B ’% o
available in Armada
Bunter’s Holiday Cruise

Bunter the Tough Guy of Greyfriars
Bunter the Phantom of the Towers
Billy Bunter the Bold

Billy Bunter of Greyfriars School
Billy Bunter’s Postal Order

Billy Bunter’s Benefit

Billy Bunter in Brazil

Bunter the Ventriloquist

Also

Billy Bunter’s
Bad Luck

Frank Richards

Armada

First published in “The Magnet” 1932. First
published in this edition by Wm. Collins, Sons
& Co. Ltd., 14 St James'’s Place, London S.W.1
in 1971.

© The Amalgamated Press Ltd., 1932

Printed by Love & Malcomson Ltd.,

Brighton Road, Redhill. Surrey.



CONDITIONS OF SALE:

This book is sold subject to the condition thathall
not, by way of trade or otherwise, be lent, re-sold
hired out or otherwise circulated without the
publisher’s prior consent in any form of binding or
cover other than that in which it is published and
without a similar condition including this conditio
being imposed on the subsequent purchaser.

CONTENTS

1. Trouble for Bunter

2. The Man from the Yacht
3. Bunter in a Hurry

4. Lord Mauleverer is Wanted
5. Bunter the Nobleman

6. Amazing!

7. The Spider and the Fly

8. Cut!

9. In Deadly Peril

10. Desperate Courage

11. Removites to the Rescue
12. A Timely Warning

13. The Last of the Greek
14. Up to Bunter

15. Who's For Egypt?

16. Off For The Holidays!

CHAPTER ONE
TROUBLE FOR BUNTER!

RAP!

“Whoooop!”

Billy Bunter, sagging over his desk in the Remowenf- Room at Greyfriars, was half
asleep — until Mr. Quelch’s pointer rapped on hiskinuckles. Then he was
suddenly awake — very wide-awake indeed.

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

Mr. Quelch, the master of the Remove, was crogstleaning. He was suffering
from that end-of-the-term feeling — a common conmlamong schoolmasters. And
it was hot — the hottest day in July. A wasp habedan at the open window, and
was buzzing about, with an irritating buzz. Twice. Quelch had swiped at that wasp
with his pointer, and missed. When he swiped at&ume did not miss.

Bunter was sleepy. Even energetic fellows in thm&ee felt the drowsy heat a little.
Billy Bunter felt it a lot. Never had Latin proseesned so prosy to Bunter. Quelch’s
voice, in his fat ears, was merely an irritatingbu— just like that of the wasp.
Bunter nodded, and nodded, and his little, roureseyosed behind his big round
spectacles, and he was just sliding happily indelecious dream of ginger-pop and
doughnuts, when that rap on his knuckles broughtldack, with a jump, to reality.
“Ow, ow! Wow!” gasped Bunter, sucking his fat knlek frantically.

“You must not go to sleep in the Form-room, Bunter!td9dr. Quelch.

“I — I wasn'’t asleep!” gasped Bunter.

“What? Your eyes were shut!”

“I — I listen better with my eyes shut!” gasped Bem “| — | heard every word you
said, sirl Wow!”

“Oh!” said Mr. Quelch grimly. “In that case, Bunieepeat my last sentence.”



“Oh! | — I — I mean ” stammered the hapless Owtled Remove.
“You will take fifty lines for untruthfulness, Buet.”

“Oh crikey!”

“And do not utter ridiculous ejaculations in therferoom!” thundered Mr. Quelch.
“Oh, sir! No, sir! Oh lor— I — I — I mean, oh, jimy!

“Silence!”

Mr. Quelch stalked away from that hopeful pupigving Bunter sucking his
knuckles. Remove fellows who had been feeling dyowad disinclined for Latin
prose on a sultry July morning, sat up and tookceoEvidently Quelch had to be
treated, with tact that morning. He was in a mamtand out lickings and detentions.
And that afternoon was a half-holiday — the ladt-haliday of the term. Nobody
wanted detentions.

Bob Cherry closed one eye at his chums as the Remaster’s back was turned for
the moment.

“Ware beaks!” murmured Bob. “The jolly old bean®tdpis jolly old back up!”

It was the faintest of whispers, and ought to Hasen audible only to Harry Wharton,
to whom it was addressed. But Henry Samuel Qualemed amazingly keen of
hearing that morning. He spun round, and fixedeljiss, as penetrating as a pair of
gimlets, on Bob Cherry.

“Cherry!”

“Oh crumbs!” gasped Bob, in dismay. “I mean, yed; s

“Were you talking in class, Cherry?”

“I'—1—I1-"

“Were you talking in class, or were you not talkingclass, Cherry?” demanded Mr.
Quelch categorically.

“Oh, yes, sir! | — | just whispered to Wharton —”
“You will take a hundred lines, Cherry!”
“Oh! Yes, sirl”

“You will hand them to me before tea,” added Mr.e(@in.

“Oh!” gasped Bob.

There was no more whispering in class. WhartonNungkent, Johnny Bull and Hurree
Singh, gave their chum sympathetic glances. Theokarive had planned an
excursion for that afternoon; but lines to be hahidebefore tea meant that Bob
would have to stay within gates till they were dode. Quelch was suffering from
the end-of-the-term feeling, and now Bob was gomguffer from it, too!

Latin prose resumed its prosy course. The Remawgel for the end of third school.
Perhaps Mr. Quelch was as anxious to be done vd@tRdrm, as his Form were to be
done with him. But Quelch was a dutiful Form maséed he never slacked, or
allowed slacking. On that blazing morning the Remowuld have done quite well
with a less dutiful master.

Bzzzzzzz!

The wandering wasp was still busy.

Mr. Quelch turned his gimlet eyes on that wasp.

But the gimlet eyes that could almost petrify theni®ve, had no effect whatever on
the wasp. The cheerful insect buzzed about the ffoam, regardless of Henry
Samuel Quelch. It sailed within two inches of Mudlzh’s nose, and the Remove
master swiped with the pointer, and missed. ledatheerily over the heads of the
Form, with a continuous buzzing.

“Shall | swat that wasp, sir?” asked Vernon-Smivipérfully.

Chasing a wasp would have been ever so much mteganing than Latin prose.



The whole Remove would gladly have joined in suchase. But Mr. Quelch was
too old a bird to be caught with chaff like that.

“You will remain in your place, Vernon-Smith!” snaggd the Remove master.
“Wary old bird!"” murmured the Bounder to Tom Redgjnvho sat beside him.
“What did you say, Vernon-Smith?” Undoubtedly Quredcears were remarkably
keen that morning.

“l said | was sorry the wasp should annoy you, sinswered Vernon-Smith meekly.
Mr. Quelch gave him a suspicious look. He did nategbelieve that that was what
Smithy had said to Redwing.

Buzzzzzz!

“Yarooooh!” roared Billy Bunter, as Skinner, on tloem near him, surreptitiously
tickled him behind a fat ear with a penholder.

“‘Bunter!”

“Ow! It's the wops —"

“I mean the wasp! Ow! It's on me!” yelled Bunteumping up. “Ow! I'm stung!
Yarooooooh!”

“Sit down, Bunter!” thundered Mr. Quelch. “You amet stung! The wasp is not near
you! Take a hundred lines!”

“Oh, crikey! I — I thought | was stung!” gasped Ben “Something touched my ear!
| think it was the wasp, sir

“Silence!”

“Oh, really, sir —"

“I shall cane you if you speak again, Bunter.”

Billy Bunter did not speak again. He rubbed hisefat, and grunted. Skinner smiled
serenely and winked at Snoop. The wasp sailedetavthdow, and drummed on the
glass with a ceaseless buzz. Billy Bunter blinkaghd uneasily. He was sure that the
wasp had touched him — and he was afraid that$ect might touch him again.
Wasp stings were neither grateful nor comforting.

“Bunter,” yapped Mr. Quelch, “sit still!”

“Oh dear! | — I'm afraid of that wasp, sir ——

“Silence!”

Billy Bunter sat still, listening with uneasy eaesthe buzz. The wasp, discovering
that he could not get through the glass, left thedaw, and buzzed over the heads of
the juniors once more. The playful Skinner, reaghiehind Bunter, tapped the back
of his fat neck with the pen-holder.

“Whooooop!”

Bunter fairly bounded.

The form rocked, books went crashing to the flamd ink spurted from an inkwell.
Bunter clasped the back of his neck and roared.

“Ow! I'm stung! Yaroooop! Whoooop!”

“Bunter!” shrieked Mr. Quelch.
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“I'm stung!” yelled Bunter. “Stung on the back dfet neck! Oow! Wow! Yow! |
knew that wasp was going to sting me! Yarooooh!”

“I do not believe that the wasp touched you, Buhtewoted Mr. Quelch,

“Ow! It did! I'm stung — stung in the neck! My neskswelling — swelling fearfully
—" howled Bunter. “I can feel it swelling —”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Silence!”

Mr. Quelch made a stride to Bunter, grabbed hinthieyfat shoulder, and stared at the
back of his podgy neck. There was no sign of aystthand certainly no swelling.
“Bunter! You are not stung! You are deliberatelgyphg tricks to interrupt the
lesson! You are a young rascal, sir!”

“Ow! | — | thought | was stung
“Nonsense! You will take three hundred lines, Burte—"
“Oh, lor'!”

“And you will remain in the Form-room this afternoto write them out. And if you
make another sound during class, | shall cane you.”

“ow!”

The wasp, having found the open window at lastedaiut into the quad, and the
buzzing ceased. But Mr. Quelch continued to dréiheat long last, third school
came to an end, and the Remove were dismissed -k taudbe satisfaction of both
Form and Form master.

CHAPTER TWO
THE MAN FROM THE YACHT!

“I SAY, you fellows!”

“Br-r-r-r-r-r-r!”

After dinner, Harry Wharton & Co. gathered by theude steps, to consult. It had
been the intention of the Famous Five to get ontédliately after dinner, and make
the most of the last half-holiday of the term. Thedgramme was rather upset by Bob
Cherry’s detention. Remarks from Billy Bunter weia required while the chums of
the Remove discussed the matter. But the plarfsedfamous Five were, of course, a
trifle light as air, from the point of view of Wilm George Bunter. Billy Bunter had
three hundred lines on hand, which meant detediothe afternoon; and that was
the most important matter, at the moment, withehde limits of the universe.

“l say "recommenced Bunter.

“Shut up, old fat bean,” said Harry Wharton. “Loodére, Bob, we’d better wait till

you get



through —”

“The waitfulness for the idiotic Bob is the proaper,” agreed Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh.

Bob Cherry shook his head.

“No good you fellows hanging about,” he said. “Ydusetter start, and I'll get after
you when I've done those dashed lines. You cathgeboat ready —”

“l say, you fellows!”

“Shut up, Bunter! You’'ll have to arrange about buat at Pegg,” said Bob. “That will
take some time. I'll join you as soon as | can, antlall the way.”

“| say, you fellows!” bawled Bunter, “You seem tave forgotten that I've got lines.”
“Dry up, old fat bean!”

“But | shan’t be able to come with you fellows ifidve to stick in the Form-room
doing lines!” hooted Bunter.

“We'll try to survive it somehow,” said Johnny Bugarcastically. “We may be able to
pull through.”

“Oh, really, Bull! I suppose you want me to comettee trip on Pegg Bay!” said
Bunter, blinking at the Famous Five through hisspgctacles.

“What on earth put that idea into your head?” adkethk Nugent, in surprise.

“Oh, really, Nugent! Now, look here, you fellowsaid Bunter. “Three hundred lines
will keep me till tea-time, and that means that j@lows will lose my company for
the afternoon. You’d hardly like that, on the laatf-holiday of the term.”

“Oh, my hat!”

“My idea is to whack out the lines,” explained Bant‘I'll do fifty — I'm no slacker,

| hope — and you fellows do fifty each. That wié Eair all round. You can make
your fists like mine — near enough to pass! Tearte Quelch won’t spot anything.
See?”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“What are you cackling at?” demanded Bunter.

“Your little joke, old bean.”

“I'm not joking, you asses! It's the only way — @tfwise, | can’t come! It means a
licking if Quelch spots it — but I'll chance that.”

“And we’re to chance it, too?” grinned Nugent.

“Exactly! Is it a go?” asked Bunter.

“The go-fulness is not terrific!” chuckled the Ndbof Bhanipur.

“And, look here, you fellows,” said Bunter impregaly. “I hope you’re not going to
be beastly selfish! | never could stand selfishnkesek here, you stand by me in this,
and I'll tell you what I'll do — I'll ask the lot byou home to Bunter Court for the
holidays. There!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Blessed if | see anything to cackle at! It will kether a change for you, after your
own humble homes, you know!”

“That’s settled, then,” said Harry Wharton. “Wdilbt down to Pegg, and you can trot
after us when you’re done, Bob.”

“What about me?” hooted Bunter.

“Nothing about you, old fat bean.”

“I say, you fellows, | mean it!” said Bunter. “I'have the lot of you at Bunter Court,
and it will be a chance for you fellows to mix, famce, in some really decent society,
you know. Dash it all, I'll ask the pater to leth@ve a run in his yacht!” added
Bunter recklessly.

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the Famous Five.



Bunter Court, which was Bunter’'s magnificent namehis father’'s detached villa in
Surrey, was well known in the Remove. But the Bugigeht was new.

That day a handsome steam-yacht had been seeoptanichor in Pegg Bay, a couple
of miles from the school. Possibly that had putittea into Billy Bunter’s fat and
fatuous brain.

“I mean it,” said Bunter. “How’d you fellows like yachting cruise these hols —
dropping in at Continental ports, and all that —”

“Fine!” grinned Bob Cherry.

“Ripping!” chortled Johnny Bull,

“The ripfulness would be terrific!”

“Well, I'll work on it!” said Bunter fatuously. “Ofcourse, you fellows aren't really
the sort of chaps | should ask ”

“Eh?”

“We generally have members of the nobility. Buk $iretch a point! After all, we're
pals, and | never was a snob!”

“Oh crikey!”

“It's a go, then,” said Bunter. “You fellows come and whack out my lines”
“‘Bunter !”

“Oh lor'!” gasped Billy Bunter, spinning round like fat humming-top at the sound of
his Form master’s voice.

Mr. Quelch was looking out of the doorway of theude. He was going to remind
two members of his Form that it was time to turrfarpdetention. They might
possibly have forgotten it, without a reminder.

“Bunter! Were you asking these juniors to write ybaes for you?” asked Mr.
Quelch, in an awful voice.

“Oh, no, sir!” gasped Bunter. “I — | wouldn’t, sitt— | —— I like writing lines —”
“What?”

“Especially for you, sir!” gasped Bunter. “Becausebecause you’'re SO — S0 hice,
sir!”

“Upon my word, Bunter, go into the Form-room at engou will write four hundred
lines, Bunter.”

“Oh jimmy!”

“Cherry, you will go in with Bunter.” Two haplessRiovites went into the House,
under the gimlet eye of Henry Samuel Quelch. Foemivers of the Co. walked away
to the gates.

“Too bad!” murmured Nugent. “We shan’t get thaptim Bunter’s yacht now! What a
loss!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“The lossfulness will be terrific!” chuckled Hueelamset Ram Singh.

The four juniors sauntered away cheerfully downléme, and turned into the
footpath through the wood.

Beyond the wood, Pegg Bay and the shining Northspesad before their eyes.
Brown sails danced on the bay in the bright sunlighd some distance out, a large
steam-yacht was at anchor. The juniors lookedfednn the beach, feeling that the
owner of that magnificent vessel was a man to lvéedn

Having arranged with old Dave Trumper for the lnf@ boat, and having packed in
it a basket of tuck for tea afloat, the juniorsdaivn on the rail of the old wooden
pier, to wait for Bob Cherry to turn up.

From the yacht’s davits, a boat had dropped, addavk-skinned foreign-looking
seamen pulled for the shore. In the stern sahg slive-skinned man, in a yachting



cap.

The juniors watched the boat idly as it pulledhite pier, and the seamen hooked on,
and the olive-skinned man stepped out. The margrapfly the owner of the yacht,
was some sort of a foreigner, though they did moiwkof what race. He glanced
about him, with a pair of eyes that were quick,rkend intensely black, as he
landed, and looked at the four juniors sitting lo@ tail — and looked again. He
seemed to be interested in Harry Wharton & Costwne reason, why, they could not
imagine.

After a long, keen look, he came towards the jugjiand raised his yachting cap in
polite salute. Not to be outdone in politeness,jtinérs “capped” him in return.

“You will excuse me,” said the foreign gentlemamaivery musical voice, “l am a
stranger here, and perhaps you can tell me if tiseaeschool called Greyfriars near at
hand?”

“Yes, rather, sir!” answered Harry Wharton, witkraile. “We belong to Greyfriars
School. It's a couple of miles away.”

“Perhaps | can get a conveyance —”

“They’ll phone a taxi if you walk up to the inn yder, sir.”

“Thank you.” The keen black eyes passed from fadade. “I guessed that perhaps
you were Greyfriars boys, seeing you here. Possilyare acquainted with a boy in
the school named Mauleverer — Lord Mauleverer?”

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

The foreign gentleman smiled.

“Perhaps one of you is Lord Mauleverer?” he asked.

Wharton smiled, and shook his head.

“No, he’s not with us, sir!”

“Thank you, then | must go to the school,” saidfitreign gentleman, and, saluting
the juniors again, he walked on quickly towardsAinehor.

Harry Wharton & Co. looked after him, rather custu

“What the dickens can that foreign johnny want vatth Mauly?” asked Johnny Bull.
“Goodness knows!”

The man from the yacht disappeared into the AndHeremerged again in a few
minutes, and stood waiting by the old porch, tilleamgth a taxicab came grinding up
the road. The yachtsman stepped into the taxiwasddriven rapidly away in the
direction of Greyfriars.

He disappeared from the eyes of the juniors ompitie They wondered what business
the foreigner from the yacht could have with LordWeverer of the Greyfriars
Remove — little dreaming of the strange eventsweat destined to happen that
sunny afternoon.

CHAPTER THREE
BUNTER IN A HURRY!

CRASH!

Bob Cherry threw down his pen, and hurled Virgilaas the Form-room.

P. Vergilius Maro dropped into a corner with a bramheeded. The hundred lines
were done at last, and Bob was done with the dvi@atuan.

“Done!” said Bob. “Thank goodness!”

Billy Bunter blinked up at him dolorously.

Bunter had four hundred lines to write, and whitibBvas doing a hundred, Bunter
had done only ten. With three hundred and nineltyost hand, the fat Owl was not



feeling merry or bright.

“Finished, old chap?” groaned Bunter. “I say, ldene only ten of my lot!”
“Slacker!”

“Oh, really, Cherry! Look here, I'm jolly well na@joing to finish them,” said Bunter.
“I'm fed up!”

“Fathead!”

“I'll chance it, and come along with you, old belasaid Bunter.

“Don’t be an ass!” advised Bob. “You can bet thaie@h will have his eyes wide
open. It means a licking and detention all the s&tiek to it, old fat bean!”

“Blow Quelch!”

Billy Bunter rose from his desk. There was an eggien of deep determination on
his fat face.

“Better stick to it,” said Bob. “If Quelch spots yg@oing —"

“Bless Quelch!”

The fat Owl’'s mind was made up. Bunter was nof ade, a fellow to take chances.
But three hundred and ninety more lines, in a gtbiirm-room on a hot July
afternoon, were altogether too thick. Bunter wats perhaps, keen on the sail across
the bay, but he was very keen on getting out oftang in the shape of work, and still
keener on taking the lion’s share of tea in thet.lBanter had made up his mind.
“I'm chancing it,” he said. “Look here, old chap —”

“Don’t be a goat!”

“Beast! You take in your lines to Quelch and keéep husy for a few minutes! See?
Keep him from looking out of the window while | c#{sk him something about
deponent verbs, or —”

“Catch me!” chuckled Bob. “If | asked him somethialgout deponent verbs, old
bean, he might tell me.”

“Oh, really, Cherry! I'll give you a minute to g his study,” said the fat Owl.
“Then I'll start, see? Ask him something about yboes — he likes fellows to be
interested in that tripe!”

“Better stick where you are, and do your lines!”

“Beast!”

“If you get spotted

“‘Rotter!”

“Well, I'll do my best, if you've made up your gilimind to play the silly goat,” said
Bob. “But you'd better —”

“You’re wasting time, old chap!” Bunter. “You’reke a sheep’s head, know —
nearly all jaw. Get a move on!”

Bob Cherry got a move on. He left the Form-roonhvhiis lines in his hand, and
made his way to Mr. Quelch’s study.

Billy Bunter waited a whole minute, with his eye thie Form-room clock. Then he
tiptoed to the door and peered out.

The passage was deserted.

Few Greyfriars fellows were indoors on that gloe@ummer’s afternoon. The House
was very silent.

Bunter blinked along the passage through his bégtsggles, his fat heart beating.
Breaking detention was rather a risky business.bgubat time, Bob was in the
Remove master’s study, and there was no doubMhauelch would rise to the
bait, if Bob asked him to explain something in Virglis eyes would not be on his
window, and Bunter needed only a very few minuteget clear. Exertion did not
appeal to William George Bunter, but once he wdbthe House, he was prepared



to put on top speed to the gates.

Taking his courage in both hands, as it were, Bllyter crept out of the Form-
room. A minute later he was blinking out of the ngorway of the House, into the
blaze of sunshine.

To reach the gates, he had to pass within full voéMr. Quelch’s study window. But
he had no doubt that Bob Cherry was playing up,thatithe Remove master was
expounding Virgil, in which case his eyes could beton the quad.

It was neck or nothing, and Bunter chanced it. dlled down the House steps, and
started for the gates at a rapid run. Seldom digt Bunter put on speed, but now he
fairly flew. His feet seemed scarcely to touch ¢gheund as he went.

But it was, as so often happens, a case of mote less speed. At that terrific burst,
Bunter ought to have reached the gates in a morute. Naturally, he had not
calculated on Mr. Prout, the master of the Fifthnfostepping into the path from
under the elms, as Bunter came hurtling by likbaging rhinoceros. Naturally, he
had forgotten the existence of Mr. Prout, just asRtout had forgotten the existence
of William George Bunter. They were suddenly rensith@f one another’s existence,
as they established contact.

Bunter crashed, and Prout flew.

“Oooooh!” spluttered Prout, as he staggered and®an.

“Yowp!” gurgled Bunter, as he reeled back from sheck.

Prout sat up, gasping.

“l — I — you — you — oooogh — what — oh — ow!” Prosifirst remarks were
incoherent. “Upon my word! Bless my soul! Bunter —”

“Oh! Ow! Oooooooogh!”

“You — you — how dare you?” gasped Prout. He heayedis portly form and
grasped the fat junior by the collar. “Bunter! peat, how dare you rush along the
path like — like — like a wild Indian, and — and eeooch? | shall take you to your
Form master, Bunter! Wooooh! | shall insist upornoeeh! — the most exemplary—
wooogh—punishment, for this — ugh — gug — gug —s thutrageous conduct!
Wooooogh!”

‘I — I — | say “ gasped Bunter. “| — I —+Fmina—a—ahurry”

“Come with me!” boomed Prout.

“Oh crikey!”

In the lowest of spirits, Billy Bunter was led backthe House, with Prout’s plump
hand on his collar. Prout gasped as he went. Biligter groaned. He was marched
into the House, still with the plump hand on hiflarp and his spirits were down to
zero when they arrived at Mr. Quelch’s study déwnut tapped and opened the door.
“. .. per noctem plurima volvens.” Mr. Quelch waseaking in the study in his
kindliest tone.

Seldom — very seldom — did a fellow bringing lirtesMr. Quelch display any
personal interest in those lines. Quelch was ntiterbest of tempers that day, but this
naturally had an ameliorating effect on him.

“By night revolving many things, Cherry, you wikes — why — what — Mr.
Prout— what —”

Mr. Quelch broke off, staring at Prout and BunBwb Cherry stared at them, too.
Evidently Bunter had made his dash for freedom -d; aqually evidently, he had
had no luck. Bob had done his best; he had keplc@@sesyes off the window, but in
vain.

“Mr. Quelch,” boomed Prout, “I have brought thisylio you —”

“Bunter, what are you doing out of detention?” tdared Mr. Quelch. “What have



you to say, Bunter?”

“Oh crikey!”

That, apparently, was all Bunter had to say!

“Detention!” repeated Mr. Prout. “Ah, no doubt theds the reason why this boy —
this reckless young rascal — was racing down tlle ldee — like a wild Hottentot! |
have been knocked over, Mr. Quelch; | have bededel- felled to the earth by this
boy —”

“This boy will be punished most severely, Mr. Prodbu may leave him in my
hands!”

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

Mr. Quelch eyed him like a basilisk.

“So you have broken detention, Bunter?”

“Oh, no,sirt | — | — | —~

“You will bend over that chair, Bunter.”

“Oh lor!”

Whack, whack, whack!

“Yow ow-ow!”

“Silence! As | cannot trust you to remain in therfReroom, Bunter, you will remain
in this study and write your lines under my ownsye

“‘ow!”

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

Really, it was unnecessary for Mr. Quelch to gerpounding Virgil; it was no
longer any use, in the circumstances. But Mr. Quddeing happily unaware why he
was expounding Virgil, went on with it; and Bob @hdistened with as much
interest as he could muster for five long minuidwen he was very kindly dismissed.
He gave the fat Owl a commiserating look as he wemeceiving in return a doleful
and dismal blink. There was no more breaking degerior Bunter! Under his Form
master’s gimlet eye he was safe!

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

CHAPTER FOUR
LORD MAULEVERER IS WANTED!

TAP!

Mr. Quelch gave a slight grunt, apparently not péebby the tap on his door.

Billy Bunter, on the other hand, looked up hopsfull

Mr. Quelch was engaged on a pile of papers, ardicheot want an interruption.
Billy Bunter was engaged on a pile of lines, andlfiewant an interruption.

The Remove master was working busily on one sidaettudy table. Billy Bunter
was working busily on the other. If his pen slackiedvn, a lift of Quelch’s eyebrows
across the table was sufficient to set it goingragander Quelch’s gimlet eye, even
the champion slacker of Greyfriars could not slack.

Bunter could have groaned. He had turned out aredrithes. The remaining three
hundred seemed to stretch in an endless vistaeokfior. Really, it was more than
flesh and blood could stand — Billy Bunter’s flesid blood, at all events. AlImost
was Bunter tempted to make a sudden, recklessfaaatthe study, regardless of
consequences. But not quite. Such a proceedingreglgmore nerve than dwelt
within the extensive circumference of William Geeigunter.



But a tap on the door was welcome to Bunter’s &éas.eEven a minute’s interruption
was worth something. And if Quelch, by some strokiortune, was called away
from the study, there was no doubt about what Bliyter was going to do. He was
going to bolt!

It was Trotter, the House page, who entered, arfattnveght in a card for Mr. Quelch.
Bunter blinked hopefully at the Remove master aglaeced at it. If this meant a
visitor for Quelch, it meant a chance for the OMle Remove.

“Kalizelos!” Mr. Quelch read the name on the caialid, evidently surprised to read
a Greek name there. Mr. Quelch had an extensivgaatignce among the ancient
Greeks, but he was not acquainted with any modeeeks.

“I've showed the gentleman into the visitors’ roosir,” said Trotter.

“Very good,” said Mr. Quelch. “But why have you light this card to me, Trotter,
instead of taking it to the headmaster,”

“The gentleman asked to see Lord Mauleverer’'s masitg’ answered Trotter, “and
his lordship being in your Form, sir —”

“Oh, quite so!” said Mr. Quelch, evidently puzzlémwever. “Very well, Trotter, tell
Mr. Kalizelos | will be with him in a few minutes.”

“Yessir!”

Trotter retired.

Mr. Quelch laid the card on the table and proceeddihish the paper on which he
had been engaged when the interruption came. Mizédas, whoever he was, had to
wait a few minutes.

Billy Bunter blinked inquisitively at the card.

He had never heard of Mr. Kalizelos before, as alsly Mr. Quelch never had; and
that gentleman’s visit did not concern the Owlla# Remove in the very least, but
Bunter was always inquisitive.

K. KALIZELOS.
Dealer in Antiques.

That was the inscription on the card,

What on earth a dealer in antiques could want Watfd Mauleverer, of the Greyfriars
Remove, was rather a mystery; but it was cleartitsabusiness must be with Mauly,
as he had asked for Mauly’s Form master,

Mr. Quelch rose from the table at last and pickedhe card again. He turned to the
door and then turned back to Bunter. The fat Owbbéed industriously, wondering
whether the beast guessed his secret thoughts.

“‘Bunter!”

“Oh, yes, sir!”

“You will not leave this study during my absence, Buriter

“Oh, no, sir!”

“I shall be absent a very short time, Bunter. lliskgpect you to have made due
progress with your lines when | return.”

“Oh, certainly, sir!”

Mr. Quelch gave him a rather grim look and left sfedy. He walked away to the
visitors’ room. In that apartment he found his ysested visitor awaiting him.

A slim, olive-skinned man was seated by the bigdeim that looked on the
guadrangle. His dark face was handsome in its @ngign way; his eyes, of an
intense black, fixed keenly on the Form masterwds a total stranger to the Remove
master and to Greyfriars, though, as it happerneetwere four Greyfriars juniors



who had seen him. It was the man who had landed fr@ yacht in Pegg Bay, and
spoken to Harry Wharton & Co. on the old pier.

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

“Precisely, my dear sir!” said the man from thehyatie spoke in excellent English,
in a low and melodious voice. “I beg a thousandipas for this intrusion —"

“Not at all, sir,” said Mr. Quelch. “If you will kidly state your business | —"

“I desire to see Lord Mauleverer, who, | understas@ne of your pupils, sir,” said
Mr. Kalizelos.

“I am Mauleverer’'s Form master,” answered Mr. Qbelbut | must inquire what
business you may have with a Greyfriars boy, siyau are a stranger to me.”

Mr. Kalizelos smiled, showing a gleam of dazzlingite teeth under his little black
moustache.

“Perfectly, sir! | quite understand that! My caedls you that | am a dealer in
antiques. | am chiefly interested in Egyptian amtigs.”

“No doubt. But —"

“The late Lord Mauleverer, sir, your estimable ggdather, was, as perhaps you are
aware, a distinguished Egyptologist, and made neapjorations, years ago, in the
tombs of the ancient kings of Egypt.”

“I have heard so. But —"

“His late lordship’s collection of Egyptian relicsnow at Mauleverer Towers,”
continued Mr. Kalizelos. “By the kindness of SirgReald Brooke, Lord Mauleverer’s
guardian, | have been enabled to see them — agveay pleasure to me, sir.”
“Quite, but—"

“It was my desire, sir, to take photographs ofaerarticles in the collection,”
explained Mr. Kalizelos. “Sir Reginald Brooke haal abjection, but he considered,
very properly indeed, that Lord Mauleverer’s pesiaa should be given.”

“Oh!” said Mr. Quelch.

“l can scarcely doubt, sir, that his lordship wgiVe me this permission,” said Mr.
Kalizelos. “If | may speak a few words to him, | aure that he will have no
objection to make. Sir Reginald Brooke, indeed, dssired me that making the
request is merely a matter of form, and that higdweéill give me permission at once
for the photographs to be taken of the articldssmagnificent home, sir.”

Mr. Quelch smiled.

“I have no doubt of it,” he answered.

“You are very kind,” said Mr. Kalizelos. “I apolagg a hundred times, sir, for taking
up your valuable time.”

“Not at all, Mr. Kalizelos,” said the Remove mast@ut as to-day is a half-holiday,
it is possible that Lord Mauleverer is not withiatgs. If you will wait, | will ascertain
whether the boy is in the House, and, if so, yoy oetainly see him.”

“I can only thank you, sir!” said Mr. Kalizelos, ms musical voice, and Mr. Quelch
left the visitors’ room, leaving Mr. Kalizelos witilnsmile of polite satisfaction on his
olive face.

But as soon as the door closed behind the Greyfnaster the expression on Mr.
Kalizelos’ face changed very much.

The smile disappeared, as if wiped away by a dutterines of the olive face
hardened, and a glitter came into the deep blaek.éyhe Greek breathed hard and
deep.

“At last!” he muttered, half-aloud, a remark thattainly would have astonished Mr.
Quelch had he heard it, and might have causeddBsudpect that the handsome



Greek was something else as well as a dealer iguast— and that he had business
with Lord Mauleverer that he had not stated to Lidi@lileverer's Form master.

The Greek did not sit down again.

He stood with his eyes on the door, watching ittfer expected schoolboy to enter —
and the look on his face was that of a watchingrtig

CHAPTER FIVE
BUNTER THE NOBLEMAN!

BILLY BUNTER put a bullet head out of Mr. Quelchssudy doorway, and blinked
along the corridor through his big spectacles.

Like Moses of old, he looked this way and that waynd there was no man!

For the second time that afternoon Bunter was gtirighance” it. He hoped for
better luck at the second attempt.

With that beast, Quelch, jawing to somebody inviséors’ room, it seemed probable
that the coast would be clear. Billy Bunter waitedhe doorway, watching and
listening, with his fat heart thumping. But he seee up his courage at last and rolled
out.

This time he did not go at a rush. He almost tigthis way down the long corridor.
Neither did he intend to leave by the door on thady The fat Owl’'s idea was to
scuttle up to the Remove passage, and leave byothveoom window at the back of
the House. Hoping that Quelch was still safe withumexpected visitor, Bunter
reached the stairs and started up.

Then he halted.

On the next flight of stairs above he sighted ailianmform. It was that of Mr.

Quelch, going upstairs. Fortunately, his back waBunter, and he did not think of
glancing round. Billy Bunter gave one horrifiedridiat his Form master’s back, and
gasped, and turned, and fairly flew.

“Oh crikey!” gasped Bunter.

He had supposed that Mr. Quelch was still in tisgais’ room. Apparently, however,
the Remove master had already got through withKdlizelos, and Bunter concluded
that that gentleman was gone.

But for the fact that Quelch, for some reason, g@ag up to the Remove studies,
Bunter might have met him face to face!

He shuddered at the thought.

The fat junior blinked at the open doorway of theue. In the quad, only a short
distance from the steps, the portly figure of Mol was in sight, in conversation
with Mr. Wiggins.

Bunter backed hastily away from the door. Prouwktteat he was detained — and he
did not want to catch Prout’s eye again.

“Oh lor'!"” murmured Bunter.

Quelch, above, cut him off from the Remove passBgaut, outside, cut him off from
the quad. And any minute Quelch might come dowrfRrout might come in.
Moments were precious.

In sheer desperation, the fat junior crossed taltwoe of the visitors’ room.

That apartment had windows on the quad, and it dvbaleasy to watch for an
opportunity, when the coast was clear, and drom fooe of the windows, as the room
was on the ground floor. And if Quelch missed hronf his study, he would not be
likely to look for him in the visitors’ room — agéést, Bunter hoped so.

It was a case of any port in a storm. Bunter hesitavith his fat paw on the door-



handle. A portly shadow fell across the sunligbtrirthe quad — Mr. Prout was
coming in.

That decided Bunter. A few moments more, and Prautid see him — and the
game would be up! Swiftly he turned the door handpened the door of the visitors’
room, stepped inside, and closed the door after him

“Lord Mauleverer!” said a musical voice.

Bunter jumped.

As he had seen Quelch going up to the junior stydlie had taken it for granted that
Quelch’s caller was gone. It had not occurred sof&i brain that Mr. Kalizelos might
be waiting alone in the visitors’ room for any reasHe had no doubt that the room
was empty.

But it was not empty.

A slim, lithe, olive-skinned man stood looking atri@er, bowing, with a smile on his
face. The tiger’s look with which Mr. Kalizelos hagtched the door vanished as the
door opened, and be was instantly the polite, egpaintique dealer again.

Bunter blinked at him.

He was too startled to speak for a moment.

Mr. Kalizelos bowed with foreign grace, his blagles on the fat junior.

“I thank your lordship for giving me a few minutetyour lordship’s time,” he said.
Bunter blinked.

His fat brain was not quick on the uptake; butérmaembered, from what had been
said in Mr. Quelch’s study, that Mr. Kalizelos healled in reference to Lord
Mauleverer.

It dawned on him that the foreign gentleman wadingfor Mr. Quelch to send
Mauleverer to him, or bring him to the visitorsora.

The Greek’s mistake was natural. He was waitingetifier Lord Mauleverer, and
when a schoolboy entered he naturally supposedttivas Mauleverer. The room
obviously was not one that was used by junior sltdays, except to see visitors in.
Bowing and smiling, the Greek came nearer to Bunter

His keen black eyes scanned the fat face, aslif thé intention of memorising his
supposed lordship’s features.

“Oh!” ejaculated Bunter. “You — you're waiting to te see —"

“I am waiting to see you, my lord!” said Mr. Kalips, with another bow. “I have not
had the pleasure of seeing you before, but — yel.ard Mauleverer, my lord?”
Billy Bunter opened his fat lips — and closed thagain. He was about to tell the
foreign gentleman that he was not Mauleverer; babsd thoughts — not always the
best — supervened.

Bunter’s fat brain was working at full pressure. végl to keep in cover — Prout was
in the Hall outside the door. Bunter could not padgsvalk out of the visitors’ room,
with Prout outside. He had to stay where he was cantainly he could not confide to
this foreign gentleman that he was a young raseaéudetention, dodging the
masters.

Truthfulness had never appealed to William Georget&. He had no use for it.
Indeed, Remove fellows declared that Bunter nesldrthe truth if he thought that a
“whopper” would do. That might be an exaggeratiout; undoubtedly Billy Bunter,

in moments of difficulty, was prepared to roll auhoppers to any number and any
extent. If this merchant thought he was Lord Maetey, at least he could stay in the
room till the coast was clear. That was enougiBiamter.

“I” began Bunter. “Yes! Of — of course! | — | supp®you’re Mr. Kalizelos!”

The fat junior’'s confused manner caused the Greey¢ him sharply. But if he had



any doubt, it was removed at once by Bunter memtgohis name. Lord Mauleverer,
certainly, had never heard of Mr. Kalizelos, anccbeld only have heard the name
from his Form master, who had gone to find himvds scarcely likely that any other
boy at Greyfriars had heard it. Mr. Kalizelos kneething, of course, of the fat Owl
having been in Mr. Quelch’s study when his card ta&en in.

“I — I'm glad to see you, Mr. Kalizelos,” hurriechdBunter. “N-n-nice afternoon,
isn't it?”

The Greek, whose face had hardened and sharpenadanioment as he eyed the fat
schoolboy, was all smiles again.

“Oh, quite, my lord!” he said. “We have very warneather — almost as warm as in
my own country.”

“What's that?” asked Bunter, not so much from tgsal inquisitiveness as from the
necessity of saying something.

“Egypt, my lord.”

“Egypt!” repeated Bunter, blinking at him. Bunteacha hazy belief that all the
inhabitants of Africa were black. “But you're notagarkey.”

Mr. Kalizelos stared for a moment. Then he smiled.

“I am a Greek, my lord — an Egyptian Greek. Theeraany Greeks in Egypt.”
“Are there?” said Bunter.

“Descended from the Grecian colony planted in doaintry by Alexander of
Macedon, my lord.”

“Oh!” said Bunter. Bunter had heard of Alexandex Great; though the less he
learned about that ancient monarch, or any Otherbétter Bunter liked it.

“But to come to business, my lord —”

“Oh! Ah! Yes,” said Bunter.

He moved across to the window. It was open, and atd@and the quad looked
deserted. In the distance Bunter could hear shguotirthe cricket ground; but close
at hand the coast was clear.

“l took the liberty of calling,” said Mr. Kalizelggollowing his supposed lordship to
the window.

“Oh, yes!” Bunter was in terror every moment of tteor opening to reveal Mr.
Quelch or Lord Mauleverer. “But the fact is I'm sgrand all that, but I've got to
speak to a chap —”

“But, my lord —"

“He’s just gone out of gates!” gasped Bunter. “ll-shall have to cut after him, or —
or | shall lose him. Sorry, you know — awfully spr— can’t stop a single moment
With that the fat junior plunged out of the opemdow and dropped into the quad,
under the astonished eyes of the Greek.

Mr. Kalizelos made a swift stride to the windowdamatched the fat figure scudding
across to the gates.

His black eyes glittered.

What Mr. Kalizelos might think of his peculiar carad Bunter had no time to
consider. The coast was clear, and it was a chianescape, and that was all that
mattered to Bunter.

Only for a moment Mr. Kalizelos stood watching him.

Then he crossed to the door, quitted the roomwaaikied quickly out of the House.
The taxi in which he had arrived stood on the dritee Greek spoke a sharp word to
the driver.

“You see that fat boy? | wish to speak to him. &alhim!”

“Yessir!”



The Greek stepped into the taxi, and the chauffatit in motion at once. Billy
Bunter reached the gates and scudded into the Aoabment later the taxi turned
out of the gates after him. The Greek’s black esgastillated with triumph as he
looked from the window at the fat figure pluggirigreg the sunny road.

CHAPTER SIX
AMAZING!

LORD MAULEVERER yawned. “Don’t come in, fathead!&ltalled out.

It was a tap at his study door that drew that ré&nfram his lordship.

Lord Mauleverer’s elegant form was stretched orstusly sofa. Mauly was lazy at
the best of times, and on a blazing afternoon iy l3& was at his laziest.
Strenuous fellows like Harry Wharton & Co. mightil ®m the bay, or knock the ball
about on the cricket field. But Herbert Maulevguegferred his study sofa.
Stretched at full length, with his hands claspelir his noble head, Mauleverer was
taking it easy.

The only fly in the ointment was the possibilityattsome fellow might butt in and
disturb his comfortable repose.

Hence his remark as the tap came at his door.

The door opened.

“What?” ejaculated a voice that seemed to havedge en it.

“Oh, begad!” gasped Lord Mauleverer in dismay.

He leaped from the sofa.

A moment before Lord Mauleverer had looked as i€beld hardly move if the
alarm-bell rang to announce that the House wasrenBut at the voice of Mr.
Quelch he moved like a Jack-in-the-box.

“Oh, sir!” gasped Mauleverer, his cheeks crimsohasblinked in dismay at his Form
master.

“I — I — I didn’t know it was you, sir.”

“I presume not!” barked Mr. Quelch.

“I — I'm awf’ly sorry, sir “ stammered the schoolpearl.

“You should not be idling in your study in this glous weather, Mauleverer,” said
Mr. Quelch severely.

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

“Indeed,” said Mr. Quelch, his brow clearing. “I agiad to hear that, Mauleverer. |
have heard from Mr. Lascelles that your mathematiefar — very far — from
satisfactory.”

‘I — I mean.”

“If you are in a difficulty, my boy, | will find tme to help you with the problem to
which you refer,” said Mr. Quelch kindly.

“Oh! Ah! I—I mean, it was the problem of the hods;!” gasped the unfortunate
slacker of the Remove.

“The what?”

“The holidays, sir. | — | haven’'t decided about tiw@idays, and as we break up in a
few days | was thinkin’ —”

“You are a foolish and absurd boy, Mauleverer!"mmed Mr. Quelch.

“Oh! Yes, sir!”

“You should not be idling indoors. However, it @tunate, in a way, as someone has
called to see you, that | have found you in the $égusaid Mr. Quelch.



“Is it nunky, sir, | — I mean Sir Reginald Brooke&sked Mauleverer.

“No; it is a Greek gentleman, named Kalizelos, vaeised Mr. Quelch.

“Never heard of him, sir.”

“Very probably. It appears, Mauleverer, that théstleman has been allowed to see
your late father’s collection of Egyptian antigagiat Mauleverer Towers, and he
desires your permission to take photographs of safrtteem.”

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

“You may see him, Mauleverer. The man appears @ t@spectable antique
merchant, but as he is a total stranger here lito@ibest for you to see him in your
Form master’s presence.”

“Very well, sir!”

“You may follow me to the visitors’ room, Maulevere

“Yes, sir.”

Mr. Quelch walked out of the study, and Maulevetasting what the poet describes
as a “longing, lingering look behind” at his sdfaljowed. Lord Mauleverer was more
than willing to oblige the Greek gentleman, or atiyer gentleman, but he was not
willing to leave his study sofa for the purposet Biere was no help for that, and he
followed the Remove master down the stairs.

They arrived at the visitors’ room, and Mr. Quetigened the door and walked in,
followed by Mauleverer.

“Here is Lord Mauleverer, Mr. Kalizelos!” he sal¥hy — what — where
Goodness gracious!”

Mr. Quelch stared round the room as if he couldilydrelieve his own gimlet-eyes
— as indeed he hardly could.

The room was empty.

He had left the Greek gentleman waiting there. &g iiot been gone more than six or
seven minutes. But during that short space of tthmee Greek gentleman had
vanished.

It was amazing, indeed, inexplicable. Mr. Quelcls\wath astonished and annoyed.
Mr. Kalizelos had seemed to him a gentleman witly weurtly manners. But this
abrupt and inexplicable departure was really shagkiad manners —”
“Extraordinary!” said Mr. Quelch. He stared roum@ room, as if he half-expected to
see the Greek gentleman emerge from some corner.

“Is — is he gone, sir?” asked Mauleverer, as astwd as his Form master.

“He certainly appears to be gone, Mauleverer! ncamunderstand this at all!”
snapped Mr. Quelch.

He whisked out of the room, very much annoyed idd@eout was in the offing, and
the Remove master called to him.

“Prout! Have you seen anything of a gentleman -eraifjn-looking man — who was
waiting here?”

Mr. Prout glanced round.

“Certainly, Quelch! He left the visitors’ room aWeminutes ago — and went out to
his taxi.”

Mr. Quelch stepped to the open door of the Houke.t@ixi was gone. He turned
back, frowning.

“This is very remarkable,” he said. “The man callsiting that he had a reason for
speaking to Mauleverer; and he seems to have lelé Wwas fetching the boy. It is
extremely odd.”

“Very odd, indeed, sir!” said Mr. Prout in surprisé you are not acquainted with the
person —"



“Not in the least; he was quite a stranger.”

“Then it would be as well to ascertain that nothimgnissing — such as the umbrellas
Mr. Quelch shook his head, and Mauleverer griniiég. Remove master could not
suspect a man of Mr. Kalizelos’ wealthy appearasfagefarious designs on the
umbrellas! But he was very puzzled, and very pbedr

However, there was nothing to he done, and Mr. €yuelas anxious to get back to
his study and his pile of papers.

“As the man appears to have left, Mauleverer, yay go,” he said.

“Yes, sir!”

Lord Mauleverer travelled slowly and laboriouslyckdo the Remove passage, and
sank down on his study sofa with a sigh of reliehe-doubt turning his noble mind
once more to the problem of the holidays.

Mr. Quelch, with his lips set, returned to his ostady.

There another surprise awaited him.

He fully expected to find that Bunter had beenldlag, and had done nothing while
he was out of the study. He was prepared, in thet,do give Bunter the keenest edge
of his tongue. But Bunter’s chair was vacant, aisgolen lay in a sea of blots on his
unfinished lines. Bunter was gone!

“Upon my word!” gasped Mr. Quelch.

His face set grimly.

He made a step to the door — and stopped! He eeidlisat the fat truant was likely to
be far enough away by that time. Having taken igleaf breaking detention, he was
not likely to linger.

Mr. Quelch sat down to his pile of papers agairithwan expression on his face that
might have curdled the fat Owl’'s blood if he cotlave seen it. Fortunately, William
George Bunter could not see it.

CHAPTER SEVEN
THE SPIDER AND THE FLY!

“ MY lord!”

Billy Bunter blinked round in surprise.

Once safe out of the school gates, Bunter hacestaidwn Friardale Lane as fast as
his fat little legs could carry him. He heard theeb of a motor behind him and drew
to the side of the lane to let the vehicle pass.ilid not pass; it slowed down, and a
musical voice from the window addressed the parfahgunior.

“Oh!” gasped Bunter, as his big spectacles turnet¥la Kalizelos at the window of
the taxi.

For a second, he wondered why the foreigner haovfed him. He was at the school
to see Mauleverer; and he had not yet seen Mawevut Kalizelos, of course,
supposed that Bunter was Mauleverer, as the fatr@wembered at once. Apparently
his business with the schoolboy earl was so urthenithe had followed on from the
school.

The olive face of the Greek was smiling. There masloubt that he was surprised
and puzzled by the extraordinary behaviour of thgpssed Mauleverer; but he had
his own reasons for being pleased by the turn ehtsy He smiled and bowed from
the taxi window.

“I —I'say, | — I'm in a hurry,” gasped Bunter, \ian anxious blink back towards
the school gates. “I — I've got to speak to a — a&hap —’



“May | offer your lordship a lift?” asked the Greek

At that stage in the proceedings, Bunter would halckthe Greek that he was not
Lord Mauleverer, simply to get rid of the man.

But the offer of a lift banished that thought fréms fat mind.

A lift was exactly what Bunter wanted. Whether IQuelch would look for him when
he missed him, he did not know; but it was quitesilale that he would, or that he
would request a Sixth Form prefect to do so. Bumas anxious to put a safe distance
between his fat person and the school. Later, dadéace the music for breaking
detention and getting away. That was bad enoughit Biould be altogether too bad,
if he was hooked back with a hand on his collafate the music without having got
away at all. The offer of a lift was a windfall tike podgy truant.

“Oh! | say, that’s jolly decent of you,” gasped Ben

“Your lordship would like a lift?”

“I'd jolly well like it no end,” said Bunter, witlgreat sincerity, “Just what I'd like! |
— I'min a fearful hurry.”

“Pray step in, my lord.”

Kalizelos opened the taxi door.

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

“You are looking for a friend, | understand, myd@t asked the Greek, his keen,
black eyes on Bunter’s flushed, podgy face.

“Oh! Ah! Yes!” Bunter had almost forgotten that “aypper” already. “Yes! Quite!
But — | — I think I've lost him — the fact is, | we to get to Pegg — if you're going
that way

The black eyes glistened.

Even Bunter, obtuse and unobservant as he wag] sealthat the Greek was glad to
hear that he wanted a lift to Pegg. Why, it wasyatary; unless the antique merchant
was glad of a chance to oblige a nobleman.

‘I am now returning to Pegg, to my yacht there,lorg!” said Kalizelos. “It will be a
great pleasure to have your lordship’s company.”

“Oh, good!” said Bunter.

His assumption of Lord Maulever’s identity was tagout a better speculation than
he had dreamed.

Obviously, this foreign gentleman, polite as he wesuld never have offered a lift to
a young rascal dodging out of detention. He waphap offer it to Lord Mauleverer!
Bunter sagely resolved to continue to be a pedrefealm, at least, until the seaside
village was reached. In the taxi, he was likelntaove there before Bob Cherry, who
was walking. He would be in ample time for the inghe Remove boat — and what
was more important, for the tea in the Remove bB#li} Bunter was feeling quite
elated.

The taxi sped down Friardale Lane towards thegalgt the stile on the footpath, a
sturdy schoolboy was about to clamber over, to takeath through the wood, a
short cut to Pegg. Billy Bunter grinned as he sa Bherry. He had twice as far to
go, by road, but he had no doubt of arriving finsthe taxi.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” Bob Cherry glanced round astired at the sight of the fat face
in the taxi, “Bunter!”

Bob stared blankly at the fat junior as the taxneaup. He had left Billy Bunter safe
under Mr. Quelch’s gimlet-eye, and he was amazes¢chim careering along
Friardale Lane in the taxi. Bunter grinned at him.

Mr. Kalizelos frowned, for a moment. For reasonsisfown, as yet unimagined by



Bunter, the Greek did not want Lord Maulevererittkpup a friend en route. To his
relief, Bunter did not ask him to stop. He waveddtshand to Bob, and the taxi
whizzed on.

Bob stared. He turned from the stile and shoutetgdat Owl.

“Hold on! If you're going to Pegg, give a fellowli&, old fat man.”

Bunter did not seem to hear.

The taxi whizzed on.

If Bob Cherry had entered the taxi it would not édeen many minutes before
Kalizelos discovered that “Lord Mauleverer” was hotd Mauleverer at all; and the
lift to Pegg would have been a thing of the past.

So Bunter judiciously turned a deaf ear to Bob Gher

“Hold on, you fat sweep!” roared Bob.

Bunter grinned. The taxi swept on towards Friardale

“My hat! The fat worm!” growled Bob Cherry, in diggt. And he turned back to the
stile, clambered over it, and proceeded by thetshurthrough the wood at a rapid
trot.

Kalizelos glanced curiously at his “lordship.”

“That was a schoolfellow of your lordship’s” he rarked.

“Oh! Yes,” said Bunter. “Not the man | was — waskong for! Never mind him —
he can walk.”

Billy Bunter leaned back, glad of the rest aftex éxertions, and taking his fat ease.
He was safe from pursuit now, and safely bookedfsee ride to Pegg.

Nothing could have happened better, from Billy Buist point of view, at least. And
now that his fat mind was at ease, Billy Buntenguisitive curiosity was awakened.
The olive-skinned Kalizelos was rather an unusaglaf visitor for a Greyfriars
fellow, and his business with Lord Mauleverer mustather important and pressing,
as he had hurried after his supposed lordship thenschool.

Everybody’s business but his own had a deep irttéve8illy Bunter, and as the
Greek believed him to be Mauly, he had only totaslearn all about it. Never had a
Paul Pry, in fact, had a better opportunity forssging his curiosity.

He blinked at the handsome olive face of the Gréed#ling that the black eyes were
watching him stealthily.

“Let’s see, what was it you came to see me for, lizelos?” asked Bunter
breezily. “We can talk now.”

“Oh, quite, your lordship!” said Mr. Kalizelos. Heas watching the fat, obtuse face
with a calculating eye. “But we shall be at Pegg flew minutes. My yacht is there
“That yacht yours?” asked Bunter, with interestvélheard the fellows talking about
it. Mauly says it's a ripping yacht.”

“Mauly!” repeated Mr. Kalizelos.

Bunter caught his breath.

Billy Bunter lived and moved and had his beingpoaf; but although he belonged to
the class of persons who should proverbially hanedgnemories, Bunter had a bad
one — and he was liable to give himself away atraoynent.

“A — a — a pal of mine!” he stammered, thankfulttha had said Mauly and not
Mauleverer. “Chap named — named Maulson — we cailMauly for short. | say,
you must do jolly well out of the secondhand bussi¢ you keep a yacht on it!”
Kalizelos looked at him.

This sort of fatuous impertinence was part andglatBilly Bunter’s fascinating
character; but it was not what was to be expectad & peer of the realm.



But it was not the Greek’s cue to be offended by manners. Only for a second the
smile faded from his olive face.

“We make our small profits, my lord,” he said snidgt

“Jolly big profits, | should think, to keep a yathgaid Bunter. “Shouldn’t have
thought there was so much in secondhand furniture.”

The Greek’s black eyes gleamed for a moment.

“I am an antique dealer, my lord,” he said. “In ©@dihave a large establishment.
That is why | am interested in your lordship’s ection of Egyptian relics. Your
lordship’s late father brought back many curiousdh from Egypt.”

“Oh! Yes! Rather!” agreed Bunter, remembering thatvas Lord Mauleverer. “Lots
and lots!”

“Among other things a very interesting scarab,tdddr. Kalizelos, his eyes on
Bunter’s fat face.

“Dozens of them,” answered Bunter, inwardly wondgnvhat on earth a scarab was.
Kalizelos smiled.

“No doubt, no doubt,” he said. “Egyptian scaralestay no means uncommon. But
the one to which | refer is of very special intéréspeak of the Golden Scarabaeus.”
“Oh!” gasped Bunter. “The — the Golden Scarabaé&uxsictly!”

“Your lordship is well acquainted with it, of coa/®’

“Oh! Yes! Know it like a book!” said Bunter.

“No doubt it is still in the collection left to youordship by your lordship’s late
father?”

“Oh! Quite! Wouldn't part with it for worlds!” saidunter. “We — we keep it in a
special room at Bunter Court.”

“Indeed! Your lordship does not keep it with thetrat Mauleverer Towers?”
exclaimed the Greek.

Once more Bunter had stumbled!

“Oh! Yes! No!” he stammered. “We — we keep soméhef things at — at Bunter
Court — one of my country houses, you know. Halere's the sea.”

Bunter was rather glad to be in sight of his degiom. Twice he had nearly given
himself away, and he did not want to enlighten@neek till he was safely landed at
Pegg. After that he did not care how soon the mam fCairo discovered that his leg
had been pulled.

“That is my yacht, my lord,” said Kalizelos, withgasture towards the handsome
vessel riding at anchor in the distance. “If yaandkhip is at leisure, might | venture
to beg your lordship to pay a visit to my poor w84t would be an honour and a
distinction.”

“Oh!” said Bunter.

With all his wily cunning the Greek could not keeghade of anxiety out of his face.
He was angling warily for this fat fish; and, so, fdne supposed Mauleverer had
played into his hands. But at this stage of the@edings Kalizelos hardly hoped that
fortune would continue to smile on him so benignly.

But he need have had no doubts.

It was very doubtful indeed whether Lord Mauleveseuld have accepted the
invitation from a total stranger. But there wasdonibt that William George Bunter
would.

“Well, the fact is, | was going to tea with someifids,” said Bunter, blinking at the
Greek. “I can’t very well miss my tea.”

“If your lordship would deign to accept some refmre®nt on my poor yacht “said
Kalizelos, his black eyes glinting.



Billy Bunter blinked at the well-dressed Greek dinein at the handsome and,
evidently, very expensive yacht. A lordly guesttba yacht was undoubtedly likely
to fare better than whacking out a basket of tuitk Wive fellows in a boat. And
Bunter was not quite certain yet that he would lide o wedge into the Remove boat
at all. That had been his intention, certainly; diechad great skill in wedging in at
other fellows’ spreads. Still, there was a doubhid in hand was worth two in the
bush!

“Done!” said Bunter.

“I thank your lordship!” said Kalizelos. “Believean| appreciate the honour your
lordship does me!”

“Yes, | don’t suppose you often get a lord on ygacht!” agreed Bunter fatuously.
“Oh! Ah! Quite!” gasped Kalizelos.

The taxi ran on into the cobbly street of Pegg, stogped at the wooden pier, where
the yacht’s boat was waiting. Kalizelos paid o# taxi, and walked on the pier, with
Billy Bunter rolling by his side. It was settledwipin Bunter’s fat mind, that he was
going to be Lord Mauleverer till after tea on trehyt!

CHAPTER EIGHT
CUT!

HARRY WHARTON & CO. rose from the rail where thegere seated. In the
distance they spotted Bob Cherry, emerging at i tapt from the wood into Pegg
Lane. Bob was still at a distance when the taxiearizzing up from the direction

of Friardale, and, to their astonishment, Billy Benmstepped out and came on the
pier, with the olive-skinned man they had seen laoih the yacht.

“That fat chump!” said Johnny Bull.

“The fathead must have broken detention,” said yHérharton. “Asking for trouble,
as usual!”

“That yachting sportsman must have given him & &aid Frank Nugent. “Bunter’s
in luck — and we're not!”

“He said he was going to Greyfriars to see Maulexveremarked Wharton. “He must
have got through pretty quick to be back so sooastiBunter to stick him for a lift,

if cheek would do it!”

“Now we’re landed with the fat frog, | suppose!ugted Johnny Bull. “Are we

letting him come in the boat, or kicking him acrdiss beach?”

Harry Wharton laughed.

“It's the last half-holiday of the term,” he salil.et the fat bounder wedge in.”

“In the esteemed circumstances the kickfulnesstshe proper caper,” agreed
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“Better get in some more grub, then!” grunted JohBuall. “We’ve only enough for
five. We shall want enough for ten now!”

The chums of the Remove made up their minds #vitdently Bunter had broken
detention, and booked himself for a licking, tajtihe boating party; and it was, after
all, the last half-holiday of the term, and therasvihe happy prospect before them of
not seeing William George Bunter again till nextie So, though the addition of the
fat Owl to the party did not exactly have an exaitang effect on them, they resolved
to grin and bear it with fortitude.

They were quite unaware, so far, that Bunter's plaad changed since he had
scooted out of Greyfriars.

The picnic-basket in the boat had no temptatioraftellow who was going as a



wealthy man’s guest on a magnificent yacht. BillynBer was prepared to turn up his
fat little nose at that picnic-basket in his nevd @eculiar circumstances.

So far from being pleased to see the juniors wagibim the pier, not yet started on
their trip, Bunter was annoyed and alarmed.

Tea on the yacht depended on Kalizelos continwrizgtieve that he was Lord
Mauleverer. One careless word from these fellowslav&nock the whole thing on
the head.

Bunter would have been glad had the chums of tlred®e given him the “marble
eye” as he passed them on the pier. But havingymobte up their minds to give him
as cordial a welcome as possible, the juniors gawvequite pleasant looks.

“Oh, here you are!” said Harry. “You've turned @gter all.”

Bunter trembled inwardly. Another word might spibié whole thing. These irritating
beasts had to be got rid of.

Instead, therefore, of answering, Bunter turnediisgat nose, and walked on with
Mr. Kalizelos, little dreaming how relieved the @kewas that he showed no desire to
join up with them.

The four juniors stared after him blankly. It was tut direct.

The yacht’'s boat was waiting farther along the ,aed Bunter was anxious to get
into it and push off. He hastened his steps.

“What on earth “ ejaculated Johnny Bull.

“Hasn’t the fat idiot come here to land himselfus) after all?” exclaimed Nugent, in
astonishment.

“Making out he doesn’t know us!” exclaimed JohnnylIBin deep wrath. “Turning

up his silly nose. Why, I'll go after him, and ras nose on the pier!”

“Fancy being cut — by Bunter!” gasped Wharton. “Wisathe fat chump’s game?
Cut — by Bunter! My hat!”

“The cutfulness was terrific and preposterous,higeid Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
The juniors stared blankly after Bunter. It wagbef, so far as that went, to find that
the fat Owl did not want to join the boating parjter all. But what Bunter's new
and remarkable manners and customs might mean despamystery. He had
walked past them with his nose in the air as iy tiwere obstreperous fellows whom
he did not care to know. It really was astounding.

“Let’'s go and bump him on the pier!” growled JohrBBwll, deeply incensed.

“Oh, let him rip!” said Harry. “We’ll kick him late He seems to have landed himself
on that yachting man somehow — goodness knows hethim rip, and a good
riddance!”

“The goodfulness of the riddance is great, butctheekfulness of the idiotic Bunter is
preposterous!”
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Bunter turned up his fat nose and strolled past his schoolfellows.

Billy Bunter blinked back rather uneasily when kached the yacht's boat. He was
relieved to see the Greyfriars fellows remainingeveithey were. Mr. Kalizelos gave
him a hand into the boat, and Bunter plumped dowthe stern.

“Let’s get off,” he said. “I don’t want to have aing to do with that crowd —
cheeky lot of rotters, you know. They think theyn¢due on to a chap, just because
they belong to the same school. | get a lot of seat of thing.”

“No doubt, my lord,” said Kalizelos.

“Oh, exactly! Being a lord, you know said Bunter.

The boat pushed off. Mr. Kalizelos had his own #roé reasons for desiring to get
afloat as soon as possible. The two foreign-lookiegmen bent to the oars, and the
boat shot away across the bay towards the anclyaddd.

Billy Bunter, safe now from awkward revelationsingied back at the juniors on the
pier, and waved a fat hand. He had no doubt tlest were envying him.

“Well, my hat!” said Harry Wharton. “The fat chungpgoing out to the yacht! How
on earth has he wangled it?”

“Beats me hollow!” said Johnny Bull.

“The hollowfulness is terrific!”

Surprised and a little curious, the juniors watctteslboat pulling for the yacht. Billy
Bunter’s fat face was looking round at them, graywmaller and smaller in the
distance, his spectacles flashing back the raylseofsun. Somehow or other — how
was a mystery — the fat Owl seemed to have “wariglednvitation to the yacht.
They watched the boat reach the anchored vesskgaamthe accommodation ladder
let down, and watched Bunter heaving his weighit.ugis spectacles gleamed at
them from the yacht’s deck, and they saw a fat lveankd. Then Bunter disappeared
from sight, and the boat was swung up to the dawitsch looked as if Bunter was
not leaving again soon.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!”

Bob Cherry came trotting on the pier, breathinglhar

“Oh, here you are!” said Harry. “All ready!”

“Isn’t Bunter here?” asked Bob.

Wharton pointed to the yacht.

“Bunter’s there!” he answered.

“What on earth is he doing there?” exclaimed Bob.

“Goodness knows!”



“Well, my hat! He passed me in Friardale Lane taxa with a foreign-looking chap,”
said Bob. “The fat villain refused to give me a.llfve run all the way!”

“And he cut us when he got here,” grinned Nuge@ut‘us dead!”

“I'm going to kick him when we get in!” growled Johy Bull.

“He’s palled on to that yachting chap somehow, gindn us the go-by,” said Harry
Wharton, laughing. “More power to his giddy elbavét’s get the boat out now
you're here, Bob.”

And dismissing Billy Bunter and his mysterious gFedings from their minds, the
Famous Five stepped the mast in Trumper’s boatramdheerily out of the bay
before the wind.

CHAPTER NINE
IN DEADLY PERIL!

KONSTANTINOS KALIZELOS smiled as he trod the dedktloe yacht Zeus. The
Egyptian Greek was full of satisfaction. He lookeleed, like a man who could
hardly believe in his own good luck, Billy Buntesuwdd not help observing how
pleased the Greek seemed to be, and he attridytadly to his own engaging
manners, and partly to the fact that Kalizelosdw&d him to be a lord. He was soon
to discover that the Greek had other reasons.

Bunter blinked round at the yacht with interest] arveral dark-skinned seamen
looked at him curiously, and an officer, to whomliE@os spoke in his own tongue,
grinned openly as if entertained.

Bowing and smiling, Kalizelos requested the faiguto accompany him below, and
Bunter, in a state of fat satisfaction, rolled dawto a handsome saloon. There were
evidences of wealth on every hand, and Bunter waadeow a Greek dealer of Cairo
made it all. He could have no doubt that the “grab”such a vessel would be superb,
and he felt that he was in great luck. This walseiabetter than a whack in the picnic-
basket among a lot of hungry schoolboys in a daslktisherman’s boat. At all
events, it seemed better—as yet.

In the saloon Kalizelos waved Bunter to a seat,@oskd the door by which they had
entered. The smile on his dark, handsome face éaelaped into an ironical grin.
From the porthole near at hand Bunter had a glinopsige Remove boat dancing out
from the pier. But he gave it only a careless gtamunter was feeling very superior
to a mob of schoolboys in a hired boat. By thistilmdeed, the fat Owl almost
believed that he really was a lord.

“Not a bad little turn out,” said Bunter patronigip, blinking at the grinning Greek.
Lofty patronage was Bunter’s idea of a noblemargsiners and customs. “Not at all
bad.” He blinked at the door, wondering why Kalaehad closed it so carefully. The
next item on the programme, from Bunter’s poinviefv, should have been the
steward with tea — a large and substantial tesayl if you

don’t mind my mentioning it, I'm a trifle peckisihat about tea?”

“I will give orders, my lord,” said Kalizelos. “Buirst let us have a few minutes of
conversation. We may talk more at our ease heredahthe school, I think.”

“Oh, all right!” said Bunter, feeling for the firéime a faint feeling of uneasiness as
the black eyes scintillated at him.

He wondered what the Greek was looking at him s®dy for, and whether he was
suspecting that his leg had been pulled.

“Your lordship is the present owner of the Goldear@baeus,” said the Greek. “It is
only lately that | have learned that this preciscarab was taken from the tomb of A-



Menah by the late Lord Mauleverer, and broughtiby to England. It is for that
reason, Lord Mauleverer, that | left Cairo, and edmthis country in my yacht.”
“W-w-was it?” asked Bunter.

He would rather have discussed tea, than scargpscially as he did not know what
a scarab was. He felt that he was on delicate grdfinld Mauly had inherited that
scarab, whatever a scarab was, from the late Ladléterer, no doubt Mauly knew
what it was; but Bunter didn’t, and he was ratHeaid of giving himself away.

“I desire to possess the scarab of A-Menah,” erpldiKalizelos, “and | have already
seen your guardian, Sir Reginald Brooke, on thgestib

“Oh!” said Bunter.

“But your guardian has no power to part with itddre explained that until your
lordship comes of age, neither have you the poweel it.”

“Oh! Yes! Exactly,” agreed Bunter. “No good talkiagout it, is it?”

“I think so, my lord,” said Kalizelos smoothly. Have not made so long a journey for
nothing; and | do not intend to return to Egypthweiit the Golden Beetle.”

“The — the what?” ejaculated Bunter.

“I think you understand me, my lord.”

“Nunno! You were speaking about scarabs or somgthitwhat’s that got to do with
beetles?”

The Greek stared at him.

“Come, my lord,” he said, “you are very well aw#hat the Golden Scarab, now in
your possession, represents the sacred beetleiehaikgypt.”

“Oh!” gasped Bunter. “Does it? | — | didn’t knowsaarab was a beetle! What the
thump do you want a beetle for?”

“| see that you are getting on your guard, my léndugh hitherto you have played
into my hands like a child,” said the Greek. “Buisitoo late — you are now on
board my yacht — in my hands and at my mercy.”yBunter jumped.

“Wha-a-t?” he ejaculated.

“Be assured, my lord,” said Kalizelos, “I| have resite to harm you, if you accede to
my wishes. | must have the golden scarab and Idvoot allow a hundred lives to
stand in my way.”

“Oh lor'!” gasped Bunter.

He blinked at the Greek in terror through his lpg&acles. There was no smile on
Kalizelos’ face now. It was as hard as if carvetionze, and the black eyes had a
glitter that sent a cold chill down Bunter’'s spimgrm as the July day was.

“Your guardian, the old man Brooke, may have hadessuspicion of me,” went on
Kalizelos. “At all events, he would not allow medee the precious scarab, and would
not reveal where it was kept. He may have had, fyoar father, some hint of its
value. Once the scarab was in my. hands, | shaud kept it, even if | had had to
drive a knife to his heart to do so. But he gavenmehance.”

“Oh!” gurgled Bunter.

Evidently there were drawbacks to being a peeheféalm, a millionaire, and
possessor of a unique collection of Egyptian aitiggi Billy Bunter began to wish
that he was back in Quelch’s study writing linebeTGreek’s glittering black eyes
almost froze his blood.

“I came to your school, my lord,” resumed Kalizeltds see you — merely in order
to know you by sight. That was all | hoped to acpbsh by my visit, and | had a tale
ready to tell to account for desiring to see yonc®l knew you, | should have taken
measures for you to be seized, and sooner onjatewould have fallen into my
hands. By a singular chance, you have walked hedrap of your own accord — |



never hoped for such good fortune.”

“Oh!”

“Now you are here,” said Kalizelos, “on this shewery man is at my orders and
devoted to me. Your life is in my hands, my lord.”

“Oh crikey!”

Bunter was not thinking of tea now.

He blinked at the Greek in terror, it dawned upapodgy brain that he was like a
fat fly in a spider’s web. His only consolation what he was not, after all, Lord
Mauleverer, as the Greek believed. But he wasd#gidubious how Kalizelos might
receive that information, when be imparted it. Tinen did not look the kind of man
to be trifled with, with impunity.

The terror in his fat face evidently afforded thee€k satisfaction. Had Bunter really
been the Earl of Mauleverer, that nobleman woulgehzeen, in the Greek’s hands,
like clay in the hands of the potter.

Bunter staggered from his seat.

“I — I — I — I want to go ashore,” he stuttered. $M— my friends will be waiting
for me —”

“Sit down, my lord.”

“I—I'd rather go ashore now!” mumbled Bunter.

“Sit down!” rapped the Greek, in a tone that madet®r jump. The fat junior fell
rather than sat.

“Now let us talk business,” said Kalizelos.

“l am here to obtain the scarab; you understand W@, my lord, know where it is
kept — you will give me the most precise informatito enable me to lay my hands
on it. Once it is in my possession, you will beeeded, unharmed. But do not seek to
deceive me — your life depends on it,”

“Oh crikey!”

“Until I lay hands on the Golden Scarab of A-Menwby remain a prisoner on my
yacht at sea. Yet | will deal with you fairly,” wean Kalizelos. “The intrinsic value
of the scarab, as a piece of gold, is little — peghtwenty — thirty pounds in your
English money. | know not, as | have not yet hasiaieBut | will pay one thousand
pounds for the scarab, my lord, willingly. Is ibargain?”

“Oh crumbs!”

“Is not that a good offer?” asked Kalizelos. “Tloaab has a value to me — that is
my own secret. To your lordship, it is only onetloé many curios that the late Lord
Mauleverer brought from the land of Egypt many ge&go. To you it has no special
value. But there are those in Egypt, my lord, whould wade in blood to possess it.”
“B-b-but” stammered Bunter.

“You will give the scarab into my hands,” said Beeek. “Sell it if you wish, at the
price | have named. Hand it to me, and take a tmipounds in English money as
compensation. But the scarab | must and will havanré-if money does not tempt

you, my lord, — | have heard that you are very reH offer you your life in
exchange for the Golden Beetle.”
“ —I—Isay—~

“Is it a bargain, my lord?”

Bunter’s teeth chattered.

Had he been Lord Mauleverer, or had he even knolgrevthe mysterious scarab
was to be found, no doubt it would have been adardilly Bunter was not of the
stuff that heroes are made of.

But it was not in Bunter's power to make it a bamgas he knew nothing about the



scarab, and had never even heard of it till Katizelpoke of it.

“Your answer, my lord?”

“l — | can’t!” stammered Bunter, “You — you see”

“Think again, my lord,” said the Greek, in a lowneoof deadly menace. “If you
refuse to part with the sacred scarab of A-Menah next heir to the Mauleverer
estates may part with it. Think again!”

Kalizelos stepped to the wall and took down a cdr@eiental dagger that hung there
as a decoration. Bunter’s heart thumped. It seeatmadst incredible to the fat junior,
but there was no doubting it. Had Lord Mauleveadieh into the Greek’s hands, his
life would have been in dire peril at that momed now it was Bunter’s life that
was in peril — unless the revelation that he wasvtauleverer would save him. His
teeth chattered, and his little round eyes gogatdtie Greek through his big round
spectacles.

The bright Damascus steel flashed before his eygkBunter gave a squeal of terror.
“Your answer, my lord!” said Kalizelos, with a shirat showed his gleaming white
teeth. “Life or death depend on your word. The aloa+ or you will not live to see
the sun set.”

“I — I can’t!” gasped Bunter. “You see, | — | Ohrlbl — | say, | ain’t Lord
Mauleverer! I'm Bunter! Oh lor’!”

CHAPTER TEN
DESPERATE COURAGE!

THE man from Cairo stared blankly at the terriffatjunior. The curved dagger,
catching the sunlight, flashed in his hand, anddity eyes flashed over it. Whatever
he had expected from the fat schoolboy certainligdaenot expected that
announcement. And, for the moment at least, itplais that he did not believe it.
His dark face grew more savage and threatening.

“Oh dear!” groaned Bunter. “I wish | hadn’t bunkedt of Quelch’s study! | wish |
was back at Greyfriars! Oh crikey! | say, | aintrid Mauleverer —I — | ain’t
anything like him! Oh crumbs!”

“It is useless to lie to me, my lord!” said the @keHis well-cut lip curled in a sneer.
“I did not expect a nobleman to lie to save hisiski

“I — I ain’t a nobleman!” groaned Bunter. “Any Greiars man could tell you that |
ain’t Lord Mauleverer. | don’t know anything abdus beastly scarab! | don’t even
know what it is. Oh crikey!”

The Greek eyed him doubtingly now.

It was Billy Bunter’s fond belief that any strangaeight have taken him for a
nobleman on account of his aristocratic looks, Bata matter of fact, the Greek had
been rather surprised to find that Lord Mauleveras this podgy fellow, evidently a
fool, and obviously a funk. Billy Bunter’s denidldt he was Mauleverer began to
carry conviction to his mind.

A flash of rage came into his black eyes that ntageter squeak with fear.

“You are not Lord Mauleverer!” exclaimed the Greaklast, in a hissing voice. “You
have deluded me!”

“I — I was only pulling your leg!” groaned BuntéYou see, | was detained this
afternoon, and | was dodging out, and — and it igally only a — a — a joke, you
know. Oh dear!

| was getting away from old Quelch, and Oh lor’!”

“If you are not Lord Mauleverer, who are you?”



“Oh dear! I'm Bunter!”

Kalizelos gritted his white teeth.

The rage in his dark face made Billy Bunter quake.

“Then where is Lord Mauleverer now?” he snarled.

“I — | suppose he’s at the school. Slacking ingtisdy, most likely. He’s jolly lazy

“Then if I had waited | should have seen him! Armiydeceived me, deluded me.
Fool! I, Konstantinos Kalizelos, have been deludksteived, by a fool of a
schoolboy — an ass — a dolt! But it is not too fate

The Greek replaced the dagger on the wall, mu@utder’s relief. He stood for
some minutes, with his dark brows puckered in thbug

Billy Bunter watched him in terror.

The Greek believed him now; he could see that.plbiing rascal realised that,
while he had supposed that he was trapping Lordiéaver, he had only been
helping a fatuous, unreflecting duffer to escapermt#on. It was a bitter pill for the
wily Greek, who prided himself upon his keenness @mning, to swallow; but he
could see that the terrified junior was telling theh, and he was quick to grasp how
matters stood.

After the first few moments of savage rage andpgpsatment, he was cool again,
thinking the matter out.

It was not too late.

His sudden departure from Greyfriars, without sgeie boy he had called to see,
must have seemed strange and unaccountable tcaterrhe had interviewed there.
But he could invent some plausible explanation. dimening Greek was at no loss for
trickery. The fat fool was safe on the yacht, aadl@ give no warning. It was easy to
return to the school and see Lord Mauleverer, dsaldeoriginally planned. Once he
knew the boy by sight, he could lay plans for hénlpping; and this fatuous trickster
could be taken care of, and could not betray him.

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

“It is not too late,” he said. “You will remain herfool! You have made my task more
difficult, but it is not too late. You know too min@mow, you fat fool! You will remain
a prisoner here until Lord Mauleverer is in my haid

“I — | say ” stammered Bunter.

“Siopesate! Hold your tongue! If we were not in Esigwaters | would secure your
silence by dropping you into the sea, with a wegghtour heels!” snarled the Greek.
“Oh lor!”

“As soon as | have seen Mauleverer | shall reteme land put to sea, and you will
sail with me!” snarled Kalizelos. “You will remagnprisoner here until—=He

broke off.

Billy Bunter shuddered.

Now that he knew the plans of the man from Egypd, @ word from him would put
the schoolboy earl on his guard, it was obvious it Greek could not afford to let
him go. He was to remain a prisoner until Mauleweras in the hands of his enemy.
But it seemed to him that he could read a morédtermtention in the gleaming black
eyes of the Egyptian Greek.

“Remain here, fool!” said Kalizelos, between histte “I shall order my men to
throw you into the sea if you quit this room.”

“Oh crikey! | — | want to stay here! | — | like bajy here!” gasped Bunter.

“Fool!”

The Greek hurried from the saloon.



“Oh crikey!” groaned Bunter.

He heard the boat lowered, and the splash of oars.

Kalizelos was gone.

Bunter knew where he was gone. He was bound foyfies to see Lord

Mauleverer there. He could have no hope that Maunkwvould fall into his hands as
Bunter had done. That would come later, once ha/khe schoolboy earl by sight.
Sooner or later he would succeed, there could l#onbt about that, as Mauleverer
was totally unconscious of danger. Probably theelésechance would come when
the school broke up for the holidays, and Mauly wa$is way home. In the
meantime —

In the meantime, obviously, Bunter had to be kepifputting the schoolboy earl on
his guard. The yacht would put to sea immediatediiz€los returned, and then ——
Once out of sight of English land on the wide wst&vrith no eyes to see, was the
man from Egypt likely to keep the fat junior a pner on the yacht, or to make sure
of his silence by a more deadly method? It seemm@&lnter that he had read a fearful
intention in the black eyes of the Greek, and haldbred with terror at the thought
that it was not his liberty, but his life, that wduibe in danger, once the yacht was out
of sight of land.

But there was no escape for Bunter.

It was clear that the crew of the yacht were meRkaa for the Greek’s service. He
had nothing to hope from them. He had not the ®&gfidoubt that they had orders to
deal with him drastically if he ventured to go aechl, and that they would carry out
the orders.

The yacht was anchored half a mile out. When hebét from the porthole the shore
was merely a blur to him. There was no hope of frelm the shore.

Harry Wharton & Co. knew that he was on the yaahd if he did not return to
school they would say so; but long before callingraat Greyfriars the yacht would
be far out to sea.

Bunter groaned dismally.

He blinked from the porthole. The yacht’s boathializelos in it, was already out
of sight. The Greek had landed, and was on histavélye school.

“Oh lor'!” groaned Bunter.

From the bottom of his fat heart he wished thatvae back in Mr. Quelch’s study,
writing lines. But it was rather too late to widtat. Alternatively, as the lawyers say,
he wished that he had joined the Famous Five, altien the sailing-boat. He
wished, in fact, that he was anywhere but wheredeat the present moment. Billy
Bunter had often had cause to repent of his tnckaut never had he repented so
deeply and sincerely as be did now.

A brown, patched sail glancing on the sunny watarght his eyes as he stood
blinking dismally shoreward.

Five figures could be seen in the boat.

Billy Bunter’s heart gave a jump.

Harry Wharton & Co., unconscious of the eyes — tlnedspectacles — that watched
them from the yacht in the distance, were sailirgrity on the bay. The Greek had
given no thought to the schoolboys he had seeh@pier. Bunter had given them no
thought till now. Now his fat heart thumped at hght of them. If they came near
enough for a yell to be heard ——

But they did not look like passing within hail dfet yacht. And Bunter realised, too,
that a yell from the porthole, whether it was hdaydhe Removites or not, would



certainly be heard by the crew on deck, and theyldvtake instant care that it was
not repeated. His fat mouth opened and closed again

He watched the sailing-boat with haggard eyes lichis big spectacles. It was
passing within easy view, and he saw several ofuhiers glancing towards the
yacht, doubtless remembering that the fat Owl wabaard her, though little
dreaming in what circumstances.

The boat was drawing nearer; but it would not gdsse, and in a few more minutes
it would be gone! Bunter opened his mouth once eomd once more he closed it.
But he was making up his fat mind to a desperatelve now.

Whatever courage Billy Bunter might have possesselloozed out at his fat finger-
tips. He was in a state of palpitating, shuddefumk. But from the extremity of fear
he drew a kind of desperate courage. Once the &@ak back and the yacht put to
sea he was lost! That most peaceful of animalsshieep, is the most desperate of
animals once in a state of desperation. So it wedsBWly Bunter. He was so
frightened that he dared not be afraid. There wasabhance for him, and he knew it;
the Remove boat was all that stood between hintlanderciless plotter from Egypt.
From sheer terror Billy Bunter acted as a couragdellow would have done.

He did not stop to think; he dared not think! Heetopen the door and tore on deck.
Four or five dark-skinned men were close at hand,they ran at him at once. Had
Bunter intended to wave or call to the passing beavould have had no chance. But
that was not his intention. Before a hand couldbieon him the fat junior bounded
to the rail and flung himself into the sea.

CHAPTER ELEVEN
REMOVITES TO THE RESCUE!

“HALLO, hallo, hallo!”

Bob Cherry stared.

He stared in amazement, his eyes

almost bulging from his head at what he saw. “Gpgait' gasped Harry Wharton.
‘Bunter —

“What —

“Good heavens!”

The juniors in the boat stared at the yacht blankbrry Wharton was at the tiller,
and even as he stared in utter amazement at thieai§illy Bunter pitching over the
rail into the sea, he gave the tiller a twist, #melsailing-boat shot towards the yacht.
“Bunter!” gasped Johnny Bull. “Is he mad? He didalt — he jumped from —=
Bob Cherry grabbed a boathook. Nugent draggecdeattibet. The boat shot like an
arrow towards the yacht’s side.

The rail was lined with dark faces, staring dowom® of the yacht’'s crew were
already rushing to lower a boat.

But the Famous Five were first in the field. BiByinter was swimming desperately.
Bunter was about the worst swimmer at Greyfriaus He had reason to be glad just
then that “ducker” was compulsory at the schoold Banter been able to dodge
learning swimming, undoubtedly he would have dodgddis swimming, according
to Bob Cherry, was enough to make the fishes sdrufheir tails and laugh. Still, he
could swim after a fashion. After the first plunge came up, spluttering wildly, and
swam, and was at least able to keep himself afloaglm waters, for a few minutes.
A few minutes were not needed, however; in conalalgriess than one minute the
Remove boat was rushing down on him and Bob wakihgat him with the



boathook.

“Grooooogh! Ooooch!” spluttered Bunter.

“Got him!” gasped Bob.

“Get him in!”

Frank Nugent leaned over as the boathook hauleteBtmthe gunwale, and gasped
the fat junior by the collar, Hurree Jamset RangBilent a prompt hand, and Bunter
was dragged, dripping and spluttering, into thetboa

There was shouting from the yacht; excited, dack$sstaring at the schoolboys.
Bunter sat up streaming with water.

“Ow! Help! | say, you fellows —=

“What's this game, you potty ass?” yelled Bob Chefwhat do you think you are
up to? Trying to commit suicide, or what?”

“Help! Keep them off! Quick!” yelled Bunter frantdly. “They’ll be after us! Help!
Murder —~

“Mad!” gasped Johnny Bull.

“Quick!” shrieked Bunter, “Get away before they aget after you. They’'ll murder
the lot

of you —~

“What the thump—"

Harry Wharton & Co. stared at Bunter and stareti@tyacht. That the fat junior
could have been in any danger on board that vessehmazing to them. But there
was no mistaking the frantic terror in his faceh desperate act in leaping into the
sea.

A boat dropped from the yacht’'s davits, and halbaen dark-skinned men were in it,
and already it was pulling swiftly towards the Remdoat.

Wharton gave a twist to the tiller and the sailb@at shot away before the wind.
Amazing as it was, well-nigh incredible, the jusi@ould see that the foreign seamen
were coming as enemies; that they were after Buvay, was an utter mystery; but
there was no mistaking the fact. Only in time ta#irsg-boat shot away, and as the
sail filled with wind the yacht’'s boat was droppestern. But the seamen, with set,
dark faces, pulled hard in pursuit.

“They'’re after us!” almost babbled Bob Cherry. “Iftre after us, and Bunter! What
the jolly old thump —=

“What the dickens —=

“Keep her before the wind,” said Harry Wharton diyi€They won't get near us
with oars! You're all right now, Bunter.”

“Oh crikey!”

“But what the thump ” gasped Nugent.

“Oh dear! G-get ashore, you fellows, stuttered Buritl say, you fellows, run ashore
as fast as you can, and —©h dear!”

“They won't get near us, old fat bean! We're saglihree or four lengths to their
one,” said Harry reassuringly.

“Get to the shore, you beast!” howled Bunter. “iot to be murdered to please you!”
“Wha-a-at?”

“l say, you fellows Oh crikey!” Harry Wharton glaed back. The yacht’s boat was
pulling in pursuit, but it had no chance againstghiling-craft. The Remove boat
danced away from it. Even Billy Bunter was a littt@ssured as he blinked back and
saw how fast the distance was widening.

“Well, if this doesn’t beat the band!” said Bob @hyeblankly. “If Bunter's not mad,
and they’re not mad, what does it mean, you men?”



“Ask me another!” said Harry.

“| say, you fellows, they're after Mauly!” groand&lnter.

“Mauly!” repeated Wharton.

“Oh dear! You — you see, | — | got a lift from thagast by pretending that | was
Mauly —’

“You spoofing sweep!”

“How was | to know that he was after Mauly and lmakfor a chance to kidnap
him!” groaned Bunter. “I — | thought | was goinghave a jolly good tea on that
yacht. Oh dear!”

“Kidnapping Mauly!” repeated Wharton. “What on daf—"

“He’s gone back to Greyfriars after Mauly now ——

“Who has?” yelled Wharton.

“That Greek beast — Kalizelos, he calls himself!'d#ter some beastly Egyptian
rubbish that Mauly’s pater brought home from Egyit. dear! | say, you fellows, get
ashore. If they get steam up on the yacht theytllus down!”

“Oh, my hat!”

“They’ve chucked it!” said Johnny Bull, looking Hdaat the pursuers. “But if they up
anchor and follow us by steam we’re done! Betterashore, you men.”

“Yes, rather!”

The yacht’'s boat was swinging up to the davitsragathe far distance. There was no
doubt that if the steam-yacht got under way it wlaudt take long to run down the
sailing-craft, and the juniors headed for the shéhe Famous Five handled a sailing-
boat well, and they ran close to the wind, headlinghe beach at its nearest point.
Minute followed minute as the boat raced throughwiater. Billy Bunter blinked
back at the yacht with scared eyes through histaples. But the sailing-boat ran on
swiftly and bumped on the sandy beach a mile atbagircling bay from the pier.
Billy Bunter rolled out in hot haste, heedless @fter up to his fat knees, and plugged
up the sand, gasping and spluttering. Harry Wha&&@wv. stayed only to drag the
boat above high-water mark and then followed him.

“Now, you fat duffer, let's know what it's all abglisaid Bob Cherry.

Billy Bunter did not answer. He needed all his tindar running. He plugged
desperately on till he reached Pegg Lane and thehbsas left behind. There at last
he halted, and staggered against a tree, gaspitgdath. He was feeling safe at last.
Even Bunter realised that the crew on the yachkdcoot venture to land and pursue
the schoolboys inland.

“Oh! Ow! Wow!” gasped Bunter. “| say, you fellowms— I’'m winded! Oh dear! |
wish I'd stayed in Quelch’s study! Oh crikey!”

“Tell us what's happened, you fat chump!” exclainv@tarton. “If old Mauly’s in

any danger —=

“He jolly well is!” gasped Bunter. “That Greek bédsought | was him, you know,
and he bagged me! Oh dear!”

“Cough it up, fathead!”

Billy Bunter spluttered out his story, the chumgled Remove listening in amazed
silence. But for the fact that they had seen, Witir own eyes, Bunter’s desperate
escape from the yacht, it would have been incredibthem. Now they could not
doubt.

“So that scoundrel —Kalizelos, as you call him —s lgane back to the school after
Mauly!” exclaimed Wharton. “He must be there bysthime, or very nearly, in a taxi

“We've got to get after him!” exclaimed Bob Cherry.



Wharton shook his head.

“No time! But we can get Quelch on the phone frw® Anchor, at Pegg, That will be
in time to put a spoke in his wheel. I'll cut offichget Quelch on the phone.”

And without wasting another moment the captairhefRemove started at a run for
Pegg, covering the ground at a speed he had negeed@ded on the cinder-path.

CHAPTER TWELVE
A TIMELY WARNING!

BUZzzzZ7!

Mr. Quelch uttered a sound which — if Form mastensld be supposed to snort —
would certainly have been taken, by any hearerafemort.

He was annoyed.

Already, that afternoon, there had been interrmgtiand annoyances. There had been
Bunter’s bolt from the Form-room, and Prout’s coaipi of the fat junior barging
him over in the quad; then the visit of the antiguerchant from Cairo, and his
mysterious and inexplicable departure after wadtingQuelch’s time; then the
vanishing of Bunter from the study.

It had been quite an annoying afternoon, and Mel€uwas feeling that end-of-the-
term feeling more than ever. Now, as he laboureabiyh his pile of papers, the buzz
of the telephone bell came as the last straw.

Buzzzzz!

The Remove master laid down his pen, and crossedtowhe telephone, and jerked
the receiver from the hooks. He barked into thegmaitter rather like a ferocious
mastiff.

“Well?”

“Is that Mr. Quelch? Wharton speaking.”

“Wharton!” Quelch growled this time instead of biaugc “Really! Why have you
rung me up, Wharton? Are you not aware that youwlshieot interrupt your Form
master and waste his time? | see no reason why'——

“It's important, sir — awfully important!” came thereathless voice of the captain of
the Remove. “Mauleverer is in danger, sir!”

“What? What?”

“Mauleverer, sir — danger ——

“‘Nonsense!”

“l assure you, Sir”

“Rubbish!”

“Please listen, sirl Has a man — a Greek — nama&ldz&los, called to see
Mauleverer?”

“That is the case, Wharton, though | fail to sew lyou can be aware of it!” snapped
Mr. Quelch.

“Is he at the school now, sir?”

“No! He is not! | fail to see how it concerns ydWharton, but the man left without
waiting to see Lord Mauleverer.”

“Then he hasn’t come back yet, sir?”

“Come back?” repeated Mr. Quelch acidly. “I do soppose that it is his intention to
come back. Certainly | shall speak to him verymiaif he does so. What do you
mean, Wharton?”

“He is Lord Mauleverer’'s enemy, sir, and looking &éochance to kidnap him ——
“Do not be absurd, Wharton!”



“He came off a yacht now anchored in Pegg BayBsinter somehow made him
believe that he was Lord Mauleverer, and he gad bbBunter.”

“Bunter has broken detention — have you seen B@hter

“Yes, sir. The Greek took him on the yacht, thirgkthat he was Lord Mauleverer,
and Bunter jumped into the sea to escape, andakeghim up in our boat.”
“Goodness gracious!”

“According to what Bunter says, the man left himtbe yacht to keep him from
giving warning, while he went back to the schooh&ve another try for Mauleverer.
If he has not reached Greyfriars yet, he is owaig. I've rung you up to warn you,
sirl For goodness’ sake, sir, don't let him gelatuleverer.”

“This is a most extraordinary story, Wharton!”

“I know, sir! But Mauleverer is in danger. The miara desperate villain from what
Bunter says happened on the yacht =—

“Bunter is a foolish, untruthful, exaggerative bdyharton. Have you any reason,
from your own knowledge —=

“We saw Bunter jump into the sea to escape, sit,aaboat from the yacht chased us
after we picked him up.”

“Bless my soul! | can hardly believe that the mah rgturn here, Wharton, but |
shall certainly take measures ——

Tap!

The study door opened. Mr. Quelch looked roundrattér.

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

“Upon my word! Mr. Kalizelos?”

“Yessir!”

Mr. Quelch’s jaw set grimly.

“Tell Mr. Kalizelos that | will be with him in a @ moments, Trotter.”

“Yessir.”

The page departed and closed the door.

“Wharton!” Mr. Quelch spoke into the transmitteraag “Are you there, Wharton?”
“Here, sir!”

“The man, Kalizelos, has just arrived, and | amutlto see him,” said Mr. Quelch.
“So far Bunter’s statements appear to be borneReturn to the school at once,
Wharton, and bring Bunter with you.”

“Very well, sir.”

Mr. Quelch put up the receiver and left the studig. face was grim as he made his
way to the visitors’ room. In that apartment thee€@¢ was waiting, and he rose from a
chair and bowed with lithe grace to the Remove arast

The Greyfriars master eyed him grimly. Obviouslgligelos was unaware of
Bunter’s escape from the yacht, and did not dréshthe Form master had been
warned. There was a surprise in store for KongtastKalizelos.

He addressed Mr. Quelch smoothly, in his musicalejonvith a deprecating smile.
“I have to beg a thousand pardons, my dear sirsdi@. “No doubt you were
surprised by my leaving so abruptly, without haveegn.”

“l was!” interrupted Mr. Quelch curtly.

“You will, | feel sure, excuse my apparent discesyt, when | explain the matter,”
said Kalizelos.

“I shall be very glad to hear your explanation, sfrso very singular an action!” said
Mr. Quelch.

“I was deceived, sir, by a foolish schoolboy’s grahhe boy entered this room while



| was waiting, made me believe that he was Lord Is\arer, and asked for a lift in
my car.”

“Indeed!”

“Later he confessed to this foolish prank, sir, and lost no time in returning
herewith a thousand apologies for taking up yowadoable time —=

“What has become of the boy you mention?”

“I left him at the village of Pegg, my dear sir, iefn we had already reached before |
discovered the facts ——

“You did not take him on your yacht?”

Kalizelos started violently.

His black eyes narrowed, gleaming with suspiciot alarm.

“My yacht?” he repeated mechanically.

“l understand that you landed from a yacht in PBgy, Mr. Kalizelos.”

“I did not know that you were aware of that circuame, sir. But it is the case,
certainly.”

“Did you take the boy on the yacht?”

“Certainly not!”

“You did not do so, still under the belief thatwas Lord Mauleverer?”

“No!” muttered the Greek. “Why should you suppose——

“You did not, still believing him to be Lord Maulexer, threaten him on board your
vessel, and put him in a state of fear?”

The Greek breathed hard. Unless this dry-lookitegnsfeatured schoolmaster was a
magician, Kalizelos could not guess how he knewhadl But he scented danger now.
“You did not leave him on your yacht, and returmehi® make another attempt to see
the real Lord Mauleverer, with the object of atteimg to kidnap him?”

“My dear sir —~

Kalizelos broke off. With all his coolness and reerkie was utterly confounded. He
cast a hunted look towards the door. But Mr. Qu&lek standing between him and
the door, and evidently had no intention of moving.

“It may interest you to hear,” said Mr. Quelchagrinding voice, “that the boy
Bunter escaped from the yacht after you left =—

“What?”

“That he was helped by some schoolfellows, andlthate been apprised, sir, by
telephone, of all that has happened.”

Kalizelos almost staggered.

“You have chosen to come here, sir,” said Mr. Quelyou will remain until you
have been questioned by the police. You spokelyalsi, in stating your reason for
desiring to see Lord Mauleverer — and most cergamu will not be allowed to see
him. | shall take every care, sir, that the boysdeet come into your presence.
Whether you can be charged with kidnapping for yamiron with regard to the boy
Bunter | do not know — but this | know, sir, thatwwill be detained here until you
have explained yourself to the police.”

The Greek made a stride forward, his hand slippimdger his coat. The Remove
master eyed him, with icy contempt.

“There is ample help at hand, sir, to secure ybe!'snapped. “Attempt to leave this
room, and you shall be detained by force.”

The Greek’s eyes blazed. His dusky hand came oot éimder his coat without the
weapon he had obviously thought of producing. ldedtfacing the Remove master,
panting.

“You will remain here till the boy, Bunter, reachibe school, and you will be



guestioned by a police-inspector in the boy’s pnes€ rapped Mr. Quelch. “I have
no doubt that | shall be able to give you into odgt and | shall certainly do so, Mr.
Kalizelos.”

Kalizelos gave him a black, bitter look. Then, watlsudden swiftness like the spring
of a tiger in the jungle, he reached the open windad leaped out into the
guadrangle.

“Goodness gracious!” gasped Mr. Quelch. He rusbetlé window.

Kalizelos, with the swiftness of a deer, was rugrfor the gates. The taxi was
waiting on the drive, but the Greek did not attetopteach it. He had not a second to
lose.

“Stop him!” Mr. Quelch shouted from the window. tptthat man! Wingate —
Coker — Price! Stop that man!”

There were a dozen fellows in sight in the quad, they stared round in amazement.
Mr. Quelch pointed after the fleeing Greek.

“Stop that man! Seize him!” he shouted.

There was a rush after the Greek. But Kalizelosthadjood a start, and his feet
seemed scarcely to touch the ground as he fledarted out of the open gates and
vanished.

“Bless my soul!” gasped Mr. Quelch.

And he hurried back to his study to ring up

the police station at Courtfield.
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CHAPTER THIRTEEN
THE LAST OF THE GREEK!

“I SAY, you fellows —~

“Come on, fathead!”

“But, | say —~

“‘Get a move on!”

“Shan’t!” roared Billy Bunter.

Harry Wharton had rejoined his chums after leaviregAnchor. The sail on the bay
that afternoon was a thing of the past; it had beefer, though much more exciting,
than the Famous Five had anticipated. Mr. Quelchihstructed the captain of the
Remove to return to the school and bring Bunternd-that was the next item on the
programme. But William George Bunter had quite ptbeas.

Now that the danger was over, Billy Bunter was lathagain. No man had landed
from the yacht; the foreign crew evidently did menture to carry the pursuit ashore.



Bunter was at leisure now to remember that he wagty — and to remember what
awaited him when he found himself under his Fornsterés gimlet eyes again.
“Now, look here, you fellows,” said Bunter, blinkgjrat the chums of the Remove,
“I'm not going back till call-over, see? I've cueténtion, and old Quelch will lick
me. You know that.”

“Serve you jolly well right!” grunted Johnny Bull.

“Beast! I'm hungry!”

“Get a move on!”

“You've got a basket of grub,” said Bunter. “Wd#{’s have a picnic in the wood,
see? We shall be safe from those foreign beasts! tha fearfully hungry —=

“Are you coming?”

“No!” roared Bunter. “I'm not coming! I've got adking coming for breaking
detention. Think I'm going to have the licking atetention, too? Don’t be a silly
ass!”

“You fat Owl! Quelch told me to bring you back ——

“That’s all right,” said Bunter. “You can tell Qu#l you lost sight of me, and were
looking for me till call-over —=

“Oh, my hat!”

“Now, what about the picnic?”

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

“Yarooooh! Leave off kicking me, you beast!” yell&inter. “I'm coming, ain’t 1? |
— | want to come! If you kick me again, you bedtitYarooop!”

And Billy Bunter started — quite in a hurry! JohnBull carried the basket of tuck —
still unopened. Wharton had left word at the AnctoorMr. Trumper, and the boat
was left where the juniors had dragged it up thechdor the old fisherman to collect.
The Famous Five were anxious to get back to thedadc¢h learn what had happened
since Wharton had telephoned.

Billy Bunter was by no means anxious about thata¥\Bunter was anxious about
was the contents of the picnic basket. Likewiseyhs anxious to postpone seeing
Mr. Quelch until the latest possible moment. Batréhwas no help for William
George Bunter. With Bob Cherry walking behind hieady to give his assistance at
any moment, Billy Bunter rolled on to the schootlaid not even dare to lag.

His only consolation was to tell the chums of then®®ve what he thought of them as
he went. What he thought of them was not at allgonentary; but the cheery
juniors did not seem unduly perturbed.

With an occasional lift from Bob Cherry’s foot teép him going, the fat Owl rolled
along the path through Friardale Wood— every nod/thien casting a longing blink
at the picnic basket.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” exclaimed Bob suddenly.

The juniors halted.

There was a sound of swiftly running feet on th&tpath under the shady branches.



A dark-skinned man, running hard, burst into vielis olive face streamed with
perspiration as he ran.

Billy Bunter gave a squeal of terror.

“Ow! Help! Keep him off!”

The fat junior dodged behind Bob Cherry, his eya®at bulging through his
spectacles at the sight of the Greek.

Kalizelos halted, panting.

“It's the man from the yacht!” shouted Bob. “Collam!”

But it was only for a second that the juniors glgag the Greek. He turned from the
footpath and plunged into the wood, dashing awagrapirees, and thickets and
brambles with the swiftness of a wild animal. Hesvgane almost in the twinkling of
an eye.

“l say, you fellows, keep him off!” howled Bunter.

“You fat chump! He’s gone!” snapped Wharton.

“Oh crikey!” gasped Bunter. “I — | say, you fellowlet's get back to Greyfriars! Oh
dear! Hurry up, for goodness’ sake! Oh crumbshé#ttbeast comes back —6h

lor'!”

Billy Bunter started again, without waiting for esance from Bob. The juniors
resumed their way. For once they had to hurry epksace with Billy Bunter. The
sight of the Greek had revived all the fat Owl'sdes, and he was yearning to find
himself safe within the walls of Greyfriars — eviéMr. Quelch’s cane awaited him
there! He plugged on as fast as his fat little lemsld whisk, panting for breath.
“Looks as if that sportsman has been to the schwadlleft in rather a hurry!” grinned
Bob. “I suppose he’s making for his yacht before plolice can get hold of him.”

“l say, you fellows, hurry up —=

“Fathead! The man’s on the run,” said Harry. “Henteéato get out to sea before he
can be stopped.”

“Hurry up, you beast!”

The juniors chuckled, and hurried on after Buni¢érey had no doubt that Kalizelos
was making for his yacht, to get to sea at theesanpossible moment. But to Billy
Bunter, it seemed that the Greek’s fierce blaclseyere gleaming from every
shadow in the trees and thickets; and he plungetksperately, panting and gasping
— without even a blink at the lunch-basket. TheQatl did not slacken speed till the
wood was left behind, and they came out into Fekrd.ane. Even then he kept on at
a gasping trot till the school gates were reachiedrolled in, gurgling for breath.
There was an excited crowd in the quadrangle wheiuniors came in. Fellows were
discussing the escape of the man who had leapedtfre window of the visitors’
room in great excitement. Harry Wharton & Co. leatnvhat had happened by the
time they reached the House.



“l say, you fellows.” Bunter came to a halt at ld$say — groogh — I'm winded —

| say, I'm not going to see Quelch! If he asks abmua, tell him you couldn’t find me,
see? If you're going to see the beast, I'll mingtthasket for you while you're gone,
see?”

“Come on, fathead!”

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

The Famous Five proceeded to their Form mastarty/sBilly Bunter rolled in
reluctantly with them. To his surprise and to hisaj relief, Mr. Quelch took no
particular notice of him. Billy Bunter did not, e supposed, fill his Form master’'s
thoughts to the exclusion of all other matters. @uelch gave his attention to
Wharton.

“Please tell me exactly what occurred, Wharton,sal.

He listened quietly, while the captain of the Remtsld him of the rescue of Bunter
and the flight from the yacht’s boat. Then he tdrteethe fat Owl. Bunter quaked.
But the Remove master did not refer to his “bal6nh the study. He told Bunter to
give him a succinct account of what had happendtéwle was with the Greek. He
made no comment till the fat junior had finishetlel he came to the subject which
was uppermost in Bunter’'s mind, if not in everybadise’s.

“You have broken detention this afternoon, Buntgking advantage of my absence
from the study

“I — I didn't ——"

“What?”

‘I — I'mean, | — | wasn't —=

“Be silent, Bunter! | shall not punish you, asa@shurned out so very fortunately,”
said Mr. Quelch. “your disrespectful, unthinkingpfish and absurd conduct has had
the unexpected result of giving us warning thatlagoboy in the Remove is in
danger; and that danger can now be guarded aggorghis reason, | shall pardon
you.”

“Oh!” gasped Bunter. “Good! | — | mean ——

“You may leave the study.”

Bunter was only too glad to leave the study. Hefeaded that he would have to
remain there to complete that unfinished impositiée rolled away with fat
satisfaction in his face.

“You have acted very well and very sensibly, Whaytsaid Mr. Quelch graciously.
“But for the warning you gave me by telephone, Kellbs would certainly have seen
Mauleverer, and the boy’s safety might have beelaegered. The police will now be
looking for the rascal. You may go, my boys.”

The Famous Five followed Bunter from the study.

“I fancy the bobbies will be looking for that Gred&hnny rather too late,” remarked
Bob Cherry, as they went down the passage. “He 'asimg any time getting back
to his yacht. He’s got the anchor up before this.”

“Let’s go up and see!” suggested Nugent; and thes went up to the Remove
dormitory, from which there was a clear view of &gy, far away across the tree-
tops.

There was no longer an anchored yacht to be setbe ipay. But far away seaward a
black trail of smoke lay against the sky, and untlarspeck on the sea was vanishing
into the east. Even as the juniors watched, theksgisappeared from sight; and only
a blur of smoke, dispersing in the wind, remain€ahstantinos Kalizelos was gone!



CHAPTER FOURTEEN
UP TO BUNTER!

LORD MAULEVERER, of the Remove, the following dayas the cynosure of

all eyes at Greyfriars School.

His lordship, earl and millionaire as he was, wasmwdest a youth by nature, that he
seldom filled much space in the public eye. But thas all changed now — rather to
his lazy lordship’s discomfort. Mauly did not likiee limelight.

But there was no help for Mauly! He had the limletigow, whether he liked it or not.
Fellows who hardly knew him stopped him in the qoathe passages to ask him
about the mysterious scarab, and the mysteriouskGvho had, apparently, come all
the way from Egypt after it.

Great men of the Sixth Form, even prefects, weerasted in the matter: and Mauly
was even asked to tea in a Sixth Form study that da

In the Remove, of course, there was only one tepi€alizelos the Greek, and his
guest of Mauleverer’'s mysterious scarab.

Most of the fellows, probably, had never heard starabaeus before; but they all
heard about it now.

Billy Bunter had told his tale of adventure fifiynes at least; and it grew more and
more wonderful every time he told it — Billy Bunteot being trammelled by any
special regard for facts.

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

It appeared now — since Bunter had had time foorsgthoughts — that it was not
merely to dodge out of detention that he had pldysdveird pranks the previous day.
It was — on second thoughts — with the object efrggold Mauly from danger, that
Bunter ‘had, as it were, rushed into the breachfaBtrom being scared, or
frightened, or anything of that sort, Bunter had@mto the thing with cool courage
and presence of mind, regardless of peril, andedntior Mauly’s sake. And Bunter
seemed quite pained when this version of the stanich really was ever so much
better, evoked nothing but laughter in the Remove.

Probably a hundred times, that day, Lord Maulevess called upon to tell fellows
about that mysterious scarab.

But Mauly had little to tell.

Like many fellows born to great possessions, Maudg rather indifferent to those
possessions. Certainly he had never given muchtitte if any, to the collection of
Egyptian antiquities which the late earl had braughme to Mauleverer Towers.
“Yaas, there’s a scarab,” Lord Mauleverer admittéufact, there’s a lot of jolly old
scarabs. As far as | can make out, Egypt used sbaaed with scarabs, which seems
to be some sort of a grasshopper “

“Beetle, ass!” said Harry Wharton.

“Is it a beetle?” asked Mauly innocently. “Yaaswnbcome to think of it, it's a beetle
or something of the sort. | don’t like beetles nyse loathe 'em, in fact — but the
jolly old Gippies seem to have been frightfully goon beetles.”

“They had sacred beetles, fathead — sort of supetst stuff like mascots,” said
Bob Cherry. “They wore them as amulets.”

“Did they?” yawned Mauly. “Queer taste, what? W#ikre’s lots of them in the
Egyptian Room at Mauleverer Towers — lots and’lots.

“But it's one special one that Kalizelos was aftegid Nugent. “According to



Bunter, he called it the Golden Scarab — the salseede of A-Menah which —=—
“Yaas, | believe | sort of remember it,” said Maubjn ugly little beast of a thing,
made of gold, though, with queer marks on it. Werflew quid, very likely — and
that Greek johnny must be off his rocker if he’allewilling to give a thousand
pounds for it, as he told Bunter.”

“It must be worth more than a few quid, fathea@itdsBob, “if that sportsman is
trying to kidnap you to get hold of it.”

“Yaas; but | don’t see it! Anyhow, he won't get dadf it now, or of me, either!”
chuckled his lordship. “Wasn't it jolly lucky th#te Greek sportsman got hold of
Bunter yesterday by mistake? Fancy Bunter cominiseful, you know.”

“Is that all you know about your own scarab, Mautly?

“That’s the lot, dear men.”

“Then what the thump does Kalizelos want it for?”

“Goodness knows.”

Evidently, Lord Mauleverer knew little enough abthe# mysterious scarab that had
brought the lawless Greek from Cairo. But whalditie knew he had to repeat over
and over again to curious fellows; till he was ipessibly bored with the subject; and
wished from the bottom of his heart that the Scaeal of A-Menah had never been
in his possession at all.

Of the Greek, nothing more was heard. The yachs baa steamed promptly out of
Pegg Bay, and vanished into the North Sea; amwbkdd as if Kalizelos was gone for
good. It was rather doubtful exactly how far he heradered himself amenable to the
law. He could scarcely be charged with kidnappasgthe fatuous Owl of the Remove
had gone on board the yacht of his own accord,ghdlere could be no doubt as to
his intentions. And though Bunter had been threatehe had not, after all, been
harmed.

But the Greek evidently did not want to put the terato the test. He had fled in his
yacht, and so far as could be learned by the pdheeZeus was no longer in English
waters.

He had failed, and his failure had put Mauleverehis guard! It was certain that, as
Mauly remarked, Billy Bunter had come in useful éorce.

Mauly’s opinion was that the Greek had gone badkigawn country — aware that
the game was up, and going while the going was good

That seemed probable to the other fellows, withe@xweption. The exception was
Billy Bunter.

Billy Bunter dropped into Mauleverer’s study thaeaing, with a very serious
expression on his fat face, after prep.

Mauly suppressed a groan. Billy Bunter had, howsgaynintentionally and
inadvertently, done his lordship a great servioel Billy Bunter was not the man to
let it be forgotten. Mauly felt that it was up torhto give Bunter his head, in the
circumstances. So instead of groaning at the sifgtite fat Owl, his lordship
contrived to smile.

“Take a pew, old bean,” he said.

Bunter sat down, blinking at him through his bigsacles with alarming
seriousness.

“I've been thinking this over, Mauly,” he said.

“Yaas.”

“I've saved you from fearful danger, old chap —-~—

“You’ve mentioned that before!” murmured Lord Mavdeer.

“If you're going to be an ungrateful beast, Mauly—=



“Oh dear!”

“There’s not a lot of fellows,” said Bunter severeiwho would let themselves be
collared by a desperate, ferocious kidnapper, e aaother fellow from danger,
Mauly. There’s precious few.”

“Oh, quite,” said Mauly, “and you’re not one of tfeav, old bean!”

“Oh, really, Mauly —=

“Is that Toddy calling you in the passage, Bunter?”

“No, it isn’t! I've been thinking this over, Mauly!ve saved you from one fearful
danger, as you know. But you're still in danged ochap! You fancy that Greek
blighter has gone —=

“Looks like it, old fat man.”

“Well, my idea is this,” said Bunter. “He’s cleareff, to keep away from the peelers,
but he’s going to hang on somewhere, on the qamet,have another try at the scarab,
see?”

“Shouldn’t wonder,” yawned Mauly. “He seems a detieed sort of bloke. Is that
Bob Cherry callin’ you?”

“No, it isn’'tl As you're still in fearful danger, uly, and as I've saved you once, I'm
going to keep on looking after you.”

“Awf’ly good of you, Bunter!” groaned Mauly. “I sayid | hear Wharton shoutin’ to
you?”

“No, you didn’t! Now, while you’re here at schoghbu’re fairly safe,” pursued
Bunter. “I can keep an eye on you, see?”

“Oh! Yaas! Thanks!”

“But we break up for the hols. in a day or two, olép! Once out of my sight, what
will you feel like?”

“No end bucked!” said Mauly.

“What?”

“I — I mean, it’s all right,” said Mauleverer hasti“Don’t you worry, Bunter!”

“You see, | can't help worrying,” said Bunter, sirakhis head. “When a pal’s in
danger, I'm not likely to think of myself — not thim one of those fellows who
think much about themselves, anyhow. I'm goingde gou through, Mauly. I've had
a lot of invitations for the holidays, but I'm tung them all down on your account,
old chap. I've come here to tell you that you caply on me!”

“Oh gad!” groaned Lord Mauleverer.

“Rely on me, old fellow,” said Bunter. “I'm comingome with you for the holidays,
and keeping an eye on you all the time. You'll belanger — fearful danger — but
with me there, you —”

“Oh dear!”

“With me there, you will be all right. It's up toenand I'm going to do it,” said
Bunter. “I've already written to a lot of people a/are keen to have me for the vac,
telling them it can’t be done. I'm sticking to yadauly.”

“Don’t!” groaned his lordship.

“Eh?”

“Stick to somebody else, old fellow—there’s a gabep.”

“Oh, really, Mauly! If that's what you call gratitie ——

“Oh dear!”

“I'm used to ingratitude,” said Bunter. “But, reglithis is rather thick, Mauly, after
I've saved your life and ——”

“‘Groan!”

“If you don’t want me to come home with you for thelidays, Mauleverer, after I've



saved your life ——”

“‘Groan!”

“I say, Mauly, what'’s the matter with you?”

“You!”

“Beast!” roared Bunter. “| — | — | mean, you wilbke your little joke, old chap! It's
all right — I'll come! I'm not the man to let a pdbwn when he’s in danger! Is it
settled, old fellow?”

“I'm afraid so!” groaned Mauly dismally.

“He, he, he!” Bunter decided to take that answea gke. “All right, then — it's a
go, Mauly! Rely on me to stick to you at Maulevefemwers all through the vac. It's
up to me.” Bunter rose from the chair. “I'll cubalg now and tell Smithy, and
Temple of the Fourth, and Hilton of the Fifth, egkes of the Sixth, that | shan’t be
able to accept their invitations. We're going tod@a jolly time together these hols,
Mauly, what?”

Bunter rolled out of the study, leaving Lord Matdesr blinking after him dismally
— not looking like a fellow who was expecting aydime at all!

CHAPTER FIFTEEN
WHO'’S FOR EGYPT?

“EGYPT!”

“Yaas!”

It was the last evening of the term. The Famous Bivhe Remove were gathered in
Study No. 1. There was no prep that evening, aegWwere discussing the hols
instead of prep, a much more agreeable occupdiiiahyvas time for supper in the
Hall. Welcoming glances were turned on Lord Mautevevhen he ambled in; his
amiable lordship was a welcome visitor in any stiirarton pulled out the
armchair, and Mauly sank into it, crossed one eldgarousered leg over the other,
smiled cheerfully at the Five, and propounded thergwhether they knew anything
about Egypt.

The Famous Five grinned. Mauly in search of knogéedas rather a new Mauly. He
had not, perhaps, quite so rooted an objectiorcqaiang knowledge as Billy Bunter
had. But he did not like the process.

“You want to know about Egypt?” asked Harry.

“Yaas.”

“Well, we've had some Egypt in geography class. é&’country in Africa, old bean,
chiefly composed of the banks of the River Nile.”

“I know that much,” admitted Lord Mauleverer, “ahknow that some jolly old
beans named Pharaoh used to reign there, and dmenofcame a mucker in the Red
Sea with all his giddy chariots and horses. It e@snised by — by — was it
Christopher Columbus?”

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the Famous Five.

“Wrong?” asked Mauly.

“Just a few!” chuckled Nugent. “Egypt was conquerad partly colonised by
Alexander the Great — if that's what you mean —elfyjold Greek.”

“Yaas, that’s it. | knew it was somebody,” assenally. “I'm not bad at history,
you know. Not a whale on it — but not bad!”

“Later, it was a Roman province —-declared Bob Cherry.

“And the Arabs mopped it up —=said Johnny Bull.

“And the Turks “said Wharton. “Lots of people toakurn. And the French, in



Napoleon’s time. Then there were the Mamelukes thedjiddy Turkish pashas, and
after them Tommy Atkins dropped in and set the @lacrights.”

“Oh! Yaas! Frightfully interestin’, isn’t it?” sailauly, yawning. “But what | chiefly
want to know is, is it fearfully hot in the summer?

“Terrifically, my esteemed Mauly!” said Hurree Jah&am Singh.

“Like a furnace, what?” asked Mauly.

“More or lessfully.”

“Dangerous animals — lions and tigers and thingsKed Mauly. “Poisonous
serpents, and ferocious brigands, and things hi&é?t

“Not exactly,” said Wharton, staring. “What the kikms ——Plenty of scorpions, |
believe.”

“Well, scorpions are dangerous, ain’t they?”

“They're not nice! But what “Frightfully hot, aneéeking with scorpions!” said Lord
Mauleverer thoughtfully. “I think I'll go.”

The Famous Five gazed at Lord Mauleverer. Thatifiate youth was able to spend
his holidays in any country he chose to name, esgpéeing no object. But why he
should select a country because it was frightfndy, and had scorpions in it, was
rather a mystery.

“You see, my uncle, old Brooke, is going out to gigiyexplained Lord Mauleverer.
“He’s got a lot of land in a sort of fruity part tife country, called the What’s-its-
name —

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

“I — I mean the what-do-you-call-it —=—

“Ah! That makes it quite clear!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“The — the — the “ Mauly made a mental effort. “Thethe Fayyum! Goodness
knows what the Fayyum is — | don’t, and don’t wama lot. But nunky’s got a big
estate there, and there’s some question of cudticenal, or something, and he’s
going to see about it, and it occurred to him thraight like to go. Far as | know,
people go to Egypt for the winter, and it's not whau’'d call a summer resort. Still, a
lot of people must live there all the year round—-sappose it will be all right. After
all, the hotter it is the better, in a way — if yausure of the scorpions.”

“What the thump —=

“What | mean is, Bunter’s comin’ home with me foethols,” said Lord Mauleverer.
“He says I'm under a fearful obligation to him, drsuppose he knows. Think Bunter
would like a fearfully hot country, stacked withoggions?”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the Famous Five.

“I hardly think he would,” said Mauleverer hopefulAnd if he wouldn’t care to go,
it makes Egypt seem rather attractive, doesn't it?”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“If Bunter asks you anythin’ about Egypt, don’t det to mention the scorpions, will
you?” asked Mauly. “You might pile 'em on a bit,rpaps! Think you find scorpions
in the beds at the hotels?”

“Hardly!” grinned Bob. “Chiefly in the jolly old tmbs, I think.”

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

“Bags of it!”

“That’'s where you perish miserably of thirst, isti®” asked Mauly. “Well, if Bunter
asks you anythin’ about Egypt, put it on a bit attbe desert — and fearful
sufferings from thirst. Hunger, too — that will mreBunter think!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”



“And don’t forget the fearful heat — like a furnaicesummer — and the scorpions
— awful scorpions, and — and | think you might pug lion or a tiger, or so.
What?”

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the Famous Five.

“And plague,” said Mauly. “Bunter’s bound to hatague — plagues are awfully
dangerous.,’

“But there isn’t any plague, fathead!”

“Oh, draw it mild!” said Mauly. “I may not be a wieaon history, but I've heard
about the plagues of Egypt.”

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

“There might be one left over,” said Mauly. “Youvuee know — in the East, you
know. If you mention them to Bunter you can paghtly over the date ——

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“But we shan’t be seeing Bunter, fathead,” saidriidiWe shall break up tomorrow,
and we’re all looking forward to not seeing Buragain till next term.”

“But he’s coming home with me, so he says, at |éaatd Mauly, “and I'm afraid he
means it. Ain’t you fellows coming to Egypt with Rie

The Famous Five stared.

“Are we?” gasped Bob Cherry.

“I hope so! Jolly country, you know,” said Mauleeepersuasively. “Lots of tombs
— for fellows who like 'em — fellow who pegged aait of a sudden would find one
handy —=

“Oh, my hat!”

“And — and sunshine,” said Mauleverer. “No end whshine. And — and camels!
And — and dates — they grow on palms, you knowre~yau fellows fond of
dates? Succulent fruit, | believe. You'd better edim

“‘But, you ass —=

“Now look here, why can’t you fellows come with rfee the hols?” demanded Lord
Mauleverer.

“You haven't asked us yet, fathead!” roared Bob i©he

Lord Mauleverer started.

“Haven't | really?” he ejaculated.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I knew there was somethin’ | was goin’ to say twyellows the other day, only |
forgot —~

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Sure | didn’'t ask you?” inquired Mauly. “Well, I'mskin’ you now. We'll put in a
week at Mauleverer Towers, if you'll come; and show you that jolly old scarab
that the Greek sportsman was after, what? If tseseme jolly old secret about it, you
may be able to spot it. Then we’ll fix it up for ¥g. Nunky rather wants me to go,
and he says | can bring any friends | like. Yolofek are friends of mine, aren’t
you?”

“Bosom pals, if you're standing a holiday in Egypid bean.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“The only drawback is that Bunter’s comin’ — butuwmen can stand him for a
week, can't you? And he will want to give Egypt && if you pile it on about the
fearful heat, and the awful scorpions ——

“The pilefulness will be terrific.”

“Is it a go, then?” asked Mauly, detaching him$edfn the armchair.



“We shall have to ask our people first — but | #you can call it a go, old bean,”
said Harry Wharton smiling.

“Good egg! Jolly glad you're comin’, old things -~we don’t drop Bunter, you can
help me stand him. But if you tell him a lot abthg plagues and things ——

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Lord Mauleverer nodded amiably, and ambled ouhefstudy. A moment later he put
his head back into the doorway.

“Wasn't there a famine in Egypt once?” he askedge®m to have heard somethin’ of
the sort.”

“Ha, ha! Yes!”

“Well, look here, if you could give Bunter a softidea that it was still on, you know
“Ha, ha, ha!”

“And don’t forget the scorpions!”

And Lord Mauleverer ambled away, leaving the Fanféiue chortling.

CHAPTER SIXTEEN
OFF FOR THE HOLIDAYS!

“I SAY, you fellows

“Hallo, hallo, hallo, old fat frump!”

“You're not gone yet?” said Billy Bunter, blinkireg the chums of the Remove.
“Do we look as if we're gone?” asked Bob. The gaoh&dss is not terrific, my
esteemed fat Bunter,” smiled the Nabob of Bhanipur.

“Well, most of the fellows are gone,” said Bunt&rime you started. You'll lose your
train.”

The Famous Five chuckled. Greyfriars School waaking up for the summer
holidays, and, as Bunter said, a lot of the fellovese gone already. Billy Bunter was
not gone — he was not going till Lord Mauleveremiyeind Lord Mauleverer was
not going till the big car arrived to take him awayat tremendous car was even now
turning in at the gates of Greyfriars, and glidiupgto the House, and the Famous
Five, standing on the steps, watched it coming.

Billy Bunter was not yet aware that the Famous keee booked for Mauleverer
Towers. The holiday in Egypt could not be definiteéttled till they had
communicated with home — though the chums of the®& had no doubt about it
— but, anyhow, they were going home with Mauly dowveek at the Towers.
Nobody, however, had taken the trouble to mentian tircumstance to the fat Owl.
“Here comes Mauly’s car,” said Bunter. “Well, | $Hzave to say good-bye to you
fellows. Sorry | can’'t take you with me.”

“But it would hardly do,” explained Bunter. “A feilv can be pally with all sort of
fellows at school, but when he’s staying with kedtfriend, he has to be a bit
particular, you know.”

“Oh!”

“I hope you'll have a good time in your humble haneld chaps,” said Bunter
generously.

“Thanks awfully!” said Harry Wharton gravely.

“The thankfulness is terrific, my esteemed andtidiBunter.”

“Well, you'd better be off,” said Bunter. “Wheretkat ass Mauly — slacking about
somewhere | suppose? Topping car, isn't it — ria iny pater’s Rolls — of course
— still, a good car. Look here, you fellows, if ysihanging about to see Mauly —



“Just that!” said Bob cheerily.

“Oh, you own up, do you?” sneered Bunter. “Weltah tell you there’s nothing
doing. If you'd treated me a bit more decently tieisn, I'd have put in a word for
you — in fact, asked Mauly to ask you. But have yr@ated me decently? Only
yesterday you refused to cash a postal order foMiarton —=

“I'll refuse again to-day, if you like, fatty.”

“You kicked me the day before yesterday, Bull =——

“Like another?” asked Johnny Bull.

“Taking you all round, you’re an ungrateful lotdid Bunter. “Now, look here, cut
off! Fishing for invitations for the holidays istheer rotten, you know.”

“You ought to know!” agreed Nugent.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“It's rather thick, hanging on to see Mauly, liked,” said Bunter scornfully. “I must
say | despise fellows who grease up to a wealtlyp cand fish for invitations, and all
that. Not the sort of thing that | could do myself.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Blessed if | can see anything to cackle at. Loekely here comes Mauly — now, the
sooner you fellows clear off the better. If youdgryou're going to stick on to Mauly,
you can wash it right out. I'm looking after my pdauly, and | can jolly well tell you
that I'm not going to let a blessed Bank Holidagwd glue on to him —=~

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here’s the jolly old car, Md” roared Bob Cherry.

“Yaas, old bean!”

Lord Mauleverer came out of the House. “For goodhsake, cut off, you fellows!”
snapped Bunter. “Go and catch your train — and tadur third-class tickets — he,
he, he! Leave old Mauly alone. If you fancy yousteking on to us, | can only say
Yaroooooooooop!”

Billy Bunter made that final remark unintentionalfs Johnny Bull gave him a gentle
push, which tipped him off the steps.

Bump, bump, bump, bump!

Billy Bunter negotiated the House steps rather dikmarrel, roaring as he rolled, and
he landed in the quad spluttering.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Yooooop!”

Billy Bunter sat up.

“Ready, you men?” asked Lord Mauleverer cheerfuBaggage on, what? Get the
baggage on, Watson!”



Bunter scrambled to his feet. He set his spectattagyht on his fat little nose, and
gave the Famous Five a devastating blink, as thmealown to the big car.

“l say, Mauly — howled Bunter.

“Yaas, old fat bean.”

“If you've asked these fellows ——

“Yaas.”

“Well, look here, | see enough of them in the tertoo much, in fact, and | don’t
want to see anything of them in the hols, see?tdw8unter.

“Yaas.”

“And if they’re coming I’'m jolly well not!”

“You don’t mean that, old chap?” asked Mauly.

“I do!” said Bunter firmly. “Leave them out, or lea me out. | mean it, Mauly!”
“Good! You fellows can’t possibly desert me nowalidMauleverer. “Tumble in!
Good-bye, Bunter!”

“Wha-a-t?”

“Good-bye! Pleasant hols, old man! See you next fer

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Lord Mauleverer and the Famous Five packed therasehto the car. Billy Bunter
glared at them, with a glare that almost crackedspectacles.

“Why, you — you beast!” he gasped. “I — | — | meamy dear old chap, | wouldn’t
let you down for worlds! | say, you fellows, malem for a chap!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Comin’ after all?” asked Mauly.

“Yes, old fellow, I'm not the man to let you dowrsaid Billy Bunter affectionately.
“Is it likely?”

“Fraid not,” agreed Lord Mauleverer. And Williame@8rge Bunter was in the car as
it rolled away from Greyfriars; though had Willia@eorge been able to foresee the
wild adventures that were in store for him, it islpable that he would have let his pal
Mauly down, with a bump!






