afternoon they were hustled
back inte the gaol again,

On the second day, however, after a

long wait, they were taken into the court

and ushercd into the railed and epiked

dock to stand their trial.

The Sentence !

AL stared around with eager

H cyes taking in the rows of

tightly packed spectators, the

counsel and others in the well

of the court, the judge on the bench,

with the Sword nf] Justice behind him

and the Ru;rnl Arms his Most

Gracious Majesty King George I1II1.
above his head.

Over in & corner Hal saw his father
sitting. Samuecl Lovett saw him, but
turned his shifty eyeos away as their
glapces met. And whilst Hal was
searching the court he saw the Earl
of Huntford, wearing a plum-coloured
suit, stride gracefully to a sent among
the bewigged barristers and drop
languidly on to it

e earl looked straight at the dock,
eyed the prisoners scornfully, and then,
tnkinr & pinch of snuff out of a be-
jewelled box, made some remark to the
man sitting next to him and laughed.

“That man's as dangerous as a rattle-
snake, boy,” said McLean, who had
been watching the earl closaly. * But if
wever I get the chance, I'll make him do
something else than smile !”

Hal nodded quickly, and glanced at
the bail dock, into which the sunshine
was streaming, and then bevond the
high wall, into the street of Old Bailey,
lined with sombre houses.

A sharp pluck at his sleeve and on
order from one of the warders who sat
in the dock with him bade him “ pay
attention to his Lordship.”

Hal Lovett stood with shoulders
squared whilst the charge against him
was read aloud in the leqrnl jargon that
made it sound worse. hen followed
the charge against McLean for con-
spiring with Hal to rob the Earl of

untford, and ‘‘that he did, in an
attempt to resist arrest and to rescue

his fcllow-prisoner, murderously esssault
the police."

MoLean had borrowed from an old
friend some money, with which he had
secured the services of a counsel, but
hea knew and Hal knew, as they
listened to the earl giving evidence and
to Bamuecl Lovett heaping lie upon lie,
that they stood vory little chance of

acquitta

cgnlmml Lovett's lying evidence dove-
tailed so perfectly with that of the earl
that the jury began to shift impatiently
and to whisper to one anothor, as if
they had already agreed upon their
verdict,

Jhe judge's questions and Lovett's
replies as the trial neared its end
decided the issue.

“The prisoner, Harry Lovett, is your
son. He 15 charged with a very serious
crime. Why is it that you have not
been able to control the boy?" asked
the 1all,u:lg:vlz-. . : !

“MNever could do anything with him,
me_ lord,” answered Samuel Lovett,
leaning on the ledge of the witness-box.
“He's bin a sore trial to me ever since
ha was able to walk. I've thrashed the
skin off him tryving to show him the
errcer of 'is ways, but it only made him
worse. "'

“Did vou know he was a thief?"
asked tha judge.

“"He wuz always thieving, your lord-
ship,” answored Samuel vett, suck-
ing ot his tecth as was his habit. " He's
thoroughly bad1”

“But you were with him, it seems,
when the diamond star was snatched
from the Earl of Huntford's brecst

"1 was there, me lord, because I went
after the boy. We'd had a disagreo-
ment in the afterncon, and I was afraid
Hal would stay out all night. I've a
tender 'eart, I 'ave, I wanted to bring
the boy "ome, in spite of everything.”

“Then you did mnot with the
prisoner to Drury Lane Theatre "

“Never dreamt of doin' it, sir!”
Lovett answered, piling lie upon lie.
“1 followed kim there. [t just
'appened by chance that I saw him with
the other prisoner—Mr. MoLean.”

“Hm! What do you know about
the prisoner—McLean?"

“ Nothing that's any good, sir. I
reckon he’s partly responsible for lead-
ing my boy astray.” . .

May your soul frizzle in everlasting
fire, you lying hypoerite!” came in
MecLean'’s elear, ringing tones from the
dock, and the court echoed to the thrill
of & new sensation. :

“l1fi the prisoner breaks silence
again,” said the Recorder, bending
gtorn eves upon the offender, who lolled
nonchalantly in & coroer of the dock,
“have him removed ™

There was silence for o while, after
which the Recorder continued:

“We have heard the evidence of the
Ear] of Huntford and various onlookers,
now give me your version of the rob-
bery, Mr. Loveit, in your own words.”

Samuecl Lovett, who had been in the
witness-box for two hours, mopped the
swont from his forchead, and, after
inwardly C‘tlﬂiuﬁ cross-examining
counsel and judge nlike, said suavely:

“Your lordship, I told my boy to
come home, but he wouldn't. This man
McLean oncouraged bim in defying
me., The audience had turned out,
and, in the hustle and bustle, I saw
the Farl of Huntford come out under
the theatra orch. The moment my
son saw ihe :mmund star glittering on
his lordship's broast he ran forward and
snatched it. I was just behind him, and
was nhle to seize him and hold him
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until the Runners arrived. They found
the star in his pocket.”

The jury almost rose in their sager-
ness to terminate the trial

But thera were counsel to be heard
and the summing-up to be made.

MeolLean crossed his arms and smiled
as he listened intently to his counsel
pleading on his behalf and Hal’s.

“Let the jury try to conceive the
devilish situation. This young boy,
char with a crime that may cost him
his life, had seen the Earl of Huntford
enter Samuel Lovett's shop that after-
noon. The earl was clad in rags, but
his sound shoes, dirtied for the
occasion, and a Hashing diasmond on his
right hand, had betrayed him. The
boy, Harry Lovett had scen the sup-
posed beggar hand his father & purse
of gold, and had heard the two plot
something for that night at Drury
Lane Theatre that concerned a diamond
something—it might have been & star.

“From the moment the boy Lovelt
had left his father's house, after a hitter
quarrel between them, intending, as he
says, nmever to return, he had spent his
tima in the company of Jerry McoLean.
‘They had not gome to Drury Lane
Theatre until the audicnce were leaving
after the play, and there they had seen
Samuel Lovett waiting. It was Samuel
Lovett who tore the diasmond star from
the Earl of Huntford's breast and put
it in his son’s pocket. MoLean had seen
it, and was so enraged that he had tried
to resoue the boy from the hands of the
Bow Btreet Runners,”

“And that,” said McLean, from the
dock, "“is the solemn truth, as I hope
for mercy |

“3ilence |¥  stormed judge,
“ Restrain that man ["

His summing-up was like the knell of
doom.

“"Who could baliave the mad story
told by the prisoners? The jury h
heard the ecleareut and unbiassad
evidence of the Earl of Huntford, and
they would know how to appreciate
the evidence of the father, Samuel
Lovett, who declared that his son had
shown eriminal tendencies almost from
birth. Ti the wildly improbable tale
concocted by the prisoners in their
dofence was untrue, then the jury could
form their own conclusions as to the
characters of the prisonaors.

“The man McLean was known as a
ambler and a bankrupt. A man whe

d once moved in high social circles,
he had sunk to the level of the gutter.
It was known that he was on the brink
of starvation that night when he went o
Dm?- Lane with the boy Lovett. What
could be more probable in the circum.
stances than that they were lured by the
flaming brilliance c:rf? the diamond star
to snatch it from Lord Huntford's
breast ? ;

“They had heard the Earl of Huntford
say that he had never in his life as-
sumed the guise of a bagﬁar. What-
ever inducement could he have had to
visit S8amup] Lovett, who was an entire
stranger If the jury believed the story
?ut up by the prisoners for their de-
ence, then they must find them not

ilty, but if, on the other hand, they
ooked upon that story as a string of
lics, concocted with a view to hood-
winking tha jury, then it would be
their duty, nay double their duty, o
find tlmm—g‘uifty.”

The jury were absent from the court

twenty minutes. hen

the

for exact miny
they filed back, locking immensely re-
liecved and pleased and deliberatels
avoiding glancing at the dock, Hal and
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Jerry Molean, who had just been
brought back to hear the verdict, knew
that the case had gone against them.
A deep voice droned out the gquestion:

“ Gentlemen of the jury, have you
considered your verdict 1"

“We have.” )

“Then do you find the prisoners

or not guilty?"’
uilty 1 o

Hal straightened himself up and
clutched the spikes of the dock-rail.
McLean's hand sought hia and pressed
it firmly.

Jerry's handsoma face was wreathed
1 tles,

“"Courage, lad,” he said in his usual
cheery way. g

The judge turned his cold, stern oyes
upon tﬁam. Hizs voica droned on mn &
monotonous chanting condemnation be.
fore he pronounced sentence, and here
and there Hal caught a few words.

guilt

*“It is to be hoped that in the time to |

gome, you, Hal Lovett, will repent your
evil doing. Beldom have 1 seen ono so
young convicted of such a crime. In
epite of the stern, but just discipline
administered by your Iutfler, you chose
to leave your home and plunge into
crime. And wou, an, bankrupt
and wastrel, can only be regarded oa
the ringleader who lured thie wayward
boy to destruetion.™ -

The droning voice gquickened, grew
colder, harder as, his sermon over, the
judge sat back and drummed taperin
f]ng‘f:rs on the arm of his chair o
justice. :

“"Much as it grieves me to send so
oung a boy to prisen, I sentence you,

al Lovett, to serve upon the hulks for
a term of seven vyears—and you,
MecLean, for whose conduct 1 can find
no words bad enough, will ba trans-
forred from Newgate Prison to the
hulks, there to await shipment to
Australia at the earliest opportunity.
]I_fmlenl:enca you to transportation for

ife 14

Meclean started as if he had becn
struck, Every vestige of colour drained
out of his chacks to presently return in
a warming Hfood. i

For a moment he stood rigid, and the
next he had thrown off the clutching
hands of the warders and was leaning
over the spiked rail of the dock, his
rich voice
Bailey Court Housa hike a trumpet.

" And what sentence shall I mete out .

to you, you miserable old sinner, if
ever I manage to escape and meet you
again? I may be a bankrupt, and a fool
because I have run through more than
one fortune, but i1t was my own money
I spent. 1 have given away fortunes,
but I've never robbed a man of a bronze
farthing."” McLean fought off the
warders and held his ground, the dock
shnhinf ag strong arms strove to drag
him e¢lear. *“ Every word Hal Laovett
sald was true. Samuel Lovett stole the
diamond star. The kid had it planted
on him. I saw it, and that's why I
fought the Runners—that's why—that's
‘wh;ir—-—l azk for justice I

“"Taka that man away,"
judge sternly.

A blow on the side of the head half-
stunned McLean, whose hands relaxed
their grip of the spiked rail. Strong
arma dragged him away, though he
fought furiously as they pulled him down
into the well of the court.

.The spectators, swayin
citement to see, added
the general uproar.

The Ear] of Huntford, raising a gold-
mounted glass to his eye, locked up at
Hal Lovett as he neared the dock.

It was too much for the boy whoe had
been framed. He tried to lean over tho
spiked rail

gaid tho

in their ex-
eir shouts to

ringing through the Old |

“You were Mr. Who,"” shouted the
boy in a fremzy, “It was you who
E-‘l_nyad the hagfnr in my fathor's house.

hy did you do it? yi"

Four bands like stecl grips seized the
boy by the arms and tried to wrench
him away.

“Come on out of this, you,” snapped
one of the warders who held him.

Hal began to struggle fiercely, and,
as he did so, his shirt opencd wide re-
vealing the whole of his naked chest.

Through the erystal glass he held,

the earl gazed upon the tattooed red
falcon, jessed and belled and hooded,
and the upturned smiling curve of his

{ips thinned into a hard, cruel, straight
ine.

“For the Ilying evidence wyour
counse]l made against me in court this
afternoon, you gallows brat, I would
have you hanged; but since the judge
as been merciful T must sce wlmh]I can
do to ensure that you receive one hun-

dred lashes with the cat.”

Every word was uttered distinctly so
that Hal heard esen above the general
uproar.

Then the warders tore him bodily
away and cast him down the stairs of
the dock. Below they shook him
violently and struck him a blow on the
side of the head which stunned him.

When Hal came to his senses again,
he was lying in a cell with Jerry McLean
beside him, and they wera both hand-
cuffed and set in double irons.

Hal looked up at Jerry McLean, whoso
face was bloodless and whose eyes
littered as if he had the ague. o
orced a smile.

“And this_is what they call justice,
boy,” said Jerry, with a sigh. “Me
innocent, and you innocent. You for

the hulks, and me to transportation for
lifa 1"

27

The Conviet Hulk !

AL LOVYETT had lived all his
H 'inung life in Wych Btreet, and
ad managed to retain soma

illusions and ideals in spite of

the brutali of his father muel
Lovett, who had now betru:pad him.

For years he had wandered bare-
footed about the neighbourhood of
Covent Garden and Clare Market, and
had seen almost every side of life, boy
though he was,

In his boyish way he had, 'qntil the
trial waned, believed that justice must
prevail, and McLean and himself beo
given their liberty.

In Newgate that night, after his con-
viction, he threw himself down in his
heavy irons beside McLean, and moved
restlessly and miserably on the wretched
mattress until a turnkey opened the
door of their cell and told them roughly
to “get up”

They were served with a miserable
broakiast, and then marched to a
vaulted room where their irons were
removed. Fetters and handeuffs and
strange and weird instruments of tor-
tura hung upon the walls. Hal was
glad when they were taken from the
place and led out into the prison yard

where four other wretched convicts
stood in line.
Here Jerry MeLean and Hal Leoveit

wera chained up with these four other
cofvicts, the chain bﬂm’g run through
& bracelet on each man's right arm.

A file of soldiers was drawn up in
front of the conviets, and the governor
of Newgate, having checked the names
of the prisoners, handed them and their
papers into the custody of the officer
in charge of the detachment of guards.

Then out of the yard they marched,
through gloomy passages whose Talls

In spite of the bracelet and imprisoning chain, McLean let

fly with the boot.

The missile struck Samuel Lovett full in
the face and sent him reeling backwards.

*“ That's something

to remember me by ! " cried McLean,

o T

Tag Macxer Lierany.—No. 1.280.



28

were decorated with fetters and hand-
cuffs and firearms of all sizes and dates.

To a thick, iron-studded door they
were led, and through it to another half-
door, beyond which was the street. The
half-door was topped with pointed
spikes, between which, were set others,
double-curled and half the length, .A:bm'u
the, spikes was set an.iron grid, like a
ladder set horizontally, and at the left
there hung a bell-pull. 3 -

The Old Bailey was enveloped 1n mast,
and a slouching ﬁaggnr, who dived down
Sea Coal Lane, was the onl rson in
sight when the escort of soldiers, with
arms shouldered and long bayonets
gleaming, wmarched the _chain-gang
down the hill to the steps at Blackfriars.

Here a big and cumbersome wherry
was waiting, in charge of an officer
from the convict hulk Ethalion.

A few loafers were hnnfing about,
and the river showed up cold and grey
in the veil of mist that hung over it.

The prisoncrs wers han aver, and
the papers delivercd. Thon the con-
victs were told roughly to get aboard.

They moved down to where the water
japped the thick coanting of mud which
lay uponrthe hidden stones.

it was as they were plashing through
tho water to the eurses and jeers of the
men in the wherry that Hal gaw Samuel
Lovett waiting just above the reach of
tha tide.

i fect were on sound 1%rm.‘u."t'l bottom.
Hea had chosen a place where there was
no mud. The sight of him infuriated
the boy. This man was supposed to be
his father: but he told himself, and mot
for the first time, that this man Lovett
was not his fathor. It just could not be.

Hal touched the arm of MeLecan in
front of him

“Look, Jerey I he eried.

And Jerry MeLean saw )

Samuel Lovett had his coat tightly
battoned, and his hat drawn down over
his ¢ves. His hands were sct deep in his
pockets, and his eyes glinted evilly,
triumphantly, as he watched the chain-
pang moving briskly te the waiting
wherry. -

“ A ‘good riddanee to vou, you gallows
brat !” he called, as Hal went hy. “IL'vo
kept and clothed and fed you, only for
you to disgrace me! May you rot on
the hulks,-say 11"

Most ecortainly this inhuman brote
could not be his father. Hal stopped,

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

and the forward march of the convicts

was checked.
“You ought % be where the Pﬁ\{rhiué
a
One of

vou traitor|” cried MecLean.
compact had with the earl?

theso days I'll bs free, "and then I'll find
ouk [, i

Samuel Loveit laughed derisively.

“You'll never ba free?” he cried. " 1If
you don’t die during the voyage over in
the convict ship, they’ll lash the life out
of you in Australial ¥You'll rot and
die out there, Jerry McLean |

. His elation and his laugh maddened
McLean who looked about him for a
missile. In the mud to the right of him
Jerry saw an old boot, washed up by the
tide. It was covered thick with mud.

McLean reached down for ity and, in
spite of the bracelet and the imprisonin
chain, ‘Aung it full in the face of Bamuc
Lovett and sent ham  reeling.

“That's something to remember me
by, at any rate!'’ eried McLean, as ho
went on with the chain gang and
climbed into the wherry.

Samuecl Lovett picked himsell up,
smothered from head to heels with a

oy splodge of Thomes mud. Tt
E:ip from his fingers os he shook his
hu.nc}:f and from his mouth as Le cursed
MclLean.

Above, a sharp command ra
and then, to tramping feet, the
guards strode away.

A blow from a staff nearly felled

MeLean as he got into the boat, but he
grinned at Ha.lf Lovett ns he dropped
into the stern sheets with the rest o
gang.
“You'll get a hundred lashes,” said
tho officer from the hulk Ethalion, as
he glowered at McLean, “if you repeat
that sort of thing!™

“And it would be worth it ! McLean
replied impudently, sag’ the boat-swun
out into & swift-running tide and mov
down:river, hauled by three pairs of
lusty arms, ;

Thoy swept under Loodon Bridge in a
grey of fogy and passed through the
Pool just as the sun shone and the mist
began to rise.

As the Pool widened out, McLean bent
to whispdr in Hal's ear,

* Listen, pal,” he sakd, “we shall be
put to work in the dockyards or the

out,
le of

the

Arsenal, at Woclwich, but there will be
plenty of lcisurie aboarvd the. Ethalion.
We are allowed lights below deck after

we are battened down, hal. There are
from twelve to twenty men in each yard;
and we nloe&) in hammocks, & lot of ua
together. Wa shan't wear irons unless
we'va done sumcthili%'

bad.” _

“How can that help us?" asked the
boy eagerly. -~

“A lot—when you've got brains, lad.
Besides, I've got some pals abooard: the
Ethalion who know the ropes. I'vec been
there beforo [V _

Hal Lovett's blue eyes widened in dis-
mey. He had held a’'great admiratioh
for Jerry McLean ever since thoy had
met by accident in the streets behind
the Strand. Mal knew Jerry, as a

entleman who had squandered more

an on¢ fortune, but he had never
believed him to be & criminal.

“Have you been sentenced before,

then, and umnﬁpd ™ ho asked.

McLean laughed softly. )

“No, boy,” hoe answered. '"The on
time I ever broke the law was when.
tried to rescue you from the Bow Btreot
Rupners, and they gave me fourteen
rears for  that. Fourteen years!

ransportation for life! But I'm not in
Australia yetI”" THen his voice, Which
had hacdened, grew soft agoin. “No,
boy,*I went on board the Ethalion as
a visitor, I've a pal there, and if things
pan oub right we'll soon be free.” ]

Just then McLean saw tho officer in
command of the boat locking hard at
him, and be stopped spealing.

Falf an hour later the convict hulks
at Woolwich loomed up right ahead of
them. They were anchored olose m to
the shore. There were four of them,
three convict ships, and one hospital
ship. Only onc of them carried jury-
masts. Hal and Jerry McLean could see
gangways running zigzag down their
sides. Two had a boom rigged out.
A flag fluttered lazily from tho stern of
the nearest hulk., .From amidships
for'ard she carried a penthouse arrange-
mont, which covered in her spar deck
and forccastle deck. Her poop deck
wak enclosed by a high rail.

And as the hurlli.' watermen rowed the
wherry nearer, Hal Lovett road the
name of tho ship sprawled in tarnished

aint over the stern of her—* Ethalion.”

hey had reached their destination !

(Hal and Jerry are booked for @
rowgh time by the look of things! Boys,
wou'll be thrilled more than ever when
you read next week's gripping chapters.)
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NASH!
m “What's that?’ asked Jack
Jolly of the Fourth at St.
Sam’s, poking %is head out of
his tent.

“Don't be alarmed, old chap ! ealled
out Frank Fearless, from the depths of
his blankit. "It was just the day
breaking, I fansy!" :

Fearless was right; dawn had just
broken over the tent in which the hikeys
of St. Sam’s had spent the previous nite.
Now, the woods around them were
waking to life. m_nanmmmnmu yvawned,
weeping willows rubbed their eyes,
springs spran :ﬂ“ and the wind began
to whissle, .7@.&3 or's day had begun.

“1 say, you chaps,” cride Merry, who
had been seveerly stung by nettles the
nite before, “I've a rash 1" }

“That's nothing |” said uw..ummrz_u_.._. with
a grin. “I've got & rasher! t's wma
a bre goiog, and cook the brekker I™

" ood wheeze [ 7 :

Sevveral days of hiking had given
Jack Jolly & Co. tremenjous appetites,
and they fell to the task __um._u-.cWrEnn
breakfast with & right good will. Before
wn___._ could say “Jock Robinson,” the

ro was sizzling, the kettle crackling,
and the bacon um:ﬂw...wf.nﬁ at least,
that's what Jack Jolly imajined.

The hikers of 8t m's waded into
breakfast.

“Wonder how the poor old Head's
gotting on?” esid Frank Fearless, be-
tween mouthfuls of bacon, :

“When we last saw him, ho was goin
up to bed in the Hawnted Inn[* grinne
Merry, between mouthfuls of bread-and.
butter.

o H-u.ww the perlice didn't arrest him
when they raided the inn!™ chuckled
Juck Jolly, between throatfuls of eoffy.

“One thing's certain—he'll never find
za now !" larfed Bright, betweon mouth-
fuls of dry biskit. “If wou ask my
opinion, he's given up the chase as
rﬂpm_nﬂ and gone back to 8t. Sam’'s!”

*Good-morning, boys!” broke in a re-
fined, cultured voice at that moment.
“Nice weather wo're having lately,
aren't wet? TProvided the rain F___mﬁu
off, it ought to remain dry, I should
imajina "

Jack Jolly & Co. started to their
fect 1n amazement,

“The Head!” they eggsclaimed.

_ It was Dr. Birchemall himself! The
ilead was standiug before them with a
m_,:.:aﬂ.__ﬁ_ sinnical smile on his skollerly

ZL.

“Uneggepected  plezzura for you—
what .__,::mem said. scam to have come
along at just the right time, too; break-
fast 13 just what I need at the moment
Don't cook me too much, boys; just a
duzzon rashers of bacon, half a duzsen
cggs, & few pounds of sossidges, and
anything you happen to bave in the
way of vegetables [?

“You're not asking much, sir, I mnst
admit, considering whot a wocking
grate breakiast you usually eat. But,
unforchunitly, we can't even mannidge
the little you require. We're just cal-
ing the last crums ourselves, sir "

“Oh crums!” egpselaimed Dr.
Birchemall, in dismay. *“I sup
that’s what I mite have cggspected from
you greedy young beggars! Well, since
you iy voung rascals have licked
the platter elean, so to speak, I'm going
to sct & trap or two and seo if I con't
bag a nice fat rabhbit "

“But you can't do that, sir!" cggs-
claimed Jack Jolly. “This land all
belongs to Lord Broadacres, and any-
ona caught catching rabbits is liable to
fearful nalties for poaching !

Tae Maicyer Lisrany.—No. 1,280,
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ANOTHER SIDE-SPLITTING AND “ EGGSCITING "’ YARN OF JACK JOLLY & CO., THE CHEERY CHUMS OF ST. SAM'S.

“Ratts I retorted the Head,
out from his poacher’s pocket the nets
and traps he always carried for
emergencies of this kind.

foteling k

“When a @

man’s hungry, all the Lord Proadacres ¥

in the country can't stop him bagging

a rabbit for his breakiast. Tirre goes,
anyway "

e stalked off majestically across the
clearing aud dive
growth.

An instant later, he emitted a yell of P

pain and rago.
“Yarooooo |
Porlice 1"

Help! Murder!

“ What's the matter, sir!" asked Jack ;

Jolly, in serprize.

“Matter 1” yelled the Head furiously.
“I'm caught in & man-irap set for
poachers—that's what's the matter |

Ty

1l.

EFORE Jack Jolly & Co. had re-
m covered from their fivst shock of
serprizo, they herd the sound of
tramping fect

from the woods.

“Poacher ashoad!” cride a horse
voico, “Caught in a man-trap, I
fansy 1 :

ell give the sconndrell

* poacher ' I" cride another. * We'll flay
him alive bofore we hand hiin over to
the perlice !

“Yaroooo !” roared the Hcad, at the
sound of those dreadful threats. “Jolly:

Foarlosa! Help mo! Roeskew, 8t
Sam's 1"
Jack Jolly & Co. hezzitated, not know-

ing quite what to do. And even as they
hozzitated, two grate hulking game.
keepors burst through the bushics, grin-
ning all over their dials.

“Gotcher ! they cride together,

While one held Dr. Birchemall by his
beard, the other roleased him from the
man-trap.

" Name1* Eﬂw_.-mm one of the game-
keepers, when this little operation had
been completed.

“Oh erikey!" gasped the Head. “If
you must know, it's Alfred Birchemall.*

The Jwﬂmw_mu_ﬂa_.ﬁ larfed harshly.

“Well, Alired Birchemall,
motter's: * Search "em all I’
his ets, Bill I*

Bill went through the head's pockets.
Among the wvaried assortment of
buttons, conkers, pieces of toffy, and
lengths of string he found quite & com-
pleta poacher's outfit.

“ My oye!" he remarked, when he had
finished. “Lord Broadacres will be

leased about this, and no mistako!
liz lordship happens to be the local
magistrate, Alfrod Birchemall, so0 you'll

our
Go through

be sure of getting a good long stretch
WOULD YOU BELIEVE IT?

into the under- b

and deep voices °

in chokey, not to mention a jenncrous
tasto of the catterninectales[”

“Oh, grato pip!" gasped the Head.
“But I assure you, my geod men, I'm
not & poacher. As a mattor of fact, I
had just taken these traps and nets
from those boys over there. I was in
the middle o F&E:aﬂ them on tho
evils of poaching, when by some strangoe
mischance I got caught in this blessad
man-trap. .um_.wn_..n e truth, 1mn't it
boys 1"

Jack Jolly & Co. were so brethless
with indignation at that peculiar version
of the “truth * that they couldn't reply
at once. Before they had rccovered
their breth, another jentleman came
upon the seen—an aristooratic jontle-
man, who wore a monocle in his eye.

“PBai Jove! What's all the bally fuss

about? Don't you know? Eh—what?”
he drawled, in a langwid, cultured
voice. “Gunn! Bhooter! Tell me

what it's sll about immejately !" :
“Good-morning, your lordship!” cride
Gunn and Shooter, grovelling before
their lord and master. “If it pleascs
vou, your lordship, we've caught =

poacher |*

“Bai Jovel! Good bimay—whatl

£% 1’1l 200 if I can’t arran

caught Gunn full in the fizz,

Two a nised wells rang
out a8 Mﬁ and Shooter
collapsed, and though both

-

a life sontence
for the beggah |” said Lord Broadacres;
for that was m.__.E__m_anmw the eyedentity
of the newcomer. “Take him up to the
castle, and fling him into ome of my
privit dungeons!"

“Cartainly, your lordship!™

The two gamekecpers turned on Dr.
Birchemall, But the Head was Enmm
for them by this time., What he ha
herd was gquite sofficient to
ingpire him to fight to the last
gasp for his freedom. =

Springing into sudden activ-
i_“_w_ he turnod a summersault,
balanced for an instant on the
palms of his hands, and lashed
out with his feet. One foot

and the other landed with fear-
ful forca on Bhooter's loft car.
“ Woooop [
“*“Yarooo [*

thoy
weren't gama enuff to rise again. They
just sat there yelling, while Dr., Birch-
emnall took advantage of their indispo-
sition to land once more on hiz soles,

gamekecpers were game keepers,

and take to his heels.

With a cry of “Bai Jovel What a
bally merve, don't you know—what?
l.ord Broadacres fixed his monocle more
tirmly in his eye, and leaped after the
fugitive with swift, spasmodic move-
ments  somewhat reminissent of the
kangarao.

The 8t. S2am's hikers cama to the
conclusion that the chase was a_ wuneek
sporting event not to be missed. H.E.m:__m
fit to bust, they followed on the heels
of the Head and his noble persewer.

All six raced through the woods at

Piel Delarey recently

the Head with s large
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mond mines in Bouth Africa
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Clande Hoskina, the
gening of the Bhell, recenily oom- his
ducted & new Bymphony compoged

breakneck speed till they reached a
stream spanned by & wooden plank.
Then, with a suddenness that none could
have fourseen, the little komedy was
nearly turned into a :.nm_.n.mw. Dr.
Birchemall got across the plank in
complete safety; but Lord Broadacres,
who was liable to go potly at times,
became unbalanced half-way across, and
fell into the swirling waters of the
streem with a fearful splash,

“Help!™ heo shrecked, as he dis-
appeared. “I can’t swim for nuts, bai
Jove| Reskew, somebody!"

The Head pawsed in his flight, and
returned to the bank, looking deadly
white. Dr. Birchemall was a brave

man; but, elthough the streem was only
six feet wide, it was about forty fect
deep, and he didn’t fancy plunging in.
It scemed an occasion when diseretion
mite prove the hbetter part of valler.

“ Reskew him, somebody ' he called
out mcross the streem. “I can't very
well do it myself, as T haven't bronght
a bath-towel with me! What about you,
Jolly 1

But thera was no need for that rekwoest
to be made. Jolly, like the rest of the
Co. was _umn::m off his jacket in reddi-
ness to take the plunge. A

“8tand back, you fellows 1" eride Jack
Jolly modestly. ™ This is o job for one
hero, not [our!®

Bplash | . )

An instant later he was swimming

Lord Mauleversr bas nol missed
after=dinnar “ pap ** for
terms and ferms and terms! Hea'll
bo caught * napping " coe dayl
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through the water In the direction of
the struggling figger. An instant after
that he was reskewing the half-drowned
aristocratt for all he was worth. An
instant after that he was climbing up
the bank with his yewman burden to
the plawdits of his chums. An instant
after that he was applying artifigial
perspiration to Lord Broadacres. And
an instant after that, Lord Broadacres
was sitting up, fixing his streeming
monocle into his eye.

“Bai Jove!” he eggsclaimed. “ What
bally hero reskewed me, I wondah®"

IIL.

EFORE Jack Jolly had time to
m answer that question, someone
pushed him rufly out of the
way, and answered it for him.

“Me, your lordship!"” said that
" gomeone,” who, ah&ﬂ.mw to say, was
Dr. Birchemall. * At tho risk of my
very life, I plunged recklessly into the
depths of the boiling waters and brought
you in the teeth of the storm safely
back to terra firmal Just you see how
wet I got in the process!™

Jack Jolly & Co., gaping at the
Head, saw that he was farely streeming
with water. They realised then what
had happened; the old villain had
actually walked nee-decp into the streem
and slooshed himseclf with water so as
_..,E-“."_mnﬂ,mﬂw m_.ﬂ.ﬁnml when Jack Jolly

reskewed him

“M-m-my hat!” stuttered Jack Jolly.

But Lord Broadacres was not lissen-
ing to Jock Jolly. He was gazng
through his monocle at Dr. Birchemall

“ Bai Jove |"” he said. *I must say you
look more like a Nero than an heroj
but, if what you say is correct, I owe
on a dett of gratiitude, don’t you
N_..E_q. Thanks, awfully "

“Don't the Mead
smirking.

“Bube— gasped Jack Jolly,

Lord Broadacros rose to his [ret, and
patted the Head on the back.

“I'm awfully sorry now about the
other affair, don't you know, my brave
follow I” he remarked. “ Forchunitly
Fatoe has given me an opporfunity of
reckernising your trew worth, and I
should like to show you how I appreciate
it. Will voun honner me by being my
guest at the Castle for as long as you
cara to stay " :

The Head's fize became one huge grin
as he lisenned to those hunneyed words.

“You've sure said it, Lord Broad-
acres,” he cried. “Let’s away 1™

:Esqn___mr_z u.mﬂmm_p%%nr Jolly, when
the two had vannished. :

“What are you cheering .hrnnﬂu
asked Frank Fearless, in surprize.

Jack Joll inned. <
“Don't u_waﬂh.mm. fathead 7 he cride.

mensh 1" said

“Now that the Head's & guest _1 a pler
of the relm, he'll stick to him like m __“_,J_,.__._..hF
1M

And, that being the case, we can
our walking toor without the slitest fear
of meecting the old buffer again.
Hurrah 1"

And the Co. returmed to __-..umh__,n o
their camp in high spirits, convince
now Lhat they would see no more of
Dr. Alfred Birchemall till they
agsombulled at Bt. Sam's for the new
term !

THE END

(Boys, you'll find anothér sercamingly
funny yara of Jack Jolly & Te. in néxt
week's Magser, entitled: “RIRCHE-
MALL'S BENNYFIT!" TYou'll laugh
until your sides fairly burst, when you
read i, belicve me.—ED)
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