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A MAGNIFICENT LONG COMPLETE TALE OF TREASURE-SEEKING IN EBCYPT—

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Halt !

ILLY BUNTER szat down.
B it was hot in the land of
E%}'pt.

funter was tired.

Having walked nearly half a mile,
Billy Bunter felt that his fat little legs
had done cnough.

A shady sycanore grew beside the
sandy track that led towards the Nile.
Billy Bunter turned from the track,
plﬂumped down under the shade of the
wide-spreading branches, and leancd
back against the trunk., He took off
Lord Mauleverer’s best Panama hat
and fanned his heated fat face.

Harry Wharton & Co. halted. They
gtared at Bunter. Only another half-
mile ahead of the juniors the Nile
rolled and gleamed in the sun, and
thoy could see their dahabiveh tied up
to the bank ond the figures of the
MNubian satlors on deck.

The Greyiriars tourists, on their way
up the Nile in the houseboat, had taken
a walk ashore that morning, Under
the guidance of Hassan, the dragoman,
they had *done ™ zome ancient rock
tombs, Bunter hadn't *“done® the
tombs, Bunter had sat under a date-
palm and disposed of a large bag of
sticky Turkish sweetmcats he had
thoughtfully brought with him, Tho
Famous Five and Lord Mauleverer
had walked miles. Bunter hadn't! 8o
anyone who did not know Billy Bunter
might have supposed that he was good
for the walk back to the Nile. It was
only a mile, But half a mile was
enough for Bunter—in fact, too much.

So he sat down. Harry Wharton &
C'o, were rather anxions to get back
to tho dﬂhﬂbi%’ﬂh for lunch. Bunter,
for onee, wain't! With several pounds
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of sticky sweets in his capacious inside,
Bunter for once didn’t mind being late
for lunch—in fact, he wasn't ready
for lumch. What ho wanted was a
rest.  What the other fellows wanted
was a trifling consmderation to which
Billy Bunter naturally gave no thought.

“Well,” said Bob Cherry at last,
“how long are youw going to squat
there, Bunter 77

I'm tired 1" said Bunter, with calm
dignity.

“"The tirefulness must be terrific after
the walkfulness of an estoemed half-
mile ! remarked Hurrce Jamset Ram
Singh.

“It's hot!” said Bunter.

“Hottor for you than fpr us?™ asked
Johnny Bull,

Snort from Bunter! He disdained
to re l_y to that frivolous guestion.

“We've got to get on, fatty,” said
Frank Nugjent.—-" we want our lunch,
vou know!

Bunter's fat lip curled.

“1 can't make out why some fellows
are always thinking of grub,” he said.
“It's a iit.'sickemng.“

“0Oh, my hat!*

“You fat cormorant!” roarcd Bob
Cherry. “You've been 1§uz'a;]1r|g all
the morning and we've had nothing

[EL]
.

since brokker

“I may have had a snack,”™ said
Bunter, “It's not much I eat, as you
know. TYou fellows seem to think of
nothing else. For goodness’ sake slop
worrying about your blessed insides and
sit down and rest for an hour or so.”

Lord Maulaverer rinned. The
Famous Five looked at William George
Bunter as if they could have eaten
him. They were not blessed with a% -
tites like DBunter’'s, but they had
healthy appetites of their own. They
were nlreaE}r rather late for lunch on
the dahabiyeh, which the Ceoptic cook

By FRANK RICHARDS.

wasg certain to have all ready for them.
They had been thinking of putting on
speed for the last half-mile, Bunter,
evidently, w=2s thinking otherwize.

The fat junior blinked at them
severcly through his big spectacles.

“I say, you fellows, don’t be pigs!™
he admonished. “For goodness’ sake
think of something else beside meals—
think of me! I don’t mind being late
for lunch. And I'm tired, Jf one
of you fellows would fan the flies off
I could get o nap! Don't be so jolly
selfish, you know. If there’s one thing
I never could stand it's selfishness,”

“(Oh, great pip!”
“You fat chump!” exelaimed Harry
Wharton. “Get up and come on "

“ Shan't I”

"{Jh, coma on, vou men!” grunted
Johnny Bull. “I'm hungry ! at fat
ass can stay here as long as he likes,
and be blowed to him ¥

“We can't leave the howling idiot
here,” zaid Harry. “Bunter, ¥on
duffer—"

Snore !

Bunter’s eves closed behind his spee-
tacles. No doubt the Owl of thé Grey-
friars Remove considered it best to put
an end to the argument by going io
sleep.
" Eunt&ri” roarcd Bob Cherry.

Snore |

“"You fat pifler—" bawled Bob.

“Oh, really, Cherry! I wish you
wouldn't roar like a mad bull wii:-.n
a fellow’s fast asleep!” said Bumter
peevishly.

“Lug him along by the ears!™ said
Bob. “We can’t leave him here! Take
hold of his ears—plenty of room for
the lot of us!”

“¥ou checky beast!” roared Bunter,
“Look here, you fellows, I'll coma if
I don’t have to walkl What about
Hassan carrying mei”
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“(Oh, my lordly gentlemen !” exclaimed
Hassan, in dismay at the idea. 0Ok,
sar, I am as strong as I{inﬁ Bameses,
but not strong cnough for that, sar.’:

“Don’'t you be cheeky,” said Dunter,
“1 say, you fellows, Hassan can take
mc on his back—you fellows can help.
After all, it's not far—the river's m
sight. Don't be slackers!”

Iaszan, the dragoman, looked quite
uncasily at the juniors. He was eager
to oblige his “I]urdi gentlemen "—un-
willuig to reply in the negakive to any
request.  But the prospect of having
Billy Dunter’s avoirdupois landed on
hiz  back evidently dismayed him,
Neither did the adea of rallying round
Hassan and helping to support Billy
Bunter’s uncommon weight seem to
appeal to the chums of the Grexfriars
Remove,

“Porhaps I find a donkey, sars!”
snggested Hassan, "I go and run with
a prompt dispatch and find one donkey
to carry noble fat lord, sars.”

“Well, that's all right,” said Bunter.
“TI'm considerate, I hope—=I'll wait herc
till Haszan fetches a donkey from somo-
where, you fellows. f it's a quet
donkev—not like those boasts at Tuxor—
'l ride it! Mind there's a comfortable
gaddle, Hassan ™

“There's no donkeys near at hand,
anyhow,” said Harry., “For goodness
snke, Bunter, don't be such
slacker! Get up and get on!"

“Yah 1 ST
about kickin' him@*"

a int

“What asked
Lovd Mauleverer, as if struck by o
sudden bright idea. “I can't very well
kick Bunter, as he's my iullir old guest,
but I’ll walk on while you fellows kick
him—what [

“Ha, ha, hal”

“ Beast!" roared Bunter.

“Took here, Bunter—" said Nugent.

“1 wish you'd stop talking when &
fellow wants to go to sleep. If youw're
not going to fan the flies off I don't
want you heral I'Il wait till Hassan
Lrings the donkey, and you fellows can
get off to your guzeling 1 added Bunter
scornfully. )

Lord l&au!arerer made a sign to the
dragoman, and Hassan departed in

west of & donkey. All along the Nile
donkeys and donkey-boys were to be
found in their myriads—the difficulty.
as & rule, was not to hire a donkey
if a fellow zot foot on shore. But, as
5o often happens in this troublesome
universe, & thing that conld be had in
abundance when it wasn't wanted was
not to be found when it was wanted.
No donkeys or donkey-boys were to be
seen, and the dragoman had to walk
back to the native village near the
rock tombs to feteh one.

Tho Famous Five glared at Bunter.
Bunter shut his eyes once more—he
snored.

“I'm going 1” growled Johnny Bull,

“ Hold on1” said Harry., *“We can’t
leave him here, old chap. That villain
Lalizelos has been watching us ever
since wa loft Luxor, and those two Aral
rageals, Hamza and Yussef might be
abont. Mauly's uncle has told us that
when we go ashore we've got to keep

together, Look here, Bunter, if we

leave you here something may happen
to vou

Snore !

“Bup that Greek villain, Kali-
zelos, dropped on you "

Bnore |

"-SHI)PCHE those Arabs got  eller
yon—i—

Bnore |

“Will vou come on, you fat frumpft”
bawled Johnny Bull, |

Billy Bunter's ¢yes opened with an
cxazperated blink.

“No, I won't!” e hooted. *There
i=n't any danger—bezides, if there was
I shouldn't be funky, like vou follows!
Ciet ont, and let a fellow sleep 1™

“¥Yon fat idiot—"

Suore !

Flarry Wharton & Co. exchanged a
glonce. Bunter counld uot be left un his
own. He had to get a move on. Kick-
ing him scemed the only resource, and
the Iamous Five were prepared fto
take that measure, But Lord
Aanleverer interposed. :

“Go casy, old Leans!” murmurcd lis
lordship., *“Kickin' Duntér as far as
the Nile will take as long as waitin' for
Hassan to come back with the denkey.
And I've got rather a wheeze”

Stepping back out of hearing of the
fat Owl, Lord Mauleverer whispered.
There was a chuekle from the Famous
Five. Mauly's wheeze, whatever 1t was,
seemed to cateh on, and to console the
chums of the Remove for the postponc-
ment of their belated lunch,

* Good-bye, Bunter!” roared Bob
Cherry.

The juniorz tramped away. Bunter
opencd his eyes, and blinked after them,
and =aw the six fellows disappear be-
yond the tamarisk bushes along the
sandy path., With o grunt of satisfac-
tion he c¢losed his eves again, and sank
into balmy slumber, and his deep snoro
echoed along the bank of the Nile.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
The Kidnapping ol Billy Bunter !

1LLY BUNTER woke suddenly.
B He woke with a startled gasp.
He had been dreaming—a
happy dream of a spread in a
Remove study at Greyfriars. ,

Bunter, on the whole, had enjoyed hi=
holiday in Egrpt. The grub had been
good. And if the grub was all right,
everything was all right, from the point
of view of William George Bunter.
=till, he was not sorry at the prospect
of returning to Greyfriars for the new
tertn. He was not anxious to sce the
Head or his Form master, Mr. Queleh,
or to grind abt lessons in the Hemove
Form-room. DBut he looked forward to
dropping into ihe school tuckshop.

He had not forgotten Mra. Mimble's
doughnuts.  And whilst he admitted
that thé grub on the dahabiyeh was
good—distinctly good—he pined for tho
jam tarts of lis native land. And as
he slept and srored under the shady

sycamore, he was dreaming of a spread
in Smithy's study in the Remove
assago at Greyfriars, and of an un-
imited supply of juicy, flaky jam tarts
that went d?:nm like oystors. It was o
happy dream,
sleep,
¢ ceased to smile and ceased to sleep
as & dusty dhurra-sack was suddealy
whipped over his head, and drawn
down over his fat shoulders.

“Ooooooh ! gasped Bunter.

He blinked dglzml:r.

He could sce nothing |

Hands were on him on all sides, and
they drew the rough sack deown round
about him, and a rope was run round it
and tied.

Then he was jecked to his feet.

He stood gasping, blindfolded by the
sack, and sncezing as some of the dust
got into his fat little nose. He could
not possibly see his aszzailants, but he
Lknew that there were at least four or
five pairs of hands on him. He could
hear the movements of a donkey close at
hand.

“Ow! Help! roared Bunter., I
say, leggo! Yooop !

" Bismillah ' came a deep voice
through the sack., “ Mashallah! Woshy-
bosh bash-hash wushy-tush I**

“Oh erikey! Those beastly Arabs
have got me:"" gasped Bunter. “I say,
leggo! I'm not Mauleverer! Mauly's
got that beastly scarab! He's on the
dahabiyeh ! I'll show you the way, if
vou like!l Oh erikey!” .

“Inshallah! Wooosh-kooosh 1" said
the deep wvoice. “Coshy-boeshy-wosh-
bump ™

Bunter did not know much Arabic.
He had learned the word * backsheesh,™
like all travellers in the East, his first
day there. Such ejaculations as ™ Dis-
millah,” and “Inshallah * he had heard
among the natives aloeng the Nile. But
the rest ot the talk was unintelligible
to him, though he had no doubt that it
was Arsbie. If it was, 1t was a kind
of Araliic that would have puzzled and
perplexed any Arab.

“EKooosh !" said another deep voice.

and he amiled in his

[H‘

“"YWooosh! Hacky-cracky-backy-bang IV
* Bunky:bunky-bump 1"’ said another
voice.

Evidently there was a gang of them,
all speaking in that strange tongue,
which was Arabic to Bunter’s terrified

Sars.

Ho felt himself lifted from the
ground. From the panting among the
unseen gang, it was clear that the kid-
nappers had to exert themselves to get
him up. But they got him up, and he
was planted in the saddle of & donkey.

“ Yoo-hoooh—woosh [ said a savapge
voice. “Kosh! Bosh! Pongl"

The donkey started.

Bunter heard the tramping feet of
the kidnappers round him. He swayed
and lurched in the saddle, apluttering
with terraor.

He had no doubt in whose hands he
was.

Kalizelos, the Greck, had tracked the
Cireviriars party np the Nile, and thex
had hod more than one narrow escapoe
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from him and from Yussef and Hamza,
his Arab confederates. Kalizelos was
in quest of the Golden Searab, which
he believed to hold the secret of the
lost trcasura of the reign of Rameses
the Second. Why the ruffians should
have scized Bunter was not clear, for
the  scarab  belonged to  Lord
Msuleverer, and they could not suppose
that he had entrusted it into Bill
Bunter's keeping. But they had reize
him—for here he was, blindfolded in a
dusty sack, stuck on a donkey, riding
away in the midst of the rufhans to
parts uwnknown.

At Luxor the juniors had had a
narrow csoape of being taken away mto
the desert by the Greek. Now Bunter
realised that he was for it. He could
not se¢ in what direction he was being
taken, but he bad no doubt that the
villains were heading for the sandy
wastas of the Libyan desert.

“Help P yelled Bunter suddenly.

A hand jabbed at the sack that en-
veloped him, and & deep voice growled
in threatening accents:

;}ﬂansht "I{J‘lf up-whl;up-kc:c;ﬂshi Bashy-

ashy-wang-bang—skooop I’

PEuuter sauddered.

He did not, of course, understand the
words; bub the tone in which they were
uttered was blood-curdling !

H¢ did not yell again.

‘The donkey tramped on.
and on, till sudden
Muttering volces
sack.

“Booozh!| Wishy-washy-whoop

* Caus-cous mashallah pong 1™

“ Hicky-chicky-wicky-wumps 1"

“{Jsh-kosh! Yo-ho ping-pong pump!”

Bunter was lifted from the donkey
after that muttered consuitation. His
fect landed on the carth, with stron
hands grasping him on both sides. He
ghuddercd at the touch, in his mind’s
eva picturing the fierce, dark faces of
the savage desert Arabs by whom he
was surrounded. Kalizelos could not
have been smong them. The Greok
would have spoken to him in English.
Fi{)ﬂilﬁ ficrce gang of bedouins, most
ikely.

Foreed forward by the grasp on his
fat arms through the sack, Duntor fot-
tered on his way., To his astonishment
hig feot no longer trod sandy earth, hut
hard wood. He might have fancied
that he was crossing the gang-plank
from the bank of the Nile to the deck
of the dahabiveh., But that, of course,
was impossible if he had been token
away Into the heart of the desert by a
pang of kidnapping Arabs,

“Qooshywoooshy-wops | said a deep,
growling voiceo.

Bunter was still walking on wood,
which felt exactly the same as the deck
of the dababiveh under his feet. He
was taken down three shallow steps.
A door opened,

* Koooosh ! came the savage growl.

He was led into a room.

Bump !

_ He roared as he landed on the floor
In a sitting position.

Slam! A door closed!

Biliy Bunter was left alone.

He sat in the sack, goasping. Evi-
dently this unseen room was to be his
prison, and the beasts had left him ticd
in the sack. For several minutes he
dared not wove, lest the villaing shonld
raturn.

But there was no sound of returning
footsteps. 'The silence reassured him at
tast, e began to struggle with the
sack.

Tao hiz intenae relief he found thak the
rape tied roond him was very loosely
tieeh. The kidnappers scemed to have
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On and on
there was a halt.
came through the

been careless with their prisoner. The
ropo fell away as Bunter struggled. Ho
worked the sack upward, and got 1t
clear of his fat shoulders, hiz fat face,
and his head. He gasped with relicf
when it was off at last,

“0Oh lor' 1" gurgled Bunter.

He picked ili’lirﬂlml’f up, set his spec-
tacles straight on his fat little nose, and
blinked round him.

Ho was in a room with a latticed
window, and through the lattice he
could see the glimmer of sunshine on
water. Apparently his prison was near
the Nile. There was bne door, and
Bunter rolled to it, and stood listening
with a palpitating heart. From a littla
distance a sound camo to his cars. It
was a sound of laughter. Apparently
the kidnappers were laughing over their
succcss in seizing the most important
meber of the Greyfriars party.

asts " grooned Bunter.

Within sound of the wvilleins Dunter
dared not open the door. Ho perceived,
with an astonished blink, that it was
fastened only by the latch, and it would
havo npenedy to his fat hand. Undoubt-
edly those kidvappers were very careless
with their valvable prisoner. But the
fat Owl dared not venture out in sight
of the desperate villains. He rolled
across the room and blinked through the
slatz of the latficed window.

It was the Nile that rolled before him.
He could seo across the wide river the
roofs of Assuan glistening among date-
palims;, and two or three dahabiyehs
were in sight, as well as a dozen'or more
native feluccas. And mow it dawned on
Bunter, to his further astonishment, that
the room in which he was imprizoned
was o cabin on some vessel on the Nile.
He could hear the wash of the water
past the hull below.

Thoe kidooppers had not, after all,
taken him away into the desert on
denkey-back—they had brought him to
the river, and on board some vessel—
perhaps o houseboat belonging to Kali-
zclos | 'I'hat seemed probable to Bunter,

With a trembling fut hand he felt over
the slatted shutter at the window. It
opened to hie touch. Even the window
was not fastened by those careless kid-
nappers, Bunter blinked down at tho
rollimg Nile, and shook nis head., Swim-
ming did not appeal to him—be did not
like the idea of crocodiles,

A native felucca, ghiding by at a little
distance, slowed down, two grnwn faces
turning towards the [at faco that blinked
out of the cabin window. One of the
boatimen held op bunches of dates,
cvidently having those succulent articles
for sale, Bunter's eyes gleamed behind
his spectacles. He aigned to the natives
to approach with the boat.

They pulled in.

Billy Bunter put his kead out of the
cabin window, and blinked to and fro,
and up and down. From 'he deck above
he could hear a sound of moving feet
and of native wvoices, but no one was
logking over the mde. The felucea’s
mast was down, fortunately; the boat-
ien wera rowing, not sailing. Bunter
hoped that the boat might approach
without being observed by the men on
the upper deck.

The felucca glided under Bunter's
window. One man held on, the other
held the buoches of dates, in the belicf
that that was what the ?ﬂ!ﬂiﬂﬂ tourist
wanted. But Bunter, for once, did not
want something to eat. To the utter
amazement of the boatmen, he elam-
bered through the window, hung on by
his fat hands, and dropped into the

feTFﬁcm faicd
They fairly goggled at him. Why a
white man 5E_ﬂu]c¥ eave s dahabiyeh in

this extraordinary way was a myser
to the MNile boatmen. ’ g

Bunter bumped.

THE MAGNET

“QOooooh ' he pasped.

But there was not a second to lose!
Any instant, eyes might stare down from
the deck and his eszcape be cut off !
Bunter gasped, gurgled, and pointed to

eastern shore, where the roofs of
Assysn glistened mm the sun. With the
other hand he showed a handful of
piastres, which he had fortunately boz-

rowed from Lord Mauloverer that
mMOrning.

“ Assnan—quick [ he breathed.

“Yes, sarl” stuttered one of the
astounded boatmen

And they shoved off, and pulled for
the shore,

it ] ——

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Flight and the Pursuit !

e A, ha, ha|®
H That merry sound of
laughter was ringing in the
dining-saloon  of thoe Cleo-
atra, the magnificent dahabiyeh which
r. Maroudi, of Cairo, had lent to the
Greyiriars party, and in which Harry
Wharton & Co. were “doing ¥ the Nilo
up to the First Cataract. .
The chums of the Remove had arrived
late for lunch. They were e%]ﬁ g 1t
all the more for that reason. ti‘fl more
were they enjoying their little jest on
the fat and fatuous Owl of the Remove.
Billy Bunter had discovered that he
was a prisoner on board a dahabisch.
But he had not discoverad that tha daha-
biveh was the Cleopatra. He had heard
the sound of laughter—but he had not
realised that it proceeded, not from a
gang of Arab kidnappers, but from the
chums of Greyfriars. Not for o moment
had it dawned on Bunter's fat brain thab
his kidpappers were the Famous Five of
Greyfriars, and that he was a
“ prisoner ¥ in a cabin only a few yards
from the saloon where they sat at Iunch,
Theé juniors were wondering how long
it would be befgre those interesting facts
dawned on Williem George Bunter.
They really expe that Bunier
would discover how matters stood as
soon a3 he got the sack off his head.

But lunch was nearly over now, and
the fat Owl had not emerged from the
cabin where he had been placed.

From the dining-saloon the juniors
could see along the passage that divided
the .cabins, agﬁ- Bunter would have been
in view had he emerged.

But he did not emer ,

Apparently he was still under the im-
pression that he was a kidnapped
prisoner in lawless hands, and that state
of affairs made the juniors vell,

“Is that silly ass still sitting there
with the sack on his silly head, I won=~
der " remarked Bob Cherry.

“Ha, ha, hal¥

“He needed a lesson,” said Harry
Wharton, laughing, “ Well, he’s getting
it! I dare say he will sit there, too
iunlj:;r.-r ta move, till we go and root him
out.

“Ha, ba, ha ¥

“We will give him a look in ofter
lunch,” chuckpiud Frank Nugent. “Or
shall we leave him there till we get to
Aszuan ¥

“Ha, ha, hal” .

MNubian servants ghded to and fro,
waiting on the juniors. ‘Their black
faces wore cheery grins. Everybody on
board the dahabiyeh had secen Billy
Bunter brought on board, enveloped in a
spok, and taken to an uncccupled eabin,
What such an extraordinary proceeding
meant the natives did not know : but no
doubt they realised that it was a jost at
the expense of the fat Owl. Even
Moussa, the grave reis, had grinned at
the sight of him in the sack. How long
he was going to stay in that cabin, undey
the impression that he was a kidnappod
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prisoner, was 9quite an interesting

guesktion.

The juniors intended to leave him till
after lunch, anyhow, if he did not come
out of his own accord before. That
afternoon the dahabiyeh was going on to
Assuan, which was 1o sight, where the

arty were to meet Mauly's uncle, Sir
Beginald Brooke, and his friend, Mr.
Maroudi, the Eﬁyptian millionaire, who
haed lent them the dahabiyeh, The holi-
day wus drawing to a close, and only a
few more days remained on the Nile,
which were to be spent on a trip nbove
the cataract, to seo the great Assuan
Dam, and the Nublan Nile above.

Harry Wharton & Co. would have

e

~“Good gad!” ejaculated lord Maule-
verer, in amazement. “What the
doocg—->"

;_Ha naﬂ]a b{}g;‘?ér{}ﬁﬂ a wim:élﬂw nfka
cabin, sars!” ga nEsan, e make
boat ’pnnplea ﬁl # boat row him away,
sarad”

“(zreat pip "

“Oh, my ﬁat P

The juniors jumped to their feet.
They stared at Hassan, and at one
another, and then burst into a roar of
laughter.

“Ha, ha, ha ™

“ EBscaped !* yelled Bob Cherry. * Oh
my only summcr hat! Bunter -:s-:apmi

from the jolly old kidnappers—"

“Ha, ha, ha !~

Forgetful of their unfinished lunch,
the Greyfriars fellows rushed on deck.
Moussa, the reis, and the Nubian sailors;
were staring after a felucen that was

ulling hard up to Assuan, on the other

ank. Two brown men were pulling for
all they were worth., In the stern sat a
well-known fat figure, A fat face was
turned, to stare back at the dahabiyeh,
and the sunshine flashed on a pair of
large spectacles.

Billy Bunter was blinking back with
terrified cyes behind his  spectacles.
Partly owing to his short sight, and
Eﬂ.rﬂ;f to his state of palpitating funk,

¢ cdid not recognise the dahabiveh, or

e
1ES |I i
amk
Bl 1k

il

Bunter signed to the natives to approach, and the felucca glided up to the side of the dahabiyeh. Then, to the uiter amazement
of the boatmen, the fst jJunior clambered through the window, hung on by his fat hands, and dropped into the felucea !

been quite pleased. to follow the great
river up to Khartoum and the SBudan,
and even to the Great Lakes where it
had its source; but (Greyfriars and the
new term elaimed them.  Also, Sir
Reginald Brooke had completed the
business in the Fayyum which had
bLrought him out to Egypt.

There- was & burried footstep in the
cabin passage, and Hassan, the drago-
man, came into the dining-saloon.

The dragoman was grinning,

"Tordly gentlemen ﬁ' he oxclaimed,

“"Hallo, hallo, hallo t*

_“0Oh, sars!” exclaimed Hassan. “The
little fat lord—>

“ Bunter " exclaimed Harry Wharton.
“What about Bunter #*

“Magnificent, aar, he bas escaped [”
gosped Hassan.

“ What 7" roarcd the juniors,

“Ha, ha, hal”

“He go very iast, sars!” said Hassan,
hisz brown face wreathed in grins. "“He
hold up handful of piastres to boatmen—
he point to eastern bank—he say * Quick,
guick, guick ' "

*“ Ha, ha, ha!" shrieked the juniors.

They had wondered how long Bunter
would remain a prisoner in a cabin a
few yards away. But they had never
dreamed that he would escape by the
window, in & boat on the Nif;: The
had not suspected the fat Owl of s
resOuTce, vidently Bunter was
o erikey | d Bob,

s crikey | gas wiping
away his tears. '%'hiap?ﬂ too jolly rich I

“The rvichfulness is truly terrific!”
chortled Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“We'd bettoer get after ham ! gurgled
Nugent. “(oodoess knows where he
will get tol”

the black sailors who stared at him from
the deck.

But he knew that his escape had been
seen, for he could see that the sailors
were estaring after him, and he was in
momentary fear of pursuit. He blinked
back from moment to moment in dire
terror, and from moment to moment
urged his rowers to greater efforts, The
two Nile boatmen were doing their best
but the felucca was slow and heavy, and
progress was not swift,

Harry Wharton & Co, stared after
the fugitive, hardly belioving their eyes.
Bunter was in dcsﬁcrntp ight. Evi-
dently he had not the faintest suspicion
that it was the Cleopatra and the Grey-
friars party from which he* had
escaped.
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“ Ain't ke the jolly old limit!” gasped
Bab,
“Ha, ha, ha!™ _

“8mall fat lord cnormously fright-
ened, sars,” grinned Hassan. “He has
the cold foot, as you say in English.”

“Got  after him,” said Harry
Wharton. * We're going on to Assuan,

how, so we may as well get under
way. Tell the reils to get going for
Assnan, Hassan,™

“Y¢s, zarl” o

Moussa ealled orders to the Nubian
gailors. The gangway was taken in, and
the dahabiyeh poled off from the bank.
Thae current was against the houseboat;
but the wind, as usual, blew from the
north, and the lateen sail was hoisted.
The huge boat rolled into motion wnd
glided on the track of the felucca,

The juniors saw Bunter turn his head
again and give a jump st the sight of
the dahabiyeh under sail.

Tho fat owl konew that he was pursued
now,

At the distance, no doubt, he did not
make out the white faces on the daha-
biveh, or perhaps his terrors transformed
them into fierce Arabh faces. The
juniors saw that he was waving and
shouting to his boatmen, though he was
too far away for his voice to be heard.

“They're hoisting the sail!” yelled
Bob. .

“It's gniuf; to be a jolly old race 1™

“ Ha, ha, ha ¥ :

The Nile boatmen pulled in their cars
and hoisted the lateen sail of the
felucca. As the wind caught it the littlo
craft danced away much more swiftly
on the Nile., Bunter blinked back
anxiously. Time had been Iost in hoist-
ing the sail and the dahabiyeh had
gamncd, Dunter yelled to the boatmen,
and now the jumors could heayr him,

“Buck up, you beasts| Row, you
rotters! Ol erikey! Quick—quick—
quick 1*

“Ha, ha, ha1? .

The beatinen put out the cars again,
and, with sail and oars going strong, the
folucea gained on the heavy dahabiyeh.
Bunter inereased his distance again, and
he gasped with relief as he blinked back
Ofco Male,

AMAZING ADVENTURES
IN SOUTH AMERICA

THE LITTLE MEN WHO
RIDE THE CONDORS

A zeries of amazing adventures have
befallen Mr. Claude Galloway, the well-
known traveller, and his young air-pilot,
Mr. Lindy Ransome,

They recently flew to the Cordilleras
in a wild and quite unexplored part of
South America, with the avowed inten-
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of the Incas. But they soon came up
against an unscrupulous individual known
as Bullman.

They report the existence, in this
hitherto unknown territory, of dwarflike
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just. as the South Africans have
fbroken-in " the ostrich. From latest
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with a clue to the treasure. . . .
You ¢an read the whole enthralling story of
1the amazing adventures of these two intrepid
explorers in ** VOLCANO GOLD,* which is
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apd Is now on sale, prige {wopenee.
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“Bunter will beat us to Assuan at
this rate I'"' chutkled Bob Cherry.

“Ha, ha, hal?

“Row, Dbrothers, chortled
Nugent.

“Ha, ha, ha "

In the felucca Billy Bunter mopped
his streaming brow and gasped.
was gaining ground slowly but surely.
Barrving accidents the felucca would
beat the dahabiyeh in the race to the
landing-place at Assuan. Little dream-
g that it was the Greyiriars party in
pursuit, Bunter urged on his rowers to
grealer efforts. Even Bunter realised
thai it was rather' extraordinary for a
i;:_mg of kidnappers to venture to pursue
aum on the Nile in this way, 1n full sight
of the city of Assuan and of & hundred

leasure-boats and trading feluccas.

till, they were doing it; therc was no
doubt that they were doing it, for thero
was the dahabiyeh from which he had
escaped rolling on his track, its huge
latcen sail bellying in the wind from
the north.

“ Quick, wick, quick!™ gasped
Bunter, He held up o large handful
of Lord Mauleverer’'s plastres to
encourage his  boatmen.  ** Quicker,
quicker, quicker!™

The felucca surged on. ¢

At Assuan—if he reached it—Bunter
knew that he would be safe, Even o
desperate gang of kidnappers would
hardly dare to pursuc him right up to
tho landing-place. Yet, as he drew
nearer to Assuan, and people on the
bank and in other boats stared at him
and Lis felucea, the dababiyveh was still
rolling on behind.,  Close to the landing-

ace the boatmen took In the big sail
and tooled the felucea in with their
oarz. Bunter had won the race; tho
encmy woere beaten, Yet, as he blinked
back, he saw the bLig dahabiyveh still
rolling on, coming right into Assuan
after him!

* Quick ! he gasped.

And the [clueca shot on Lo the landing-
placa; the Greyiriars fellows, in the
dahabiyeh  behind, shrieking with
laughter as they watched.

row |

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Not Dangerons !

IR REGINALD BROOKE removed
g his eyeglass from his eye, rubbed
it, and juwmumned it back into his

cye again and stared. The old
bavonct could hardly believe his eve or
his eyeglass. Mr, Hilmi Maroudi, the
Egyptiun, who was walking with
Mauly's unele down the Shari-el-
Mansi’li:,'a at Assuan, stared also, almost
startled for once out of his iwpassive,
Oricntal ealm. The lean, tall English
barenet, and the plump Egyptian gentle-

N were ually astomished at what
they saw on the Nile.

“Good gad!™ said 8ir Reginald
blankly. “ What does this mean, I

wonder i

“It is perhaps some schoolboy jest,”
suggested Mr. Maroudi,

Walking down the Shari.el-Manshiya
towards tho river, the two gentlemen
had sighted the Cleopatra in the distance
on the Nile. They came down to the
landing-place to meot the Greyfriars
fellows when they arrived. Then they
spotted (ho fecing felucca.

_ Plenty of other people had spotted
it and were staring at it. Billy Bunter's
frantie gesticulations te his boatmen
were rather caleulated to draw atten-
tion. With his terrified eyes almost
popping through his sp-:-ctmi)m, his fat

hands waving, Bunter was urging on his
boatinen to unheard-of efforts. Why he

was in such a fearful hurry, the Nile
boatmen did not know, but they were
doing their best at the urgent behests

of the fat Faringhee,
“It is the boy Bunter! said Sir

Rﬁginuld; “A foolish boy—— DBut
what——7

“Ile appears to be frightened!™
remarked . Maroudi.

“But why

Mr. Maroudi shook his head.

Why Bunter should be fleeing in terror
on the sunlit Nile, with the housebout
following him, the other fellows laugh-
ing on deck, was a mystery which the
Egyptian gentleman could not solve.

They walked down to the landing-
lace to meet the felucca as it came in.

t was well ahead of the slower
{]ﬂ.h-ﬂ: hl rﬂht
e boat bumped, and Bunter made

2 jJump ashore. He slipped and
stumbled and sprawled fairly at the feet
of Mauly's uncie.

Sir Reginald stooped, grazped him by
a fat shoulder, and lifted him. There
was a howl of terror from Bunter,

“Ow! Leggo! Help| Police! Firel”

“¥ou absurd boy, cease these antics!”
thundered Sir Reginald. “ What do you
mean by this, Bunter {”

“Oh!” gasped Bunter. He realised
that this, at I was not a ferocious
Arab. He blinked at Mauly’s uncle and
rnc?gma-:-.d him, *Oh, it's you!l BSave
me [?

“ What ¥

“Keep thon off 1" panted Bunter.

“Keep whoe and what off 1" almost
shricked Sir Reginald. He was begin-
ming to wonder whether thizs was sun-
stroke.

“Those beasts—those Arab wvillains 1
gurgled Bunter, hlink:inq round in
terror @t the Nile. " They're after me!
That dahabiyech—"

“That dahabiyeli!™ articulated Sire
Reginald.

“¥Yes; they're the kidnappeyg—=*

“The=tho=—the kidnappersi"
“Ow! Yes! They pgot me! I
esenpod—"

“¥ou escaped from that dahabiych !
exclaimed Mr. Maroudi, quite forgetting
his Oriental calm in his axnazement.

“Oh dear! Yes! They put a sack
over my head and kidnapped me, and
took me on that dehabiyeh!” greaned
DBunter. “I got out of a window into
that felucca and--and ¢scaped——"

“Goodness gracious me!® ejaculated
Sir Regipald, staring blankly at the
fatuous Owl,

Mr. Alaroudi smiled.

Ik is 2 schoolboy jest,” he remarkec.
“Tha high spirits of exuberant youth,
my good friend.”

“"Lain’t 1" roared Bunter indignantly,
“I tell you I was kidnapped, and they re
still after me! 'They’ra coming here!
Let's get out of this

Another moment and Billy Bunter
would have been tearing up the Shari-el.
Mm{sh:%-u at top age;ed. Fortupately Sir
Reginald grasped him again in time.

*EBtop |7 gasped ihe old baronet,

“Legpo! I'm not going to be kids
napped  agan ™ shrieked  Bunter.
“ Leggo, you old donkey——"

“What? What?"

“Beast! Leggo! They've after me .
roaved Punter, “Help I?

“My dear boy, you are in no danger,’”
satd Ay, Maroudi gently.

“Beast! They're after me! Leggo!™

Bir Reginald compressed his grip on
the scared Owl's collar.  Billy Bunter
had drawn enough public attention

(Continued on page B.)
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THE EYE OF OSIRIS!

(Continued from page 6.)

already. 8ir Reginald did not intend to
let him go charging up the Shari-el-
Manshiya te the astonishment of all
Assuan.

“¥ou ubterly absurd boy!” snorted
the old bagonet. *“Calm yourself—

* Leggo 1™ N

“You are 1n no uanger—"

“Help |2

“That dahabiyveh is the Cleopatra.”
“Police ™

“It is Mr. Maroudi’s dahabiyeh——"’

“ Eh {

“ Ay nth-::w and his friends are on
board—'

*Wha-a-at " D

“It 13 some absurd practical joke!”
snorted Sir Reginald. * Have you not
sense enough to see that you are in no

d::ﬂglur. you stupid boy ™
Billy Bunter blinked round at the
dahabiyeh, The Nubian sailors had

lowered the sail, and were poling in to
the landing-place. The Cleopatra was
50 near now that even the short-sighted
Owl of the Remeve could make out the
grinning faces of the Greyfriars jumors
ou the deck. :

His eyes bulged through his spectacles.

“Hallo, hallo, ballo!” roared Dob
Cherry. “You've beaten us, Bunter!
Some race, old fat bean!"

“*Ha, ha, ha!”’

“The racefulness was  terrific
chortled Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“I—I—I say, it—it's those beasts!”
gurgled Bunter. “I—I—I thought it
was a gang of Arabs.  Oh lor'!
Bb-but I was—was kidnnﬂpcd. I—1I
was shoved in a sack. Oh, the rotters I’
gasped the fat Owl as he realised, at

j B

last, how his podgy leg had beon
pullad. ; ,
“ Absurd ! snapped Sir Reginald.

Mauly's uncla had reached a sedale
and serious age, and had no use for
practical jokes. .

“A little jest ! smiled Mr. Maroudi.
“HBoys will be boys, my dear friend.”

The dahabiyveh ranged up to the land-
ing-place, and the gangway was run out.
Lovd Mauleverer and his friends came
ashore, and greeted the baronet and the
Epyptian gontleman,

Billy Bunter looked on, his [at face
crimson with wrath.

Ho had been made a fool of. There
was no doubt about ihat, Those
rasoally, desperate kidnappers who had
shoved the sack over him and talked
such extraordinary Arabic, were the
Greyiriars juniors; and it was from a
cabin on board the Cleopatra that he
had mode his desperate escape. Even
Williamm George PBunter's self-satisfac-
tion and conceit failed him now, and
ha looked, and felt, a complete ass—as
mdeed he was!

““(Oh, the beasts!” he mumbled.

“Herbert, thizs is really—really——>
rumbled Sir Reginald.

“Only a joke on the jolly old Owl,
nunky,” said Lord Mauleverer. “ My
ides entirely. Bunter bein® my puest,
I couldn’t very well kick him. I'm
sure you would not approve of my
kickin' & guest, uncle—"

“Upon my word!” gasped Sir
Reginald.

"800 we pulled his jelly old leg
instead,” said Mauleverer. “ But we

never guessed he would escape [rom tha
dahabivch. Ha, ha, Lal*

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Tho juniora roared, They could not
help it. Bunter’s dramatie escape from
the dJdahabiyech and his wild race for
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freedom wero really too rich. Mr,
Hilmi Maroudi was grinning, and even
Sir Reginald’s severe old face broke
into a smile,

' Well, well, it was only a jest,” said
Sie Rta:ﬁinu]d. “The foolish boy has
attrac a great deal of attention.
Bunter, you should bes more sensible,
and you should not be so0 easily fright-
ened. Now, my boys, we will go for
a walk round Assuan, and then to ica
at the Ghezireh Palace Hotel, with our
good friend, Mr. Maroudi.”

“Come on, Buater!” chuckled Bob.
“That is, if you feel sure that we're not
jolly old kidnappers, after all.”

“Ha, ha, hal"

"Yah ' snorted Bunter. " Go and eat
coke! Yah!™

And the fat Owl rolled down the
gangway to go on board the dahabiyeh.
Apparently, he was fed-up, for the
present, with the Greyfriars fellows,
though he was no longer in a state of
terror. As he rolled across the gang-
way his two boatmen yelled and
gesticulated excitedly. Bunter had for-
gotten them; but they had not for-

tten Bunter. With a grunt the fat

wl handed over the promised piastres
and rolled on board. For once the fat
and fatuous Owl of Greyinars was
anxious to get out of sight.

Harry Wharton & Co. enjoyed a walk
round the interesting city-of Assuan and
tea at the Ghesireh Palace Hotel with
Mr. Maroudi, minus the compaby of
William George Bunter. Bunter was
sulking on the dahabiyeh, like Achilles
in his tent. But the loss of his fascinat-
ing rociety did not seem to have any
depressing effect on the merry juniors.
Indeed, they seemed to enjoy it

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Hits Back !

ILLY BUNTER was wrathy.
B He was indignant.

Ho was vengeful.

He longed to make those
baasts who had pulled hiz podgy leg to
such an absurd extent sit up!

From the dahabiyeh he watched them
stmlhn? away in a cheery crowd, with
the tall Bir Reginald and the éﬂump
Mr. Maroud:, and Hassan, the drago-
man, futtering round them like a
gorgeous tropical butterfly. .

They disappeared from his sight
along the busy Shari-el-Manshiya, and
Bunter snorted with wrath and scorn,

 Boasts 1™
Peaple on the shore, people in
dahabivehs and fcluceas, were still

ﬁlmming at Bunter. His wild fight
ad attracted & lot of attention, and
people naturally wondered what was up.
Many staring eyes followed him to the
dehahiveh. On board that craft the
Nubian sailors were grinning; and
Bunter did not need to ask what they
were grinning at. He did not need to
inquirea what caused the zmile on the
grave bronze countenance of Moussa the
Tels,

He rolled below, red and wrathful
He was ready for lunch now—meore than
ready. In fact, much more than ready.
Ha lunched amply, but he detected ]uri‘ir—
ing grins on thoe faces of the Nubian
rorvants. Ho was really glad to got
out of the sight of derisive eyes and
roll into his cabin for a nap. He
napped, and rose again for an early
tca and sat on the boat's baleony eating
Turkish Delight until he ecould dispose
of no more and Turkish Delight ceased
to be delightful.

THE MAGNET

Sticky and sulky, Bunter brooded
over s wrongs. Bunter, as a rule, was
not a fellow to bear malice. Seldom
did the sun go down on his wrath
Now he was deeply incensed, and yearp-
ing to make those beasts sit up. They
had shoved a sack over him, makin
him think he was kidnapped: mlkﬂg
& lot of rot which he had fancied was
Arabic, uttered by forocious Arabs;
and, worst of all, he had set the daha-

biyeh chortling from end to end by his
dramatie escape and his [rantic ﬂ{ ht.
Bunter realised that he looked & fool

—and he did not realise that he seldom
looked anything else. So his wrath

was deep!

And DEALI'I}‘ was at the bottom of it!
Mauly, whose deveted pal Bunter had
been, had actually propounded that

wheeze ! The ingratitude of it stung
Bunter—alfter all he had done for
Mauly !

In Bhakespears, that rather un-

reasonable old gentleman, King Lear,
rmua.rlga:i"Hmv sharper than a serpent's
tooth it is to have a thankless child
In the same way, and with really mora
reason, Bunter reflected how batter it
was to have a thankless pal! He had
done a lot for Mauly—accompanied him
on his hnhda.i: to E‘j‘%t, borrowed his
best Panama 18t, worn his clothes, spent
his piastres—in fact, he had been a
devoted pal, sticking closer than s
brother, or even & leech !

And this was his reward! -

It would serve Mauly jolly well right
to chuck him, and turn down the whole
Pa;ﬁf‘ Bunter was temlpt.{sd to do it,
Crushing the ungrateful Mauly with
E]_ean:ung eyes of scorn, he would turn

is back on him and shake the dust of
the dahabiyeh from his feet! Leaving
the party to get on the best they could
without him, Bunter would depart, on
his dignified own! The difficulty was
that he would have to borrow the fare
home from Mauly—and borrowing the
fare from him, while crushing him with
scorn, might spoil the effect.

On reflcetion, Bunter decided on less
drastic measures.  Mauly deserved
Em;shmnt, but not, after all, such a

nook-out blow as the loss of Bunter's
soclaty,

Billy Bunter rolled inte Mauleverer'a
cabin. An idea was working in his fat
brain. In Mauly's cabin was the Golden
Bcarab.

The ancient scarabeus of A-Menah,
once worn_ as an amulet by that old
warrier of Hamcses the Second, had
been the cause of many adventures since
the Greyfriars fellows had landed in
Egvpt. Kalizelos, the Greek, was in
desperate quest of it, and, according to
his own statement, ke knew the
mysterious secret of the searab, and in
hiz hands it would have guided him to
the treasure of Osiris. From o prosper-
ous merchant in Cairo the Greek had
become a hunted futigive, through his
fierce and lawless attempts to possess
himself of the scarab., And the Grey-
friars fellows had come to believe, at
last, that that ancient Egyptian relio
really was a clue to treasure, though
in what way they could not imagine.

Often and often they examined it,
wondering what could be the secret that
the Greek Liad rcad in an old papyrus,
written by & seribe three thousand years
ago at the order of A-Menah. They
even had a lingering idea that they
might gucss the scoret and lift the
treasure during their holiday on the
Nile. And, if the talo was true, the
treasurc was worth lifting, for it was
the famous diamond called the Eye of
Osiris, which had never been seen since
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the reign of Ramescs the Second,
Deseribed in ancient papyri as worth
many a king's ransom, it was supposed
to be worth a quarter of a mullion

unds in modern money. ;

Billy Bunter shut the cabin door and
blinked round the room, with & fat grin
on hiz face.

Lord Mauleverer, certainly, was keen
to keep possession of the mysterious
scarab, but his lordship was careless,
and the old relic had had many narrow
escapes. For which reason, Mauly's
friecnds had made him seerete it in a
hiding-place in his cabin, whera it was
safe from thievish hands.

Bunter was not supposed to know any-
thing abous that. But Billy Bunter
often knew things that he was not sup-

ed to know, The Peeping Tom of
reyfriars had a way of inding things
out, and he was, 83 a matter of fact,
Bpr._fe-.‘rtljr well aware of the scarab’s
iding-place. It was from sheer inquisi-
tiveness that Bunter had pried into that
rratter, for he was not in tho least in-
terested in the scarab, and did not
dream of believing for a moment that
1t was o clue to a treasure. But he was
going to put his knowledge to account
now.

The fat Owl, of course, had no in-
tention of “ pinching " the scarabl Ha
was Hﬂmﬁ to abstract it from its hiding-
place and hide it somewhere clse—to
punish Mauifr for his mfrﬂtttuda.

That would make Mauly sit up !

Bunter rolled across to Lord Maule-
verer'’s dressing-table. On_ that table
stood an ivory box containing an oint-
ment that was used for sunburn.

Billy Bunter poked his fat fingers into

Little drmins that it was the Greyiriars pariy i
guick ! ** he gasped, holding up handfuls of piastres to encourage his boatmen,

the cintment and scooped up the Golden
Beetle, which was hidden under it,
wrapped in paper,

He gave a fat chuckle.

He unwrapped the greasy paper [rom
the scarab, and tossed it out of the
window into the Nile.

The Golden Scarab lay in his fat palm.

Bunter blinked at it.

It was nothing but a beetle, made of
gold, with the name and title of
A—]}:I;:nah inseribed on it in the picture-
writing of ancient Egvpt.

It locked as if it was made of solid
gold, and, if that was so, it was worth
pe:;rlui.prs twenty or thirty pounds for the
maotal.

“8illy ass!” murmured Bunter, think-
ing of Kalizelos. Whatever it was that
the Greek had read in the old papyrus,
written by the scribe of A-Menah, it
seemed scarcely possible that this golden
beetla could be a clue to a vast treasure.

According to ancient tradition, it
would gwide its possessor to the * Exe
of Osiria,” & tradition founded, no doubt,
upon some 1naccurate knowledge of
what wss writien in the old papyrus
that had fallen into the Greek's hands,

Unless it had soms magical properties
of gomo sort, the thing seemed 1mpos-
sible. And it was scarcely possible to
believe in magie.

Moreover, the scarab had been for
vears in posgession of Lord Maule-
verer's father, and of Mauleverer him-
salf, and certainly it bad guided neither
of them to the Eye of Osiris.

Bunter's opinion was that it was all
“rot,” an opinion that Harry Wharton
& Co. wuu‘ﬁ have shared, but for the

n pursult, Bunier urged on the rowers to greater effiorts. ** Quick, quick,

** Quicker, guicker, quicker [

desperate allempts of Kalizelos to lay
hands on the scarab.

Anyhow, whother it was valuable or
valueless, Dunter had it now! IHe
slipped it into his pocket and rolled out
of Mauly’s cabin and went to his own,

His ncxt ‘prmeeding was to find
another hiding-place for the gcarab,
where the beasts would never fnd it.
Later on, Bunter would let Mauly have
it back—after duly punishing bim for
his ingratitude to a faithful and devoted
pal! For the present it was going to
remain safely hadden, in Billy Bunter's
keeping.

Billy Bunter considered that matter
deeply. He was still considering it
doeply, when there was a tramp of feet
on_the gangway and a sound of cheery
volees on the deck. Harry Wharton &
Co. were returning to the dahabiyeh.

“Oh lor!” ejaculated Bunter.

_ Bwiftly he stuffed the Golden Scaral
into & matchbox, and slipped the match-
box into his trousers ket. It was
out of sight there, and later he could
find & safer hiding-place for it. He rolled
out of his cabin with a fat grin on his

face.
“"Hallo, hallo, hallo!™

Cherry. “Here we are again!
out for kidnapping, Bunter!”

“Ha, ha, ha "

Billy Bunter snorted.

“Perhaps you fellows had better lock
out1* he said, with a fat sneer,

“Mind vour eye, you men!” gasped
Bob. “Bunter's going to whop us all
round.”

“Bpare us, old fat man!"™ yawned
Lord Mauleverer. ;

Tre Muigner Lmriry.—No. 1,284,
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“You've ireated me rottenly !V said
Bunter, with a disdainful blink at the
cheery juniors through his big spee-
tacles. “After all I've done for wyou,
you've treated me rottenly! Perhaps
you'll be sorry for it! Perhaps you'll
ba sorry you left me on my own this
afternoon! Wait and see I”

“My esteemed, idiotic PBunter——"
said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“I'm not going to tell you anything !
said Bunter mysteriously. 1 may or
may not have paid you out for playin
rotten tricks on a fellow! That's
telling !

“What have you been up to, you fat
frog 1" asked Harry Wharton,

“*Find out1”

“1 know what he's done!” said Bob.

Bunter jumped.

“*You beast, what—"

*Ha's seoffed all the grub on the boat
and left nothing for supper !” said Bob.
“I1s that it, Bunter "

“Ha, ha, ha I

“¥You ﬂifly ass ! roared Bunter.

“Well, what have you been up to, if
vou've been up to anything 1 asked
MNugent.

“That's telling ™

““Fathead " said the juniors together.

Bunter intended to keep it a dead
secrot thot he had played tricks with
the Golden Scarab. Buot Bunter had his
own inimitable way of keeping a secrot.
Certainly his mysterious hints might
have roused suspicion if the juniors had
given them attention. But they didn't!
Dark and mysterious hints from Billy
Bunter did not even rouse their
curiosity. They only concluded that
Bunter was talking rot, as usual, and
let 1t po at that.

S

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
A Ducking for Banter !

U NORMOUS dam, triumphant
E exhibition of wonderful skill
of British engineers, at
which it iz proper to gaze

with considerable wonder——" .

Haszsan, tho dragoman, woas at it as
the dahabiyeh rolled up the Nilo above
Assuan. But the Greylriars fellows did
not necd tho dragoman’s descriptions to
intercst them in the mighty Assuan
Dam.

It was one of the wonders of Egypt,
as wonderful as the Pyramids, and a
great deal more useful. .

The juniors, as they locked at it,
could not help feeling proud of the work
of British engineers. _

Above Assuan is the First Cataract of
the Nile, and there the great dam,
designed by Sir William Willcocks, was
built by the British firm of Aird.

More than 500,000 million gallons of
water are stored in the vast resorvoir
barred by the dam, which turns the
Nile above the Cataract into an immenso
lake, storing the water that comes down
fromn Central Alrica,

Water is precious in Egypt, which has
scarcely any rain. But for the Nile, the
country could never have existed.

In Ii.".ﬂun huge dam are no fewer than
180 sluice-gates for regulating the How
of the precious water, which, when the
Nile is low, is let out with great caro
to fill the irrigation canals of Lower
Egypt.

ﬁillium snd millions of gallons of

recious water, which once ran to waste
into the Mediterranean, are stored up
till needed. Indeed, when the éngineers
have finished their work on the Nile,
probably not a drop of water from that
great river will reach the sea at all—
a:.'mri' drop being needed by the industri-
ous fellahin for their crops.

Tur Maiower LisRary.—No. 1,284,
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By the Navigation Canal on the west
side of the mighty dam, through a series
of locks, the du}?mhijch fAoated slowly
onward, to the upper waters of the Nile.

“SBome job!” said Bob Cherry, as
he gazed at the great dam, “Beats the
jolly old Pyramids hollow, what? If
you ask me, old Cheops would have
shown a lot more sense i1f he had built
this dam instead of the Great
Pyramid !” | |

“The morcfulness of the sense would
have heen terrifie!” agreed Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh. *“But the ancient
Egyptians had not the wonderful
common scnso of the estcemed and
ridiculous English.” |

Even Billy Bunter condescended to
bestow a blink or two on the Assuan
Dam. In that triumph of British
engincering skill lay the canse of much
of the wonderful fertility the juniors had
seen in Lower Egypt. |

“This great work shall go to com-
monce in the year 1888!" chanted

Hassan. " Historic foundation-stone is
laid by mnoble highness, Duke of
Connaught. Enormous and gigantic

triumnph of estimable British engineering
persons! Yes| Island of Philae, once
extremely bootiful spot, now generally
submergeful in waters of dam, to ruin
of vegotation, also great damage to won-
derful temples which are usually washed

m —

| |
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over by Nile waters. When waters go
low, temples emerge, and may be seen
by interested oye of tourist, but receding
waters leave slime on temple walls,
covering the same with what you call
muck in the bootiful English language.”
he great barrage was left behind,

and the dahabiyeh rolled on to Philae,
the island in the Nile that was once a
beauty upmt:,h but which has been sadly
marred by the building of the dam.,

When thoe reservoir is full the island
18 flooded ; but in the autumn the sluice-
gates are opened to allow the etored
water to flow down into the canals of
Egypt; and then the level of the Upper
Nile sinks, leaving slimy walls and rot-
ting vegetation to greet the eyes of the
tourist; and so the Greyfriars fellows
were able to ashore and explore the
temples of Philae.

o !Ehi:ﬂ: you'd better come, Bunter?
asked Bob Cherry doubtfully.

“Eh! Why not?” asked Bunter,
“You're taking a lunch-basket, I sup-
pose "

“Ha, ha! Yes. But "

“But what?’ grunted Bunter.

“That gang of kidnappers will be
there I gaid Bob. *“The same gang
that got you last time, you know.

* Beast "

It was only a little joke of Bob’s; but
Billy Bunter drew from it the inference
that his company was not wanted. For
which reason, Billy Bunter determined

to go; though, a3 a matter of fact,
he would rather have loafed on ihe
dahabiyeh.

“"Here we sco ﬁ;l‘ﬂﬂ-t Temple of Iaisl"
Hassan was full of information, as
usual, “This temple built by Ptolemy
Philadephus, lordly gentlemen! Com-
letion of great work by Enorgetes the

irgt—"
that !

“Oh, chuck said PBunter
“ My noble sar " ejaculated Hassan,

peevishly.

“Dry up! eaid DBunter. “You talk
tm_mu-:l,ﬁ!"
Billy Bunter was peevish! It was,

as usual, a hot day; and, also as usual,
the innumerable fliecs of the Nile
haunted Bunter. The traces of his last
meal on his fat face attracted them.
When Bunter was peeved he wos not
polite.

Az a matter of fact, the other fellowa
would have enjoyed the wonderful
sights of Egypt more, if the dragoman
had not talked so much. But Hassan
felt it his duty to impart information—
and he did his duty manfully.
B“Hshut op, Bunter [ gmw{cd Johnny

ull.

' Yah!” replied Bunter elegantly.

‘ My esteemed and idiotic Bunter-——=**

“¥ah! I say, you fellows, let's chuck
this and have lunch,” said Bunter. “T'm
fed-up with temples and tombs and
Hassan jawing.'’

As it was only an hour since break.
fast, the suggestion of lunch did oot
eatch on. eally, the party had not
landed on Philae to =it under a tree
and watch Bunter eat.

They rambled on; listening more or
less to Hassan. They had to listen alo
to a serics of discontented grunts from
Bunter. Bunter rolled after the other
fellows, wishing he hadn't comel In-
stead of tooting about mucky old
temples and things, he might have been
stretching his fat limbs in & deckchaic
on the Cleopatra, under a shady awning,
and eating! 8o mught the other Ieﬁa-
lows, if they had ha
Buntep |

“Here we take care, lordly gentle-
men,” said Hassan, as the nrl:? came
to & wide ditch that was full of water
and mud, left from the last high water of
the MNile, and which was crossed by a
plank.

-ll'I M?’\;
lunch——

‘“(Oh, coma on, fatty®

“"Look hero, what about going back
to the d‘ﬂhﬂbis}'ﬁh—""

“Buck up P’

“I'm tired!”

M Well, =it down and rest, and we'll
Emk you up coming back,” said Harry
Vharton. * We'll leave tho lonch-basket
with you, if vou'll agree not to scoff
more than nine-tenths of the grub.”

“Just like you, to want to leave a
fellow on his own after bringing him al
this way !’ snorted Bunter. “Just like
you, I must zay!"

*“Oh, kick him !” said Johany Dull.

“Beast! Lot of rot, I call it, mooch-
ing about & beastly island and listenin
to that silly nigger jabbering,” sai
Bunter.

“ Hassan 1" said Lord Mauleverer.

“0Oh, yes, my noble sar!” .

“¥You can kick Bunter if yon like.”

“0h, noble sar!”’ said Hassan.

““0h, really, Mauly—"

" Let'a get nu,I: said Bob, and he
marched across the plank, followed by
the rest in single-file. .

Bunter remained on the edge, blink
ing across uneasily. The Fomous Five
Iunﬁked back at him.

“Are you coming, Bunter?” bawled
Bob Cherry.

“That plank's not safe!” hooted
Bunter.

as much sense as

you fellows, what about



STOP!

“Wa've crossed 1t, you fat duffer!”
nnswered INugent,

“I'm not going to be ducked in mud
in pleass you!” roared Bumter, *“1
know it's exactly what you would like;
I:-ut?,:!'m jolly well not going to do it,
LT

“Btay where you are, and be blowed I'?
snorted Johnny Bull

“Beast! You fellows hold tho plank,”
said Bunter. *“ You'll omly have to
stand in up to your koees to hold it.”

“Oh crikey !” gasped Bob. *“Is ihat

all ¥
o That’s all! Get to it,” said Bunter.
‘Don’t stand around slacking!”

Bomehow, the prospect of standing up
to their kpees in shmy mud, holding
a muddy plank for Bunter. to cross,
did -not sesm to appeal to the Famous
Five, Bunter blinked across at them
impatiently,

“I'in waiting !" he hooted.

“The waitfulness will probably be
tervific I chuckled Hurreeo &a.mseh Ram
Singh. *There iz too much mudfulness
for my absurd self, my worthy Bunter."

“Well, let that nigger step in and
held it,” said Bunter, with a glare at
the dragoman. “What's he here for,
cxcept to make himsolf useful? Are we
going to pay him for nothing?”

assan’s eyes gleamed for a momont,
Effusively polite and amiable as tho
dragoman was, his politeness sometimes
wore a little thin under the stress of
Billy Bunter.
care. There was no doiabt that when
Bunter was tired and peevish hiz man-
ners were not those of the vory best
circles.

“Oh gad!” said Lord Mauleverer.
“Can ‘you help him across, Hassan?
Take hold of his ears and lift him.™

“(On my head bo it, noble lordly sar 1™
answered Hassan.

He went back across the plank to

assist Bunter.
_ “All safe as o house, sar, As you say
i English,” said Hassan encouragingly.
“Ilassan i3 your dragoman, sar—you
trust Hassan! I take one hold on your
noble arm, sar, snd help your majestic
feet on a plank.”

“ Well, take care,” grunted Bunter.
“All you mnmiggars are such clumsy
foola.”

“0Oh, sar!” murmured Hassan. “I
take an enormous care of so noble a
lordly gentloman, sar! On my head
be it !”

“Don’t jaw!™ gaid Bunfer,

“Ain't he a dear?’ muimured Bob
Cherry. “ Doesn’t he encourage a man
to give him a helping hand?  Asks for it,
doesnt he?”

The juniors watched. Bunter’s progress
across the plank. As a matter of fact,
it was quite safe without Hassan holding
him. As another matter of fatt, it was
quite unsafe with Hassan holding him.

In the middlo of the plank, El'ussun
suddenly Hlip;fi:d. /

“Look out!™ gasped Bob.,

- Hassan did not fall from ihe plank
into the diteh. IIe sfumbled, and re-
ganed his footing quite actimlq. But
in doing =0, he released Bunter's arm,
and ot the same time, jerked him
violently to one side.

Bunter staggered on the planl:.

“Ooooogh ! he gurgled.

Splash |

Bunter zat in the ditch.

Luckily, it was not deop. As he sat
" in it, the soft, liguid mud came up only

to his chin.
“0Oh crumbs ™ gnap&d Bob Chevry.
“ Groovoocogh i came from Danter.
¥ Oovogoch ! Wooooooooh 1™ ,
“Oh, sar, what a terrible accident!”
gasped Hassan, *““This lordly gentle-
man has fallen from o plank! Wahvat-

gn-nabi 1™

Perhaps Bunter did not |
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“QGrocogh! Woooh! Help!" shricked
Bunter. *'I'm sinking! I'm drowning!
I'm just going to be nuﬁmteﬁ!
Yarooch [

“Pull him out, Hassan!"
Ha.r{!y Wharton.

“Yes, sar! I pull out this noble lord
with a prompt dospatch!” answered
Hassan obediently.

He knelt en the plank, reached at
Bunter and grasped him firmly by the
back of the collar. With a squeezing,
squelching sound, the fat junior was
drawn up from the clinging mud. He
%lured furicusly at the dragoman as he
t

ragged.

“¥You clumasy fool!” he hooted.

Squelch ! erhaps by accident—or
;_mrhnps not by accident—IHassan let the

at Owl slip again, and Bunter sank into

mizd once more. Reaching after him,
Hassan somehow pushed the top of his
head, and Bunter’s face went under the
mud this time. It ¢ime up smothored,
with the faft junior snorting like a
Erampus.

“Grooogh! You silly, clumsy fool of
i ng ar ¥ spluttered Bunter.

“Oh, sar " gasped Hassan.

“Qoocooch! Groocogh! Gug-gug-ug!
Oh erikey! I'm smothered! 1'm suffo-
cated! I'm chook-chook-chook-choked !
Urrrrgggh :

“This was one sad and lamentabla
accident, sar—"

“Deast! Gimme out ! howled Bunier.
“¥ou elumsy dummy, gimme out! You
silly chump of a nigper—— QOooooght”

nee more Hassan was clumsy, and
Bunter ducked into mud again, He was
a hill of mud when he was pulled up.

Perhaps it dawned upon Bunter that
these lamentable aceidents were likely
he called Has=an
fancy names. Or perhaps the mud made
utterance difficult. Anyhow, this timp
Bunter held his peace l:ﬁii the dragoman
had dragged him on the plank.

Onece there, Bunter scrambled Lack to
the side he had started from. 1In his
resont state Bunter was not inclived
or further exploration of the island of
Philae. Bunter was not a whale on
washing, but even Bunter realised that
he needed a wash now, and necded it
badly, He sguelched ashore, gurgling.

shouted

“Lordly gentleman, you desire that I
help you across a plank one more time "
asked Hassan politely,

“ Beast 1" ﬁasped unter.

“h, sar!

“Blow you!"” roared Bunter.

And he started back to the dahabiyeh,
squelching mud at every step. Hassan
crossed the glank onece more, and re-
joined his lordly gentlemen—who were
g}:mmng. They had a strong suspicion
that Bunter's mud-bath had not been
entirely acoidental. Still, there was fio
doubt that Bunter had ssked for it. So
they went cheerfully on their way, and
explored Philae—what time Billy
Bunter, on the dahabiyeh, was cleaning
off mud.

—_—

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Desert Sheikh !

" HE real, genuine, jolly old
desert '™ snid Bob Cherry,
It was a few days later, and
‘ night lay on the Nile,
High over the great river of Elgygt
soared the moon, shedding silver light
on the rolling river, on the high brown

banks, and on the desert that lay on
eithor side.

The dahabiyeh was tied up to the bank
for the night, many s long mile from
Assuan, and well on the way to the
Becond Cataract. Still a great distanco
ahead of them was Wady Halfa, which
marked the limit of Upper Egvpt,
beyond which lay Nubia and the Sudan.

The spot whera the houseboat was tied
up was a lonely ene.

Hera tho belt of cultivation on either
side of the Nile narrowed. and Upper
Egypt was hardly a mile in width, in-
cluding the river. Ueyond, east and
wost, lay the desert.

It was to the west that Bob Cherry
was looking., over wvast wastes. marked
v lines of low, sandy, and rocky hills,
whero the Libyan Desert stretched away
to the great Sahara.

No glimmer of light was to be scen on
either bank.

The chuma of the Remove scomed to
have Africa to themselyos,
Tae Macner Lispany,.—No, 1,234,
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After supper they had come up to the

upper deck, to look at the desert in the
maanlight, and chat before turning in.
. The silence and solitude of the desert
impressed the minds of the Greyfriars
juniors, as they sat in the deckchairs
and looked away to .he west. Even
Billy Bunter felt a little of the influence
of the calm, still night and the illimit-
able degert, But Bunter did not give such
trifling matters much thought. Neither
was he, for once, sleepy.

Bunter had done uncommonly well at
supper. Mr. Maroudi’s Coptio cook had
produ a wonderful ragout, which all

T ] ronownced rip'fing—md
of which Billy Bunter had had s0 many
helpings that he was feeling a little
uncasy. Billy Bunter's idea was that a
fellow could not have too much of =
good thing—but just now he was fecling
as if a fellow, after all, conld!

“Only a fow days more !” said Frank
Nugent. * Weo shall pet a look at Wady
Halfa, and then we turn back. Any-
body willing to miss the new term at

the juniors had

Groyiriars amd po on to tha Great
Lakos "
Tha juniu‘rs chuckled. There were

"plenty of attractions at the old school,
capecially with the fociball coming on;
but they would have been more than

willing to give the new term a miss and
* Reecp on to the very end of the river of
wonders.

But that was not to be! After reach-
ing Halfa, the dahabiyeh was to turn
back for Assuan, where Sir Heginald
Brooke and Mr. Maroudi were staying.
Mr. Maroudi’s househoat was to
handed back to its owner, snd the old
baronet and his Aock were to take the
train back to Criro, for the return to
Fngland. Only a few days more—but
the cheery chums of Greyfriars were
Eﬂinﬁ' to make the most of them—little

reaming, at that moment, how those
days werc destined to be spent. |

Well, we've had a ripping time,”
said Bob Cherry, * That bounder Kal-
zelos has made it rather exeiting at
times——"

“Wao seem to have seen the last of that
sportsman,” remarked Lord Mauleverer,
“ He secms to have chucked up his stunt
of Fcttin‘ hold of my jolly old scarab.”

“&till got it safe, Mauly?” grinned
Bob.

“(h, vaas!"”

As it was hidden in what was suppozed
to be a perfceily safe place, it had not
oecurred to Lord Mauleverer to look at

it, and so he had not yot missed it!
Mauly and the other fellows supposed
that it was still safe in the ivory box
of ointment in Mauly’s cabin. unter
could have told them differently, had he

liked. But he did not like! The beasts ba

were g to have the shock of their
lives when they missed it.

“1 sup Kalizelos has chucked 1t "
remarked Harry Wharton thoughtfully.
“"He was woundad, you know, when
those American johnmies chipped in to
help us when he Eﬂh hold of us near
Luxor. Well, if he's chucked it, all the
hettar—thcug’h I'd have liked to know
what was the secret of the scarab.”

“Bame here ! assented Bob.
“The samefulness iz terrific!” re-

marked the Nabob of Bhanipur. “It is
a terrific and preposterous mystery 1"

“Grocoooogh !” came from Bunter,

The juniors looked round at him
again, Bunter rose from his chair. Ilo
had doubted whether he had averdono it
at supper. Now he no longer Liad any
doubts: he know that he had.

“Fecling the strain, old fat bean?”
grinned h, “T told you to let that
seventeenth helping alone™

“Tt was only the elevernth, you beast,”
answercd Bunter, “or the twelfth, at the
the most! I haven't had too niuch
supper, and I don't feel at all upset.
I'm not a fellow for stuffing, 1 hope—
like some fellows. I could nome.
think a walk would do me good ™

“Roll round the deck,” said Bob.
“Yon can't go ashore.” )

“1 ean jolly well do exactly as I like,
I supposc ¥* retorted Bunter.

“Look here, you asg—->"

“You fellows afraid to step off the
boat " snecred Bunter. “ Do vou think
that Greek blighter is hiding behind one
of those rocks? It's o lovely night for a
stroll,”

“That's s0,” agreed Bob, with a Flnnﬂn
at the Nile ore. “But—" He
glanced at the captain of the Remove.

Harry Wharton shook his head,

“Nothing doing,” he said. * Mauly's
uncle told us not to go ashore except at
the show places, where there's erowds,
and it's safe. We're bound to play up.”

“The boundfulness is terrific I

“1 say, vou fellows, don’t be such
rotten funks,” said Bunter. “Be moen,

=]

you know, Like me.”
" Cheese it, fathead !
“¥ah!" -
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Billy Buntor
rolled down the
steps to the lower
deak. The gang-
plank was in posi-
tion, from the lowor
deek to the bank.
There was nothing
to prevent Buntor
from walking
ashore, if he liked.
He blinked very
~autiously at the
bank. Bathed in
bright moonlight, it
was almost as light
a3 by day. Bunter
stepped on the
Cangway.

Harry Wharton
called down from
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the upper deck.
“Come back, you

ass |
“Rats " retorted
Bunter indepen-
:;lcut-lav. And  he
rolled across the
; gangway to the
L bank.
o “Who's going to
P14

lug him back by his
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cars ¥ yawned Bob Cherry. ° Bunter,
vou howling ass, cemo back, you frabjous
tathead 1"

ITE“ k”

Billy Bunter strolled along the high
nk. He was only a fow yards from
the juniors on the dahabiyeh, with a
strip of mud and water between. They
frowned at him, and Bunter grinned
back derisively, He put a fat thumb to
his fat little nose and extended s
fingora,

“You silly owl!” roared Johny Bull.

Bunter added his other hand, with the
fingers extended. That disrespectiul
gesture was intended to show lhus con-
tempt for the Greyiriars fellows. The
uffect was rather spoiled, however, by an
orange which b Cherry suddenly
Eh:]z:cd ashoro at the fat and derisive

wl.

Bang !

The orange landed on Bunter's fat
chin. He sot down quite suddenly on
tho bank of the Nile.

Bump |

“ iood shot "

“ Ha, ha, ha|*

“Owl Beast!” roarcd Dunter. Ho
scrambled up and, instead of putting
his fat fingers to his podgy nose again,
he shook a plump fist at the grinning
juniors on the houseoat.

‘Then he walked o1, and & [ringe of
tamarisk bushes hid lum from their
sight.

Beohind the tamarisks, Billy Bunier
sat down on a rock and grinned. His
ides was to give the juniors the impres-
sion that he had walked on, and was,
like Felix, still walking. From his cover,
he could hear the voices on  the
dahabiyeh in the still quiet of tho night.

“Where haa that fat idiot got to?™
ko heard Bob Cherry ask,

Bunter chuckled silently.

“Oh, let him rip!” growled Johnny
Bull. “If he loses himself it won't bo
much losa,”

" Beast 1 murmured Bunter,

“We shall have to go after the fau
chump if he doesn’t show up soon,”™ said
Harry Wharton. *“We'll jolly well kick
him all the way back!”

“ Hear, hear 1*

‘Thud, thud, thud! There was a sud-
den sound of horse’s hoofs on the silent
shore. From an opening in the rocks
at o distance from the bank, an Arab
horseman appearcd suddenly in sight.
In white burnous and turban, with his
dark aquiline face and black eyes glint-

ing in the moonlight, wag o rather
;t‘artimp: figure. The juniors gazed at
177k

A jolly old Arab from the desert!™
said Bob Cherry. “Nice of him to show
up and let us have a squint at him."

“Bismillah !¥ breathed Hassan, the
dragoman.

The dragoman's startled tone drew the
glances of the juniors upon him. Haszsan
stood with his cyes fixed on the horse-
man, who was riding down to the Nile-
bank, and there was something like
fear in his brown face.

“You've seen that Johnny before,
Hassan " asked Bob, L

“It 12 Abdurrahman, the sheikh!™
said Hassan, in a low voice,. "How
dares he ride so near the Nilo. Thoe
soldiers at Wady Halfa would be seck-
ing him if they know—yet he dares to
show himself | Inshallah !*

Tha juniors exchanged rather stariled

glances.
then ¥ asked

“ Who—what is
Harry.

“He is o robber of the desert, sar,”
answered Hassan., “He 15 o sheikh of
the Daggara, and as a boy of fen he
fought mm the Khalifa's unn{ at Omdur-
man, against the groeat Lord Kitcheoer !

“Q0Oh, my hat!?

ha
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% Yes, sar |’ said Hassan obedienily.
Bunter firmly by the back of his collar.

With deoper interest, the juniors
bank. Wild and fierce and savage he
looked, as was natural in one of the
ficree Dervishes whoe had fought under
the Ehalifa, and who, since the re-
conquest of the Sudsn, had preferred
the life of a robber in the desert to
submission to the Angle-Egyptian rule.
It was amazing to see such a man riding
on the banks of the Nile. His life was
forfcit n dozen times over, and it was
only in the trackless, sandy wastes of the
desert that he could find liberty and
mafety. '

“What on oarth is he doing here,
then 7 asked Nugent. :

“That iz on nown fo Allah1” said
the dragoman, but hiz face was troubled
and uneasy.

“I'he horseman clattered down to the
bank. He rode & magnificent black
Barbary horse, which he handled to per-
fection. He came down to the water's
odge with such a rush that the jumors
wondered whether he would pitch head-
long into the Nile. Within two or three
fect of the shore gangway he pulled in
his horse so suddenly that it reared and

awcd the air. There he halted and sat
Ela horso motionless as a_statue, in
startling contrast to his swift activity
of a moment before,

* What on earth does he want here?”
muttered W .

Hassan breathed hard and deep.

“ Gentlemanly !urdsﬁ I will draw in the
gangway,” he g It will be wise to
push off and cross to the castern bank of
the Nila ¥,

“ O, my hat 1 aiaul;l_latud Bob Cherry. -

¥ ¥ou don't thin

h"Whura the BSheikh Abdurrahman
rides, his followors ride,” said the drago-
man. *“It has never been known g{.‘.?t
the robbera of the desert to ride to the

=) =y
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“ 1 pull out this noble lord with a prompt despatch ! ' He bent down, and grasped
With a squeezing, squelching sound, the fat junior was drawn up from the clinging

mud.

Nile—but Abdurrahman is here! What
this may mean I do not know, my nolile
sars, but I have great fear that we arve
in what you call, in English, a quecr
streat.”

e P}mw Es:r

The juniors were startled now. It
seemed.incredible that wild Arabs from
the Libvan Desert could have any design
of attacking a holiday houseboat on the
Nile. Yot what else could the wild
sheikh's presence portend—for, unless
for some very specizl reason, the desert
robber wuulg never have ventured to
ride within fifty miles of the Nile. Bir
Reginald Brooke had impressed on the
juniors never to leave the dahabiyeh
oxcept at well-known stopping-places.
But he had never dreamed of danger
to them on the houseboat itself—and
such a thooght had never crossed thoe
minds of the juniors. But they had to
think of it now—as they watched the
dark-faced ruffian from the desert,
sitting his horse on the bank.

“The sooner we get to the other bhank
the better, I think ¥ muttered Nugent,
“I that fellow’s got a gang with him
like himself—"

“That fool PBunter!”  breathed
Wharton. “We can’t leave him behind
~—oh, the silly fathead 1™

“ Look " breathed Bob,

Hassan had gone down to the lower
deck. But as he approached the gang-
Elﬂ.ﬂl[, the horseman drew a long-

arrelled, silver-mounted pistol from his
girdle, and lifted it. Over the levelled
weapon, he shouted to the dragoman
in Arabie.

“Wahyat-en-nabi
and his g
fear.

Ho returned to the upper deck without

gasped Hassan,
rown face was almost groy with

touching Lhe pangway and without call-
ing the crew te pole off, The juniois
looked at him.

“What did the man say?" asked
Huorry quictly.

“0Oh, my noble sar!” said Hassan,
“he say we stay here in this place, or
he shoot! No one can dare to disobey
the Sheikh Abdurrabman—he has taken
many lives| Alas, noble sars, we arc in
ona queer streeg !

Wharton set his lips.

“That means that that scoundrel has
ridden ahead to keer us here while his
men come up, you fellows ™ he said.

“Looks like 11"

“We'd chauce his pistol and sheer off—
only—that fool, Bunter—"

The juniors stared along the bank for

Bunter. Tha::ia had seen nothing of Liu
since he hod disasppeared behind tlwe
tamarisks. Whether he was near at

hand, or far away, they did not know,
And they were not likely to see any-
thing of him now. :

The sight of the wild Arab horseman
had caused Billy Bunter's eyes almost to
pop through his spectacles, and his fut
heart to guake with terror. He could

not get back to the dahabiyeh without

ing the savage horseman, who was
glted close to the gang-plank. Wild
horses would hard ave dragged
Bunter into view whils the savage Aral
was there,

He squatted in the thickness of the
clump of tamarisks, palpitating with
tarror, only anxious to keep out of sight.
And from the shadowy rocks farther
back from the river there came a soul
of many hoofs, a glancing of turbans
and burnounses in the mnﬁﬁhght, a
squesling of camels. A bunch of dark.
faced ridors came in sight on the bauk,

~ (Continued on page 16.)
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and among them was a man with an
olive-skinned face—a face that the Grey-
friars juniors knew only too well.

It was Konstantinos Nalizelos !

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
e ALTIZELO=S "
K Hll.rl‘:,' Wharien brooathed
The juniors understood now,

It was iheir encmy, the relentless
riding down to'theé Nile with the desert
robbers.

The reis and the Nubian crew were
up now. They sfood in a startled crowd,

Mationless as g4 statue the Sheikh
Abdurrahman sat s black Buarbavy
hand. But when Moussa made o move-
ment towards the gang-plank the pistol
BTaln,

It was long sinee they had scen any-
to think that the Greek had given up
tho quest of the Golden Scarab. ™ But it
biding his time.

Evidently the dahabiyelr had been
the Greek had picked time and place
for an attack. TFugitive as he was, he
had hired Abdurrahman and his gung of
desert robbers.
hardly have ventured on a raid on the
Nile shora, =o far from his den in the
being cut off by the Egyptian soldiers at
WELﬁ’ Halfo. Many cyes must have
coming would spread swiftly. The days
of dervish raids were long over. In a
from Wady Halfa, mounted moen from
a dozen posts on the Nile, would be
was not a raid on Nile uillaf‘ns and
plantations. The savage troop had one
frinrs schoolboys understood that quite
well, The Greck had planned a swift
dahabiyeh, and a swift ride back into
the remote wilderness. Only swiftness

In the Hands of the Enemy !
the name.

sceker of the Golden Scaralb, who  was

Ay hat ! myrmred Bob Cherry,
staring at the mien on the bank.
horse, the long-barrclled pistol in his
was raised, and the reis stepped back
thing of Kahzelos, and they had begun
was ¢lear now that he had been only
watched on its way up the river, and
had plenty of moncy, and “ backsheesh ™

Even the desperate dervish would
recesses of the desert, at the rizk of
seen the savage troop, and news of their
few hours at the most the Camel Corps
riding to intercopt the desert troop. It
ohiject, and one object only. The Grey-
ride from the descrt, the scizing of the
could spoll success, and even minutes

might make the differcnee between
suceess and failure.
Abdurrahman had dashed ahead on

his swilt horse to make sure that the
dahabiyeh did not push off from the
batk before the tourists conld take the
alarm at the sight of the desert troop.
Bitting his black horse, pisto! in hand,
he kept guard while the rest of the
gang canie upx
Tae Maguer Lasniny.~—No, 1,284

- Cleopatra were not thinking of it,

There was a scared murmur from the
Nubian sailors on the lower deck. "They

. watched the Arabs with terrified cyes.

59 .;.

Bared scimitars -gleamed in the hands

%% of the dusky ruffians riding down to join

their chief. Tt was searcely possible io
think of resistance, and the erew of the
With
a olattor and o jiegle and a squealing
of enmels the Arabs came on, and-the
juniors on the upper deck caught the
trivmphant grin on the olive-skinned

face of Konstantinos Kalizelos. The
Ureek had won at last!
Harry Wharton set h IE_]IFE. o
“We've got to chance it,” he said in

a low voice. ““We can pick Bunter up
later. He will have sense enough to
keep out of sight when he seces that
gang. We've got to get the dahabiyeh
away bofore that gang can get om
board.”

“And there's no time to lose,
Bob., *Come on.”

“Q0h, lordly gentlemen.”  gasped
ITassan, * your noble lives will be taken!
The sheikh will shoot with a fiﬁt{ll——-"

“Tell the men to push off, Hassan, at
ance

“0h, sar, under the eves of Abdurral.
man they will not dare——"

*Come on!” snapped Wharton.

Ho ran down to the lower deck,
followed by his comrades. He caught
Moussa, the reis, by the arm.

“Push off from the bank at onece!™ he
exclaimed.

Moussa made a gesture towards the
savage sheikh.

“Effend:, it 13 death!™ Lo said.

“Get hold of the poles, vou nen,”
said Harry. :

He ran to the side, one of the sailovs’
poles in hizs hands.

The man on the black horse raised his
pistol, his eyes scintillating over it
the moonlight. He aimed it at
Wharton. )

“Unbeheving Faringhee,” he said in
a deep voice. “Stand back !

Upheeding the Arab, Wharton drove
the pole at the steep bank. There was
a flash in the Arab's cyes, and he pulled
the trigger. Bob Cherry grasped
Wharton by the shoulder and dragged
him back. It was only in time; the
hullet erashed in the dock a foot from
the captain of the Greyfrinrs Remove,
and the roport of the pistol roared and
cchoed along the Nile.

*Chuck it, old man!” muttered Bob.
% Nothing doing [

The sheikh had drawn a scecond pistol
from his girdla. He raizsed it, aiming at
the group of Greviriars juniurs.

Wharton dropped the pole.

His face was pale with anger, and his
teeth set. But he realised that, as Bob
said, there was ‘nothing doing. The
juniors were unarmed, and at the mercy
of a ruthless ruffian with fircarms in his
hands. Almost incredible as it might
hove seeimed, thore was no doubt that
the dervish would have shot them down
like rabbits if they had attempted to
push off.

“Lordly sars,” groaned Hassan, who
had followed the juniors down, “do not
anger that terriblo man—it is death I”

“1f a fellow had a chance—"" mut-
tered Johnny Bull, between his tecth.

“The chancefulness is not great,” said
Hurree Jamset Ram Bingh, shaking his
head. " Weo must bear 1t grinfully.”

“"Can't be helped,” said Lord Maule-
verer., ““It's the scarab that rotier is
after; that's all they want! Kalizelos
has got us this time! But who the
dooce would have thought it "

With a trampling of hoofs the Arab
gang reached the bank. ¢re Wero

" anidd
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more than o score of the desert riders,
and some of them were leading spare
camels, Kalizelos dropped from his
camel and came on the gang-plank,
Behind him followed Hamea and Yusscf,
Abdurrahman and his men remained on
the bank.

Kalizeloz stepped on the deck of tho
tlahabiyeh. _

He gave the juniors a mocking salufe.

“Weo meet again, my lord ! ha said.

“Yoas,” assented Lord Maulevercr
placidly. “Yon've got a rotten way of
turnin’ up  like a  bad penny, Mr.
Kalizeloe. Can't gay I'm pleased to sce
vou.”

“Do not think of resistance,” =aid the
Crock quietly. I have hired Abdurrah-
man and his men at o great®price to
give their aid, and resistance is useless.
They will remain en tho bank unless I
call them here; buk I warn you that if
those savage robbers aro once let loosc
on the dahabiyveh, and blood is shed,
they are not likely to leave o man
alive.”

Looking at the dark, savage faces on
the bank the juniors could quite believe
it.

“ive mo the searab!” continned
Kaolizelos, “Give me what I seek, amd
I will ride away with my men and you
will sce ug no more. You may go peace-
ahly to your beds as safe as ony other
tourists on the Nile. Butb lose no tfimo;
I have not even seconds to waste:”

The Famous Five stood silent. ]

It was useless to attempt a fuibile
resistance, which would only have been
the signal for a massacre.

“¥ou hear me, Lord Mauleverer "

“Yaas"

“Give me tho scarab !

ﬂ:HntE :Jll

“Is it on board the dahabiyeh ™

“Find out!”

The Greek’s black eyes glittered.

He spoke in Arabic to Yussef and
Hamza, and the two Arabs approached
Lord Mauleverer. Swiftly they searched
the schoolboy earl; Mauleverer submit-
ting to the search with cheerful
cquanimity, as there was no help for
it. Then cach of the juniors was
searched in his turn,

The Greck stood biting his lips with
impatience. With equal impatience the
Arabs on the bank waited and watched.

Every man in the gang was anxious to
get finished and ride; every moment on
the banks of the Iile was fraught with
peril for them. Probably a hundred
startled fellahin had seen the wild
riders as they came, and were already
carrying the news of their coming to tho
military posts along the river. The
raiders could not get through too
swiftly,

The Greyfriars fellows wera well aware
of that. Every moment there was a
chance of help appearing in sight, and
every moment that their cnemy lost was
1 pain to them.

Kalizelos muttered in Arabic again
and hurried below, followed by Yussef
and Hamzs. The juniors heard them
searching in Mauleverer's cabin.

They waited.

The hiding-place of the Golden Scaral
in the box of cintment was a safe one,
and the juniors belioved that it was still
thore, If the Greek found it he was not
likely to find it in a hurry.

Kalizelos came back to the deck,
lcaving his confederates still searching
in the cabin. His olive face was pale
with rage. P L

“The soarab is hidden?” he said in &
low, hissing voice,

“ Yaas,” assontod Lord Mauleverer.

“Will you tell me where it is hidden
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“Nol”

“¥You would like to delay ma till the
soldiers arrive from Wady Halfa!”
said tho Greek bitterly, * But you will
not succeed, my lord. I have no time
to search the dahabiyeh for s secret
hiding-place. Neither would Abdurfah-
man and his men consent to wait so
long; thoy are alrendy impatient to
be gono. We shall ride—and you will
ride with us! The old man Brooke will
fﬂfﬂ the scarab for %'r.:mr lives and your
iberty. Let him refuse, and the crows
of the Libyan Desert will pick your
bones.™

He snarled out the words.

“Here, at any moment, rescue may
come,” he said. “Bub do you dream
that reseue will follow when we have
ridden at great speed into the heart
of the desert? Do you fancy that the
soldiers will track down Abdurrahman,
who has defied the Egyvptian Govern-
ment for thirty years? Do you think
that ihe sands of the desert will leave
a track to be followed? Fool, while
there is yet time, give me tho scarab !”

Lord Manloverer yawned.

“Answer me, fool!” snarled the
Groek,

“T've answered vyou, old Dbean,”

drawlad Lord Mauleverer. *If you want
that jolly old searsh, look for it and
find 1it.™

“Bind them ! snarled the Greek, in
Arabic.

Hamza and Yussef proceeded to bind
tha hands of the Greyiriars fellows
behind their backs. Hassan's hands
wera bound, also.

Mounssa and the Nuobian sailors looked
on in silence. They could not help.

It nceded only a call from the Greek
to bring the wild crew of desert robbers
on the dehabiyeh, scimitar in hand.
With their hands bound, the six school-
boys and tho dragoman wers hustled
to the side. There was a thoughtful
cxpression on Lord Mauleverer's foce,
but he uttered no word till the twe
Arabs began to drive the prisoners
across the gangway to the bank. Then
%h& schoolboy earl broke his silence at
ast.

“Hold on a tick, Mr. Kalizelos!* he
drawled.

The Greek signed to tho Arabs to
stop and turned ecager eyes on Maule-
vorer.

“Bpeak " he snapped.

Lord Maunleverer looked up and down
the bank of the Nile in the bright. clear
moonlight. But if help was coming it
was not in sight. Harry Wharton & Co,
understood what was in Mauly's mind.
He had delayed matters as long as he
could in the hope of help coming. Ha
had hoped that a long search on the
dahabiyeh would delay the enemy still
more, and give time for resous to
arrive. But Greck was too cunning
for that, and there was nothing more
to be done.

Mr.

“Look here, Kalizelos,” =aid
Lord Maulaverer quietly,. “This is
between you and me. May I ask you
to leave my friends out of 1t7""

“Fool "

“Bhut up, Mauly!” growled Johnny
Bull. “You're not going to let them
have the scarab, & can stand it if
you can.”

“Not a word, Mauly ! said Harry.

Lord Mauleverer shook his head.

17

“The game's up, old beans,” he said
quietly. *“If that brute had got us
away that time near Luzor thera was a
chanee of resoue, But there’s no chance
heral A day's ride from here will
take us into the 8ahara! I'd stand it
on my own, but I c¢an’t sec you men
landed in it 1"

“ Fathead !” growled Bob Cherry.

“My esteemed idiotic Meuly——"

“Nuff said!” interrupted Lord
Mauleverer., “The old bean’s got us
Iry the short hairs, I brought you
fellows out to Egypt for a hohday, not
to get you kidnepped in the desert.
Kahzelos, old thing, tell your thieves
to fetch up an ivory box from my dress-
mg—tahle.

The Greck's black eyes snapped.

He ran below, and eame back almost
in & moment, wih the ivery box of
ointment in his dosky hand.

“This? he explained.

Lord Mauleverer nodded.

“Yaas."

“It iz here "

“Yans."

a blaze in his cyes, hia olives
skinned face irradisted with triumph,
the Greek scooped the ommtment out of
the box. Harry Wharton & Co.
watched him in grim silence, Hasszan,
the dragoman, in great relief. For his
awn sake, Lord Manlaverer would not
have yielded:; to sava his comrades he
waeg giving up the Golden Bearab, at
last, into the greedy hands of the Greck,
But there was a surprise in store for
the Greek, and for the Greyfriars
juniors.

The ointment that had hidden the

(Continued on next page.)
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scarab in- the .ivory box was scooped
out. But thero was no glitter of gold

in the moondight. The box was empty |
The zcarab was goan!

ik i pegamm.

THE NINTH CHAFPTER.
The Ride in the Desert!

1 ONE "
G Lord Mauloverer uttered the
word, in tones of blank

astonishment.

The Famous Five starcd. :

Hassan gave o groan of disappoint-
ment.

The olive face of Kalizelos worked
with rage. He hoatled the ivory box
on the deck with a crash that broke
it into & score of picces, He turned
to Lopd Mauleverer, convulsed with

ury.

“Fool, you would trick me, o wasto
time!" he hissed. *Do you think that
the soldiers from Wady Halia are
already on théic way, liar and fool?”

Mauleverer compressed his lips.

“The scarab was thero!" he said.

"It iz falso !

7 suppose a rascal like you wouldn't
undorstand that a fellow would not tell
lies;” remarked Lord Mauleverer
reflcetively.

“YWhere i the scarab?” hissed tho
Greek.

“Agk mo another!''

“What tha thump can have become
of it!" oxclaimed Bob Cherry m
wonder, It was in that box, packed
under the ointment "'

“Laoks as if somebody spotted it and
pinched it,” said Mauleverer. *“I'm
sorry for this, you chaps! I'd have let
them hoave it, like a shot, to save you
from his clutches. Now there's nothin’
doin’, unless that cheery old bean will
take my word for it that I don't know
what has becomo of the scarab.”

“Am I a child, to be deceived by
a trick?™ said the Greek hoarsely.
“For the last time, Lord Mauleverer,
will von give up the searab?®'”

“Can't 1*

“Whera is it?" hissed Kalizelos.

“Haven't the foggiest.”

“Enough' "

The Greok snarled an  order in
Arabic, and Yussef and Hamza drove
the juniors across the gangway to the
bank. As they stumbled on the shore
Hassan turned hiz oyes imploringly on
Lord Mauleverer.

“0Oh, noble sar " he greoaned, “I beg
¥ou in the name of the Prophet, to give
up the scarab to this Greek. What is
the value of such a trifle, lordly sar,
to your noble lordship? Theze men are
ficeco as the lions. and all eur lives aro
worth nothing in the desert of Libya.”

Mauleverer glanced at him,

“Didn’t you hear me tell the old bean
that I haven't the fogmiest idea where
the jolly old scarab is, Hassan?”

“Oh, sar! Think wyoet once more,
noble sar, before you anger  these
terrible men. T, Hassan, the son of
Suleiman, have told many lies, sar, but
I would not daroe to lio to these men.”

“Oh gad " said Mauloverer.

“You silly dummr.” growled Doh
Cherry., “The scarab's gbmn taken.
Nobady here knows where it is

“Lorcdly sar, I swear that the tellin
of lios to these men i3 useless,” 11173'{:*5
Haszsan. *There is vot time to speak
the truth my nobe lord, and save us
all from knock into a cock hat, as you
say in tho English language.”

Evidently Hazzan, no more than the
Greck, believed that the scarab was
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lgst. Lywng was the dragoman's usual
resource in a8 difficulty, and it did not
ever cceur to his Ornental mind that
the Faringhees might be more por-
tioilar in such matters, Maule-
vaeror shru his shoulders and walked
up- the bank, snd the unhappy son of
Sulciman groaned in despair,

No time was lost nmow, The Grock
anid every lawless ruffian in his gang
was in a state of trepidetibn, casting
uneasy glances wp end down and across
the giver in the bright moonlight,
Already the delay had endangered the
retreat of the gang of desert robbors.

The schoolboys and the dr an
woere hoisted on the spare camels and
the whole party turned from the Nile.
Bound on the camels, the prisoners rodo
Ewa-ggfrum the river, in the midst of tho
Arabs, Abdurrahman leading the way
on his black Barbary horse.

From the dahabiyeh the reis and tho
Nubian sailors btared after them., And
from tho clump of tamarisks on the
bank, where he lay hidden, in mortal
:grmr,h Eiﬂ:.lr:| . Bunter ]w&tchﬁ! thnnd'l

rough his big spectacles, and gaspe
with relief when the shadows of the
doesert  swallowed them from sight.
Billy Bunter, no doubt, was concerned
for his schoolfellows, but there was

still lees doubt that he was more deoply the

concorned for himsolf |

With a rapid beat of hmfa_-, the park
rode away from the river. The aheilpﬁ
g'thé:ed i advance, and after him
thundered the carnels, driven to speed
by blows snd cries from theic riders.

Every man was glancing to right and
left as he rode. Abdurrahmaon and his
men well knew that such a raid was
o desperate onc, and the delay on the
dahabiveh bad added to their danger.
They feared every moment to  see
armed riders start into view in the
moonlight,

Eagerly the Greyfriars juniors looked
back as they rocked and bumped along
on the tall, swaying camels. What the
desert robbers feared, was what the
prizoners hoped,

There was a sudden shout from one of
the robbers. It was echoed by others,
a3 ho pointed to the south.” In the
glimmering moonlight a camel-rider
appcared in sight, and therec was a
%enm of a carbine-barrel in the light of
N That's i Idier I b

That's a gi soldier I'* breath
Bob Cherry. 2B ed

The Sheikh Abdurrahman shouted to
uig followers. The ride, or rather the
Hight, had been swift before: now it
was doubly swift. With fierce and
savage blows and hoarse yells, the desert
robbers drove the swaying camels on-
ward, and it seemed to the juniors that
they were rushing through the night at
almost the speed of an express train,

way lay through a defile in a range
of low sandy hills; and looking back
now, they could see the Nile no ?ﬂﬂgnr
and the camel-rider they had g‘limpsed
for a moment had vanished.

“They're after us, anylow
Johnny Bull. |

Thud, thud, thud, thundered the gal-
lnﬂng hoots.

ieyond  the low, sandy hills lay a
plain of sand, across which the riders
tore at their fastest speed. Then they
rode through a defile in rocky hills
again, still kecping up the desperate
pace. Apain and again, they passed
through rangcs of low hills, clattering
among dark limestone lders—again
and again, vast stretches of sand flashed
under the thudding hoofs. Hour after
hour passed, and still the wild ride went
on without o pause.

And the hopes of the Greyiriars
fcllows died away. They had no doubt

LB
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that the news of the raid had spread;
that mounted men would be seeking the
Arab raiders up and down the Nile and
across the western desert, But the sand
and rocks lelf no trace of the fecing
robbers; and once in the illimitable
spaces of the desert, pursnit was a
practical impossibility.

For hundrede of miles the esert
stretched, sandy, barren, uninhabited;
with only the eyes of the birds of p:r?'
te watch the wild riders as they passed.
Search for the prisoners, when they had
vanished inte the desert, was like a
search for a needle in a haystack—a
very small needle in o very large hay-
stack., The Greek had won at last.
There had been a chance that rescue
might come, while the raiders were still
in the valley of the Nile; but that
chanee had foiled. There was no hope
oW,

No hope—and the juniors realised it.

, long miles lay between them atd
the NMNile now, The bright moonlight
showed them only barrem stretches of
gand, and ranges of rocky hills. And
still the ecamels thundered on, while
the night grew older and the moonlight
gave placa to dawn,

Weary, aching from tnhe jolting and
bumping of the camels, with tired eyes,
eyfriars juniors watched the sun
rvise on the desort, The rays of the
I'iﬂ!'lg' Eum E'I.'E!',], OVer  IMmDienso
solitirdes. The pace was slower now:
oven the hardy Baggara camels were
growing fatigued; and the juniors
could sec, too, that the raiders had now
little or no foar of pursuit. But the
ride =till went on, farther ond facther
into the trackless wastes.

It was like some terrible nightmare to
the Greyfriars juniors. Only a few
hours age they had been chatting in
the deckchairs in the dahabiyeh, in
fancied sccurity, discussing the new
term at Greyfrisrs. From civilisation
they had fallen, at one fell swoop, into
primitive barbarism. Houschoats and
the Nile, pguides and donkey-boys,
temples and tombs of past ages, had
given place to the desert—ihe raw and
savage desert, where life was held choap,
where savage men roamed as fierce and
untamed as in the earliest ages of the
world.

Through a long and weary morning
the ride went on, more slowly, but with-
ottt a halt until the heat of noonday
approached. Then eoven the hardy
robbers of the Libyan Desert were
weary. They halted ot last, in the midst
of a stone-strewn, sandy plain, at a
epot where & group of serubby acacias
grew, the only vegetation within reach
of the eyo. Ewvidently thore wos a
spring at the spot, and water was to
be found, known to the desert riders
The camel: laid down to rest, and the
prisoners were unbound from the
humps on which thiey had swayed and
jolted so long and so wearily, Their
ands were relensed also; and they were
given dry dhurra bread and brackish
watoer. They ate and drank mwechani-
callv, almost too fatigued to stir. The
Grook came over to them with his blavk
eyves smouldering.

“No you dream that we may be fol-
lowed and that you may be tound by
vour friends " he asked.

“Doesn’'t look a healthy <hapee!™
said Lord Mauleverer.

“The Golden Scarab will be your
ransom | I will give you pen and paper
and you shall write fo the old man
Brooke, at Assuan. The dragoman will
carry your message !”

Lord Mauleverer made no answer.

“1 know you, my lord!” said the
Greek bitterly, “You would perish
here in_the desert before you would
vieldl] I know you! That 15 why I
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Quaking with terror at the sight of the wild Arab horseman, Bunter squatted in the thickness of the clump of tamarisks,
anxious lo keep out of sight. From the shadowy desert farther back, a bunch of dark-faced riders came In sight, riding fast

have brought your friends to die with
you if you do not vield! Do you dream
that I will show them mercy ¥

“You don’t look it,” eaid Mauleverar.

“"To save them, if not to save yvourself,
will you write to the old man Brooke?
Only the scarab will ransom wyou.”

“I've told youw,'' said Mauleverer
calmly, “that I know nothin' of the
scarab. It was hidden in the ivory box;
and someone must have taken it, as it
was not found there. If you want the
scarab, you must ind who has taken it

_“Fool I" hissed the Greek. “Will you
lie to me, when your life and the lives
of your friends hang upon a thread {*

Maouleverer shrugged his shoulders.

*“As you will, my lord I" snarled the
Greek. “I can ord to wait! You
will not eaca:fe from my handzs! I leave
you unbound—attempt to escape if you
choosa!1” He waved his hand at the
vast desert. “Leave this camp, and do
you think you could find your path back
to the Nile? Do you not know that you
would perish of thirst in the sands?

Yet L will warn you that if you take a
stﬁp beyond the camp the Arabs will
ride you down and zpear you. Take
thought, my lord—I can afford to wait!
Either the Golden Bcarab shall be

laced in my hands, or you and your

rienda die in the desert! Dream of
escape  and rescus if you choose—
vou will soon come to your senses [

The CGreck swung away.

The Greyiriars fellows exchanged
glances, ]

*Looks as if we'ro booked ! said Bob
dismally.

“1I'm sorry for this, you fellows I gaid
Mauleverer in a low voice,

“ Not your fault, fathead !’

“I'd give the scarab like a shot to

for the dahabiyeh !

see you fellows clear! You know that,
don’t youl”

“But what the dickens has become of
it 7" zaid Bob.

“Goodness knows! Somebody on the
dahabiych must have spotted where it
was hidden and pinched it. Can't expect
Kalizeloa to believe that, though—he's
not & trustful sort of johnny.”

“Well, we're for it,” said Harry
Wharton quictly. “We've got to keep
a stiff upper hp and seo 1t through!
Never say die! I'm glad Bunter’s out

of it.”
“Oh, sar!” mumbled Hassan. “If
ou will write a writing to the noble

ord Brooke, I, Hassan, the son of
Suleiman, will earry it to Assuan—and
surely you will not lose so many lives
for a scarabi”

The juniors made no reply to that,
They stretched themselves on the hard
ground under the acacias and slept the
sleep of utter weariness.

Sl

THE TENTH CHAPTER.

All Right for Bunter !
‘O

H lor’!” groaned Billy Bunter,
_He mopped the perspira-
tion from his streaming brow.
Bunter's little fat legs were

almost drnpé:ing_- off with fatigna. DBut
he plugged desperately on in the blazing
sunshine,

. Bunter had watched the desert raiders
ride away with the prisoners; thankiul
to see them go, thankful that he had
not been on board the dahabiyeh when
they came. Not till the wild riders had
vanished did the fat junior venture to
crawl out of the clump of tamarisks.

Then he did not return to the daha-
biyeh. Thero was no safety on the
houseboat of Mr. Maroudi. Bunter did
not know whether the raiders might
return—he did not even know whether
any of them might have remained on
board. He turned his face to the north
following the course of the Nile, and
tramped away as fast ns his fat leps
could move, only anxious to get out of
the danger-zone.

Mile after mile the fat Owl tramped
on, guided by the river till the night
was gone and the new day came. He
might have obtained help at more than
cne village along the Nilo; but at the
alght of a turban or a tarboosh, the
fat junior dodged, palpitating, out of
sight, dreading an cnemy. I'gle Was B
little comforted when daylight came;
but his fat legs wers E.Ef:iﬂ » and he

vaned and grunted as he plugged on.

ow man¥ miles he had mv.-e;::ﬁ he did
not know; but he knew that he was
now at a great distance from the daha-
biyeh, and there had been no pursuit,
Apparently, the Greek, whom he had
seen among the raiders, had not given
him a thought, and had forgotten his
fat existence; and for onee, Billy
Bunter was gi&d to ba forgotten.

The sun rose higher, and Buntor's [at
brow streamed, and his fat legs ached
as he tramped down tha rolling Nile.
Flesh and blood could stand no more,
and Billy Bunter came to a halt at last.

His first thought had been simply to
escape and get out of danger of sharing
the fate ﬂf the Greyiriors party.

But as his terrors diminished, thoe fat
Owl ccased to think wholly of himself,
and gave a thought or two to the fellows

Tre Maicner Lierary.—INo. 1,204,
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who had been carried off into the Libyan
Dasert. .

He bhad to get help somebhow, BSir
Reginald Brooke was at Assuan, waiting
for the return of the dababiyeh there,
and Mauly's uncle was the man to take
the metter in hand. Bunter did not
know %ow far he was from Assuan, but
he knew that it was many miles.

His fat little legs could earry him no
farther, and he stopped under the shade
sf u date-palm, and grunted and
groaned.

Every dark face on the Nile-shore was,
to Bunter’s terrificd mind, an encmy or
a possible enemy. A dozen times, ai
least, he had dodged out of the sight of
a harmless fellahin.

But the sight of a fruit-boat on the
Nile was reassuring. A felucca, with a
carge of fruit aboard, rowed by six
hra.wn; brown mon, was coming down
the river, and appeared in ﬁunter‘a
sight as he stood panting under the
palm., Evern Bunter could nof fear that
the mnatives on tha boat had any con-
nection with the Sheikh Abdurrahman’s
gang of desert robbers.

He waved o fat hand and shouted to
the boatmen.

Brown faces turned towards him in-
quiringly.

“Hi!"” roarcd Bunter. “Btop! Give
mo a lift to Assuan! Hil!”

The rowers slowed down, still staring.
and talking to one another in rather
excited tones. The boat pulled in to the
bank at last.

Two or threa of the natives spoke to
Bunter. but it was in a language of
which he did not understand a word.
But with gestures they invited him on
board the felueea, and he plumped down
1mto a seat with a gasp of relief.

“Assuan |” he gasped, pointing down
the river.

The answer was in Arabie, but the
brown men bent to their oars again and
rowed on.

The felucca was slow, but 1t was ten
times as fast as Bunter's tired, fat legs
could have carried him op. Six long,
heavy cars pulled steadily, and the
heavy craft rolled on its way. The
rowers gavo the fat junior many curious
looks as he sat and mopped his per-
spiring face, gasping for breath, and

abbed at flies. Obviously, they were
interested in him,

1t securred to Bunter at last that they
knew what had happened on the
dahabiyeh, and guessed that he was ono
of the party of Faringhees that had been
attacked by the riders from the desert.

Ho realised that the reis, and the
Nubian crow, would have spread the
news of the outrage long before this,
and that it must have run like wildfire
up and down tha Nile.

Buch news was certain to cause &
sensation, and to spread far and wide,
and Bunter realised, too, that most
likely it had already reached Assunan.
It was more than probable that Sirc
Roginald Brooke had already heard it,

Eﬁmvly_. but steadily, the feluces pulled
on down the Nile, under the blaze of the
Egyptian sun.

Chug-chug-chug-chug !

It was an hour laler that Dunler
heard, without heeding, the chugging
of a motor-boat on the river,

The motor-boat was coming up from
the direction of Assuan and the Nile
Dam. DBunter pave it a blink through
his big spectacles, without interest, Ile
had a glimpse of a white man’s facc
looking towards him. and caught the
gleam of an oveglass in the sunlight.

There was o shout, and the felucea’s
crew ceased to row, and the motor-hoat
ran down on them. Bunter gave a velp.

JACK of all
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“Get on! Get on, 1 tell you! Get
on to Assuan, you dummiea! I jolly
well won't pay you anything if you éllun't.
hurry I

TiBunm IJI

The fat junior gave a jump. It was
the voice of Sir Reginald Brooke, call-
ing to him from the motor-boat.

Bunter blinked round in amazement,
Beside the tall baronet stood the
Elump figure of Mr. Hilmi Maroudi of
airo, oth were staring at Bunter,
evidently astonished to see him in the
felucca coming down the Nile.

“Oh!"” gasped Bunter.

Mr. Maroudi spoke to the felucea's
crew in Arabic, and the fruit-boat
ranged alongside the motor-craft. Sir
Reginald stretched out a hand to the fat
junior and helped him on board. A

andful of plastres wore tossed to the
brown men in the falucca, and they
rowed on down the river.

The motor-boat immediately resumed
its way up the Nile. Billy Bunter stoocl
and gasped and mopped his brow, and
blinked at Mauly's unele throngh his
big spectacles.

He could sce the lines of deep anxiety
in Sir Reginald's face, and guessed that
the old baronet had already heard the
news; indeed, he could guess, further,
that 1t was the news of the raid that
had brought Sir Reginald and his
Egvptian friend up the Nile from
Assuan that morning.

“Take courage, my-dear friend,” said
Mr. Maroudi, i his low, pleasant voice.
“This iz one of the bLove who has
ecscaped—perhaps the others——'

“Bunter! Where 18 my nephew?”
agsked Bir Reginald, speaking gquietly,
but with a shake in his voico.

“Thoy've got him!” gasped Dunter.

“Who ? spapped Sir Reginald.

“That beast Kalizelos—"

“You are sure it was the Greck "

“T saw him ! groaned Bunter. ™ That
Greck wvillain, and & swarm of awful
Arabs—horrible-looking, savage beasts
they—"

“News has reached Assuan of the
attack on the dahsbiyeh,” said Sic
Reginald, in the same guict tone, “"We
have heard, so far, that a number of
desert robbers attacked the houszchoat
and took away tho schoolboys. We sup-
posed that all had been taken—vet you
ara_heroe—" i

“T was ashore,” explained DBunier.
“I'd gone for a walk on the bank, and
I jolly well kept out of sight when I
saw them."

“"That was fortunate,
friend !" said Mr. Maroudi.

“Yes—just luck !” gasped Dunter.
“But for that, I should be with them
now—ijolly lucky I was on shore! Ir
couldn't hove happened better, veally |
I might have been in the hands of those

my  young

awful villains, along with the other
G}! aps ! ¥¥
Mr. Maroudi gave him a rather

curious look, and Sir Reginald Erooke
emitted a snort. Perhaps both the
gentlamen considered that Billy Bunter
might have evinced some desire to sharoe
the fate of the party, to sink or swim
together. Such an idea as that was cer-
tainly not likely to eccur to the fat mind
of William George Bunter. He was
sorry for the othor fellows—but deeply
thankful that he was not in their com-
pany. Matters were bad enough—but
they might have been worse!

* Then my nephew and his friends are
all prisoners?” asked the old baronet.

“All but me!” said Bunter.

Another snort from Sir Reginald,
which might have implied that he did
not count the fat Owl among his
nephew’s friends. Bunter wondercd what
the old donkey was snorting for.
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“You saw them taken away [’ asked
Mr. Maroudi,

“Yes—tied on camels,” said Bunter.
" Kalizelos was thero, and those two
Arab beasts Yussef and Hamza, and a
crowd of savage brutes—>"

“1 capnot understand it,” said Sir
Roginald. “The attack can only have
been caused by that scoundre]l Kalizelos’
desira {o possess the Golden Scarab. My
nephew would never have submitted on
his own account, but I should have ex-
pected him to give the scoundrel what-
ever he asked, to save his friends from
savago enemics—"

Bunter gpave a start.

“Oh erikey I he ejaculated. i

Sir Reginald stared at him, with «
frown.

*They cannot have seized the scarab.”
went on the old baronet. “ That is all
that the Greek desired. I am convineed
that he would have been willing to leave
tha party alone, had he gained what he
wanted., No doubt it was safely con-
cealed, and my nepbhew refused to reveal
it. Yet, to save his [riends, I should
have expected—"

“Qh crikey ! I—I say, I—I've got the
scarab ™ fuapﬂ:d Bunter,

“What 7

“I'd forgotten about it !” gasped the
fat Owl. “I've got it in my ket now !
Mauly couldn't have handed it over,
if he wanted to! 0Oh lof ™

Sir Reginald stared at him.

“You have the scarab? How did 1t
come into your hands, pray?”

“QOh! I—I—Mauly handed it to me
to keep salfely, you know ! stammered
Bunter. “Being his best pal

“Nonsense [

“0Oh, really, sir—"

“If you have the scarab, let me sce
it 1 snapped Sir Reginald. "I am quite
assured that my nephew would never
placa it in your hands '

“Well, here it is." grunted Bunter
gulkily, and he fished out the mateh-
box from his pocket and opened it.
“I've got i1t safo all right! Mauly
trusted it to me, yvou know—he's got
more faith in me than in the other
fellows, of course. I never found where
he had hidden it, you know."”

“What #”
“I'm not the fellow {o spy anything
out, I  hope,™ szald Bunter, with

dignity. * As for taking the rotten thing
to hide it, to make Mauly sit up for
being such o beast, T nover even thoughi
of such a thing.”

Snort from Bir Reginald.
“Give it to me!” he grunted.

He took the Golden Scarab from the
fat Owl. He scanncd it carefully, and
Mr. Maroudi's dark eves dwell on it
curiously.

“This is the Scarab of A-Menah,”
said Sir Reginald, with a grunt. * But
for this foolish boy’s crass trickery m
nephew might have ransomed himself
and his friends by giving it up to the
Greek.”

“TPerhaps it iz fortunate,” =nid Mr.
Marvoudi softly, *for your nephew and
his friends will be rescued, my good
friend; and the scarab js safe.”

“It is of little value. I fail entirely
to understand the Greek's desire to pos-
sess it, at the cost of danger and erime.”
Sir Reginald slipped the golden beetle
inte his pocket. “The legend attached
to 1t can be nothing but a fable. T
would gladly give 1t, and a thousand
such, to see my nephew safe once more.”

“That is the Greek's design,™ said Mr.
Maroudi quictly. *But I have some
power in this land, my good friend, and
I am here. According to the report re-
ceived at Assuan, it was the Sheikh

Abdurrahman, once a follower of the
Ehalifa, who attacked the dahabiyeh
with his men. If that is ascertained
beyond doubt—"*

“This boy may kmow!”
“¥ou gaw the leader of the desert
riders, my voung friend,” said Mr.

Maroudi. "“You can tell us something
of him."

“A fierce-locking beast with a hooked
nosa,” said Bunter. “1 heard Haszan
tell the fellows on the dahabiyeh that he
was the Bheikh Abdurrshinan. Never
heard of him before, Hassan said that
the beast had fought as a boy against
Kiitchener at Omdurman.”

Mr. Maroudi's face lightened.

“Then there is no doubt ! he said.
“TIt 18 Abdurrahman, the robher of the

Libyan Desert, who has aided the Greck
in this raid!”

i

GOT YOUR POCKET-KNIFE
YET 2

.f't" you' ve got to

in an amusin

following, whi:ﬁ

do is to send
joke like the

as earned for

Raymond Meyer, of 26, Sotheby
Road, Highbury, N.5, one of these

useful prizes :

| S

Alarmed Mother (to her littie
boy who is crying): ** What is the
matter; Tommy T "

Tommy : ' Boo-hoo! I'va
eaten a ocherry, and it tastes so
nasty ! "

Alarmed Mother : " Where did

you get it from 7™
Tommy : '* Off your hat, ma ! **

Our SHEFFIELD-STEEL PEN-
{| KNIVES are well worth winning. ||

L pr—

—=r =

“Is that good news?” asked Sir
Reginald, staring at the Egyption. “I
have heard of the man—a desperate and
savage outoast, stained with the blood of
many murders—""

“But a man who 15 known to me, and
with whom I have caten salt!? said the
Egyptian tranguilly. “And now that I
am assured, my good friend, that it is
the Sheikh Abdurrahmean into whose

hands our little friends have fallen, I

shall answer to you that I can szave
them. Upon my head be it!™ :
Billy Bunter blinked at the Egyptian,

and then blinked round the motor-boat.
He was wonderi if there were any
provisions on board. Fortunately there
were, and Bunter sat down to a meal
and forgot his troubles—and still more
easily the troubles of the other fellows—
as he packed away the foodstuffs, and
the motor-boat chugged on swiftly up
the Nile.
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THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Messenger |

IGHT in the dezert!
Tall, feathery palms waved
their fronds in the light of the

Moo,

Far and wide, on all sides of the little
oasis, stretched the Libyan Desert,
glimmering in the moonlight, trackless,
arid, illimitable.

Only a line of low, recky hills, in the
distance, broke the level of the desert.

Save in that one spot, where the aasis
was fed by a spring, all was sandy, arid,
barren.  From the shadows of the
barren plain came s distant sound,
which the Greyfriars fellows thrillvd to
realise was the roar of 2 roaming lon.

After the noonday halt the desert
raiders had pushed on again, ever and
ever westward, deeper and deeper into
the desert. Through the long, sunny
afternoon they haf ridden, and under
the burning sunset, and till the moon
rose in the wvelvety sky. Then they
reached the oasis—evidently a place well
kpn;-n to them—and camped for the
night.

he juniors wondered whether this
was the final halt. They heard the talk
among the Arabs without understanding
it. But Hassan told them that the nexs
morning the ride was to go on, farther
and '’ farther. Desperate ruffian as the
Sheikh Abdurrahman was, he feared
vepcf:ﬂnﬂcn for so daring an outrage as a
raid on & dahabiyeh on the Nile, and he
mtended to put a vast distance between
himself and possible pursuit by the
Egyptian troops. The halt at the oasis
was only for a rest till dawn, as Hassan
learned from the talk of the Arabs.

There was something like despair in
the hearts of the schoolboys, The desert
had swallowed them, far from help and
hope. It was not even possible to pay
the ransom demanded by the Greek, for
the Golden Bcarab had wvanished, and
Lord Mauleverer knew no more than tha
Greek where to lay hands on it. Unless
there was pursuit and rescue they were
doomed to leave their bones mm the
desert, and how could rescue reach them
m the trackless wilderness of sand and
rock ?

Yussef and Hamza had put up a tent
for the Greek, the hardy desert robbers
wrapping themselves in their cloaks to
sleep on the earth by the sides of their
camels. Of the juniors, Abdurrahman
and his men took little or no notice.
They were not concerned with them. At
a word from the Greck who had hired
them they would have cut off the school-
boys® heads, without a moment’s hesita-
tion or remorse ; but so long as Kalizelos
desired to keep them prisoners, the
Arabs left them to themselves.

Escape was measaibIa: the juniors
hardly thought of it. They were left
unbound; but the swift camels could
have run them down at once if they had
wandered from the caomp. And escape
into the arid desert meant nothizg but
death by hunger and thirst. Onece, when
Johnny Bull moved out beyond the
sleeping camels to look across the plain,
a blow from the butt of a spear drove
him back apgain, and the look of the
Arab who drove him in showed that he
would willingly use the point if the
junior resisted.

A supper of dhurra bread and dates
and water was given to the prisoners.
Hopeless as their position seemed, the
juniors were keeping up their mura;if.
It was Haszan who was plunged into the
depths of woe. He was wanted only as
a  messenger to take word from
Mauleverer to his unele; and when he
was no longer wanted, 1if it was certain
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that no message would be sent, Hassan
cxpected to be knocked on the head as
a uscless encumbrance.

Hassan, torn and soiled and dusty,
looked little like the gorgeous, smiling
dragoman who had guided the jumors
at Cairo and Luxor, and sailed with
them on Mr., Maroudi’s dahabiych. If
Hassan retained any hope, it was not 1n
the Egvptian authorities, or in Sir
Reginald Brooke, but in the power of
the Egyptisn millicnaire, Hilmi
Maroud:, the protector of his *lordly
gentlemen.” But the dismal, dolorous
expression on Hassan's brown faoce
showed that he doubted whether even
Hilini Maroudi's arm c¢ould streteh
across the Libyan Desert to save them.

After thoy had caten their supper the
juniers sat under the tall palms of the
oasis. and wached the moonlit plain.
The camels and the Arabs were sleeping,
and Kalizelos, in his tent, was perhaps
slecping, too; perhaps dreaming of the
“Eve of Osiris,” which he now believed
to be almost in his grasp. Two or three
of the savage outcasts were keeping
watch, and a faint mutter of Arabic
reachod the juniors as the ruffians talked
togoether. .

he moon that sailed high above the
desert was the moon that had shone
down so peaceably the previous night on
the juniors on the dahabiyeh; the same
soft and silvery light fell in a flood on
the deserk, yet it scemed to them that
they were in a different world, 3o, in-
deed, they were, for they had dropped
back from the twentieth cenbury mto
the ages of barbarism. ) ]

“We're for it, and no mistake !'’ said
Bob Cherry, breaking a long silence.
“I'm glad Bunter’s out of it!"”

“Yes, that's so much to the goed,”
said Nugent. " Lucky the fat idiot took
that strusfl ashore last night, after all.”

“Wall, it would make matters warse
if we had him grmnhlinannd Erousing
here!” grunted Johnny Bull. *Thank
goodness we haven't [V ]

“The thankfulness is terrific!” mur-
mured the Nabob of Bhanipur.

There was silence agein,

Through the silence there came a
sound from the distant desert. The
juniors zaw the Arab sentinels start up,
and stare away across the plain in the
brightness of the moon. .

“That's o horse or a camel!” s=aid
Bob. *1—I wonder——  Haszan, old
bean, do vou think there's a chanco
they've pot after us?”

Haszan shook & dismal head.

“ Mo, sar. We are in one gucer street,”
he answered lugubriously., ® The soldiers
will zeek, but they will not find. That

is a deadly cert, as you say in your
1an%uuge.”
Thud! Thud! Thud!

The beat of swift hoofs was clearer
now. A horseman was riding towards
the camp at the caszls at & furicus speed.

The juniors rose to their feet and
locked across the sand. Far away in
the moonlight they sighted the figure of
an Arab rider on a powerful horse.

“One of the gang, I suppose,” said
Mugent., with o sigh, *Nobody can
lknow where bo look for these wvillains
exeont their friends.”

Hassan fixed his eves on the ap-
proaching horseman. It was evident
that the dragoman had no hope that the
rider’s coming meant rescue. But a
strange expression came over his face as
the galloping horseman drew nearer and
clearer in the light of the moon.

“Bismillah I"" muttered Hassan. “It
13 Selim, the son of Mustapha, who
comes—Selim of Shellal, who has served
the great Maroudi.'

“"You know tha man?'" asked Harry.
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" Hassan knows all
of the Nile, sar,’” sal
with a touch of his old manner. “Yes,
sar, Hassan know everything! Selim,
tha son of Mustapha of Shellal, rides
with the caravans that do business for
tha great Maroudi. Many times I have
seen him. By the beard of the Prophet,
it may vet be possible that the great
Maroudi may help us, even here in the
Libyan Desert. His power is great.”

All the Arabs were on their feet now,
watching the horseman as he came. The
dark, fierco eyes of the Sheikh Abdur-
rahman were fixed on him. But there
was no hostility in their looks. It was
plain that Selim, the son of Mustapha,

peoples in valley
d tﬁa dragoman,

wag known to them, and known on
friendly terms. ‘The juniors did not
understand.

" You say that that man is in the ser-
vice of Mr. Maroudi?" asked Harry
Wharton.

“¥es, sar.”
“Then how can he be friendly with
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these robbers and thieves—they look as
if he was a friend.”
Hasgzan grinned.

“0h, sar, in the desert it is different ™
he said. *“On the banks of the Nile
Sclim would not eall the Sheikh Abdur-
rahman his friend. But in the desert I
think he pay backsheesh to the sheikh, to
permit the caravans to pass in salety.
Abhurrahman is one terrible man, my
lordly sar; he i1s feared in the desert.
And if Belim pay him backsheesh, no
robber of Libya dare to lay one finger on
the great Maroudi’s caravans.”

“0Oh! gaid Harry. He understood
now how an agent of Mr. Maroud: might
have dealings with a robber chief of the
desert. It was plain, at all events, that
Selim was known to the horde; some of
them made him coming gesturea as
he galloped up.

The Arab pulled in his horse, foaming
and dust-covered, showing very plain
signs of having been driven hard. [He
leaped hﬂly to the ground, approached
Abdurrabhman, and salaamed before the
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sheikh. ‘I'hey proceeded to talk in
Arabic; but tﬁﬁy stood too far away for
Hassan and the juniors to hear ‘what
they said. Tho Greyiriars fellows
watched euriously.

It was cledr -that Selim had ridden
desperately hard from the Nile, to reach
the camp at the oasis. His brown face
was caked with dried sweat and the dust
of the desert, and his horse, werful
beast as it was, was almost exhausted.
He +was speaking breathlessly, but
urgently, to the sheikh, and from iime
to time Abdurrahman nodded his head
as ho replied in curt tones.

Many times, as they stood speaking,
both of them glanced towards EEE tﬂgl‘-
of the Greek, Kalizelos, as the juniora
did not fail to notice. Once they caughs
s cruel, sardonic grin on the sheikh's
bard, brown face, as ho looked towards
the tent of the sleeping Greck,

:I wonder——" muttered Bol.

I, Hassan, do rot understand!™
muttered the dragoman. “They do not
talk of the =afe passage of a caravan, my
lordly sars; ihE:ﬁ speak of the Greek, for
they look towards the tont of that son of
ten thousand dogs and pigs! Wahyat-
en-nabi! May it be that the power of
Maroudi may reach us here 1

The juniors look»d at one another,
with beating hearts. They would have
gﬁ\'en much te hear, and to understand,
the talk between the desert sheikh and
the man who had riddon in such dos-

rate haste from the distant Nile.
I'wice or thrice thoy saw the black eyes
of Selim rest on them, and they koew
that he was speaking of them.

Hassan made an attempt to edpo
nearcer to the speakers, but a threaten-
mg gesture from an Arab drove him
back. ere was little, perhaps, on
which to build hope, and yet all the
prisoners in the camp in the oasis felt
that the coming of Selim from the Nile
spelled hope for them.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Hope !
KALIEEL'DE, the Greek, s-tep]imd

out of his tent under the palm.

trees, 1n the sunrise of the

Libyan Desert. He glanced
towards the Greyiriare juniors with a
grim smile on his olive face.

Harry Wharton & Co. were already
up, and eating a breakfast of maize
bread and dates—their eyes turning in-
cessantly to the east—the dirvection of tha
distant and unseen Nile. From thoat
direction, if rescue came at all, it would
come, and though it scomed like hoping
ugainst hope, the chums of the Remove

Lioped.

Seolim, the man from Shellal, on tho
Wile, was still in the eomp; t’]'m had
gecn him among the robbers. had
not approached them, but his presence
scemed to give hope. He was at least
some sort of a conncction between them
ond their Egyptian friend, IHilmi
Maroudi.

The hope that was in the hearts of
the schoolboys was reBected in their
faces, and the Greck read it there, and
it brought a grim smile to his olive
visage. o far as Konstantinos Kali-
zelos could sce, at all events, there was
no hope for his prisoners. Surrounded
by savage Arab robbers, and the bound-
less desert, they were in his hands like
birds in a cage.

The Greek, after glancing at the
juniors, stood looking about him before
the tent. The juniors heard him call to
one of tho Arabs, who shook his head in
reply. Hassah, the dragoman, started a
little, and his keen eyes flashed towards
the Greok.

“Inshallah !" murmured Hassan.
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Harry Wharton & Co. were bound and hoisted on the spare camels and, with a rapid beat of hoofs, the party rode away.
The sheikh galloped on in front, and after him thundered the camels, driven to speed by blows and cries from their riders |

“What's up, Haszsan?" asked Harry
Wharton. ™e could see that the drago-
man had been struck by what was said
in Arabic between the Greek and the
robber, .

“This is one strange thing,” said
Haszssan, " Kalizclos, he ask where are
his Arn Yussef and Hamsza. The
man he ask do not konow.”

“They're in the cemp somewhere, 1
suppose,” said Harry.

“T do not sea them, noble sar”
anawered Hassan, and I remember that
I hear in the mght a sound of camels
that go fast, This is strange.”

The juniors watched the Greek rather
curionsly.

It was easy to sce, from where they sat
under the palms, over the whole of the
littla oasis, which was merely a small
bunch of palms in the midst of the
desert. MNWow that they gave the matter
attention, they could ece that-Yussef, the
hawk-faced Arab, and Hamza, the man
with the scar, were not present.  Thao
look of the Greek was perplexed and
angry. It scemed that the Greek's two
native confederates had left the camp
during the night, evidently without the
knowledge of their master, and had not
returned.

They s=aw Kalizelos approach the
Shetkh Abdurrahman, who was standing
in {he sand watching the cast, like the
juniors.

A murmuor of veices reached their
ears, but they understood nothing of tho
Arabic. But Hassan, who caught the
words between the man from Caire and
Lhe Arah sheikh, breathed hard.

“This i3 very strange ! he repeated.

“Consirue ¥ grinned Bob, “Tell us
what they're saying, Hassan,”

¥ Somethin’s gomg on, Fou men,”
murmtred Lord Manleverer., “1I can’t
mako it out, but I sort of faney things
ain't =0 rosy for Kahizelos as he fancied
thay wora.’

o juniors conld see that Kalizelos

was puzzled and irritated, while the
gheikh, on $he other hand, was cold and
curt.

“Rolizelos, he want to know where are
his scrvants, Yussef and Hamza,” said

Hassan, “ Abdurrahman say that in the
night they take ecamels and ride. The
Greek he very angry. He do not under-
stand why is this. He 13 what you call
in Engligh, riddled.”

* Puzzled ! grinned DBob, .

“Yes, say, he is puzzled and riddled
to a great and considerable extent,” said
Hassan, “This is a veory strange
happening 1"

Tho Greek at last went back to his
tent.

Abdurralinan stared after him for a
moment, and the juniors read in his hard
face the cold, irontcal, sardonic sinile they
had seen on it before. If the Greek was
puzzled, the Grevfriars [lellows were
equally so. It locked as if there was
somae rift in the lute, as :f matters wera
not goirng as smoothly as before, between
the Greek and the desert thioves he had
hired for his work, How and why, the
prisoners could not guess.

“0Oh, sars!” breathed ITassan. *¥ou
sea that look of the sheikh? Ho is a
terrible man! Kalizelos has paid him
much  backsheesh for thus work. But
what faith 13 there in a thicf of the
desert? Oh, sars, I think I sec in ths
thn hand of the great Marondi !”

“Maroud: ! repeated Bob.

“Maroud: s a great and poweriul
man,” said Hassan, “He iz ag rich and
powerful as o caliph! Iz he not the
friend of my lordly gentlemen, who
saved him the life when Kalizelos at-
tacked him in hiz palace at Caire? Oh,
sars, I think it may be tho will of Allah,
and of Mahomet, his Prophet, that
Maroudi may save us yot ™

“He will have to get . move on, if
we'ro going on into the desert,” said
Mugent, with a faint smile. “Yon
heard the scoundrels saving that we ride
again at dawn, Hassan,”

"1t is truee,” said the dragoman. “ But
there iz a change. The camelsz still lie in
the sand: there iz no zign that we
ride. And now it i3 long past dawn,
my noble sar.”

B“I'Il‘he.m'a Selim 1Y muttered Johnny
1il.

The man from Shellal passed in sight
of the group of juniora. He gave them

a %Ilauce as he passed, with a smile and
a flash of white teeth, But he did not
approach the group, passing on and join-
ing Abdurrahman, and standing by his
siddo watehing the desert to the east.

The prizoners in the ocasis [clt their
hearts beating more quickly.

Sewncthing—sowmething  strange  and
mysterious, behind the scenes—was
going on in the Arab -:amgl that was
clear. What ever it wae, did it mean
hopo 1o tho prisoners? '1‘i1¢_'l.r could not
help thinking that 1t did.

At all events, there was no sign of the
robbers breaking camp. The eamels lay
undisturbod, the Arabs loafed and
lovmged idly among the palme. Abdur-
rohman stood like a statuo gazing across
the descrt to the east.

It could sepreely be for pursuers, for
enemies, that he was watching. At a
hint of danger the desert thicves would
have heen in tho saddle, flesing for their
worthless lives. For whom, for what,
was the zheikh wamhing?

Then from the sunht level of the
sandy plain to the cast two moving dots
came in sight. They were uviﬁvutly
horsemcen ﬂpﬁJIQ{lﬂ-]liﬂg the camp at a
gillop, though at present mere moving
specks in the great distance. Harry
Wharton & Co. watched them with their
hearts in their cyes. It was for theso
viders, it was clear, that the sheikh was
waiting and watching. Who were thoy?
What did their coming portend?

The thudding of hoofs was heard at
last, Closer and clearer camo the two
gallopmg riders. One of them wore the
Egyptian tarboosh, the other a white
man’s pith helmet, There was some-
thing familiar about both of them, more
and more so as they drew nearer. But
the schoolboys hardly dared to belicve
what their eves told them,

“DOne of them's Maroudi [ zaid Bob
i a low wvoice, breaking the tenso
silenco.

“And the other——"

“Nunky!" said Lord Mauleverer
guictly.
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“ And that means——- said Bob, with
a decp breath.

“It must mean that we're saved!”
“The savefulness is terrifie,” chuckled
Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh. _
“Great and powerful is Maroudi I®
grinned Hassan,  * Oh, my lordly gentle-
men, the day you pain the friendship
of that great man is a day worthy to be
marked with a white stone. IE 1s
Marowcdi! There 15 no God but one
God, and Mahomet 13 his Prophet ™
With a thudding of hoofs, a jingle of
epurs and bridles, the two horsemen
dazhed up to the oasis and dismounted.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Golden Scarab Gives Up Its Seeretf !

HE %heikh Abdovrrabman
i galanamed
Maroudi.

low lefore Hilmi

The Lgyptian gave

the juniors a glance and a smile,

and then plunged into talk with the

desert sheikh in Arsbic. Sir Reginald
Brooke came over to the juniors,

*Jolly glad to see vou again, nunky !
sald Lorvd Mauleverer, !

“The gladiulnees s terrific, estecmed
and vencrable sir!" declared Hurree
Joamset Ram Singh.

“ What-ho " chuckled Pob. ;

Hassan, the dragoman, was salaaming
to the old baronet as if he had o spring
in his back. The dragoman almost
capered with joy.

“Thank Heaven I find you safe, my
hoys,"” satd Bir Reginald, "and thank
Heaven again for such a friend as AMr.
Maroudi ™

“Then it's all right?” asked Harry.

fir Reginald smiled.

“1 belicve so, or 1 should not be here
without help. Where we are, T have no
idea, but Mr, Maroudi knows the desert
as well as he knows the strects of Cairo.
I gather that ho has some influence over
these wretches, I trust to bhim entirely.
o 13 a wonderful man.”

“And Bunter?” asked Dob.
anykhing of Bunter ¥V

“Bunter 15 safe,” said Sir Reginald.
“We came on him on the Nile and took
him back te the dahabivel with us. Ho
15 there now. Tho troops are out from
Wady Halfa scarching for thess villains,
but they have, of course, no knowledgo
where to leok for them. But for Mr,
Maroudi—"

The schoolboys glanced towards the
Egyptian, He was in decp talk with
the sheikh. Evidently it was an
amicable intecview. Iven the fierce,
proud sheikls of tho desert was treating
the Egyptian with marked respect. No
doubt ' backsheesh ** hpured in the talk,

Abdurrakman, who had hired himself
and his gang to the Greek for a great
price, was no doubt prepared to betray
the Greek for & greater price. Treachery
came as easily to lhim as breathing.
Fear of Maroudi's power counted for
much ; backsheesh, it was probable,
counted for more. Obviously Maroudi
had counted on success when he rode
out with eonly a single companion to
meet tho robbers at the zolitary oasis in
the Libyvan Descrt, The schoalboys did
not know, or care to know, the details
of that talk, but they koew that Hilmi
Maroudi had saved them.

“I was surprised, astounrded, when
Mr. Maroudi proposed to me to ride into
the descrt, and withont armed forces,”™
went on Sir Reginald. *“ But he pointed
out that aven if guided, the troops would
have had no chance of running down
such clusive scoundrels in their native
desert; moreover, tho desert Arabs are
much mora likely to kill their prisoncrs
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than to alluw them to be rescued. Itselves is both torrific and preposterous,

seems that Mr, Maroudi dispatched a
swift rider to reach thess Arabe and
detain them till he could arrive. All
has gone as he told me, though I hardly
darcd to believe that it would be so.
He is a wonderful man and a faithful
friend. My dear, dear boys, you are
saved [

*Haullo, hallo, hallo ! ejaculated Bob
Cherry. " Look!"

There was the sound of a struggle,
and a yelling voice, Lhoarse with rage.
Kalizelos, the Greck, had secen the
arrival of the baronet and My, Maroudi
from his tent, staring at them with
amazed and unbelieving eyes. For
several minutes the Greck stood like a
mun in a france.

Then he rushed towards the shoikh.
Three or four of the robbecs, clesing
round, grasped his arns.

The lireck, mad with rage, struggled
furiously.

Abdurrahman gave himn one cold,
carcless glanee over his shoulder and
turned his  head awsy agein  and
rosumned his conversation with Maroudi.
The Egvptian did wot deign to look
at himm at all.

Struggling, shricking, foaming at the
mouth with rage, realising st lost that
his “treacherous allies had twuwmed on
bim, the Greek tore amd wrenched in
the grasp of the Arabs.

He was borne to the ground, and a
camel-rope was knotted round him,
securing his arms and legs.

He lay & helpless prizoner under the
palms, spilting like & cat with fury.
His soreaming voice rang through the
oasis and cchoed far on the desert.
Abdurrahman turned his head again
and snapped a word in Arabie, Onc of
thoe robbers approached the Greck and
struck him with the Aat of n scimilar.
It was a hint to be silent, and Kalizelos,
grinding his teeth, was silont.

““Looks os if the jolly old Greck has
lost this game, after all,” rewarked
Lord Mauleverer.

“Just a few!” grinned Bob Cherry.

The conference between Maroudi and
the sheikh ended at last. Abdurraliman
salaamed low, evidently satisfied with
the outcome. Ho called an order to
Lis men and they ran to their camels.
The long-legged beasts lurched up from
the sand.

“They're going 1" breathed Dob.

Abdurrahman mounted his  black
Barbary horse and placed himsslf at
the head of tho troop. Once more he
saluted Mr. Maroudi, and then, with a
clatter and a jingle, rode away iuto the
descrt, to the west, followed by his
crew, With a thuc'lding of hoofs, a
squealing of camels the wholo gang of
robbers disappeared into the waste of
sand. '

Glad enough were
fellows to seo them go.

Mr. Maroudi came up to the school-
boys with a smile on his dack, plump
face, ;

“We meet again, in happy eircum-
stances, my little friends,” he said.
“MNow we have but to ride back to the
Nile, and I have prevailed on that very
great scoundrel, Abdurrahman, to leave
En:m camels to ride. 'This is a happy

a 'IJ

'?r‘fqu're saved us, sir,” said Harry
Wharton, *“It's not easy to tell you
how grateful we are!”

“Did you not save me, in my house
at Cairo?” smiled Mr. Maroudi.

Tt is a tit for a tat, as you ss in
the noble English language,” chuckled
Hassan,

“The gratitude of our ridiculous

the Groyiriars

absurd sir!"” said Hurrce Jamset Ram
Singh.

Mr., Maroudi grinnoed,

Then his face became grave as he
glanced at the writhing Greek. A gleam
shot into his dark eyos.

“Wo have to deal with Kalizelos!"
ho said, *'The crimes of this man have
filled the cup to overflowing, and it is
fitting that ho should not live to do
more evil.”

“Oh gad!” exclaimed Lord Maule-
vercr. “Hold on, sir! That johnny
won't do any move harm. The scarab’s
lost.™

Kalizelos writhed over and fixed his
black eyes on the schoolboy ecarl
Mauleverer gavo him a cheery nod.

“¥ou may believe me now, old bean,
though you're net a trustin' sort of
jehnny" he said. “I told you the
scarab had been pinched on the dahe-
biyeh. Even a doubtin’® Thomas like
you will belicve me now you hear me
tell my uncle so—whati”

The Greck made no reply.

“My dear boy,” said Sir Reginald
Brooke with o smile, *“The scarab
was lost, but it has Leen found. 1In
was that stupid boy, Bunter, who
removed it from the i'niding-plﬂ.nc on
the dahabiyeh.™

“ Bunter " exclaimed the juniors.

“Oh gad! If I don’t kick that fat
villain from onc end of the danhabiyeh
to the other—" .

“He handed it over to mo, and I
have it here,” said Sir Reginald, and
he drew the Golden Scarab from his

pocket.

“Great gad!”

In the old baronet’s hand the Golden
Scarab glstened in the sun.  "Che

Greck's cyes snapped as ho saw it.

“That's the jolly old article!™ said
Lord Mauleverer. “DPerhaps it's just
as well, as things turned out, that that
fat idiot plafml:l silly tricks with it.
Kolizelos would have had it.” He gave
the Greek a grin. *“Feel inclined to
cough up the giddy old secret now, old
thing 7'*

“Fool 1" snarled the Grogk,

“Give me ear, my friends,"” said Mr,
Maroudi quietly. It is known to us
that the scarab has a secrct—tho seceret
of the Eye of Osiris. That secrct Kali-
zelos has read in an ancient papyrus,
and it 15 known only to him., That
scoret he will now roveal.”

“ Never I* hissed the Greck.

Maroudi stood looking down at the
bound man with & calm, grave face.

“These young English lords are my
friends,” he said. *“Fn thiz land of
Egypt my power iz great enough to
protect them; but soon they return to
their own country, and my arm is not
long encugh to reach to an izland in
the North Sea. If you live, 0 Man of
Evil Deeds, you will follow them to
their own land., ¥You must die, Kon-
stantino: Kalizelos.” )

The Greck stared up st him. He
uttered no word, ]

“Mr. Maroudi—" exclaimed Whar-
fon.

The Egyptian raised his hand.

“Do not speak, my little friend," he
eaid gravely. “It is written that men
of evil deeds shall die for the wrong
they have done. The life of this wicked
man is in my hand, and only on one con-
dition will I spare it.”

Ho spoke in Arabic to Selim.

The man from Shellal tock his
scimitar in hand and approached the
Greek, who stared at him with dilated
eyes. The keen, baro blade Bashed in
the sunlight as it was raisced.
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“Listen {o mo, O Kalizelos!” smd
Hilm: Maroudi, “You who Enow the
scoret of the scarab utter that secret to
the young English lord, who is the
possessor of the Bearab of A-Menah.
You who know what was written blzuthu
scribe of A-Menah, speak your koow-
ledge.” Ho struck - match and held
it up, burning with a steady flame in
the atillness of the desert. *If he has
not spoken by the time this match has
burned out, you, Selim, strike off his
head." 3 :

“On my head be it!” said Selim.

There was a terrible pause. The
juniors would have spoken, but they

new that it was useless. Maroudi was
their friend and protector, but he was
master there, and he was grimly, irre-
vocably resolved. Only by giving up
the seerot could the Greck be mado
hurmless; and if he did not give it
up, it was death! Sir Reginald Brooke
cpened his hips, and closed them again.
It was for Meroudi to give orders, and
cpposition was futile. The Egyptian
was grim, and in terrible earnest.

The still flame burned down.

The Greek panted, and great drops
of sweab came on his brow. The sceret
was dear to him, but life was dearer.

The match burned out.

There was s flash of sweeping steel
as SHalim swept up the scimitar for the

fatal blow. A scream broke from the
Greek.
“Hold! I will speal!"

Maroudi sigued to the man from
Shellal, Tho scimitar remained poised
in the air.

“Bpeak!” said Maroundi eoldly.

“What I have read in the papyrus
i3 this,” said the Greek, in a hollow
voice. “The great diamond, the Eve
of Osiris, is hidden within the scarab.
Thizs was written by the seribe of
A-Menah for tho guidance of his son,
Mcnarsis! The Golden Secarab iz hallow,
and the Eye of Osiris is within.”

The Eg:irﬁ;t;a.n gave him a keen look.

“If this 2

“0Oh gadt?” said Lord Mauleverer.
“Anybody got a pair of nut-crackers?"

The juniors laughed, relieved by the
breaking of the iension.

Eager eyes were turned on the golden
beetla.

The Greek’s statement was simply

true, you live!"” he said. G

amazing ;- such & thought had mnever
¢rossed the minde of the {nninrs. To all
appearance, the Bcarab of A-Mcenah was
mada of solid gold. ¥Yet they knew that
Kalizolos must be speaking the truth; he
had spoken it only to save his life.
The scarab passed from hand to

hand; but tho keenest aﬁ could detect
na sign of an opening. aroudi's eves
turned doubtfully on the Greek; those

of Kalizelos, in terror, on the gleaming
scimitar poised above his head, :

“Unwind the head of the beetle,” said
Kalizelos hoarsely. “Thus it is written
in the p us—I know no more.”

Watcheg breathlessly by all the
juntors, Lord Mauleverer gripped the

ead of the beetle in finger and thumb
and attempted to unwind it. For a full
minute he failed—then there was a
movement in the metal, and the golden
head of the scarabeus unwound, I#
came off in- Mauly’s fingers, leaving the
golden body of the beetle open. )

From the opening came a dazzling
flazsh, almost blinding in itz brilliancy,
froan the hidden contents of the scarab.
It was the flgsh of the great diamond
that human @eyes had not seen since
tho reign of l{amem.t]m Bccond—the
flash of the “ Eye of Osirs.” :

Mauleverer tipped it out into
hisz palm.

It lay there, scintillating and blazing
in the sun; a huge diamond, glowing
with strango lights. The schoolboys
stared at iﬁ:-reat lessly.

Kalizelos gave a groan. Ie was
looking, at last, on the Eve of Osins
that he had so long and desperately
sought; but he was looking his last on
it. The great diamond, worth the
ransom of many kings, was lost to him
for aver. ] L

“It is the Eye of Osiris!"’ said Hilon
Maroudi, in a hushed woice. * Far
threo thousand years it has lain hidden
—and now it is yours, my young
friend."”

Lord Mauleverer shook his head.

““Not mine!” he said quietly. " This
diamond is the property of the Egg'ptmn

overnment, and will be handed over
to them.™

“(Oh, Mauly !"* gasped Bob Chorry.

The Efypnan gave Mauleverer a very
curious look.

“It 18 true,” he zaid. "“There 13 a
law in Fagypt concerning treasurcs that
are found! Yet—
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“Fool " muttered Ealizelons.

Lord Mauleverer glanced at the Greck
with a mnile,

“Take it, Mr. Maroudi,” he said. “X
ean frust you to hand it over in tho

proper quarter ! You approve, nunky i’
“My dear boy ! was all 8ir Reginald
could say.

HTake it, Mr., Maroudi! Hassan's gob

hiz eve on it alread "

“Oh, sar!” gasperi the dragoman,

“I will tako it and it ehall be placed
in the Muoseum at Caire,’ Eﬂic? M.
Maroudi gravely. *“And there shall bo
an inseription that it was found and
given to the peoplo of Egypt by a noblo
English lord ! ]

“Like tho scarab, Mr. Kalizelos?”
asked Lord Mauleverer politely. " You
can have it now, if you like—a parting
present,

“Fool 1"

Lord Mauleverer laughed, and slipped
the hollow scarab into his pocket.

“I'll keep it as a jolly old souvenir,”
he said.

The Greck was released and allowed
to take his camel. With a black and
bitler brow, he rode away from the
oasis and disappeared from the sight of
the Greoyirviars fellows—and they were
glad to see the last of him.

“1 say, you fellows!”

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!"

“You've got hack 17 gunteﬁ Bunler,
a3 the jumors eame on board the daba-
biyeh the follow: day with Mr.
hﬂgl'ﬂudi and Bir n%iémld, and _the

smiling dragoman. * a rough time,

what? Ihd they give you anything to
cat
“Ha, ha, hal®

“1 saved the scarab for you, anyhow,
Mauly,” said Billy Bunter. “I suppose
old Brooke's told you. ‘Fﬂrnalght, you
know, and presence of mind——"

“You fat villain " said Lord Maule-
verer. 1 was goin' to kick you—"'
“0Oh, really, Mauly—"

~ “But it's all right! We've found the
jolly old treasura.”

“Oh crikey! Where iz it?” gasped
Bunter.

*“In Mr, Maroudi's pocket.”

. "';E_'ml. fltlly ass! I rtimll't helii:;u ]in
rusting these niggers! I say, Mauly,
old man, I'll look after it for you.”

i Ma.ui_‘_i"ﬁ handed it over to jolly old
Egypt!” chuckled Bob Cherry. "It's
going into the museum at Cairo.”

“The silly idiot]’’ gasped Bunter,

“Ha, ha, hal”

“You silly dummy—I mean, look
here, old chap, it away from that
nigger and give 1t to a pal, and I say—
varrerooooop ! Leave off kicking wme,
you beasts! I can call a nigger a
nigger if I like, and I can jolly well
say—yaroooooh ¥

Harry Wharton & Co. zatled baek in
the dnﬁnbijeh to Assuan, whera they
took a kind and friendly farewell of Mr.
Marcudi. From Assuau the train bore
them to Alexandria, where they tock
ihe steamer for home. The heoliday in
Egypt was over—and they all agreed
that it had been a great timel Btill,
they were glad that they were goin
to see [}m%frmm again, and they looke
forward cheerily to the new term at
the old school.

THE END,

(Thit ewds FHarry Whavton £ Co.’s
holiday in Egypt. Next week they
veturn to Greyfriars again, awmd ara
slarred in the first grand story af c new
miad  sensational series. The wyarn 13
enfitled: “THE WORST BOY IN I'HE
FORM!P' Tell all your pals about il.)
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OUR THRILLING STORY OF HIGHWAYMAN ADVENTURE !

READ THIS FIRST.

Convicted of robbing the Eari of Huntford
of a diamond star, Hal Lowvett and Jarry
Mclean are conveyed to the convict hulk
Ethalion, anchored at Woolwich—Hal 1o
serve & sentencs of séwen years and Molean
to await deportation. As the result of a3
prearrangad plan, the convicts fire the ship,
and Hal and Jorry escape in the hlackness
of the night;, evéentually réeaching Blackheath,
where they stay at an inn named the Swan
With Two Mecks. Hal and Jerry are roturn-
ing from a trip to London when suddeniy
their coach is held up by a highwayman,

Held Up!

HE coachman's foot stepped on
E the brake and jammed it down

on the ironshod wheels, The

postboy behind, searching for o
weapon, was ordered fiercely to ™ Drop
that and pgot down!"—an order he
promptly obeyed. Then the horseman,
whose eyves glittered like diamonds
through the hele in the c¢rade mask
which hid his face, came up closer, with
his second pistol levelled.

“Drop those reins!”” he said to the
driver, who was by this time ghivering
like a jelly.

The man obeyed.

“MNow I'll trouble you gentlomen to
drop your money in my hat "’ said the
highwayman sternly.  “You may add
your watches and your jewels, or any-
thing of value you may carryl  1'Il
advise you gentlemen inside who are
searching for o pistol that I am finger-
ing @ hair trigger, and that my gun is
liable to go off without warning! Ah!
You are siiting up! That's better !’

The coach-robber urged his horse—a
bony and sorry-looking steed, Idal was
quick to notice—close up to the ecoach.
Into the hat he held crown downwards
the trombling passengers began to drop
their money and their valuables.

Under the chin of one fat man inside
the coach. who was more obstinate than
the others, the highwayman jerked the
cold steel barrel n%- his pistol.

p—

“Come, come!”" he roared. “Yon
can't tell me a guinea is all you've got!
Feol in your pockets, friend, and find
somae more, or my gun shall pop 1"

With a savage oath, the passenger
ndded & bag-purse to the rest of the
loot, then subsided on the padded scat
1t a kind of faint.

Having ridden all round the coach,
the highwayman came buck to the front
spraf and covered MceLean with his pistol
cxtonded at arm's length.

“Now, sire, you look well-te-do!™ he
cried. “What about you 7

The coolness and daring of the robber
thrilled Hal. But there was more about
him and his horse which startled the
bay., That bony steed, quite unsuited to
the daring work of its master, was nono
other, Hal knew, than the wratched
animal Jerry McLean had rescued from
the, shafts of the fermer's cart when he
robbed the man of the clothes—the horse
which had enabled him in safety to
reach the Swan With Two Necks.

And pot only was the horse familigr,
but the rasping voice of the highway-
man as well

Hal gripped Jerry by the arm.

“You must know that voice, Jorry [
he whispered excitedly.

The highwayman was growing im-
patient. To rob a stago coach single-
handed was perilous work. One had to
b cxpeditious and stand no nonsenso to
gob away with it.

“Como, gentlemen!” said the horze-
man, beginning to show anger. * Your
money, IF YOU PLEASE |

But Jerry did not hand out the little
money he had left. Instead, he leant
forward on his box seat and cried :

“ Jack Pryvse, don't you know me?"

If the driver of the coach heard,
MeLean did not care. Neither did Hal.

As for the highwayman—with a loud,
bellowing laugh, he lowered his pistol-
A1,

“Jorry, by all that's wonderful I'' he
cried. *““And the kid, too! You may
Lkeep your money Jerry. Kid, Tl be

Arthur Stefiens.

sceing you later. Now, my bonnic mare,
come up; we must away ™

Even as he swung his bony horse
round there camo a clattering of hoofs

k along the way the coach had come,
]]Elt 'l.:'la.s. the echoing beat of horses ridden
ard.

At that moment the moon swung out
of « bank of cloud and silvered tho
highway. Looking back, Hal saw a
szﬁsu of men coming along the road,
caving a cloud of dust behind them,
He caught the glint of metal, and saw
scabbards swinging 8s the horsemen
rode along

Then the coachman began to yell

¥ It's the Bow Strect patroll They'll
cateh the thief, by jiminy ["

Batting a leg up on the lower step, he
roached out for a leather hold. As he
did so, however, Hal leapt into the
driver’s seat, gathered up the reins, ond
began to pull the horses round. They
obeyed in hnddled, prancing confusion.

“ Cut vour stick, Jack I"" shouted Jerry
MeLean. -

Waiting for no further urging, Prysc
rode his sorry horse into the might,

Hal had by this time got the leaders
dancing up a grassy slope which bor-
dered the mag and, vanking at tho
reins,c he brought them round so vie-
lently that the coach rearcd up on its
near-side wheels only. ;

The coachman, thrown into the dust
as the coach moved, was scrambling to

his foct, fuming wildly.

“ Dang 161" %ﬂ yelled, “ You'll have
the whole lot over !

Which was exactly what Hal wanted
to do—and did. Ono last mighty pnll
af the reins at the orucial moment, and
over went the coach. It struck the
ground with a rending crash, and the
horses came down In & struggling heap
with it,

Jerry and Hal were hurled from their
box seat to the ground ; passengers camo
tinbling from the top secats in & panic-
stricken jumble: the men inside could
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be heard shricking and cursing as they
struggled to get free.

Then up came the posse of Bow Btrect
Runners, to find the whole road blocked
and no way of getting through.

Jack Pryse, who had helped Hal and
Jerry to escape from the conviet hulk,
had got a flying start.

As Hal picked himself up from the
road and brushed the dust from his
clothes he found himself staring into the
cald, caleulating cves and grim, set face
of Martin Cosgrave, the Bow Street

Runner |

H Cosgrave. 'The man's eyes
scemed to bore right through

him, to read his mind. ;

“I believe,” snid the Runner, bending
in the saddle as he reached out for Hal's
shoulder, **I've scen you before [

Hal did not answer. He wanted to
turn and run, but the way was barred
by the overturned eoach and the four
struggling horses, who were plunging
madly as they tried to regain their fect.

Haf believed that Martin Cosgrave
had recognised him, and felt that he was

st
tos What madman overturned the
coach 7 Cosgrave demanded, drawing
back the clutching hand and staring
hard at Hal.

“{h, it was the coachman
Jerry McLean, who had sprung to safely
when the coach crashed, and now loomed
up beside Hal, “The fellow lost his
head,™

The coachman did not hear, for he was
bent double trying to loosen straps and
buckles and free the harnessed horses,
the capes of his great coat foating over
his ears, i »

S H'm!” grunted Martin  Cosgrave,
staring hard at MeLean, ﬂ{ld taking in
appraisingly the faded hnery w vich
Jerry had that day bought at Isaac
Sloman’s, in London. _ i

Hal Lovett bit nervously at his
wnderlip. Had Cosgrave recognised
Jerry, too, he wondered. IHe had been
present at the trial at the Old Bailey,
Often he had talked to Hal in the streets
that abut on Covent Garden,

But the Bow Street Runner seemed
suddenly to remember that the coach
had been robbed. Swinging his fine
horse mum!L h? pointed in the direction

ack Pryze had gone .
¢ o Aitg him,” he cried, “ and take him
dead or alive! Don't wait there, gaping
like a lot of schoolboys! Get round that
coach and ride him down!™

And he himself, since they were slow
to move, pushed his horse among the
others, gained the bank beside the roacd,
and went slithering over it,

Tnn a moment he was by, end the others
made after him, finding a path in single
file. Soon the last of the Redbreasts—
as the Runners were popularly called—
had scrambled past the barrier, the
whole posse vamishing in a clatter of
pounding hoof-beats and a cloud of fly-
g dust. :

And with their going the coachman
gave tongue.

“Which of yvou averturned my coach 7™
he wanted to know. “ Where's Jim?
Hey, Jim! Come and help us get these
harses up, and to right the coach !”

“Coach won’t run no more to-night,
Walter,” answered thc{fuurd, as he came
np holding his dent2d horn in gloved
hands, “The rear axle’s broke.”

“Dang 1t ! And darn it !” howled tho
driver, as he flung his hat down on the
dus’c?}i road. “Did ve ever hear tho
like 1

And then the passengers joined in the
chorus of lamentation, cursing the high-

A Narrow Escape!

AL LOVETT held hiz breath as
he looked into the stern eyes of

1 answored

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

wayman, blaming the driver, and want-
mg to know how they were going to
reach Maidstone that night.

“ Reckon some of you'll have to wall,”
sald the coachman., “The Billings'
coach won't have room for all of ye!"
And then he caught sight of Hal, and
strode up to him angrily. “Here's the
one who toppled the coach over! Oh,
be’s & dark "up, he is! Ile was workin’
in wi' the highwayman !V

But Jerry MecLean intervened.

“I'd advise you to keep your tongue
guiet,” he said. *“The horses were
scared. All my friend did was to iry to
quict them,”

Then Jerry drew Hal away. x
« "Let's get our luggage, lad,” he said,
“and we'll foot it to the inn.?

And so they dragged their chests out
of the bootikin, and shouldered them,
and together they started upon their
long walk to the Swan With Two Necks.
The wooden chests were heavy, but they
did not mind. And as soon as they were
out of carshot and the overturned coach
had been swallowed by a bend in the
road, Jerry bepan to laugh.

“Fancy the highwayman being Jack
Pryse, Hal, boy!” he said. “Jack's
alive. I reckoned he must have got
away from the burning hulk, but 1t's
good to know he is safe™

“The Runners are splendidly mounted.
I'm afraid they'll run him down,” said
Hal, as he swung the heavy chest from
shoulder to shoulder without even chang-
ing stride.

“Hm! They have the pace of him.
But Jack's eute. He can look after him-
gelf. T don't think thev'll take him.
And, thanks to your blocking the way
with the overturned coach, he got a long
start. That's not what is troubling me,
hﬁ'_‘?’.”

“What then ?” asked Harry.

"Closgrave knew us. I saw the gleam
of recognition in his eves. Ilal, he's
the cleverest of all the DBow Strect
Runners. And sinee he did not appre-
hend us, I'm wondering what he is
scheming in his mind.”

They swung along with raking strides,
two gentlemen of the town, to judge
from their appearanece, and each one
weighted down by a heavy trunk.

"%l'ul,” gald MeLean presently, " dad
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you once tell me that Cosgrave liked
you "

“Heo scemed to. He used to talk to
me whenever he passed my futher's shop
in Wych Btreet.”

“And he saw that red falcon taitoocd
on your chest?"

“ Yes"

“Did he ever refer to that?”

“OUnly once when he asked me how I
came by it.”

“Well, in my opinion, he gave us a
chance to-night,” said MecLean, “hecause
if he recognised us, he must know we
both escaped from the convict hulk
Ethalion. Then why did he give us the
chance 1"

Bt since Hal Lovett could not answer
him, Jerry MecLean lapsed into silence,
and in this manner, trudg:m ma.nfullir
on, they at last reached the ngxn With
Two Necks, and dumped the chests down
within the hall, only too glad to casze
the muscles of their aching arms.

In the hall they found mine host
Peter Davey, waiting for them, anc
holding in hiz palm a great silver turnip

of a watech whoso dial Peter eyed
critically.
“Why, what's to do. gentlemen?”

cried Peter. “ Where's tho coach? ['vo
got & bowl of rum freshly brewed for
the passongers. But not a sound of horn
or rumble of wheel have we heard,
though she's been overdue this hour
past.™

Jerry MceLean told the story of the

h i;L,rIm'aF robbery, to which Peter Davey
listened intently, whilst the sinister
ficure of Tom Kinsh, the potman,

hovered in the background.

A while later, over a bite of supper
and a tankard of foaming ale, Jerry told
Peter Davey more about the robbery,
and teold how he had recognised Jack
Pryze, and how Jack had bheén respon-
sible for his and Hal's ezcape from the
conviet hulk.

Peter nodded his grand old head
approvingly.

“Tf vour friend iz onc of the right
kind, I'm glad he got away from 1%:&.
bloodhound Cozgrave,” said he. *“ And
if vou think Cosgrave guessed who you
were, 1'd advisn vou to be on vour
guard, sir. Perhaps vou would be wisze
to leave my inn.”

“Wea'll stay another dav, Peter,” =aid
Jerry, as with 2 yvawn and a stretch, he
prepared himeolf for bed.

The Runners Arrive !

N the morming Hal and Jerry were
H up and about almost az soon as tho
bustle and clatter in the inn began.
They ate a hearty breakfast in the
coffee-room, during which they heard
tho lively chatter of travellers who
passed in and out of the inn yard in a
constant stream.

And with 1t all they gathered somo
news.

None of the passengers on the over-
turned Maidstone eoach had gpone on to
their destination. The highwayman had
got away with a rich haul. And, what
was more, he had got the better of Cos-
grave and his Bow Strect Runners.

Jerry dropped a hand on Hal's across
the table and winked.

“Did vou hear that now 7" he asked.

A little while afterwards they gathered
from the ostler how the highwayman had
hoodwinked the Runners.

“Tt seems he was a desperate cove,
sir,” said tho ostler, as he chewed at o
pipe of straw, “and a new 'un at fho
game, they say. Any rate, 'e’s got nerve.
He's the one who robbed the farmer out
on Dlackheath t'other night, for he was
ridin’ the stolen 'oss, a bag o’ bones only
fit fer the knacker’'s wvard. And ‘ere’s
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where 'is cleverncss comes in. 'E ’ad
long start, hut the Runncrs were finely
motisted and on fresh 'osscy. They rgde
him down. But one of them, an officer
nanmred Muartin, eager to get his man,
gained a imng lead on t'others., And
what does the 'ighwayman do?”

“ What did he do 1" asked Jerry lazily,
his hands set deep in his pockets and his
f-:et spread wide, whilst he grinned

5113 at H:ﬂ

ipﬁ his *oss in amongst the trees on
Ehmter 8 'Ill, waits till the Runner rides
up; then dashes out on him; ducks the
bullet, aud tips him outer the saddle on
ta his head as clean as s whussle. And
then, the Runner being stunned, he
pinches his fresh ‘oss, and gets c:l&an
away on i

mart ! said Jerry.

“ Ay,” muttered the ostler, shaking his
almost bald head, “I'll say 1t was smart.!
But a batch of reinforeements have glﬂ
]u_p-ed out of Lunnon town, and, what wi’

tghwa.yman abroad, and convicts at
largs, they're scouring every hush and
copse and cottage and barn the count
thedugh., For Mr. Cosgrave, they say, i3
the last man to ta.lm it lving "down,”

Soon after lunch a coach arrived, and
with 1t a messenger in charge of the
saddles which Jsane Sloman had pro-
mised to send. Jerry t:? ¢d the mes-
schger, unpacked the saddles, and had
them carried out to the yurd.

And there he told the ostler to saddle
CGalloper so that the horsa should be
ready for the road in ease of cihergency.

Jerry had j’iven measuroments  with
Eﬂmlmcﬁr, and tho saddle was a perfect
t.

“Pidnl know you wuz a military
gont, str,” said the ostler, as he re-
marked upon the pistol holsters,

“I am not, Bob,” answered Jerry,
* but with hlgflwlymen and escaped con-
victs ﬂ..r-l:luﬂd I intend fo go armed when’
I ride abroad.”

Hal was not wet provided with a
horse, but landlord Peter Davey lent
him a smart grey, and this horse also
was saddled.  The holsters were filled.
MecLean and Hal packed black masks in
their riding coats, and lists of inns and
friendly landlords up and down the
coun:ry which Peter Davey provided
were pockebed as a further precaution.
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The afternoon ecsme and began to
wane, and the only arrivals at the Bwan
With Two Necks were gossips from the
\ﬂ];ﬂbge.‘i who came to talk over the coach
robbery.

Bo evening came, and, feeling easier in
their minds, Jerry and Hal sat down to
dinner, Here Peter joined them.

“1 tell you what it is, Tom Kinch,”
said Peter, a lgemd by the long face of
the man, shall have to give you
marching orders. It's I got
another potman.”

Kinch did not answer, but the look he
shot at Peter and Jerry and Hal was full
of venom.
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Jerry had just helped Ilal to a second
sorving of the prime, juicy rump steak
which formed the basiz of the meal when
of a sudden there was a great hubbub
and clatter in the yard. al put down
his knife and fork, and drew back the
curtain whmh Er:mr.:m:d the window.

Thmu the thick, small panes of glass

he saw #t the ]-'[II'I’J was full of horsc-
men. Hig keen eyes roamed over three-
cornered hats and red waisteoats. IHis
ears rang to the echo of clankin
swords, ringing spurs, and voices 13.151:5
almost to a shout. For o moment he sat
as if fruzen to his scat.

“Jerry,” gasped Hal, as soon os he had
recovercd from the ahn-ct-. “the Bow
Street Runners !

Peter Davey's chin drooped, his jovial,
ruddy face lengthened. But in a moment
he was himself again.

“ Better rmt be trapped in vour pew,
gentlamen,”™ he whispered,

Jerry McLean and Hal scuttled out of
it, a.ba.ndﬂmug their meal,

“Come with e upstairs,”- whispered
Peter, taking IIal by the arm. *“The
swan is full -:ri balt h-::!es."

But before they could get clear of the
room there was a surge of men, who
entered from the yard and from the
front of the inn simultancously, men in
blue coats and scarlet waistcoats, who
walked with ringing stops.

And in front of those who entered
from the yard came Tom Kinch, who,

pnint:mg at Jerry and Hal, smd, in a
shrill, squeaking treble :
“There they are, Mr. Cosgrave!

They're convicts en::apc& from the hulk
Ethalion. Arrest ‘em, and give me the
reward [

Jerry and Hal wore surrounded in
moment by strapping, broad- uhﬂu]dl}r-&{!

men who eyed them fixedly. Some were
jecring, somie  were smiling, others
locked grim,

Martin Cosgrave alone betrayed no
sign of cmotion. IHis keen, Ehn'rp ayes
locked into Hal’s, into McLean's.

“H'm " romarked thescelobrated Bow
Strect Runncr. “.This man declares you
arec escaped convicts,  What are your
names

“Aly name iz Palmer,” said Jerry
carclessly, and without hesitatron. “ This
13 my vounger brother Ted. We live at
Canterbury, and are riding there to-
INOr BOW.

My, Cosgrave's cyes wrinkled into a
grim smile, his lips ai the same timo

curwin dmﬂmp‘.rd
“Indeed ! he said. “And what wontld
vou say if I told yon your mamc was

Jerry MceLean, and t]ml vour brother’s
name was Lovett, ch "

His vight hand sought. his ket and
dived beneath the big Aap. It came out
again gripping o staff with a crown on
top of it, and this he held up to view.

% Topry MeLoan anid Hal Lavett.” le
snid h:rlslr.h, “T arrest vou in the King's
namao I

(H ol rnd ..Tur:,r aqite fekofr Elﬁ}x—l oorner
now, through - the treacherous Tom
Kinck., BDaw't mizz the t‘fm'!h?up' develop-

ments i nert Suturday's extre speciol
s ber of the Madxer. And, remember.
chumas, the firet SIX ST PER STAMPS
will he prescited FREE in this igauc.)
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STRONG

of ST. SAM'S!

By Dicky Nugent.

I,

ACK JOLLY & CO., of the Fourih
at 8t. Bam's, were standmg at the
skool gates one fine hali-holler-
day, wondering how to spend the

nfterooon without spending any munny,
when a weerd newcomer rolled up on
tho seon,

Thoe newecomer was dressed in skool
clothes and a cap. But the funny
thing about him was that he stood_at
least 6 feet 3 inches in his sox, He
had a grate, bull-like neck, a beefy
face, collyflower earz, and leg-of-mution
lists.

“Grate pip1” cggsclaimed Jack Jolly,
rubbing hLis eyes in  astonishment.
“This chap’s a giant—a veritable
Carneral  Yob he's dressed in skool
clobber | Who can he be, I wonder?”

“He's going to spesk to us,” said
Frank Fearless. “Pechaps we shall find
out ™

As Frank finished epeaking, the weerd
slranger stopped in front of them.

“Hi, you brats!” he sald, in a_ruff,
gavvidgo voice. ** SBhow me whero I can
find the "ecadmaster "

“Brat voursclf!” fashed back Jack
Jolly, undawnted by the newcomer's
iremenjous size., “Whe are you, any-
way i -

The big fellow seemed quite taken
aback by Jack Jolly's fearless retort,
and he clenched his fists, while grale
nottid veins stood out on his forrid, as
though he was tempted to give the
kaptin of the Fourth a savvidge, brutal
punch on the dial. But he cvidently
changed his mind again, for he un-
clenched hiz fiets and allowed the nottid
veins to sit down again. i

“Aly name's eakin ALld 1" he
growled. “I'm a new boy at this 'erc
college, and I want to see the 'cadl-
master [

“My hat !

“Where doecs '¢ 'ang out? asked
Meakin Mild, with renewed feerconcss,

“Over thore, old bean I replied Frank
Fearless, pointing to the Head's honse.

Jack Jolly & Co. watched the egg-
stroordinary stranger out of zito wit
feelings that were too deep for words,

“1 fansy we're not going to like this
new chap,” mermered Jack Jolly, when

Meakin Mild had disappeared mto the
Head's house, "“Thero's something
pekuliar about him—something
sinnister I - | |
While the juniors were diskussing the
now  boy, Meakin Mild was bein

ushered into the prezzence of the Head.
His bohaviour in front of the majestick
Dr. Birchemall, however, was in vivid
contrast with his behavieur in front of
Jack Jolly & Co. He farcly eringed and
grovelled as the Head swept his eagle
eye over him.

Y Please, sir,” he said, "I should vers
meh like to join your skool as a junior
skoller,"

“Bust meol” mermered Dre. Birch-
emall, eyeing the newecomer in grate
astonishment. “How old are you, my
man—I mean, my boy " :

“Please, sir, 1'm fiftecen pext birth.
day I

Tre Maicxer Lismany.—No. 1,284,

“Well, I'm jiggered] I should have
taken you for fifty, at least?!” said the
Head. “Anyway, I'm afraid its im-
possibul; you have to apply years m

advance to get into a fowus skool like

Ht. Bam's."’ =

Aloakin Mild frowned for o motnent.
Then his face brightened up o it ngain,
and he dived a large hand into his
pocket and drew out a thick wud of
Crisp, russiing notes.

“1 forgot to menshun, 'sie,” he said,
“I have plenty of cash on me, and I
am propared to pay in advance.”

Dr. Birchemall's eyves fixed rather
greedily on those notes, and his wanner
shanged notissably.

“Ahem! Why didn't vou say so
before?” he asked.. “If that is the
case, of corse, 1 ecan perbaps moke an
eggseption for once. mw__p: we say five
pounds for the first week 1™

“That'll suit me all right, sie!™
grinned Meakin Mild, counting out the
notes with a grimy fourfinger. “'Ere
you are—fve pun "

The Head snatched the five noicr and
transferred’ thiem to his pocket, regard-
Mj Meakin Mild raulther gueerly us he

id s0.

“"Thanks [" he said. “I must zay,
judging by what I have herd of you, so
far, that the fiver will he carned. Your
grammar is really shocking, Fansy
saying ‘five pu’l  Why, any idiot
knows the corrcet eggspression is ' five
quid '=I know it myself1”

“Horry, sic " grinned Aleakin Mild.

"Well, well, we shall socn lick you
into shape, I supposze I” sighed the Head.
“You will be placed in the Fourth
Form to begin with 1"

‘ive minnits later Aleakin Alild was
walking out of the Head'z study a regis-
tered & ( ____u.u. of St. Sam'’s. He didn't
look a bit like a fellow who would soon
bo lcked into shape. On the contrarvy,
ha looked the H.."F of fellovw .m,___u_u would
soon want to lick 8t. SBam's into shape
Bimseclf |

1L

[ EAKIN MILD ™
1
M:, Lickham, the masler

of the Fourth, jumped. It
was in class on the following morning,
and Mr. Lickham had decided to test
the new boy's nollidge. DBut that
“2Allo 1" was uneggspeeted, and, instead
of going straight on to the test, Alr.

WOULD YOU BELIEVE IT?

Lickham could only staro at the new
skoller.

“"Meakin AMild 1" he gasped.

"You've said that onee already, old
cockerlorum {” growled Meakin, * Wail-
gor want '

“Few 1" wissled iliec Fourth.

Mr. Lickbam scemed to be on the
vergo of paralissis.

Y“Meakin 3ild ! he roared. "I was
warned by ihe ‘cadmaster that vou
were 3 somewhat pekubiar boy, who has
had ne cducation or tooition in goed
manners. But for that sercumstance, I

should ¢ane you very seveerly——"
. “Ha, bha, hal” roared Meakin.
“You'd walk into trabble if you did 1"
“What 1" .
Mr. Lickham flew into a Es.ﬂn.h.um
Fage, icked wup hiz cone, an

approached Meakin.

“Bend over, boy 1™ he thundercd.

To the utter amazement of the master
of the Fourth, Meakin Mild wrenchod
tho cane from his hand.

Aun instant later the serprizing
boy went one step further.

nevy
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Horace Coker owns the most

powerfaol motor-bike in or aronnd

Greyiriars, and yearns {0 become
i frack-ridec]

Allhough Frank Nogent takes
girls® parts in Kemove theatcicals,
he carriea B helly punch for
those who call him & *' milk-sop.”?

R o

Seezing Mr, Lickham by the skrufl of
the neck, he lifted him clean off his
feet, and started belabouring him for
all he was worth| A verritable rain of
blows dessended on the :.um.”__n.n.*..dq..#
FForm master’s anatomy, and Mr. Lick-
ham emitted a sevies of wild howls.

“Yarooo! Whoooop! Ow-wow-ow "
Jack Jolly started to his feet.

“J gay, you chaps, we can't allow
this I* be cride. “ Reskew, 8t. Sam's!"
wd .r-.w__.rﬂ..ﬁru.wﬂ h._.u \ ¥
The Fourth didn’t.intend to sit adiy
liy and waleh manslawter committed
before their eyes. They leaped over the
desks to the front of the class, and farely

flung themselves st Meakin Mild.

How the kontest would have gone can
only be conjectured, for before it had
really started Dr. Birchemall rushed
inta the Form-room.

“Bless my solet What over's the
meaning of this here?” he asked, in
shocked, though oultured, axzxzents,
“Back to your desks at onee, the lot of
vou! Mr. Lickham! Kindly eggsplain
the meaning of this riot!”

“It’s this—thizs hooligan!" gasped
Mr. Lickham, pointing a trembling four-
finger 8t the gigantio new boy. “He
started walloping me with my own
cane |

Dr. Birchemall frowned.

“You aro using strong langwidge,
Lickham ! Let me tell you that I have
a very high opinion of Mild; if he set
about yvou, I'm pretty sere he had good
cawae '

fQuite right, sir 1" said Meakin Mild.
“That old gent wanted to cans me—mae,
you know 1 :

“Prepostorous 1 eggselaimed D
Birchemall. “I wondor you're not
ashamed of yourself, Lickham, using

GREYFRIARS FACTS WHILE YOU

such brutal methods on a meer lad!
Kindly leave him alone for the future [
Then he turned to Meakin Mild and
wisperad: “By the way, Mild, what
about E&mm:m up for your sceond weck

in advance?

“Plezzure, I'm sure!” grinned
Meakin Mild, passing over a crisp,
rugsling fiver. “That right ™

“Right as rain, thanks!” smiled the
Iead. “Now rcturn to your desk,
Mild, and if Mr. Lickham or anybody
elza tries to booly you, just come and
sco me [

With that, the Head russled out,
leaving Mr. Lickham and the Fourth
almoest overcome.

It was clear to cveryone now how
matters stood. Meakin Mild was an
ally of the Head, and was ovvidently
being given & frec hand to do just as
he liked. The outlook for the Fourth
was black indeed |

IIT.

FTER the insident in the Morm-
room, Meakin Mild farely ran
aimok at 8t. B8am’s.  He walked
round the old skool, doing just

as he plessed, and boolying to
his hart’s content. Not sattisfied with
tweaking fags’ noses and twisting their

ears, he nocked Fourth-Formers' heads

together, tripped up stately prefocts,
and even jumped on My, J E:mmm__bﬁ_
Natcherally, thore were profests.

Masters and prefects swarmed round the
[lead’s study like bees round a jam-

t, and & score of voices clammered
m__ow Mild’s immejato n%ﬁmﬁuw_aa. But
the Head turned a deff car to all
appeals. :

ut Nemmysis was rappidly over-
taking the Carnera of 8t. 8am’s, and his
rain as tho booly of the skool was
destined to end very shortly in & most
untimely manner.

It was Jack Jolly who brought it all
about. S

The leader of tha Fourth was sitting
in his study in the evening, talkin
things over wilth his pals as he glarns
through the daily newspaper. The
problem of Meakin Mild was worrying
Jack considerably;, As he talked his
brow was corrugated, his jaw like iron.
and his eves like steel. Jack Jolly felt
that he was on his metal.

All of & sudden he jumped to his feet.

“Grate pip!” he cggsclaimed. “Just
look at this, you chaps!" ;

Fearless and Merry and Dright
crowded round him and peercd over his
sholder at tho nowspaper.

Htaring them in the fizz was the ugly,
but unmistakable fotograph of the
man of the moment—2Meakin Mild |

“ 3eakin Mild—by all that's wonder-
ful I” breethed Frank Fearless.

Joack Jolly emiled grimly. :

“I'm not so sure about the * Meakin
Alild,” he said. “ Judging by what they

WAIT !

Bay.

H.____E.mr.wiuw has tha sea in his  Iu far-off Bhanipor, ** I ** had
blood, and is pever happier tha
when galliog in Pegs

0 thelp with bis morning &
4o the Remgo¢e dorm., * Inky*
washes himself—and prefers it |

inuu“.

Tom Brown, the New Zealand Dr, Lockes reads the works of

junior, iz an adept with the lariat,

aod bas * roped mp ' more than
one astonished victim,

Flato, Eatipe and Asschylus—
s Ew nu._mHumn-.:a:h by
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say here, that's not his namo at alll
Read this [

The amsazed Fourth-Formers read the
paragraph undérneeth the foto. This is
what they saw:

“Above 13 a fotograph of ' Samson?
atrong, a notorious ecrimminal, who
varies  the . monotony of ‘allin’
wrestling by indulging in frekwont
highway robberies with violence. The

clice are anxious to get in touch with

trong, 'who was last scen near Muggle-
ton, after raiding a costumier's, whero
he pinched an outsize in skool suits.”

“Grate pip! Then that's the mystery
about him I gasped Merry. “He's not
a skoolboy at all, but & fugitive from
justiss 1™

:w_._nﬁ__. £ # L

“I'm going to wring up the perlico [V
declared Jack Jolly.

Tho young kaptin was as good as his
word. He got on to Inspector Smart,
of the Muggleton Perlice, and in a very
short space of time a perlice-van was

roaring up the carriage-drive to the
Skool House. s
“Quick! There's your man!™ said

Jack Jolly, who was waiting for them
at the top of the steps. Before Bamson
Strong could say ‘Nifal' the peelers
weras upon him

Dr. Birchemall's face, when he was
tald that his faverite pupil was an old
_.wﬂ...dmu a site for gods, men, and little
fishes. 4 g

i
“Villan! BSkoundrel! Double-dyed
doccover I* he cride, chaking a bony fist
at the Carnera of Bt. Bam's. “How
dare you besmirch the fare name of this
rate skool with your evil prozzence?
W...E.EZ Take him away, inspector,
and throw him into your decpest and
darkest dunjon ™

The green cyes of Bamson Strong
ﬁmmﬁm a8 he herd that stern specch.
o was thinking of the fivers the Head

had been very pleased to take from him
only a few hours since,

“AMite I "ave a word with you aforo
I go, sit 1" he asked humbly.

Dr. Birchemall cyed him rather
craftily, wondering whether he was
m_u..ﬂ_m. to hand over the swag into his

ocplng.

“Very well; release him for o
minnit, inspector.”

Inspector SBmart nodded, and released
Samson Strong, who then went close up
to the Head.

Ingtead of whispering and handing
over the munny, as the .W:E_m had hoped
would happen, the criminal seczed Dr.
Egraﬂnm by the beard, yanked him
off his feet, and started swinging lum
round and round in a circle.

When he did let go, evenchally, the
Head"s speed waos so tremendous that ho
flew through the air above the heads of
the spectators, to land with & terrifick
crash in the branches of one of the
brces |

“Yaroooo!" shreeked Dr. Birchemall
from that dizzy hite.

“There! Perhaps that'll lern you nob
to turn agin a man arter you've bin
taking ‘ia munny 1" said " Meakin
Mild® “Now, inspoctor, I am ready
to take my grool ™

And the Carnera of Bt Sam’s stopped
into the perlice-van to be taken away
to his richly-deserved punishment.

It is hardly necessery to add—but we
will add it, all the same—that 8t. Sam’s
breethed a grate sigh of releef to sco
the back of him!

THE END.
Tue Magxer Lismary.—No, 1,284,



