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Featuring Harry Wharton & Co.’s amazing adventures in the Mysterious East. By FRANK RICHARDS.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
All Mauly's Money }

o HEER off I
S “What 1
“I'm talking to Mauly |” said

Billy Bunter, with dignity.
“We don't want to be interrupted, do
we, Mauly 1™
“Yaas."

“(Oh, really, you beast—"

Whercat the Famous Five of the
Greyfriars Remove chuckled,

It was 8 warm day on the Nile. All
the days on the Nile were warm.  Sun-
shine, the clear, dr{I sunshine of Egypt,
streamed down on the slow-rolling river,
on the city of Luzor, and on the
dababiyeh tied up to thoe bank.

Harry Wharton & Co. had been ashore
with Hassan, the dragoman, seeing the
sights. Warm as the Nile valley was,
the Famous Five did not seem to tire—
in which they were very unlike Billy
Bunter and Lord Mauleverer., Billy
Bunter was fat and lazy. Lord Maule-
verer was slim and lazy. Mauly liked
to see tha sights of Egypt from a long
cane chair on the upper deck of the big
Nila houseboat, witg his legs resting on
another chair, and his hands clasped
behind his head. Billy Bunter did nok
care a lot for sights, anyhow, and he
declared that he was fed-up on temples
pnd tombs and mummies. Sitting under
an awning, eating sticky Turkish sweet-
meats had more appeal for Bunter. SBo
tha two slackers had been left on board
the dahabiveh while the energetié five
“did ¥ Denderah with Hassan,

Warm and dusty, but merry and
bright, the chums of the Remove clat-
tered back to' Luxor on their donkeys,
and ¢ame tram;i:mg cheerily across the
E:HEWEE ta the tmd-uﬁ dahabiyeh,

T auleverer gave them a sleepy
grin and a tired nod as they tramped
on the upper deck. Billy Bunter gave

them an inimical glare through his bi
spectacles; and as the glare produce
absolutely no effect on the five, he re-
gquested them to sheer off. Bunter, it
seemed, did not want their company
just then.

But what Bunter wanted, or did not
want, was a trifle light as air to the
cheery chums of the Remove. Black
Nubian servants pulled out deckchairs
for them, and they sat down, with smil-
mng faces.

“1 savy, you fellows, I think you might
sheer off I said Bunter, “It's rather
bad form to interrupt a private conver-
gation 1"

“ Fathead 1” paid Bob Ehﬂrrﬁ, politely.

“I'm talking to Mauly roared
Bunter,
“"Poor old Mauly!” saild Frank

Nugent, with deep sympathy.

*“The poorfulness of the esteemed old
Mauly 18 terrific!” remarked Hurree
Jamset Ram Bingh. “The interruptful-
ness is a boonf hleﬁsmg:, isn’t it, my
estimable idiotic Mauly ?

“¥ans |” yawned Lord Mauleverer.

“What's the jolly old secret i asked
Johnoy Bull, with a glare at Bunter.
“Are you expecting a postal order in
Egypt, and askinp% auly to cash it in
advance, you fat fraud?”

. "Ha, ha, ha I”

“I don’t think you fellows ought to
be i[&uisitivq," said Bunter. " If there's
one thing I ean’t stand, it's inguisitive-
ness |1

Oh, my only summer hat [”

“Butting in when a fellow's hu,ving a

rivate talk with a pall” said Billy

unter indignantly. tten bad form,

4

vou know! I say, Mauly, old man,
come down to the Eﬂ]ﬂﬂnj' P
-H'carnlt !!l

“Why not?” demanded Bunter.
“Tired I” o
“Fou zilly aszs, you've been sitting in

that chair for two hours| What’s made
you tired {*

13 Yﬂ'l‘.l. tl]

“Ha, ha, ha1”

Billy Bunter fixed his big spectacles
on his noble pal with an expression that.
did not seem at all pally. But he con-
trolled his wrath, He had an important
matter to discuss with Lord aunle-
verer—a very important matter indeed,
It was not a time for telling the school-
boy earl what he thought of him.

“We've had no end of a time,
Mauly I said Harry Wharton, *“You
ought to have comel Tha Temple of
Hathor at Denderah is a corker I’

“I'll take your word for it, old man 1"
said Mauly.

“And the Temple of Isis!™ szaid Bob
Cherry.

“I say, you fellows, shut up ¥ said
Bunter. “If you haven't the good taste
to sheer off while I'm talking to my
pa;l, ]j'poglu might shut up, at least |7
it 't you want to hear about the
jolly old zights at Denderah, Mauly”
asked Nugent,

“Not at all—I mean, yaas ! amended
Lord Mauleverer hastily. * Anvthin' to
keep Bunter from talkin’ !

“Tha celebrated Temple of Hathor
15=—"" began Bob,

“8hut_up I” roared Bunter. *Now,

+.

Mauly, I was sayi

“Oh dear! Yaas!” murmured Lord
Mauleverer. “Go it, old fat bean!
Mind if I go to sleep?”

“Oh, really, Mauly, as I was saying,
I'm not the fellow to brag or to make
a song about what I've done—you know
that ! But did I, or did I not, get you
away from- those Arab beasts, Hamza
and Yussef, when they ha%ged vou the
day we went to Karnak? Ihd I, or did
I not, risk my life with a pluck that
none of those fellows would have been
capable of to rescus youl”
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HNo I
“Ha, ha, ha 1"

“Why, you ungratéful beast ” roared
Bunter. “ You jolly well know 1 did1”
“1 know you were on the spot b
accident, and in such a shivering fun
that you jf_'r”.;f pearly left me to itl"”
said Mauly. *Is that what you mean "

“Mo, it isn't !" roared Bunter. " And
lock at the night that Greek rotter,
Knlizclos, got on the dahabiyeh after
that silly scarab! Did I, or did I not,
watch over your safety and save yout”

“No!” vawned Lord Mauleverer,

*Ha, ha, ha !

“0Of all the ungrateful rotters—"
gaspod Bunter. )

“You got out in the night rootin
after grub and butted into the Gree
johnny, and were seared out of your
wits 1" yvawned Mauleverer. “Is that
what you mean, old top "

“No wonder Bhakespears talks about
the thankless tooth of a serpent's
child " said Bunter bitterly. “I'm
accustomed to ingratitude | Look what
I've done for these fellows! And are
they grateful? No fear! But theres a
limit, Mauly! You owe me Eﬂur life!
I'm not bragging of it; J}luc happens
to be my long suit | Kindest friend and
noblest foe, and all that—that's me all
over. Now, look here, Mauly, for some
veason remittances haven't reached me
since we've been on this heoliday in
Ligy pte——=" :

“1 knew he was expecting a postal
order 1" murmured Bob Cherry.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“ Bhut up !” roared Bunter. “I'm nots
gmn% to sponge on you, Mauly, I'm
not like some fellows I could name, X
.hope! But a loan till my remittance
comes is quite a different matter.
You've lent me a few pilastres
alroady——=-="

“A few thousand ! grinned Bob.

“Tro shut up, Cherry! Now, look
here, Maul &

Lovd Mauleverer sat up.

“1 see the point,” he said thought-
fully. *“Tho fact is, you men keep on
telling me that nothing's safe 1m my
pockets. You've made me: hide that
jolly old scargbh of A-Menah, so that I
chan't lose it® Thosa Arabs the other
day at Karnak got a lot of money off
me. On the whole, I think the best
thing I can do is to hand over all the
money I've got to Bunter.”

“ Yon silly ass 1" bawled Johnny Bull.

“Good egg 1” exclaimed Billy Bunter
engerly. “I'll take eare of it for you,
Maunly | Rely on me " : :

Lord Mauleverer fumbled in  his

ochet. Billy Bunter watched him with
{:i:; cyes almost hulp{ing through his
spectacles.  Harry Vharion Co.
sunply stared.

Lord Mauleverer was in the bhappy
position of having more of that useful
urticle, cash, than a fellow could pos-
sibly want. There was no doubt that
he was careless with it, Backsheesh
flowed from Mauleverer's pockets like a
stream—or, rather, like a torrent.
Flassan, the dragoman, was making a
fortune out of him. Innumecrable
natives, all ahﬂ%}ﬂlﬂ Nile, had lapped
up the crumba that fell from the rich
man's table, Billy Bunter had uzed him
like a bank in which he had an un-
limited account. But this scemed to
ba rather thea limit, even for Ma'ulf.
Placing his cash in the ears of Billy
Buntoer was really an amazing proposi-
tion. There was hittle doubt that it
would have been for Mauly's benefit to
have a friend taking carc of his cash
for him. But dropping it into the Nile
would have been about as uscful as
placing it in the fat hands of the Owl
of the Remove.

Mauleverer secemed in serious earnest,
however. He drew his Russia-leather
purse from his pocket.

“Mauly, you ass!” exclaimed Whar-

ton, almost aghast.
Wharton ! roared

“"You shut up,
Bunter wrathfully. “BMauly knows a
pal he can trust. Mauly 1sn't asking
you to take care of his money for him,

are you, Mauly ¥’

£d HD_’E
“He's asking me,” said Bunter
loftily. *“He knows he can rely on &

pal like me. You fellows can shut
up.?T

“Well, fools. a their money are
soon parted ! remarked Johnny Bull

“Thanks !” yawned Mauleverer,

“My csteemed idiotic Mauly—""
murmured the Nabob of Bhanipur.
~ “Don’t you men think it a good
idea 7" asked Mauleverer innocently.
“¥Yeou've told me often encugh that I'm
jally  careless. own up—I'm
carcless.  Well, this money will
be safe with Bunter. I can leave it
to his judgment to spend it how ho
thinks fii—"

“Oh erikey ! ; 2

“I leave it absolutely in his hands,”
saidd Mauleverer., “You don’t mind,
Bunter "

Keep your eye on
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“My dear chap—my dear old pal!”’
gasped Bunter. “Thats all right!
I'm your man! Hand it over!”

“It's o lot of responsibility off my
hands, you see,” Mauleverer explained
to the staring five. * Bunter's willin' to
take it on, That settles it. I'm pgoin’
to hand over all my money to Bunter—
every piasire I've got about me. Bunter
can do as he likes with it, I leave 1t
to him entirely.”

“Ticar old Mauly!™ said Billy
Bunter, his fat voice fairly thrilling
with affection. “Rely on me "™

“Here you are, old chap!"

Lord Mauleverer opened his nobby
purse. From the interior he extracted
a nickel coin, which was called a
“Lirzech ” in the native tongue, but
more generally a plastre, ts value
was twopence-halfpenny !

This he placed in the ecager, out-
stretehed palm of Willlam George
Bunter. .

“ There ! he said, and he replacea tha

urse in his pocket and sank back
azily in his chair,

Bunter blinked at the coin. Ha
seemed hardly able to believe his little
round eyes, or his big round spectacles.

“What—what—what's this?’ gasped
Bunter blankly.

“It's a piastre, old top.”

“T know it's a piastre, vou idiot!
But what—what 15 1t for?"

“It's all my money.”

“Wha-a-at?™

“By the way,” added Lord Maule-
veror thoughtfully, as if he had Zust

3

remembered - something. *I shall hava
to drop into the bank befors we leave
Luxor and get some cash. I've cntirely
run out.’

Bunter blinked at him. He blinked
at the nickel coin in his fat palm, He
blinked at Mauleverer again. Ha scemed
bereft of speech, There was a sudden
roar from the Famous Five.

‘*“Ha, ha, ha!"

Bunter found his voice.

_ "Mauly! You silly idiot—you frab.
jous ass=—you burbling chump—-*"

“Eh?? Lord Mauleverer looked sue-

rised. *““Are you calling me those

ancy names because I'm trusting you
with all my money, Bunter ™

“Ha, ha, ha!”? yelled the Famous
Five. They realised now that his lazy
lordship. had been gently pulling the
fat Owl's podgy leg. 5

““Mean to say this iz all the money
you've got?™ shricked Bunter.

1 Hﬂﬂ-ﬁ E”

“Why, . you—you—youn idiot—"

“I fcel that f can trust you with it,
Bunter, old bean. Spend it how you
like—use your own judgment——*

“Ha, ha, ha!” shrieked the juniors.

The cxpression on Billy Bunter's fat
foace ‘might have made the statuc of
Rameses the Sccond smile.

“You—you—you—-=" gurgled Runter.
“You=—you funny idict! You slacking
ass! You idiotic dummy !

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Anythin’ the matter, old bean?™
asked Lord Mauleverer, raising his cye-
brows.  "That 1sn0’t really the way to
talk to a fellow who's trusting you with
all his money.”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

5 EF“:] I ﬂ;ﬁmd Bunter,

“My dear chap——"*

“Yah!Z

Billy Buanter hurled all Mauly's
monoy—that single, solitary piastre--
into the Nile. Then, with a sort of scorn,
he rolled away, followed by a sleepy
grin from Lord Mauleverer and a howl
of laughter from the Famous Five.

After which Harry Wharton & Co.
told Mauly all about the wonderful
thmgﬂ they had seen that day at
Deadersh. Manly did not mind., He
wentk to sleep, and slumberod pgently
and peacefully while they teld him,

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Ructions on the River !
o AMPING out?™

C “That’'s 1t !

“Rot!™ said DBunter,

The song of the Nubian
sailors, as they handled their long poles,
sounded musically in the sunny morn-
ing. The great houseboat swung away
from the Nile bank and foated out into
the river. The Greyfriars tourists had
“done ” the eastern bank—Luxor, and
Karnak, and the other wonderful things
—and now the dahabiyeh was being poled
agross the Nile to the western bank,
whera many more marvels awaited
them.

Hassan, the dragoman, was bursting
with information respecting the Necro-

lis, the *City of the Dead,” tho
‘ombs of the Kings, the Tombs of tho
Queens—tombs, and tombs, and tombs!
—that covercd a vast space on the woest
bank of the Nile opposite Luxor. There
were, a3 the dragoman told them glee.
fully, innumerable dead persons—more
mnumerable than in any ﬂ?ut of Epypt
hitherto explored I]:-_{ o Greyfriars
arty. Which, to Hassan's mind, at
east, was an irresistible atiraction.
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The juniors had breakiasted on the
ny, under the awning, at the
storn of the dahabiyeh. Billy Bunter
was still breakfssting on the balcony
when they went to the upper deck.
The broad waters of the Nils glistened
in the sunshine, snd othar abiyehs
were to be scen, as well as a crowd
of feluccas—some rowing with their
great, heavy oars, others gliding under
the big lateen sails. The Cleopatra was
the largest, and handsomest dshabiych
to be seen. Mr. Hilmi Maroudi, of
Cairo, wha had lent it to the Grey-
friars party, was & millionsire, and his
dahabiyeh was a palatial boat, The
juniors watched the busy scene on the
MNile with keen interest. Other tourists

were going across to the western bank

that morning, but most of them in the
ferryboat or in hired feluccas,

Billy Bunter rolled up to the upper
deck, aftor packing away soveral break-
fasts, one atter another, and he brought
with him a big orange in either fat hand
to wind up his meal. He found the
Famous Five discussing what they wers
going to do on the western bank. And
a5 soon 83 he learned that the idea was
to leave the dababiveh tued up and
camp out for a night or two ashore,
Bunter stated his opinion—for what it
was worth. .

The chums of the Remove did not
seem te consider that it was worth
very much. They continued to discuss
their camping arrangements, regardless.

“You'd like to go camping, Mauly—
what ** asked Harry Wharton.

* Yaas.”

“Lock here, Mauly,” said Billy
Bunter. “ Whot's the good of rough-
ing it in a silly tent when you can come
back and sleep comfortably on the
dababiych? You'd rather come back
to the dahabiyeh, wouldn't you ™

“Yans."

“"You ocan't do both, fathead]" re-
marked Jochnny Bull.

“Oh dear ! said Mauly.

Lord Mauleverer’s systemn was to
agrea with every suggestion mado—
which was & Llittle awkward when
opinions differed.

Billy Bunter guzzled an orange,
hurled the peel intc the Nile, and
swatted flies that had a fancy for the
orange juice smeared on his fat face.

“Well, you can take this from me,”
he said. *“I'm not going camping! If
you camp oub in & lot of putrid ruins
you won't have my company I™

“I say, camping seems rather a jolly

idea,” remarked Lord Mauleverer
thoughtiuily. * Let's camp out, by all
means |

“Oh, really, Mauly!”

““Hassan can fix us up with all the
things we need,” said Bob.

The dragoman salaamied.

“On my bead be it, sar!” he said,
* Hassan is your dragoman. You trust
Hassan. Everything shall bo st the
top of a hole, as you say in your noble
English language.”

“ Everything shall be—what?* ejacu-
lated Mauleverer.

“The esteemed Hassan means that
the top-holefulness will be terrifie,”
explained Hurrea Jamset Ram Eingfl.

“Oh gad!" said DMauly, and the
juniors chuckled.

A nasal voice, in emphatic tones,
hailed the juniors on the dahabiveh
from a felueca on the Nile. In that
felucca sat two tourists—one a tall, lean
gentleman, with lantern jaws, the other
& short, stout gentleman. Each of them
wore & sun-helmet and smoked glasses,
and carried a red-coversd guidebook,
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and spat continually inte the Nile.
From which latter circumstance the
juniors guessed that they were tourists
from the great United States, It was
the lean man who hailed the dahabiyeh.

“Say! Youl” he called out. “¥You
figure that you want to run down this
dufguned felucea? I'll say vou'd better
tell your niggers to keep them pesky
poles away.”

The tall, bronze-complexioned reis,
standing &t the high helm of the daha-
biyeh, glanced down at tho felucea, but
gave no sign. The singing Nubiana
poled on, unregarding,  Billy Bunter
sniffed. On board the most magnificent
dahabiyeh on the Nile, Billy Bunter
felt immensely superior to commonplace
tourists in @ hired bost. He sniffed to

make that superiority eclear to the
commonplace persons. Harry Wharton
& Co. looked down at the felucea. The

smalk eraft was cutting across the bows
of the big craft, so they concluded that
it was the felucea's own look-out if there
was trouble, and left it at that. But
Lord Meuleverer, with great politeness,
raised hiz hat to the American gentle-
E:m!n and answered in his most courteous
Ones.

“Sorry, sirl We'd much rather not
run you down, as a mmtter of choice.
But perhaps yon wouldn't mind keepin’
out of the way."

The lean gentleman fa.va hipn a glare,

*“You bought the Nile I*" he inquired.

“1 think not,” answered Lord ule-
verer thoughtfully. “I've been buyin'
things ever since I've been in Egypt—
the people here won't take no for an
answer, you know! I can't remember
everythin' I've bought! But I don't
think the Nile was among my pur-
E:hﬂ.’EE.E.."

The Famous Five grinned as his lord-
ship made that reply with perfect
ﬁ_rnwty. The lean American stared at

im,

“Bay, bu, was you born funny?!" he
asked. “I'll say you don't want to
shoot off your mouth too promiscus when
yvou're talking to George Washington

Jacks! George W. Jacks might step
aboard that hooker and spank you,
some |’

"My esteermned and ridiculous friend,™
said Hurree Jamset Ram Bingh, *“the
spankfulness might be a boot on the
other leg.”

Mr. Jucks gave quite a jump. Hurree
Jamset Ram Bingh's English, léarned
from the wisest moonshee in Bhanipur,
often had & surprising effect on
Etrangers,

“Carry me home to diel” said Mr.
Jacks. " Did you hear that, colonel "

“Did I, colonel?” answered the fat
man. “I'll say I did "

Both the American gentlemen, appar-
ently, were colonels, though they did not
look like military gentlemen.

“ Javver hear an thit}g like it, Colonel
Bkink I'" asked G. W. Jacks.

“I'l say no, Colonel Jacks”
answered Colonel Skink.

The dahabiyeh rolled heavily on.
Tha little felucea, which was rowed by a
couple of brown men, danced on the
wash of the great houscboat. Some of
the Nile washed aboard and wetted the
feet of the two colonels, and angry re-
marks were made through the noses of
Messrs, Jacks and Skink.

' Cheek 1™ zaid Billy Bunter.

Ho pushed his face into his second
crange. PBunter liked oranges, and he
enjoyed them—but it could not he said
that his method of dealing with them
was either cleanly or elegant.

Having gobbled the interior of that
fat and juicy fruit, Bunter cerelessly
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tossed the remain: over the side of tha
dababiyeh.

“ Look out ] ejaculated Bob Cherry.

LY Eh"ﬂ

“"You fat ass 1"

It was too late for Bunter to lock
out. The remmnant of the orange had
landed, Every bullet is said to have its
billet, and the same rule seemed to
apply to that juicy relic of Bunter's
latest snack. It landed in the keen,
}hﬂ.rk];. venetrating eye of Colonel

WGCHE,

. W. Jacks was standing up at the
moment. The next moment he was sit-
ting down. He sat down with a sudden
concussion that made the light felucca
rock, The roar that buxst from G. W,
Jacks might hava been heard on both
banks of the Nile,

“Oh gad!” ejaculated Lord Maule-
verer. " You clumsy ass, Bunter—"'

“Ehi'* said Bunter. The short-
sighted Owl of the Remove had not even
soen where his wissile had landed.
“What's the row? I zay, you fellows,
what is that Yankee yelling about?"

Colonel Jacks was yelling wildly to
his rowers. ‘They stared at him
dubiously, but obeyed. The feluces
ran alongside the dababiyeh, and the
long-limbed American was aboard the
Cleopatra almost in the twinkling of an
eve. He was angry and excited—there
was no doubt about his anger and excite-
ment. ‘There was orange-juice in his
eve, which was uncomiortable and pain-
ful. And obviously he was convinced
that the missile had been thrown inten-
tionally—which was enuush to annoy
even & very good-tempered man. And
the long gentleman from the U.8. did
not seem at all good-tempored, anyhow.

“Halle, halle, hallo [ ejaculated Bob
Cherry. “ What——"

* Yarcooocoh I”* roared Bunter.

Two bony hands were grasping Billy
Bunter before that fat youth koew what
was happening,

He was sprawled, face down, across
a pony knce.

Spank |

"ﬁhﬂﬂﬁﬂﬂp o

E?nh, ank !

"DEWI ow ™ . i B
“0Oh, my hatl aspe ar
Wharton. od "
Spank !

“l?mpt Helpt! Rescue!” roared
Bunter. “I sy, you fellows—
Whooooop I”

Spank, spank!

“I guess you can't get by with sauce
to . W. Jacks!" roared the lean
colonel. ““No, sir] T'll say nope, sir!
I'll surely say nopal Not G. W. Jacks,
gir] George W. Jacks doesn’t stand for
it, sir! Sure! Not in your lifetime,
uné:l mri:a werkl N -

pank, spank, spank!

Billy Bunter wriggled aod raved.
Harry Wharton & Co. gathered round
and grasped G, W. Jacks on all sides.
Bunter deserved to be gfanke@. perhaps,
for landing the relic & juicy orange
in & stroanger's eve from sheer careless-
ness, But the lean gentleman was over-
doing it wholesale. The Famous Five
grasped various parts of Colonel Jacks'
bony person and yanked him away from
the Owl of the Remaove.

“Chuck it]" ﬁaaped Bob ﬂhe:—rf.
i Eee? your jolly old temper, old
bean |

“Yaroooh ! Pitch him into the Nile I"

velled Bunter. “Whop him! Oh
crikey! HRag him! Pull his nosel
Yaroooh I

“I’ll say you'd better leggo!" roared
G. W. Jacks, gling in the grasp of
the juniors. “Yep! I'll say sol”

Bat the juniors did not let go. The
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excited transatlantic gentleman seemed
rather too dangerous to be reoleased.
They led him to the side, and Wharton
shouted to the dancing felucca.

“Cateh I

“Bearch mei"” ejaculated the other
colonel in the felucca, staring up in
astonishment. “ DBy the great horned
toad, you can search mao "

The rowers held the [elucea close
nlnnﬁazde, and the Famous Five dropped
the bony gentleman back where he bo-
longed. The thin colonel went sprawl-
g down, and the fat colonel, in an
unfortunate moment for  himself
stepped forward to catch him and help
him land. Hia foot slipped in the rock-
ing boat, and he missed G. W. Jacks.
But G. W. Jacks did not miss him—
ﬁ;ﬁﬁ[ Jacks landed on the back of his
neck.

and gasped for wind. The dahabiyeh
rolled on, and they faded out of the
picture, still gasping.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
What is the Secret?
old

i HAT about the jolly
W Euaﬂner?” said Bob
herry.

The dahabiveh was tied
up once more on the western banb,
Before the eyex of the Greyfriars
tourists stretched the vast necropolis
ancient Thebes. Nearcr at hand a crowd
of donkey-boys elready had their eyes
on the tourists, and were already lead-
ing their animals towards the bank and
shouting from the distance. * Itinerant

5

Greek looked as if ne would spring on
him lika a tiger. Maulevercr smiled
end waved him back.

“Eeep your temper, old bean!” ho
gaid. “Hassan, knock him on the head
if he outs up rusty "

“On my head be it, sar!” answered
the dragoman, who had followed the
jumors down, stick in hand.

Lord auleverer  repacded  the

risoner with thoughtful seriousness,

arry Wharton & Co. wers smiling.

Mauly’s method of dealing with the
Greck made them smile; but therc was
no doubt, at all events. that it was keep-
g their encmy out of mischief.

nd there was ne doubt that
Kalizelos had asked for it. He had
erept on board the dahabiyeh in the
darkness of a night to steal the Golden
Scarab—and Mauloverer had awakened

Two bony hands grasped Billy Bunter and he was sprawled, face down, across a bony knee. Colonel Jacks’ hand rose and

fell, Spank, spank, spank !

“* Yaroooh ! ** gasped

Bunter. **I say, you fell

get by with sauee to G. W. Jacks | ** roared the lean American.

There was an agoniszed gurgle from
the plump colonel as he was squashed
in the bottom of the boat under the
bony colonel.

“Ooooh | Great gophers! Yoooogh 1™

*“Thunder "' gasped Colonel Jacks.

“Ha, ha, hal" camo 1n a yell from
the dahabiveh,

The two colonels were wildly mixed
up in the bottom of the felucea. The
light craft rocked wildly, chipping
water, which drenched over the two
struggling and sprawling colonals.
There was a cackle of laughter from the
Nubian erew of the Cleopatra; even the
grave reis condescended to grin.

The dahabiveh rolled on, leaving the
felucon belind. Two crimson and
breathlesa citizens of the United States
sorted themselves out at last, and sat

dealers in spuricus antiquitics wero
watching for them to come ashore.

Lord Mauleverer nodded thoughtfully
as Bob referred to the prisoner of the
dulmhi;-'eh.

“Let's go down and see the jolly old
hird in his cage,” snid Mauly, and the
Famous Five followed him down to the
cahins.

Onoe cabin door was locked, and a
Nubian was squatied outside on guard.
He rose and salanmed and unlocked the
door, and Lord Maulevercr stepped into
the prison-cabin, with the Famounz Five
behind him. Kalizelos, the Greck, rose
to his fect, his black eyes burning at the
Groyfriars fellows. For & g many
days now Kalizelos had been a prisoner
on board the Cleopatra under lock and
key. As Maouleverer stepped in the

ows—whooop 1 * I guess you can’t
““ I'll surely say nope ! ™

with the Greek’s kniiec at his throat!
In Cairo the rascal had been handed
over to the police, by Mr. Maroudi, the
juniors’ Egyptlian friend; but he had
cscaped.  Mauly was taking his own
measures ta seo that the villam did not
escape & second time. So far, those
measures had been efficacicus.

“We're oing away from the
dahabiyeh for & da; or two, Mr.
Kalizelos,” drawled Lord Mauleverer,
“I'm givin' you another chancc before
we go. Are you comin’ tc terms?™

“ Kool I" snarled the Greek.

“Look at it reasomably,” wurged
Mauleverer placidly. “I'va t the
Golden Scarab that my father found jn
Egypt years and years ago. It's mino.
It belonged to jolly old A-Menah three
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thousand years ago, in the :-eigsn of Ram
—Ram—Ram—thngummy—"*

“Rameses the Second |¥ grinned Bob.

“Yans, I know it was Ram-somethin’.
Jolly old A-Menah wore it as an amulet
in those days, av the battic of What's-
its-name, 1n Syria, and i€ scems to have
brought him luck, He game back from
the wars twith a big Jdiamond in his
trousers pocket—if they wore trousers
i the reign of Ram—Ram—Ram—
lhingumm:{] The story goes that the
scarab will guide any Johnny who hap-

ens to hold it to that big diamond—the

ve of-—of—of—"

“"The Eye of Osiria!”
Bob,

“Wans, that's itl Now, of course, I
don't believe a word of 1t,” said Lord
Maulevercer cheerfully. “1 can's quite

prompled

swallow ancient Egyptian magic. But
the trouble is that you do, Mr.
Kalizelos. You keep on tryin' to get

that scarab off me, and you've made
things dashed unpleasant—shuttin’ a
fellow up in tombs, and so0 on. You
can’'t expect o fellow {o like it."

' Fﬂl!:l]. l” .

“Your manners, old thing, are simply
horrid,” said Lord Mauleverer. *But
never mind that. It seems that you got
hold of an ancient palﬁfrus, in your curio
shop at Caire, and learned the secret
of the scarab. ¥You're after that scarab
like my friend Bunter after a jam-
tﬂ.l‘l-—‘”

“Oh, really, Manly—*"

“And a chap gots f.p_d.._?,n said
Mauleverer, shaking hizs head. “Now
you've been obliging enough to drop
mto my hands, and I'm keepin® you
whers you can’'t do any more harm——*

“1 demand to be handed over to the
law 1" said the Greek hoarsely.

Lord Mauleverer shook his head.

“You wouldn’t—if you didn't fanecy
that you could wang:.e it 1~ get awsa
from the joly ald law,” he answered.
“I den’s think a fearful lot of tha law.
It's cather a fishy bizney., even 1n my
own country. In the East I've gobt an
idea that it's largely a matter of
backsheesh. You see, you got away in
Cairo, old bean ans 1 can't ﬁalp
thinkin® you'd get away in Luxor
You're safer here”

*Faol I*

“Thanks | Now, there’r two ways out
of this difficult matter,” smid his lord-
ghip. * Kither can give you the
scarab, or you ca: give me the secret.
I'm not givin' you the scarab—it’s mine,
But I've got to draw your teeth]! You
see thati”

*F F'U?l [.I'l

*This sportsman doesn’t seem to have
& high opinion of my intcllect, doea he,
you men? Never mind! Now, old
top, if there’s really & seeret, cough it
up. Once you've handed it over, you
won't want tho scarab, and 1 can get
shut of you. I'd be thankiul to see
the last of wyou, belieave me. You can
seo for yourself that it's the only way.”

“Fool 1

Lord Mauleverer slipped his hand into
his pocket and drew out the golden
beetle, the cause of so many exciting
sdventures since the Greyfrinrs chums
had started on their Egyptian
holiday.

- The Greek’s eves snapped ot sight of
it. =~ Shaped like dthﬂ sacred ljleeeﬂe of
ancient Egypt, made apparently of solid
gold, the amulet lay ]i}n Maulevarer’s
palm, glistening in the light. Often and
often had the juniors handled it, won-
dering what was its strange secret—if
any. They knew that the tiny picture-
writing engraved on it told nothing but
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the name ard title of A-Menah. That it
had magic propertics wos hardly to be
believed. How it ecould possibly guide
1te possessor to the Eye of Osiris was
llﬂlmuig'l'nuhla. Yot the look on the
Greek’s face, the hungry greed that
blazed in his eyes, the eager twitching
of his features showed how strong was
his beliof,

It was obvious that Kalizeloa could
barely restrain himself from springing
at the schoolboy earl and snatching at
the searab. Yet what seerst could he
have read in that ancient papyrus
written by the scribo of A-Mcenah?
What secret could there ba in the
golden beetle that no other eyez could
read

“There’s tha jolly old article,” said
Lord Mauleverer, holding it up. “It's
mine, as I've mentioned. I'm not givin®
it away—especially if it's a clue io »
diamond worth a quarter of a millicn
pounds. That's askin’ rather too much
of a fellow, whatt Trot out the secret1”

*I will tell you nothing ! hissed the
Grei:ilg. lly
_ "1If you weren't so jolly savage about
it, old thing, I shouldr he!iaﬁ there
was & giddy secret at all. But you're
not the man to risk your life, and spend
money like water, fo- the sake of a mere
curiosity. I'm beginpir’ to believe there
really is a secret—though I can’t begin
to gl;.r:ns what it is. Wen't you cough it
up

“ﬂﬁmr !L‘ iy :

“Most tikely it's only gammon,” said
Mauleverer. * But if ijir; t.gurns out to be
worth anythin’, I'll do the fair thing,
I’ll stand you ten per cent of the loot, if
I bag 1t. What®

“That's a good offer 1¥ grinned Bob

Cherry.
“All or nothing!” muttered the
Greek. “Fool! The scarab is value-

less to you. ¥ou cannot read its secret.
Only I can read it A thousand pounds
—ten thousand pounds—s=ll me the

gearab.”

“Beats me hollow.” said Lord
Mauleverer, *“This sportsman iz in
earnest, you men—he'd be glad to trot
out ten thousand pounds for this scarab,
which 18 worth about twenty-five for its
metal. Do you get him "

“It's pretty lain that there is a
tecret, and that Kalizelo: knows it,” zaid

Harry Wharton. *“But the scarab is
yours, Mauly, and if it leads to a
tressure, the treasure is yours.”

“Quitel We can’t let this man go,”
sald Mauleverer. “Not unless ho draws
his own teeth by handin’ over the
secret. If I could trust him to let me

| slone, and let my scaral alone, I'd bo

glad to shus of him. sop

It shall be mine | snarled the Greck.
“¥our life, or a thousand lives, shall nos
stand in the way. 1 will gain my free-
dom—you cannot keep mmeo on ‘this
dahabiyeh! Then for you, death; for
me, the scarab [

“Thanks for the tip,” said Lord
Mauleverer, slipping the  sacred
scarabeus of A-Menah into his pocket.
“I'll see that you don't get loose—till
ic-u".re_ coughed up that jolly old zecret |

ast time of askin’ ™

af Fﬂﬂ]: 1I-!

“1 take thut as an answer in the
negative. Come on. you men 1"

¥ Look out!” jﬂ"&dyﬂﬂh, as the Greek
made a sudden, desperate spring,

Crack ! : :

Hassan was locking out!

His stick whirled in the air, and
came down with a loud crack on the
he%ﬂ ufﬂﬂ.nﬁataﬂtinus Kalizelos. 3

o Greek gave & gasping <ry, an
rolled on the floor of toe cabin. ¥

Maszan chuckled.

“Hassan look ouf, noble aarl” he



EVERY SATURDAY

said. “Hassar. is your dragoman |
You trust Hassarl Oh, yes!”
“Sorry, old thing.” said Lord

Mauleverer, politel , as the Greek sab
up dizzily, elasping hiz head with both
hands. “You asked fr: that—what?
Ta-ta 1™

The juniors lefs tee cabin. The door
was closed and looked on the Greek,
His voice followed them in a string of
fierce imprecations as they went.

Their facezs wero thoughtful as they
raturned to the deck. %’Jhat. was the
strange secret of the scarab? It was an
intriguing mystery., Looking at the

lden beetls, they could not believe
that it held a secraet; but lnﬁkin? at the
desperate Greek, they could hardly doubt
it. Their minds scemed ‘o sway to
and fro on the subject.

“Better take it ashore with us I
think,” vyawned Lerd Mauleverer.
“That Greek sportsman is safe enough,
but—— 1 don't faney leavin® tho scarah
on the dahabiyeh with him while we're

away for days.”

“No fear,” agreed DBob  Cherry.
“Mind you don’t drop it in one of the
jolly old tombs, though.”

“1 say, you fellows—"

“Halla, hallo, halle ! Raady,
Bunter 1"

Billy Bunter fixed his eyes, and his
spectacles, soverely on tha chums of the
Hemove,

“I'm ready, if we're going to have a
car, and if we're comine back to the
dahabiyeh for the nig‘ht.,ﬂ he answered
firmly. *“1f you're going to ride those
beastly donkeys; an camp  out
among & lot of pulrid old ruins, I'm not

ready | I refuse to do anything of the
sort I'?

Bob Cherry chuckled.

“We're going to ride donkéys, and
we re going to camp out for the night,
old fat bean,” he said.

“*Yes, rather!”

“The ratherfulness
esteemed fat Bunter.”

Bnort from Bunter.

is terrifie, my

“Then you can jolly well leave me Th

out [ he snapped.
Bob Cherry took out his handkerchief.
“Excuso me while I ery for a few
minutes, you men,” he spid. “Boo-hoo !
EJE':‘E going to l-lose B-B-Bunter! Boo-
oo !
“You silly ass!” roared .Bunter.
“Pardon these tears!” sobbed Bob

Cherry. “Excuse my emotion! Boo-
hoo I

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“1 mean 1t!" roared Bunfer. " You

can jolly well get on the best you can
without me, sea?”

i Em _hm !JI

“Come on,”” said Harry Wharton,
laughing.

And the Groyfrinrs party went ashore,
Bob Cherry drying his tears; and Billy
Bunter glared after them with a glare
that almost cracked his spectacles.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The City ol the Dead!

" REAT, encrmous, and gigantic
G Ramesseumn——"" chant ed

Hassan.

Harry Wharton & Co,
having *done * the Colossi of Memnon,
arrived at the Ramesseum on donkey-
back. Hassan’s brown face Eairfg
glowed with satisfaction. If there was
anything the dragoman enjoyed more
than cheating his lordly gentlemen it
was pointing out to them the wonders of
Egypt. And the Ramesseum, the
gigantie temple built by Rameses the
Second, was “some ™ sight.

The juniors dismounted from their
steeds, which were left with the donkey-
boys. Other tourists were on hand; and
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the ancient courtz of the Ramessoum
echoed to many languages—French and
German, Arabic, English, and American.

It was a sunny day—and, of course
warm! It was pgoing to be a rea
“heano,” as Bob Cherry described it
s day was to be spent in donkey-
riding among the ruins, seeing the
sights; and instead of riding back to
the Nile and the dahabiyeh, the party
wereg going to camp out.

Within a short ride of the Tombs of
the Kings was &n estate belonging to
Mr. Hilmi Maroudi, of Cairo, partly
cultivated with orange-trees, partly
desert. Mr. Maroudi, who had lent his
magnificont dahabiveh to his young
friends, had told them of it, and that he
had sent word to his manager to make
them welecome if they gave the place a
lock-in. 8o while the juniors were
gight-seeing with ~ Hassan, the

ubians were conveying the necessary
things to Mr. Maroudi’s land for camp-
ing out.

When the day’s ride was over, the
juniors were to ind the camp ready, the
tent up, and the supper cooked—which
was camping-out on very easy and agree-
able terms. The friendship of Mr.
Maroudi was helping to make their
holiday in Egypt run on very pleasank
lines.

Had Billy Bunter been able to ses the
party as they arrived at the Ramesseurn,
he would not have been able to observe
any diminution of their cheery spiritzs on
sccount of his absence. Indecd, from
their looks, it might have been su
that the chums of the Remove were
rather bucked by Bunter’'s determination
to stay on the dahabiyeh.

Clatter! Clatter! Clatter! came the
beating of donkeys’ hoofs, and the
juniors glanced round at new arrivals.
A nasal voice, which they had heard
glready that morning, came to their
Sars.

|
“Bay, you! You black-faced bone
head ! ou want to take a cinch oo

this_ornery cayuse, I'm telling you.”
. "Hallo, hallo, hallo, here iﬂil& tha
Jnl‘;i'ﬂld colonels [ grinned Bob Cherry.
et tf two American gentlemen were 1
i

he tall, bony Colonel Jacks was
;trugg]zﬁgl with & donkey that was try-
ing to bolt. The donkey was so small,
and the American gentleman was 50
long, that he could almost have touched
the ground with his feet on either side
of his mount by stretching out his
lengthy legs. He had them doubled up,
his bony kneces jabbing at the donkey's
cars. Ferhaps that irritated the donkey.
Anvhow, he was very restive, and G. W.
Jacks was in difficulties, and yelling to
hiz donkey-boy to control the steed.

The fat colonel, on the other hand,
who was gﬁggmg cn behind, was in no
danger of s steed bolting. His un-
fortunate donkey looked on the
of collapse under his weight. Tany
Egvptian donkeys had suftered under
Bully Bunter—but Colonel Skink was a
heavier weight than Bunter, and he
really lﬂﬂkﬂ'g as if he might turn his
hapless moke into a pancake. The
wrotched donkey procecded at & snail's
pace, with an expression on his face that
might have touched a heart of stone.

“8ay, you_ bonehead!”  roared
Colonel G. W. Jacks, to his donkey-boy.
“You hear me hoot?* ¥You hear me
vaup? I'll say you want to take a
cinch on this here cayuse!”

“Yes, sar!” gasped the donkey-boy.
* Oh, , sar! Whack um, sar!”
Probably the donkey-boy, whose English
wag limited, did not know any American
at all, and had to guess what “taking
a cinch ¥ might possibly mean. Ap-
parently, he concluded that the donkey
was to be touched-up; and he touched
him up, hard. The donkey jumped, and
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his rider’s sharp, bony kneea jabbed bim
behind the ears, and he jumped still
more, ;

The donkey-boy whacked again, and
whacked agam. Colonel Jacks swayed
to and fro on the donkey, yelling. That
was not what he wanted at sll. He
wanted the restive donkey held back,
not driven to greater speed. But the
donkey-boy did not catch on, and he
whacked with great vigour—unlimited
whacking being in the natare of
Eg':fgum: donkey-boys. :

h, my hat!” exclaimed Harri
Wharton, as the excited and exasperate
animal broke into an infuriated gallop.

“That sportsman 1is going to hit
trouble ™

“Begad ! murmured Lord Maul-
everer. “I faney he's going to hit
E t.:"

E‘Tﬁn ha, hal!"

Mauleverer was right. )

Bony knees jabbing into him seemed
to drive the tinnke frantic. IHe gal-
loped and plunged and roared, and
suddenly put down his head and threw

up his heels. G. W. Jacks shot over hia
head like a stone from a catapult and
hit Egypt with a mighty amite.

“(Oh crumbs!” gasped Frank Nugent.

“Him American gentloman him break
himn hones,” remarked Hassan pla.mdlﬁ;

“Well, he's got enough to spare
murmured Bob.

Fortunately, the lean gentleman had
not broken any bones. He sat up and
stared after the donkey. That sagacious
brute, relieved of his burden, was
evidently desirous of keeping clear of
it. He was going off at a gallop towards
the Tombs of the Queens, with the per-
spiring donkey-boy raging in pursuit.

“Wanl, swow ! gasped Colonel
Jacks. “I surely swow! Yep! I'll say
I swow! By the great horned toad!
You, Ephraim 8kink, you ride after tha_’&
doggoned burro and get him for me.

%] guess you want to tell me how to
maka this burro move, Colonel Jacks!”
panted Colonel Bkink, commg up at a
snail’s pace. “Yep, I'll say 1 want to
know how to make this goldarned burro
move 1" ]

Colonel Jacks scrambled to his feet.
Ho glared at the gmuf- of Greyfriars
fellows, who were smiling. Then he
started 1n pursuit of the runaway
donkey, his long legs thrashing like
flails. After him went the fat ecolonel,
at a much slower pace. They disap-

ared from view beyond the Temple of
E;Eremptah' and the grinning juniors
turned back to the Ramesseum, the
entertainment being over.

Harry Wharton & Co. found gll‘:ﬂ-tg
to fill up the morning in the celebrate
Ramesseum. After which, a luncheon-
basket that had been brought on a
donkey was unpacked, and they rested
and lunched in the shade of a wide-
spreading acacia.

In Egypt, it was an absolute necessity
to rest in the midday heat. Not till
well on in the afterncon did the tourisis
resurne the cxploration of the immense
remaing of the ancient Theban City of
the Dead.

Then they rode up to Riban-sl-Maluk
to view the Tombs of the Kings. In
that valley of the barrenm hills endless
rock-tomba had been hewn by ancient
hands. Most interesting to the juniors
was that of Tutankhamen, of which
Mauly’s uncle, Sir Reginald Brooke,
had told them. It was discovered in
1522 by Mr. Howard Carter and the
Ear]l of Carnarven. The mummy of the
ancient king was still there, where it
had been laid to rest so many centuries
ago; but that the jumors did not want
to see. But they explored the tomb:
and then clambered back up the endless
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stepa to the valley, glad to get into the
sunlight again,

By that time the sun was setting over
the hills of the Libysn Desert, and the
juniors had had enmﬂnnf tombe; and
though Hassan told y enticingly of
“innumerable dead sons ' that
remained to be seen, they decided to
start for camp.

Hassan led the way, by & rather
rugged and tortuous path over the hills,
to the ostate of Mr. Maroudi. The

leam of the orange-tress againast the

usty brown of the desert was a
weleome sight,

“Halln,, allo, hallo, thero's the jolly
old tent!™ exclaimed Boh.

Thers was no road, only a donkey-
track, which ran beside an irrigating
canal. Beside the track, among a
number of seattered acacias and
tamarisk bushes, waz a small tent.

l:-T'E.E Juniors drew rein and looked
at i

“That ecan’t be our tent,” said Harr
Wharton. “It's not big cnough for half
of us.”

“No, sar; that iz not the .tent of
honourable lords,” said Hassan, looking
uzzled. *“Great and luxurious tent for
dly gentleman is farther onward.”

“ Bomebody else camping here?” said
Johnny Bull, .

““No person has leave to camp on land
oi great Maroudi,” said Hassan. “Only
my lordly gentlemen, who are friends of
great Maroudi. This is tent of some
common person who has butted in, as
you say in English.”

“Oh, my hatl It's the jolly old
colonel’s 1” exclaimed Nugent.

A tall, lean man and a short, fat man
came into view through the tamarisks,
They stared at the Cfreririnﬂ fellows,
who stared in return.

“Bay, you bobbed up again!” said
Colonel Jacks,

“The bobfulness i3 terrifie, my
esteemed transatlantic friend !” replied
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“You are camping here?” acked
Harr¥,

“T'll zsay yep.”

“But this is not of cstimable permis-
gion | exclaimed Hassan. “You have
no affirmative leave from Mr. Maroudi.”

Colonet Jacks looked at the drago-
man.

“Who's Mr. Maroudi when he's at
home " he asked carelessly. Appar-

ently, he had never heard of the
Egyptian millionaire.  “This here
Perha

round belong to him—hay?
E&’s tha darky in the nightshirt who
came along and blew off his mouth
awhile back? Yep?! Waal, T guess
wo're camping on this very identical
spot, and I ecalculate that wa ain't

taking ‘ No' {rom a nigger! Nopel”
o ¥ sa; nope I chimed in lonel
Bkink. *I'll surely say nopel”

Evidently the American gentlemen
had made themselves at home on Mr.
Maroudi's land without troubling sbout
the formality of asking leave., The
“darky in the nightshirt™ fo whom
G, W. Jacks alluded was no doubt Mr.
Maroudi's manager, who had come
along to explain that it was private land
—un%leeded by the free-and-casy gentle-
men from the United States,

Colonel Jacks turned a plug of
tobacco in his mouth and spat. Colonel
Skink followed his example.

“Say, since we've met up so_handy,”
went on  Colonel Jacks, “I'va got
suthin’ to say to you guys for dropping
me off your boat this morningl I've
sure got a stick in my tent, 1f you'll
hang on a minute till T get it1”

The long-legged colonel made a stride
towards the tent. Harry Wharton &
Co. laughed, and rode on without wait-
ing for him to emerge. A grove of
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erange-trees hid the Yankee camp from
their sight as they came in view of their
OWn camping- nd.

A dark gentleman in a djubbah—pro-
bably the darky in the nightshirt
who had interviewed the two colonels—
came salaaming towards them. Black
servants stood round and salaamed. A
large tent stood by the orange-trees;
and a camp-fire was lighted, which was
nceded, for after the heat of the day
the night was cold. The dark gentle-
man spoke in Arabic, which was trans-
lated by Hassan, hid&ing them welcome
in the name of Mr, Maroudi, and
placing himself and all that was his at
the disposal of the Faringhee lords,

“Jolly—what?"” said Bob Cherry, as

they sat down to supper round the
jol cnmﬁ-ﬁr&.
o hnt_ 0 ll!

There was no doubt that it was jolly.
Mr, Maroudi's servants left them after
supper, returning to their own quarters
on & distant part of the estate, and the
juniors sat and talked round the Camp-
fire, under the glittering stars of
Egypt, Haszan hovering round them with
a beaming, dusky face. And when the
uniors turned in, in downy beds in the
ig tent, the dragoman stretched himself
on prayer-rug in the deorway—to
sleep, ma he told them, with one eye
open t¢ watch over the safety of his
lordly gentlemen; s statement which
the juniors took the liberty of doubting,
for before they closed theiz own eyes the
dragoman was snoring,

THE FIFTH CHAPTER,
Bunter on His Own !

L EABTS 1” growled Billy Bunter,
B Bally Bunter was fed-up.

In one sense, he was more

than fed-up; for he had spent
a happy morning in taking a series of
“snacks "—and every one of Bunter’s
little anacks would have made a square
meal for any other fellow. That series
of snacks had been followed a
Gargantuan lunch., Lunch had been
followed by & nap, and nap by a sub-
stantial tea. Provender on board the
houseboat was iqﬂd and ample. My,
Maroudi’s own skilful Coptic cook was
in charge of the commissariat, and he
satisfied even Bunter, But even William
(Jecorge Bunter, at long last, grew fed-u
with meals and intermediate snacks. He
had a rather uncomfortable feeling 1n
his eircumference, and doubted whether

he would enjoy his dinner that evening,

And he was fed-up with his own com-
pany. Bunter was gregarious. Camp-
ing out was rot; a comfortable cabin
on the dahabiyeh was solid sense. DBut
the other fellows had preferred their
own “rot” to Bunter's solid sense, and
Bunter had sniffed and left them to it
Now he wished he hadn't.

Even Bunter could not eat and sleep
all day. When he was not eating or
sleeping he wanted to talk. His fat
voice was music to his own ears, if to
no ers. The MNubian sailors on the
dababiveh did not understand English;
the MNubian scrvants understood very
little. The reis understood the
language, but had no desire to use it
as a means of conversation with Billy
Bunter. .

Indeed, the only Ii?ing things on
board the Cleopatra that had ever dis-
played any partiality for Bunter was
the flies. 5:15 of Bunter's chief occupa-
tinns was swatting the flies that loved
him not wisely but too well. .

Had the dahabiyeh still been tied up
at Luxor, on the eastern bank, Bunter
could have rolled ashore, and found
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As Bunter put his band through the slais a grasp of iron was laid on his wrist, and it was held as if in a vice. The fat

junior gave a startled yelp.

gomething to do in the town. But the
Cleopatra was on the western bank now,
and the broad Nile rolled between him
and Luxor. Bunter blinked at the hills
and valleys, at the towering Colossi, at
obelisks and ruined umFIea and donkey-
riders, and did not feel disposed to go
exploring tombs on his lonely own.

t was just like those heasts, he re-
flacted bitterly, to go off for the day
and leave him on his own., It was true
that he had refused to go with them;
etill, he might have consented if they
had shown a proper yearning for his
fascinating society. ut they hadn't.
If they had come back and begged him
to think again, he might have consented
to think again. But they hadn't,

“Leaving a fellow on his own!”
grunted Bunter, blinking at the sunset
over the Libyan Desert. “Beastal
After all I've done for 'em, too! It's
always the same. A chap can't be open-
hearted, generous, considerate, without
meeting with beastly ingratitude on al
pides !"

Bunter shook his head sadly over this,
It was really a saddening reflection.

Leaning on the rail of the dahabiyeh,
he blinked at the shore and debated
whether he should go for a donkey-ride.
He had had a lot of illluck with
donkeys. 8till, he waa bored to the
back teeth with hanging about the deck
doing nothing. He was not hungry, and
he was not sleepy, and a fellow had to
do something. He had money in his
pockets, too. ]

Lord Mauleverer had paid his visit to
the bank before Luxzor was left. When
Mauly was in funds, Billy Bunter was
in funds, He had borrowed a few
thousand piastres from his lordship—the
same to “squared "' out of some
postal orders he wes expecting next term
at Greyirisrs. He had slmost made
up his fat mind to go ashore and hire

** Sllence, pig ! ** hissed Kalizelos.

till the bones crack | *

a donkoy when he observed a figure in
a dusty djubbah standing under a palm
watching the dahabiyeh.

It was en Arab; he had been there
some time, though DBunter had not
specially noticed him before. Now that
he did notice bhim, something familiar
about the man struck Bunter, He fixed
his spectacles on the dark face, but the
distance was too great for recognition
by the short-sighted Owl of the Remove.
As he watched the man, another Arab
came through the palms and joined him
snd Bunter .could make out the scar o
an old knife-cut on the newcomer's
cheek He gave a jump.

“Those villains [ he ejaculated.

He knew who they were now—Hamza,
the man with the knife-cut; Yussef, the
hawk-faced ruffian—the two Arab con-
federates of Kalizelos. For & moment
Billy Bunter felt s spasm of terror.
But he realised that he was safe on the

| dahubiyeh, with its numerous crew and

crowd of servants—all, by the order of
Hilmi Maroudi, devoted to the gervice
of the Greviriars party.

Reassured by that reflection, Bunter
watched the two rascals curicusly
through his big spectacles. They were
watching the houseboat, and there was
little doubt that they had discovered
or guessed nt last what had become of
their missing master, and knew that
Eonstantinos Kalizelos was kept a
prisoner on board the Cleopatra.

The two Arabs came down to the
bank at last, stepped on the gangway,
and approached the side of the daha-
biyeh, Moussa, the reis, waved them
back. Bunter did not understand a
word of what followed ; Arabic volleyed
to and fro between the two rascals and
the tall, grave reis. The argument
grew hot, and Hamza, the scarred man,
suddenly drew a knife from under his

** One ery to the men on deck and I will twist your arm

djubbah and made as if to rush across
the gangway.

The reis did not stir: but he called
out, and a dozen of the Nubian sailors
crowded to the spot, with staves in theie
hands. The scarred ruffian jumped back

ust in time to elude a blow that would
ave knocked him off the gang-plan'
into the mud of the Nile.

Moussa waved his hand and barked
Arabie. Hamza and Yussef yelled back
in the same tongue; and though Bunter
did not understand, the words, looks and
tones told him that they were hurling a
storm of abuse at the reis. A faint
flush showed under Mousza's dusky skis,
and he rapped out an order to his
gailors. Five or six of them ran across
the gangway and began beating the
Arabs with their staves.

Bunter grinned

“That's the stuff to give 'em!” he
chuckled.

Yelling, the two Arabs beat a retreat
and wanished beyond the palms. Ii
they bhad entertained an:lg; idea of
rescuing their master they had had to
give'it up now. The Nubian sailors
came chuckling back to the dahabiyeh.

Hamza and Yussef were gone, but the
sight of them caused Bunter to give up
his idea of a donkey-ride ashore.
Probably they would not have heeded
the fat junior with whom they had no
concern; but Bunter was not taking the
risk. He loafed on the deck and
yawned, and leaned on the side end
blinked at tha muddy bank of the Nile.

From a latticed window below, which
was shuttered and fastened, he heard
the sound of a voice and grinned. It
was the voice of EKalizelos, the Greek;
and though Bunter knew no Greek,
ancient or modern, he did not need to
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RESULT
CADBURY’S

“FUNNY FACES”
COMPETITION

The prizes for the hest drawings of
funuy faces have beoen awarded as
follows :

2 FIRST PRIZES
OF
%2 Caskets of Finest Chocolates
and 24 Stamps.

F

Gt. Shelford, Camb
MARGARET ©. GENT, 43,
Btenhouse Place East, Edinburgh.

2 SECOND PRIZES |

OF

£1. Is. Caskets of Finest

Chocolates and 24 Stamps.
JANET McGINLEY, 53, Commer-
cial Koad, Glasgow, C.5

JAMES A, g$f:1zn:::':«'Si:zrza'. 14,
Lees Streat, Ducle Street, Manchester.

10 THIRD PRIZES
OF
11b. Boxes of “ King George”

Chocolates and 24 Stamps.

FRANK BURCH, 8, smlngsmna,
Woodslde, Bouth Norwood, 3.E.26.
EILEEN M. FULLER, 1, Hill Crest

"The window of tho

covered by a slatted shutter,
BASIL BROWN, Copplee Avenue, 1
B,

inside of the window.

Heacham, near King's Lynn, ALICE
GREENHALGH, 25,  Elmwood
Grove, Bolton, Lanes, I HOPEINS,
279, Stone House, Two-Gates Road,
Kettlebrook, Tamworth, -
MOBRRIS 17, Heath Toad, Uttoxeter.
VIVIAN NEEVE, 7, Buiwark Row,
Deal, Kent, VIOLET RADLEY, 44,
Fafr Stres Etnﬁne&', London, B.1.
PEGGY RISDON, Oakdene, Daven-
ham Avenue, Northwood, Middlesex.
JENNIE ROBERTSON, 1, Ben_és
men Road, anahill-ﬂn-'l":;n&. AL
WILLIAME, ‘5}, Court Stroet, Leam-
ington Sps, Warks.

7,500 CONSOLATION PRIZES

of blocks of Milk Chocolate, each with a
packet of 24 ** Cadbury * stamps,

and

2,500 OTHER PRIZES

of packets of fstamps, have also been
gwarded and sent off too.

SPECIAL PRIZES FOR
FATHERS and MOTHERS

The 1,000 prizes for parents—200) speclal

15 of Cadbury products, end 800 conso-
E:t.fﬁn prizes—have alzo been awarded for the
beet answers to * Why I like my child to eat

Cadbury's Chocolates.” These also have
been despatched to winners,

be told that Kalizelos was uitering im-
precations  in the Jlatter language.
Doubtless, through the interstices of the
shutter, he had scen his confederates
and watched their retreat, ;

Bunter had forgotten the prisoner of
the dahabiych, but he was reminded of

[ him now. A thoughtiul ex;i;rnaainn CATO

over his fat face. Kalizelos knew the
secret of the scarab, if it had a scerct.

b It was a secret, if the Greek was well

informed, worth a quarter of a million
pounds! Ho had refused to reveal it to
Lord Mauleverer as the price of his
liberty; if there was, indeed, anything
to reveal. Bunter was intensely curious
on tho subject, and he was idle and
bored, and he resolved to have a talk

| with Kalizelos. It secmed possible to

Bunter that a deep, wily, sagacious
fellow like Bunter m.i%ht be able to draw
something out of the Greek.

Wild rscs  would hardly have
dragged Bunter into the cabin within
reach of the Greek's sinewy hands. But
it was not necessary to go to the cabin.
prison-room looked
on the baleony that surrounded the stern
of the dahabiveh. That window was
which
allowed the air to circulate freely, and
through which it was easy to speak.

The fat Owl went below, walked
through the passage and seloons to the
balcony, and strolled round to Kalizelos’
windaow,

He tapped.

There was a startled cxclamation in
the cabin. Bunter heard the Greek
bound to the window. He af,:ri:n:n.'ued at
the thought that perhaps Kalizelos sup-
poscd that it was one of his confederates
coming to his aid.

Thero was a mosquito-net over the
The Greek
dragged it aside, and his olive face was
pressed to the slats, Even with the
shutter between, Billy Bunter felt a
thrill of terror at the gleam of the jet
black efem. o

The slats were about six inches apart,
but they were strong, and the shutter
was locked, the key taken away. Bunter
was darated only for a moment. Then
he grioned.

Tho Greck glared at him like a caged
wolf., Ewvidently he was surprised and
not pleased to seo Bunter's fat face
outside,

““Hallo, old bean! Finding it warm
in there?" asked Bunter genially.

“ Fool I* snarled Kalizelos.

But his manner changed instantly.
Perhaps the obvious fatuousness 1n
Bunter's faco gave him a gleam of hope.

“Boy! = Listen [ I-Ig whispered
through the slats. * A thousand pounds
in English money to help me to
frecdom I

“Oh erikey 1" ejaculated Bunter.

Ha stared at the Greek, whosa black
eyes fairly burped at him through the

ats,

“Ara you watched? Can they see
voul" breathed the Greek.

“Eh! Nol They can't sce me here
from the deck,” zaid Bunter,

“Help mel A thousand pounds——"

“Catch me!™ said Bunter derisively,

The Greck eyed him evilly. He had
set Bunter down as a hanger-on of the

wealthy Mauleverer, and he had szeen
enough of the Greyiriars party to have
learned n great deal about William

George Bunter. He had hoped, st least,
that Bunter could be bribed. DBut
William George Bunter had his limit,
though it was a wido one.

"‘fnu can wnsh that out, cld bean,”
grinned Bunter. “Not that I belicve
you'd pony up; & knife in the back
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would be more in your line, He, he,
he! But look here—about that jolly old
scarab., Is there anything in the yarn,
Oor 4r¢ You gammoning

The Greek opened his lips for a savago
retort, But again he changed his mind
swiftly. ‘The fierce scowl faded from his
fanco and he smiled.

“My young friend, there is a secrot,
and it 15 worth a large fortume,” he
answered. I have read it in  the
papyrus written by the seribe of
A-Menah, which was to be given to his
son AMenarsis. This papyrus ecame into
my hands, among many hundreds of
papyri, in my shop in Cairs. But the
secret is useless to me without the scarab
and without my freedom. His lordship
made me an offer this morning. You
heard him. Now that I have had time
to reflect I accept it. When will he
return to dahabiyeh?™

“Not till to-morrow night, or the next
day,” answered Bunter. “But loock
here, you can tell me—"

His little round eyes gleamed with
eagerness  behind  his  big  round
spectacles,

“If I 'write it, can you carry the
writing to his lc-rduhi{.- and bring back
the order for my release?’ asked the
Greak.

“¥es, rather I said Bunter at once.

“1 will write, then !”

The Greek fumbled in his pockets and
produced a shect of paper. -He fumbled
again, but his hand came out empty.

“I have no peneil. If you have a
poncf—="

“Hara you are!” said Bunter,

He fished out a stump of pencil from
his pocket, and put his fat hand through
the slats to hand it to the Greek. In o
flash a grasp of iron was laid on his fat
wrist and it was held as if in a vice.
And as Bunter gave o startled yelp the
Greek’s voice came hissing :

“ Bilence, pitgl _One ery to the men
on deck and I will twist your arm till
the bones crack! Silence I

THE S1XTH CHAPTER.
The#*Escape of Kalizelos !

ILLY BUNTER gasped.

B Tha grip on fis fat wrist was
like steel. If it had been caught
in a vice the fat junior would

have had about as much chance of gut-

ting 1t loose again.

With a jerk the Greck had drawn the
whole fat arm through the opeming of
the shutter-slats, so that Bunter’s podgy
chest was pulled sgainst the outside of
the shuiter. Once his grip was on
Bunter that was all he wante

* Ooocooooh 1” gasped Bunter.

o Silﬂﬂﬂﬂ, 'Dl'——”

The Greek's voice was low and
sibilant, and a twist of $he fat arm in
his grasp gave Bunter a hint of what
to expect.

Tho fat Owl gurgled into silence.

His arm, strotched through the slats,
gripped by the Greek, was at Kalizelos'
mercy, and Bunter shuddered with fear
and horror as he felt that warning twist.
The Greek's powerful grasp could have
broken his arm like & pipe-stem, and
there was not the slightest doubt thut
he would do it if Bunter called for
help, as raadil;r as he would have broken
the fat junior's meck to open & way of
escape. It was & desperate man in the
prison-room of the dshabiyeh; a man
ready to take desperate chanoes, and as
ruthless as a ca tiger.

Bunter, pulled against the shutter

azped for breath, but geve no munti
gut o gasp. He dared not
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The Greek listened like a wild beast
in the jungle. This was a chance for
him, but a desperaie chance. Outside
his locked door a black Nubian squatted
on guard, and if he learned what was
going on the cabin would be entered at
once and the prisoner overpowered. All
depended on silence, and on the men on
deck seeing nothing.

Bunter was silent; he dared make no
sound. Too late, it dawned on his
obtuge mind that the wily Greek had
been tricking him, He had bhad no
intention of revealing the secret.
Bunter knew that now. He had tricked
the obtuse Ow! into placing an arm
within his reach, and Bunter had fallen
into the palpable trap blindly. The
Greek hadpjudged hiz character well;
ha would not even lhave thought of
attempting such a trick on any other
of tha Greviriars fellows. But he had
counted on Bunter's stupidity, and not
in vain.

Over the baleony was a sun-awning
which screened it from the deckl The
Nubisn sailors could not see Bunter
unless they looked down snd pulled &
corner of the awning aside; which, of
course, they were not likely to do. Had
the other juniorz been aboard, some of
them would have been on tho balcony,
but thoy were miles away., Only if somo
of the black servants came out on the
balecony would Bunter's predicament be
discovered. But that might happen any
moment, as the Greek knew.

Buntar, hiz fat face white with terror,
blinked through his big spectacles at the
fiecrce eves that glittered from within.
Every instant he feared to feel his fat
arm twisted and to hear the crack of
breaking bhones. His podgy heart
almost died in his breast. )

“Silence ! repeated the Greek, in 8
hissing whisper. " A Eing,‘la cry, and you
know what to expect, fat fooll!"

“J—1 say—'' Bunter whispered,
even more faintly than the Greek. I
—1 say, leggo! I—I say, you're hurt-
inﬁ my arm! Ooogh!"

alizelos laughed savagely. )

Y] will break vour arm to splinters
if you do not give me the help 1
noed ' he hissed.

“I—I—I—leggn! 1 say, I-TI'll go
round and unlock the door if—if you'll
let go my arm!"™

If Bunter expected the Greek to
believe that mendacious promise, he
was disappointed. A snarl answered
him.

“I—I can't open the window, yon
know,” breathed Bunter. “It'zs locked,
and Hassan's got the key. It—it won't
open. ILf—if you'll let go I—I'll go in
and open the door—"

“&ilance, fool !

Bunter was silent. He was a help-
loss prisoner in the Greek's grasp, but
what purpose the villain hoped to serve
by his trick was a mystery to him.
Certainly, DBuntor ¢ould not have
opened the locked shutter,

“You have s penknife—a pocket-
knife. Give it to me with your other
hand.”

#]—I haven't—"

“I have seen you use it. Another lie.
and I will break your arm like a reed [
snarled the Greek.

Billy Bunter fumblad in his pockota
with his free hand. His riwcket.aknifa
was passed through the slats to the

Bunter did nof under-

Greel within.

Even thon,
gtand. The pocket-knife was useless as
o woapon. But that was not what the
Greck was thinking of.

Ho took the knife in hiz free hand
and opened it with his teeth.  Btill

]'u:nl«:li:l%l Buntar's arm with his left, he
used the pocket-lmife with his right
hand. Bunter heard a sound of clicking.

Then he understood. The Greek had
used the knife to pick the lock of the
window-shutter.

“Oh!" breathed Bunter.

The shutter opened outwards. DBunter
hoped, for & second, that the Greek
would have to let him go to open it.
Once he was loose, one yell would warn
every man on the dahabiyeh that the
prisoner was escaping.

But Kalizelos was not likely to let
him go.

He allowed Bunter's fat arm to slip
out, still grasping his wrist, and keep-
ing the fat hand within. That gave
him room to open the unlocked shutter
sufficiently to reach round with his
other hand and grasp the fat junior
by the collar.

.

CRACK A JOKE AND "
BAG A POCKET-KNIFE!
e

1 say,"" criad the Iittle boy, as
he dashad into the village store,
‘! father is being chased by a
bull 1

"Qood gracious ! gaspad the
Ihﬂpklb’pir‘. " Er—ar—what can

do 7?

“ Qiva me a roll of film for my
camera, quick!* retorted the
Youngster,

The above winning efort was
sent in by William Cain, of 14,
Kennington Park Gardens, S.E.11,
| to whom one of these useful prizes
has already been sent.

-

Then Bunter's fat paw was released
and he jerked it away. The Greek's
vice-liko grip was on hiz collar now.

He pulled round the shutter, which
swung wide open. Warning him, with
a ferce glare, to be silent, Kalizelos

ulled him in at the window., In a
Fmv moements DBunter was inside the
cabin.

“One ¢ * hissed the Greak.

Bunter Eid not utter a sound. Bwiftly
Kalizelos cut a sheet from the bed into
gtrips and bound the fat junior hand
and foot, gagged him, and laid him on
the floor,

He drew a deep, deep breath as he
turned to the window. ‘The way of
-E!SG:!'I.W WS OpCeN Now.

Bunter watched him, with goggling
eyves, 08 he climbed, actively as a cat,
through the window, and dropped
silently on the boat's baleony.

He vanished from Bunter's sight—and
the fat Owl was thankful to see him

Ed.

Ralizelos stepped softly across the
balcony. The dahabiyeh was tied up
olosa to the bank, and the g ay was
run from the lower deck to the Nile

shore. The distance was not too great
for a spring by an agile man—and the
Greek was agile as a tiger. Under the

edge of the awning he paused for a
moment. Some of the Nubian sailors
on the forward deck were singing. The
Greek was unseen, so far; hut the
moment he left the dahabiyeh he would
be in full view of the whole crew.

With his teeth shut tight, the Greek
stepped lightly on the rail of the bal-
cony, balanced himself for a second,
and sprang.

Thud !

The desperate spring reached the
high bapk, but he fell on his face there,
clutching at the hard, dried mud,
serambling like a cat.

Il:llcatantlg thers waz a shout from the

The Greek heard the deep voico of
Moussa, the reis, booming, aud the

tter of the Nubian sailors’ running
eet.

Desperately he scrambled up the bank
and stood on his feet.

Ho gave one hurried glance back.

Moussa, standing on the upper deck,
was waving his brown hands and shout-
ing. &ix or seven Nubians were rush-
ing across the gang-plank to cut off the
Greek's escape.

Kalizelos unded away.

He had a start—not mora than a
dozen yards, but it was enough for the
agile: Greek. He ren like a deer, with
the Nubians shouting behind. A few
seconds, and he had disappeared behind
a clump of palms.

The reis shouted frantically. The
Nubians dashed in swift ursuit,
Donkey-bovs on the bank stared Eiﬂﬂ.klj’.
The Greek had vanished from sight,
and he was not seen again. In a
quarter of an hour the Nubians came
back from the chase without even
having set eyes on the escaping prisoner.

hen Moussa eame down to the
prisoner’s cabin to investigate, and his
eyes almost bulged from hiz head at

e sight of Billy Bunter, stretched on
the fAcor, bound and gagged.

———

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.

Stranded !
e H erikey ™
@ That wasz Billy Bunter's
first remark when he was
released, '
“Is ho gone!"
“The son of a thousand pigs has
escaped ! said the reis. “ My lord's

anger will be great. Upon your head
ba it 1"

Bunter snorted.

“How could I help it, you silly idiot,
when he grabbed me through the win-
dow? Don't be & silly ass!"

The reis gave Bunter a long, grave
look and retired without saving any-
thing more. He had bad nows for
Lord Mauleverer when he returned, but
the fault was not his. There was
nothing more to be done, and the reis
therefore dismissed the matter from
his mind and returned to his narghile.

Billy Bunter rolled, snorting, to the
deck.

Bunter—so far as he could see, at
least—was not to blame in the matter.
The prisoner had escaped—which was
unfortunate, but not Buntor's fanlt. Ha
roflected hitterly that the other fellows,
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when they heard what had happened,
would make out that he was to blame
—as usual! BStill, Bunter was used to
injustica,

Certainly, he wished that ke hadn't
gono near the prisoner, as it had
turned out. But it was too late to think
of that, so Bunter did not think about
it. What couldn’t be helped, couldn't
be helped. And that was that! If
those inconsiderste beasts hadn’t gone
off for days, leaving Bunter on lis own,
it wouldn’t have happencd. Besides,
Bunter had other mattera to think
about.

The really pressing matter to be con-
gidered was whether Billy Bunter was

oing to spend his time on the tied-up
ﬁnh“ iyeh, with no company but his
own, or join the fellows in their camp
on Mre. aroudi’s p!nntﬂ.tiﬂﬂ.r Buntor
considered that pressing question as he
blinked at the sunset over the Libyan
desert.

1t was easy enough to join the Grey-
friars ty, if he liked. ‘The camp
was only two or three miles from the
Nile, and Bunter knew whers it was
Mr. Maroudi’s place was called Beni-
Haz:a, and any donkey-boy on the bank
would be sure to know it. He had
only to mount & donkey and say “ Beni-
Flasa,” and the donkey and the donkey-
boy would do the rest.

It was cooler now, and Bunter was
utterly fed-up with the dahabiyeh and
1is own fascinating company. Also,
he reflected, that if he butted in at
the camp it might have an annoying
affect on the other fellows—which was
all to the d! It would show the
beasts that bhe jolly well wasn't going
to be left out of things.

SBupper—an important matter—was
pretty certain to be good. He knew
what Mr, Maroudi’s hospitality was
like, and though the Egyptian gentle-
man was not there himself, he had sent
orders to his people, and Bunter knew
that Hassan had sent a messengor that
morning to Beni-Hasa. Upon the whole,
Bunter's fet comfort was not likely to
suffer in cam nd, anvhow, if he
didn’t like it, he could ride back, All
these important considerations having
beer: duly considered, Billy Bunter
made up his fat mind.

Having made it up, he rolled scross
the EMEWEF to the bank.

* Don -a:iy, sir [

“Fine donkey, sir!"

“This magnificent donkey, sir—"

A dozen donkey-boys surrounded the
fat junior at once. Billy Buntor care-
fully selected what scemed to him tho
quietest-looking donkey, and, with the
help of the donkey-boy, scrambled into
the red leather saddle,

“Where you go, sar? Ramcsscum—
Tombs of Kings—Tombs of Quesns—-~="

“Beni-Hasa I said Bunter. * You
know Marondi’s plantation”

“"Know Maroudi, sah! Know Beni-
Hasa! Yes, sar!”

*Get on, then |

The stick eracked on the donkey and
they started. Billy Bunter cast a rather
uneasy blink sround him, remembering
Hamza and Yussef. But it wag an hour
since he had seen the two Arab ruffians:
they had long been gone. And there
wers c]:-Ie:rlt:.r of people about. DBunter
trotted away cheerfully, with the
donkey-boy running behind, cracking
hiz stick on the donkey.

The " City of the Dead " of the ancicnt
Egyptian Thobes drew hardly a glanco
from Billy Bunter. He passed thoe
“Tombs of the Kings™ without even
knowing that they wera there, e gavae
attention to his surroundings when tho
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donkey clattered up a rocky hill-path
and he had to hold on with %oth hands
to avoid slipping off.

Clatter, clatter, clatter !

“0h lor’ 1" gasped Buntor.

He rocked and swayed in the saddle.

The hills were low, but the path was
not easy, even for a rider. And
Billy Buntor was the worst rider that
ever waos. And the small Egyptian
donkey was feeling severely the terrific
weight of the Owl of Greyiriars, Bunter
had & strong suspicion that the donkey
would throw him off if he could. He
had, so to speak, been there bafore!

According to Billy Bunter, he was
accustomed to backing magnificent
hunters at Bunter Court. But he had
had rotten luck in backing Egyptian
donkeys. He held on for his fat life
as he came out on the rocky slopes on
the farther side of the hills. A patch of

reen showed apainst the brown of the

egart in the sunset-lit west, and the
donkey-boy pointed with his stick.

“Beni-Haana, sar1?

The plantation was about a mile
farther on, and a rough donkey-track
led towards it down the hill. Clatter,
clatter !

“Yarooooh !

The donkey's

hoofs slipped,

Everybody will be
talking about . .
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Bunter nearly took a header. He yelled
to the donkey-boy.

“Here, youl Heold him! TI'll
off I"”

“Yes, gar|”

The donkey-boy held the animal, and
Bunter dismounted. He decided to walk
till the level was rcached. Going down
the hill was more risky than getting U}J,
on donkey-back, and even Bunler could
walk a half-mile downhill. He grunted
and plodded on, and the black boy
followed with the donkey.

Puffing and T.anting. tha fat Owl
reached the level at last, at the foot of
the hill. The green plantation was only
half a mile anway now, gleaming againss
the brown desert in the last rays of the
sun. The sudden twilight was at hand,
but there was plenty of time to finish
the ride before dark., But Bunter's
donkey bhad his own ideas about that.

“Here, you! I'll pget on now!™
panted Bunter.

“Yeos, sar!?

The donkey backed away.

“Bring that beast here, you dummy !
snapped Bunter irritably. “What's the
matter with the silly brute?"

The donkey backed off farther. The
donkey-boy shouted at the onmimal and
brandishod his stick, but that un-
fortunate donkey had had Enm.llsh of his
weighty rider. Perhaps he had sup-
posed, when DBunter dismounted, that

get
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the fat junior was done with him. Any-
how, he was extremely unwilling to
allow Bunter to mount again.

The donkey-boy grabbed at him, but
the donkey jumped away and eluded the

rab. With a clatter of hoofs, he dashed

ck the way he had come. Yelling, the
dﬁﬂkuy-bﬂgﬂ' dashed in pursuit.

“0Oh crikey " gasped Bunter.

He sat down on o rock to.rest, while
the donkey-boy caught the donkey. But
the donkey-boy did not catch the donkey.
.ﬂ._ng‘ri yells and a brandished stick be-
hind his whisking tail, perhaps, did not
encourage the animal to be caught. He
clattered on, with his owner pantin
after him, and both of them disappear
from sight in & fold of the hills, Hoof-
beate and yclls died away in the
distance.

_Bunter sat and hlinked in the diree-
tion in which they had disappeared. He
was waiting for thom ta reappear.

Sunset deepened into dark. It was
tha brief twilight of the south, and night
was at hand. It dawned on Bunter that
the donkey-boy had not succeeded in
catching the donkey, and that they were
not going to reappear. That donkey
was going all out for the Nile, and the
donkey-boy was going all out behind
him. And darkness dropped on the
land of Egypt like a cloak, and the hills
vanished from Bunters sight.

“Oh erikey I" gasped Bunter.

For the second time that day Billy
Bunter was left on his own. But his
last state was worse than his first| This
time he was left on his own on a barren
hillside, three mitles at least from the
dahabiveh, and without the remotest
posaibility of Gnding his way back to it
—aven if his fat legs had been equal
to the tramp across rough hills, Billy
DBunter zat and blinked in utter dis-
may.

Thore was no going back! That was
certain!  He bhad to go on—on foot!
And if he missed the track—

“Boasts !" groaned Bunter.

Mr. Maroudi's plantation was a cul-
tivated patch on tEE edge of the desert.
If Bunter missed the track, he was
likely to go wandering into the Libyan
Desert, Ho groaned.

The bright stars of Egypt were coming
out in tho sky. Eastward of Bunter,
towards the Nile, the hills lay a black
mass. There was no sign or sound of
the donkey-boy, or of any other living
being. Westward, in the gleaming of
the stars, he was comforted to make out
a dark mass which could only be the
orange plantation. And he found, too,
that the donkey-track that led to DBeni-
Hasa was very clearly marked—so
clearly marked that even Bunter could
hardly misa it In the bright starlight.

There was no danger, after all, of
wandering into the remote recesses o
the Libvan Desert. He had only to
follow the donkey-track till he reached
the Greyfriars camp, and if he missed
the camp he would arrive at the planta-
tion and its buildings. That was a
comfort—but he had to walk half a mile
at least, and he groancd as he started,
after a long, long rest !

He tramped on with biiter feelings
in his podgy breast. Thiz was the sort
of thing a fellow had to stand, after
all he haod done for a set of ungrateful

rotters ! Likely as not, they had turned
in already—fat lot t ui cored about
Bunter ! With deop wrath and indigna-

tion, and at the pdce of a very old and
very tired snail, Billy Bunter plodded
ulong the rough donkey-track, stopping
overy now and then for o rest on a
boulder. )

The track wound among neacias and
clumps of tamarisk bushes. BSuddenly
in the opening of some acacias, Billy
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As silently as s eat, Kalizelos erept along under the edge of the awning. With his teeth shut tight, he stepped lightly on to
the rail of the baleony, balanced himsslf for a second, and then made a desperate spring for the high bank !

Bunter spotted the starlight glimmering
on = tent. He halted, gasping for
breath, and ejaculated:

“ Boasts I

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Bunter All Over !

ILLY BUNTER stood in the star-
B Iight, blinl-:i.ni at the tent.
It was dark and silent; the
ooccupants, evidently, had turned
in for the night.

They had not waited supper for
Bunter. True, they had not known that
ho was coming along. But Bunter was
hungry by this time and he reflected
bitterly that the beasts did nobt care
whether he had any supper or not,

In the starlight and the shadow of the
thick acacias the tent was dim to the
view., But Bunter noticed that it was
not a large tent; certainly not so large
as he would have cxpected, considering
the number of the party. It looked as
if he was not Emng to be so comfortable,
after all, as he had taken for granted.
Packed in a poky little tent—Bunter
sniffed. :

There was a gleam in Bunter's eyes
behind his spectacles He had had many
trials that day, and his temper had
suffered. Here he was, tired and
hu nd there were those beasts,
sleeping as if he did not matter! It
would serve them jolly well right to
loosen tho tent-pegs and bring the tent
down on their nappers |

It was easy enough—for evidently the
occupants of the tent were fast aslee
Bunter grinned a sour grin. The on
draw to that justifiable little scheme
of vengeance was that the fellows might
kick him afterwards. 8till, they would
guppose that the tent had come down

by accident—and PBunter was prepared
to deny having been anywhere near it
when it fell. .

Bunter was tired, but not too tired
to give these unfeeling beasts what they
deserved. He crept cautiously towards
the tent, over the rough ground.

The tent-flap was closed and fastened.
As he listened near it he heard a sound
of sleepers breathing within,

Fast asleep, the beasts—but they were
gom; to wake up jolly suddenly! The

at junior crept stealthily round the
tent, jerking ount peg after peg.

There was o sudden coll :

*"He, he, he |” chuckled Bunter.

The canvas billowed on the ground.
In two places it was shoved up from

erneath, evidently where two heads
butted up at it. There was a muffled
roar from the interior.

Billy Bunter backed away. His idea
was to retreat to a distance, and comae
on the scene when tho juniors struggled
out of the fallen tent—as if he had just
arrived! Then even those suspicious
beasts could hardly suspect that he had
had a hand in the collapse of the tent!

That programme was not carried out,
however. At the second step, Bunter
caught hiz foot in a trailing tent-rope,
and weont sﬁrawiing

“ Doooogh " he gasped.

Ha rolled down a rough slope, and
brought up ag‘nm!.t the trunk of an
acacia-tree, with & bump. There be lay
gasping, quite winded.

From the wallowing canvas, exira-
ordinary noises were proceeding, Ob-
viously, the occupants of the tent had
been awakened very suddenly, and were

startled, and still more exasper-
ated. Two voices rang out into the night
—only two, and neither of them was a
Greyiriars  voice. Bunter, as he
sprawled gasping for breath under the

shadowy acacia, heard those two voices
—in amazement and dismay,

“Bay, what's got this
Yy fastencd th

*I'll 8 ou never fasten om pegs
safe Gufgngl Jacks.”

“Forget it.i’ vou pie-faced bonehead!
I fastened thom pegs as safe az any
ornery pege ever was fastened, Ephralm
Skink I’ . .

“1 guess it looks like it, you gink!
Hyer's this thundering teut down on our

LA

doggoned

cabezas—— K
;_‘I'm telling you I fastened them pegs
safe—
“And I'm telling you wou're the big-
st bonehead from Doneheadville!
ep! ¥You want to l'arn to fasten a
tent-peg! Yep! Yoo Ellrf'nlj" do ™

“You pie-faced

“You ornery gin )

Two frantic Agures were strul_lpmhng
under the wallowing canvas, as the two
colonels slanged one another. There was
a sudden yell.

“{GZreat gophers! Kecp
out of my doggoned eye !

“Keep your pesky eve away from my
foot 1™

“1 guess I'l}l—"

“Aw! Can it, Colonel Skink! ¥You
gurely do blow uﬁ' your mouth a lot too
much, and I'm telling you so0.”

“You pesky bonehead, if
fastened them pegs— .

“1'll say I fastened them pegs, sic, and
I'll say that some guy has come alon
and hooked them out! Yep! And I
gay that I'm going to cinch that guy and
give him ginger !

A long, lean figure struggled, at last,
out of the wallowing canvas. It was
followed a gasping fat figure.

Billy Bunter sprawled in the dark
shadow of the acacia, almost frozen with
(Continued on page 16.)
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terror, the fat junior stumbled over and

The next instant, Colenel Jacks was
sgrﬂ.wling over him. His bony head hit
the donkey-track, with a loud concus-
sion.

There was a fearful howl from G. W.

P 1.cks.

(Continued from page 13.)

terror. He realised now that he had
made a little mistake. This tent, only
too obviously, was not the Greyfriars
tent. Its occupants were not the Grey-
friars juniors; but the two Yankeo gen-
tlemen of the [elucca—and the lengthy
gentleman, who was raving with wrath
was the very gentleman who ha

spanked Bunter on the dahabiveh that
morning ! Bunter had not forgotten that
hefty spanking ! He hugged the shadow
of the acacia, not daring to run for it
into the open starlight.

“Bay, you!" roared Colonel Jacks,
glaring round him. “8ay, where are
you ! want to ses the pie-faced gink
that let down thiz tent !

“Aw, don't I keep on telling vou that
you never fastened them pegs—"
gasped Colonel Skink,

“You ornery pie-can, don't I keep on
shouting that fastened them pegs
safc !" roared Colonel Jacks. “Don't I
keep on vauping that some guy has
moscved along snd let that goldarned
tent down on us!™

“YWaal, who'd de it, you gink 1"

“ One of them pesky sons of John Bull,
what we had a rookus with on the Nile,
Ephraim Skink! They're camping
near by, I'll say—-"

“Oh, guff 1" said Colonel Bkink. “You
never fastened them pegs——"

“If vou want to be gouged, Ephraim
S8kink, wen'll keep on yauping that I
never fastenod them pega!” bawled
Colonel Jacks, *T'1l tell you that it was
n pesky trick, jest to get our goat—vyep !
T'll tell 2 man, sir! And I guess I'm
after that guy, sir, and if I don't spread
him out over fE:mt in small Pieces, 81T,
you can call me a boob, sir.’ _

The long-legged colonel, as he glared
rotund in search of the suspected prac-
tical joker, did not eee the fat figure
¢rouching in the shadow of the acacia.
But he caught a glimmer of Bunter's
spectaclos from the shadows, and gave
a rhar,

“Say, you! T guess you're my mut-
ton.”

The long lEfﬂ whisked like lightning.
Billy Bunter leaped up with a howl of
terror.

Before the Jong-limbed American
fantlnmnn could reach the acacia, the

at Owl bolted back to the donkev-track,
and raced away.

]Trarlnpl tramp ! ftramp!' nipmc hthﬂ
colonel’s pursuing footsteps after him.
Both the colonels had a clear view of

]Ei_lmfﬂ in the starlight, and recognised
1T,

“I swow!” ejaculated Clolonel Skink.
“1I gucss you touched the spot, Colonel
Jacks—it was one of them pesky sons
of John Bull—"

“I guess I pot him 1™

But 5. W. Jacks had not quite got
Bunter.

Bunter was going strong along the
donkey-track. g Fg: Ja-n]s:E rac&dgaftvr
him! Bunter had simply no chance in
the race. He heard the footsteps thun-
doring behind; he felt an outstretched
bony hand graze his shoulder. In sheer
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Bunter scramblad up.

Colonel Jacks, sprawling, was clasp-
ing his bony head with both hands, and
howling with anguish. Bunter did not
stay to listen. He circled round the
domaged colon2l, and raced on, and
vanizhed.

G. W. Jocks hardly saw him go. His
head, evidently, was damaged. His
head was hard, but Egypt was harder.
For several minutes. the hapless colonel
sat clasping his head, and emitting howls
of anguish and wrath.

When he staggered to his feet, at last,
tha night had swallowed Bunter. Colonel
Jacks himped back to his tent and his
companion.

“YVou get that gur?” asked Colonel
Ehki:li!ﬂ:l‘l 1 d Clolonal Jack

“I'll say nope I gaspa onal Jacks.
“But I'm going f{:-?gnt him! Them
Euys are camped up the road some-
wheres. You got hold of a stick, Colonel
Skink, and mosey along with me! I

asg we're going to knock spots outer
the whole doggoned putft! Yep! I'll
say so, a fow.”

*“T should
Skink.

And there was a stick grasped in s
bony hand, and another stick grasped
in & fat hand, as the two exasperated
colonels started up the donkev-track to
aemﬁ:eh for the camp of the Greyfriars
party.

emile [* agreed Colonel

THE NINTH CHAPTER.

The Enemy !

ARRY WHARTON stirred, and

opened his eves,
He raised hiz head, and

looked round him in the dark-

ness of the big tent.
Some sound or movement had awak-
ened him.

He could hear the steady breathing
of his friends, still fast asleep. But the
deep snore of Hassan, the son of
Suleiman, sleeping on the prayer-rug
outside the door- ap, was no longer to
be heard.

Wharton smiled EIEEPIi‘I:]y. Hassan
slept on the rug outside, under the stars,
to watch over the safety of Riz lordly
gentleman—but Wharton had heard him
snoring before he dropped off to sleep
himself. As the snore was not now
audible, he concluded that the drago-
man had awakened, and made some
movement that had disturbed his slum-
ber. He laid his head on the downy
pillow again, and closed his eyes.

If he dreamed, ha littla dreamed of
what was happening within & few yards
of him, outside the tent-Bap. Danger
was not in the thoughts of the Greyfriars
juniors.

Kalizelos, tha Greek, had heen in &
Caire prison, when 8Sir Reginald Brooke
had trusted the juniors up the Nile in
Mr. Maroudi’s dahabiyeh. He had
escaped and tracked them unp the river
of Egypt; but ho was a safe prisoner,
locked in & cabin on the Cleopatra; and
s0 there was nothing to be feared from
him. Had Whﬂﬂﬂ:ﬁ?ﬁen aware that the
Greek had escaped from the dahabiyeh,
certainly he would not have felt so
securs, Bub he had no suspicion of that,

Hea olosed his eyes and dozed again;
and if a faint sound came from without,
he did not notice it.

But in the glimmer of the stars, there
was a strange scene outside the tent;
hidden from the juniors by the canvas
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flap, Hassan, the dragoman, would have

done well to sleep with one eye open, as

he had stated that he would do. Beth

his eyes were shut fast, when groping

hands seized him in the fmm. and &

dhurra sack was slid over his head, and
ressed over his mouth by sinewy hands,
linding and silencing him.

That was why FHassan's snore had
ceased ; if the captain of the Greyfriars
Hemove had only known it!

Hassan was awake—wide awake—and
struggling, silently, but savagely. Ha
was a powerful man; and &uugh ho
was a rogue to the fingoer-tips, he was no
coward, and under his smiling, beamin
Eplltaness, he had all the fierceness o

153 Arab race. But he ceased to
struggle, as the keen edge of a knife

was preased to his ribs.
A.cord was run tound the sack, grip-
Emg it over his mouth to gag him, Then
o was lifted to his feet, with the point

of the knife touching his ribs, ot &
word was spoken, not a whisper: but
Hassan knew that if he gave the slarm,
the keen blade would be driven home,
and he would be & dead dragoman. He
submitted to his fate with oriental pas-
siveness, though watchiul as a cat for
a chance at his assailants,

With a grip on either arm, and the
knife still pressing him, he was walked
away silently.

The dragoman was alarmed ; but more
astonished than alarmed. He did not
think of the Greek, whom he believed to
be still a prisoner on the dihabiyeh. Ha
could only suppose that bedouin thieves
from the desert had chanced on the
camp, and that was surprising enough,
for such outrages, though not unknown,
were extremely rare so near to the Nile
and Luxor. And not three hundred
vards distant was the house of Mr.
Maroudi's plantation manager, and the
mud huts of two or three score of fella-
hin who worked for him.

Hardly a mile distant was the rest-
house belonging to Thomas Cook & Co.,
the tourist firm. If his assailants wero
bedouin thieves from the desert, they
ware thieves with a2 more than usual
amount of nerve.

He walked on quistly between his un-
seen conductors.  They stopped at a
digtance of abont a hundred yards from
the tent, and the sack was taken from
Hassan's head,

He blinked round him, with startled
eyes.

He was standing under an acacia,
shadowed from the bright starlight.
But he could make out the two Araha
who fgnpped his arms—Hamza and
Yussef. And he could make out a third
man who stood by the trea waiting—and
he cavght his breath as he ised
Eonstantinos Kalizelos. He understood
it all now.

The Greek’s E:Ek eyes glittered at his
startled faco. lizelos spoke in Arabie,

“Dog of a dragoman !
your life is in my hands.”

“That is known to me, O effendi!”
said Haszan, in the same tongue. “Bat
remember tfm.t I am,under the protec-
tion of the great Maroudi, who will de-
mand life for life.”

“Maroudi is in Cairo,” sneered the
Greek. *Can Maroudi, powerful as he
18, zave your life, jackal of the strects
of Cairo?"

“Maroudi's arm is long,” said the
dragoman composedly. “His groatness
has promised me reward and protaction,
for ﬂﬂﬁinﬁ the Faringhees faithfully,
If my life 15 taken, ho who takes it will
die under the kourbash.” .

Yussef and Hamsza stood silent. The
hawk-faced Arab was still holding the
knife to the dragoman’s side. But
Hassan had no donbt that it was fear of

Bpeak low—
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the vengeance of Hilmi Maroudi, that
held back the thrust. If the Greek did
not fear the powerful Egyptian, his fol-
lowers did,

* Enough I” snarled Kalizelos, ™ What
i your jackal’s life to me? It i3 the
young English lord that I szeek. BHpesk
the truth to me, or tho protection of
Maroudi will not save you from having
your lying tongue cut out, dog of a
dragj?man. The young lord is in the
tent i

Hussan made a sign of assent.

“Hig friends are with him "

“All but tha small fat lord, who re-
mained on the dahabiyeh.™

The Greek grinned sourly. He had
good reason fer knowing that the *small
fat lord ™ had remained on the
dahabiyeh.

“And the scarab? asked Kalizelos,
his black eyes glittering. “Is that'in
the keeping of the English lord ?*

“1 know mnot, effendi."

“Your would have mo believe that any-
thing passes without your knowledge,
vou lying jackal! Take carel”

“PBy the heard of the Prophet, 1 know
nothing of the scarab, effendi,” an-
swered Hassan, “IDo 1 even know why
vou seek it? It 15 a trifle in my eyes—
1 have seen many such., As for the foble
that it will guide its possessor to the Eye
of {]I.r;:lrm. what iz that but an o &
woman's tala? I am a ewlhaed Arab,
effendi, I believe nothing. ™

The Greek gave o curt laugh.

“1f you believed the tale, Hassan, _you
would have stolen the scarab lon amce,
m_ds[.nta of vour fear of Maroudi,” he
soid.

*It is true!" assented the dragoman.
“"For so large a sum as & king's ran-
som, I would dare Maroudi's venge-
ance, and even slay the young lord with
my own hands,? Hassan made that
statement with perfect calmness, “Is it
not written that the slaying of an unbe-
licver is pleasing in the ecyes nf the
Prophet? But there is nb truth in the
tale, and if you believe it, effendi, your
senses must be touched with madnoss.”

“Enough !” snarled the Greek. *“If
the: boy has the Golden Scarab, it will
fall into my hands when I seize him, If
it is hidden on the dohabiyeh, it shall
be given to ransom his life, and the lives
of his friends. The old man Brooke will
give it freely to save him, when my
message reaches him from the heart of
the Libyvan desert.”

Ho snarled an order fo the two Arabs,
and they placed Hossan against the
nnac{ra., and proceeded to bind him to the
trunk.

The dragoman’s eyes burned. But he
did not resist, The Greck had taken
tha knife from Yussef’s hand and he
waa ready to striko 1f the dragaman
raised his voice. A shout might have
reached the tent, but a shout would
never have been uttered.

“ Effendi 1" said the dragoman quietly.
“Y am in your hands—and the young
lords are at your mercy. But remembor
that Maroudi is powerful. The King of
Egypt is not so powerful as he. In this
land theroe iz no corner that will hide you
from his vengeance, if you Larm the
foreigners whom he has taken under lLis
noble protection.”

“Silence " snarled the Grech.
At a sign, the dragoman was gagged.
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The three rascals stood near him, in
low - voiced consultation. Hassan
watched them, with burning eyes. Ha
had failed in his trust, and he feared
Maroudi. To the Greyfriars juniors
Hassan was a dragoman who was paid
for his scrviees; and they trusted bim
because they hoad found him faithful.
They knew that Im wWos 4 rogue, ag &
matter of course; but supposed that he
Was & rogue who fmew on which side his
bread was  buttered. They never
dreamied how much tlmy owed to Hilmi
Maroudi, and that it was fear of the
Egyptian millionaire that kept Hassan
truo to his trust,

That fear was shared by Yussef and
Hamza, and to a lesser extent by the
Greck. It was fear of the ptian that
had led Kalizelos to attack im in Cairo,
when Wharton and Bob Eherr}* had

saved Maroudi's life. Hassan, as he
watched the three shadowy Hgures, am:l
listened to

their low muttnrmﬁ
thinking with dread of being c led

account by Maroudi for having faJ.I-‘.-d
to protect the schoolboys in his charge.

Tha muttering ceased. at last. The
three dim figures ecrept away in the
gloom, in the direction of the schoolboys'
tent. Hassan wafiched them go, with o
heavy heart. His *lordly gontlomen ”
wero at the merey of their cnemy now,
and he could not help them or warn
them. For hiz “lordly gentlemen,” ex-
cept from the point of view of back-
sheesh, the faithful Hassan cared
m::thu::ig—hut- he cared very much for his
own dusky person, and his face was
troubled as the three shadowy figures
flitted away in the starlight.

(Cantinued on next poagé.)
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THE TENTH CHAPTER.

Captured !

ALIZELOB drow aside the tent-
flap, and stared into the dark
interior of the tent.

Behind him crept the two
savage-faced Arabs, with long bedouin
knives in their dusky hands. In the
Greek's olive hand was an automatic.
From the tent came & sound of stead
breathing, and the Greek grinned wit
triumph. Before him lay the Greyiriars
party, buried in slumber, without a sus-
picion of danger.

Ag the starhight streammed in at the
gp-a:uing, ho could make out the sleepers,

unly and faintly—six of them, though
he could not recognise them individually
in the gloom. Harry Wharton & Co.
were at his mercy—if they attempted to
resist, the six unarmed schoolboys had
no chance against three armed ruffians,
Kalizelos' look was gloating. The
dragoman, bound to a tree at a dis
tanco, could not help; thers was no help
for the Greyfriars juniors.

Bob Cherry stirred, and raised his
head from the pillow. A draught of the
night wind, through the opening, had
disturbed him. He opened his eyvs, and
blinked at the starlight—and at the dark
figure that blotted it.

“ What—"" ejaculated Bob.

For a sccond he supposed that it was
Hassan, looking into the tent. But the
next moment he knew that it was not
Haszan.

He bounded to his feet

“Haulle, halle, hallo!
men |* shouted Bob,

: ﬁpl:-w hi:t T*L

at the thuomp——"

“*What's the row” came Lord Maul-
everer's sleepy drawl.,.  “Let o fellow
sleep, old bean! It isn't mornin’ yet,"

““Kalizelos [ gasped Harry Wharton,
hiz startled eyes turning on the olive
face in the starlight. “ My hatl The
Greek !

“Kulizelos—here " stuttercd Nugent.

“Oh gad!" gasped Lord Mauleverer.

The juniors scrambled to their feet,
wide enough awake now. They siared
in amazement and dismay at the Greek,
in the opening of the tent, and the two
dark figures Lehind him, knife in hand.

“VYeos—it is Kalizelos ! said the Greck.
"Stand quict—and do not think of re-
sistance—I will riddle you with bullets
if you Lift & hand.™

The bluish barrel of the automatic
glimmered as he raised it

“Jh, my hat!” breathed Johnny Bull,

Harry YWharton clenched his hand.

“You scoundrel ! Bo you have escaped
from the duhabiyeh ! he said between
hiz tecth.

TAs yvou sce !I” grinned the Greck, I
warn yoit not to resist. I am not here
to shed blood, but if you give trouble
I will shoot you down like a jackal in
the desert.”

The juniors stared at him. The
apparition of the Greek took them
utterly by surprize. Not for a moment
had they dreamed that the desperado
could escape from the locked mgin on
the dabhabiveh. Thoy had not counted
on the fat fatuousness of Billy Bunter.

“Your lives are in my hands™ said
the Greek quietly. “Take care!”

“Hassan ! shouted Bob Cherry.

Kalizoloz lauphad.

“ Hasaan 13 already taken carce of,” he
eaid. “VYour dragoman is a prisoner,
my young friend. Hassan was taken
first of all. Step out from the tent.”

“You sconndrel 1 breathed Wharton,

The juniore exchanged glances, but
they d:':'} not skir.

Kalizelos muttered in Arabie, and
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Wake up, you

Yussef and Hamza entered the tent.
They drove the schoolboys out at the
point of the knife. :

It was 1mpossible to resist. The
Greek was not keen to shed blood,
whether from reluctance to commit so
terrible & crime, or from & lurking feas
of the vengeance of Hilmi Maroudi or
of the law. Probably from a mingling
of motives. But he was n deadly
earnest, and prepared for bloodshed if
it was pecessary to gain his eods.

Had the juniors flung themselves at
him, as they longed to do, the automatic
would have spat deasth on the instant.
They could read as much in the glitter-
ing black eyes. With deep rage in their
hearts the Famous Five filed out of the
tent, driven by the bare knives in the
hands of the Arabs, Lord Mauleverer
followed them, yawning. His lazy
lordship did not seem at all excited. He
only rubbed his sleepy eyes as he came
out, and yawned portentously.

Botween the tent and the donkey track
the six juniors were lined up. A grunt
in Arabic from Kalizelos and their
hands were bound behind their backs by
Hamza.

Then Kalizelos slipped the antomatio
back inta his pocket, and at a sign from
hiin the Arabs' knives disappeared.

Heo fixed his eyes on Lord Mauloverer.

"My turn now, my lord,” he said,
with a grim smile.

“Yaas,” assented Mauleverer., ™ Ever
dog has his day, you know. But I wis

ou'd left your call till the mornin'.

'm frightfuﬁly sleapy 1™

“The scarab, my lord!” said the
Greek.

“Dear man,” sald Lord Maulaverer
negligently, “de you know, I fancied
you were goin' to mention that. Sort
of obsession of wyours, isn't it7 Well,
vou can search me, as the ntleman
from the United States would say.”

Harry Wharton & Co. stood glumly
silent. It had seemed only judicious to
bring the Golden Scarab with them
rather than to leave it on the dahabiyeh
during an absence of days. But if the
gearab was, ze the Greek beoliaved, worth
a fortune of a quarter of o millign
pounds, that fortune was in tha hands
of the Cairo plotter now. He hnd only
to scarci.

Ealizelos looked at Manleverer, lon
and hard. Then, with & muttered wurﬁ
to the Arabs to guard the prisoners, he
went into the tent,

The juniors waited with grim faces.
Only Lord Mauleverer did not seam to
lose his cheery equanimity. To Whar-
ton’s astonishment, he even caught a
wink from his lordship.

Kalizelos was a long time in the {ent,
It was evident that he was making a
thorough search of the juniors’ be-
longings.

But he emerged ot last, with dagk
disappointment in his face. He strode
straight towards Lord Mauieverer.
Obvicusly he had not found the Golden
Searab in the tent, and he suspected that
Mauleverer might have placed it in the
pocket of his pyjamas—as the juniors
also supposed must be the case,

The (Greek did not spenk, but he
gonrched the schoolboy earl thoroughly.
To the surprise of the Famous Five, the
scarab did not come to light. They
would have supposed that auly had
forgotten, after all, to put it in his

at when ha left the dahabiyveh.
lﬁfﬂt would have been rather like
Mauly. But they had seen him put it
in hiz pocket. Yet the Greek's meticu-
lons searck had failed to reveal it, and
they could only wonder whether Maule-
verer had dropped it somewhere during
the day's ride. In the circumstances
they hopod that he had.

THE MAGNET

“Where is the gcarab, my lord?!™
asked Kalizelos at last in a low, bitter
voica.

“Find out, old bean,” answered Lord
Mauleverer coolly.

The Greek's hand slid into his pocket,
where he bhad placed the automatie.
Lord Mauleverer laughed.

“No, mﬂl lord,” said Kalizelos, his
voice trembling with rage. “ No, I shall
not blow your foolish brains out.”

“1 rather fanecied not,” agreed Lord
Mauleverer cheerfully. *You'd have o
ladle out a fearful lot of backsheesh o
save your neck if you did—what?”

“That is not my reason, my lord. I'he
scarab will ransom your life and your
liberty. It iz hidden on the dahabiyeh.
Be it so! There, I cannot reach it. But
1t will be given to me for your ransom,
n:;1:,- lnrd,m ulnleas the -:.r]ddman Brooke
chooses eave you to die & ja 3
death in the de&grﬂ" By

Heo rapped out an order in Arabie,
and Hamza hurried away through the
acacias. Kalizelos turned to the juniors
again, with a bitter look.

i “T have sent for donkeys,” he said.

I have had time to lay my plans since
I left your dahabiyeh.” In ten miinutes
Hamza will return with donkoys, and
you will ride with me into the desert.”

He waved his hand to the dusky west.

“Maroudi’s plantation, where vou
have camped, is the last cultivated land
in this direction,” he said. " Beyond
lies the Libyan Desert. In an hour we
shall be far from all known tracks. Tie
gands of the desert will hide you from
all knowledge. We are not mear Cairo
now. e are far up the Nile. Here,
wa are on the border of the wildorness.
Do you dream that the police, even the
soldiers, will track wou in the recesses
of the desert?”

“ Oh, my hat " murmured Bob Cherry.

The juniors gazed at the bitter, eavage
face of the Greek. There was no donbt
that he meant every word he uttered.

And there was no doubt that he cnuld
carry out his intention. Hardly o mile
away the Nile rolled, with dahabiyehs
and feluccas on its tide. Across the
Nile was the city of Luxor. Yet where
they stood was on the very edge of the
great African descrt—wastes of trackless
sand, where no man_tvandered save the
roaming bedouin, drifting from oasis to
OAELE.

‘The land of Egypt consists only of the
cultivated banks of the Nile, and nll
along the great valley a traveller ma
stand with one foot in cultivated land,
the other in the desert. Civilisation
jostles primitive barbarism at every
stop. It seemed like some nightmare to
the jumors. But it was no dream; it
was terribly real. It was in the power
of the Greek to carry them off into the
untrodden heart of the desert, and that
was his intention.

In silence they waited for Hamsza to
return with the donkeys. Lerd Maule.
verer broke the silence.

“Look here, you men, I'm not seein’
ycg Innded in this! Say the word
and—="

The Greek's eyes glittered.

“Give up the zcarab and I am done
with you,” he said. “I will leave you
here, unharmed. You are nothing to

me. It is the searab and the Eye of
Osiris that [ seek. Give up the
scarab—"

* Never |” said Harry Wharton curtly.

“But——" gaid Mauleverer slowly.
He was not thinking of himself.

*Chuck it, Mauly! You're not giving
%1 ﬁu that scoundrel I grunted J%hrlti:r

ull.

“You all gay the same "

" Yes, ass!” said Bob.

“The samefulness is terrifial”
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*“ Hallo, hallo, hallo ! ** shouted Bob Cherry.
stared In amazement and dismay ai Kalizelos, automatle in hand, and the two dark figures behind him,

19

** Wake up, you men ! **

The Greyiriars juniors rose Irom their beds and

“* Remain still,*

sald the Greek, ** or I will riddle you with bullets [ **

“Good men !” said Lord Mauleverer,
And he said no more, and, in silence
again, the Gl‘ejﬁnara juniors waited for
the return of Hamza.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER,
A Surprise lor Bunter !

ILLY BUNTER halted.
B He had to halt.
He puffed, he panted, and he
blew.

Had the bony paw of the long-
legged colonel been fairly on his fatb
shoulder, Bunter would have had to halt.

Flezsh and blood could do no more.

Bunter was always short of wind.
What wind he had had been utterly
cxpended an that wild race along the
donker track of Beni-Hasa.

He haltﬁd&gg a fringe of tamarisks
slong the tr and panted for breath,
and gasped and gurgled.

For & minute or two no sound reached
his ears, save his own gasping and

urgling, He mopped perspiration from
gia at face in streams. ﬁ-ﬂ wiped his
spectacles and jammed them sgain on
hiz fat little nose. He gasped and
gasped and gasped.

Then he listencd. But there was, so
far, no sound of pursuit. He was glad
to remember that the beny colonel had
damaged bis head when he smote the
donkey track with it. He hoped ihat
Colonel Jacks was too damaged to
resume the pursuit, He hoped veagefully
that he was severely damaged—awfully
dap‘laiﬁd._ He almost hoped that he was
guite brained |

1f the beast waas still after him, he was
not at hand yet, Perhaps the two
beasts were coming together. In that

case the long-legged colonel would
probably sccommodate his pace to that
of the short-legged colonel and Bunter
would have breathing space.

Anyhow, he had to rest! If a lion of
the Libyan desert had been behind him
Bunter could hardly have put on a rpurt.

Satisfed that thera was no immediate
danger in the =zcar, Billy Bunter
breathed more freely. He was fatigued
and winded, warm and damp, feeling
sltogether extremely uncomfortable and
frightfully exasperated. Having re-
covered his wind a little, he blinked
about in the starlight for a sign of the
Groyfriars camp, wondering dizmally
whether he might have passzed it in his
frantic flight from G. W. Jacks. Once
he got into camp all would be well;
even those beasts, ungrateful as the
weroe to a fellow who had done so muech
for them, could hardly fail to protect
him from the angry Yankees. But
whera was the camp?

A glimmer of white canvas, the Autter
of a coloured flag from a tent-pole in
the starlight, caught his r:ins. Ahead of
him, off the donkey-track and among
the acacias, stood a great teni—any
fcllow but Bunter Wﬂulifhﬂ?ﬂ spotted 1t
Inndg ago. It was not Eﬁ% yards away,
and clearly visible in the bright light of
the stars of Eg}*ph

“0Oh, good 1" gas Bunter.

This must be the Greyiriars camp.
Bunter blinked inimically at the tent.
He listened again, but still there was no
sound from the rear. He stirred at last
and crept along the donkey-track
towards the big tent. The beasts were
fast asleep, of course, and Bunter was
going to wake them up, as he woke up
the two Americans. But he did not
want to make another mistake and get a

fresh party of strange excursionists on
his track. He was going to make sure
this time that it was the Greyfriars tent
befora he pulled up the tent-pegs.

He crept with great caution among
the tamarisks and acacias along the
donkey-track, blinking at the tent as he
advanced. A sound of voices reached
his ears in the quict night, and ho
paused and listened. The beasts were
not asleep, aftor alll He spotted mov-
ing figures before the tent and blinked
at them in astonishment. There was no
light in tho tent or in the camp, save
that of the stars. But it was clear that
the Greviriars fellows were not in bed.

And s volee that came through the
silence made Bunter i‘um and thrill
with sudden terror. He dE:d not cateh

the words, but he knew the musical

voice of the Greek, Konstantinos
Kalizelos.
Bunter stood rooted among the
tamarisks.

So many troubles had fallen on Bill
Bunter ginco he had left the dnhnhiyuﬁ
that he had forgottan all about the
Greek. He remembered him now.

“0h lor' I breathed Bunter, palpitat-

ing.

%t— dawned on his fat mind that the
Greek ‘had lost no time in making use
of his freedom. No doubt Hamza and
Yussef had joined him; most likely they
had spied on the Greyfriars party, and
knew where the camp was. Anyhow,
the Greek was there—that was cortain.
And Bunter realised what had been the
resnlt of hiz fatuous folly. Kalizelos
and his confedorates were thero—which
meant that the juniors were at the
mercy of their enemies.

For a long minute Bunter stood
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yooted with terror; then he moved to
an opening of the bushes and peered at
the camp, now not ten yards from him.
He could sea the juniors standing in a
rgow, with their hands tied behind them
~—Lord Mauleverer and the Famous
Five, evidemtly prisoners. He could sea
Kalizelos, the (resk, and Yussef, the
Arab. Hamza was not there, neither
ocould he see anything of the dragoman.

“0Oh crikey I*7 d Buntor.

He was thankiul that he bad not run
on as far as the tent. That would have
landed him in the soup along with the
others. As matters stood, no one in the
Greyiriars camp knew, or suspected, that
he was at hand. Kalizelos, if he thought
of himm at all, thought that he was still
on the dahabiyeh. That was a comfort.

Had Eilly Bunter been of the stuff of
which heroes are made, no doubt he
would have considered at once the pos-
sibility of helping the juniors out
their zcrape. That did not occur to
Bunter. It was obvious—to Bunter—
that he could not help them, and he was
thankful that hiz own fat person was
safe so long as he kept in cover. He
hugged his cover in the tamarisks and
watched the strange scene through his
big spectacles.

hat it meant he conld not make ount.
They appcared to he waiting for some-
thing. Bunter know that Lord Maule-
verer had taken tha Golden Scarab with
him that day, but he could guess
that the (ireck had not found it, or he
would have vanished at once with his
prize. lixcept to get possession of the
mysterious scarab, he had no concern
with the Greyfriars party, and did not
care two straws about them. But what
were they waiting for?! The sound of
voices had died away, and they were
waiting in gilenco. For what?

A clumping of donkeys' hoafs from the
distance beyond the acacias answered
the question.

Hamza, the scarred Arab, came into
view in the starlight leading a string of
donkeys. He led the animals up to
the graup standing before the tent.
Bunter blinked on in amazement. The
voice of the Greek came to his fat ears.

“For the last time, my lord ! If you
wonld save yourself and your friends

from the deserf, place the Hearab of
A-Menah in my hands! A message fo
the dahabiyeh—""

“Nothin' doin’, old bean!"” came the
quiet drawl of Mauleverer.

“Mvy lord, if you will ransom yourself
and wour friends with the Golden
Scarab, I will trust to your word of
honour and release you to fetch it and
place it in my hands."’

* Bow-wow 1"

"What—what did you
claimed the Greek.

“ Bow-wow |"

“ Fool I'" snarled Ealizelos.

He turned to the Arabs and snarled
an order in Arabic. The two ruffians
led the juniors towards the donkeys.

Billy Bunter understood now. They
had been waiting for Hamsza to bring
the donkaeys, and they were to be taken
away, prisoners, into the wastes of the

say 1" ex-

of Libvan desert.

“Oh crikey I"" breathed Bunter.

He could not help them ! e did not
even think of trying to help them. But
he was utierly dismayed and horrified.
His fat heart almost died within him aa
he realised the fate that hung over the
Greyfriars juniors. For once, William
George Bunter was not thinking wholly
of himself. If there was a chance of get-
ting help—

SBomewhere on Beni-Hasa was the
house of Mr. Maroudi's manager. But
Bunter did not know where, or at what
distance, A mile away was Cook's rest-
house; lezs than that the custodians of
the Tombs of the Kings. But they were
too far away for help. Then into Bun-
ter's fat brain flashed the recollection
of the two Americans. 'Their camp was
not distant—and in all likelihood they
were following him slong the donkey-
track. Colonel Jacks and Colonsl
Skink, of course, were beasts; they were
leoking for Bunter to whop him. But
they were white men, and surely—

Billy Bunter did not step to think it
out. It was the only chance of helping
the Greek’s prisoners—the only chanece
of saving them from vanishing into the
wastes of the desert. He backed out of
the tamarisks, crept fo the donkey-
track, and, sfter mn anxious blink
behind to make sure that the bushes
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THE MAGNET

screaned him from the Greviriars camp,
he started back the way he had come,
runming &5 if his fat life depended on his

spasd.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
U.5.A. to the Reseue !

4 ARRY me home to die!' ejacu-
lated Colonel Jacks. ;
“Search me!” exclaimed
Colonel 3kink, equally aston-
ished at what they saw.

The long colonel and the short colonel
were tramping up the donkey-track,
stick in hand, looking for the Greyfriars
camp. Neither of thom had the slightest
doubt that tha collapsa of their tent was
a “lark” of the English schoolboys.
They were wrathy, and they meant to
find the schoolboys’ camp, and wade in
with the sticks and impress upon the
minds of those sons of John Bull that
they could not lark with impunity with
citizens of the great United States.

They halted in sheer amazement at
the sight of a fat fipure racing towards
them, with a ]J_air of big spectacles flash-

i

inE back the light of the stars.
I guess it's that fntc%;ur.r I took &
tumbla over!” pgasped lonel Jacks.

:;Il:ll say he's coming back to ask for
it.

"I kinder calculate he's going to get
it, too, where it will hurt !'® said Colonel
Skink,

“You've said
Jacks.

And the two transatlantic gentlemen,
grinning, waited for Bunter to come
up. Why he was running back, fairly
into their vengeful hands, was a mystery
to them, but there waz no doubt that

they were glad to see him.

Bunter sighted them, but he did not
stop, and did not dodge away into the
bushes as he saw them, ag they fully ex-
pected. He came puffing and panting
on. And as he drew nearer, ﬁemm
Jacks and Bkink discerned the terror in
his face and stared at him curiously.

L » there surely can't be a lion
around loose,” murmured G, W. Jacks.
:I?-l say that fat guy has got the wind-

B

“If he ain't scared stiff I've never
seen & scared guy 1" esid Colonel Skink.
“I'm sure glad I packed my gun for
this trip."

"T_ha.;; let on that you don’t want a
un in Egypt these days,” said Colonel
acks, slipping his hand into his hip-
ocket. “But that fat guy surely does
ook as if suthin’s matter with

Hanner, Ephraim 8kink, and I’'m power-
ful glad that 1 packed my hardware.”

Bunter came panting up. He gurgled
as he came:

' H’EI.F 1"

He staggered from sheer exhaustion as
he reached the two Americans. G. W.
Jacks put a hand to his fat shoulder to
steady him. He was not thinking now
of giving the fat schoolboy what he
deserved. It was plain that the matter
was serious.

*“Bay, bo', I guess you're safe hyer,”

it " agreed Colonel

said G. W. Jacks quite kindly, * Take
& cinch on yoursell, sonny ! hat's the
rookus 1"

“3pill it, son!™ said Colonel Skink
encouragingly.

“Help " groaned Bunter. *They've

got them—"

*Who've got who”

“My friends, the Greyfriars fellows—
they're prisoners—they're going to take
them into the desert!” gurgled Bunter.
:I'A Ft’mk villain and fwo Arabs—oh

ear | ’

Ereath failed Bunter, but he grabbed
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the lecan colonel's arm with one hand
and pointed with the other, gasping
spasmodically : :
“ Help—help them! Oh erikey!”
The two Americans stared at him
blankly for & second. Then they ex-

chan a glance, and a bony hand and
8 gy hand grasped a revolver from
a hip pocket. o :
“] guess wo chip in hyer, Ephraim
Skink " gaid Colonel Jacks briefly.
“You said it!” assented Colonel
Skink. ‘
Leaving Bunter spluttering helplessly,

the two Americans ran up the donkey-
track in the direction from which

Bunter bad come. _ i

Colonel Jacks' !nni legs whisked like
lightning ; Colonel Skink’s short fat legs
went like machinery behind him.

The long-legged colonel was the first to
sight the Greyiriars tent, glimmering 1n
the stars. He came through the
tamarisks like a charging giraffe. But
the fat colonel was not far behind.

Kalizelos and Hamza were holding
the donkeys. Yusséf was forcing the
juniors to mount them, heaving them
roughly into the saddles as their hands
were bound. ;

Colonel Jacks burst on the scens like
2 thunderbolt. If he bad had any doubt
of Bunter's startling statement he had
proof of it now; a single glance told
that the Greyiriars fellows were
prisoners in lawless hands, and were
about to be cerried away on the
donkeys. The starlight glimmered on
Colonel Jacks’ revolver as he charged
up. .
“Hay, you!” he roared, his powerful
voice breaking on the silence like a
thunderclap. *“8ay, I guess you want
to let up on this stunt, and"I'll say you
want to let up sudden! Get mel”

The juniors, amazed, stared round.
The two Arabs started, and Bashed out
their knives. Kalizelos, gritting his
teeth, spun round, his automatic leaping
to his hand.

“ Drop it Y roared Colonel Jacks,

The Greek's weapon gleamed up,
Bang !

Undoubtedly it wae fortunate, for the

Greyfriars fellows and for G. W. Jacks
himself, that the long-legged colonel had
'pﬂﬂkt‘é his gun’ for his tn’i to Eg;-pt.
It was Colonel Jacke who fired, before
the desperate Greek could pull trigger,
and Kalizelos gave a feariul cry and
staggered back, his pistol-hand sagging
down. At that desperate moment ra
was no doubt that the Greek would
have shot down the stranger who had
butted in. But the long-legged colonel
had got in frst.

“0Oh gad!” gasped Lord Mauleverer.

The donkeys, startled by the shot,
reared and plunged. Kalizelos staggered
against an acacla, his olive face white
as chalk, his left hand pressed to his
right shoulder, where the American’s
bullet had struck,. Hamza and Yussef,
knife in hand, leaped towards the long-
lepged American.

Bang, bang, bang!

Both the Americans were shooting
now. Harry Wharton & Co. hardly
knew what was happening. With their
hands bound they could not control the
excited, plunging donkeys, and they
pitched helplessly off the amimals, and
sprawled on the ground. As they rolled
over, some of them had a glimpse of
Hamza and Yussef running for their
lives. Bang, bang., bang! roared the
six-shooters, and bullets knocked up the
dust at the heels of the two Arabs as
they Had..

“Oh, my hat!” gasped Bob Cherry,
He sat wp dizzily.  The frightened
donkeys were racing away, and Bob

caught a gtimpse of the Greek, wounded
a8 he was, clutching at one of the Hoeing
animals with his sound arm. He saw
Kalizelos drag himself dﬂpﬂqtag
across the donkey’s back, and the anim
galloped away with him.

“Good gadl” stuttered Lord Maule-
verer. “ What—who—"?
B;th’s the jolly old Yankees!"” gasped

Bang, bang, bang |

“Bay, you!” roared Colenel Jacks, as
he loosed off shot after shot. “Say, you
want te hump it, you! You want to
light cut! You want to beat it! You
want to beat it spry and sudden!
Yep 17

Bang, bang!

The Greek and the two Arabs were
= beatmgr it" as “sudden™ as they
could. They had already vanished into
the night, But the two excited colonels
seemed to be enjoying the fireworks, and
they emptied their “guns™ after the
vanished fugitives. ot till the last
{-artndfa was expended did they cease to
throw lead into space.

Then Ceolonel Jacks calned down and

chuckled,
“I'll say this was some circus,
Ephraim Skink !* he remarked.

“I'll surely say so I agreed Colonel
Akink. one

“I opine that them guys lit out like
they was szent for!” chuckled Colonel
Jacks, “And I'm sure glad I packed
my hardware for this trip I

Search me 1" agreed Colonel Skink.

The long-legged colonel strode towards
the Greyiriars juniors. The fat colonel
pumped in breath after his run.

G. W. Jucks looked at the juniors with
a ¢heery grin on his bony, lantern-jawed
YIEEFo,

“Say, I guess them guys had vou'uns
bjﬂtha short hairs,” he remarked.

You pguess right, old bean,”
answered Bob Cherry,

“The pguessfulness is terrifically
correct, my esteemed and ridiculous

Yankeeful friend,” said Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh.

Colonel dJiﬂks chortled,
entertaine y that reply from the
Nabob of Bhanipur. He drew out an
enormous clasp-knife, opencd it with his
promunent teeth, and cut the schoolboys’

apparently

bonds. With deep thankfulness, Harry
Wharton & Co. found themselves free
once more.

e

THE THIRTEENTH CHAFTER.
Where the Scarab Was!

ségpr SAY, you fellows !
I Hix juniors jumped.
A fat figure rolled up in the

starlight, gosping. Harry Whar-
ton & Co, gazed in amazement at the
Ow!l of the Remove.

“ Bunter!” cjaculated Frank Nugent.

“The esteemed and idictic Bunter
exclaimed Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

Bunter mopped his E«Erspiriﬂg brow,
gasping and panting. Billy Bunter had
followed the two colonels to the spot—
but at a safe distance. Not till he was
sure that the enemy had been put to
Aight did the fat Owl venture on the

2l

“How on earth did that fat freg hop
hero 3"’ asked Johnny Buall,

“(h, really, Bull—*

“1 guess that's the [at gink that put
us wise I said Colonel Jais. "I surely
opine I owe him a lambasting 1"

‘Here, you keep off 1” exclaimed
Bunter. I say, you fellows, it’s pretty
lucky that I came after you—what?
Whero would you be now if I hadn't
come "

" What the thump—"

I decided to come after you,” ex-
plained Bunter. "I knew you'd land in
some trouble without me——>:"

“E;:I: fat ow] 1

" s as if I was right!™ grinned
Bunter. ** Those beasts had you all right,
and if I hadn't spotted them and fetched
thess Yankee chaps where would you
be I'd like to know.”

“My hat!” Harry Wharton stared
blankly at the grinning Owl.  “Did
Bunter bring you here, E:-:Innel Jacks "

I guess he put us wize,” said G. W.
Jacks, “We was arter him for pulling
down our tent, and he came cavorting
back, scared stiff, and told us about

them guys. And we sure did raise the
dust getting here, didn’t we, Ephraim
Skink 7

“We surely did, Colonel Jacks,
answered E;ahra.in: ’E]cink.une G
Weo don’t know how to thank

‘ 4 o
sir,” said Harry. g

: ] “You've saved us
and you'll believe that we're grateful ”
ho gratitude is terrific and pre-
posterous, esteemed colonel.”
Colonel Jacks waved a bony hand,
That’'s 0. K., sonny,” ho eaid. I
guess we. ;;raanl’]t_ letting the niggers get
away with this, was we,
5‘5}{% . phraim
e surely was not, Colonel Jacks ™
answered Ephroim Skink. ’

“And seeing what's happencd we're

letting you off the lambasting we was
gmug to put acress,” nddrch Colonel
acks generously,

Harry Wharton & Co. looked at him.
They were genuinely grateful to the
two Americans, am]? anxious to show
that they were thankful for the immense
service the colonels from the U.8. A, had
rendered them., But if Mcessrs, Jacks
and Skink had started in to * lambaste ™
the party, they would probably have
met with a surprise.

“"Yep!” assenled Colonel
“Nary lambasting.”

“But what—what have we done?”
asked Harry. “You don't mean to say
you were still bothering about that little
accident on the Nile——"

“Aw, can it!” said Colonel Jacks.
“Didn’t you and thet fat guy bring our
tent walloping down on our eabezasg—>"

“Oh, my hat! Certeinly not ™

“They wasn't in it, Colonel Jacks,”
sald Ephraim 8kink. “I guess 1t was
that fat guy on his lonesome, We dido’t
see the other guys™

“Oh, sure 1" assented G. W. Jacks, “I
guess you've said it 17

“Bunter, you fat villain, have you
been playing tricks on these gentle-
men ! exclaimed Lord Mauleverer.

“QOh, nol I never pulled out the
tent-pegs,” said Bunter hastily, with an

(Continued an next page.)

Bkink.

scene.  The juniors
were amazed to see
himi; they had sup-
posed Bunter to be
sound asleep on the
dahabiyeh.  They
little guessed, =0
far, how much they
owed to the inter-
vention of the Owl
of the Remove.
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uneasy blink at the two colonels. “Be-
sides, T thought it was your tent.”

“Why, you pernicious porpoise I” ex-
claimed Bob, “You were going to pull
down our tent—" ]

“Well, leaving a follow on his own—
serve you jolly well right I said Bunter
indignantly, “I've had & fearful time
following you—my donkey ran away,
and I had to walk, and—"

“Ha, ha, ha "

“Blessed if I sece anything to cackle
at! Of course, I thought it was your
tent,” snid Bunter, “and I was jolly well
going to bring it down on your nappers,
blow you! How was I to know anybody
clse was camping here? Not that I di
it, you know,” added Bunter, biinking
ut Colonel Jacks, “The fact is I was
nowhere near the place—I never even
saw your tent—" .
 “Carry me home to die!” ejoculated
Colonel Jacks, staring at Bunter. “Tll
say that guy is some liar!”

“(Oh, really, you know—="

“Where's assan 1 asked Nugent
Euﬂd?n]y. .
h“I BAY, Fou fellows, I'm [earfully

ungry——>"

“By gum!  Where's Hassan?” ex-
claimed Bob. *“He was gone when

those rotters fetched us out of the fent?
£ they've harmed him—" o]

“We'd better look for him at once,
said Harry. “ That brute Ilalizelos hus
done something with him——" .

“Y guess you better stay right here,
said Colonel Jacks, *“Them guys might
be hanging round ]:DDII:IE!f for nnother
chanco at you. I guess I'll mosey round
and find your dragoman.” :

“You satd it,” said Colonel Skink,

The two coloncls started to search for
Hassan. Harry Wharton & Co. wont
into the tent and dressed themselves.
They were not thinking of sleep ﬂﬁpm
that night. While they dressed Billy
Bunter searched for provender, and,
having found it, settled down to dis-
pose of it internally. o

“Jolly lucky that fat idiet turned
up,” remarked Bob Cherry. “If he
hadn’t roused ont the Yankees—"

“The luckfulness was  terrifie,”
remarked Hurree Jamset Bam Singh.

“ But what became of the scarab, after
all?” asked Nugent. *You had it in
your pocket, Mauly, when we left the
dahabiyech ? :

“Yaas |” Lord Mauloverer grinned.
“But it wasn't in my pocket, old bean,
when that Greek Jnﬁrm.:v locked for it
I put it in my pyjama pocket for safety
when I turned in."

“But he scarched you—"

“Yaas; but you see I've gi::: a lot of
presence of mind,” explained Lord Maul-
cverer cheerfully. “As soon as the

rtsman woke us up I reached for
that jolly old searab at once, and, bein’
in the dark, he didn't spot me, Did
yvou hear mo scmatchin® while the Greek
was talkin' ™

“Heratching ! No!” )

“Lucky von cidn't, or he might have,
too,” said Dlauleverer placidly. “You
soo, 1 slipped my little paw under that
jelly old tug that's s rnag on the ground
and scratched a little hole m tho sand
and left the scarab in it. An’ it's there
now."”

“Carry moe home fo dic, as Celonel
Jacks would say!”  cjaculated Bob
Cherry.

“Ha, ha, ha1”?

“The presence of Mauly's preposter-
ous mimll3 was truly terrifie,” declared
Hurree Jamset Ilam Singh.

Lord Mauleverer turned back the
Turkish praver-rug that covered the
floor. Under it was the sandy soil.

Mauly blinked at the sand.
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“ Blessed if I can see the place now,”
he remarked. *“You see, poked it
under the sand and covered it, and

¥

LOW——
“We'll jolly scon find it,” said Bob.
The juniors chuckled. They realised

that when Kalizelos had been speaking

to them in the doorway of the tent

Mauly, in the darkness, had been con-

cealing the scarab of which the Greek

‘ﬂr'ga 11!1 :iziqst* fTh.a-:,r had never }.?uapeated
13 lordship o F}Mﬁin such prompt

presence of mind. € ¥ d
Bob turned on an electrie torch, and

the juniors scraped up the sand till the

scarab was revealed, There was a glitter
of gold in the light.

“Yans, there it is, safe and sound,”
yawned Lord Mauleverer; and he
picked up the scarab of A-Menah and
transferred it to his pocket. “Dear old
Kalizelos never guessed that it was
under his feet when he was searchin’ our
clobber in the tent.”

“I say, you Jollowsg—"

“Halle, hallo, hallo!
asked Dob Cherry.

“I say, is thers any more grub?”

“He's scoffed the i,{:t 1" zatd Bob, in

Bursting 1

ﬁ%ﬂdcr' “Where on earth has he put
i

“Oh, really, Cherry—"

“Poor old Bunter! He's only had

enough for about seven or eight fellows,”
said Bob sympathetically. *“He will
have to endure the paﬂ'?ﬁ of lmnfr till
Maroudi’s people bring along brekker in
the morning 1

“Well, I've had a snack,” said Bunter,
“I can sleep now! I think ['ll turn in.
1 suppose you fellows are going to keep
watch.”

“Naturally,” answered Bob, " Conld
we find anything better to de than te
sit round keeping watch while you
gnore ¥

“All  right, then!” said Bunter.
“Mind you don’t go to sleep—those
hoasts might comoe back, you know,
You'd better got those Yankees to stay,
too—it will ke safer! They're beasts,
but they'll keep the other beasts off—
see Keep watch {ill mornipg, old
chaps, and wake me when they bring
breakfast—not before.”

“On my head be it 1" said Bob Cherry

golemnnly.
“Ha, ha, ho!"
And Billy Bunter, having stacked

away all the available provisions, rolled
into the tent, rolled nto the nearest
bed, and in about ten seconds his deep
snore was awakening the echoes of the
land of Egvpt.

Harry Wharton & Co. joined the two
Americans in scarching for the drago-
man, In spite of Billy Bunter's injune-
tions ho was left to snore unwatched,
It was some time before Hassan was
digcovored, bound to the acacia in the
deap shadow of the branches, and it was

Bob Cherry who finally spotted him.
“Hallo, hallo, halla! Here he is[™
roared Bob.

There was a faint mumble from the
gagged dragoman. The juniors gathered
round him and relenu:cil him,

“My lordly gentlemen!” execlaimed
Hasgsan, in great relief. “It is enor-
mously enjoyful to bchold you as safe
as o housc, as you say in the English
language ! Wahyat.en-nabi! O noble
sars, I fell inte the hands of those sons

of dogs and pigs, and I was without g

power to aid my magnificent lords, for
which reason my heart was very heavy!
To sce you in cnjoyment of snﬁ::ti,- and
freedom what 13 ecalled in English a
gight for sore eves!”

Inssan returned to the camp with the
juniors. He left them there and hurried
on to tllt;fp]nnt&tlﬂﬂ huildings to call a
number the fellahin a keep guard
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for the remainder of the night., The
two Americans remained in the camp
till Hassan returned with two or three
dozen natives, armed with stout staves.

“I guess you-uns will be 0.K. now,”
said lonel Jacks. “But if there's
any more trouble you put G. W. Jacks
wise, and I guess we'll see you through.
Ain't that so, Colonel Skink 1"

“¥ou said it 1" agreed Colonel Bkink,

“We're awfully o Iiﬂ:&d to you,” said
Harry Wharton. If wou hadn't
nhtf)pﬁd in we should be prisoncrs now,
miles away in the desert. We really
don't know how to thank you.”

“That's all right, sonny,” said Colonel
Jacks affably. “I allow it's up to the
U.8.A. to see John Bull through—yep !
Didn’t we win the War for you?! I'll
gay yepl Good-night1”

‘Didn't you whichi” pgasped Bob

Cherry. “ Oh—ah—yes—quite—just 50
—my hat! Thanks no end! Good-
night !*

And the long colonel and the short
colonel faded out, leaving the Greyfriars
fellows grinning.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bold Bunter !

(L EADY. Bunter?”
R “No!" hooted Billy Bunter.
“Come on, fathead !”
“ Shan't 1"
Billy Bunter did net “come on.”
William George Bunter was comfort-
able and lazy, and did not want to

move. ]

Donkeys and donkey-boys had arrived
at the camp in the morning, and the
Greyfriars party had ridden to the
Toembs of the t;rueana, and other
“gights” of the 'Theban Necropolis.
Whether their enemies were lingerimng
in the vicinity they could not teil, but
they know that the Greek, at least, had
been wounded, and it was likely that
he was hors dc combat for the time, at
least. And in the day-time, with plenty
of tourists, pguides, and donkey-boys
about, there was no danger to be looked
for.

They returned to the camp of Beni-
Haza for lunch and rest, and in the
afterncon prepared to start to the daha-
biveh on tﬁe ﬁiln. Now that Kalizelos
was free again, and once more on the
track of the Golden Scarab, the juniors
sgreed that the camping-out had better
ba given up.

assan was urgent that they should
return to the safety of the dahabiyeh.
And it was in the eare of the dragoman
that 8ir Reginald Brooke had trusted
them up the Nile “on their own.” In
the camp, on the edge of the desert,
Hassan peinted out that the enemy
might swoop down on them in the
night, perhaps in strong foree.

A scrap with some gang of armed
and savage bedouins, in the pay of the
Greek, could only have ended one way,
as the juniors aﬁmitted, so it was de-
cided to go back to tho houseboot.

Marvellous to relate, Billy Bunter was
prepared to brave the dangers which
the other fellows thought it only
prudent to obviate.

Bunter was tired. He was fat. He
was lazy. He had eaten enough lunch
for three or Tour. He had napped only
a couple of hours since lunch. And the
anger was not near at hand. Beo
Bunter was not propared to shift. No
doubt, when it grow dark, funk would
have supervened. But in broad dar-
light, with no enemy in sight, Bunter
was a3 bold as a lion. .

“It's sickening,” said Bunter, glaring
at thoe Famous Five through his big
spectacles as he sat up on a rug under
a shady tree. The beasts had disturbed
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Harry Wharton and Co. were about to be carried away on the donkeys when Colonel Jacks and Colonel Skink burst on the

scene like a thunderbolt,

him in a prolonged nap, so Bunter was
naturally bitter. “I was against this
idea of camping out—you know that.
Now we're here, let's stick it out!
What are you afraid oft I'm with
you I

“Get up, 1diot ! said Bob Cherry.

“Bhan't! Hassan can fetch Maroudi's

niggers to keep guard to-night. And
there's  those ankees, too” said
Bunter. “Aond I'vea no doubt that

Greek beast has cleared off—likely as
not pegged out by this time, in fact.
Anvhow, I'm here to protect yon, same
o f did last might. ecep & stiff upper-
lip, and don't be Irightened.”

Tha Famouz Five looked at him.
Lord Mauleverer grinned. Billy
Bunter sat and blinked with scorn.

“It's the limit,” he said. “ Never
saw such a set of funks! Frightened at
a shadow! I'm jolly well not going to
bo frightened away—I1 can tell you!”

“You piffling rpoise ! zaid Bob
Cherry, with a deep breath. “You
were scared out of your silly wits last
nlﬁht."

Yah !

“And if Kalizelos showed up to-night
with some gang of Arabs from the
desert, you'd have a fit."

“Yah [" repeated Bunter.

“ Besides, we've invited those Ameri-
cans to come on the dahabiyeh.”

“Blow ‘em !"

:: 'Ehi:if’m going to ride back with us.”

u 3

FProbably Billy Bunter would have
been ;lurked off his rug, and bumped on
tha hard, unsympathetic surface of
Egypt at that stage, but for the fact
that the two Americans came up the
donkey-track just then. Bunter had his
back to the donkey-track, snd did not

*“ Say you ! ** roared the former, levelling his automatic at Kalizelos.
let up on this stunt, and let up sudden !

tee them coming. His spectucles were
fastened on the Greyiriars fellows with
ineffable scorn.

*I say, you fellows.
courage ! ha admoeonished.
you know—like me!”

“My lordly gentlemen, the donkeys
are roady ! sawd Hussan.

“¥ou ecan shut up!” said Bunter.
“We're not going! If vou're fright-
ened, you can clear off —see? you
follows are frightened, run away as
soon s your like! Teave me to face
danger alone! I'm the man for it!”

“Yea gods ! murmured Bob Cherry.

“I must say I'm ashamed of vou fel-
lows,” said Buntor, *“Dash it all. have
a little pluck! If there’s any danger
to-night, wake ma up! I'll sea you
through! And new I'm going to sleap,
You can't oxpect me to sit up in this
heat, listening to you babbling about
your funk. For goodness’ sake, take
example by me, and have a little pluck!
Do I care for danger 1"

Colonal Jacks and Colonel Skink had
arrived under the tree. ‘They stood
ltmkmgr down at Billy DBunter’s portly
hack, listening to him, and grinning.
After their experience of hi

luck up a little
“Be men,

. ! him the pre.
vious night, they seemed to find the
fat Owl's valorous words cntertaining.

~ “Why,” went on Bunter, still blink-
ing with devastating scorn at the exas-
perated juniors—" why, if those beasts
showed up again this minute, do vou
think I should care twopence? Not
me! I'd jolly well like them to, in
fact! I'd show you fellows how to
buck up!”

Colonel Jacks closed one eye at the
juniors over Billy Bunter's unconscious
cad. Then, stuugiug behind Bunter,
he suddenly grasped him by the back of

** I guess you want to

Get me ? **

the neck. His large, bony hand closed
like a vice on that fat neck, and thera
was a startled yell from Bunter.

“ Ooooop IV

“Dog of & Faringhee, die, by the
hoard of the Prophet!"” roarcd Colonel
Jacks, in Bunter's startled ecar.

“Ow! Qooh! Help! volled Bunter,
wriggling frantically. “I say, vou fel-
lows, help! Keep him off ! E%u'a got
me ! Yaraeoooch ™

Billy Bunter had not the slightest
doubt that he was in tho prasp of a
savage Arab. G. W. Jacks, evidently,
had a playful sense of humour.

“ Bismillah 1" he roared. *Inshallah!®
! Keep him off |” shriecked
“Help! Help! I =ay, you
fellows, rescue! Help!®

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the juniors.

The sudden evaporation Billy
Bunter's courage was toco much for
them. They shricked.

“Help!” roared Bunter.
Help! Yaroooh!™

With that iron grip on the back of
his neck Bunter could not turn his
head, and see who was behind him.
His terrified mind pictured & ferocious
Arab, and he palpitated with horror.
1t nught have ocourred, even to Bunter,
that 1f & ferocious Arab had seized him
from behind, Harry Wharton & Co.
would hardly have stood roaring with
laughter. But William George i!nntar
was too scared to think of that, or any-
thing else, save the iron grip on the
back of his fat neck.

“Help! Rescue!" shricked Bunter.
“Oh crikey! Meroy! E?u.ru my life!
It wasn't mo! Yaroooh! Merey!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” shrieked the jumiors.

“Buck f’p, Bunter !* chortled Lord
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Mauleveror. * You'rs not afraid of a

jolly old Arab, you know!”
% ﬂ?.'r us ﬂtrl'l exyfmpln, old fat bean!”

chuckled Bol Cherry.

“Han, ha, hal" ; .
“Help! Whoop! Yooop! BMerey!
roarcd Dunter.

havre

“Say, I guozs that fat guy will
Say, 1 & g e

s fit!” drawled Colonel Skink.
sure 15 some boob 1

G. W. Jacks, with o chuckle, released
Bunter's fat neck, The fat Owl made
a bound to lhis foot, and, without o back-
ward glance, jumped away. He dodged
‘r.n-nhiu.&‘I the juniors, yelling.

“Keop him off ! IDI:; crikey ! Hassan,
Lelp! Harry, old chap! Bob, old fel-
low, help! I{m}p him off !

“Ha, ha, hal”

“You silly owl " roarad Bal Cherry.
“It’s not an Arab! Shut up, you ass!”

“Oh!” gasped Bunter. .

From behind the Famous Five he ven-
tured to blink at his assailant.  His
pyes almost popped through his spee-
tacles as he saw  the two grinmn
colonels, It dawned on Billy Bunter's
fat brain that his leg had Leen pulled,

“ You-—you—you beast!" hoe gasped,
#Wow.w-was it vou collared me

“Ha, ha, ha!l”

“T'Il say it was,” chortled Colonel

Jacks. “"Haw, haw haw!”

“Oh!  gosped Bunter, “I—I—1
know it was yvou, of course. I—I knew
it was vou all the time. I—I—1 bet I

made you think I was frightened ! He,
he, he I

“T'll bet vou did!" agreed Colonel
J acks.

“T'll say s0.” chuckled Colonel Skink.

“"Well, are you ready o siark now,

Bunter?”  psked  Harry  Wharton,

langhing. )
“No; I'm jolly well not!™ Billy

Bunter had recovered now., “And if

vou fellows are funky——="

"Bump him!” said DBab Cherrr,

“1 say, wyou fellows, leggo! Oh
crikey ! howled Bunter, as the Famous
Five grasped him, and he smote the

sandy s&oil with a mighty smite.
“Yargooh! I say, you fellows, I'm
ready! I'm waiting! Whoop!"”

Bump !

“Yow-ow-.ow ¥

“ Now vour demkey, and shut

ﬁﬂl- On
up!” sard DBob., “If you eayr another
word, you fat. funky frump, T'll jolly
well kick youn !
" Beast I" roared Bunter.
Thud!
L 1] 01‘1., EJ!
“Havao nnother 7"
" Another word, and——"
Billy Bunter did net say another
word, He clambered on his donkey,
%ﬁ] the Greyfriats party started for the
ilé,

asked Boh.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Very Hot Coffes !

QOUSSA, the reis, grected the
Greyviriars juniors with grave
galanms as they come on board
the dahabiveh.

From DMoussa they learned how
Ealizelos had made his cscape; details
which Billy Bunter had not thought it
worth while to mention.

It was pro-
Bably only the presence of the visitors
on board that saved the fatuous Owl

from being kicked from ono end of the
Cleopatra to the other. Dut in the
presence of the two transatlantic gentle-
men, Bunter could not be dealt with as
he descrved.

Bunter, unaware of his narrow escape,
was by no means pleased biy the presence
of those two citizens of the United
Btates. G. W. Jacks' little jest at his
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expense had roused his wrath, and he
bestowed s good many inimical blinks
on the long-legged colonel; which G. W.
Jacks did not even notice. Indeed, he
did not seem to observe DBunter at all;
which added to the irritation of the most
important member of the party.

Tegsrs, Jacks and Bkink were very
pleased to pay that visit, for two good
reasons—they  had  discovered that
Mauleverer was & “real live lord,”
which was naturally very gratifying to
true republicans; and they were going
to get a lift on the Cleopatra up the
Nile as far as Armant, their next stop-

ing-place, which saved the cost of

iring & boat. And the juniors, grate-

ful Yor the help the two YVankee
gentlemen had rendered in the hour of
need, were only too glad to make aos
much of them as possible.

Bunter did not share that feeling in
thy least. G. W. Jacks head chased
Bunter up o donkey-track with the full
intention of *lambasting ™ him. He
had Fln}'ed a trick on Bunter, frighten.
ing him out of his fat wits. And he
disregarded the fat Owl as if the fat
Owl was a person of absolutely no
account at all.  Billy Bunter would
have liked 1o punch G. W. Jacks' nose—
though he did not think of deing zo. He
had not forgotten the spanking G. W.
Jacks had given him, and he did not
want any more. But as the dahabiyeh
was cast off from the hank of the Nile,
and while Lord Mauleverer was politely
showing the visitors over Mr. Maroudi’s
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Dunter stated

magnificent  houschoat,
Lis views to the other fellows.

“I sny, you fellows, I den't wank
those Yankees here,”” Le said. * I can’t
make out what you've brought them on
board for.”

“Forgotten already what they did for
us last night?” nsked Nugent,

“Oh, rot!” said Bunter. “Nolhing to
make a song about! DBesides, 1 did it
all, really—I fetched the beasts and
saved you from danger—I°d like to koow
what ;.j':;mﬂd have happened without

“Without you, you fat idiot, Kali-
zelos would still be locked up in his

cabin,” growled Jolmuy DBull. *Shut
up 1}!
“Well, I'm fed-up with thoso

Yankeos,” said Dunter firmly, "and I
can tell you, I don’t want them here—
especially  that checky rotter Jacks.
I've a jolly good mind to tell them so0."

“Get ready Lo bo dropped in the Nile
if vou do!” said Harr E’Fhartnr_}.

“The droplfulness will be terrific, my
esteemed  1diotic  DBunter,”  assured
Hurreo Jamset Ram Bingh.

Bunter’s fat lip curled.

g ' - 1 "4
S0 you're pl.ttl:mg,;r ; those 'innl-:ﬁmi ?ullg-r il mistaken. . Whiak el

before me, after all I've done for you
k~ said. *“Talk about a scrpent’s child
being more ungrateful than a thankless
tooth——"

“Hp, ha, ha !

’ Wﬂh, let ‘em look out. that's all,”
said Bunter darkly. *“That cheeky
beast smacked me—and played a roiten
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trick on me, and I've a jolly good mind
to punch his nose——*

“¥ou'd want a ladder to get to it,
old fat man,"” grinned Bob. “And he
might spank you agaio. And we won's
stop him next time.”

“ I'm not goipg to have a row with the
fellow,” suid Bunter loftily, "“But I
can jolly well tell you—"

“Hallo, hallo, hallo ! exelaimed Bob,
pointing to the bank, from which the
dahabiyveh was gliding away. * Look!i"

“ Kalizelos | exclaimed Wharton.

Under the palm-trees on the high
bank of the Nile, stood the Greck, his
right arm in a sling, his olive face pale,
He had suddenly appeared through the
palms, and was watching the dahabiych
as 1t glided up the Nile, As he caught
tho eyes of the juniors turned on him,
his ¢lenched fist at them, his pale face
his clenched fist at the, his pale face
distorted with rage. Cherr
politely raised his hat in response, wit
a cheery grin. The Greck’s brow grew
blacker, and his jetty eyes burnced.

“We're not done with that merchant

et,” remarked Johnny Bull. “All
unter's fault! Let's kick him.”
" Beast "

The Greck stood under the palms
wutching the dahabiyeh with bitter rage
tn his face. The palm-, and the figure
of the Greek, faded ‘ato the distance.
He was still standing there, his burning
cyes fixed on the group of schoolboys
when the dahabiyeh fg‘llded round one
of the many curves of the Nile, and he
was lost to sight.

“I'll say this is some boat!”” Colonel
Jacks' nasal voice roscunded. * Yep,
I'll surely say this is some boat, and I
guess it cost a heap of dollars.”

“You've said it!” agreed Colonel
Skink,

“Gentlemanly lords,” said Hassan,
“coffen 15 prepare on a balcony.”

“Tea's ready,” said Harry. “This
way "

hey descended to the stern balcony,
where Colonel Jacks stretched his long
limbs in a long cane chair; and another
chair creaked and groaned under the
weight of Colonel Skink. The 1iwo
American gentlemen were in high d-
humour, and so were the Famous Five,
and Lord Mauleverer beamed. Ooly
Billy Bunter’'s [at face wore a frown.
But nobody secmed to observe that
William George Bunter was dissatisfied,
So far as tho two colonels were con-
cerned, Bunter might have not been
there at all; which was naturall}:_ahnﬂy-
ing to a fellow who knew his own
importance, if nobody else did.

“T'll say this is good coffee,” said
Colone! Jacks, having drained his
Emiq;"nth cup. “Yep! I'll certainly say
50 !

A Nubian eservant took tho_ beny
colonel's cup to refill it. Billy Bunter
dropped inta a chair beside Colonel
JEEEE. There was a gleam in Billy
Bunter's eyes, behind his big spectacles,
Also Billy Bunter had something in s
fat hand. Hurree Jamset Ram Singh,
who was on Bunter’s other side, gave a
slight sniff, and glanced at tho fat Owl's
tlosed hand. Ho scented pepper.

“My esteemed Bunter——"'
mured the nabob, )

Bunter blinked at him.

“It's all right, Inky! I haven't got
anything in my hand,” he whispered.
“If you think I went down to get a
acket of pepper from the cook, you're

d 1 want

mur-

epper for ¥
d Eﬂh only csteemed hat ¥ murmured
the nabob.

“Nothing of the sort,” said Bunter
airily. “You needn't blink at me in
that suspicious way, Inky! Mind your
own bizney, seel"
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Hurree Singh grinned.

He loocked away from Bunter; but
the corner of his eye was on the fat
junior. Bunter's manner was so eXces-
gively sly, that it would have aroused
tha least suspiciouc person’s suspiclons
had anyone observed him. Only the
nabob, as it happened, was observing
him; but-the Nabob of Bhanipur was
observing him very keenly indeed—out
of the corner of his oye.

Colonel Jacks' cup was set before him
LEain. It was nundoubtedly good
coffee, made by Hassan's own hands;
but it was Billy Bunter’s idea that the
bony colonel was not going to enjoy that
cup, at all events. ]

I say, you fellows!” exclaimed
Bunter suddenly. " What's that on the
bank? JTs it an elephant 7V

He pointed with his empty hand
towards a fringe of date-trees on the
bank of the Nile, near which some
fellahin were working a shaduf. The
tea-party looked round in the indicated
direction, certainly not expecting to see
an elephant wandering along the Nile.

All eyes being off him—except the
corner of one very keen eye—DBilly
Bunter reached out hiz other hand over
the colonel's coffee-cup. The contents
gt the paper packet in his fat paw shot
into the colonel's coffce,

Really, it was vory slyly done; Billy
Bunter was displaying uncommon
wiliness. Huarree Jamset Ram Bingh
winked into space.

“ Blessed if I can sas any elephant I'’
gaid Bob Cherry. "There's a shaduf—
is that what you took for an elephant,
you owl i

“The seofulness

ar  esteemed

of

eiepnant is mnot terrific,” remarked
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“I puoss you're dreaming, son,” said
Colonel Jacks., “1I surely don’t spot any
pesky elephant.”

The tall colone! stood up, to stare at
the slowly gliding bank. Billy Bunter
grinned, and took a eip ot his own cup
of coffce. The pepper was in nel
Jacks' coffee now, and when he bhad
finished looking for a non-existent
elephant on the bank of the Nile, there
was & surprise in store for him.

Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh touched
the fat Owl gently ox the arm.

"Igjy esteemed Bunter,” he mur-
mured, “did you drop that bundred-
piasire piece on the deck "

“Ehi Yesl” said Bunter, promptly.
“] had one in my pocket—in fact, I
heard it drop! Where iz it, old chap!
It's mine I .

Bunter bent down, blinkin nagerl_v
for the Egyptian pound on the deck.
Hurrea Jamset Ram Singh reached out
and changed Bunter's cofice-cup for that
belonging to Colcnel Jacks.

Both the colonels bad stood up to stare
at the bank, snd did not observe his
action. But Wharton and Bob Cherry
observed it.

“What the thump——" began Bob.

Hurres Jamset Ram Singh closed one
cye, and Bob, puzzled, hroke off. Ha
realised that the nabob had had some
reagon for changing the coffee-cups,
though he could not begin to guess what
it was, E

“I say, Inky, where’s that quid?”
exclaimed  Bunter, still  blinking

anxicusly at the deck. “I say, where
did you see 1t1"
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*The seefulness was not prepesterous,
my esteemed Bunter ™

“¥ou silly ass!” roarcd Bunter,
;‘Mﬁ?n to say you were pulling my
e

“Tho pullfulness of your fat leg ia
terrifie.”

“Yah ¥

Colonel Jacks sat down again, snd
lifted his coffeecup. Billy Bunter

walched bim, with fascinated eyes,
behind his big s The bony
colonel gul down the coffce, and

Bunter watched for the explosion. But
it did not come |

“T'll say that's pesky good coffeel”
said G. W. Jacks

“Oh ecrikey |* gasped Buctter.

Unless the bony colonel had an inside
lined with =mine, Bunter simply could
not understand it. He knew that he
tl}:dd dosed the fﬂgnﬂ; coffee :éith hot

pe , An expected some-
thing ﬂﬁ: an earthquake when G. W,
Jacks swallowed it. Instead of which,
the colonel smacked Lis lips over the
coffee and pronounced that it was good |

Bunter was unaware, 5o far, that the
poppered coffeecup was now standing
in the place of hisa own! That was a
discovery he had yet to makel

“My sbaurd Bunter,” murmured the

nabob, *“your ent and idiotio
coffes will be getting cold—"
Bunter snorted. is trick had failed

—how, he could not imagine. Coloncl
Jacks evidently was none the worse for
it. The fat Owl picked up his own cup,
and gulped down ibs e,

The next moment thers was a fearful
roar.
“Yurrrrrrrgggh 1Y

“My esteemed Bunter—"
“ Urrrrrrrg Ha
Billy Bunter bounded to his fect. Ha

spluttered and sputiered, gasped and
gurgled, coughed and pneczed! Water
streamed from his eyes, and he clasped
both fat hands to his burning mouth. It
was quite & large dose of pepper that
Bunter had so slyly slipped inte the
coffee. Tt was hot pepper—irightfully
hot pepper| He had meant it to give
the coffee-drinker a shock—and it did1
o ?armEhl I'm burned!” yelled
Bunter. “Oh orikey! Ooocoogh! Pip.
pip-pip-pepper—— Yarooocooch |”
“Pepper in the coffes!” exclaimed
Bob Cherry. he understood and
roared : “Ha, ha, hat?
“3ay, bo'y what's
exclaimed Colonel Jacks.
is some rookus you're
Yep ™
“Bure |” said Colonel Skink.
“Qooooogh! Woooogh |
Atchooh-shoo-ooch ! Ow!l
gig 1" gurgled Bunter wildly.
‘What the dickens——""

Nugent.
“EUrr reerrrgepeh 1™

. Billy Bunter staggered away, splutter-
ing, gasping, coughing, sneezing, and
clasping his scorching mouth. How he
had come to swallow peppered coffea
himself, Bunter did not krow. But he
know that he hadl Only too well ha
knew that! He at-sg%ered away, emit-
ting sounds of woe and anguish, iﬂﬂ.ﬁhg
some of the tea-party staring, and some
of them grinning. d he stayed away
—and was not even missed |

IHE END.

bitin wou ¥
2 l’ﬁ say this
kicking up.

Qoooch 1
Gug-gug-

exclaimed
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ERRY McLEAN leant back in his
seat and sipped contentedly the hot
grog which Peter Davey had pre-
pared for him.

The change from Newgate Prison and
tha convict hulks at Weolwich to this
gozy pew in the coffee-room of the
SBwan With Two Necks was unbelievable.

“Ho vou aroe going to stand by my
friend, eh, Peter?™ he asked, as he
drummed his fingers upon the tablecloth,

“0Of course,” answered Peter Davey,
sipping at his steaming glass and smiling
back at McLean. “I've never forgoiten
the da:.' you first drove up to the inn,
sir, with four of your {friends in a
barouche and ordered the best dinner I
ever served. It marked the turn in my
fortunes, sir. Nor am I likely to forget
how often you come and spent money to
help me along, and how you gave mo
five hundred guineas, refusing to take
sccurity, when I told wou had the
bailiffs in the house. always reckon
vou saved my life as well as my for-
tune, sir, and you can count me as your
best fricnd.”

“Even though I am an escaped con-
viet, Peter? If they take me and my
pal here now it may mean Tyburn Tres
instoad of transportation for me, and
pechaps hanging for Hal. If in the
event of our capture it were known
that yon tried to help us, why—*

“I'in going to help you,” vowed Peter
Davey, “and so——"

“Then don't *“sir ' me; call me Jorry,”
sald MecLean, rising from his place and
stroetching his arms lazily. " And let’s
to bed. I'll be better able to tell iﬂu
how you can help me and my pal when
my brain has been cleared by a much
needed sleep.’

Jerry slipped past Hal Lovelt on to
the sawdvst-covered floor of the coffec-
room, and was about te speak again
when a creaking on the stairs made him
rush out 1mto the hail. He was just in
time to see a thick ankle, clad in grey
hoso and s heavy-soled shoe, turn the
angle of the siaircase lgading to the
bed-rooms of the inn. The ankle seemed
familiar.

“ Poter,” said Jerry, when he returned,
““arc vou surc you can trust your pot-
man—Tom Kinch "

“Ay!” replied Peter Davey. * Tom’'s
been wi' me since a lad, and though
he grumbles sometimes I put that down
to the rheumatiz.™

“"Grumblers are people I don’t trust,”
remnarked Jerry MeLean, with a frown,
as he took his candle and lighted it.

He proceeded up tho stairs, followed
by Hal, who etill kept the rug Jerry had
stolen from tho traveller on Blackheath
wound tightly around him so as to con-
ceal hiz conviet’s suit of rough brown
cloth, the landlord bringing up the rear,

HAEAD THIS FIRST.

Convigted of robking ths Earl of Huntford
of a diamond star, Hal Lovett and Jerry
MoLean are conveyed to the conviet hulk
Ethalion, anchored at Woolwich—Hal to
BErvé a sentence of seven years and Molean
to await deportation. As the result of a
préarranged dpian, tha convicls fire tha ship,
and Hal and Jerry ¢scape in the blackness
of the night, eventually reaching Black-
heath, whera they seek sanctuary in an inn
named The Swan With Two MNecks.,

L T

The passage on the first floor was
empty. Peter himself showed Hal into a
bed-roown, the diamond-paned windows
of which stood open on the latch, and
then accompanied McLean to a room
laurther along the corridor.

After bidding the two “ Good-night 1
he pursued his way to his own bed-room.

McLean centered his room, turned the
key in the lock, and shot the bolts home
with much ado. Immediately afterwards
he silently drew the bolts and slowly
turned the key again. His shurp ears
had caught stealthy footstops in  the
passage. He heard a heavily built body
go slowly by. Breathlessly he waited,
listening, wuntil, hearing no further
sound, he whipped the door open and
sprang out nto the passage.

He sprang so quickly that Tom Kinch
had no time_to rise. Jerry caught him
crouching with knees bent and eyo set
to the koyhole of Hal's bed-room door,

Hal, Jerry learned afterwards, had
taken the key out of tho lock before
u:utcrmﬁ his room, had shot the bolts
home, but had not placed the key back
in the lock, so that Tom Kinch was able
to command a full view of the room.

Tom Kineh had seen enough—a boy in
the act of removing & water-sonked con-
viet's suit of brown eloth,

Jerry took in the evil smile on the
man's face, and bridled as he saw him
s{:mwmi his hands together in satisfac-
tion as he watched.

Jerry McLean was so startled that for
a moment he could not act. Then, as the
full significance of potman’s
treachery sank home, he ran two paces
and drove his right boot with its heavy
sole against the softest part of Tom
Kinch's anatomy, hurling him from his
crouching position Bat on to his face on
the flcor,

Kinch bumped the door of Hal's room
as he went down, and Hal, alarmed by
the sound, unbolted the door and came
out mto the passage.

He was just in time to see Tom Kinch
rise and horl himself at Jerry.

Jerry was much the smaller man, but
he was as hard as nails.

Turning the potman’s futila blows
aside without an effort, ho hit him back
with smashing Llows to the hoad of the
staircase, where Kinch for a moment
rallied desperately.

Stooping, Kinec

ot-

tore a heavy brass
rod from the top step and drove 1t down
at Jerry's bobbing head. But the rod
clattered from hiz hand to the floor as
Jorry agoin struck home with left and
right, t1ll at last Kinch toppled back
wards, hitting almost every onc of the
stairs a3 he bumped and rolled to the
bottom.
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“You say one word to a living soul
about what you've seen to-might,” cried
Jerry, a3 he leaned over the baluster
rail, “and I'll carve every ounce of
flesh from your bones with my sword,
vou sneaking hound ¥

“What did he see, Jerry 1" asked Hal
Lovett wonderingly.

“You in your convict’s brown, boy,”
answered Jerry grimly, *“Why, lad,
you've the trousers on now. But I've
a notion he won't split, =0 go you to bed
and get some sleep,”

MeLean Buys a Horse!

AL LOVETT took the precaution

H to lock as well as bolt his bed-

room door alter the adventure

with the potman, and no sooner

had he set hiz head upon the soft pillow

than he drifted off into a deep and
health-restoring sleep.

In the morning Jerry MoLean entered
his room, after knocking, accompanied
by the landlord of the Swan With Two
Necks,

Poter Davey hore some clothes draped
cver hiz arm, which he tumbled on to
the bed,

“I borrowed them from a young nevvy
of mine who lives down in the village,
laddie,” he zaid, smiling a greeting.
" You're about his height and size, and
they should fit. 8lip ‘em on and come
down to breakfast in the bar parlour
along o' me and the missus™

Eagerly Hal donned the borrowed
clothes, hnding them only & trifle on the
large size. It was the best suit he had
ever worn, in spite of it's having been
much used,

Rags and a convict's garb, saving only
the cheap clothes Jerry McLean had
procured for him whilst they were lan-
guishing in Newgate Gaol, were the
things he had been accustomed to wear-
ing. Hal Lovett eyed himself prouwdly
in the glass beforc he went down to
breakfast.

After a hearty meal Peter Davey led
Hal and Jerry to the shade of a spread-
ing walnut-tree at the end of a lovely
garden.

“And mow what's to do, Jerry
McLean 7" he asked. *There's a scara
in Blackheath village over the robbery
last night. A rider came In from
Woolwich just after sunrise, and he said
that the hulk Ethalion was burnt right
down to the water’s edge. They say four
guards are missing, and more than
twenty convicts either escaped or wero
drowned. Among the conviets reported
misting are Jerry MeLean and Hal
Lovett.”

Peter spoke in a low, tense whisper,
hiﬁ]a:fea roaming about the garden the
ywiillg,

“It won't be safe for Hal and me to
stay here in our present guise, Peter,”
answered Jerry, hig face got hard. * But
I want you fo fnalp me. "

YT promised to help,
you have in mind 7"

“1 want & horse,” answercd McLean.
“MNo ordinary hack, but a blood horse,
all fire and speed and stamina. My life
may depend upon the speed of my horse,
Pater.”

“Do you mean you'll turn highway-
man "  Peter Davey's voice was still
hushed. . ..

“I have no choice,” rejoined Jerr
McLean. “If they ta.im me now they'll
hang me, If I tramp the country with
Hal, woe would both be taken in a few
hours. And, don't forget, the boy and
I were nnocent, in spite of our con-
viction, Potor,®

Tell me what

“¥You shall have a horse,” the land-
lord promised.

“And I shall need some money, I
require a complete new outfit, Peter,
and some arms. S0 does the lad,”

‘T'll lend you & hundred golden
guineas, Jerry.”

cLean clasped the landlord’s hand.

“Let me have the money, friend, and
secure me the ]3.1'.:brim5 and you'll not have
to do more for me.’

“I'll drive you along to Squire
Chelvey's,” Eﬂilf Peter E)mra:.r. ‘He
bought a hunter in the spring, but the
mettled beast proved too much for him,
snd he wants to sell. There, Jerry,
yowll find as fine a horse as ever
jumped a five-barred gate.™

Peter Davey's words proved correct,
for after he had had his cob harnessed
up to a gig and driven them to Deep
End Manor, Squire Chelvey's house,
Jerry was shown the finest horse he had
eVEr secn.

Peter had introduced Jerry to the
squire as a prospective purchaser, and
though Chelvey looked suspiciously at
Jerry's rough clothes, he ordered a
groom to lead Galloper out into the
stable yard. )

It proved lo be a great, upstanding,
deep-toned bay, with mapnificent
shoulders, and it pawed the stones
impatiently, as if aching for a gallop.

POCKET WALLETS FOR
BUDDING POETS!

Compile a Grth'friara limerick
as good as the one here, chum, and
win one of these handsome prizes |
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As Bquire Chelvey approached it,
pointing out its outstanding qualities
with his cane, the horse showed the
whites of its eyes, and its ears flattened.
The vicious snap it made at him caused
the sguire to leap out of distance
hastily, and lowered the price of the
hunter perhaps five-and-twenty guineas.

“If your friend has & mind to buy,
Peler,” said the sgquire, “I'll take five-
and-thirty guineas for him. He cost mo
two bundred only a month or two agoe.”

The bay was saddled and harnessed.
Borrowing a riding-whip from the
groom, Jerry set his hands upon the
horse’'s high shoulders, and leapt up into
the saddle.

As the horse swerved and tried to
unseat him, he steadied it and turned
it towards the l::f(sn gate. The next
moment Jerry MeLean was gallopin
away along the chestnut drive, wit
Squira Chelvey, the groom, and Peter
and Hal starmg after him in blank
amazement.

Joarry returned about o quarter of an
hour later, pulling up the steaming and
foaming horse and slithering lightly to
the ground.

“He's a and horse,” he said, *If
Bquire Chelvey still wants to sell, I'll
have him, Pator.”

During Jerry's absence, however,
Squire %helw;r had changed hiz mind,
Until he had seen MeLean treat the
horse as if it were an ordinary hired
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hackney he had doubted whether any-
body could ride the brute. But since
it had been proved otherwise, why
should not he keep the bhorse himself?
There was not another in the neighbour-
hnélg to lilali it,
uire Uhelvey roared to his groom
to hold the horse steady. Then, En.king
the whip, he hauled himself up into the
saddle.
“Why, Peter,” he shouted, “if your
friend finds him so casy o rida,yl'll

not sell. I'll keep him for myself,

I'll—"

Ho broke off suddenly, for at that
moment the bay began to paee sideways
aloog the cobbled yard. At the end, it
turned and swung its heels up high,
bringing them down again with a c¢rash
that struck sparks from stecl shoes and
stones, Then up on its hind legs it
reared until the squire came near to
sliding out of the saddle. The next
moment the forelegs crashed to the
stones, and off went the horse. Instead
of making for the drive, however, it
galloped through a narrow gate which
opened on to a path that led in turn to
a vegetable garden. There, without the
slightest hesitation, Galloper deposited
the squire bodily in the midst of & patch
of cabbages, after which it came
ambling back to allow the groom to
take it and lead it to its box.

“Curse the cross-grained brute!™
roared the squire s he came back, his
face ¢rimson with indignation. " Your
friend can have him. nd if he don’t
lead the heast away from my stables at
once, by gad, I'll get my gun and shoot
it i

Jerry MecLean paid over thirty-five
E’oldm guineas out of the hundred

eter Davey had lent him and re-
turned to the Swan With Twa Necks Inn
on horscback, riding beside the gig.

When he dismounted in the stable
vard of the inn, and a groom came to
take the reins, Jerry zsaw Tom Kinch
standing in the open doorway. Jerry
had already told Peter Davey what had
happened the previous night. As he
eyed the evil-looking rascal, whose left
eye was almost completely closed, he
sald to Peter once again:

“Peter, 15 1t safe to trust that raseal
Kinch 1"

“¥ou needn't go worrying wyourself
about him, Jerry,” answered the land-
lord. "I've read Tom the Riot Act.
He'll stay mum. And, what's more,
I've told him that he's not to leave the
inn. Tom Kinch is all right. I've had
more than one highwayman over-
night at the Swan With Two Necks, and
Tom's known of i, but he hasn't said
a word. Tom knows which side his
bread is buttered You can trust Tom.”

Quifits for Two !

AVING bought the horse he so
badly needed, Jorry McLean
got himeelf to his next task,
which was to secure a complete

change of clothes for himseli and a fresh
and more presentable rig-out for Hal
Lovett. As these clothes could not be
rocured out of London Town, Jerry
ked scats for himself and Hal on the
London coach.
They drove away from the inn at
half-past nine the following meorning,
and rattled their way through pretty

villa and past turnpikes to the
sound of the posthorn. _
Jerry and Hal were just two ordinary

passengers who attracted little mnotice
as they sat om the front secgts, with
their hats drawn down over their faces
and their arms folded, pretending to be

half aalaem
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With o rattle and a clatter the coach
rolled over the stone-paved streets of the
borough and on to Westminster, where
it crossed the bridge without
at the toll-gates and drew up outside the
Golden Croas at Charing, where Jerry
and Hal climbed down.

“I'm taking you to Sloman's, Hal"
“gaid Jerry. “He's a good sort, though

he did pay me the price of rags for the
fing wardrobe I suFd him. e'll buy
all wo need there, with the exception of
tho horse you want. And we'll go back
by the coach which starts from Cross
at cight o'clock. It will be better for
us to return to Peter Davey's inn under
cover of darkoess.

Hel had no option but to place him-
gclf in Jerry's hands, And, besides, he
was conscious of an ever-growing aficc-
tion for his dare-devil friend.

Together they shouldered their way
ammongsi the crowd, ﬂ'lt.hqut Arousing
the slightest suspicion, until they were
in the neighbourhood of Beven Dials.

Here the flaring drinking-shops were
fult, and drunken men were quarrelling
ot fighting in the streets.

Jorry pushed open the deoor of an
ill-lit shop, and drew Hal in, to the ring
of a zhrill-toned doorbell.

In the darkness a tall, bent figure
ros¢ to meet them. It was Sloman, who
rithbed his hands together as he studied
the two through piercing eyes.

Sloman secmed to recognise Jerry, for
he let out & low chuckle, and then
reached for a tinder-box.

Two fHickbring candles soon allowed
him to see more clearly, and sfter a
quick glanee from Jerry (o Hal he
lmst«:ncg to the strect door, locking and
bolking it. g 3

“[ read you were missing from the
burnt-out hulk, Mr, McLean,” croaked
Sloman, “and | thought you might have
heen drowned. But I'm glad to seo
vou're alive. What can I do for you and
your friend " :

“This iz . Hal Lovett, Sloman,” said
Jerry, introduocing the boy. I want
clothes for him and for me—second-
hand, but good—riding kit down to
boots and spurs, and some more ordi-
nary garl, You can add two brace of
pistols, with their cazes, and powder
and ball, Add some hats in the mode,
and two well-balanced bhangers. Then
wae shall need underclathing and cravats,
and two wood chests to pack the things

i1

“Quite & wholesale order I said Isanc
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Sloman, showing his teeth in & spreading
in.

“And I pay cash, Isaac,” said Jerry,
as he banged a bag purse down on the
counter, striking out of it a ring of lﬁlq:l,
McLean never let a friend down

(L} JE'I.'I'
vet, t's have the best you've got, and
name your own price. I know T can

trust you.™

Sloman bowed low, then led the way,
candle in hand, up & crea.kuhg, winding,
darkened stairway to the floor sbove.
Hers Hal and Jerry found a good
supply of second-hand clothes, and soon
furnished themselves with all they
neoded.

Within & couple of hours tho tweo
gallied forth oclad in semi-fashionable
clothes of goodly cut. Each wore a new
and modizh three-cornered hat upon his
head and earried gloves and o cgne.

At their heels staggered two porters,
ench ﬂarrying a woodon cheost to 'glm
doors of the Golden Cross Hotel. Tied
to sach chest was o formidable-looking
hanger, or cutlass, in its scabbard.

Isaac Sloman had arranged to send
down two gecond-hand - saddles—with
holsters complete, and furnished with
horee-pistols—to the Swan With Two
Nocks by a later coach,

From the door of his shop he gave
them his blessing as they parted.

“You always treated me like a gentle-
man, Mr. McLean,”! he said, “and if I
have been able to help you in any way
I am delighted. May good fortune con-
tinue to shine on you and your fricnd !
And if ever you have need of me, I am
yours to command.®’

“That's what I call a friend,” said
Jorry, as they ]E?md along in front of
the perters. " He has given us more
than our money's worth, and, though 1
am nearly at the cnd of Peter Davey's
hundred guineas, we are fully equ !;u::d
for action—barring yeur horse, Hal.’

Jerry and Hal were approaching the
Golden Cross, when they espicd a Bow
Strast Runner striding towards them,
his hat on one side of %Ii_? head, his red
waistcont showing a bright splash of
colour. -

Instinctively they hesitated, but in a
moment moved oa. : -

Hal felt his heart beating guickly:
but there was ne cause for alarm, for
the Bow Street officer scarcely gave
them & glance as he swaggered by,

At the Gelden Cross, McLean gave
the porters a handsormo tip and directed

them to take the chesta to the yard io
await the starting of the coach; then he
led Hel away to a chophouse, where
they ate in a gquiet corner, drawing only
an_occasional stare from the aproned
wailter.

The coach rolied up to the Golden
Cross punctua] to hime, and, their
boxes having heen stowed away, Hal
and Jerry ¢lambered up beside the
driver.

To the blare of the post horn and the
clattor and clink of harpess and the beat
of thudding hoofs, the ¢oach rattied off.

Onward they wenl through New Cross
until they were out in the open country,
where the night was scarcely pierced by
the lights from the coach lamps.

Only when a tollhouse and its shut
gate loomed up ahead, or if they passed
a country house, did a glimmer of light
ghine anywhere, and - the w 8
loomed up like ghosts as they rattﬁ-: an.

Even t]l:]m villages were in darkness,
and the ouly break was when they
stopped to change their steaming tedm,
and the passengers alighted for refresh-
ments,

Jerry and Hal had maintained a
sileniee which amounted almost to churl-
ishness in the mind of their driver, who
attempted to joke with thenr. But jok-
ing was dangerous for two escaped con-
;‘ir:t:s who were being hunted high and
ow,

At a smashing pace the heorses tore
along through the leafy lanes. Boon
they would be at the Swan With Two
Necks—and home,

In o whisper Jerry wold Hal that they
must reach the heath soon. The driver
was laughingly telling the passengers
on hiz left abeut the farmer who, two
nighis ago, had been robbed of his
clothes and his horse by one of the con-
vietz who had cscaped from the hulks,
and how he had run six miles home to
his wife in his shirt. They were laugh-
ing at the story, when all of a sudden
o horseman rode our of the shadows into
tho road in front of them. A seam of
fire zcared the blacknesz of the night,
and as a ball whistled eclose te the
drviver's ear a decp, stern voice called
upon him to “ Halt!"

(1t Teoks wa of Hal and JFerry hace
bumped up againit anotiicr bit of bad
Fuek, docin’t 7 TYou'll be thrilled
wmore than ever, chumes when you read
next week's gripping thstalment.)
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sardesn
and one
stale

higkit 1" @ -

a_ﬁm.ﬂ@n—uﬂarm.%:

of the TFourt .

Form at St. Sam's, gazing rveflectively

at the study table. "' Is this all we've got

for tea to-day, you chapa t"

“ "Fraid it can't boe helped, Jack," said
Merry, with a ghrugg. ' We've all ran out
of munny—and there's not much chance
of getting any more for another weok,
worso luck 1™

“ Fammine is starmmg us in the fzz!"
remarked Bright sadly.

“ Well, somothing will have to be done
—or somobody ! ** aighod Jack Jolly. “1
MEHHEHEEMAEH&E_HH&#

vorl"

No sooner had the words left his lips
than Tubby Barrell poked his boolit head
round the study door.

“ Letter for you, Jolly ! ™ he annownead.
‘““I brought it up from the letter-reck to
save yvou the trubble. If it containes a
remittance 1 trussed you’ll show your
grattitude by lending me five bob till the
woeather broalm 1 *

Jack Jolly took the lotter and opened it.
As ho read it, he uttored a gasp of sheer
ecrprizo.

" Well, if this fen't the H...EH limmit !
Just read it for youreelves |

Merry and Bright and H_sr_umﬂwmﬁﬂ.m:

rod over his sholders to read letter.

hia is what they read ;

# Dear Masier Jolly,—T am riling
an behalf of the Mugagleton Rovers
Footbaewl Clhibr to ask whether grou
can play senter-forward for us
against Slushford United in the
Leag maotch on Saturday. Our
usual scnler-forvard, IDMrie Beanm,
has wiforchunitly brolen his nee,
dislocated his sholder; wviched his
anfde and sprafmed his  rist, in
addifion fo developing mumps,
measles and hooping-coff, so he
can't furn oud for ug. You arc ihe
only man e can think of fo get us
out of our dificulty. We are weilling
to poy Five Pounds for your ser-
vices, buf gou will have fo fill up
the enclosed Professional Formm and
wofurn if fo us before the mabch.
Arweaiting your decision,

Yours trooly,

GEORGE PLAYFAIR
(Seleretary).”

“ Oh, good 1" eggsclaimed Merry and
Bright together as they reached the end of
the missive,

" Baved in the nick of time, by Jove!™
said Jack Jolly. * Te-morrow’s Saturday,
nnd thore's no special junior match on.
I can turn out for the HRovers, and we
_np_EH_ be in a _-m_.nm fHowing with milk and

unny arain |

_.ﬂ.w,m.,mm. rather 1

“1'U fill in this form immajately,” went
on Jaek. ** Lend me your fountain-pen,
Bright [ "

ack Jolly & Co. forgot their pangs of
E:uﬂau now., It was .wﬂmaﬂm_s F....%ﬁnw and
privilege for & mear junior like Jack Jolly
to play for a famus toam like
E._,_mmﬁ_._ﬂn: Rovers, and the Co. felt
awliully eppeited about it.

" Hotter not lot the Head know about
it,” said Merry, as Jack Jolly sined the
all-important form on the dotted line.
" Rather & pity wvou lot this fat idio
Boarrell into the secret, for it's ten to one
be'll pive you away "

" Boosts | ' snorted Tubby Barrell, as he
rolled away.

The Co. speadily [ t the fat junior’s
M_m.m.mﬁﬂn? Thoy ﬂ_ﬁ__m downstaire, postod

completed form, and then wal hack
3¢ the House arm-in-armn in grate spirrite.

sollybrated npartment more

HERE’S ANOTHER SPARKLING STORY OF JACK JOLLY & C0.,, THE CHEERY LAUGHTER-MERCHANTS OF ST. SAM’S,

mmmmm

Aftorwards they went to
the Jumior Common-room.
They hadin't been in that

than & brace of shakes before
there was a hevvy tramp of
hob-nailed boots outside,
and Dr. Alfred Birchemall,
the revered and respected
hoadmaoster of Et. Sam’s,
strolled in,

Then oame the bomb.
ghall !

“ Boys,"” said the Head,
addressing the crowded
Common-room, “ 1 have an
snnowvneemaent to make to
vou!l I have notigsed latoly
that some of you make a
praktiss of attending the
professional footbawl
matches in Mugglaton. T do
not approve of such prak-

ties, Nl Now on anyone
Bl going thore will be
bi black and blew.
You savyy 1"

* We savvy, sir

** All serens, then ; mind
ou don't forget it1* said

r. Birchermal +Hﬂ$u§ﬂ.mﬂnﬂ$
the Common-room with a
breef nod.

Tha door slosed behind
him, and Jack Jolly & Co.
were loft looking ot each
other like followa in a dreom.

Outgide, the Head pawecd
to chuckle into his beard.

“ Ha, ha, ha | ™ he gurgled.
* Little do they puess that
I am only doing this =o'
that nobody shall see ma
to watch the match myselt !
Having drawn Sloahford
United in the Masters'
Swoepsteak, I am anxious
to watoh thom make mince-
meat of Mugglaton; but it wouldn't do
for the juniors to know that ! Ha, ha, ha 1"

And the Head returned to his study,
fairly rocking with merriment.

— —

11,

" EXD over 1™
m The ory rang across Dr.
Birchemall's study like a pistel-

ghot.
It was just after dioner the following

day, and the Hagd had summoned Tubby

Barrell into his illustrious prezzence.
HEE&FHM. Tubby arrived Dr. %Huwﬁﬁ.wz
had see a birch and barked out that
mEE.._.m__. command. "

" But, sir,” g the fat junior in
dismay, “ 1 Eéﬂmﬁnﬁ anything [ "

“I am guita awarae of that, Barmell |
was the Head's retort. “ I am meerly
roing to birech you becawss I have .w..En
Riud & eathis Biirys. ingier; sad. T oa] ke

WOULD YOU BELIEVE IT?

ol e 8
i TR,
B el

Greylriars was founded in 1472, _m.uaﬁﬁ the school porfer, has The old Grey Friam
death rather than revezl whege “of
their fréensure waa hiddsm,

gnd shaltersd BOO Monks of ths
of ths Grey Friara

Eﬂu—qmnn Pwenty years’ service,
and hopes &%EE this!

m little oxercise before I go out! Bend

over and don’t argew the toss!*

Tubby Barrell grosned and woa just
about to bond over when o sudden thought
struck him.

*I aay, #ir,” he g . “Bupposs I
told you about some Fourth Form chapa
who're poing to break bomnds this after-
noon, do you think you mite let me off
then 7™

Dr. Birchemsll lowered his upraised
birchrod.

“I truseed wou're not thinking of
pulling my log, Barmll. Becawse if you
m_-m Lk

“ Nunno, sirl"” said Tubby H.....__m_._._mw
* The fact is, air, Jock Jolly and his frienc
are poing to Muggleton to watoh the foot-
bawl match to-day—or, at least, two of
themm are. Jolly himsell is playing senter-
forward for Muggleton Rovora!™

The Head recoilod as from a blow.

Ly

" Bust me!l™
ho eggsclaimed.
“You are ocer-
tain of this,
Barrell 7™

* Abgalutely
positive, sirl "™
The Head flung his birchrod into a
corner of the room.

“Very well, Barrell,” he said. t
not my prokiiss to enowrridge sneaking,
but under the cirea I'll let yvou off with a
cawtion, You mmay go L

** Thenk wou, sir!" mermered Tubby,
and he rollad out of the Head's study at
express speed.

* Playing senter-forward, is he 1 " mer-
mered Dr. Birchemall when he was left
slone. 5 “ Wall, he'd betier ﬂ_ﬂ_ BAOTH
any goals apainst swoopatenk team or
#:w.ﬂmy_ bo .Wwi Enﬂ-%.:n to _u_mwu-_ Parhaps
I'd better disguise myself before T set out 1"

After a moment’s thought he divided
his beard into two seotions, then wound
them round his neck and tied themn in
a nob. By the time ha had finished .E.mw
sollybrated face fungus locked just like
a #lk muffler |

Thus disguised, the Head set oub for
Mugpleton. Half an hour's sharp walki
brought him to the Rovers' ground. He
paid his shilling entrance fee and entered
the ground just as the Rovera were turming
ok,

“Play up, the Rovers!™ roared the
bome supportorns,

A few moments later the Slushiord

Ik is ).

United team appearcd. and
Dr, Birchemall gave a deffen-

”_..:m chear.
‘QGood old United!™ he
roared. “ Nock spots off

‘orn | Make rings round "em |
Fun the nitwite off their
giddy feet 1

“My hat! It's the
Hoad ! " apgsclaimed Merry,
who was standing only &
few yards away. ° Now wo
b know why the old buffer
¢ put the ground out of
WE..:@T_E wanted to be
ablo to let off steam without
being spotted _uﬂ anyone

]

belonging to the skool ™
*wﬂm.._ﬂuﬂ.mm it, __mm_..a anuff 1 "
nodded Bright. * I wonder if
ha'll reclernisa Jack Jolly 17
That -question was B0OND
answored, for as soon as the
Tiovers began attacking and
Jack Jolly took the ball inte
the United's teorritory ihe
Hoad staried raltling out o
gtcady fire of orders, which
ghowed that he was well
awars of the skoolboy pro's

eyedentity.

" Kick it out, Jolly ! Let
the United hawve it! Deon’t
be greedy! If you shoot,

I'll aimpl alverizo  you
whan .ﬂ% u___m,g_.”_mr back to 8t
m.m..-.Hr._Mr " £l ]

But Jack Jolly was not to
he intimmidated by the
Head's precence, uUnoggs-
pected os it was. Onee he got
going at footbawl there was
no stopping him, and he seemod to have
m____n_minm. with a v iz on this ocoagion.

Thanlks to his efforts, tho score stood
ot G=—nil in the Rovers' favour at hali-time.

IIT.
BOUT hali-way through the in-
} terval, Dr. Birchomnll _E_E.wan
down to the players’ droeesing-
rooms undernceth the stands.

“ Mits a bloke speak to the new sontor-
forward Jolly 1" he asked the door-
keeper, slipping a small coppor coin into
the man’s ﬂ._ﬁ”% as ha spoke.

“ Yea, sir; I'll fotch 'im out at once”
sdhd the man.

He waa na.good ca his word. Jack Jolly
was standing belore the vigitor in a brace
of shakes. 2

The first thing the skoolboy professional
did wos to burst into larfter. e

“Oh crume, sir!" he gasped, wiping
the temrs of merriment from his eyes.
* Eggseuss my larfter, but you really do
look o commical site with your wiskers
tied round your neck ! "'

Dr. Birchemall's skollerly fizz blushed
almost skarlat.

“ I don't pretend to understand how you
havo ._uaﬂ.ﬁqm#mm my ¢lever RE_m_Emm_.
Jolly 1 ™ he snorted. * But since you have,
I will admit it: I am wyour headmaaster.
I will also admit that I eame down here
to offer you a bribe to lose the game, But
under the cires, I will withdraw. the bribe
ond throaten you instead. Understand,

CREYFRIARS FACTS WHILE YOU WAIT.

==
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“-L my dear boy
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then, that unless Slushrord TUnited win
to-day I infend to birch you black and
blew., You get me | "

* Ratts, ond many of 'em | " said Jock
Jolly chesrfully.

Beforo the Head had resovered from
hig agtonishment Jack Jolly had vanighed.

Tho gecond half commenced, and Jack
Jolly, the skoolboy professional, fairly let
the fur fly. CGoals piled up merrily, and
the cheering was simply deflening.

Unable to stand it any longor, the Head
muda his way dovwn the Eﬂ.nnm:,m. jumped
ovor the barrier on to the field itself, mado &
dash for Jack Jolly and ssezed him by the
e4aT,
“ Jolly 1 " ho eride. “ I forbid the banma
—1 mean, I forbid you to play a minnit
longer! Refurm with me immejately to
3t. Jam’s {o recceve the punishment you
go richly deserve ! ™

“ Leggo my oar | ™ howled Jack Jolly.
“ Can't you oo the game's in progross ™

The HHM.W& larfed harshly.

" What care I for the faoct of the gamo
being in .m..dﬁw.wﬂluﬁﬂﬁ.unnﬁf. ha con-
clooded, sitting down suddenly as the ball
amote him in the chest,

During the next few seconds the Head
lormed to eare guite a Iot about the game
being in ﬁgmﬂmﬁﬁ The game seemed to
eddy around him, and he was jumped on
and itrampled on snd kicked and biffed
till he folt sorry indeed that he had eover
herd the mention of a %.E.:n of footbawl.

* Ha, ho, ha | ** roared tho spectators.

Evenchally, Dr. Birchemall mannidged
to crawl off the field of play. He spoent the
remainder of the malch being rovived by
the Second-Aid Detachment |

Phaop |

The game endad at last. The Rowvers
had won by 14 w_ém_.w_ to nil, Jack Jolly
having scored all 141 With gleaming eyes,
the Head descended on the incoming
players and grablbed Jack Jolly.

“ Follow ma | " he hist fecreely.

He rushed the brethless junior off the
ground to the strect outside, hailed o

ing taxi, rained instructions to the
m..?nu. and stormed at Jack Juolly all the
Hﬁ_m back to St. Bam'a.

Mr. Lickham, the master of the Fourth,
wag waiting at the school gates to grect
De. Birchemall. e

“ Congratulations, eir, on winning the
Mastars’ Footbawl mﬂﬁwmiww 1 ** he oride.

The Head of 8t. Bam's junpod.

* Wha-a-at 7" he yollad.

* Didn't you know, sir 1" nsked Mr.
Lickham in serprize. “ I thought I'd told
you that you had drawn Muggleton Rovers
D Pisheresll gaaped

s I i

“ But—but I Mnn: t you said somo
thing about Slushford United T "

“ Yes, sir, I mentioned that the Roversa
WOrg erﬂn.m them. 8o they were; and
they have licked them by a record score.
8¢ you win the hansum prize of five-and-
sixponos | "

“ M.m-my giddy asunt " stuttered the
Head.

That was all he could sy for a time.
At last, however, he turned to Jack Jolly,
fairly beaming all over his fzz.

" Jolly, my dear boy,’” he said, " you
oan congider that birching off. I wouldn's
dreera of birching such o fine footbawler
and true sportsmaon as yoursclf. Thanks
awiully, ingtead 1 " :

* Don't monsh, eiri” grinned Jaok
Jolly. “May I go mow 1" .

“ Cartainly—and thonks «<uen agamn,
— ¥l

Jaok Joliy & Co. were in high spirits at
ths thought of collecting Five Pounds
from the Muggleton Rovers' Footbawl

Club i
THE EXND. ; h. Do
(If you tweant ancother long laugh
u_:-..ﬂ and read "*SAMSON?
STRONG OF ST. S5AM'S,” nerd
wweek's corking garn by our youtlful

taughter-merchant, Dicky Nugest.)



