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Remarkable disappearance of Vivian Travers during football match,

The MENAC ED
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A mummy comes to life
. . . . mysterious, hair.
raising . ... but there’s
something rummy about
that mummy !
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CHAPTER 1. NI
A Packing Case for Travers! “I can’'t understand why you go about
¢ HEY'RE a dirty pair!” said hLo it, dear old fellow,” continued

Edward Oswald Handforth, of l.l'a.\'ers, cyeing Handforth’s hands .u-it_h
the St. Frank’s Remove, in a disfavour. “There’s plenty of watcr 11

| thoughtful voice, as he eloquently the school, and plenty-of soap, too.”
spread ont his hands. “\What are you talking about?’" gasjp d
“ Very dirty !” agreed Vivian Travers. Handforth blankly.
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olve the mystery with Nipper and Co.in this thrilling complete yarn.

SCHOOLBOY ! = icue

“Didn’y
“’(\re

U you just say that your hLands
a dirty pair?”

‘: r L] [ ] [ [
H‘ll({“g}'ou howling 1idiot!” roared
andforth, turnine Crimson. “T was
talkiy, it

ng about the Yexford mateh I
Hll’ 113, lla !-"’

T ) 1 3
hf. gl o

of t, P of Removites round the steps
: ¢

chuek) Ancient House at  St. Frank's

the cle~d amusedly. 1t 111(-,luded.1\’1p_per,

Harrv‘(-é‘l‘y Junior skipper, Reggic Pitt,

othe, . resham, Tregellis-West, and a few
L ostalwartg.

°t my hands!”

Yexford hagks !
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™ -Thc‘ snorted Handforth.

You knew all the

]

) '
‘ [

t
u
l
|
|
l

m*

i

!
i
\

UG N

!
|
3
|

+ eaeeEEEyw U GHEID GRS ——

!
’
|
|

l

time, you funny fathead, that I was talk-
ing about the Yexford backs!”

Vivian Travers, who was a cool, clear-
headed,  self-possesesd  junior, smiled
urbanely.

“Well, well,” he mnrmured. “You

really should be more exaplicit, Handy,
dear old fellow.”

“Rats !” grunted Handforth. “We were
talking about the Yexford match, weren’t
we? Thanks to our victory against Helm-
ford Council School—and awav from home,
too—we're nicely at the top of the League
table. And we’ve got to stay there.”
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“Anybody might think you're the
skipper, by the way you're gassing,” said
Church sarcastically.

“Oh, let him run on—he’s entertain-
ing,” said Nipper, smiling. “And he's
quitc right, too. . He’s merely echoing the
words I said about five minutes ago.”

‘““ And thinking they’re his own,”” nodded
Church with a smff.

“We whacked those Council School
chaps by two- goals to one,” said Edward
Oswald Handforth stnbbornly. - “And
why? Because we had to make up for the
terrific defeat we had from the Gram-
marians, when they licked us by six goals
to nil—at home, too! 'That was all the
fault of that rottecn ring of yours,
Travers.” |

“But I thought you weren’t . super-
stitious ?” murmured Travers.

“I’'m not,” rctorted Handforth. “But
most of you other chaps were so scared by
that mouldy ring that you couldn’t play
your ordinary game. Thank goodness you
were different last Saturday. Well, this
week we’re up against Yexford—and we all
know that the Yexford chaps are as dirty
as a muddy road.”

“I'm afraid th€re’s semething in the
charge, Handy,” said Nipper regretfully.
“That fellow Hopkins 1s thc Junior.
skipper of Yexford, and he’s a bounder.
His first name may be Augustus, and his
pater may be a bishop, but he’s a blighter.
Bevan and Williams, his pals, aren’t much
better.”

*Aud what about Stillson and Neceve?”
demanded Handforth. ‘‘They’re the two
chaps I was talking about—the backs.
They don’t care what dirty tricks they gct
up to on the field. They’d as soon trip a
chap as look at him!”

**Anybody cxpecting a tuck-hamper?”
asked Reggic Pitt abruptly.

“Tuck-hamper ?” went up a chorus.

Football was immediately forgotten.

“I was only wondering,” said the breczy
lcader of the West House juniors. “The
lorry from the station has just avrived.”

“Fathead,” said Handforth, the hungry
lock dying from his eyes. “Fancy talking
about tuck—just Dbefore dinner, too!
Hampers aren’t delivered on the goods
lorry ! This must be something for the
school.”

They drifted casually up as the big
railway lorry lumbered further into the
T'riangle. 1t contained nothing but an
cnormous packing-case. It was at least
seven fcet long by four feet wide and decp.
It was bound with iron.

“A piano for somebody,” said Hand-
forth. *‘Who’s been ordering pianos?”

LELE LIBRARY

“It’'s not big enough for a piano, you
chump,” said McClure. “It might be a
orandfather’'s clock—— Hallo! I'm jig-
cered if it 1isn’t addressed to you,
Travers !”

Vivian Travers grinned.

“Look again,” he said. ‘“You must have
rcad the name wrong 7 :

“But I didn’t,” 1insisted the other
“There

junior. it is, on the label—
‘ Master Vivian Travers, Ancient House,
St. Frank’s College, Bellton, Sussex,
England.” And look. there! It’s come
from Egypt.”

“What !” yelled Travers.

He had suddenly lost his airy manner,
and now he became both serious and be-
wildered. Onmec close look at the big label
was sufficient ; the great packing-case was,
indeed, addressed to him.

“It’s come from Cairo—yes, and Port
Said,” said Nipper, with interest. “It was
shipped aboard the Hedingham Castle,
and came via Tilbury Docks——"

“Well, 'm jiggered,” said Travers un-
comfortably.

A great packing-case addressed to him,
and sent from Egypt! Of course, there
wasn’t any doubt that it had been sent by
his father, who was in Egypt exploring the
ruins of the Temple of Osra. But why his
father should send .such a huge case as
this to St. Frank’s was bewildering.

There had been many queer happenings
at the school of late.

Mystery had piled upon mystery, and all
the weird incidents had followed close
upon the arrival of a supposedly *‘cursed ™
ancient Egyptian ring. Travers' father
had sent it as a curio—a gold ring, seb
with seven blood-red rubies in the form of

a seven-pointed star.

Ezra Quirke, the strange schoolboy
mystic, who lived with his aunt at Market
Donuing, beyond Bannington, and who
had once been a scholar at St. Frank’s,
declared that the ring was evil. He had
advised Fravers to destroy 1t; but Travers
had nct heeded. There had been appari-
tions, the unaccountable appearance of
seven blood-red stars in the sky; more than
onec boy—and a girl, too—had been seized
by unscen hands. A reign of terror had
fallen upon the school—particularly by
night.

The Egyptian ring had been burncd—
destroyed completely in the great furnace
in the Ancient House boiler-room. Yet,
later, Travers had found the ring intact
in the drawer of his bureau! The juniors
did not know it, but Bernard Forrest, the
scamp of the Ancient House, could have
explained that little mystery. For
Forrest, in order to pay off a bookmaker,
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fad ¢ bom:owcd ” Travers’ ring, and had
replacod it later when his little trouble
was over.  An imitation ring had been
destroyed.  8till; all this added to the
general mystery.

And cven Forrest himself was convinced
that the real ring possessed evil qualities;
he would not have touched it again for a
pundred pounds.

"~ Things had been more or less normal at
the old school for the past two or three
days; and Vivian Travers and his school-
fellows of the Remove werc beginning to

think that the “specll ” was broken.
Now this immensc packing-case arrived !
“It’s funny that my pater hasn’t
written, telling mc about this,” said
Travers, after the railway lorry had gonc.
71 don’t cven know what it 1s.”

“You'll know soon cnough 1if you open
the case,” suggested Haudforth, who was
naturally inquisitive.

By the orders of Mr. Alington Wilkes,
the Houscmaster, the case had been taken
round to an outbuilding, where the con-
tents—whatever they were—ecould be un-
packed. But Travers was hesitating; and
while he was hesitating .a telegraph-boy
arrived. The wire was for Travers. He
opened it, read the contents, and a startled
expression camc into his cyes—almost an
expression of fear.

“What 1s 1t, old man*” asked Nipper

quietly. “Not bad ncws, I hope?”
“No, mnot bad ncws,” said Travers.

“This is a cablegram---from my patcr.”
“Oh I”
“It’s about this big Dbox,” continued
Travers, eycing the packing-case with dis-
favour. “It contains a present for the

school muscum—and it's an PEgyptian
mummy !”

L

CHAPTER 2.
Exit Ezra Quirke!

‘“ REAT Scott !”
» “Well, ’'m Dblessed !”

“A mummy !"”

mingled -« There  were cxclamations of
cyosb“(: ‘d.b<t.0mshment and excitement. All

o ere turned upon the packing-case.

the ‘:lil:iu’ I must say your pater 1s doing
ity “llltg.?i' thorol}ghl}:‘_, vrcmarked Reggic
9 m,y ot l a grin. First he sends you
with C ring, and now he follows 1t ap
from thgeli}uno twenty-two carat mummy
somg ;31 yramids!  We ought to have
< mystery stuff ?
» do dry “up!” growled

h
'“It’ .
the S Dothing, rcally. Only a present for
muscum.’

SChOol

Professor 1'ucker.

“that it matters much.

“What does your pater say in lns cable-
aram?”’ asked Handforth curiously, =

Travers showed it to him, and the others
were just as cager to read it.

“Packing-case containing mummy
of Hcheb dispatched some time ago.
You may cxpect it any day. Gift for
school museum. Am writing to your
hcadmaster.—FATHER.”

“So this is the mummy of Hcheh?” said

Nipper thoughtfully. “I wonder who
Hcbeb was when he was at home?  Well,

the message is clecar cnough, Travers.
You’d better hand the giddy thing over to
Hc’s the curator of the
muscum—and mightily interested 1in
things Lgyptian, too.”

“He’ll go off his nut
cxpeet,” nodded Travers.

Upon the whole he was feeling relieved.
It was good to hear from his father. Ouly
rccently he had had a letter from Mr,
Travers, and it was clear that Mr. Travers
had been having trouble in Egypt; myste-
rious things had been happening, just the
same as at St. Frank’s. Mr. Travers’ life
had been in danger. 'Therc was an Ameri-
can cxplorer, named Wilbur Druton, who
was somchow mixed up in the whole busi-
ness.  Travers liad begun to wonder if
there was some deep conspiracy afoot.”

“I sce that this telegram has come from
a place called El Sidfa,” he remarked. “1I
supposc that’s thce ncarest telegrapl
station to Osra.”

Interest in the mummy dwindled. As
the property of Vivian Travers, i1t might
have been intriguing ; but as a present for
the school museum, 1t was nothing par-
ticularly cxeiting.

“Funny thing your father didn’t write,”
sald Nipper, giving Travers a straight
look.

“*How do you mcanr”

“Well, why go to the cxpense of
cabling?” asked Nipper. “If he had
written when he dispatched the mummy,
the letter would have got here first, any-
how. Fuuny, too, that thc cable should
arrive within an hour of the packing-case.”

“Coincidence, I suppose,” said Travers,
without giving the matter much thought.

“It may be—although there’s just a hint
that the cablegram was timed to get here
at the samc time as the packing-case,”
said Nipper shrewdly. “Still, I can’t sec
There may be

about this, 1

nothing in 1t.”
“Nothing at all,” said Travers, with a

Travers. shrug.

Professor Sylvester Tucker, who, in
addition to bcing scicnce master, was an
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eager amateur Egyptologist, was excited
when he heard about the mummy. He pro-
mised Travers that he would have the case
unpacked by two of the porters during the
afternoon.

When lessons were over Travers came
out of the School House with a number of
other fellows, and his attention was imme-
‘diately attracted by the slim, bizarre-look-
ing figure which stood motionless near th
fountain. |

“Well, well,” murmured Travers. “1f
it isn’t our delightful friend, Ezra
Quirke.”

“He’s heard about your giddy mummy,
I expect,” said Handferth, frowning.
“Blow the chap! He -gives me the
creeps.” |

Quirke was attired in a long black over-

coat, and he was bareheaded. His black,
lank hair strayed untidily over his face.
The face was pale, mask-like, and expres-
sionless. There was something about lis
eyes, too, which made most people feel un-
comfortable.
' “What do you want, Quirke?” said
Travers, speaking sharply — for him.
'“You’ve heard about the mummy, I sup-
pose? Well, I’'m not in the mood for hear-
g any of your fantastic rot. Under-
stand ?”’ |

“My dear Travers, why do you jump at
me like this?’”’ asked Quirke reproach-
fully. *“What ill have I done you? Havo
not my warnings been justified? From the
first I have told you that the accursed ring
of Osra is evil and ?

‘“l don’t want to hear any more about
that ring,” broke in Travers bluntly.
“I’'m fed up with you; in fact, I'm fed up
with this Egyptian business and mystery
altogether.”

“In a word, Quirke,”
“Travers is fed up.”

“I regret that you should treat these
matters with such levity,” said Ezra
Quirke in his toncless voice. “Yes, I con-
fess that I heard of the mummy’s arrival,
and I was naturally interested. All things
Egyptian attract me. Am I to understand
that this mummy has come from the tomb
of Osra?”

“You are to understand that you’d
better mind your own business,” snapped
Vivian Travers irritably. “I don’t care if
the mummy came from Timbuctoo—or
Halifax—or Togoland! It means nothing
more to me than a chunk of well-masti-
cated chewing-gum !” »

“It grieves me to hear you talking in
this strain——"

“How will it gricve you if I plant my
fist in the middle of your map?” demanded
Travers. I’'m the last fellow in the

sald Nipper,

“ THE TOUGHEST TEAM IN THE LEAGUR."” Read this gripping—.

world to treat a visitor with violence, but
if you start amny of your warnings, I'll
slaughter you! That mummy is of no im-
portance. It’s omnly the well-parcelled
remains of a Pharaoh or Pries_t who went
by the name of Hebeb——"

“The Priest Hebeb !” gasped Quirke,
backing away, his flat eyes suddenly be-
coming aglow with fear. “Oh!”

The change in him was so marked that
all the juniors regarded him with open
curiosity. They were impressed. Vivian
Travers merely glared.

“You’d better remember what I said,”
he exclaimed. “I’ve warned you—"

“You think I fear your fists?” inter-
rupted %irke passionately. ‘' You tell me
that the Mummy of Hebeb is in this schoo!l !
Oh, terrible! The Curse of the Ring of
Raamses was appalling enough, but to
have the Mummy of Hebeb under this roof .
is a sign of disaster! There will be
terrible happenings——"

“And one of them is going to start
now !” roared Travers, exasperated beyond
endurance. ‘'Blow you and your pifile!
Outside, Quirke !”

He pointed grimly towards the gates.

“But, listen, my friend—" began
Quirke.

“I’m not your friend,” yelled Travers.

He made a sndden dash, and grabbed
Ezra Quirke by the collar of his jacket and
the seat of his trousers. With a quick
run, he hustled the strange boy towards
the gates.

“But—but this jis absurd—" gaspcd
Quirk-,

“Absurd or not, you're going out—on
your neck,” snapped Travers. “I’ve had
about as much of you as I can stand!”

“Good eggl” grinned Handforth.
“That’s the way to treat him, Travers!” -

‘“Hear, hear!” chorused some of the
others.

“You are mad !” shrieked Quirke. “Tho
Curse of Osra is more active than ever;
and with the Spirit of Hebeb abroad—"

“Tell somebody else about the spirit of
Hebeb—we’re not. interested,” retorted
Travers. ‘So long, Quirke! Mind you
don’t make your bags dirty !”

With a migbty heave he pitched Ezra
Quirke forward, and the unfortunate
youth, losing his balance, went through
the gateway literally “on his neck.” He
struck the muddy road, rolled over and
over, and sat up, looking dazed.

‘““ And that’s that,” said Travers, breath-
ing hard. “I’ve been wanting to do it forf
days! I was ready to stand his rot abou?
the ring, but when he starts on thi3
mummy—well, it’s more than my long®
suffering nature can stick !
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On the lorry was an enormous packing-case. It was addressed to Vivian Travers, and it came
This was another mystery which was to have startling results !

from Egypt.

Ezra Quirke picked himsclf up without
a word; he merely gave Vivian Travers a
burning, malevolent look, and then turned
on his heel and strode off down the lanc,

CHAPTER 3.

The Mystery Mummy!
¢ ISAPPOINTING,” said Drofessor
Sylvester Tucker, shaking his
head. “Yes, Travers, 1 am
. afraid it is very disappointing.”
Ihey were in the school muscum, and
Handforth & Co., Nipper, Tregellis-West,
wWatson, D¢ Valerie, Gresham, and a few
Other Removites—who had all hecome sud-

Stenl)'. interested in  Egyptology—werc
anding round with an air of solemnity
Whic]y

befitted the occasion.

foI‘t_WaS. rather gloomy in the muscum,
i~ t'he. light of the blustery October day
Was falln v

or
lD'

Profess '
W] tofessor Tucker had been very excited
1en Lhe

sonal] had heard the news; he had per-

greaty. Stiperintended the unpacking of the

could 23¢ abandoning a lccture so that he
d be pres

cut. Inside the case was a
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wondcrful antique easket. This casket was
now resting on the floor of the muscum.
and the great lid had been removed.

Within lay the mummy of the priest,
Haobeb.

“Very interesting, of course,” said the

o, L] [ ] [ ]
professor. “Very interesting, indeed,
Travers. But the—er—um—wrappings arc

singularly complete.
completc. Not an
mummy 1s visible.”

“But 1isn’t that wusual, sir?” asked
Travers mildly. “I thought all these
Egyptian muminics were wound about with
hundreds of yards of wrappings?”

Professor Tucker removed his  glasses
and bent closer over the casket. An in-
definable odour of age was 1n the air; not
uupleasant, but mysterious.

“Oh, mno, Travers,” said the professor.
“Certainly not! Some mummics are so—
cr—cembalmed that the faces, and even the
hands, are exposed. Shrivelled, of course,
but nevertheless exposed. Here we have a
mere mass of linen bandages, old and
stained and by no mcans plcasant to look
upon. Hm! I must confess I am
arievously disappointed with your uncle.”

“My father, sir,” murmured Travers.

In fact, much more
inch of the actual
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““What difference does it make, boy,
whether he is your uncle or whether he is
your father?” demanded the professor
testily. ‘“He has sent this mummy as a
gift for the school museum, but 1t is quite
uninteresting. A pity—a great pity.”

The mummy was certainly well wrapped,
and the boys all agreed that there was
nothing much to look at.

“Now, in Egypt, in necolithic times,”
said the professor, with the air of a lec-
turer, “the—er—deccased were interred in
skins, or mats. They were placed in sand-
pits; and, as a result, there was a certain
measure of preservation. But it was not
until closed coffins were devised that the
true art of mummification became de-
veloped.”

“Yes, sir,” said Travers dutifully.

“All sorts of substances were employed
for the—um—purposes of embalming,”
continued the professor. “Bitumen,
balsams, spices, caustic soda, and so forth.
By the twenty-first dynasty—that is to say,
some time after the year 1100 B.C.—the
process became much more elaborate.
Every limb and every digit was separately
swathed in mummy cloth., = Then the
ancients sought to protect the bodies of
their—er—dead by the placing of amulets,
beads, and so forth, in the caskets. How-
ever, we need not go into this now. I don’t
suppose you are in the least interested.”

Travers wasn’t but he didn’t say so.
The professor drifted away, and left the
museum. This great apartment, which
was practically T-shaped, and which was
filled with innumerable show-cases, was
reached by passing through the school
library in the Ancient House. The
museum jutted out into the cloisters on one
side, and 1t was 1n a very secluded part of
the school.

“We'd better be going, too,” said
Travers carelessly.

But in spite of his tone, Nipper, at least,
could sec that he was uneasy. Professor
Tucker’s lack of interest disappointed him.
If this mummy was a really good specimen
the professor would have been intrigued,
for he was a very learned Egyptologist.

“The Priest Hebeb?” the professor had
said. “I've never heard of the Priest
Hebeb! I'm not at all sure that there was
a Priest Hebeb. And why, in any -case,
should he be embalmed and mummified?
He could not have been anybody of much
importance.”

The juniors prepared to take their de-
parture.

““Shall we put this lid on?” asked Hand-
forth uncertainly.

““No reason why we should trouble,”
crowled Travers, ‘The professor docsn’t

3

seem to care. Still we might as well,
Lend a hand, you chaps!”

They lifted the lid of the casket, and
placed it in position. The juniors felt
rather relieved ; they did not like the look
of that still shape which reposed in the
casket.

“I can’t help wondering why my pater
sent the mummy,” said Travers, after they
had got outside. “If it isn’t so very im-
portant——"

‘“You can’t be sure, old man,” inter-
rupted Nipper. “Professor Tucker knows
a good deal about Egypt—but his know-
ledge, after all, is infinitesimal. There is
not a man in the world who knows very
much about Ancient Egypt. The cleverest
of them grope in the dark at times. Very
likely Mr. Travers has something up his
sleeve—something which will startle the
world when he trots it out.”

“Oh, let’s forget it,” said Handforth,
giving himself a shake. “It’s tea-time.”

They went to their various studies, and
they were glad enough to get into the
warm, well-lighted rooms.

It was later in the evening that Dro-
fessor Tucker bappened to run across
Cecil De Valerie in the Remove passage.
The science master was looking very
irritable, and he peered forward at Val
with considerable impatience.

‘“Well?” he demanded.
they, young man?”

“Eh? Where are what, sir?” asked De
Valerie.

“Don’t stand there asking me absurd
questions,” snapped the professor. “You
know very well that I sent you to find my
glasses, Handforth! Where have you
been all this time? How do you suppose .
I can get on with my work without my
glasses?”

“I'm not Handforth, sir,” said De
Valerie, smiling. “This is the first I've
heard—"

Professor Tucker peered closely at him.
bringing his face within a few inches of
the junior’s. The professor was exceced-
ingly short-sighted.

“Bless my soul !” he exclaimed. “How
extremely awkward! I thought you were
Handforth! And you are Pitt all the
time.”

‘““No, sir; I'm De Valerie.”

“Good gracious me !” said the professor-
“You dark boys look all alike! Why
don’t you label yourselves? So you’re Deé
Valerie, are you? Well, do you think 1
care? Find Handforth for me at once! 1 _
sent him to the laboratory to find my
glasses, and here I am, wandering about
Upon my soul! Did I send Hand:
forth to the Ilaboratory?” he added

*Where are

AR
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qouely. “T don’'t think I did! How
vbgurd! I sent Handforth to the village
{a;o buy me some stamps !”

Dc Valerie, who was used to the pro-
fessor’s absent-mindedness, chuckled 1in-
wardly.

«1 think I know where your glassg¢s arc,
sir,” he said gently.

«ph? What’s that? You know
Good gracious, boy, why didn’t you say so
ot first?” demanded DIrofessor Tucker.
«vou stand there arguing with me, and
all the time you know where my glasses
are ! Why don’t ‘you fetch them? Where

”» \
are thcy? ., .
«In the museum, sir,” explained Val.

$Don’t you remember taking them off
when we were all looking at <hat
mummy 2’

¢« Mummy? What mummy?” said the
professor.  “I know mothing of any
mummy. Of all the exasperating—— O,
yes! That wretched

thing which was sent

to the school by Gres-
ham’s father?”

‘‘Not Gresham’s
father, sir — Travers’
father.”

“I don’t think it’s a

good mummy,” said
the professor firmly.
“Probably the remains of some insignifi-

cant nobody. But what does it matter?
We're wasting time. What were we talk-
mg about? Where are those stamps I
sent you for?”

.“}'ou. sent Handforth for the stamps,
sir,” said De Valeric patiently.
({3 “y ll ’.. R . ’ €9
cll, you're Handforth, aren’t you?
ﬁel,nanded the exasperated science master.
'tll ve never known such—— Eh? What's
1at?  You’re not Handforth? Who said
you were? And what does it matter who
you are?”
€¢ T . .
. I've been telling you, sir, that your
ect-qcles are 1n the muscum,” said Dc
alerie,

€¢
My spectacles I”” ejaculated Professor

T;‘cker- “Then why, in Heaven’s name,
wifggu stand there gabbling like a fish-

If you know where my glasses are,

gfy don’t you fetch themm? Go at once!
‘g them to my study !”

irj. tl.l,‘)“ght perhaps you'd come with me,
proilv hat on earth for?” interrupted the
gracissor{ “Are you afraid? Good
afraiguts' A boy of your age and size
am gyp, o ¥ 1nto the school museum! I
« o Lrised at you, Pitt!”
it 4o . F18ht, sir,” said De Valerie, giviug
v Up g4 a bad job-' ““_I’_l_l 20 12 = >

FIREWORK BLUES—

Causing E. O, Handlorth to roar
and dance ! See next week’s special
Guy Fawkes story featuring the
cheery Chums of St. Frank’s.
riot of laughter and fun. Look out

for this uproarious yarn. :

CHAPTER 4.
Terror in the Museum!

ECIL DE VALERIE was hoping that
he would find somecbedy in the
library. The muscum was reached
through the library, and if there

were any fellows there, they would go with
Val to search for the professor’s glasses.
Somchow that musty room caused De
Valeric to shiver. And there was some-
thing about that newly-arrived mummy,
too, which made him uneasy.

“Oh, rats!” he muttered, when he
opencd the library door and found the
room in darkness. “Just my luck!”

He switched on the lights, but they
were so shaded that there wasn’t much
hope of the light penetrating into the
muscum. There was a switch in the
museum, but i1t was one of those sort
which could only be operated by a special

key. -

“It’s a pity the pro-
fessor can’t look after
hig glassecs better,”
grumbled De Valeric
as he opened the
museum door, and hesi-
tated on the threshold.
“Ugh! It looks beastly
creepy !” .

A moonbeam was straying through one
of the museum windows, and 1t slanted
across the spot where the ancient casket
lay. No other light cntecred the roomni,
cxcept a dim glow from the library. The
silence was almost oppressive—and 1t was
only made all the more so by the vague
moaning and whining of the wind outside.

Dec Valerie suddenly pulled himself to-
gether. What a weakling he was! It
would only take him a moment to go to the
casket and fetch the glasses; he had seen
the professor place them on a little ledge
at the angle of the wall. What was there
to be afraid of, anyhow?

Yal suddenly strode forward, and it was
not until he was 1n close proximity ® the
casket that he suddenly halted, his breath
catching with a gulp.

The lid of the casket was off !

And there, in the depths, lay the
mummy ! Yet Val had distinctly scen the
fellows put that lid on—in fact, he had
helped them to put it on. How could it
have been removed ?

He felt his nerve going—until, with a
sudden laugh, an obvious explanation
cccurred to him. What an idiot he was!
Somebody clse had been in the muscum, of
course—perhaps some of the scniors—and
they had had a look at the mummy. They
had*neglected to put the lid on again.

A
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Click !
It was a slight sound from behind him,
and he spun round with a jump. The door,

which he had left wide open, was closed !
**Hi!” shouted De Valeric breathlessly.

Hec dashed to the door, and grabbed the
knob. He could not understand how the
door had closed ; he had not heard a sound
until that ominous click had reached his
ears. He turned the handle, but the door
refused to budge.

“Here, I say, don’t be a fool!” panted

Val. “Open this door, whocver you are!
Confound you! This is a dirty trick fo
Play_____”

He broke off, thinking that he had heard
a faint rustle from somewhere in the
museum, His heart was thudding. The
silence was as intensc as cver, except for
the whining of the wind outside. The
moonbcam, slanting through one of the
windows, shone eerily upon the mummy in
the casket. |

Again and again Dc¢ Valerie shook the
door handle, and he was becoming morc
and more panic-stricken. The door was
locked—yet there had not been a soul in
the library. And if anybody was there
now they would answer his shouts—unless
it was being deliberately done as an ill-
natured trick.

““Oh !” panted Val,
this door !”

He half-expected to hear chuckles, and
the very thought made his cheeks burn.
He realised that he was making a poor
exhibition of himself. By a supreme effort
he pulled himsclf together.

“You win,” he said steadily. ‘“But this
joke’s gone far cnough, whoever you are,
Open the door, and don’t be an ass!”

Still there was utter silence.

De Valerie stood against the door, his
heart thudding painfully. Again he heard
that faint swishing sound from his rear—

as though something stealthy had moved.

He looked round, trying to peer into the
black corners of the museum. In spite of
himd®lf, his attention was drawn towards
the moonlit mummy.
growing rigid; 1t even seemed that the
hair at the back of his head was rising at
the roots.

For his horrified eyes saw something
which robbed him of all his self-control.
Slowly the mummy was moving—rising out
of the casket ! _

A scream escaped Cecil De Valerie’s lips.
It came unbidden—he did not even know
that he had screamed. Hc was stricken
with mad panic. He leapt across the
muscum, flinging himself with all his
force at one of the windows.

Cra-a-a-sh ! . "

“You cads! Open

And he felt himself

So great was the force of De Valerie’'s
rush that the glass and the framework
smashed to smithereens, and the terrifieq
Removite plunged out headlong, to crash
violently to the ground.

‘¢ £ NREAT Scott! What was that?”
asked Nipper sharply.
He and Handforth werc in the
Triangle; they were crossing to
the Modern House, to have a footer “pow.
wow ” with Lionel Corcoran and John
Busterficld Boots. They had distinctiy
heard the crash of breaking glass—and
just prior to that sound a vague-scream.,

“It came from the cloisters,” muttered
Handforth. ‘I say, what the dickens—?
“Come on!” snapped Nipper.

They raced to the cloisters, spun round
an angle of the old building, and were just
in time to see Cecil De Valerie slowly
picking himself up. Fragments of broken
class lay glinting in the moonlight. ‘

“VYal!” shouted Nipper, “ What’s hap-
pened? Are you hurt?” |

“It moved—it moved,”
Valcrie hoarsely., “The mummy !
you, it moved !”

Amazingly enough, he had come off
with only a few scratches and bruises. So
great had been the force of his charge that
the damage was mostly confined to the
window. Yet Val might very easily have
injured himself seriously.

“The museum,” muttered Handforth,
looking up at the wrecked window 1in a
startled way. “By George! The chap’s
scared out of his wits !

“Pull yourself together, Val,” said
Nipper steadily. ‘“Come along! There’s
nothing for youn to be afraid of !”

They marched him out of the cloisters,
and at length they reached the brilliantly-
lit lobby of the Ancient House. They kncw
that something serious must have hape
pened ; for Cecil De Valerie was a level-
headed fellow, and not at all given to
absurd fancies.

“Hallo! What’s wrong ?” asked Travers
curiously, as he came into the lobby with
Jimmy Potts and Skeets. “For the love of
Samson! Val’s as white as a sheet !”

‘““What’s happened?” asked Church and
McClure, in one voice.
The lights and

muttered De
I tell

Others crowded round.
the human companionship had a marke
effect upon De Valerie. He recovered hinme
self rapidly, but there was a defiant light
in his eyes.

“How—how did I get qut of the
museum ?”’ he asked in a low voice. 1
“Don’t you remember? ” demande

Handforth, Stal‘ino'. ¢ lrou jumppd clean
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Quirke removed the wrappings from the mummy, and an extraordinary man, incredibly
bony and shrivelled, stood revealed.

through one of the windows, smashing 1t
to smithereens—framework and all!”

“We shall have to report that to the

Ouscmaster,” said Nipper, whilst the
others pressed round excitedly. “We

leedn't tell any fibs, but we can gloss it

Over a hit. Now, Val, what made yvou lose

your nerve?”

D“You’ll all think I'm mad,” muttered

nﬂ‘ Valerie, “but when I got into the
Wseum the door closed on me. I don't

f(:;ow how, I was all in the dark, except

m 1:1 stream of moonlight which fell on the

rugﬂ;ny' And—and I heard funny,
cullng sounds.”

h, my hat!”

€S, yes !”

“And what then?”

e

§s
THO?I' fooked round, and I saw the mummy
Vine * ; i \
scepss o0 Panted Val. “Oh, you can look
Optl(‘al J

» but I teil you I saw it moving !

“Rot !” said Handforth bluntly.

“It isn't rot!” shouted WVal.
vou ”

“Go easy, old man,” interrupted Nipper
gently. “ Your nerves were a bit on cdge.
You must have imagined it. 'The moon-
licht can play some rummy {ricks, you
know. Your own common-sense must tell
you that an Egyptian mummy could not
possibly move of its own accord.”

“It was rising,” whispered De Valerie,
his dark eyes wide. “Rising up and up—
in the casket!”

““Oh, crumbs!” said Church uncomfort-
ably.

“I know it sounds silly—fantastic—im-
possible—but I saw it with my own eyes.”
went on De Valerie, looking round more
defiantly than cver. “I’'m not a funk, you
chaps! TI'm not imagining anything,
cither. Don’t vou believe me ™

“I tell
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They were silent.

“You don’t—do you?” he demanded.

‘“ Well, dear old fellow, it wants a bit of
swallowing,” said Travers gently, “You
see, there’s been such a lot of mystery
about that rotten Egyptian ring of mine
that anybody’s nerves are liable to get on

cdge. And in a moonlit museum——"

“You think I got scared, don’t you?”
asked De Valerie fiercely. ‘ Well, cometo
the museum now! Let’s sce if anything
has happened to that mummy.”

‘*“A good idea,” said Nipper approvingly.

They hurried to the library, and it was
still empty when they arrived. The lights
were on, just as Valerie had left them. It
was Nipper himsclf who opencd the door of
the museum.

“You see?’” he asked. “There’s a spring-
lock on this door, Val. Easy enough to
open it from this side—but impossible to
open it from the other.”

“The door probably blew to in
draught,” suggested Travers, nodding.
- ““But there wasn’t any draught,” pro-
tested De Valerie. “At least, I don’t re-
‘member » ©

“Its windy to-night, and a stray
draught might easily have caught it,” said
Nipper. “Anyhow, let’s go mn.”

He had an electric torch on him—and so
had Handforth. They went 1nto the
musewm—not without a quickening of
their heartbeats. Some of the fellows hung
back.

i

A cold wind was blowing in through

{he smashed window. The torchlights were
directecd upon the casket—and the first
thing De Valerie noticed was that the lid
was in place, just as it had been when
Professor Tucker and the Removites had
gone out earlier.

‘“But—but somebody must have been
here,” stammered Val.

“You’ve been here,” growled Handforth.

“No! I—I mean, since I was here last,”
panted Val. “The lid was off, I tell you—
and I saw thc mummy rising 2

- “T don’t see how the iid could have got
back,” said Nipper, . shaking his head.
‘“Anyhow, we’ll do the thing properly
while we’re here. Lend a hand, some of

ou !”
d They lifted the lid off—and: there, in the
casket, was the mummy, as motionless- and
as mysterious as ever. Cecil De Valerie
passed a hand over his brow. .

“I can’t understand it,” he muttered.
“I'll swear I saw——"

“That’s all right,” murmured Nipper.
“You go along to the Common-room, Val,

and sit in front of the fire. You’ll feel
‘better soon.” - | .

like that.

‘"I"HE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

Somerton, who shared Study G with De

Valerie, took him by the arm and led him

out. Others went, too.

“What are we going to do about thig
window ?”’ asked Handforth.

‘“Leave it as it is for the.time being,”
replied Nipper. *Nobody is likely to get
into the muscum—and even if they did,
they couldn’t get past the door. Nothing
can be done until to-morrow, anyhow,
won’t do any harm.”

The others were glad enough to get out
of the museum, and Nipp2r was glad none
of the prefects or masters had heard De
Valerie’s scream, or the crash. For that
would have meant a lot of inquiries.

‘“Somehow, you chaps, I don’t think we'd
better report this affair to Old Wilkey
until to-morrow,” said Nipper slowly, when
he and the others were in the library, and
the museum door was closed. “We don’t
want any masters mixed up in this. And
we might do some investigating of our own

—to-night.”
“By G(George,” breathed Handforth
cagerly. ‘‘Investigation, eh? What do

you mcan? Keep watch, or something ?”

“Yes,” said Nipper, nodding. “I can’t
get it out of my head that there’s some
dirty work afoot. You'll never make me
believe that there’s a supernatural ex-
planation of all this mystery. And I'm
suspicious of that mummy. I don’t like
the way it came into the school.” -

“How do
staring. My father sent the mummy.”

“Did he?’” retorted Nipper. “How do
you know? He didn’t write to you, did
he?”

“But the cable—"

‘““ Anybody could have sent the cable,”
growled Nipper. “And i1t was jolly funny—

‘that cable arriving at the same time as

the packing-case. And look at Val’s story,
too. We know Val—and we know that he's
not a funky, imaginative chap. I believe
that something did happen in the museum
a little while ago. I don’t know what, but
I’'m certain that the 1id -of the casket was
off. Val couldn’t have made a mistake

here, my sons.”

“By Samson! I’'m beginning to think
you're right, too,” muttered Travers, his
eyes burning. “I’d give a term’s pocket

‘money to get to the bottom of all thif

’)’

mystery .
The library door opened, and Reggi®

Pitt, of the West House, came running 11
“T say!” he burst out. “We've jusz

spotted Quirke’s owl fluttering abou®

amongst the chestnuts in the Triangle.
Nipper nodded.

1t

you mean?” asked Travers,

There’s some tricky business

\

.2
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« I'm not surprised,” he said. “Another
mystery touch, ch? I suppose you heard
it hooting ?” N
© wyes,” said Pitt. “Two or three of us
went out—and there was the beastly thing,
flying from one tree to another. It looked
horribly cerie »

« There’s nothing really cerie about an
owl,” interrupted Nipper 1mpatiently.
- But just because owls fly about at night,
people regard t}xcm.as omens of evil, or
some silly rot like that. Throw all those
ideas out of your heads. That owl means
that Quirke 1s somewhere about—and, to
my mind, it’s suspiclous.”

Little did those Removites guess where
Ezra Quirke was—Ilittle did they dream of
the amazing task upon which he was
sngaged !

CHAPTER 5b.
The Man from Egypt!

ITH steady hands Ezra Quivke
&/&/ removed the linen v:rappings from

the mummy of Hebeb.

The only light which camec into
the muscum was that of the moon, and
occasionally cven this would varnish as the
moon became obscured behind a bank of
clouds.

At intervals Quirke would pause, listen-
ing intently. He knew that he was taking

a big risk. He had no right within the.

school museum. Yet, after what had
recently happened, he did not think tlicre
was much chance of his being interrupted.
The boys were not likely to come back to
the muscum during the hours of darkness.

Quirke had been waiting about outside—
wondering, in fact, how he could get into
the muscurm—when Cecil De Valerie had
come plunging through the wiidow. After
the cxcitement had died down, Quirke’s
little problem had been solved—for he had

found it very easy to climb through the
broken -window.

. His present task was not so gruesome as
:; really seemed ; for, after he had removed
¢ outer bandages from the neiglibour-

ood of the mummy’s ncek, he found the
The wrappings,

top scetion quite loosc.
1‘1} faFt. were faked; the whole upper part
48 1n the form of a helmet, and when

\ vlvln-k(.-, excrted gentle pressure, it came
“Way 1n his hand.

ﬁeﬁnd there lay revealed, not the mummi-
head of a tWO-thOllsalld-yea.rs-old

Priest : :
living n?::{ !thc incredibly small head of a

“You h

Pered a tlave k(‘pt me long, boy " whis-

lin, foreign-sounding voice.
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“I came as quickly as I could—almost

immediately after nightfall,” replied
Quirke steadily. “ What more would you
have?”

“Help me,” muttered the other briefly.

The rest of those ‘wrappings” were
made i1n a similar way. They were cun-
ningly devised. Within a few minutes,
with Quirke’s help, the amazing man who
had come to St. Frank’s in that mummy-
case was standing up.in the -casket,
stretching his bony limbs gingerly. AH
about him were the bindings, stained and
musty, and apparently ages old. .

The man,; as he was now revealed, was
one of the most cxtracrdinary human
beings imaginable.

His age was impossible to judgce; he
might have been anything from twenty-five
to fifty. Hc was dark-skinned, and his
hair was so closc-cropped that le was
almost shaven. His only clothing cou-
sistcd of a loosc cotton shirt and cotton
shorts. His legs and arms were so in-
credibly bony that he could casily have
cbtained a job in any fair-ground as a
living skeleton. His head was narrow, and
no larger than that of "a small boy.
Clearly. he was an Egyptian—and there
could be little doubt that he was an
Egyntian performer of some kind. A fakie
—a man who earned his precarious hving
by performing tricks aund stunts.

“Why have you come?” muttered Ezra
Quirke. “This 1s risky, for if it 1s found
out that I have been a party to tlhis
deception——"

‘“Boy, it 1s the order of my master,” in-
terrupted the other. “ You have done your
part? You have told the English boys of
this school that the mummy is evilr”

Quirke quivered.

“I told them,” he muttered, “but they
would not believe. They threw me out.”

“But they will belicve,” said the other.
“Some of them were here not long since.
One saw mc moving. I heard somebody,
and I thought he was you.”

“So that 1s -why De Valerie crashed
through the window,” whispered Quirke.
“Now I understand! You were unwise;
perhaps the beys already suspect.”

“They arc afraid—and before this night
is out they will be terrified !” said the
Egyptian. “I am here to work some of my
wonders, yes? You know of me? You
Liear of Sata?”

“No,” said Quirke ‘I was told to watch
—to cnter the museum as soon as the
casket had been unpacked. That is all I

know.” -
“So you have not heard of Sata, the
Magician?” murmured the other con-
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tcmptuously
ance.’

Quirke gazed with unfriendly cyes at the
strange man he had assisted.

“T do not like this trickery,” he whis-
pered. “It is dangerous. It is going too
far. How did you come? Magician though
vou may be, you cannot tell me that you
travelled from Egypt in a packing-case.”

Sata laughed in a thin, unpleasant voice.

“My master is clever,” he replied. “I

come to England as an ordinary tourist;

I come down to this village in the night.

The packing-case is 1n the rallway station,
still s the truck. You sce? I quickly
take my place inside the casket. I do not
wait long--not many hours. I come to the
school as a mummy. And to-night I shall
spread terror—and my master will be much
pleased, and will gain much profit from
my work.”

“You are a boy of ignor-

If you want a story that thrills, read : ‘“ PIRATES QF THE AIR.’’.

““And the cablegram—the message?”
asked Quirke. “That was scnt by your
master, too. A triek for this Travers boy,
I understand.”

“He is to be tricked yet more—and then
will his father be defcated,” said Sata cun-
ningly.

N the library Nipper and Travers were
ostensibly engaged 1n secarching
through a big atlas for some gco-

egraphical information. As it happened,
however, nobody scemed keen on the
hibrary this evening. Not a senlor had
come in. And then Nipper remembered.

“Of course,” he murmured, grinning at
Travers. “Old Wilkey i3 giving one of
his giddy lectures, isn’t he? And you
know how popular Old Wilkey is. All the
seniors are there, I expect.”

h
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i cans we shall have the library
11 ghglfrglvcs for the rest of the evening,”
n dded Travers. “Frankly, I can’t sce
n(ilat good we're doing, dear old fellow.
‘{; y don’t scriously think that anything
‘ruommy will happen in the museum, do

9 »
yoll !

)

no telling,” replied Nipper,
ine grave. ‘I can’t get it out of
Ele;o?:ca(? gbout Val. Something _extra-
ordinary must have happened - in the
museum—or he wouldn’t have got o
. d.)) .
scgl}lfey were speaking i1n the lowest of
tones, and occasionally cither one of them
would crcep to the museum door and
listen intently. It was Nipper’s turn now.
He straightened himself after a while, and
he was frowning,
«“«Well 2’ breathed Travers.
“T don't know,” said Nipper. “1
thought I hcard something—like whisper-
ing—but I can’t be surec.”

“] say, cheese it,” protested Travers.
“Who could be whispering in there? No-
body could have got in from outside—
because Handy and some of the other
chaps are watching.”

It was quite true.

Nipper,  whose susplicions were
thoroughly aroused, was doing thc thing
properly. He and Travers would prescntly
ke relicved, but never for an instant would
the library be left vacant. Nipper wanted
to makc absolutely surc that nobody
entered. It was the samc outside. Hand-
forth & Co. were concealed somewhere near
the cloisters, watching that broken
muscum window. If thcy saw anybody
crecping near, they would give a signal.
Unfortunately, Esra Quirke had entered
"before the boys had taken up their stations.
I:hUS, Quirke was in the muscum all the
time—but nobody knew it.

Travers went across and joined Nipper.
,Their both pressed their ears to the wood-
Work of the museum door, and listened.
Suddenly Travers found Nipper’s gazc
X‘?d upon him, and it was expressive,.
“Dld you hear?”-breathed Nipper.
o XS, by Samson !” muttered Travers.
w 'hat does it mean? I can swear I heard
Teasbers just now.”
At It going 1n,” said Nipper grimly.
the l.ic)hat- moment Handforth camec into
“Hlalliarry” thh.Chu‘l"cli and McClure.
d0ing?n0 " he said. ‘““What are you chaps

Dergs everything all right outside?” whis-
e hl\lPPel‘, leaving the museum door.
stapiney’ JeS, of course,” said Handforth,
lievog®: Three of the other chaps re-

- U8, 80 we thought we’d come along
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“There’s somcbody in the musecum,” said
Nipper. -

“That’s impossible,” protested Hand-
forth. ‘“We’ve becen watching the window
all the time——"

“I don’t carc about that—there’s some-
body there,” 1insisted Nipper. ‘“Come on!
We’ll fling the door open suddenly, and
give thém a surprise.” ~

Without waiting for the others to make
any comment, Nipper seized the handle of
the museum door, and with one pull he
swung it open.

And there, facing the juniors, standing

in thec mummy casket, was the weird,
skeleton-like figure of the Egyptian
magician !

CHAPTER 6.

The Ghostly Priest!

¢ OOK !" gasped Vivian Travers in a

L startled voice.

The apparition was unnerving

enough. The figure was standing

in the direct moonbeam, and 1t looked un-

carthly—ghostly. For the Egyptian was

so thin, so scraggy, that it was difficult to

believe that he could be a living man. He

looked, indeed, like the thing he pretended

to be—the risen mummy of the Priest
Hebceb ! _

Even Nipper was startled.

He did not know ecxactly what he had
expected to see in the museum; but this
mysterious figure, standing in the casket®
of the mummy, made him catch his breath
in sharply. Handforth and the others,
pressing from behind, pushed him forward
into the museum.

At that very moment a black cloud
crossed the face of the moon, and the room
was plunged into darkness. '

Thud !

The door behind the boys had closed—
and tle spring lock had operated! There
was no way out for thecm—except by the
window !

“We're trapped!” came a gasp from

Church. “What’s happcened? Who closed
the door?”
Nobody could answer. Ezra Quirke

could have explained, for he had fastened
a string to that door, and it was he who
had pulled it to in the darkness. Quirke,
unobserved in a dark corner of the
museum, had been ready for this emer-
gency—although he had never expected
that the emergency would arise.

“Steady, you chaps!” shouted Nipper.
“There’s something crooked going on
here !”

As he spoke he flashed on his eclectric
torch, and the bright beam of light shot
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out and split the darkness. But only for a
second. A hand came out of the gloom
and the torch was suddenly flung from
Nipper’s- grip. It hurtled across the
muscum, crashed through the glass front
of a show-case, and went out, the filament
of the lamp smashed.

“Who did that?” yelled Handforth.

“I don’t know,” came Nipper’s voice.
‘“Confound it, we’ve no light now—"

He was interrupted by excited shouts
from outside the smashed window. The
boys who had been on the watch out there
were attracted by the commotion. They
came crowding to the window, full of eager
inquiries.. |

“Did you see anything, you chaps?”
asked Nipper sharply. “Did anybody come
out through the window?”

“No!” said Fullwood.
pening ?
and —-" ) |

“Look !” yelled somcbody else, pointing.

Out there, in the night sky, scven blood-
red stars were floating mysteriously in mid-
air. .
“Let’s—let’s get out of here!”
one of the juniors, scared. *‘The place is
baunted! That—that mummy——"

“Keep your nerve!” said Nipper.
“There’s no need to get frightened. If
only we had a light—"

He broke off, the words dying on his
lips. For dramatically, unexpectedly, a
strange apparition had come into view,
practically outside the other window of the
museum. All the boys stared at it fasci-
natedly.

It was the ruddily-glowing figure of an
Egyptian priest—a ghastly, weird-looking,
phantom creature. -

They all remembered it. For that
strange figure had been seen before—
since Travers had come into possession of
the mysterious Ring of Raamses. And
always its appearance had been preceded by
the seven blood-red stars.

“After it, you chaps!” shouted Nipper.
“I tell you therc’s trickery at work! Grab
that ghost!”

He scrambled through the window, and
Handforth and the others followed him in
a rush. The phantom figure gave a low,
horrible laugh, then, with one leap, it
bounded into the air, passing higher and
higher, rising incredibly ‘over the great
wall on the other side of the cloisters.
And when it had reached 1its greatest
height it suddenly vanished—faded away
1into nothingness, 1n mid-air.

“Oh!” went up a gasp.

Nipper was scrambling over the wall,
and Travers was with him. The excite-

What’s hap-
We thought we heard voices,

anted
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ment and confusion was tremendous. Haljf
the boys were scared, and they hardly
knew which way to turn. Only a few, such
as Nipper and Travers and Handforth, kept
their heads. But even they could do
nothinz. By the time they had climbed to
the other side of the wall there was nothing
to be seen. The Seven Stars had faded
from the sky, and there was no trace of the
phantom priest.

“Well, well,” said Vivian Travers,
taking a deep breath. “They’re playing a
fine game with us, aren’t they?*

Nipper clutched at him.

““You stick with us, Travers,” he said
warningly. “Don’t forget they’re after
you—and they might grab you in the
darkness.”

“By gad, I'm beginning to believe that
you're right,” said Travers. “At one time
I was half inclined to believe that there
was something supernatural about all this,
but now I'm convinced it’s all trickery !”

“This latest stunt was cleverly
engineered,” nodded Nipper. ‘Something
was happening in the museum, and there
was something human there, too—or that
torch wouldn’t have been knocked out of
my hand. The apparition appeared at the
right moment—on purpose to divert our
attention. Travers, we were chumps to
clear out of the museum like that. Lct’s
get back.”

Most of the others were anxious to flee
for the brightly-lighted part of the
Ancient- House. i"hey were feeling
thoroughly scared. But Nipper was deter-
mined to take immediate action. He
paused on his way back to the museum,
and he grabbed Travers’ arm.

“No, we’ll go the other way,” he said.
“Quick! We’ll get in through the library
—and we’ll see that the door remains open.
I can get another torch, too! We’re going
to settle this thing once and for all.”

The juniors rushed round to the front of
the Ancient House, headed by Nipper and
Travers. Most of them dashed through to
the library—for, although they were scared,
they were intensely curious, and they were
irresistibly drawn to the museum.

The library was just as before. Nipper
pulled upon the door of the museum and
flashed the light of the electric torch—
which he had obtained from his overcoal
pocket—into the dark rcom.

And even Nipper gulped.

For there, silent and still, stood tho
casket, and the mummy of the Priest Hebeb
was lying in its original position, wrapped
up just the same. There was no indica”
tion that it had ever been moved !
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CHAPTER 7.
Travers Gets a Shock!

IVIAN TRAVERS looked at Nipper
incredulously.
“What do you make of it?” he

‘ whispered.

‘I don’t know—jyet,” replied the Junior
captain. “I can only say that it’s—sus-
Plclous.”

“Oh, my hat! Let’s get out of here,”
muttered Tommy Watson. “That—that

g we saw at first must have been a

EI}QSU Herc’s the mummy, just as it
l.lfl‘lvodl How could a mummy come to
¢, anyhow ? It’s—it’s impossible !”

€¢

Nipf){o?p your h‘?,iz: on, old ma'l.l,” sai.d
museumqu?ﬂx. When we came into this
standin, carlier a human figure was
caught > up in the mummy-case. We only
i ¢ @ glimpse, and then the moon went
But w((slgrthe library door closed on us.

- Saw cnough. We're not all crazy,

'C all agree that a weird ficurc was
g 1n the casket.”

Says t,,nms? have been a ghost, as Watson
ispered Church. “Nobody saw

ﬂlo j" wl

. lﬂ" .

| i—;'llue alterwards—and then therce was
antom priest outside !”

that

17

e —— e -~

Travers pulled
open the drawer,
and then gave a
gasp of dismay.
The seven-starred
ring, which was
the key to the
treasure of Osra,
had gone !
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“There arc too many phantom priests,”
growled Nipper disbelievingly.

He turned his light on the door, hoping
to find some explanation of the door’s un-
accountable closing. There was a little
hole, freshly made, where a screw or an
evelet might have been 1nserted. As evi-
dence of trickery, however, 1t proved
nothing.

“Let’s have a look at this mummy.” said
Travers, 1n a hard, determined voicec,

They went across to the ancient casket,
and Nipper flashed his light down upon the
motionless figure.

“Jiggered if I can understand it,” mut-
tered Handforth. “The whole giddy
business gets mysteriouser and mys-
teriouser—as they say in f Uncle Tom'’s
Cabin.” ”

“Fathead! You mean ¢ Alice in Won-

derland,’ ” corrected Church from the rear.
Handforth turned and glared.

“Is this a time for quibbling?” he
demanded. “Always trying to bowl mc
out, aren’t you?”

“T.end a hand Lere,” saild Travers sud-
denly. “We'll lift this mummy out of the
casket.” _
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“What :” gurgled Handforth, spinning
round.

‘*“ Anybody
went on Travers coolly.
wrappings off.”

“Oh, my hat!”

‘“Go casy, Travers !”

“I know what I'm doing,” said Travers,
almost harshly. “They think they can
fool me, don’t they? Well, they’'re wrong!
Look here! This mummy is moving—it's
breathing !”

Horrified, the other juniors slared down
at the mysterious ficure. Nipper, looking
closcly, could distinctly see a trace of
movement. e gave Travers a quick,
approving glance.

“There’s some trickery here all right,”
he muttered. *“1X suspected 1t all along,
Travers. We mustn’t let cur imaginations
run away with us. This is no mummy—
it’s a fake.”

Four of them lifted the figure out of the
casket, and laid it on the floor. The other
boys, awed, stood round. It was a weird
sccne, with Nipper flashing the light of
his electric torch upon the mummy.

With a sharp pocket-knife, Travers
slashced through the linen wrappings, and
in a moment he discovered that the entire
upper scction, like a helmet, was ready to

cot a knife or scissors?”
““We’ll have these

“ THE RIO KID AT BAY!” Quick-fire action in the Wild West.

come away. He gripped it, and pulled.
He caught his breath in, expecting to sce
—he knew not what.

The cunningly-devised ‘‘helmet ” came
away in his hands—and he stared at the
face which was revealed. He stared 1n
stupeficd amazement.

“Quirke !” babbled two or three voices.

It was the face of Ezra Quirke! No
mummy, no mysterious stranger—but Ezra
Quirke himself !

“What did I tell you?” snapped Travers
harshly. ¢ Ghosts, eh? Ihantoms! Yes,
like my boot: And if Quirke isn’t mixed
up in all this other tricky business, you
can call me a Bashi-bazouk! Quirke!
Wake-up! You can’t fool us!”

“Get him out of these wrappings,’
Nipper rapidly.

It did not take them 1long to slash
through the linen, and Ezra Quirke was
soon completeely frced. He seemecd to be
uncounscious, for he did not respond to the
appeals of the schoolboys.

“I know a good way to revive him,” said
Nipper. “I’ve got a whacking great pin
here. gHold him, Handy !”

Nipper and Travers and Handforth ex-
changed significant glances as Ezra Quirke
groaned and moved. It secemed that his
hearing was pretty good, after all!
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UPA Flying |
Leap!

leap—a thrilling moment for the

pilot of the speedboat which is making a
jump clean out of the water! Read all
about this and other high-speed water-sports
in THE MODERN BOY'S ANNUAL.
This fascinating gift book tells all about
the marvels of Motor-bikes, and Motor-cars,
Railways, Aeroplanes, Ships and other items
which the modern boy wants to know about.
There are also hundreds of wonderful photo-
graphs and pictures, beautiful coloured
plates, and three complete adventure stories.

MODERN BOY’S
ANNUAL 6'-

At all Newsagents and Booksellers

———




Grand long complete yarn in BOYS' FRIEND 4d. LIBRARY No. 306.

, he opened his eyes, and in them
ht of terror.

is it?” he panted, half sitting
“The Spirit of

Blinking
was a 118
"~ e Where 18
and looking round.

%%beb! The Evil Spirit! The material-
jsed ghost—" L .,

« Never mind .about ma.te.nahsed ghosts,
interrupted ~Nipper, giving Quirke a
thump on the back. “Pull yourself to-
gether. What’s happened? We found you

giving @ fair imitation of an Egyptian
mumimy. .

«ood heavens! You found me in the
casket—wrapped up as a mummy ?” panted
Quirke. “Oh, dreadful! I am in the
toils, then! But I am a believer, and thus
I have escaped death.”

«You won't escape a pretty hard bump-
ine unless you give us an explanation,”
said Travers curtly. “We’ve had enough
of your bunkum, Quirke. Tell us what
happened in this museum—in the dark-
ness. Come on! Out with 1t !”

“I—I don’t know,” replied Quirke,
making a quick rccovery. “I heard a
commotion—I came to this window, and
looked in. Then I saw something moving
—a horrible figure—and I knew it to be
the materialised spirit of the Priest
Hebeb! It attacked me, it fell upon me,
and I remember no more.”

““So the materialised spirit of our old
pal, Hebeb, attacked you and rolled you in
the mummy wrappings?” asked Nipper
ironically. “And we’re supposed to believe
tlﬁ%t- Hebeb himself is roaming around,
eh ?”
~ “Yes, vou are right,” said Quirke fear-
fully, “His earthbound evil spirit has left
1ts resting-place! This is the result of
nterfering with the tombs of the dead!
Oh, fresh disaster will fall upon St.
Frank’s !” .

“Look here, Quirke, are you going to
tell us the truth or not?” demanded
Travers ferociously. “We’ve  heard
:ﬂ?“gh of your rot. There was a man in

18 casket—and you know it ! Either you

he‘l‘ped him to escape—--"
« But no! I didn’t!” protested Quirke.
tru:u can’t say that, Travers! It’s not

. I don’t know anything.”
IOSU}I‘ke would say nothing more. -They
'm go—and they decided to keep this

am 1 | [ ] [ J
to ?Iz g mystery of the missing mummy
-+ themselves,

CHAPTER 8.
TP The Telephone Call!
S IRICTLY speaking, I suppose we
should have-taken Quirke to our
Housemaster,” said Nipper
-houghtfully. “But what would

have, 1, '
AVC been the good? Even Old Wilkey
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couldn’t have got anything out of the
mysterious Leggar.”

“Just what I was thinking,” nodded
Travers. ‘“It’s not a police job, either.
Quirke’s a queer beggar, but I don’t wish
him any harm. 1 belicve he’s a bit
‘ touched,” you know.”

“He’s more cunning than you suspect,”
growled Nipper. “But I will say this for
him—1I believe he’s acting for somcbody
else. Your father has mentioned an
encmy, Travers—an American named
Wilbur Druten. Doesn’t it strike you that
Druten may be playing some sort of dirty

game?”
“Egypt’s a long way off,” said Travers
slowly. ‘I believe you’'re right, though.

Take this mummy, for instance. I'm
pretty certain that my father didn’t send
it, or that cablegram.”

“That’s what I was trying to hint
carhier in the day,” said Nipper. “I was
suspicious of the mummy as soon as it
arrived. We shall have to look out for
squalls, syou chaps. There was a man 1n
that casket, wrapped in the mummy cloth.
He was probably smuggled in quite locally
—after the packing-case had arrived from
Egypt. That’s how I look at it, anyhow.
Not that it makes any difference to the
present situation. We've got to keep.our
eyes wide open.” |

“It wouldn’t be a bad idea to keep watch
to-night,” suggested Handforth ecagerly.
““The further we go, the more we sce that
all these uncanny happenings are centred
round you, Travers.”

“Don’t I know it?”’ asked the unhappy
Travers. ‘“That rotten KEgyptian ring
scems to be the cause of all the trouble.
This time I am going to destroy it.”

Nipper laughed.

““Which merely proves that your mind
is still in a whirl, old man,” he said
gently. ‘‘In one breath you swear that
you are the victim of trickery, and in the
next breath you talk of destroying a pcr-
fectly harmless ring! Don’t ferget that it
was Quirke who worked up all that ‘evil’
about the Ring of Raamses. And he tried
the same dodge with the mummy.”

“Yes, I’'m a chump,” admitted Travers.
“Don’t you think we ought to tell Old
Wilkey about this mummy? No good
going to Professor Tucker, of course; he's
the Curator, but he’s too absent-minded.”

“I'll go along and tell him,” said
Nipper, nodding. “I’'ll ask him to give
us a free hand, too. I’ll hint that it’s all
a trick, but the less we say the better.”

On second thoughts Nipper roughly
barricaded the museum window. With the
help of the other chaps he pushed a heavy
showcase in front of 1ihe window, and
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wedged it there. There was very little
possibility—now—of anybody getting 1n.
The mummy casket was closed. And then
the boys left the museum, locking the door
after them.

| More than once they had heard the
weird, mournful hooting of Ezra Quirke’s
owl—and the sound, mingled with the
sighing of the wind, was ecerie in the
extreme.

“Don’t take any notice,” advised Nipper.
“That owl is just one of Quirke's ‘ effects.*
It’'s as harmless as Willy Handforth’s
parrot.”
t+ ‘When they reached thc Ancient House,
Tubbs, the page-boy, came runmning up to
them. - yu3N ".ﬁ,g:,,- Ce
| “I say, Master Travers, I’ve been look-
ing for you everywhere,” he gasped
breathlessly. ‘ You'rc wanted, young gent
—by Mr. Wilkes.” -

- “Oh, crumbs!” groaned Travers.
Old Wilkey is on the track!”

“It’s a telephone call for you, sir—an
important ome, I believe,” said Tubbs
eagerly. >

Travers dashed off, suddenly excited.
When he arrived in the Houscmaster's
study he found Mr. Alington Wilkes
sitting at his desk, talking omn the tele-
phonc. The kindly Housemaster looked
up and nodded.

“Here 1s  your son now, Mr. Travers,”
he said.

“By Samson!” exclaimed Travers ex-
citedly., “Is i1t my pater on the ’phone,
s1r e’

Old Wilkey nodded, and surrcndered the
telephone to Travers. Very discrectly, he
retired from the study.

“Hallo, pater!” said Travers into the

)
t

#“So

‘phone.
I “Vivian, listen to me!” came his
father’s familiar volce, as clearly as

though he were speaking from a local
exchange. ‘“That ring! You remember?
The curious ring with the scven rubies I
sent you some time ago.. You still have 1t
safe?”’

“Why, of course, pater,” replied Travers.

“Splendid !” came his father’s voice, full

of relief. ‘“I have every rcason to believe
that there has been some trickery and
treachery with regard to that ring,
Vivian.”
I should think there has, pater,” said
Travers. “You don’t know half of it!
I've been on the point of destroying the
beastly thing more than once ?

““On no account must you let it pass
out of your possession, Vivian,” said Mr.
Travers urgently. *‘Take great care of 1t
--until I arrive! I have made the
startling discovery that the hicroglyphics
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. to you when I arrive.

-

on that ring contain the key to the lost
treasures of the Osra Temple,’” S

“Well, I'm jiggered !” Q

“So you will realise, Vivian, that tle
ring is of paramount importance,” con.
tinued Mr. Travers. ‘Keep it very safe
Give it to your Housemaster, i1f you think
it advisable—get him to lock it in his safe,
If possible, I shall be with you to-morrow
cvening.”’ |

“Wherc are you now, pater?” askeq
Travers, bewildered.

“In Malta; I arrived by boat not an
hour ago, and——" | ‘

“Malta !” gasped Travers. ‘‘But—but
that’s thousands of miles away, pater!
And I can hear you as clearly as though
you were in Bannington !” .

“There is no limit to the marvels of
wireless telephony, my boy,” said Mr,
Travers dryly. “I will explain everything
I have made all
arrangements to leave here by seaplane
at dawn. I hope to be in England before
dusk to-morrow—and I shall drive straight
down to St. Frank’s. Whatever you do,
Vivian, keep that ring safe. I have
enemics, and I believe those cncmies are
trying to get at you, too.” |

“I thought they were only trying to
scare mc, pater,” said Travers. ‘ Therc’s
a fellow herec named Quirke—a mysterious
beggar—who has been urging me to
destroy the ring. He wouldn’t do that if
he knew that it contained the key to the
Osra treasure.”

“My cnemies did not know of this until
recently—I did not know of it myself,”
replied his father. ‘When I sent you the
ring I thought it was merely a common-
place curio. Now I discover that it is the
very key {o the treasure.”

“By Samson! The key to the treasure,”’
repcated Travers excitedly. “‘All right,
pater—don’t you worry. I’ve got the ring
safe, and I'll keep it safe.”

A minute later his father rang off.
Travers put the telephone away from him,
and he sat Dback, his eyes gleaming
animatedly. B

“It’s just onme darned thing after
other,” he murmured. “The key to the
Osra trcasure, eh? Well, well! And my
pater was speaking from Malta! What a
world we live in !”

As he prepared to go out, Mr. Wilkes
cntered.

“Finished ?” asked the Housemaster
kindly. ‘“About that ring, Travers. Your
father mentioned it to me. If you would
like me to put it in my safe »

“Thanks awfully, sir,” said Travcrss

(Continued on page 24.)
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Have you written to the Editor yet ? All letters welcome!

A breezy chat with readers con-

.....
.....
-------

Nipper's ““particular ¥ girl chum, Frnest

Parsonn (Lewes) 1s Mary Summers. As you
ask for further particulars of this naturc, 1t
will be as wall to give a list of all the St.
Frank's fellows who are lucky enough to have
special girl friends—girls they can call their
chums—szo0 we’ll put them in pairs. Nipper
and Mary Summers; Handforth and Irenc
Manners: Reggie Pitt and Doris Berkeley;
Archie Glenthorne and Marjorie Temple;
Vivian Travers and Phyllis Palmer; Stanley
Waldo and Betty Barlowe; Ralph Leslic
Fullwood and Winnie Pitt; Johnny Onions
and Tessa Love; Willy Handforth and
Molly Stapleton; Kirby Kecble Parkington
(late of St. Frank’s and now of Carlton
College) and Vera Wilkes;  William
Napoleon Browne and Dora Manners. Dora
Manners, of course, does not belong to the
Moor View School, being some yecars older
than the other girls. She is attached to the
St. Frank’s Sanatorium as a nurse. The
regular St. Frank’s junior football cleven is
made up as follows: Handforth, goalkeeper;
Churel, left-back; McClure, right-back;
larry  Gresham, left-half; Buster Boots,
a;”}l‘fl‘e-l}alf ;  Dick  Goodwin, right-hal.f;
Sigglelhs-We?t, outside-left; Fullwood, in-
.in'e- “ft.-; Nipper, centre-forward; Travers,
side-right ; Reggie Pitt, outside-right,

* * *

pen-pictures  of threce more

bixth-Formers:—AUGUSTUS PARKIN: A
fric-nl?g’ brawny senior, The particular
wae of Simon Kenmore—which is another
W of saying that he is an unpleasant
Uncouth and ill-mannered, he seems
Formor of place among the other Sixth-
Little\S' ‘CHARL.ES PAYNE: He 1s Fatty
Vere :t Prototype in the Senior School. A
'Al‘;'i‘njs O}lt.f'ellow, In more senses thap one.
popul. smiling and happy, he is particularly
ar when there is any social gathering,

A5 [ s
LIFV\FE an  excellent amateur entertainer,

LYN REES: Another senior who

VN should be addressed to The Editor, « AR

NELSON LEE LIBRARY, Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4.

15 greatly in demand at concerts and social
gatheringz, on account of his superb tenor
voice. Rees, as his name tells, 1s Welsh, and
he has all the Welsh natural love of melody.
A small, necat =cnior, very alert and quick-
witted.

X % *

The old series titles you want, H. (.
Woollacott (New Malden) are: 433—““The
Temple of Silence,” 454—*“The Wages of
Treachery,” 455—"The Invasion of St.
Frank’s,” 456—“The Amazing Mr. Smith.”

57— Driven to Revolt,” 458—* Handforth's
Rebellion,” 459—*The Rising of the Re-
move,” 400—"“The Siecge of the Rebels,”
401—*The Island Fortress,” 463—"Fighting
for St. Frank’'s,” 464— The Schoolboy Circus
Owners.”

- x *

There 1z really no reason why any reader
should stairt his or her letter to me in this
style: “This 1s the first time I have written
to you, and I feel uncomfortable somechow.”
Then stop fecling uncomfortable, John S.
Wood (Basingstoke). I want you to write
freely and in the knowledge that your lerter
will be received and read, as from onc pal
to another. Write as often as you like. I'm
glad to know that your father reads the Old
Paper, too, and if he feecls like writing to me.
I should welcome his letters as much as
yours., Other readers—and other fathers—
pleasc copy'! Yes, and mothers, too—to sav
nothing of uncles and aunts and grandfathers
and grandmothers and brothers and sisters.
The more the merrier,

* * *

Tho rivalry between St, Frank's and the
River Housc is as keen as ever, Joe B. Ralph
(Battersea), and you won’t have to wait long
for a story dcaling with this rivalry—not
longer than next week’s special Guy Fawkes
story. Lord Dorrimore’s full family name is
as follows: Spencer Fitzhugh Cambridge,

_Eleventh Baron Dorrimore,
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Anothe'!' smile-a-line issue of T!-IANDFQ

Tommy Watson gives a report on reporting.

HOW TO BE A
REPORTER

F yvou asked most fellows what to do
I to becomo a reporter, thev would
answer: " Report.”  But it really
isn't as slmple as all that. It's all
very well to collar a notcbook and pencil
and think you arc a reporter; but the
whole essence of the job 1s that you
must have something to report. And,
more than that, know how to do 1it.

There’s an old story about a promnent
local man who complained to the paper
that lis speeches were not reported 1n
full.  In order to get even with him,
the reporter sent in his next spcech
just as it was delivered. Tt began:

. “Tr—er--ahem! My dear friends!
Er--I—er—I bhave been asked {o speak
io-night--hoof-hoof-hoof '—on bohalf of
a—er—a  very worthy causc—ahem !

And it continued like this for about two

pages. That’'s an cxawmple of how not
10 report,

Take myv Jatest job—getting somo
[ashion notes from that lazy slacker,

Archie Glenthorne. When I rolled mnto
his study, he was, as usual, stretched
out in a stato of complclc mertia on tho
sofa. 1 jabbed him in the ribs with my
pencil, and he sat up with a shrick.

. “Wake up, Archie!” I said. “I'vo
come along to get an interview on tho

subject of winter fashions. Snap 1nto

it.  What do you rccommend in tweed

sults 77’ |
; “Listen, dash you!” snorted Archic.
Do you realise that this 15 the first

chunk of sleep I've scized since seven-
thirty in the a.m? Absolutcly! And
vou come along and expect me to cn-
chant your ear with discourse when I'mm
practically dead beat. 'T'he door is on
vour right,” Archie informed me.

“T know that. I noticed it as I cama
in. Don’t go to sleep, Archic—(another
jab of the pencil)—I simply must have
thxs interview, The Editor’s waiting
for 1t.”

“If you dig mo with (lmt bally pencil
again,” remarked Archie, 1n concen-
trated tones, “I'll heave something at
vou. Go away. I was having tho most
topping dream just then. I dreamed 1
had jabbed a reporter with a toasting-
fork, and was throwing rottcn eggs at
him. Buzz off I

“ About fashions——?

“ Fashions, my left foot !

Flow away,
you awful ruflian !

Erase yourself |”

?&i
\ i
%

(

One of-the * joys >’ of reporting.

“Do you consider that poplin ties aro
likely to be the voguc again? (Snore!)
And I suppose you think {that tho
sombre colours of winter suits should be
brightened by something neat in the
way of shirtings? (Snore!) I thought
s0, Now what about socks? Do you
prefer the half-lisle or shrunk wool?
(Snorc!) And the patterns? (Snore!)
You favour a simple clock rather than
a covering pattern of check?” (Snore!)

I jabbed Ar( ‘hie 1n the ribs again, and
ho shot off the sofa like a rodket.

" What-ho! What now? What's up?”
he gurgled.

“I woke you up to say good-bye,” 1
sald, whereat Archic displayed unusual
hiveliness and kicked e out of the
study.

Now I ask you—how can_ you report
an interview with a cove who is asleep
half the time? You’ll find the answer
in another column,

Ld

IT IS RUMOURED—
By Reggie Pitt

HAT VFatty ILittle, as a protest
against the high prices of tuck,
started a hunger-strike, and con-

{inued 1t
mnutes,

bitterly for twelve

That Josh Cuttle was two scconds lato
with the rising-bell yesterday.,

That K. Snipe construed a line of
Virgil without an error.  (P.S.—This
rumour has since been oflicially denied.)

That in 1908 tho spectators at a foot-

ball match agrced with a decision of the

refcree.

That De Valerie likes corporal punish-
ment. (Val took part in a debate that
corporal pumshment should be abolished

—and opposed tho motlon. Y’lh'
Blackleg!) Tae T
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WINTER FASHIONS

An interview with ARCHIE GLENTHORNE.

] HEN I looked into Mr. Glen-
, tharne’s study, he welcomed

usual charming
me to sit

mo with his
stuile, and vited
down,

“T have looked in to Interview you
on the subject of Winter Fashions,” 1
told him,

- Certainly, old lad!” he answered at
once. ' What do you want to know ?”

“Well, first of all, your opinion of
{weed suits,”

Archie looked thoughtful.

“Mind you,” he said, “I dare say
Phipps would disagree with everything
I say, but I'm bound to confess that
the good old partiality does run .in
favour of bright colours. Saxe-blue
rather than navy—cobalt rather than
indigo, so to speak. Anything that will
hit the optic and register an impression

in the mind. By the way, double-
breasted jackelis are mnot worn this
winter. Phipps says so.”

‘““Indeed! As regards neckties——"

““Thero again, you strike the bone of
contention. Absolutely! Phipps i1s all
for poplin and woven patterns. I take
a firm stand for foulards and silks.
Result—a number one sized bust up.

Tell your readers to bank on uncrcas-
able silk, That is all the rage.”

“Very good! And shirtings—"’

“Same thing! Phipps,” said Archie
coldly, “has a perfectly animal passion
for Bedford cords and such like. The
man is hopeless, I know of shops, old
laddie, where one can buy the most
marvellous apple-green shirts at a per-
fcctly reasonablo price. But when 1
ordcred a dozen by way of sample,
Phipps gave them to a rag-and-bone .
man 1n exchange for a toy windmill,
which I haven’t used once.” :

“Now, what about socks?”

“Wool, old laddie. Well shrunk.
Shrunk, 1in fact, until 1t hasn’t the
strength to shrink any more. Phipps
agrees with me, by the way, Must be
ill, I fancy.” t

“And the patterns?”

“A small *all-over’ pattern is better
than a plain clock. I think so, anyway.
Phipps won’t express his opinion until
he knows mine—so that he can disagrce
with it.” )

‘“Well, many thanks, Mr, Glenthorne.
I must be pushing along now.” 3

“Look in again any time you’re pass-
ing,” he said cordially, and held the
door open for my exit.

i—-
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' SO THIS IS SCOTLAND

By ARNOLD McCLURE,
(Who is Scotch himself and knows what he’s

talking about!)

HE first thing you will notice, upon

II arrival in Scotland, is that all the

streets are deserted. 'This is, of

coursc, because it 1s a Flag Day.
On the occasions of the House-to-house
Collections, the streets are so full that
1t 1s impossible to get by.

The first man you mect will say to
you: “Hoots, mon! Wull ye no’ be
telling me the way to the Free Kirk?”
And before you get out of the railway
station you will notice a Scotsman ly-
g in a state of complete exhaustion
at the foot of every machine marked,
“Great Strength Returns tho Penny.”

As you pass the cinema, you will
observe a Scot trying to bet the com-
missionaire sizxpence that he won’t let
him into the ninepenny seats for
nothing, As the man opens his purse,
kindly note the moth which will imme-
diately fly out.

Take a tram to the seaside, and notice
the fact that Scotsmen always take their

lickets a penny ene at a time—no

- — - AEa. PRSP S —

matter how far they are going. This is
in case the tram breaks down, The lady
and gentleman with the small boy are
worth observing. They have just
adopted the little boy because the gen-
tleman chanced to find a boy’s cap. ‘
Arrived at the seaside, you will see a
number of Scotsmen preparing to go for
a long, long swim, They are emigrating
to America. |
This is Scotland! If you don’t believa
me, look at any of the English comio
papers, ) o
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THE MENACED SCHOOLBOY'!
(Continued from page 20.)

“It’s a good idea, and I'll bring it to you
at once.”

““I’ve been having a word with Nipper,”
continued Old Wilkey. ‘It scems that
there have been some—er—queer happen-
ings in the museum. I didn’t inquire too
closely, Travers, but I judge that they
are all connected with your father’s
affairs. So we’ll leave an inquiry until
to-morrow cvening, when he arrives, eh?”

“Thanks awfully,
gratefully. “I'm sure my pater
explain everything.”

He hurried out, and Nipper and Hand-
forth and the others were astonished
when they learned the news.

“So that ring is terrifically valuable,
after all,” said Handforth, 1n wonder.
“By George! And wc thought we had
destroyed it !”

“We’ll feteh it at once,” said Travers
briskly. “Come on! Old Wilkey is going
to lock it in his safe.”

They hurried to Study H, and Vivian
Travers went to the bureau. He pulled
open the drawer where the Ring of Osra
was kept—and the drawer was empty !

will

L

CHAPTER 9.
Quirke’s Owl Comes in Useful!

66 ONE !” breathed Vivian Travers
tragically.

“Oh, my hat!” said Hand-

forth. “But—but how? Are

vou sure you left 1t in that drawer,

Travers?”

“It was there at tea-time,” said Travers

in-wild alarm. ‘I had a look at it. No-

body’s been here since, that I know of—”

“The window is unlatched,” interrupted
Nipper sharply. “Great Scott! Look
here! There’s a trace of gravel on the
window-sill—and it’s damp.”

““Somebody’s been in !” ejaculated Hand-
forth brilliantly.

“And I promised my pater that I'd
keep it safe,” said Travers. “I can’t even
get at him—to tell him. This is Quirke’s
doing ” |

““There’s no evidence against
mterrupted Nipper quietly. “You can’t
blame him like that, Travers. You say
that your father mentioned some enemies.
One of them must have been here—and
recently, too.”

He flung open the study window, and
leapt out into the darkness of the West
Square. The others followed.

Quirke,”

sir,”” said Travers

THi: NLLSON LEE LIBRARY

At that very moment, lurking near thg
shrubbery, was the skeleton-like figure of
Sata, the Egyptian.

Ezra Quirke had been putting in somg
rapid work. Lurking near the Ancieng
House, he had heard Tubbs telling Traverg
that he was wanted on the telephone; ang
it had only taken Quirke a moment or twg
to slip round to the window of Mr. Wilkeg’
study. There he had crouched, listening.
he had heard Travers’ reference to thg
ring—that it was the key to the treasure
of Osra.

On the spur of the moment Quirke had
run off, and in the shrubbery he had met
Sata—who, of course, had wrapped Quirke
in the mummy cloth, and had afterwards
escaped 1n the darkness. It had been a
little stunt further to mystify and scare
the juniors. Quirke had been very disap.
pointed at the result, for the juniors had
refused to be scared. Quirke, in fact, was
beginning to sce that his game was nearly
over.

In a few brief words, he had told Satg
to go to Study H, and to take the ring
from the drawer of the bureau. Together
they had crept into the West Square, and
Quirke had pointed out the dark window
of the study. Then he had retreated into
the shrubbery, to wait.

It had all becen done very quickly—rvery
efficiently. Sata had left Study H only a
minute before the boys had entered. Now,
with the ring in his hand, he penetrated
into the shrubbery in scarch’ of Quirke,

He came to a little clearing mnear the
monastery ruins; and there stood Quirke
in the moonlight. On the mystery boy’s
shoulder was perched his weird-fooking
owl.

“You have it?” asked Quirke softly, as
the Egyptian approached.

““I have it,” said Sata.

He held out the ring and the red stones
glcamed dully and wickedly in the moon-
light. Then an unexpected thing hap-
pened. The owl fluttered forward, and
with one peck it took the Ring of Osra in
its beak. The next moment the creature
was flying' off, fluttering amid the black
trees. ‘

“Come Dback — come
Quirke furiously.
precious !” - |

But the owl, for once, took no notice of
its master's voice. It flew out into the
open Triangle, and perched itself upon 8
corner of the parapet of the West House:

Quirke ran out; he gave a peculial
little whistle. | |

“Come, come,* he said softly. ‘Do al
you are told, little beauty! Come to your
master !”

back !” panted
“Come, my beauty, my
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The owl took wing and fluttered down;
at the same moment a crowd of Re-
ovites came bursting through West
ilrch. They had heard Quirke’s voice,
nd they were bent upon an immediate
?lvestigation. They were just in time to
sce the owl scttling upon Ezra Quirke’s
k~]1()1lldel'. .
““u1¢’s only that beastly bounder and his
owl,” grunted Handforth disgustedly.

"But Nipper had caught. a faint gleam
of ved, reflected by the moonlight, and as
Quirke was turnmng to effect one of his
{ypically mysterious  disappearances,
Nipper ran. Travers ran, too.

They clutched at Quirke, they held him.
The owl gave a wild scrcech, and some-
{hing dropped from its beak and fcll to
{he gravel.

“Be careful,” warned Quirke.. “My
little pet can be dangerous—-"

“He can be a thief, too, can’t he?”
snapped Nipper, pouncing down and pick-
ing up the thing which had dropped.
“Here’s your ring, Travers.” ’

“For the love of Samson,” cxclaimed

Vivian Travers.
Quirke was staring with those strange

and

cyes of his.
“The Ring of Osra!” he breathed.
“Again 1t exerts its evil! Now I can

understand why my owl disobeyed; it was
affected by the deadly spin »

“You can cut out that bunkum,
Quirke,” rapped out Nipper. ‘And you
can thank your lucky stars that we don’t
hand you over to the police.”

For once Ezra Quirke betrayed his feel-

ngs; a spasm passed over his face, and
hl?‘ eyes were full of fear.
The police?” he muttered huskily.

“I don’t know how your owl got hold

of that ring—perhaps you sent it into the

Study to get the ring out of the drawer,”
s.z.ud N]Pper. ““Anyhow, you stole that
ing Quirke. No, we don’t want to hear

any cxplanation, Clear out while you're
safe !:1

. “FOOIS——fools,”
Sively,
a8 you

said Quirke impres-
“The Ring of Osra is evil—it is
with deadly menace. Destroy it

H would  destroy a venomous snake !
ave I not warned you before?”

“YOS that’s a . 73 . .

’ good idea,” said Nipper
“lilcxp.ectedly. “Destroy the ring, eh?
¥e 1t to me, Travers.™

‘avers, staring, surrendered the ring

[}
ilftfgzgiohe could quite realise Nipper’s

n. With a quick movement Nipper
tink]e his hand; there was a faint
broygi, With a grinding thud, Nipper
path® b his hecl down upon the flagstone

OWeyreq
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““No, no!” screamed Quirke frantically.
“You are mad! Don’t crush &

“But I thought you advised us to
destroy the ring?” asked Nipper blandly.

He continued his stamping and grind-
ing, and Ezra’ Quirke backed away. He
knew, 1in that second, that he had betrayed
himself. He had not expected Nipper to
take him at his word. He shrank away
into the gloom. g

“That proves it,” said Nipper grimly.
“He tried to pinch your ring, Travers,
because he must know that it’s the key
to the treasure.” | |

“But—but ' began Travers.

‘“Here’s your ring,” went on Nipper,
handing 1t over. ‘“I’ve only been stamp-
ing on a brass cog from a cheap alarm
clock.”

“You shouldn’t give me these shocks,
deair old fellow,” said Travers, with a

LN —
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"CHAPTER 10, "
Guarding the Ring!

EN minutes later the fateful ring was

II se}:urely locked away in Mr, Wilkes’

safe. i

. “Well, that’s that!’”? said Travers
with relief. ‘“Now perhaps we shall have
someo peace.”

Heo was in the Common-room with a crowd
of other Removites, and everybody was agog
with excitement, All sorts of rumours had
been floating about, and there was a general
air of mystery. ;

“You mystn’t forget, Travers, that the
ring has suddenly become important,” said
Nipper shrewdly. ‘ When your father sent 1t
to you he didn’t know of its real value. By,
what I can see, this American, Wilbur
Druten, 1s after the Osra treasure, too. That
ring is vital. And I'm not absolutely sure
that it will be safe in Old Wilkey’s study.”

‘““I say, cheese it!” protested Travers. I
was just beginning to feel comfortable.”

““That safe is old-fashioned, and any expert
could open it in no time,’’ continued Nipper.
“I doubt if there is any safe at St. I'rank’s
which is really burglar proof.” y

‘“ Anyhow, we’ll keep watch,” said Hand-
forth complacently. ‘‘How’s that? Wo
needn’t tell Old Wilkey anything; but wo
can take it in turns throughout the night,
eh? And if anybody comes to monkey with
Old Wilkey’s safe we'll be ready.” »

To Vivian Travers’ surprise,
agreed. -

“Yes, wo'll do that,”” he said. *‘It’s Just
as well to be on the safe side.” i

“I’'m afraid I’m giving you chaps an awful
lot of trouble,”” said Travers uncomfortably.
““The wretched business will be over by to-
morrow night, of course, but in the mean-
time——""

Nipper
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“In the meantime, you keep your hair on,
and stop worrying,” smiled Nipper. “This
thing is bigger than you suspect, Travers,
old man.”

Bernard Forrest came forward, cool and
collected as ever, but looking strangely
resolute,

“There's somethine T want to tell
chaps.” he saad quuetly.

“Oh?v

They were not particularly cordial.

“Yes,” said Forrest. “About that ring.
You remember some of us thought we had
thrown it into the boiler furnace the other

you

night, vet it was 1n
the drawer the next
dav %"

““That’s one of the
mysteries we haven’t
been able to ex-
plain,” said Nipper,
looking at Forrest
keenly. “Can you
explain 1t 7”

Escorted by Handforth
on his Morris Minor,
and by other juniors
on their motor-cycles,
Travers went to Ban-
nington. None of them
saw the two figures
which lurked in Bellton

“Easily ! replied
I'orrest. “Don’t
jump on me, or any-
thing like that, but
I thought I'd add to
the mystery a bit.
Only a jape, of
course, but as the
affair has become so
serious I'd  Dbetter
cexplain.”

Forrest did not
suffer much from
conscience, but the
way in which he had
used Travers’ ring
worried him a bit,
He was afraid, too,
that there would be
inquiries later on.
IF'ar better, then. to
clear up the little
mystery now. There
was no need for him
to explain that he

Wood.

took the ring in
order to pay off a
pressing b o o k-

maker; he could keep that to himsellf.

*“I happened to spot a checap ring in a
Bannington shop,” he said with a smile, ““and
when I heard some of you chaps planning to
burn Travers’ ring, I substituted the imitation
one for the recal.”

“Why. vou tricky bounder!” said Hand-
forth indignantly,

“So vou did really burn the ring, but it
was the wrong one,” said Forrest. “The
next day, of course, I slipped the real ring
into Travers’ drawer. Naturally, you were
all pretty well staggered when yvou found 1t
there. A simple cenough explanation now
you've got 1it, but I thought I'd better tell
you,””

Featuring Jimmy Silver & Co. out West,

‘“ Are you sure you’ve told us everything 3»
asked Nipper, looking at him hard.

“I've told you enough,” retorted IForrest
with a shrug. ’

Travers and the others were glad that tle
little incident was cleared up; they all sus.
pected that Forrest had had a deeper motivg
but it wasn’t worth bothering about.

Never for an instant during the night wag
Mr. Wilkes' study left unguarded. Twg
Removites sat 1n the study itself, and twq
others kept watch from an upper window. At
imtervals during the night other boys came on
duty as rehief.

But nothing happened.

At about 3 a.m. the watchers from the
upper window thought they saw a lurking
figure ncar West Arch, and there was an
alarm. Nipper and some others went out to
investigate, but they found nothing unusual.
However, it was quite possible that somebody
had been there, and, seeing the boys on the
watch, had quietly stolen away, realising the
futility of making any attempt upon Mr.
Wilkes’ safe.

Even after daylight had come the juniors
did not relax their vigilance. When M.
Wilkes came into his study shortly after
8 o’clock he found Gresham and Duncan
there, one sitting in his easy-chair, and the
other sprawling on the hearth-rug.
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. ~ood-morning, old chaps!™ sai Ir,
“Good Ny S Barly birds, aren’t you ?”
'ilikes & 5 Hiors jumped up, rather confused.
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¥ Dice-looking safe.”
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A explained Gresham.

Wiod I believe it could,” admitted M.
thinki?{ H'm! 1 hope you boys aren’t
rough of keeping up  this programme
vou  Seout the day? I'm always glad to sece
“,TO C'Ourse, but____:’

oravers gg ’ :
?“ 1Y immed ys8 he’s going
In Gl‘esham‘

Stout fellows!”” chuckled Old
Y approvingly, much to the juniors’

Making assurance

i to take the ring
lately after breakfast, sir,” put
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Travers himself arrived at that moment,
and he was looking eager.

“Do you mind if I have the ring, sir?’’ he
asked, “I’'m awfully sorry we’ve bothered
you like this.”

““That’s all right,” said the kindly House-
master. “I think you boys did the right
thing. But why do you want the ring,
Travers 7"

“I'm fed-up with all this mystery, sir,”
replied Vivian Travers gruffly. “I'm going
to take that ring to
my bank in Ban-
nington,”

“On, your bank ?”
asked Old Wilkey.
“You have a bank,
then 77

“I mean the bark
where I keep my
account, sir.”

“I’'m sure I don’t
Lnow what you boys
are coming to nowa-
days,” sighed Old
Wilkey, as he sat
down at his desk.
“Some of you even
have banking ac-
counts of your own!
When I was a
youngster——  Still,
we needn’t go into
that. So you’re go-
ing to take the ring
\w8to the bankk,

Travers? That’s not
a bad i1dca.”

“Tf I don’t, sir, I
shall be on the jump
all day,” confessed

/ Travers. “S o 1
thought I'd give 1t
to my bank
manager, and ask
him to put 1t 1n the
strong-room., N O -
body will get at it
there.”

“But somchody
might get at it on
vour way to the
bank,” said Mr.
Wilkes warningly. 1 hope you’re having a
strong bodyguard, Travers?”? The juniors
were not quite certain whether he was
ironic or not. “You can’t be too sure. I
should suggest Handforth in front in his
Morris Minor, and a few other fellows behind
on their motor-cycles.”

Travers grinned.

‘““As a matter of fact, sir, that's almost
exactly as we’ve planned it,” he said. “We're
not going to let anything happen to that ring
on the way. And we were wondering, sir, if
you would give us permission to buzz off
immediately after brekker,”

“Yes, certainly; but be back in time for
lessons,”” said Mr. Wilkes,
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There was no hitch, and even Travers
began to think that they had taken a lot of
unnecessary trouble. He would not have
thought so if he had seen the lurking figurcs
in Bellton Wood as he and the others passed.
The enemy was ready—but the schoolboys
were too astute! |

Travers was not thoroughly comfortable
until he emerged from the bank in the Ban-
nington High Street. That precious ring was
now locked away in the strong-room, and
there it would remain until Travers went with
his father to get it out.

Travers felt as though a great load had
becn lifted from his shoulders, but he iwas
unwise to rclax his vigilance even now. For
the enemy was preparing the final coup.

CHAPTER 11,
Mr. Wilbur Druten—Crook!

BIG, long-distance aeroplane of the

monoplane type droned across the

Channel that morning and landed at

Lympne, the great airport on the Kent
coast.

The man who stepped out of it was Mr,
Wilbur Druten, the well-known American
traveller and Egyptologist. His passport and
his other papers were in perfect order, and
although he was looking haggard and tired,
he elected to fly straight on once he had
obtained the official permit.

Mr. Druten was flying alone, for he was
a skilled pilot. Taking off from the aero-
drome, he followed the coastline westwards,
and although he had never visited this part
of England before, he easily picked out the
Shingle Head Lighthouse near Caistowe,
Here he turned inland, passing over Gaistowe
itself and landing in a mcadow belonging to
a local farmer.

Mr. Druten glibly explained that he had
experienced slight engine trouble, and he
made arrangements for the ’plane to remain
in the meadow for the rest of the day. He
assured the farmer that he would take off
during the evening. The meadow was very
i1solated, there not being a house or a cottage
within two or three miles.

Mr. Druten walked into Caistowe, and soon
he was busy at the telephone.

An hour later found him in a hired saloon
car of expensive make. Mr. Druten had
plenty of money—and money works wonders.

Driving slowly to Bellton, the American
crossed the bridge and took the narrow lane
which glances off parallel with the river. It
was mid-morning now, and _ at St. Frank’s
all-the boys were at lessons. The countryside
was quiet and peaceful.

Opposite a dense thicket which joined up
with Bellton Wood, the big car came to a
halt. Mr. Druten gave three sharp hoots of
the electric horn. Ezra Quirke came out of

the thicket, and in a moment he was in the
car,
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“I am here, Mr. Druicn,” he
uncmotionally.

The American gavoe him a keen look.

““The others?”” he asked bricfly.

“Waiting,”” said Quirke.

‘“Bring them.”

No words were wasted. Quirke left the ¢g,
and soon he returned with a well-dressed i,y
who had a scar running across his face,
was a villainous-looking rascal, obviously ,
member of the criminal fraternity. Alg,
there was the bony Egyptian, Sata. ’

They all entered the car, and the regp
blinds were drawn. Mr. Druten droyg
away. He drove to a desolate spot in thg
middle of Bannington Moor. Here g

stopped the car and switched off the engine

“I fancy we arc safe from eavesdropping
here,” said the American, turning in his seat
‘““Now, Zenas Skinner, you will tell me what
has been donc—briefly but accurately.” ]

“Well, Mr. Druten, we’ve followed oyt
your orders as far as possible,” sald the man
with the scarred face. ‘‘But those blamed
boys are too {ly! They were properly
scarcd at first, but during the past day or
two they’ve begun to twig. Seems to me the
game hasn’t panned out as it should.”

“Don’t I know that, you mutt?”’ snapped
Druten. ‘“Why do you suppose I flew from
Marseilles? I got ahead of Travers, but
when I landed at the French port I found
that he was using a ’plane, too, and he’ll
be in England to-day. We've got to work
fast.”

‘““We have done our best, Mr. Druten,”
sald Ezra Quirke quietly. ‘“When I started
working for you I did not know to what
lengths you would require me to go. There
are many things of which I do not approve.”

“You don’t say!” snapped the American.
““You infernal young fool! Do you think I
care whether you approve or not? I’ve been
paying you well—"

“You paid me to work up an atmosphere
of mystery around the boy Travers,” said
Quirke tonelessly. *That was all I bargained
to do. Zenas has done his part, too. Acting
as the ghost of the High Priest, he has taken
many risks. On many occasions we have
thrown the electrical stars into the sky.”

“Yes, yes, I guess you’ve done that part
all right,” said Mr. Druten impatiently
“ My object, as you know, was to scare the
boy—and to scare him so thoroughly that be
would write to his father. I wanted him to
be so surrounded by mystery that the school
authorities, too, would take action, The
whole idca was to force Mr. Travers t0
abandon his work at the Temple of Osra:
He bcat me in getting that concession, and
I have never forgiven him. But now there 13
something of greater importance. I hav®
discovered that the ruby ring is the very keYy
to the inner tomb. Without it we can
nothing. I am in England to get that ring:
Let me have it.”

“You cannot have 1it, Mr. Druten,

?qlirgo,.’ “QOur attempts to secure it
al e s

8aiq

” Said
have
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tared. . |
yg:;tfnl scabled you,” he said angrily, “I

. you express instructions——"
ga:;Your cablegram did not arrive until
..~ morning, although 1 discovered the
] .soance of the ring last might,” said

nd.he explained how he had overheard
e telephone conversation.

‘ say that the ring was put into the
hoglo,:ast;"s safe?” rapped out Druten.
‘s?What of it? You, Skinner! Don’t you call
yourself an expert safe-breaker? Couldn’t
2
yo.l}We meant to make a try, but it was no
ood,” growled Zenas Skinner. ‘“We found
ghe boys were on the watch, and if we had
¢ o nearer we should have been trapped.

Ii was just the same this morning. The boys.

went into the town, but there were so many
of them that we daren’t act.”
The American bit his lip. o
“Qo these boys are definitely suspicious,
are they 7’ he muttered. ‘They’re not fooled
any longer. That’s bad—blamed bad 1”

“You have yet to hear the worst, Mr.
Druten,” said Quirke, and it almost seemed
as if he spoke the words with relish. * Young
Travers has taken the ring to a bank in
Bannington, and he has placed the ring in
the vaults. It is beyond your reach.”

Druten stared unbelievingly for a moment,
and then he cursed.

“You blundering- fools!” he snarled
savagely. I guess? was crazy to trust ybu!
All you had to do was to get that ring—and
you allow this mutt of a schoolboy to beat
you to 1t! You let him take the ring to a
bank !

“It was not until last night that we knew
of the ring’s value, chief,” protested Zenas.
“We could have got it earlier all right, but
what’s the good of rounding on us? We’ve
done cverything you paid us to do. This job
]l:w:’}; been a cinch, and don’t you think it

asl’

“You have failed from the start!”
Shapped the American. * You failed to scare
that boy. By all that I can understand, he
fever once wrote to his father—-"

¢
N 'The§e ‘boys are not such fools, Mr.
,,ggen, " interrupted Quirke with a shrug.
as fne were fri htened, yes, but such boys
™ dra.vers and Nipper and Handforth are
kixf q to convince, We have adopted every
DosedOf trickery. As you planned, the sup-
is nopummy arrived yesterday. Sata took
sch Place in the casket, and he reached the
0o}, ”
Deg:(ljrko gave an account of what had hap-

» and Druten listened gloomily.

he a‘svkhat of the gems and the other "curios ?”

uTth abruptly, turning to Zenas Skinner.
Scary €Y are safe,” replied the Man with the
l'ailwgd Face. “Sata and I broke into the
“nwmy S

Here was evidence of a cunning plot.
Wilbur Druten had dispatched that mummy
from Egypt, but it was no mummy at all, but
a cleverly camouflaged receptacle for smug-
gling out of Egypt certain priceless treasures
—relics which the Egyptian authorities would
never have allowed the American to take
away, There had been a double purpose in
sending that mumniy case to England. The

trick to fool the St. Frank’s boys had been
secondary.

““The ring 18 in a bank vault, but we must
have it to-day before Travers arrives from
Egypt,” said Druten grimly. ‘It is a good
thing I am here. That ring contains the key

to a fortune, and I am not going to be beaten
at the post!”

““You don’t know what you’re talking

about, chief,”” protested Skinner. *“The
ring’s in a bank vault. We can’t get at it.

You're not suggesting that we should bust the
bank 7"

“There 1is the boy,” retorted Wilbur
Druten. ““We can get at the boy, and we
can force him to write an authority to the
bank manager to surrender the ring. It is
the only course left. We’ll win, too! I have
never been beaten yet, and I’'m not going to
be beaten now |”’

CHAPTER 12
Travers Trapped!

RAVERS was happier that day and
ﬂ more contented in mind than he had
been for a week or two.

That wretched ring was definitely
out of the school. In the safe keeping of
the bank, it was no longer any worry to him.
Besides, there was an important- football
match to-day, and he thrust all other things
out of his mind.

It was the Yexford match, and the Saints
were determined to win. The Yexford
Junior XI was notoriously ‘dirty,” mainly
because the skipper, Augustus Hopkins, was
an unsporting bounder who believed in win-
ning by hook or by crook. If he couldn’t
win fairly he would win foully.

Travers turned out in his usual position
of inside-right, and he entered into the game
vigorously. There was nothing to worry him
now. His father would be at the school
during the evening, and then cverything
would be all serene.

This healthy sport on such a brisk autumn
afternoon was the very thing to disperse all
the atmosphere of mystery and horror which
had been surrounding St. Frank’s of late.
The Saints wecre well at the top of the
League table, and they were determined to
keep their position. Certainly they weren’t

tation during the night, and weBoing to let the Yexford rotters displace

nd thl;ped the mummy. Sata took its place, them.

a
the Next day the mummy was taken to
schoo] ip the ordinary way."

Travers was especially happy because he
had received a cablegram from his father,
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dispatched in Rome, saying that the trip
from Malta across the Mediterranean had
been successfully accomplished, and that a
fresh ’plane, a faster one, was starting oft
immecdiately for England.

So bucked was Travers that ten minutes
after the start of play he ran clean through
and scored a delightful goal. Neceve, one of
the Yexford backs, had attempted to trip
him, but Travers had not been caught nap-
ping.

‘“ Hurrah 1"

‘“Good old Travers!”

The spectators were delighted. It was
rather fitting that Travers should open the
St. IFrank’s score. Everybody had been say-
ing that there was a “curse ”” on him, and he
was just proving how wrong they were,

On the whole, the Yexford players were
playing a clcaner game than the Saints had
been cxpecting. gn]y one or two of them
attempted any questionable tactics. By half-
time the Saints were two up, Nipper having
scored the second goal.

‘““Jollv good, Travers, old man,” said
Nipper heartily at the beginning of the brict
interval.  “Feeling better to-day, aren’t
vou ?”’

‘““‘Heaps!”’ grinned Travers.
happier.”

He even continued grinning when he saw
Fzra Quirko coming towards him. Quirke

‘“ Never been

did not affect him at all now.

Jokes from readers wanted for this feature !
know a good rib-tickler, send it along
handsome watch will be awarded each week to the
sender of the best joke ; pocket wallets and penknives

are also offered as prizes.

London, E.C.4.

NOT TRANSFERABLE.

Tommy’s left cheel: bulged suspiciously,
and s teacher frowned upon him severely.

¢ Give me what you have in your mouth !’
he said sternly.

¢ I wish I could—but it’s the toothackhe,’’
replied Tommy ruefully.

(S. Mercer, 10, Dumbreak Road, Well Hall,
London, S.E.9, has been awarded a handsome

watch.)
HOW ABSURD.

Judge (to nigger): "~ You say you dined at
the Hotel Posh, What did you eat ? ®
Nigger : ‘‘ Beefsteak, my lord.”
Judge : “ On your oath ? ™
Nigger: “ No, sah, on de plate.”
(J. Upton, 207, Galpins Road,
Heath, has been awarded a penknife.)

Thornton

If you
now.

Address your jokes to
‘“ Smilers,’’ Nelson Lee Library, 5, Carmelite Street,

“ OPPORTUNITIES UNLIMITED.” A corking story of office lifa__

“T wonder y.OU’ve thc.nerv? to come herg
like this, Quirke,” said Travers almog;
admiringly. = “Well, well! As gloomy

ever, dear old fellow! Rather disappointeg

perhaps, because you were prevented fron;

stcaling my pater’s ring last night.”
“Stealing,” protested Quirke.

¢ Stealing is the word I used, and Stealing
is the word I meant,” nodded Travers coolly.

“You are wrong,” said the other. “Tt j
unfair of you to harbour such base thoughts
Travers. Not that I wish to discuss thyg
subjcet now. I am grieved for you, Traverg »

“Go ahecad—be as grieved as you like»
said Travers obligingly.

““Can I have a word with you—alone ?”

Quirke did mot wait for Travers t,
answer, but drew him aside. At 1t hap.
pened, Nipper and Handforth and the otherg
did not notice this little incident, for they
were talking to the Yexford players, and, in
any case, they did not think 1t possible that
Travers could come to any harm on the foot-
ball ficld in mid-afternoon. :

“Well,”” asked Travers, losing some of his
paticnce, ‘‘what’s all the mystery?”

“There 1s no mystery,” replied Quirke
quictly, ““It was merely my desire to condole
with you privately—away from all the
raucous noises of this uncouth field.”

““Condole with me?” repcated Travers,
staring.

e e an S S R R S T S b SR T S S

THE HINT.

Boring Guest : °“ That is a strange
- clock you have in the hall.”’

Host : *‘ Yes, we call it ¢ The Guest.””’

Guest : ‘* Why is that? >

Host : ‘It won’t go.”

(V. Spiers, Clydesdale, 3, Argyle
Road, Finchley, London, N.12, has
becn awarded a pocket wallet.)

A TEE-HEE.

“ Bill, this coffee tastes like cocoa.”.

“Sorry, mate, I must have given
you tea.” '

(J. Pouncett, 18, Hubert Road, Bur-
mingham, has been awarded a penknifc.)

ARTFULYJIMMY.

Young Jimmy entered the room in a very
serious frame of mind. |

‘“ Daddy,”’ he said, ‘“ will you give me somé
money ? *’

““ And why do you want money ? *>* asked
father, very much on his guard.

‘“ Well, daddy,’’ came the reply, ‘“ I°ve beed
thinking how awful it would be if a robbef
were to hold me up and say, ¢ Your money Of
your life,” and I hadn’t any money.”’

(L. Masters, 194, Shirland Road, Pad-
dington, London, W.9, has been aicarded @
penknife.)

COUNTING HIS CHICKENS.

Father : “ Tommy, I promised you a bicycle
if you passed your examination, but I see you



VN P — ——

- . rT k™S TTTTERY

Saw ¢

«oh, but surcly you have heard?” asked
. ke suddenly. ‘“Good heavens, have I
Je I thought you knew that—
plut™ ot Now that I remember, you were
B“.tﬁ;]g you were happy.”
SHHth;t in the name of Samson are you
ing about?” demanded Trayers.
ta!!‘«;gour father,” muttered Quirke.
B
¢
:‘%l;tz have not heard of the—accident ?”
«Heard of—""
yivian Travers paused, and his face went

He clutched at Ezra Quirke’s skinny

palc.

griln. | a:” . ¢ \X7
w Accident 75 he repeated huskily. What

Jo you mean ? - 'Quick! Tell me!”

« pPlease. Travers, you are hurting me,”
otested Quirke; I am sorry 1if 'I gave you
E shock. But 1t 1s reported 1n thp carly even-
ing paper that there was an accident to your
father’s acroplane. I am sorry if I told you

too suddenly—"

« An accident to my pater’s aeroplanc,”
«aid Travers in a low voice. ‘“Where?
When? How?”

«“1 don't know—the report 1s very brief—
it is in the stop press column,’ said Quirke.
«T wish I had the ncewspaper with me, but 1
left it in the village. The report says that
an acroplanc crashed somewhere 1n Italy
this morning quite early. There 1s no
detailed news, and 1t 1s not known whether
your father was killed or not. But I believe

_4 river adventure. BOYS’ FRIEND 4d. LIBRARY No. 308,
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it gives the place where the crash happened.
I cannot remember it.”

Travers’ head. was whirling, and never for
an mstant did he suspect that this was a
trap.

“I must see that newspaper!” panted
Travers tragically,

He ran off without another word, and
Quirke took care to go with him. Quirke
was relieved when he found that nobody in
particular had noticed their departure.
Travers had completely forgotten the match.

As he ran out of the main gateway, with
Quirke at his heels, a big saloon car was
passing.

‘““Hallo, young ’un!” sang out the man at
the wheel. ““In a hurry? Care for a lia?”

““Thanks !” gasped Travers.

He pulled open the door, tumbled in—and
strong hands came out of the gloom at the
rcar of the car, gripped him, and he was
pulled {foreibly %orward. Another hand
clapped 1itsclf over his mouth.

. Quirke also scrambled in,
moved on. -

The whole incident had occupied fifteen
scconds, and so quickly, so efficiently had it
been done that even 1f there had been
witnesses, those witnesses would have thought
nothing.

Speed had accomplished the enemy’s latest
trick, and Vivian Travers was a prisoner !

and the car

have failed. What have you been doing in
your spare time ?

Tommy : ‘‘ Learning to ride a bicycle.”

(C. Dawson, 52, Durham Road, Bradford, has
been awarded a pocket wallet.)

ALWAYS MISSING.

Teacher : ‘‘ Harold, do you know what a
blotter is 9 **
l Harold : ¢ Yes, sir ; it’s the thing you hunt
ot while the ink gets dry.”’
I (E. Recve, 19, Fleming Mead, Mitcham,
%8 been awarded a pocket wallet.)

SAFETY FIRST.

Opagsers-by In a certain street were amazed
Observe a most peculiar procedure. They
e youngster fasten a muzzle over the face

Of‘f‘"‘\?ther small boy.
Curiouhy are you doing that ?’’ asked one

€y 8 O?lOOkeP.

08 I'm sending him in this shop f

5o Y ng i in snop Ior
I(x‘lqe *weets,” replied the youngster.

Eaag 12 Brien, P.0O. Box 679

beey, a ondon, S outh Africa, has

Warded a pocket wallet.)

BADLY EXPRESSED.

POl‘cy. € ¥y
hej . m quite a near
on,ghbm“’ of yours. I live in

n“r.?s those

- “*Really ! Then
day» YW drop in some

(S. Elsworth, 19, Milton Place, Hop-~
wood Lane, Halifax, has been awarded a
penknife.)

” GIVE AND TAKE.

The man walking along the road was horrified
when he saw two boys fighting hammer and
tongs.

“You should learn to give and take,’” he
remonstrated gently. |

“I did,” retorted one boy aggressively. I
gave Bill a punch in the eyo and took his
apple.”

(C. Wells, 102, Wenlock Street, New Norlh
Road, London, N.1, has been awarded a pocket
wallet.)

BEHIND BEFORE.

Ra}ilway Passenger : °‘‘ Guard, we’re very

late.”". -

Irish Guard ; ‘¢ Yes, sorr. The train before us

was behind, and this was behind before besides.’’

(Miss M. Dibley, 4a, Station Road,

Bognor Regis, has Jbeen awarded a pen-
knife.)

HELP.

Terrified Passenger (in run-
away taxi): ‘Wil we hit
anything ?

Driver: “I1 hope so, sir.
This road goes over the cliff

"half a mile farther on.”

(F. Whrlson, 26, Dial Road,
Stockport, has been omwarded a.
pocket walletl.) ‘



32 THE NELSON LEE LIBRARY

CHAPTER 13.
| Missing !
BIGCLESWADE, of the Sixth Yorm at

St. Frank’s, frowned.

““Where’s your cleventh man?” he
demanded. “‘He's holding up the
game.”’ - -
" Nipper looked round impatiently.

“Jt’s not like Travers to run off at half-
time,” he said. ‘“Where the dickens can he
have got to? You'd better give that whistle
another blast, Biggy.”

I’hceeep !

Biggleswade blew shrilly. The tcams were
lined up for the re-start, but the inside-right
position was vacant. Vivian Travers was
not in his place. One or two juniors dashed
to the pavilion and scarched, but Travers was
not there,

““Hadn’t we better be geiling on?’” sug-
costed Hopkins sarcastically. ‘“We chaps
want to get home some time to-day, you
know.”’ ’ | .

‘““All right—keep your hair on!” said
Biggleswade gruffly. “I'm afraid we shall
have to start, you kids. You’ll have to play
a man short until he turns up.” y

“Just a minute, Biggy,” said Nipper
vrgently.  ““There’s something fishy about

this. I don’t like the look of it at all.
Travers wouldn’t keep away dcliberately.

Something must have happened to him.” ymatch unless 1t was something tremendously |

important. I can’t make it out. Travers i

“Don’t be a young ass!”’ protested Biggy."
*“ What could have happened to hun out here
in broad daylight?”

It was Teddy Long, of the Remove, who
provided a clue.

“You chaps looking for Travers?” he
puffed as he ran on to the ficld.

éé Xfes.”

“] saw him with Quirke,” said Teddy
axcitedly.

‘“What!”

“fIt’s a fact,” said Long. ‘“Ie was talk-
:ng with Quirke not five minutes ago.”

‘“Quirke again!” said Nipper furiously.
‘“ More treachery, I suppose. Which way did
they go, Long?”

““IT—I don’t know,”” replied Teddy. ¢ That
bcast Armstrong grabbed me and made me
go Indoors to fctch a scarf. And he’s not
cven in my House! Docs he think I'm his
fag, or what?”

‘““Never mind Armstrong,” said Nipper.
“You say you saw Travers talking with
Quirke? Where?”

‘“ Here, on Little Side—just near the gate.”

“You can’t hold up the game like this,
Nipper,” said Biggleswade uncomfortably.
“These Yexford kids are getting impatient.
Travers will turn up soon, I expcct.”

““ All right—just coming,” said Nipper. I
sayv. Gresham.”

‘“Hallo 1”

“IT want Potts and a few more of you to
dash around and see if you can find Travers,”’
said Nipper rapidly. “He can’t be far away.
Quirke must have tricked him by some fake
yvarin. See what you can do.”

‘“Right-o!”" said Gresham promptly,
Nipper went on the field, but by noyw -

course, Handforth and Church and Mc(;iugf

and the other players had heard of
latest ‘“ mystery,”

disturbed.

th

and they were Considerabl‘;

A

As a rcsult, when- the game re-starteg the
Saints wero not only a man short, but th,

were failing to concentrate on the gaine,
Something had happened to Travers

’ and

it was something in connection with Q"irke
In the crcumstances 1t was not very g

prising that Hopkins ran through after {

bre, |

minutes of play and scored a comparatiye],

casy goal. Handforth had . been lool{ing
tor

round at’ the critical moment searching

v

Travers, and by the time he discovered thy .
‘the Yexford forwards were making an aitaq, |

the ball was 1n the net.

Meanwhile, Gresham and the other fellgy,
were making a  hurried search.  Harypy
Gresham  usually played - in  the left-ha)s
position for the Junior XI; but he wyg
suffering from a strained muscle, and Q.

ficld, of the Fourth; had taken his place,

They searched indoors, they searched the
grounds, and two of them cven cycled to the
village. But they could not find any trac
of Vivian Travers, He had vanisheg

completely.

“Well, it’s jolly funny,” said Gresham at
length., ‘“He wouldn’t have left the footer

as keen as mustard. He wouldn’t ¢ fall’ for

any more of Quirke’s rot.”

“That’s just it,”’ said Jimmy Potis, frown
ing. ‘‘He knows what Quirke is. So how

was it done?”

They drifted back to Little Side dizcon
solatc. They had already heard that Yex-
ford had scored another goal, bringing the
visitors equal. With a man short, and with
their minds distracted from the game. the
Saints were making a poor show in the second

half.

“Here they are!” went up a yell 8

Gresham and the others appeared.:-

Church glanced round, and his eager ¥
sought the group. He was disappointed 10

sec..that Vivian Travers was not there.

“They haven’t found him, you chaps!” he

sang out. ‘‘Can’t see Travers.”

“Look out!” yelled Handforth in alar®

‘““Stop that Yexford chap, you idiot!”
Both Church and MecClure leapt. For’

moment they had relaxed their vigilance, 82
two of the Yexford forwards, taking ad"“:b-:

tage of the opportunity, made a swift ™

through, The St. IFrank’s backs were le“.
d he

standing.
Hopkins had possession of the ball, an
was running swiftly for goal.
“By George!” gurgled Handforth.
Ho could - scoe that the situation
desperatc. He ran out gamely, and

himself full-length at the feet of the oncominé
5

forward. ]
Hopkins kicked. The ball shot goalwal’t
and Hopkins’ boot struck Handforth on

d

[ 4

|
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side of the head.
goalie rolled over,
“QOh, goal!”
‘“Great Scott!”
It was a goal right enough—and then the
whistle blew. Handforth was lying motion-
less. Church dashed up and knelt down
anxiously beside him. McClure confronted
Hopkins angrily.
“You—you reckless idiot!” he accused.

“It wasn’t my fault. I didn’t know he was
gomng to fling himself at my feet,” retorted
Hopkins with justifiable indignation. ‘How
could I help it? Of course, I'm sorry—"

Ho broke off, for at that moment Hand-
forth sat up, dazed and bewildered.

“Don’t blame Hopkins,”” he muttered. ‘It
W&‘l‘sn’t his fault, I ran into his feet.”

here you are,” said Hopking trium-
Phantly,

S.°m0 spectators were sh_outing
txeitedly, appealing for a foul. But Biggles-
?ade shook his head. There had been no
oul. The goal was a good one,

lafnd when' the game finished some time
®T, the Saints were mortified by the result.

They “ve »
ro ¢ ‘ — - > — —— _ .
gronnd | beaten—three-two-—on their own

The burly St, Frank's

of the

CHAPTER 14.
In the Hands of the Enemy!

RAYE_RS’ first ecmotion on finding him-
Self imprisoned in the car was mainly
One of hewilderment, .

ake it easy, young ’'un!” said a
200 voce.  “You'll do yourself no

and Mr. Wilbur Druten, turning

33

With a gun prodding into his baek, Vivian
Travers was forced to march towards the

waiting aeroplane,

By a supreme effort Travers forced theé
hand away from his mouth., The car was
now speeding rapidly.

“My father!” gasped Travers.

“I am sorry, Travers,” came Quirke’s
voice. “I was compelled to tell you that
false story about your father. We thought it
would be the simplest way of making you
lose your head. Your father’s ’plane has not -
met with an accident at all.”’

Travers could not reply, for a heavy
bandage had been tied round his mouth. He
was filled with overwhelming reclicf at the
news that his father was unharmed; and
filled with anger against himself, too.

What a fool he had been! If only he had
thought for a moment he would have scen
that the story was just a trick to entice him
away from Little Side.

In a

)

quiet by-lane the car was pulled up,
round 1n
the driver’s seat, looked at Travers thought-
fully. ;
““Sorry, kid, to manhandle
way,” he said bluntly.
yvou'll come to no harm.”
Travers could only glare.

“You can take that scarf away from his
mouth now, Skinner,” went on Mr, Druten.

“Let the kid talk.”

The Man with the Scarred Face removed
the scarf. |
““You can be put in prison for this!” ex-
claimed Travers fiercely. -
I guess I’'m ready to take the risk,” said
the American, ‘
““You—you crooks!” went on Travers
ficrcely. “You've taken me away from an

you 1n this
‘““ But don’t worry ;.
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important football match!

play without me——" .
“To bad!” said Druten with regret.

““ That’s sure tough, kid. But it so happens
that there’s something more important than
football for us to discuss. You've got a ruby
ring of mine ’?

. “You're a liar!” snapped Travers. ¢ That
ring belongs to my father!”

“Well, we won't argue,” said Druten,
“That ring came out of the Osra tomb, and
I'm figuring that it’s mine. Your father
tricked me over that concession.”

*You mean, you tried to trick him—and
yvou failed.” _
i “We won't argue about that either,” said
the American. “That ring was 1 your
possession until yesterday, sonny. You took
it to the bank, didn’t you?”’

““You secm to know everything,” retorted

Travers. *‘‘But it’s safe enough in the bank.
That's done you, hasn’t 1t?”
" ¢“WWell, it's made it kinda hard,” admitted
Druten, his voice cold and relentless. *“I'm
not denying that you put onc over on me
there, kid. Now, about letting you go, All
vou've got to do is to write a little letter
to your bank-manager, telling him to
release the ring, and you'll go free.”

Travers laughed. ~
¢ ¢What do you take me for?” he asked.
¢I'm not going to write any letter!”

" ¢ Please yourself,” said the crook. “I shall

They’ll have to

3

b

keep vou a prisoner until you change your.
mind, that’s all. I guess I'm a patient man.”

. “And what about when my father
‘arrives 777 asked Travers with scorn. ‘ He'll
be here this evening—and then that ring will
be beyond your reach.”
. ““Beyond his reach, too,”” said Druten.
Y “Eh?” '

“Fven your father cannot get that ring
without your authority,” said the American
coolly. “You may be a schoolboy, but your

signature will be required by that bank-

manager Dbefore he releases the ring. It
would be as much as his job 1s worth to give
it up to another party—even your father.”

"~ Travers started. He did not know whether
Druten’s statement was accurate, but if it was
—even Mr. Travers could not get that ring!

' “I'm quite willing to do a little deal,”
went on Druten coolly. ‘If you’re obstinate,
Ikid, T'll keep you. Do you get me? Then,
later, I'll have a conference with poppa, and
we'll effect a little exchange. He can have
vou, and I'll have the ring.”

. “You—vou scoundrel!” shouted Travers
thickly. “You mean, you're going to keep
me as a hostage?”

i *“I guess you're brainy!” said the other

mockingly.
» “Be sensible, Travers!” urged Izra
Quirke, ‘“Write the letter, and I will take

it to the bank, Give up this ring. It has
brought you nothing but trouble, and it will
bring vour father trouble, too. How many
Inore _ttlrnes must I warn you? Let this man
ave 1t—-""

sec anybody, keep walking.
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““Shut up!” interrupted Travers, wp
not listening to you or to this crook eithem
My father entrusted me with that ring, anr'
I’'m not going to give 1t up. You can a]] d
and eat coke!” 8o

Wilbur Druten scowled.

““I shall get that ring, even if I have
wait days—wecks !” he said tensely. “Wy;
I keep you under my eye the ring will remy;
safe in tho bank vault. Nobody can toucﬂ
it. I shall not keep you here, young Travey,

I shall take you away—far, far away, No
scarch-parties organised by your schog)

fcllows shall locate you!”
Hec gave an order, and the scarf was Oneg

again tied-round Travers’ mouth. Then the
car sped on, |
When at length it came to a standstill the

door was flung open and Travers was force
out. He found himself on the edge of a Jittle

wood. A big meadow lay beyond, but ther®
was not a housc or a cottage in sight. AS
the far end of the meadow stood a big cabl®
monoplane. |
Travers was bewildered. What did thes®
people intend doing to him? Quirke did 2%
leave the car, Travers was taken by Druteg
and Skinner. Between them they march®
him across the field. His scarf had beéP
removed, but there was something hard press
ing 1into the middle of his back. '

“Remember,” said Druten grimlr, hout
Don’t shot

Bty e
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s

ot a gun sticking into your spine, and

N 9
ilt,‘seagsilent onc !
Bewildered, Travers walked on. When they
.-ohed the acroplane Druten flung open the
"ez:)i. and Travers was bundled in. A fresh
:ll?rprise awaited him. The queer Egyptian,

gkinny as to be almost like a skeleton,
s there. Sata, the man who had been in
rhe schcol museum the previous night !

«Qata, take him !”” snapped Druten. “You
know what to do.”

Travers found bony arms wrapped about
him. With the skill of a magician Sata tied
his hands. Travers found himself lying full-

«HJANDFORTH THE GUY!"”

By E. S. BROOKS,

All the fun of the famous ‘¢ Fifth >’ at
st. Frank’s ! One long round of high jinks
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length on the carpet which covered the floor
of the ’'plane’s cabin.

thThe engine suddenly sprang to life, and
sae roar of it filled Travers’ ears. At the
n ne moment the great machine commenced
10ving bumpily across the meadow.

§ata was bending evilly over Travers.
ou go on a long, restful journey

}) ‘¢athed the Egyptian. *Oh, yes! Such a
Ong Journey !”

faon Pressed something hard over Travers’
o . For a moment the startled

reel; boy struggled, and he felt his senses
ion ng{ Then he had an extraordinary sensa-
wento dropping, dropping, and everything
black. "The last thing he remembered

w; _ ’
enmgsintetm steady drone of the aeroplane’s
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CHAPTER 1§,

The Tomb of Osra!

T was the pungent smell of burning
incense which first told Vivian Travers
that he had recovered consciousness,

There was no droning in his ears now ;'
he felt, indeed, as though he had awakened
to a new world, He had lost all count of
time, but he had a vague, absurd impression
that days had elapseg——weeks. Perhaps it
was because of the drug which had been
administered. His head was throbbing and it
was only with great difficulty that he could
concentrate on any one subject. |

The incense claimed his attention at first.
It was rather nice. It soothed him. And it
was strangely reminiscent of the mystic East.

First his sense of smell, then his sense of
hearing. He became aware of a curious
chanting 1n a human voice, low but musical.

“Where in the name of wonder am 1?” he
thought dully., He could not speak the
words, because he was gagged. !

He found, rather to his surprise, that he
was reclining on soft cushions. His arms
and legs were bound. He raised himseclf
on his clbow, and for a moment it scemed
to him as though the top of his head was
coming off. He closed his eyes in agony,
then opened them again. A man, quaintly-
dressed, was kneeling before an altar, at the
head of which was an idol. In front of the
idol were two strange lamps burning with a
ruddy glow. Midway between Travers and
the chanting priest stood a little pedestal,
and wrcaths of smoke were rising from-it as
tho incense burned.

Travers caught his breath in dismayed
incredulity. Surely all this could mean only
one thing. Ho was in Egypt!

At that moment a heavy curtain moved
and a figure appeared—a man neatly dressed
in whito drill. He carried a pith helmet in
his hand, and with a handkerchief he was
mopping his brow. Apparently he did not
know that Travers had awakened. "

‘‘Infernal heat!” he muttered. “Gosh! It
must be over a hundred in tho shade out-
side! It's a mighty fine relief to come into
this tomb. Guess I never realised that tombs
could be so useful.”

Putting on his helmet, he crossed and
peered down at Travers. He removed the gag.

“Well, say!” he ejaculated. ¢‘So you’ve
come up for air, sonny!” y

““Where am 1?” asked Travers tensely.

““You ought to know better than I,” said
Wilbur Druten. ‘1 guess I'm pretty well
blind in here after the blazing sunshine out-
side. Phew! It’s damp and smelly, but it’s
darned cool !”

Travers shivered; to him it felt dank and
cold. Even the pungent incense could not
disguise the utter chilliness of that tomb.

“I scem to remember—dimly,’”’ muttered
the schoolboy. “‘I was in an aecroplane—in a
meadow somewhere.”’

“That was way back last week,” inter-
rupted the American, £ It’s Tuesday morn.
ing now,’?
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“Tuesday morning gasped Travers,
“But—but you took ' me away from St.
Frank’s on Saturday!”

- “Sure!” said Druten. ‘You don’t figure
that I could get you from England to Egypt
in much less time, do you—even by ’plane?
Yes, sonny, vou're in the Sacred Tomb of
Osra. How do you like your new lodgings?”’

Travers fell back amongst the cushions,
breathing hard. The Tomb of Osra! It was
almost unbelievable. Druten had said that he
would take ‘Iravers far, far away; but
Egypt

“I didn’t want any trouble with you on the
trip,” said Druten grimly, ‘“so I made
certain. You've been ‘under’ for over
forty-eight hours, sonny. And let me tell you
that you’re beyond the reach of your father
and your friends. You're out of KEngland,.
You'ro in my power completely.”

““You—you scoundrel !”” panted Travers.

“I’m reckoning that we can do without the
melodramatics,’” said the American calmly.
““See here, Travers, lct's get this thing
straight. I'm not keen on keeping you here.
It’ll cost money to feed you. It’ll cost more

!”
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The drug, quite harmless in itself, hag
robbed Vivian Travers of his senses befOl‘e
the aeroplane had left the ground. A
matter of fact, it had only taxied to
other side of the meadow, where Travers hag
been quickly put back into the car. As S0y
as darkness had fallen he had been smuggleq
by way of the Half-Mile Meadow near g§;
Frank’s into the monastery ruins. Then he
had been taken down into the old vault,

The vault was more or less camouﬂaged“
rug or two on the floor, some cushiopg
curtains hanging here and there. An imit,,
tion altar with lamps, and an idol. A braziep

S g ¢
thg ‘

- 'r‘l

an incense burner. All these things, coupled -

made the

with the

‘atmosphere.’

gloom,

Nnecessg
It had been a clever touch of

Druten’s, appearing dressed in white dri]}

with a pith helmet and complaining of the
intense heat and dazzling sunlight. Traverg
had the definite impression that he really
was in Egypt and that it was Tuesday.
Actually 1t was still comparatively early
on the Saturday evening. His father hagd
not yet arrived at the school, and was not
duc to arrive for another hour or two,

money to have you efliciently guarded. You -Druten’s plan was to force that letter from

can go free just as soon as you write that
letter.”’

“I won't give in—I won’t!” exclaimed
Travers fiercely. “My pater will find me.
And there’s Mr. Lee, too!”

Druten’s eyes flashed angrily. He again
gagged Travers, then turncd.

‘“*Sata !” said Druten curtly.

The man i1n the robes turned from the idol,
and Travers saw ‘that he was the skinny
Egyptian. He loocked impressive in his robes.

¢ Keep this kid here,” said the American,
his voice full of menace. ‘You have the
brazier and the irons? Prepare them! He's
obstinate, and he needs persuading!”

Sata bowed low.

‘“Master, I obey!” ,

Travers, horrified by the order, watched
the Egyptian as he prepared a quaint little
charcoal brazier. Travers could guess what
the hot irons were for.

Wilbur Druten, turning on his heel, passed
out of the tomb beyond the heavy cartain.
It was utterly dark, and he went up some
crumbling stone steps.

But presently, when he reached the top,
instead of emerging into blazing hot sunshine
as his former words and behaviour had
indicated, he came out under a black, cloudy
sky. A chill wind was blowing. And he was
not on a hot Egyptian desert, but in the
monastery ruins at St. Frank’s!

'CHAPTER 16.
The Last Trick!
ST. FRANK'S |

It was a cunning, ingcnious dodge.
Travers, below in that supposed tomb,
was completely fooled. Yet the trick

hfz;d fbcen extraordinarily simple to put into
eiiecCt.

the boy immediately. It was any odds that
the bank-manager would surrender that ring
on Travers’ written authority. The bank
would not be open, but Quirke knew where
the manager lived. And Quirke himself was
an old St. IFrank’s boy, and still possessed a
St, IFrank’s cap, which he would wear for the
occasion. |

At the top of the monastery vault steps
stood a silent figure. It was the man Zenas
Skinner, and he was wearing seme curious
clothing. A great cloak enveloped him.

“Everything quiet ?” muttered Druten.

“Yes,” said the other. *Quitke is over in
another part of the school. Do you think 1§
wise, chief, to do another stunt this
evening ?”’ .

‘“Sure!” said the American. “These kids
think that Travers has been mysteriously
spirited away. The more we can fool ’em the
better. Quirke’s getting them all worked up,
and when you see the seven stars you’ll do
your stuff. Understand? You're all ready,
I suppose ?”’ .

“I am waiting for the sign,” replied
Zenas.

Druten nodded and went down the steps
again into the vault. The brazier was burtr
ing fiercely now, and the irons were getting
red-hot.

‘¢ OT a trace,” said Jimmy Polfs
N wearily. ‘I tell you, Nipper, I'®
getting scared.” .

There was a number of Removites

collected on the Ancient House steps. They
had just come in from all directions——anpe-l;i
Handforth & Co., Gresham, Reggie Pitt al q
others. They had been searching -far 8‘nr
wide, but they had found no trace whateve
of the missing Vivian Travers, 1
“Jt’s so rammy !” growled Handforth. ¥

mean, he just—vanished! Somebody

(R e S e L e - -
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ith Quirke, and that was the last of

pim ® re did he go, and how? Why
him. ,tvggeteleph_one or something 7’
doesnh bang ! Sizzzz! Bang-bang ! |
?aniish those Third Form kids would stop
I with crackers and squibs I”’ said
l y;gf ceritably.  “It’s not Guy Fawkes day
NI ext week.” ,
until ﬂei’gt' It‘itt gave him a straight look.
B%(gogur nerves are getting a bit jumpy, otd
» he sald. ““ Never mind the kids. Let
sf";n havo their fun.” ' 3
e You're right,” muttered Nipper. ‘*Yes,
| suppose my NCrves—— Hallo! Look! It’s
ngrkgglure had approached the steps, and

movites recognised it at once. They
thgl'OIl{l(:ldCd Ezra Quirke in a body.
su“Where’S Travers > demanded Handforth

gercely.

] do not understand,” said Quirke as
thou h bewildel‘ed. . . . .
«wmravers has vanished,” said Nipper.

«He was last seen with you during the foot-
ball match.” ' .
«ravers has vanished 7’ repeated Quirke,
horrified. ¢ Yes, yes! He spoke to me
during the football match. He even came
with me as far as the gates, but I did not
sec him afterwards. You tell me that he hgs

gone? Where 7

Nipper seized Quirke by the arm.

“Look here, you mysterious bounder, we’ve
had enough of youl” said the Remove
captain fiercely. *You know where Travers
is, and you’re going to tell us.”

“But I don't|” protested Quirke. ‘I know
nothing! Heavens! It is the Spirit of the
Mummy of Priest Hebeb! Did I not tell you
what would happen—-"
from the casket last night, but during the
daylight hours it has been powerless. Now,
with the coming of darkness—"

“You can keep that hokum for yourself,”
broke in Nipper. ¢Travers didn’t disappear
In the darkness, but during the daylight.

“There is danger abroad this night,” said
Quirke impressively. “You may threaten
Iné, you may deal violently with me, but it

Will make no difference.”

12zzz2zh |

uhA penny rocket, fired by one of the fags,
eitolf across the Triangle diagonally. It had
ha defl' .gone off prematurely, or the owner
shot alled to set it in an upright posjtion. It
show over the trees of the shrubbery, a
o tzr of sparks following its trail like a
"poe s Then, abruptly, there was a loud
the % and a great burst of lurid flame from
T arection of the monastery ruins.

Wag t_ll‘]eait’?,§°°.tt 1”” gasped Handforth, ¢ What

acl'li!eafxgre the others could answer, wild
Panje S SOunded--i.;he cries of a man in utter
“Co The glare increased.

«y. e on!” gaid Nipper sharply.
not o', 20 !” panted Quirke.
Hgo there__’)

was pushe s

¢“You must

of the way. The
through the shrubbery, and a
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number of fags, scared by what they had
done, scuttled in all directions.

“Look !” yelled Jimmy Potts in amaze-
ment.

A man was staggering near the ruins, and
behind him there was a blazing, billowing
mass. He stumbled, fell, screaming still;
but he was more terrified than hurt. When
tho astonished Removites reached him they
found that he was entangled amongst many
ropes, and there was a Lkind of harness
attached to him.

“Great Scott |”’ ejaculated Nipper, as the
powerful beam of his clectric torch flashed
on the figure. ‘Look here!”

They could all seo that the man was wear-
ing a black cloak, and underneath a queer
garment which glowed mysteriously. In a
flash Nipper knew the truth., After one look
at the dying flames 1in the man’s rear the
whole mystery was explained.

‘“He’s all right,”” said Nipper after a quick
look at the man. ‘‘Scorched a bit, perhaps,
but that’s all. Scared more than anything.
That rocket must have set fire to his balloon.”.

‘ His—what 7’ yelled Handforth,

‘““Allow mo to 1ntroduce the ghost—the
mysterious Egyptian priest!” said Nipper,
whilst Zenas Skinner was assisted to his feet.
‘“Seo this luminous robe? The black cloak
can be let down at will, making it possible
for the ¢ apparition’ to vanish in mid-air.”

‘““ But—but we’ve seen the ghost flying over
trees!” protested Reggie Pitt.

‘“ Ever heard of balloon-jumping ?”’ retorted
Nipper. “It was quite popular some years
ago. A man has a miniature balloon attached
to him by means of ropes. He jumps, and he
can clear trees and houses 1if he’s skilful.
This fellow only used the apparatus when the
night was pitch-dark so that the balloon
wouldn’t be seen. He himself was luminous,
80 he stood out clearly.” -

The trickster trembled, for he was afraid
of these schoolboys. He was a man who had
done a great deal of balloon-jumping in the
United States and on the Continent; he had
given exhibitions, and he was one of the most

"
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skilful exponents in existence.  Wilbur
Druten had paid him bandsomely for his
services, . . .
«“Now we're beginning to get the hang of
it,” said Jimmy Potts. ‘There was no
mummy, and there’s no ghostly Egyptian
priest. Fakery from start to finish !
- *“] say,” yelled Handforth excitedly, * this
man was right in the monastery ruins. Why,
what about Travers?”
- “Byv jingo, Handy, . you're right!” said
Nipper. *“There’s a vault down there.
Quick! Let’s go down and search!”

CHAPTER 17.

The Mystery Explained!

L 'OW ! said Wilbur Druten.

N Sata, with hot irons in his hands,

was bending evilly over Vivian

. Travers. Druten stood by, and in

onc hand he held a sheet of paper and in the

other a fountain-pen. The gag had bcen

removed from Travers’ mouth, and his limbs
were also free. | ,

‘““You can choose, sonny!” said the
American. *‘The irons—or the pen! And
don’t forget that you are thousands of miles
from your friends!”’ |

Travers felt his heart thumping. These
men were going to torture him. Either that
or he must write that letter—the letter which
would release the ring of Osra for which his
father had journeyed all the way to England.

“No, no, I won’t!” panted the boy.
“You're only bluffing, you crook! You
wouldn't dare torture me.”

“Master, I am ready,” murmured Sata.

There was a moment’s silence, tense and
dramatic. Sata came nearer and nearer.
The red-hot iron sent forth its glowing heat
so that Travers could fecel 1t scorching his
neck and face. .

Was he dreaming, or could he really hear
Handforth’s voice? The silence of the vault
was unearthly, and Handforth’s voice came
vaguely, mysteriously from somewhere above.

“1 say,” came those well-known tones,
‘“this man was right in the monastery ruins!
Why, what about Travers?”

Travers gulped. Druten, too, had heard
the voice, and he spoke hastily, commanding
Sata to commence the ordeal.

But Travers was like a boy transformed.
Handforth! It was Handforth’s voice! And
Handforth had been saying something about
the monastery ruins!

In that same flash the truth came to
Travers. His dazed eyes roved round the
vault, and now he recognised it. Great Scott,
he wasn’t in Egypt at all! He was practi-
cally underneath 8t. Frank’s!

“You tricky rotters!” he yelled, leaping
to _his feet, -

His move was so unexpected that neithe
Druten nor Sata could stop him. His head
felt as though it would burst, but he

staggered across to the curtains, and found

himself at the bottom of a stairway,

LEE LIBRARY

‘“Help! Help!” he shouted at tne 1
his voice. ‘“Remove, ahoy! ‘Rgsi. of
Help!” ._ it

Hands clutched at him from behing a
dragged him back: - A

“You infernal young brat!” gsny,
Wilbur Druten, *d

But Travers’ voice had been heard aboy
for Nipper and Handforth and the orp.
were already racing down the vault stepl;s
They came .tumbling in like a flood. 71,
lights had been extinguished, and Dl‘utoe
and Sata had dragged -Travers back . into onn
of the corners. But the gleaming beams frolf
the electric torches held by Nipper an&
Handforth were sufhicient. : .

““There they arc!” yclled Handforth,

The fight was short and sharp. There wey,
a dozen strong, determined boys—and only

two men. Druten and his Egyptian assistapt

were swamped.

6 OU sce,” said Mr. Travers, “it wys
like this.”

He had arrived at the old schoo]

an hour carlier than he hyg

expected, and he had found St, Frank’s scet),.

ing with excitement. Wilbur Druten, Sata

and Zcnas Skinner were under arrest, Quirke

had been allowed to.go free. He was only 4
boy, and it was likely enough that in the firs
place he bad never known Druten’s real
motive. Druten had got to know of him
through the man Skinner, and because Quirke
had a reputation as a mystic he had been
used, '

Mr. Travers was with his son now, and
there were many others present—Nelson Lee
himseclf, Mr. Wilkes, Nipper, Handforth and
all those other boys who had taken part in
the final exciting scenes.

“This man Druten
explained Mr, Travers. ‘“Not an ordinary
crook, because he believes in working within
the law. This 18 about the first time that he
has overstepped the mark, and he only did it
because he was desperate. You see, we both
knew that the Temple of Osra contained the
treasurcs of Queen Osra, and it was my
ambition to be the discoverer. Druten was
slow, and he found himsclf beaten.

‘It was his idea to seize this grcat trcasur®
in secret, whilst pretending that his dis
coveries werc of no importance.
the same sort of thing before.

sells them, piece by piece, to Amecricab
millionaires, who, of course, will pay fantasti
sums for such relics. They are always warn¢
to keep it dark, and somehow Americal

— - r——

1s an adventurer,” |

He's doné
. re. He takes S .
.treasures 1n secrct to America, and there he

millionaires are quite rcady to buyv relics fro® .

the Old World under such conditions. If
Druten had obtained the Osra trcasurc h®
could have sold it easily with tremendo®
profit to himself. My object, of course, W&
to unearth the treasure, but to hand it ovef
to the Egyptian Government.”’ |

“We can well understand why .thff
Fgyptian Government is opposed to Ellgllsh
| (Concluded on vage 43.)
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A NOVEMBER
IDYLL

'CUPBOARD LOV

When its early in Novembeor When your chair is by the fire |
And the Kiddies lie in wait Aad your stippers warm as togst
for you coniryg home from business And there scems a competition
Growrng auxious if yourelate As to who can serw you most

When you wonxder whore thy caleh is
As to ewry whim they'w pandered
They murmur“It's November fitth
And the fireworKs must be..... M{It
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Ride the road of adventure with your highwayman pal!

The Devilry of Satan!

ITH the knife gripped between his
teeth, his eyes glinting evilly, the
man crept silently towards the sleep-

ing form of Dick Forrester. Nearer
and nearer; now he was less than a yard
away. His hand went to his mouth and
clasped the knife. And still Dick slept,
oblivious of his avful danger.

A sudden thunder of approaching hoofs
made the man turn abruptly. Surprise showed
on his face; surprise which quickly turned
to panic-stricken dismay.

Charging down upon him was a magnificent
black horse, eyes gleaming wickedly, nostrils
distended, teeth bared. Like a whirlwind fury
1t swept up. With a bellowing snort it reared
on its haunches; forelegs lashed out.

There came an agonised cry, cut short
abruptly; a tinkle of something falling on
stone. Then silence, broken at last by a
trinmphant whinny as DBlack Satan joyfully
licked the face of his young master!

Dick TForrester awcke with a start. When
he opened his eyes his head was singing like
a kettle. and he felt pain in every inch of his
body. He blinked upwards for a moment,
and then gave a delighted cry.

utlawed!

————

A stirring serial of old-time
romance and adventure,

GOODWIN

“SDatan!”’ he exclaimed.

A soft whinny answered him, and a cold,
velvety nose was thrust into Dick’s hand.
The splendid black horse, mud-spattered and
covercd with sweat, but sound as a bell, and
with saddle and irons intact, was standing
over him.

Dick felt as if the heart was back in his
body once more. Hardly able to believe his
eves, he raised himself. and a groan escaped
him. The hardships he had been through.
strong and wiry as he was, had left then
mark on him; the fever was in his brain, and
he ached violently all over. |

Satan muzzled him anxiously, and whinnied
sympathetically. He understood that all wad
not well with his young master,

Suddenly, Dick’s eyes lit on something {hat
madc him stare and rub his eves. A few fCCf‘
away lay a prostrate figure—the lifcless bod:
of a man. It was a gfuesome sight. lookl"s
as if the life had been beaten out with sled¢;

hammers. Dick recognised it as one ©
Sweeny’s men. .
“'0d’s mercy!” exclaimed Dick. “What?

this ?”’ o
Black Satan looked towards the inert ifllf,":l';
His eye gleamed wickedly; he tossed =
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-norted. Then he tﬁrnéd to caress
e, and ok A naked knife lay beside

man®: ‘.o again.

e S, s e

the . Lilled him, Satan! ’'0d’s blood, you
‘Xohim about to kill me, and your hoofs

g?::im:eeth made an

.. I3 fOOtpadS:
pred my U ' d th round
red up, and threw an arm arou
He ,Sf aglg;ssy ngck. Never did horse and
Satar bnderstand each other like Dick and his
m and_l.l.not‘; oven Turpin and Black Bess.
stee the splendid beast had found him upon
Ho™ oors Dick did not know, but one thing
{geglderstood—Satan had saved him once
ag‘a‘lil-v JHeaven help any man who dares face
< hoofs! Come, old boy, this moor is a
ro ry place, and we shall both be the better
wealy B %and rest, if we can find it. I feel
a% though I were sick of an ague.”

Sainfully he mounted into the saddle, and
l.ogglgf;ag. The mosses and "heather made
-oft ‘riding, and, feeling hé could stand 1t,
Dick put Satan to a_canter. He did not check
him till they had covered seven or eight miles
and had reached the borders of the moor.

«Y] can ride no longer!’ muttered  Dick,
swaying in the saddle. ‘I shall be on the
ground again ere long. We must have
shelter, at any cost. .Is not that a houee
among the trces?” '

A rambling, prosperous-looking old farm-
house lay before him, nestling in a pleasant
grove, Whether the people were friendly or
hostile, Did did not know. At least, they
would probably not know him, and he still
had some gold in his saddle-pouch. He drew
the silver-mounted pistols from the holsters
and put them in his pockets, then rode up to
the farm-house. A good-looking, grey-haired
o.d farmer answered his knock.

"C:an you shelter me for a night, good
man ?” said Dick. “I and my beast are worn
?“t, and have lost our way. You shall not
ose by it.””
r ,hCome m, sir,” said the farmer, staring
ti-l; ef hard at Black Satan. ‘“You look
1 "eh-worn. Say nothing of loss or profit.
Iry ouse has always a meal or bed for a
aveller, and I take no man’s silver.”

heDllck, rep]iedﬂgl’atefully, and, sick as he was,
Ooked to Satan’s wants and groomed him

O‘VH before h d- - .
entereq the hoﬁse,ld anything else. Then he

end. of him. ’'Tie one of
and once again you've

N
The farmer’s wife, a cleanly, comfortable
old dame, rose and curtseyed; and then a cry
escaped her.
“Grammercy! . The young highwayman—
the companion of Turpin!” she exclaimed.

“Highwayman!" cried the farmer, sfaring.

Dick flushed, and looked downcast.

“I am known, it seems,” he said. ‘‘No
matter, good people, I will go elsewhere. Let
me depart.’’

‘“ Depart!”’ cried the dame.
while we have a roof over us!
not recognise me ?”’ o

Dick looked at her unsteadily, but was none
the wiser. o .

“Your parden,” he said. ‘I have a fever
upon me, and do not see very.well. My eyes
swim somewhat.””_ . .

“Ay, so I see!” said the dame pityingly.
“Will, do you have the best bed set in order
without delay. 1 am thankful for this. Why,
sir, do you:not remember Janet Bullford, in
the old market-cart, whom you saved last
year from the ruffling robber who would have
shot my old horse in sport? Grammercy, you
and kindly Master Turpin took his pistols and
bound him under the girths of.his own horse
for a lesson, and I prayed you always to count
on my gratitude!”’

“Faith, is it he?’’ exclaimed the farmer.
“You are a hundred times welcome, sir!”’

In a moment the memory came back to
Dick—it was the dame he had saved from a
rufianly highwayman, soon after Vane For-
rester first outlawed -him. Even now he had
the man’s pistols in his pocket. The old
couple showered him with gratitude.

“I am blithe to have fallen into such kindly
hands,’”” said Dick. ‘‘The service I did was
nothing. But I had not thought I was so
near the scene of that affair. ’Twere better
I should journey to some inn, lest I bring
trouble on you.” :

‘““Nay, you shall not stir an inch till you
arc sound and strong again,”’ said the farmer
heartiiy. ‘‘And be sure, sir, no treachery can
recach you under cur roof. They should burn
the house over us bhefore we would give you
up, though i1t were the lord-licutenant himself
who came to seek you!”’

Dick gave in at this—indeed, he was so
weak he could not do otherwise. The farmer
and his wifs let him lack for nothing; they
tended him as their own son. He soon found
himseclf between lavender-secented sheets 1n
a large bed-room with a blazing fire of beech-

‘““Nay, not
Sir, do you

DICR ForRESTER
trickery of
BECTOR F

HOW THE STORY BEGAN.
, Jormerly a young highwayman, has been depriwd of his estate and fortune by the

ORRESTER. This is only the beginning of Dick’s troubles, for he next falls foul of

4 > o
PjTAI‘\ SWEENY, the notorious leader of a gang of footpads, and is also wanted.by the King's Riders

Or asgisti g
RIcq 4p Dls ing his former comrade of the road,

TURPI N, the famous highwayman, to escape capture, Dick s forced to become an outlaw,
%ﬂd Turpin ride off together. They are pursued by Riders, but make their escape after a fierce

Siceeny; ‘uggn goes off orn a mission, arranging to meet Dick three days later. Dick is trapped by

tseea;

escapes after a gruelling time and, exhausted, falls asleep on the moor. Thus he does
nan, armed with a knife, creeping towards him. ‘

(Now read on.)
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logs. He was in sorry condition, but broths
and soups were served him by the good dame,
who was famed for her skill in herbs and
doctoring.

| A Visit from the Sherift!
DICK slept well, and the next day he

was much better. Every kindness was
showered on him. By the morning

after, he felt himself near as sound as
cver. and he rose and dressed himself, thank-

fu! that he had fallen into such good hands.

““A service done for kindliness is never
lost,” he said to himself, buckling on his
sword, which had been cleansed of its rust
and wet. “’Twas a good day’s work when
‘T tackled that bullying robber and saved the
good dame from him. But what is this
fracas below ?”’

Loud voices reached him from the living-
room downstairs.

“] tell vou once more, sir, I have no news
to give you!” said the farmer’s voice stoutly.

“’0d’s blood, man!” said a fierce, com-
manding reply. ‘“If you do not tell me all
vou know, and instantly, you will find your-
self in sorry case. I have certain news that
this rogue stopped at your house a night, and
passed on. You must know where he went,
and I command you, in" the King’s name, to
inform me.. Refuse at your peril!”

‘“’Od’s bodikins !’ muttered Dick. ‘‘Here’s
a pretty to-do!”’

He strode to the window. On the drive
outside were three horsemen, one of them a
voung officer of the Courts. The other two
were sheriff’s men, and one held the bridle
of a handsome thoroughbred bay.

““I do not know where the rogue, as you
call him, journeyed to. your honour,” came
the farmer’s voice again.

‘““Plague take 1it!”’ said Dick: to himself.
“Tis the sheriff of the district, and he has
tracked me here with his men!”

A bright-looking lad of ten, the farmer’s
son, came hurrying into the room.

““The sheriff is here to take you, sir! My
father begs you to ride for your life, and he
will hold the men in conversation till you are
well away. You have only to slip out by the
back window here, which is not guarded, take
your horse from the stable, and gallop
throu’x,gh the wood, where they will not see
you.

‘““Ay, that’s true,” muttered Dick. “But
this will mean ruin to these good folk who
have sheltered me, and that I will not
countenance.”

Down the stairs he went to the room where
the angry voices were mingling, and strode
in.

‘“Good-morrew, Master Sheriff !”” he cried.
‘““Are you seeking Galloping Dick, the high-
wayman? I know where he is, and you have
but to ride with me and I will show you!”

Farmer Bullford turned white, and the
sheriff, a tall, handsome man of about thirty,
with a fierce expression, stared at Dick.

“Ah!” he said. “Is this hearsay, or do
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you truly know where the knave is?
you, lead me on no wild-goose chase!”’
“On my honour,” said Dick, briugiyg
& W .
fist down on the table, “I will show hijy,
-ou! I guarantee it in the sum of a hypg..Y
Y . l]dr&d
guineas, so that you may know I spegk th
truth. But whether you can take him v.-},ee.
I show him you is your own affair.” :
“] go bail for that!” said the shep;
fiercely. *Now, sir, what news?” o
1ercely. ow, sir, what news?
“Mount and ride with all speed!” Cligg

Ma rk
hi;

Dick. ‘““We must not delay. for he is 4 slip
pery rogue, I promise you.” ‘
Together they made for the door. Djg

throwing a glance of warning and farewg)
back at the amazed Farmer Bullford, laid ]y
fingers on his lips as a sign to remain siley
and followed the sheriff out. A few mormep,
later he was on the back of Black Satan, gy).
loping away with the sheriffl and his mey,

“That is a fine beasi of ydours!™ said ),
sheriff, as they rode, staring at Black Nity,

“Ay!” laughed Dick. *“Dick Forreste,
himself has not a better. And they sav |
rides a pretty piece of horse-flesh, too."

“How long shall we ride to find him? T,
he far off ?”

‘““Faith, no great distance,” returned Dic}
“Yet we must ride halt a dozen miles or g
before you can deal with him.”’

“You are no friend of his, it scems."” said
the sheriff, looking askance at the vouny
highwayman.

- “You have hit it—I am his worst enemy,”
said Dick.

‘“‘Let us press on,” returned the sheriff.

They spurred their horses into a gallop, and
the miles werce recled off. Dick led them forth
across the moor.

“’0d’s wounds!’’ he thought. ‘ This sheriff
is the father of all fools! ’Tis well he did not
recognise me by the posted description.
had onlv to walk right into his arms at the
farm, whereby he was sure the highwaymal
he was after would not dare to do that, and
the truth never struck him.” :

He took a shorter hold of Black Satan.

“Turn to the right here, Master Sheriff.’

“’Od’s!” said his worship. “’Tis a lonels
picce of country vou are leading us over:

‘“A highwayman Iloves loneliness,” said
Dick, *‘especially when the sheriff’s posse ¥
after him!

“Now, how to make sure that Farmer B“l,k
ford does not suffer by what he has don®,
thought Dick to himself. “To escape my¥"
is easy, but that is not my concern ak the
moment. Ah, an idea! It’s something of 2
forlorn hope, yet I can but try it.”

’

?

Outwitted !
DICK kept a watchful eye on the }'0“.';‘5

lieutenant who rode on the near Sle

som
ot
1 that

of him. The young man had

what of a loose seat, and was I

too good terms with the big, bony sorie
he bestrode.

They were cantering over some

ground by the side of a river, when
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;¢ by accident, cannoned Black Satan into
1he'gorrel’s quarters i1n tae midst of its stride,
and over rolled the big, gawky brute like a
chot rabbit, sending the heutenant several
Cards away, to land on his hands and knees.
-E\.Cl.vbody looked towards the fallen man,
nd Dick, as the sorrel scrambled up, gave
‘?t o sly cut with his whip that sent it career-
;ng away over the wolds.

1 beg you ten thousand pardons, my dear
gr!” cried Dick. “We were riding a trifle
over-close, I fear. You are not hurt, I

trust 77’ |

«Hurt? No, sir; but no thanks to you!”
cried the lieutenant, with a muttered curse
ot Dick’s clumsiness. He picked himself up
.nd looked across the moor in dismay.
«Plague on 1t, there goes my horse over hill

and dale! After him, you two rogues there!”.

Away galloped the two troopers after the
runaway, and it was plam 1t would need both
of them to catch him, for the sorrel, with no
rider on his back, was bounding gaily over
the landsrape.

“This delay bodes 1ll for our enterprise,
siv!” cried Dick to the sheriff, who was
chafing with impatience. ‘‘We may lose our
man if we are not quick—I had hoped to be
therc by now. It will be best for the two of
us to push on, and let the others follow, lest
the knave be off from the place I shall take

you to.”’
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“When you get your homse, hring the man
on to Neatsford Hamlet, straight over Black
Down, with all speed!’ he ordered.

The lieutenant nodded, whereat Dick
wheeled Satan, and he and the sheriff gal-
loped away across the rolling moor, soon
losing view of the others. At full speed did
the young highwayman make the sheriff
gqllﬁp, and after a while Dick shook with
mirth.

““What the pest makes you laugh so?” said
the sheriff testily.

“Ho, ho! 1 heg your worship’s pardon!’’
cuffawed Dick, his sides shaking and the tears
running down his cheeks. ‘““A jest which was
told me yesterday has just come home to me.
and I now see the point.”

The sheriff looked at this companion sourly.
They were now a couple of miles or more
from the scene of the heutenant’s fall.

There was a pistol at his worship’s belt. and
another 1n his saddle-holster. Still laughing,
Dick suddenly bent -forward, plucked the
pistol from the sheriff’s belt with a quick
movement, and fired 1t i the air. Then,
flinging it away, he cried:

“Hait!”’

‘“Od’s death!”’ roared the sheriff furiously,
reining his horse back on its haunches, and
aquickly snatched at the pistol in his holster.

“Av, spur on!” ciied the sheriff 1m- (Dick or the sheriff —iwcho will [trivomph?
patiently. ‘““Let themn bring up the rear.” Read next Wednesday’s enthralling in-
Dick turned to the lieutenant. - stalment.)
THE MENACED SCHOOLBOY! tied a picce of black string acress the

(Continued from page 38.)

men and Americans exploring the tombs of
the ancients,” said Nelson Lee, nodding.
“There has been too much smuggling and
underhand work,”

“Druten was furious with. me, and he
*wore that he would force me out of Egypt,”
continued Mr, Travers. ‘“He tried at first to
Work up an atmosphere of mystery and dread
:‘}t. St-, Frank’s. His idea was to make me
ﬂunk that my son’s life was in danger, and
wat as a result I would abandon work at the
wgﬁlplc of Osra and come home. But I was
Cp, aware of his wiles. Then unexpectedly
, ound that the ruby ring, which I had
2ought to bhe of small importance, was the
Dt key to the Inner treasure chamber.,
flow (‘-ln also learned of its importance, and he
hid O England to make a last desperatc

' A5 You all know, it failed.”

And ;g
Ereat oxto
“Ompletely

the mystery was cleared up to a
nt, and a few days later it was
2 lotre cleared up when Travers received
| Q ‘Cr from Ezra Quirke.
uj voals |
hi) ke yealised haw nearly he had landed
nself ¢
Bratityde

Mattey . ‘Hat Travers had allowed the

‘to Jdrop. He explained how he had

O trouble, and he expressed his:

dormitory corridor, thus causing 'Fravers to
fall down the stairs; explamed how, through
hypnotism, he had been the cause of Travers
crashing mto the goalpost during that
remarkable match between St. Frank's and
the Bannington Grammar School. From the
tone of Quirke’s letter it was obvious that
he was sincerely sorry that this had ever
happened.

Travers smiled whimsically
finished reading the letter.

‘““ And that’s rthat!” he said. “ Well, well!
Quirke's a queer beggar, and I haven’t much
use for him, but I must say that this letter
has made me readjust my views shightly. If
only he'd forget all about this occult business
there might be some hope for him. But,
anyway, there’s no denying he’s provided us
with plenty of excitement and thrills during
the past tew days, for which due thanks.
What say you, chaps?”’ he added, turning lo
his two chums, - '

Jimmy Potts and Skeets Bellton nodded,
They agreed unanimously !

THE END.

(Plenty of fireweorks and fun in next
week’s special Guy Fawkes garn of the
Chums of St. Frank’s. - Entitled : ‘‘ Hand-
forth The Guy!’  Dor’t miss it.  Ask
your newsagent to reserve you o copy.)

when  he
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A City of Fireworks!

.How and Where the Bng Bangs Are Mage.

C.(-

HE RL do fnvwmks come flom, hoys? 1
never {hought” abéut it ~at ol wutil I
visiced a certain big factory at IUiddors-
 field  and saw ¢ Standaul 2 fireworks
actuelly heing made. )

B . -

From Land’s End to John o' Groats, Novamber

S6th spells fun and fireworks (o svery boy i the
B[‘ltl\h“"lqt’ It--is. the” day abové all  others
when _squibs and rockets” are let oif without

hindrance; and thie ““man in blue ** is obligingly

blind and -‘deaf - to ~the doings of youthful
disturbers of the Jpeace. Lo
A LA 4
Not many lads, pmhab]\ stop to think wlmt a

lot of time and h.ml wggk ling heen necessary to
pioduce the mm\elH’ms collection  of  Golden
Arrows, Silver Bullets, Rising Suns, and Chrysan-
themum 'metamq'wlueh all “go up in smoke ”
-witlin anféw? Seconds¥of being lighted.  (Every-
bod&. hag “money: to- burn > on Ploty Day!) 1
s never realised it m\\elf auntil 1 osaw_ htandar(l fire-

~works " actu: 1113 beinz made. -* Talk .lhout hard
work! acwgeeTe v FEea o

d .- Who Invented Flreworks" cen

"'\‘«' ot Uy R .

To provide one night’s entmtmmneut {he cntno
Jtaﬂs ‘ol feveral® large firm's in- dmercnt pm'ts of
iigland. arekept:busy ‘thfoughout=thé year~ The
; R d’trgl’F-n eWdrk3 firm- Yorkshire—the county
?huh (Juv Fawkes .was.bnrn- employs over four
ln'!ﬁdred ?e opte=all” thc»'vedr round;¥:and -it’ has
L ]mndon,’_l\l(unche"stél" \*ewcaatle Cardift,:
ﬁ'ﬁd mmpton whiel-bear a_ strong likeness to .
Afmnmtmn works. =The fabtm ies can aptlv becalled
“salzcifies” of- firegyorks. - Little did_.Guy:-think
e was laying the .foundation of such a
'mdnstr) as this when 'hcf*mado his’ fAmous attompt

to make a bonfire of ‘the Houses of Parhament'*

The bogmnmg of ﬁle“mkg though, goes a good
deal further back than ’that -No one seems-to
‘fl\uo“ who was the stllle inventor of them—some"
1y that Lhey began mth the anans, mul Otllf‘ls

Y)lg.
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think that the Chinese had a good deal to do w ith
their origin, - Bonfires have been used as a signg)
of ,réjoicing frem -the éarliest days, but a hohfipg
is a ‘tame affair compared witd . thea st.utlmg
(~'1ut> obla.med from the firewerks’ of -to-day,

. Used by Henry VII

A knowledge of xaltpotre gunpov\der,_and ollep
inftammable substanees was brought to. ]ngl‘md
hy the=Crusaders fromi the Eadt, and the chemistg -
of ‘that:time evidently made some; ‘shcce\\ml
exneriments’ with these malterials 7in_ _the yeap
that followed, for a. firework dl\pla} Was gl\eé
at ‘the wedding of King Henry VIL, alid.one of
the features of the cvlebmtuon was a red fll‘e“orl\

dragon wWhich »-.pm'tcd flames. ; .. %t

' &

Iragens seem to have been popular in Lngland
in those times. - A firework displfis ngvén on the
occasion of another, Royal wedding--thate of t,
daughter of King: [dm('s-~lHllstl'ate(l thezstory of
St. George and the Dragon.. It ‘was -nerformed by
Army gunners, .md was dangerons hualness nen
for these men; as® thefr<s l\n(miedoe of the
expiosives they were lmn(lhng mu&t ‘have beey
verys incomplete, > T L S BL P

-~ g a . '-’
il R d 2

R A . .
‘ Buy the Best. ¢ [ S
Provided that the fireworks come fromia reput.
able maker, such as Standard Fireworlfss. Ltd., and
thiat the- ms.tuutmna acwmpanymg them are care.
fully followed, "a’ modern’ “firework ™" Q]Sla'y is
exvitthe enough” for anyone “without ~“b&¥flg in the
Jenst - 5.111;:01mt~ - Remembev 'thougm at: you
can hardly blame the. . maker if trouble results
imm hol.(Ln;, a fircwork lubcllcd “Not to be held
in the hand !

~-

. I was told tha‘qt, ab_’r_mt. half a million of -money
is spent every year on Guy Fawkes’ Day on the
pm(hht' of mowmkc, and vot ecan imagine what
a great deal this means, especially as the great .
majority of.fireworks sold are the cheap varieties, .

ranging m pnc from nnc lmlfp mny to snpence
.T0 you v.mt .Lh.r llf'ut hreuom l)O)b, lnsmt on
tho “Standard * brand! oy v
v > RE TR ) - t . . . .

L

LLOWEEN AND ‘THE ' FIFTH!

BOY DETECTIVE OUTFITS ARH SPECIALLY
HANDY AT THIS EXCITING TIME OF THE
YEAR! DISGUISE OUTFI1TS, coltaining Qrease’
Paints (Sallow or Chcese, Sunburn - or Rcéd Indiaf)...
Moustaches, ‘-Hair (assorted colours , removable Scars and <
LWargs, Liguid for blacking out front teeth, cte', “etc.’

TWELVE-DIFEERENT ITEMS including. VaiUalde?

s book = *'‘ Scerets of . DiSguise, *“only 1/8. .Or largfrsm.zth
e\tra grecase " paintg, comic beard, "’mono(lt "
_g REVOLVER PLECTRIC TORCH
u sgsrrr aud it lights! - A bargain! -
ANGING RAY TORCH. . Gives out.
z’sn be narvrowed down to a scapchlight ray carrying.qyver
meat distancés. ‘Only 1'11. .BLACK DOMINO OUT-
+; 2EIT (the sct you use.
;,Contents 1. 'Black Domino Mask 2.
_ptater Pistol which res bullets ramdl\ over 80 feet. 73,
" FOUR boxes of extra: bullets. 4. Pair.of Bov *Tec Tland.
cuffs (strong and wll made) * 5."Boys’ Scerct Service Gold
" Finish Badge. -6
nals. Fun!- «Tlul_ls' I‘rmtqnml;t' Price complete
only 2/1. FORETEN -POSTAGE ‘Zd**in the shilling extra’
~These arc. all ({ENTUINE . BABGAP\% > DON’T LOSE A
MINUTE: QF\D..\‘OW to.. HP BOY DETYECTIVER
;‘%UPPLY STORES.> Desk N’L 32, CATHCART
.STRRET. CRPENOCK. i
--“Yom ITeight mm(.urd in 14 davs

BE I ALL O Money back., Amavine. ('t)lll\(

5/-. Qond STAMP \O‘vV for. ¥roe. Book. — ST "BRBING
SYSTEM 28, . Dean -Road, andon. N.W.<.
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