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BUNTER COURT!
ran him to earth in the tuek-
“It wasn't me!” said Bunter.

By BOB CHERRY.
BUHTER'E first words when I
shop were: “It wasn’t me !”
“Ehf
firmly. “If youw ask my opinion, old
chap, it was Mrs. EKebble's cat. I

never even knew you had any dough-
nuts in your study cupboard. Even
ff I1 had, I shouldn’'t have touched
em M
“Oho!” I roared. “So you've
seofied my doughnuts, eh?”
“Certainly not! I wouldn’t dream

of such a thing, old chap. And auy-
way, they tasted jolly stale !

“You're a purloining, prevari-
cating porpoise I I said steraly, “A
nice beginning this is, I must say, to
a special interview in which I want
you to tell the truth.”

Bunter registered relief.

“Is that all you want, Beob, old
chap? Well, if it's the truth vou're
looking for, you couldn’t have come
to a better chap to get it. You know
my reputation for telling the truth !

*“I do—but in spite of that I'll still
have the interview!” I chuckled.
“* Herald * readers are clamourin
for the truth about Bunter Court,
and the Editor has sent me to get it.
You can have a ginger-pop and three
jam tarts out of the fgnds while
you're giving it me.”

“Thanks, old chap!” grinned the
fat Owl, promptly fielding a jam tart
from the counter and burying his
teeth into it. “You shall have it!
Bunter Court is a noble pile, stand-

ing in a tremendous strefch of
gorgeons grounds—miles and miles of
‘em, you know! When yon walk up

the crazy paving through the fromt
garden——"
“Front garden? I gasped.
“Ahem! I mean L‘npte:ﬂugh the
spacious parkland ¥ corrected Bunter
hastily. “When you walk through
the spacious parkland, you see before
you a vista of geraniums——"*
“Feraniums
“That iz to say, oak-trees!
Magnificent old ocaks, you know!
They’re a marvellous sight. The
n¢ighbours each side look over their
fonces and admire ‘em——-"
“They—they look over their
fences #” 1 r%z;-a‘wd almost dazedly,
“"Hem | rough telescopes, of
course—powerful telescopes ! ex-
plained Bunter. “They attract a lot
of attention, I can tell you. The
pater plants them every year—"
“Pi pi})-}_:lili?nts oak-trees £
“'Hem | hat I mean is, they've

| will help
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beéen there for hundreds of years—
sort of family heirlooms, and all

that! TWell, when you get to the
doorstep—"

* D-d-doorstep &
“Er—I should say the magnificent
flight of marble steps leading to the

broad, sweeping terrace,” amended |
Bunter, "T'ﬁen

you get to the door,

anyway, you are welcomed by Mary,
our cook-general——*

“Cook-general I I yelled.

“Zlip of the tongue!
meant, old chap, was that you are
welcomed™ by a  double

wdered and liveried flunke

unter, attacking a second
“You are shown
YOOI 1]

“The whatter?”

“Or rather, into one of our lavishly
appointed great receptiod-halls. Then
the pater comes in; and if you're
Eeeklﬁh, bhe'll take you into the
sitchenette—"

“ Kik-kik-kik—"

"I mean, he'll send the butler
down into the enormous wine-cellars

2 gaid
m tart.

for a hottle of pop—er—a bottle of

rare old vintage port, I should say !
Then he'll take you into the living-
1"{113]31—”
“D-d-did I hear you say——*
“He'll take you into the great
galleried dining-hall of the Bunters,”
corrected Bunter quickly, as he

£ | polished off his third jam tart. “And

—you did say have some more, didn’t
u:JJ

“Zorry, old fat beau!™ I grinned.
“I'm paying for those three and the
pop, and then I'm buzzing 17

“But you said you wanted the
truth—>"

"I did. @I'm going to look for it
here when I get hack fo my study,”
I said, tapping the notebook in which
I had been recovding the interview.
“Lauckily, I've got just the thing that
me.,"”

“YWhat's that®”

" A microscope I” I grinned; and I
buzzed out of the tuckshep, leaving
Bunter speechless.

Shorts!

Tretter, our page, has bought a pet
tortoise. He'd better keep it on a lead,
becanse he'd never be able to catch
it if it ran awavy.

Loder had a bad egg at breakfast
this morning. Birds of a feather—

SINNEMA SENNARIO FOR
cALE.—Famous orther has ritten a
1st klass sennario for a film company.
What offers? Feecherine 5t Sam’s
and Dr, Birchemall, who could be
layed by Clark Gable or Boris

arloff. No offer of , £1,000 or over
refewsed. Write: R. NUGENT,
Grevfriars Skool.

What 1

row of

into the -frnut.

THE UNPARDONABLE
CRIME !

By BOB CHERRY AGAIN.

Something was. wromg on this
particular Sunday morning. I could
tell it as soon as I arrived in the
quad.

When I saluted North of the Bixth
with a cheery grin and a wave of the
hand, the old bean responded with 4
chilling star¢ and elevated eyebrows.

When I saw Temple of the Fourth,
he gaped and said: “Oh gad!” in a
faint and horrified voice.

When I met Gosling, he seratched
his nose and shook his head sadly and
tramped off, muttering that he dida't
{!;:gn?w what Greyfriars was a-coming

I felt a trifle mystified. It was a
bright and breezy morning—just the
sort of day to set lambs dancing and
prefects prancing and so om. l;gii']:ur.r,
then, was everybody.so blue?

Pondering on the }:-rnhlem, I
turned my footsteps in the dircetion
of the s 1 chapel, hoping to spot
the rest of the Co. before they went
in to morning service.

I passed Tubb of the Third, en
route. He stood aside to make way
for me, and pave me a long-drawn-
]T‘lt’ mournful whistle as T passed

im.

A little farther on, 1 bum into
Vernon-Smith. The Bounder rave
me a pathetic look, then buried his
face in his hands and sobbed aloud !

Really, it was becoming distressing.
There must he some reasom why
everybody I met was so upset. What
was it?

I came in sight of the school
chapel. At the same moment there
was a gasp behind me and a stern
voice said “CHERRY !

“Yes, sir™ I said, capping Mr.
Queleh respectfully,

“Cherry ! This 1s—is ontrageons '™
cried the beak, his steely eyes gleams
ing quite ferociously as they surveyad
me. “0Oh, to think that I should
have lived to see this day ! Wingate I?

“wir!” came from the skipper.

“Take charge of this wretched ho
immediately ! Place him in a cell
and see that he is put on a diet of
bread and water. I will interview
the Head and i

“But what's wrong, sir?” I cried,
tumbling at last to the fact that it
was little me that was making cvery-
body so peeved. “What have I
done”

“HOW DARE YOU, CHERRY—
HOW DARE YOU, I ASK—TURN
UP TO CHURCH PAEADE IN

‘BROWN EHOES



THE HOLIDAY GUESTS AT EASTCLIFF LODGE ON THE KENTISH <COAST
MAKE THE DISCOVYERY THAT DESPERATE MEN ARE DOGGING THEIR
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The startled Bunter blinked at a

NOT NICE !

ILLY BUNTER awoke.
It was midnight.
He sat uyp in Dbed and
blinked round. him in the gloom.

It was gquite an unaceustomed hour
for Billy Bunter to awake. Seldom,
or never, did the fat Owl of the
Greyfriars Remove hear the chimes
at midunight. At the witching hLour
of night, Bunter was pgencrally fast
asleep, if not silent—his steady snore
waking the echoes like an unending
melody.

But circumstances alter cases.

Had Billy Bunter been in his bed
in the Remove dormitory at Grey-
friars School, no doubt he would
have slumbered on till the rising-bell
clanzed in the dewy morn.

But Bunter was far from Grey-
friara mnow, the old school having
broken up for the Easter holidays.

It was his first night at Eastcliff
Lodge, the hanpdsome residence of
Sir William Bird on the south-cast
coast.

Harry Wharton & Co. shared a big
room—they liked to be together, as
at Greyfriars. Bunter preferred a
room to himself, and had one.
Which was satisfactory to Bunter,
also to the Famous Five, who had
quite enough of Bunter's snore in the
dormitory at Grevfriars,

Sitting up in bed, Billy Bunter
roped for his big spectacles and
jammed them on his fat little nose.

(Copyright in the Tailted States of America.

FOOTSTEPS. WHY ?
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Faintly through the mild spring
night came the boom of the sca on
the cliffs. There was no other sound
in the silence. But it was not that
sound that had awakened Billy
Bunter.

Bunter had been dreaming,

It had been a lovely dream—ahout
a cake!

That was why Bunter had awak-
ened,

At Greyfriars, Bunter had to get
through the long stretch between
supper and brekker without anything
to cat. It was tough; but, at echool,
a fellow had to toe the line, tough
as it was.

In holiday-time matters were much
improved—at least, in holidays when
the fat Owl suceeeded in planting
himsclf out.

Supper at Easteliff Lodge had
hecn hospitable and ample. Bunter
had done 1t full justice. Likewise,
he had put a cake under a fat arm
when he left the supper-table and
conveyed the same to his room,
Bunter was not usually likely to

HARRY WHARTON & CO.

of GREYFRIARS in An

Amazing New Holiday Ad-
venture.
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spot of light which gleamed out suddenly from the dark hall below.
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wake; but if he did wake, it was
certain  that he would wake up
hungry. Bunter was the fellow to
take precautions in really important
matters, when precautions were prac-
ticable.

The surprised gaze of the butler
when he walked off with the cake
did not worry Bunter. Bunter was
not at Eastelif Lodge to bother
about butlers. If Harry Wharton &
Co. gave him expressive glances, e
did not even mnotice them.

That cake was deposited
Bunter's bedside table.

Naturally it haunted his dreams,
Bunter had slept like a top for a
couple of hours. Now he was awake,
and it was entirely due to the cake.
A beautiful dream was about to
change into & Dbeautiful reality.
Bunter stretched out a fat hand for
his bedside light to switch it on,

Click !

No light came.

“Blow !" grunted Bunter.

He was still in the dark.

It was irritating. That bedside
light had been in perfeet order when
he turned in; he had switched it off
last thing before laying his fat head
on the pillow. Now it was off.

There was another switch by the
door. But to reach that mcant get-
tine out of bed. Bumnter had a con-
stitutional objection to gﬁtting out

TrE Macxer Lmrany.—No. 1,677.
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i
of bed, if he could help it. He

remained where he was.

After all, a fellow did not need a
light to eat & cake. Bunfer could
eat in the dark: He could, in fact,
eat anywhere, in any circumstances,

He groped for the cake.

His fat hands established contact,
and he lifted the cake from the table

and rested it on his fat knees,
hunched up under the hedﬂggma.
Had it been light, and had there

been an eye to see, s beatific smile
could have been discerned on Billy
Bunter’s fat features. .

His little round eyes glistened with
anticipation behind hiz big round
spéctacles.

This was life!

A three-pound cake was not too
much for Bunter. It was, perhaps,
hardly encugh! But it would see
him through nicely till morning. It
was & scrumptious cake, with lots of
plums in it, Buater was Em to
enjoy life—and then si Eac.k
happily into the land of dreams.

fat Owl snapped off a large
hunk of cake, He opened the largest
mouth in the Greyfriars Remove to
its fullest extent, He jammed in the
hunk of cake.

Large as the mouth was, it was
ﬁlleﬂr%a capacity. Bunter crunched
—happily !

But, as the poet has
happinens too ewiftly flies!

ntef gave one crunch. _

Then there waa something like a
voleanic explosion in that apartment
at Bastclif Todge.

“ Groovoooggh

Fragments of a large mouthful of
cake shot in all directions. Bunter
had been eager to get that cake im.
Now he seemed atill more eager to
get it out.

“Urrrrggh 1 .

Bunter spluttered frantically.

“ﬂ].'ﬁﬂﬂﬂ%‘h! Salt! Urrrrgh!
Pepper! Woooogh! Vinegar!
Yurrrgph !* gurgled the fat L
“Beasto! Urrggh! = That Deast
Cherry ! Wurr‘gl::g I Urrgh 2

It was awiul!

It was iniquitous!

That cake had been absolutely
scrumptious when Bunter deposited
1t on Ei& bedside table. It was lesa
scrumptions now. The most scrump-
tious cake was hound to deteriorate,
if some inmiquitous practical joker
sprinkled it with salt and pepper and
dlgenched it with vinegar.

And that was what had happened.

One of the Famous Five—that
blithering idiot, Bob Cherry, mno
doubt—had done thie! "He must
have come in after Bunter was
asleep and dome the fell deed., Per-
haps it was intended as a lesson in
good manners. Billy Bunter had no
use for a lesson in good manners;
what he wanted was a cake.

But he did not want that cake—
now !

For the first time in history, one
monthful of ecake was not only
enough for Bunter, but too much!

“%;ngghl Gurrggh!™ Billy
Bunter clawed at his mouth,

remarked,

in-

tensely disliking the mixed flavours
of salt, Iﬁpper, and vinegar. “Oh
crikey ! Beast! TUrrrggh!”

Tre Migxer Lnriry.—No. 1,67T.
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There was a thud as the cake
E?:.Em off the bed and landed on the
T.
_Bunter did mot care where it
landed. He did not want that cake,
He was fed up with that cake!

He sat and spluttered. He breathed
fury. His eyes glittered through his
spectacles. He knew now why his
light would not come on. Of course,
the beast bhad taken the lamp out of
the socket—just to make Bunter
start on that cake in the dark,
without discerning that it had been
doctored.

Billy Bunter rolled out of bed,
breathing rage and vengeance.

Bunter was not a veageful fellow,
as a rule. But some things are
beyond pardon—such as spoiling a
fellow's cake. A lionesa robbed of
her cubs had nothing on Bumter
robbed of a cake! fat Owl
fanut his dislike of turning out of

He turned our. He groped for
slippers, and jammed his feet into
them. Then he groped for the cake,
and grabbed it up. With the cake
in his fat hands, he rolled to the
door, _

Bob Cherry was going to have
that cake—jammed down on his
chivvy as hard as Bunter could jam
it! After which he might think
twice, or three times, before he
larked with & fellow's cake,

Billy Bunter, on the trail of ven-
geance, emerged from his room and
rolled along in the dark to the door
an_ the room occupied by the Famous

1VE.

A FACE FROM THE PAST !

b H'!" gasped Billy Bunter
suddenly.

He came to a sudden halt.

His startled eves and his spectacles

fixed on a spot of light in the black

darkness of the interior of Eastchif

Lodge.
T]%a fat Owl of Greyiriars was
groping his way alomg an oaken
allery over the hall of SBir William
ird’s mansion deep below.

On that gallery opened a number
of rooms; one of them the larg:
aponrtment where H ‘Wharton,

rank Nugent, John Bull, Bob
Cherry, and Hurree Singh had five
beds 10 & row,

Bunter was heading for that room,
roping along the massive oaken
hnlustrade on the side towards the
all.

All was black as a hat.

QOutside, the stars of spring-time
were gleaming on land and sea, but
the black-out "blinds at the bi
windows shut out every gleam
atarlight. ; _

A sudden spot of light, gleaming
from the dark hall below the gallery,
was startling, !

Bunter knew that it was past mid-
night. Every cccupant of Eastclif
Lodge had long been in bed. But

that spot of light showed that
someone was stirrin dn?i*nﬂtairﬂ. .
The startled Owl blinked at it

through the thick carvings of the vak
balustrade.

‘on the stairs.

He could see that it came from =
flaghlamp.

Not a sound was to be heard: who-
ever was carrying that light was
treading softly, making no noise,

“Oh " breathed Bumter again,

He felt an iocy trickle down his
mg-y back. The thought of burglard

ed into his fat mind at omcé:
Who else could be moving about so
gquietly in the sleeping house at thaf
hour?

The spot of light had crossed the
hall to the staircase. It glimmered
The man who carried
it—invisible to Bunter—was coming
up. .

From the bottom of his fat heart
Billy Bunter wished that he had not
gquitted his room. He had not bar-
gained for burglars. He made a
movement to retreat, but stopped at
Emﬁ Suppose the burglar heard

im?

Instead of retreating, the fat Owl
crouched down close by the balus-
trade. The gallery was a good fifteen
feet wide, and he was invisible in the
darkness. Unlesa the man actually
turned the light right on him, he
would . unseeing at a safe dis-
tance. All that the shivering fat
Owl had to do was to remain quiet.

The faintest of footfalls came to his
fat ears mow. It was a light tread,
but he could hear it as it came nearer
up the broad staircase.

Was it, after all, a burglar?

It dawned on Bunter’s fat brain
that it might be some member of the
household coming home late, and
treading lightly in order not to
awaken sleepers.

Now that he thought of that,
Bunter remembered .'!ermgn, Jermyn,
Sir William Bird's valet, had been
absent when the QGreyfriars party
arrived. They had heard of him, but
scen nothing of him so far.

He had been expected back that
day. He had not arrived, so far as
Billy Bunter knew. Trains were slow
and wuncertain in war-time. Billy
Bunter realised that this was ver
likely the manservant Jermyn

ting back late, letting bimself in
with a key and going quietly to
his room. His room, Bunter knew,

was on that gallery, next to Sir
William’s,

It was a comforting thought to the
fat junior,

But he was not taking chances, If
this was Jermyn coming in late, it
was all right. If it was not Jermyn,
it wasn't.

The fat Owl crouched in the dark,
and waited and watched,

The man, whoever he was, was
going to him,

He held the flashlamp in front of
him: the light did not swerve to-
wards Bunter. Suddenly, to Bunter’s
horror, it stopped: He dreaded to
see it turn om him. But it turned
in the opposite direction and gleamed
on an oaken deor—the door of the
room occupied by the Famous Five,

Behind the light Bunter could see
nothing of the man. Across the
gallery, he watched the spot of light
on the door of the juniors’ room,

Evidently, the man was interested
in that room. Why, Bunter could



not imngine, whether he was Jermyn
or & burglar.

But the fact was clear. There was
a settee by the wall near the door.
The unseen man placed the flashlamp
on it, and then knelt by the door,
with his car to the keyhole.

The light was now on him,

Billy nter, staring across the
allery, counld sece the side view of his
ace towards the light as his car was

presaed to the keyhole,

He conld guess why the man was
listening. t was to ascertain
whether the occupants of the room
were asleep. That could only mean
that e meant to enter if they were
asleep, as they were fairly certain to
be at that hour. He was making
sure first. Billy Bunter gave up the
idea that it could possibly be the
baronet's man coming in late. It
must be a burglar.

Then, as his eyes and his spectacles
were glued on the face that was now
clearly visible, Billy Bunter's fat
heart gave a jump, and he barely
suppressed a squeak of terror.

or it dawned on him that he knew
that face.
It was long since he had seen it,

bnt it was a face he knew. It was a
smooth, clean-shaven, eclear-cut faee,
with rather thin lips, and a well-
ghaped but rather sharp nose,

“Boames " breathed Bunter
audibly,

He remembered James Soames,
though till that moment he had for-

otten the existence of the smooth-
faced, smooth-spoken man who had
been Mr. Vernon-8mith’s valet at one
time—and many other things at other
times—a South Sea freebooter among
other things.

Billy Bunter hardly breathed.

It was Soames—he was sure it was

in-

Soames. The mere glim of that
smooth, quiet face struck terror fto
his fat heart., Soames! It was

James Soames, creeping in the silence
of the night in Easteliff Lodge !

Bunter crouched, petrified,

Obwiously, the man, whether he
was Soames or not, had not the
faintest suspicion that anyone was in
the dark gallery but himself.

For a long minute he listemed at
the door. Then he rose and opened
the door silently.

All was dark and silent within.
He listened again at the open door.
Then he picked up the flashlamp and
ﬂteigped into the room,

illy Bunter's fat heart almost died
within him. What was Soames up
to? What did he intend to do? The
fat Owl remained in a petrified state,
listening with all his ears.

The
minute in the room. Perhaps he had
stepped in to glance at the sleepers
now he was sure that they were sleep-
ing—perhaps to ascertsin who they
were. At all events, there was no
sound, and under a minute he stepped
out again, and closed the door as
silently as he had opened it.

The aspot of light passed on up the
gallery,

It wvanished—either shut off or
because a door had closed on it.

Billy Bunter was left blinking in
dense darkneéss,

It wos several minutes before he

man remained less than a o
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ventured to move, in the dread that
Soames might come back. But all
rsm asilent and still, and he stirred at
ast.

With the cake still under a fat arm
and the other arm groping, the fat
Owl stumbled across the gallery to
the juniors room. He was too terri-
fied to think of returning to his own.

He groped for the door-handle,
opened the door, and rolled in, and
E.rumptlj' shut the door after him,

hen & ascared squeak broke the
silence of the room where the Famous
Five were sleeping the healthy, sound
sleep of happy youth :

“I1 say, you fellows "

Sl i

ALARM IN THE NIGHT !

ABRRY WHARTON came out
of slumber with a bound.
“Ogoogh!” he gasped.
“What—"
Something was clawing at his face.

It was rather startling in the middle E

of the night. The captain of the
Greyfriars Remove had sleeping
soundly—but a fat paw clawing at
his features would have awakened
Rip van Winkle,

is eyes opened to dense darkness.
He could sce nothing. But somebod
—or somcthing—was there, A clute
fastened on his nose and shook it.

He gave a howl of anguish,

Bunter, of course, could not see in
the dark. His fat squeak had not
awakened the Famous Five. He
dared not shout, lest Soamea should
hear. He groped to a bed, groped
for a sleeper, and shook him to wake
him, and it was sheer chance that it
was & nose on which his fat clutch
fastened. ) )
_But it was painful to the proprietor
of that nose.

“Oh!” roared Wharton. " What's
that? Who's that? Qocogh !

What it was, who it was, he did
not know: but he knew that his nose

was grabbed in the dark and nearly
terked off his faee, He hit out,

ething or somebody lcomed over
him in the dark, grabbing his nose.
His fist landed on that something or
somebody with a bang.

Bump !

There was & loud how!l and a loud
bump as that something or somebod
let go the nose and aat down sud-
denly on the floor.

“Ow !” roared Bunter.

Harry Wharton sat up. From four
other came startled cxclama-
tions. Bunter's bump and Bunter's
roar had awnkened all the Co. at

TCe.
“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” came Bob

Cherry's voice,

“What's up?? exclaimed Frank
Nugent.

“What the thump is that row?”
grunted Johnny Ball,

“What is the terrific upfulness?”

e_imu!afeﬂ Hurree Jamset Ram

fagy
“Look here, is that one of you fat-
heads larking, or what?" exclaimed
Harry Wharton, rubbing his nose.
“Who grabbed my nose in the dark?”

“0h, my hat!” exclaimed Bob.
“ Did anvbody 7"

5

“Ow! Wow! Beast! 1 :
you fellows—" came a breathless
squeak.

- “ Bunter ! howled Bob,

“That fat ass Bunter—"

“That terrific idiot Bunter—*

“ Bunter !” hooted Harry Wharton,
“You mad porpoise——"

“ I Bay, you ellows, shut up ! He'll
hear you ! gm{rﬂl the unseen Owl
from the dark. “ If he hears ;au——”

“Who, you pifling porker”

“That villain I" gasped Bunter.

“What villain, you Dblithering
bandersnateh #*

“That awful sconndrel "

There was o sudden gleam in the
darkness, Bob Cherry had switched
on the eleetric light! Sudden
illumination filled the room, and re.
vealed Billy Bunter, sitting, gasping,
on the floor with a dismant&d cake
begide him. The cake had dropped
when Bunter dropped, and it was now
in sections.

“Qk1” E‘iuculateﬂ Bob Cherry, He
rinned. Didn’t;uu gcoff that cake
after all, Bunter?

“Beast I hissed Bunter. “I jolly
well know that it was you that
sneaked into my room and doctored it
with salt and pepper and vinegar I"

“ Guilty, my lord " chuckled Bob.

“You st, I came here to jam it
on your silly face!” hissed Bunter.
“I mean, that's why I was coming,
and %

“You blithering, burbling bloater 1"
hissed the captain of the Remove.
“What did you grah m’y nose for?
You nearly lugged it off I

“How could I see your silly nose in
the dark?" f'apped Bunter. “Blow

our nose ! 1 wanted to wake you up.

gay, you fellows, don’t yell! Bup-
pose he heard you?”

“Who?" howled Wharton,

“That awful villain!" gasped
Bunter.

The fat Owl scrambled to his feet.
He turned his spectacles on the door,
as if in fear that it might open and
reveal some terrifying form.

The Famous Five stared at him,

They understood that it was the
doctoring of the cake by Bob’s play-
ful hand that had brought Bunter
from his bed. But itwas not that now,
Bunter was in a state of terror; his
fat face like chalk, and his podgy
knees knocking together, his eyes
almost .popping through his spee-
tacles. ;?Eﬂﬂ.j' the fat Owl had had
a scare in the dark,

“ All serene, old fat man,” said Bob
Cherry soothingly, “ You're safe here
from all the willains that ever
villained ! But what sort of a villain
is it that you faney is lying around
looge P*

“ That desperado !” groaned Bunter,
“I say, you fellows, you remember
the time we had a vac with Smithy,
and his father's valet turned out such
a villain—that man Soames——"

“Boames?” repeated the Famous
Five with one voice.

“J've seen him !I" gasped Bunter,

The juniors blinked at him.

“Yon've seen Soames!” exclaimed
Bob Cherry. “ You potty porpoise, do
Enu fancy that you've eeen Soames

erer"
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“Oh dear! Yes !

“Spames isn't in this country at

all, you mad ass!” growled Jehnny
Bull. “It wouldn’t be healthy for
him ”

“Y saw him !” quavered Bunter, "I
say, you fellows, auplguﬂe—auppuse he
comes in here again? J—I saw him
come into this room——" ;

“You saw Soames come into this
room ! stuttered Harry Wharton.
“ When 7

“Not ten minutes agi?!

“ Nightmare I said Frank Nugent.
“You parked too much supper,
Bunter. You might have expected
nightmare after all that pudding "

“You silly idiot, do you think I
dreamed it?" hissed Bunter.

“Didh’t you?” asked Boh.

“No, you ass ! No, you idict! No,
you dummy! No, %ﬂu chump! I
soame Saw—] mean, I saw Scames [

‘““Ha, ha, ha™ )

“Blessed if T see anything to cackle
at " howled Bunter., “You know
what o desperate villain Scames is!
I expect he's got an automatie—T
remember he had that time on the
eruige with Smithy and his pater. I
say, you fellows, think we had better
wake the whole house?”

“Oh, my hat!” gasped Bob.
“Hardly! You howling ass, you've
been dreaming ! It was the pudding
did it:; you shouldn't eat more than
enough for six! 'When you scoff
enough for ten or twelve something’s
bound to happen I

ir

“Beast! I say, go and call
Wibley I

!l"w.ih] ?#I

“Oh! I—I don"t mean Wibley, I—
I mean——"

“Y don’t think you know what you
mean, vou fat ass!” said Harry

Wharton. “You've had a nightmare,

or you fancy you've seen something
in the dark.” Go back to bed, you fat
chump, snd let other fellows sleep I"

“I'm not going out of this room so
long as Soames is in the louse.”

“Soames isn't in the house, yoo
mad ass " hooted Johuny Bulk

“1 tell you I saw him—"

“ Fathead I said Bob. Cherry,

“Buppose he came into thiz room
and blew all our brains out?”

“You wouldn’t be in any danger !
Soames couldn’t blow out what’s not
there 1"

“Beast ! I say, you fellows, go and
call the butler and the footmen
gasped Bunter. “Call the whole
house! Ring up the police! Call
everybody I

“Zhall we call up the Army and the
Air Force while we're about it?”

“You silly idiot !

“Are you going back to bed, you

tty owl?” demanded Harry

harton.

“I'll wateh it! Catch me goin
out of this room while that awin
villain Soamez is about! I'm jolly
well gﬂil‘.’lg“;tﬂ stay here. I'll have
your bed, Wharton——"

* Will you?” ejaculated the captain
of the Remove. He geem to

doubt it.
“I'll have yours, Cherry I*
“I hardly think so I Igrinned Bob.
“ 1 say, you fellowa, I'm not going
Tre Macuer Linrany.—No. 1,677
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out of this room again! If you won't

wake the house I shall stay here.

Whose bed am I going to have?”
“The whosefulness is terrific.”

“You silly owl? eaid Har
Wharton. " You've been frighten
about nothing. But if you're scared
ﬁu’d better astay here till murnin%.

¢ fat chump looks as if he wi
faint if we push him out, you fellows,
You take tEE gofa, fathead; we'll let
you have some blankets I”

“Beast I” answered Bunter, doubt-
less by way of thanks. However, he
annexed blankets and rolled to the
sofa. “I say, you fellows, leave the
light on in case he comes here !”

“Idiot

lemt_ !J.I
That Bunter reéally had seen
Soames none of the Famous Five

thought of believing for a moment.
It was highly improbable that' the
one-time valet, e on¢-time free-
booter of the South Beas, was in
Easteliff Lodge; but it was, on the
other hand, quite probable that
Bunter had had a nightmare, after a
Gargantuan a;lgper, and had been
scared by a ehadow in the dark,

But the fat Owl was in such a state
of twittering terror that they left the
:19%111!: on to reassure him as they

tled down to sleep again. They
were soon asleep; but it was longer
before Bunter slept. His eyes closed
at last, and his snore echoed through
the spacious, room. Ouce it had
started it did not cease till morning,
when John, the footman, came in to
draw the blinds and let in the floed
of spring sunshine,

PLAYING A PART!

ILLTAM WIBLEY of the
Greyfriars Remove sat up in
bed, smiled in the bright

sunshine from big windows at
looked over the cliffs and the sea—
smiled, in fact, from one ear to the
other.

Wibley of the Remove was in high
feather.

That Easter holiday was one of the
best the schoolboy actor of Greyfriars
had ever had. It was unigque. It was
no end of a catch! It was the very
thing that Wibley would have chosen
had he been given the very widest of
choices.

Wibley, indeed, could hardly
believe in his good luck,

Sitting up in a magnificent bed in
a epacious bed-room at Easteliff

Lodge, Wibley looked round him,
half-expecting to find that he had
dreamed it all and that he was still

in the Remove dormitory at Grey-
friars School or in hia little attic at
home,

But it was no dream.

It was real—real and ;ﬂlljl
Wibley of the Bemove, whose father
was an actor, and not a very wealthy
one, was master of a fine mansion on
the south-east coast—lord of the
manor—monarch of all he surveyed—
with a bufler and footmen at his
orders !

Really, it was like a
gorgeous dream !

rather

Harry Wharton & Co., guests for
Easter, had not the faintest idea that
Wibley of the Remove was within a
hundred miles. They had been asked
there by Sir William Bird, and they
sup that they were the guests of
the 0ld Bird. Not the remotest sus-
picion crossed their minds that this
was Wibley’s Easter party !

But it was|

On a chair beside Wibley’s bed
were folded up the clothes he wore at
Eastcliff e—nothing like his
Greyiriars clobber. Beside them lay
a very peculiar outfit—a silvery mop
of hair, a beard, moustache, and eye-
brows. Wibley wore those fixings
h]{ day; but, naturally, he discarded
them when he went to bed.

By day the achoolboy actor was Sir
William Bird’s double:; by night,

sufeily locked in his room, lhe was
Wibley again.
Nobody at Eaatcliff Lodge had seen

him without his make-up. Nobody
was going to see him without it!
Blump, the butler, and the rest of
the household staff, had no suspicion
that it was not the little old baronet
who presided over the mansion. Oml
one man was in the secret—Sir
William's valet, Jermyn,
Jermyn had a reom which
communicated with Sir William's.
Wibley, sitting up in bed, touched
a bell, which rang in Jermyn’s room,
Almost on the instant, the com-
municating door opened and Jermyn

apieamd.

rather slim, but strongly-built
man, with a smooth, sleek, clean-
shaven face entered, with the soff,
respectful step of & well-trained map-
scrvant.

Wibley grinned at him.

Jermyn gave him a curious look—
for a moment, Then his sleek face
was expressionless,

“Good-morning,
Wibley.

*Good-morning, Sir William 1 said
Jermyn, in a voice that was as amooth
and eleek as his face.

“Topping morning M said Wibley.

“Quite so, sir.”

“So wyou're back, Jermyn!" said
Wibley. " You hadn't got k when
I went to bed last night.”

“There was considerable delay on
the railway, sir ! said Jermyn. “I
regret very much having returned
g0 late, but such inconvenience and
delays, sir, are only to be expected in
war-time,”

“It doesn’t matter a rap!®
answered Wibley. “I expected to
find you here when I back from
:]lzlejstatiﬂn with my friends, that’s

“¥ trust, sir, that Blump gave you
my message?” said Jermyn apolo-
getiuallr. “I was called away sud-

enly by telephone——*

“Yes; that's all right!”
Wibley. “Have you seen anything
of the Gre,‘;' riars fellows yet?”

“No, air! I do not think the youn
gentlemen are about yet,” s
Jermyn. “I was somewhat surprised,
sir, when I was tohd that a number
of Greyfriars boys were to be here.
It is not for me to give advice, sir,
bnt a3 I have the honour of being in
my master’s confidrnee in this matter,

Jermyn !*  gaid

said



and in yours, sir, 110rhaps you will
permit me to speak.”
“Fo ahead !" said Wibley.

Jermyn coughed apologetically.

“In such a matter as this, sir, one
cannot be too careful,” he said.
“From what my master has told me,
he is engaged on a mission abroad, in
connection with the Sceret Serviee,
and his success, and perhaps his
ﬂﬂ.f[&t“ﬁl’, may depend on certain parties
remaining unaware of hia actions and
believing that he is still at home——""

“Something  like that!" agreed
Wibley.
“It seems that while visiting his

Billy Bunter sat gasping on the floor, with the dismantled cake beside him,

nephew, a Bixth Form boy at Grey-
friara School, he discovered your
really wonderful gift, sir, for
making-up in a theatrical way and
playing impersonating parts——"

Wibley chuckled.

“I made up as the old bean him-
self, and nobody knew which was
which,” he said., “It was a lark,
Jermyn! I should have got into a
fearful row for it, foo, omnly Sir
William spoke up for me.”

“And that suggested thiz plan to
Sir William ! went on Jermyn. "It
is a very good plan, sir, and may
mean success and safety for my
master—so long, sir, as yom are
careful to play your part withont
failure.”

“Bank on that ! said Wibley.

Jermyn made a gesture towards the
wide windows, into which the spring
gunshine streamed.

“Yon have drawn back the cur-
tains, =ir *
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“Yes—I nipped out to let in the

light—"

“If some earl riser in  the
grounds, sir, had observed you at the
window " gaid J nrmiym.

Wibley gave a whistle.

“Well, I was careful,” he said.
“8till, yon're right, Jermyn. After
this, I'll ring for wou to draw the
curtains."

“1 was about to suggest it, sir.
With regard to your guests here, 1
was, as I ventured to remark, some-
what surprised, sir. If I may
suggeat it, you would be safer in
playing this part with none of vour

il

=

i

\

he groaned. *‘I've seen him !”

schoolfellows on the spot. They know
you so well at achool—*

“No better than Blump & Co. know
Sir William !" anawered Wibley. “No-
body here has a spot of suspicion.”

“That is certainly correct I ad-
mitted Jermyn. “Yet, in the strange
cireumstances, air, I wventure to
suggest that the boys should leave.
In your part as Sir William Bird, the
slightest accident may ruin every-
thing—and in that parct, sir, you can
scarcely join in schoolboy games and
excursions, such as would naturally
fill up the time on a holiday.”

Jermyn, standing respectfully by
the bedside, gave Wibley a sidelon
look as he spoke smoothly an
respectfully.

“Something in that !” said Wibley,
with a nod. * All the same, a fellow
likes some fellows of his own age
about on a holiday, Bir William
agreed at once when I said I'd like
them hore, and he asked them to

7

come, If 8ir William thinks it's all
right, it's 0.K., Jermyn !”

“But, sir, in the very strange
ecircumstances——"

“ My dear chap, it's all right ! said
Wibley. “Don’t you worry! You
said somcthing of the same sort
yeaterday, before I went in the ear
to meet them at the station! Well,
I met them, got up as Sir William,
and did they smell a mouse? Not in
your lifetime.”

“Your skill, sir, iz certainly
wonderful,” said Jermyn. “In all my
experience, I have never come upon
anything like it before.”

I

YO VI
W aistnppiy

)

““ That desperado ! **

Wibley nodded, and grinned. Wib
had a wvery high opinion of his
wonderful skill as an actor. He liked
to hear a similar high opinion from
others. Wib had a apot of the
artistic temperament, and he liked
flattery, like pincapple, in chunks,.

“I1 faney I can pull it off !'* he said
complacently,

“Undoubtedly, sir, with so vory
rare 8 gift in the difficult art of im-
personation,” said Jermyn. “Never-
theless, with such important matters
at stake, perhapa even Bir William's
personal safety, I cannot help think-
ing that if the boys left——"

Wibley laughed.

“Think I conld buzz them off, after
they've been asked here?” he said.
“Even if I wanted to—which I ecor-
tainly don’t! Fact is, there's one of
them that couldn’t be buzzed off—a
fat chump named Bunter.”

“Bunter ! repeated Jermyn. He
gave the slightest of stavts.

Tae Macxrr Lisrans.—No. L0677,
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It seemed as if the name was both
familiar and unexpected to the man.
“0f how many boys does the Eartj'
consist, sir? 1 think you told me
five—-="

“Bix ! said Wibley. “I told you
five because that was all I knew.
Bunter came with the others um-
expectedly. The truth is, Jermyn,
that that fat scoundrel somechow
spotted the game—he must have
heard something when Hir William
wag speaking to me at the school—
Bunter hears everything. Anyhow,
the fat villain is wise to it—and he
has landed himsgelf here om the
stromgth of it. If I kick him out—
all the fat may be in the fire,”

“Oh!* said Jermyn, with a deep
hreath.

“Bunter will hold his silly tongue,

so long as I let him rip!” eaid
Wibley. “He's not a chap—
only a blithering ‘idiot! As he
knows, I'd rather keep him here
under my eye. He might open his
mouth too wide, you know! As for

the other fellows, they could keep a
soeret, even if they knew what’s
ooing on—but they don't, and won't.”

“Yet, sir—" said Jermyn,

“My dear man, chuck it!” eaid
Wibley.  “No more about it, please !
Now prepare my bath—I'm going o
turn out !

*Very good sir.”

Jermyn went with his soft tread fo
the bath-room, which opened from Sir
William’s roomi.

Wibley tumbled out of bed and
curolled himself in a dreminge-gnwn
of 8ir William's. He step to-
wards the window to look out at the
sea, and ‘then checked himself,
Jermyn's warning recurring to his
mind. He had fto keep clear of
u;iuduws till he was fixed up for the
day.

Jermyn reappeared
minutes.

“Your bath is prepared, sir "

“Right-ho I ehirruped Wibley.

He ambled happily away to the
bath-room.

When the door closed om him the
manservant's smooth face changed in
expression,

The sleek brows came together in a
orim frown, and the eyes glittered
under them. Jermyn stepped to the
window and looked omt—taking care
to keep in cover of the turtains—for
what reason, Wibley, if he had seen
lim, could never have puessed; for
cortainly he never dreamed of sus-
pecting that Jermyn, like himself,
hadi any reason for keeping out of
sight.

“But it seemed that Jermyn had !

Looking from the window,
Jermyn’s eyes rested on five figures
that sanntered in the prounds; and
alittered at the Famous Five of Grey-
triars.

S0 far as Wibley knew, Jermyn
had never seen those cheery youths
hefore, and did not even know their
names, But Jermyn now locked as if
e knew them wery well indeed.

As Harry Wharton & Co. passed
heneath the window, Jermym - drew
hack, as if uneasy lest they might
glance up and spot him, even through

Tne Macxer Lisrary.—No. 1,677,
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tlie curtain,

Hiz thin lips came
t-uq;ethar kard.
“Could an

ing be more unfor-
tunate?” he breathed. “That young
fool Wibley matters no more than
the old fool, Bir William—he has
never seen me before, But those
young rascals—they would know me
at a glance! If I bad remained here
yeuterda.{—“

He looked from the window again,
and scowled at the tops of five un-
comacious heads,

“That young fool will not eend
them away, and I cannot ,* he
mutteréd. “I have avoided them as
yet, but—" Hé& pet his teeth.
*"The young fool told me that five
Greyfriars boys were coming; but
out of zo mmi{athnt it should be
these—these, y must go. Some-
kow, they must go!”

He moved restlessly about the
room, with a black brow,

But when Wibley emerged, fresh
and cheery, from the th-room,
Jermyn was his amooth and sleek self
nﬁin._ He helped the new master of

liff Lodge to dress his part, and
when that process was compléete,
Wibley grinned at his reflection in a
pier-glass—the reflection of s little
old gentleman with silvery hair and
b&gr and eyebrows and mioustache,
and a plump, pink face, with a gold-
rimmed eyeglass stuck in one eye.

Wibley chuckled.

“0.EK., Jermyn—what?” he said,
with great com acencgr.

"gmtve. 8ir William,” said Jermyn.

“You can unlock the door mnow,
Jermyn.”

Jermyn unlocked the door, and
Wibley, grinning behind his silvery
beard, walked ont. And the black,
grim look did not return-to Jermyn's
hqm till he had closed the door after

im,

—

WHAT ABOUT SOAMES ?

o E&T’guu fellows 1
L allui_fha?llﬂ, hall;:il El;
joying lifer” roar
Cherry. i
Bob and his friends looked as if
they were emjoying life. It was a
glﬂrinuu apring morning, and  the
amons Five had been down fo the
sCh,
Easteliff Lodge faced the cliffs, and
there was a deep and rugged chalk

ﬁryug that led down to the beach. At &°
ig

h tide the sea came right up to
the ateep cliffis, and roared and
foamed up the gully; but when the
tide was oubt, there was a wide
stretch of sand, broken here and
there by jutting boulders of sea-worn
chalk, Caves and fissures opened
in the face of the cliffs, hollowed b
the sea, attractive spots for school-
boys with a taste for explorationm.

It was, in fact, a jolly place, and
the chums of the Bemove wewe goin
to have a jolly time there, thoug
they were a little gurprised to find
themselves there at all

They had never seen Sir William
Bird until a week ago at Greyiriars
School, when he had come there to
vigit his nephew, Loder of the Sixth.
An invitation for the Easter holi-
days was rather unexpected, after so

very brief an naintance. True,
they had done him a small service;
but that hardly accounted for so
much hospitality.

Certainly it never occurred to them
that the little old baronet they bhad
seen at Greyfriars and the little old
baromet at Easteliff were not
one and the same, and that the latter
was, under his venerable outfit, no
older than themselves, Had they
been aware of that they would have
known that they were old acquaint-
ances of Bir William.

Coming back to lunch afier a
ramble en the beach, they cu-
countered Billy Bunter..

The fat Owl blinked at them
through his big spectacles—mot, on

‘his looks, enjoying life so much as

the cheery quintet werse,

“Seen him #” asked Bumnter.

“Who?” asked Wharton,

He had forgotten Billy Bunter's
extraordinary alarm of the night
before.

“Him I" hooted Bunter,

“Him ?" inquired Bob s

“You gilly ase, I mean Soames!”

“Oh, Soames!” Hob chuckled.
*Yes, I've seen Soames.”

“Oh!"” ejacnlated Bunter. “ Where
did you see him?”

“On Mr. Vernon-Smith’s yacht—
the time we had a wvacation with

Smithy.”

“You wsilly chump!” shrieked
Bunter., “I mean, have you seen
him here?”

“Not. quite,” grinned Bob. “You
sea, he isn’t here, or anywhere about,
You fat chump, you had a night-
mare! Haven't youn got over it

yet "

“1 gaw him——*

“Bow-wow |”

“We ain’t safe with that desperado
about,” eaid Bunter. “He was

Emith;r’n ter'e valet when we first
saw him, but he tunrmed out to be an
awful d 0. He must have

ﬁu—t into the homse last night to
urgle it, of course.”

“Luncky you never got that postal
order yon were ing—he might
have had it."

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Will yon talk gemse?” hooted
Bunter. “I say, I've asked the
hutler, and he says thers wasn'}
any burgla last mnight. But
if it wasn’t that, what did Soames

t into the house at all for?”
“That's an easy ona; he Aidn’f.”
“1 tell you I saw him. When I
gea a man, I suppose I Imow whether
I saw him or not. I goam Sawes—I
mean, I see-saw Hoamesa—that is, I
saw Soames——" Bunter.seemed to
be getting a little mixed in his exe.
citement. “I tell yon I eaw him {2

“Did he make & row?” asked Bob,

“No. He was as quiet as a cat.”

“Then you couldn’t have. If yon
saw & x:;.un;d hei;?ﬂ: ham ma:rk;_ a
row,” & - ; ‘You
can't saw wood without making a
row, and if you saw a man, he wounld
be bound to kick up a row.”

“You eilly dommy!" shrieked
Bunter. “Can't you seriousf X
tell you it ain’t -safe with BSoames

about. Enow where Wibley is?*
“Wibley !” repeated Bob, staring,



*“Wibley’s at his aunt’s in Derby-
uhi:::, g far ns I konow. What about

Wibley?”

“Oh, mnothing! 1 don’t mean
Wibley,” said Bunter hastily. “I
mean to say, I'd better tell Sir Wil-

liam about Soames. The butler said
he went out before I came down—
seen him about.” :

The Famous Five all looked at

Bunter., This was the um nth
time that he had mentioned Wibley
in the short space since Greyfriars
School had broken up for the Easter
holidays. :
Why the fat Owl kept on mention-

ing Wibley was quite o puzzle to

them. He seemed, as Bob had re- J¥°

marked, to have Wibley on the
brain.

“My idea is,” continued Bunter,
“that the police had better be called
in to search for that villain Scames.
This place ain't far from Broadstaira.
Wibley can ring up the police at
Broadstairs.”

“Wibley !” yelled Bob.

*“IJ—I—I mean, I—I don't mean
Wibley,"” stuttered Bunter.

Billy Bunter was keeping the
secret of Wib's impersonation of the
little old baronet at Easteliff Lodge.
He had his own way of keeping it.

“Do you mean anithing, by any
chance?” asked Framk Nugent.

“0Oh, really, Nugeat——"

“What does that fat ass keep on
burbling about Wibley for?” asked
Johnny Bull.

“What I mean is, old Bird can
ring up the police at Broadstairs,
an t them after that willain!”
said Bunter, “I'm joll
to tell him! If you
where he is——"

“Here he comes,” said Bob. *But

ou’d better not epin him any fat-
eaded yarns about Soames.”

l'-l:'i'a]l !H‘

Billy Bunter blinked round.

A small but rather portly figure
was coming along the avenue, and a
gilvery mop of hair gleamed in the
sunshine under the brim of a hat.
Billy Bunter grinned at the lord of
Easteliffi Lodge. Bunter knew what
the Famous Five did not dream of
suspecting. 1

"P{:&ecuud-mmning, my boys!"” said
Qir William, in his rather throaty
voice, which did not sound in the
least like that of William Wibley of
the Greyfriars Remove. “You find
yourselves comfortable here, eh—
what ?”

“Yes, rather, sir !” answered Harry
Wharton.

“The ratherfulness is terrific,
honoured and venerable sahib!™ de-
clared Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“We've found a cave on the ghore,”
gaid Bob., “Wreckape washed up
into it, too. We're going to explore
it gome time."

“I say, you fellows, shut up a

well
ellows

ing
oW

]
!

minate! I want to speak !” squeaked
Bunter.
“You generally do,” sighed Bob.
“T want to tell him about Soames,
and »

“ Soames ! said Sir William, torn-
ing .his eyeglass on Billy Bunter,
o %’lm is ames? One of the
sorvants
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“No. you ass,” yapped Bunter.
“Ow [ top tramping on my foot,
Bob Cherry, you mad hippo-
potamus ! \

The Fameous Five gave Billy
Bunter five concentrated glares, un-
aware that he was speaking to
Wibley of the Remove, and greatly
incensed at his lack of respect to Bir
William.,

“If you have anything to sa
me, Master Bunter——" grunte
William.

“Ow! Yes! BSoames was valet to
Smithy's father—BSmithy of the Ie-
maove, you know.”

“Bir William doesn’t know Smithy,
u ass!” said Harry Wharton.
“Oh, don’t talk rot!™ yapped
Bunter. “Of course he knows him!
I—I—I mean, nunno, of—of course
he doesn’t. No. Look here, Bir
Wibley—"

“ Wibley agnin,” said Bob.

“I—I mean S8Sir William——-"
stammered the fat Owl.

“Come, come, say what you have
to say!” snapped SBir William.

“Well, that man Soames was
Smithy’'s father's wvalet, and he
turned out to be an awful villain!
I saw him laat night, creeping abount
the house—"

“What nonsense!”

“I tell you I did!” roared Bunter.
“Think I don’t know Soames when
I saw him—J] mean, when I see him?
I see him—I mean, I saw him—and
it was Soames, and he was iy the
house, after midnight——"

“That fat duffer turned out in the
night, and fancied he saw something
in the dark!” explained Harry
Wharton,

Sir William laughed.

* Pethaps le saw Jermyn,” he said.
“My man, Jermyn, came in very
late, owing to delay on the railway,
and let himself igto the house
quietly. If Bunter was out of his
room, he may have seen him."”

“Yes, very likely, if he saw any-
body !" said Harry. “But he's such
a silly ass, he might fanecy any-
thing !

“1 saw Boames!” yelled Bunter.
“I tell you, I see-saw—1 mean I so-

¥

gee—that is, I so-saw—

to
Sir

“Ha, ha, ha'!” 4
“You can cackle, wyou sill
chumps,” howled Bunter. “But

jolly well know that I see—so—saw—
} mean, I soamed saw—I saw
Soames——"

“It will be lunch soon!” remarked
Sir William, “Race you fellows up
to the house, what?”

“Wha-a-t "

The Famous Five blinked, They
were prepared to race anybody, but
they were surprised te hear that
challenge from a venerable baronet
with silvery hair., Wibley, perhaps,
was tired of being venerable, havin
been venerable ever since he ha
turned out in the morning !

“(Come on!” he trilled cheerily,

And he started!

The Famoue Five trotted after
him, not expecting to have to exert
themselves.

velled

I | aay,
8ir

Bunter.
William. no doubt, had heard enough

you fellows!”

But Bunter was unheeded.

from that fat member of the Easter
party

To the amazement of the Famous
Five, Bir William covered the ground
at a t rate. They had Eolit&lj'
intended to put on a gentle trot, to
humour a wvenerable old bean who
fancied that he could run! But Sir
William shot ahead at such a rate
that they found that they had to

sprint to keep pace,

“Well, my hat!” gasped Bob
Cherry in astonishment,

It was s good distance up the

avenue from the cliffs to the houge.
Sir William covered it almost like a
hare, his pink face glowing, the
astonished juniors keeping pace with
him and leaving the fat Owl of the
Remove far in the rear.

But they did not keep pace all the
WaY; ﬂﬂf Bob Cherry was level when
they arrived at the portico of the

e

Bir William gave him a grin, and
ambled in; and Bob’s chums came up
rather breathlessly and joined him.

“Some sprinter!” ga Nugent.

“The sprintfulness of the esteemed
old bean is terrific.”

“Bir William's some lad, and no
mistake I” said Bob Cherry. “Who'd
have thought a man rising seventy
could sprint like that?”

It was guite a surprise to the
Famous Five., Sir illiam Bird,
they knew, was at least sixty-five,
and well over eprinting age, Yet he
had almost run them off their legs.
They were still discussing that sur-

Eﬁmng occurrence, when Billy
unter rolled up.

Bunter gave a grunt as he heard
them.

“What about itF” The asked.
“Wibley can run! He did the school
hundred yards once.”

“Wibley ! repeated Bob, " We're

not talking about Wibley, fathead—
we're talking about the old Bird !"

“Oh! Yes! He, he, he!” gurgled
Bunter. “But I say, you %EH{IWE,
about Soames—don’t walk off while
a fellow’s talking, vou beasts!”

But Harry W n & Co, had
heard enough about Soames, and
they did walk off—leaving Billy
Bunter to waste his sweetness on the
desert air,

THE MAN IN THE CHALK CAVE !
L OMING, Bunter?”
C “No!” said Bill

emphaticall h Buntﬁr
cally. en e
added : “Yea!” o

Which was not very Ineid.

After lunch at KEastelif Lodge.
Billy Bunter’s natural ineclination
was to roll to the nearest armchair,
curl up in it, and to sleep.

Harry Wharton & Co. had rather
more active ideas—perhaps because
they had less lunch to carry about
than Bunter had,

They were going back to the beach
to explore a cave under the chalk
cliffs which the%'r had apotted that
morning. Sic William was pgoing
with them—a little to their surprise,
as the venerable baronet did not look
quite equal to dke task of scrambling
over rugged and slippery secks. Bat
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after his sprinting performance that
morning, they vealised that there
was a good deal more agility in the
old Bird than his silvery locks in-
dicated. :

The Co. would have been quite
satisfied to leave Billy Bunter snooz-
ing in an armchair; still, he was
one of the Easter Iisartgr, and some-
thing was due to politeness. So fhﬁy
inguired whether Le was coming. To
which Billy Bunter answered with an
emphatic negative—immediately con-
tradicted by a hasty affirmative.

“Both?” asked Bob Cherry. “No
and wes, old fat man?”

€ {:, don't be an ass!” prunted
Buunter., “I don’t want to left
here alone with that villain Soames
hanging about.”

Lo gll, bless Soames!” said Bob.
“You fat ass, even if Soames butted
in last night, which he certainly did
not do, do wou think he's hanging
about the place in the day-time?”

“Well, you never know!” argued
Bunter. " Blump says there wasn’t
any burglary, so why did Soames

come? He must have come for some-
thing. I know he got into the
house.”

“He's got Soames on the brain

now, instead of Wibley!” remarked
Bob. “It's a change! Well, if
you're coming, old fat porpose, get
a move on ™

“I suppose you can wait for me!”
said Bunter, “If I'm ready in an
hour, I suppose that will do!”

“Oh, fine!” gaid Johnny Bull, with
deep sarcasm, “ We'll all sit round
for an hour, waiting, and doing
nothing—shall we?" _

“Yes, that's all right!” said
Bunter., He plumped into an arm-
cliair before the fire in the hall. “If
I don't wake up in an hour, you can
call me,”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Blessed if I see anything to
cackle at! Don’t make a row, any-
bow, when a fellow wanta to go
sloep ! said Bunter. “You can call
meo in an hour—or say an hour and a
hﬂ.lfp"

“We're zoing now, fathead !” said
Harry Wharton.

“If you go now, I shan't come!”
declared Bunter, “I'm not going
scrambling about just after lunch!
You can't expeet it.n

At which the Famous TFive
chuckled again. Really and truly,
they felt that they could manage to
bear Bunter's absence for a time.

“Well, I nican it!” said Bunter,
“If you go now, you go without me.
That's all!” And Billy Bunter
vlosed his cves behind his spectacles.
Even if—as Bunter seemed to suspect
—Spames was hanﬁing about the
place somewhere, the fat junior
realised that he was not likely to
turn up in the afternoon, in the hall
of Eastelifi Lodge,

S0 Bunter went to sleep, leaving
the Famous Five to get on the hest
they could without his attractive
company, They looked as if they
thﬂ-ught they would get om fairly
well !

Sir William joined them in the
hall.

“I've told Blump fo pack a

Tre Misxer Lisaary.—No. 1,677.

THE MAGNET

basket,” he said. " Might have tea
in the cave or on the beach, what?r”
“Jally goed idea, sir!” said Bob.
“Jermyn can come along and carry
the basket,” went on Bir William.
“He c¢an also—hem—give me the
pssistance of hie arm, if I should
need it! I am not so young as I
once was, my boys, Have you seen

J EI'I}I?’II yot ?

“Nol!” answered Bob. “Bunter
may have seen him last mghi‘:—he
fancies that he saw somebody.” i

“T will semd for him!” S8ir
William glaneed round at a footman
in the hall. “John! Please tell
Jermyn I want him."”

“Yes, Sir William.”

John went up the stairs. He came
back in a few minutes, alone. The
juniors, who lad not yet seen the
baronet’s man, expected to seé him
come back with John. But Jermyn
did not appear on the staircase,

g & . {Eau please, Bir William,
Jermyn has ‘urt his leg ! said John.
“He asks if you will kindly excuse
him as he slipped on the stairs and
"urt his leg.”

“Dear me! Where is he now?”
asked Sir William.

“In his room, eir,
with his leg bandaged.”

“In that case, we will not trouble
him,” said Sir William. “Go and
tell Jermyn to take all the rest he
requires, John."

“I'll carry the basket, sir!” said
Bob Cherry, ag Blump came into the
hall with the picnic-basket, and he
took it from the butler,

“Very good,” said Sir William.
“If I should need the assistance of
an arm—hem—one of you lade—"

“Yes, rather, sir!”

And the party started. :

Sir William did not geem 1in
need of the assistance of an arm
as he walked down the avenue
with the schoolboys. Indeed, he
swung along as easily and cheerily as
if he had been a schoolboy himself !

It was, as a matter of fact, a little
difficult for William Wibley to kee
on remembering that he was suppose
to have reached a ripe age. :

He was enjoying his holiday, his
spirits were high, and he was more
inclined to skip amd jump than tfo
amble along in the sedate manner
that became his vears!

At the end of the grounds of East-
cliff Lodge was an open path, aiﬂng
the top of the cliffs. From that pat
a deep and stee lly descended to
the beach, the chalk rocks gleaming
in the sunshine of spring. It was
an casy way down to the Famous Five
—but they had their doubts about the
old Bird, and. were dutifully pre-

red to tender him any assistance

e might need.

Sir William plodded downward,
tapping with a stick, for the first
dozen vards or so. Then Wibley
forgot his part again, ceased to tap
with the stick, and descended the
gully by jumping from one rock to
another—as if he had been no older
than the juniors themselves !

“By gum! The old bean’s pretrgg
fit, for his time of life!” murmu
Johnny Bull.

“The fitfulness is truly terrifie!”
agreed Hurre- Jamset Ram Singh.

lying down,

It was a surprise to the juniors,
but an agreeable one. 8ir William,
evidently, was not going to be a
handicap. Billy Bunter would have
wanted a lot of help down that steep
gully—and still more when he came
up again. BSir William, venerable as
he looked, needed none.

The tide was going out when the
juniors reached the k., A wide
stretch of sand was left uncovered
along the foot of the range of chalk
cliffs—dotted here and there with
rugged chalk ‘boulders, trailin
masses of scaweed, and fragments o
wreckage cast up by the sea.

The wreckage told its own tale of
ships sunk by mines in the North
Sea. Farther along the shore, to-
wards Broadstairs, iﬁm: juniors had
heard of quantities of coal havin
been washed ashore and carried o
by local inhabitants in bags and
trucks and perambulators—flotsam
and jetsam of which they had pro-
bably heen very glad im the cold
winter days.

At epome distance from the gully
the juniors came to a halt at a gap in
the high cliffa.

There were dozena of such ga
along the cliffs, hollowed out by the
wash of the sea, and little to distin-
guish one from another. But this

rticular cave seemed to extend
eeper into the rock than the others
they had looked into, and it was an
attractive idea to schoolboys on a sca-
side holiday to explore it to itas full
extent. Bob Cherry had put a flash-
lamp into his pocket for the purgn&

“Here we are, sir!” said Bob.
"Looks a jolly place—what? Might
have been jolly old smugglers here
once. But I suppose you know all
about it."

“No, T don’t think I have seen this
cave before,” said Sir William. He
stared into the cave threugh his eye-
glass and shook his silvery head.
“No—this is quite new to me.”

Which was another surprise to the
juniors, who naturally supposed that
Sir William knew all about the
locality so near to his home.

“Come, ocn, then!” aaid Bob.
“We—— Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here's
somebody before us ¥

The sunlight gleamed into the cave
for some distance; beyond that was
blackness. From the blackness a
fipure emerged, coming towards the
opening. : :

The juniors glanced at him without
much interest, suproain%h that it
was someone who, like emselvea,
had a fancy for exploring caves.

But as their eyes fixed on him
their expressions changed. He was a
man of stocky figure, with a stubby
nose and blond eyebrows, They
had secn that man before—when he
had attempted to snatch a document
from the hand of 8Sir William Bird,
on Courtfield Commeon, near Grey-
frairs School, little more than a wee
a@go.
g:?ﬂh, my hat!” exclaimed Harry
Wharton. “That man I

“Kpow him again? grinned Bob.

“The knowfulness is terrifie !”

The man in the cave cauglt sight
of the schoolboys standing at the
entrance.



His first glance, like their own,
was careless; but the next moment
recognition came into his small,
sharp e¢yes.
noticed them that day near Erg—
friare and remembered them. &
came to a sudden Lalt and stood
staring at them, gripping hard the
stick carried in his hand. The
beady eyes, under the thick, blond
eyebrows, gleamed like those of a
cornered rat.

There was a pause, the blond
browed man watching the schmlbaga,
the schoolboys watehing him, and Sir
William glancing from one party to
the other in obvious surprise.

“What iz this?” asked Sir Wil-

liam. “Who is he—do you know the
man £
BROWN OR BRAUN?
& HO?"  stuttered Harry
Wharton.

He stared blankly at the
little baronet,
Sir William Bird was, or had been,
a big gun in the Secret Bervice.
He had nearly hod an official docu-
ment snatched from his hand by that
very man the week before. He might
have been expected to remember the
man better than the juniors did.
Evidently, however, he did not !

“It's the mau, sir,” said Frank
Nugent.

“Eh! Yes!

Sir William.

“The man on Courtfield Common,"”
said Johnny Bull.

“Don't you remember, sir?” ex-
claimed Harry Wharton, in astonish-
ment. “It was the day we met

u_._-_lb

“ The—the day you met me——-"

“The day you walked from the
station to the echool to see Loder
of the Sixth—"

“Oh! Yes! Quite! I—I remem-
ber——" stammered Wibley., “My—
my nephew, Loder. Oh! Yes!”

“That man snatched at a document
in your hand on the common.”

“Oh! He—he did, did he?”

“And we called ont a warning to
you—don't you remember?” ex-
claimed Harry, more and more
astonished, as were his chums.
+=0 far as they knew, it was on
account of that little serviece that Sir
William had asked them for Easter;
go it was really amazing to find that
he did not remember it!

But it was clear that the old
Bird had forgotten the mar com-
pletely—though that rcally was not
very surprising, az Wibley of the
Remove had never met him till now !

But Wibley was guick to realise
how the matter stood. He turned
his eierglaas on the man again.

What man?” asked

“ 0 Yes—no doubt the same
man !” he said. ¥ The—the szame
raseal ! You feel sure of it, my
bn‘j:s?"

The surefulness iz terrific,

Lhonoured sahib !"

“He koows usg, too!” said Johnny
Bull. “You can see that!”

“Yea—he certainly seems to remem-
ber you!” said Sir William,

The man was still at a halt in the
cave, at a distance of a dozen yards

Evidently he had

EVERY SATURDAY

or s0. He seemed uncertain what to
do—cornered in the chalk cave, with
the QGreyfriars party bunched at the
entrance.

That he knew them was plain
enough—his bead es glittered at
them under his blond eyebrows with
angry malevolence.

“Better bag that blighter while
we've got the chance!” said Johnny
Bull. “He can’t eut off here as he
did before.”

“He's up to no %nmi here, sir,” said
Bob. “He was after your jolly old
private papers last time—may be
after them again! He can be run in
for trying to Einch that giddy docu-
ment last week.”

Wibley nodded slowly.

He could guess, if the juniors could

not, what the man was in that
vieinity for. ‘The old baronet had
told him that certain rties were
having a watch kept, to learn whether
Sir William Bird left his place or
not, suspecting his secret mission.
That was why Wibley was there in
his guise. The man with the blond
eyebrows was, plainly enough, a a?]'.
working for those certain parties!

“Bhall we bag him, sir?” asked
Nugent. “There’s enough of us to
handle him, stick and all.”

“Yes, rather !” said Bob. “Say the
word, sir, and we'll collar him, and
he ean tell the ipolice who he is and
what he's up to I

“Quite " said Sir William. He

took a grip on his walking-atick.
“Stop him if he attempts to pget
away "

“ What-ho !

The whole party moved farther into
the cave.

Up to that moment the man wlho
had come out of the darkness had not
moved, standing where he had
halted, watching them like a cat.
But as they advanced into the cave
he could not doubt their intention—
and he moved -quickly.

“Look out!” shouted Bob.

The man came with a sudden, awift
rush, whirling his stick round his
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Liead, and almost in & moment he

reached the juniors, slashing
savagely.
They had nothing in their hands

and the savage slashes of the stick
knocked them right and left. Then
there was a crash as Sir William
weighed in with his walking-stick.

The two sticks met with a terrific
crash, that in the hands of the blond
man flying from his grasp and spin-
ning across the cave.

“Oh, good man!" panted Bob.
‘Come on, you chaps !”

Bob’s head was spinnidg from a
sharp crack; but he rushed at the
man and his comradez rushed with
higl.

pitting like a cat with rage, the
blond man leaped back and ggludud
their grasp. But Sir William
rushed on, swiping with his walking-
stick, and it came down with a lond
ceack on the blond man’s bullet
head.

The man gave a yell and staggered,
and the mext moment Harry
Wharton and Johnny Bull bhad

rasped his arms. urree Jamset

m Singh gripped him by the
mllart; e

“Got him!" gasped Harry. “Hold
him, you feIl-:-wsE[‘Ee

The man was struggling savagely
to release himaclf.

“Btop that!” rapped Sir William.
He lifted his walking-stick., * EKeep
quiet, my man, or I'll crack your
nut

The blond man's struggles ceased.
Evidently he did not want his nut
crackoed !

“Ow !" murmured Bob. He rubbed
a bruise under his mop of flaxen
hair. “'Well, we've got the sweep!”
_ “Release me!” The man had, the
Lunwrs thought, a foreign look, but
e spoke English like a native.
“How dare yon handle me?”

“Who are you?" demanded Sir
William.

“That is nmo business of yours!”
came the apswer in a snarl. “But
my name iz Browna, if you are
cuni:-uﬂ g =

“L expect wou apell it B-r-a-u-n
when you're at hl.ﬁ.e ™ remarked
Johnny Bull.

Brown—if his name was Brown—
gave him a black look.

On his looks, all the juniors
thought that he was a good deal
more likely to be named Braun than
to rejoice in the good old English
name of Brown.

“Brown or Braun, he's the man of
Courtfield Common,” said Harry
Wharton, “and they can ask him
how he spells his name at the police
station !I”

“Quite [¥ gaid Sir William. “You
ate the man who attempted to rob
me—hem '—of a document on Court-
ficld Common one day last week!”

“I do not know Courtfield—I have
never been there!” esnarled Mr.
Brown. “You are making a foolish
mistake, and I will make you pay
for it!”

Sir William seanned him,

“You boys arc gquite surc?? he
asked.

“Perfectly sure!” said Harry.
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“"But dum't
sir, now that

Wibl

“He had better bhe taken to the
station,” he said. “He must give an
account of himself—that is our duty,
with a war on. We will take him
back to the lodge, and I will have
him sent to Broadstairs in safe
bhands. Bring him along!”

“I have no objection !” sneered
Mr. Brown. " You will be sorry for
this later 1"

“We'll chance that!” unted
Johnny Bull. “Come on! ind he
doesn't dodge, you fellows, when we
get him ontside I

Mr. Brown walked quietly with
the juniors. They were on their
guard against any attempt on his

art to get away when they emerged

rom the cave. But Mr. Brown did
not wait till they reached the cave-
mouth, Suddenly he made a apring
backwards — so euddenly, and so
forcefully, that he dragged himself
]f::nm the hands that were holding
111,

In the twinkling of an eye, he
turned and raced up the cave, dis-
appearipg into the darknees from
which he lhad cmerped tem minutes
ago,

2l"'l:]']:l, my hat I E’jﬂ-ﬁu]atﬁﬂ Bob
Cherry. "“After him "

The juniors ran a few vards, and
then stopped. Out of the radius of
the sunlight from without all was
dark, and the cave floor was ru oed
and broken., Ahead of them, from
the darkness, they counld hear the
running  feet of the blond-browed
man, proof that he was well
acquainted with the interior of the
chalk ecave, or he could mever have
ventured to put on such apeed in the
dark.

“Hold onm a minute ! execlaimed
Bob. “Lucky I brought a fash-

lazﬁpz"
e grabbed i1t from his ]]mcl:et and
flashed on the light. It gleamed on
rugged walla of chalk, broken into
innumerable fissures and crevices.
“We'll get him all right!” said

you know him youreelf,
ou look at himPZ
mug%zei

Harry Wharton, “He can’t get out
of the cave without passing us.
Come on !”

The schoolboys pressed on up the
Cave.

The esound of running feet had
died away and all was silent before
them. The eave narrowed as they
advaneed, till it was less than ten
feet in width—and, save where the
cleam of the lamp fell, black az a
hat, There was no chance of the
man ﬁﬂdgiﬂ% ast them, and they
had only to ai]rﬂw him till they ran
Lim down—and they pushed on, guite
determined that they were not losing
Mr. Brown till they handed him
over to official hands,

WHERE IS MR. BROWN ?

b4 H!” cjaculated Bob Cherry.
He flashed the light
before him, staring at a
solid wall of chalk,
The Greyfriars party had reached
the end of the cave,
It extended more than five hundred
Toe Magxer Liprary.—No. 1,677,

yards into the chalk cliff, narrowing
more and more towards the ex-
tremity, where it was harely six feet
wide,

Bob flashed the light to and fro
over the rugﬂged chalk. The juniors
were all ready to grab Mr. Brown
as svon as he was run down, and
Sir William had his stout walking-
stick ready for use.

But there was no sign to be seen
of Mr. Brown. The man with the
blond eyebrows had vanished,

“Where the dickens is he?” ex-
claimed Harry Wharton blankly.

“The wherefulness is terrific ! re-
marked the Nabob of Bhanipur,
staring round him with puzeled cyes.

“He mnever dodged back
past us,” said Nugent.

“ But where the thump—"

“This beata Banagher!”
exclaimed Wibley. Then,
remembering that he was Sir
William, he went on hastily :
*This i3 extraordinary!
F?EH can the man have got

o

It was guite a puzzle. The
cave walls, here and there,
were broken in fissures and
creviees, but the juniors had
glanced into them as they
came to root out Mr. Brown,
if he was in hiding. Nothing
had been seen of him on the
way up. Nothing was to be
seent of him now. Mr. Brown
seemed to have wvanished like
an unsubstantial spectre.

Bob flashed the light u
ward. The chalk roof of the
cave was low at the upper
end; the ru sidea could
be seen to the top.

“Let's pet back!” eaid
Bob. “We've passed him,
that's a cert! Bet wou he's
legging it for the beach.
Come on *

The Greyfriars fellows re-
traced their steps, puzzled
and disappointed. They had
felt dbsolutely certain of
hag%ing Mr. Brown, cornered
in the chalk cave; but that
slippery gentleman secmed to
have slipped through their
fingers.

“Climbed wup
ou bet,” said
fight up again.

Except at the extremity, the roof
of the eavern was high, ont of reach
of the light from the flaghlamp. In
places, the rugfi'etl chalk of the
walls was accessible to a climber.

“I suppose that's it,” said Havry,
with a nod.

It scemed the only way of aceount-
ing for Mr. Brown's disappearance.
If he had clambered up one of the
rugged walls of the cave, where the
broken chalk gave hand-hold and
foot-hold high up out of reach of the
licht, he could veé hung on there
while the party passed below, un-
SCCm.

In that case, they had no doubt
that he had slithered down again
when they were past., and had made
for the open beach,

“Blow him ! said Bob.

somewhere,
ob. He flashed the
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He flashed the light up and around
as the party tramped back down the
cave, in the faint hope of still spot-
ting the elusive Mr. Brown,

But that hope was very faint; for
if they had passed him and left him
behind, it scemed certain that he
would have loat mo time in making
hia escape.

They reached the daylight at last,
and Bob shut off the lamp.

From the cave-mouth they scanned
the open beach and the blue sea
rolling beyond.

“He's pone all right!

grunted
Bob. “Well, we came

ere to explore

the jolly eld cave, and we've eox-

i |

Sir William weighed in with his walking-st
**Oh, good man !’ panted B

lored it. But I wish we'd pot that
E]ig‘hter P
“0Oh, my only hat and umbrella!”

exclaimed Sir William,

“ Eh—what #" ejaculated Bob,

The juniors stared round at the
little baronet, surprised such an
cjaculation from so venerable an old
bean, WthE{ had forgotten himself
once more! It was not always easy
for a schoolboy of fifteen to remember
that he was sixty-five |

“Good gad!” exclaimed Wibley—
getting iuto his stride again, as it
were; and he pointed with his walk-
stick to the sand, heaped up at the
cave-mouth by the last tide. *Look!
He's not gone!"

(13 Wha.t ik

“Look at those
prints I exclaimed Wibley.

The juniors looked. Outside the
cave was & wide, thick stretch of the
softeat sand. In the sand their

jolly old foot:
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footprints, leading into the cave,
were plainly marked, There were,
of course, no outgoing tracks of the
schoolboy party.

But what bad struck Sir William
—and what etruck the Famous Five
now that they Iloocked—was the
strange fact that there were no out-
going tracks at all.

“My only summer bonnet!™ ex-
claimed Bobh. "“He's not gone, after
all—he's still in the cave!™

“ Great pip!”

The jumors scanned the sand with
eager eyes. It was soft and yield-
g, retaining the lightest fread.
Every track in it was distinetly out-
Iined, and every track led inwards,

| sent the man’s stick flying from his grasp.
““Come on, you chaps!”

the toes towards the cave—not a
single footprint leading out to the
beach.

“*That does it ! said Nugent. “He
never cleared offi—a fly could hardly
crawl over that without leaving sign.
He never went."

“Blessed if I make it out,” eaid
Harry. “If he c¢limbed out of sight
in the cave he could have dropped
after we passed, and cut off.”

“We might have heard him and
cut back,” said Bob. * He didn’t risk
it! Anyhow, he mnever went—we
should pick up his jolly old hooif-
marks ilgp he had,”

“Yes, that's clear enough.”

“We've got him " said Johnoy
Bull. " All we've got to do is to wait
for him here.”

“ Exactly ! gaid 8ir William. " Un-
pack the basket, old beans—I—I
mean, my dear boys! We'll squat
down here—I mean, we'll sit down to

tea here and wait for the rascal to
drop into our hands like a ripe
apple.”

“Good egz I chuckled Bob,

It was a surprise to the iuni.:rm to
discover that the mysterious Mr.
Brown was still in e cave, But
there could be no doubt of it only a
bird could have passed that stretch
of soft sand without leaving traces.
The man with the blond eyebrows
was still there, that was a certainty.

The pienic basket was unpacked,
and the party sat down to tea on the
¢halk boulders round the cave-mouth.

They had only to wait. They could
lhiardly doubt that the hiddem man
wnuldj' emerge before the tide turned.

When the tide came in the
cave, now open to the beach,
would be choked with roaring
water, eurging deep into the
cliff, and washing up to. the
very end.

Even the full flood tide did
not reach to the roof of the
cave, where it was high, and
% 8 man could cling to the
* chalk wall over thughui ht of
the water; bhut it did not
seem likely that Mr. Brown
would think of doing so. He
would be a prisoner of the
tide till it flowed out again,
after dark, and in danger of
slipping down and drownin
during the long hours that he
would have to wait.

Harry Wharton & Co. had
no doubt that he would
attempt to escape from the
cave before the turn of the
tide, and they fully expected
him to come with a sudden
rush. Bo, while they pic-
nicked, they kept their eyes
on the cave, ready to put paid
to any such attempt on the
part of Mr. Brown.

Tea on the beach was a
leisurely meal, but it ended
at Jast, and Mr. Brown had
not appeared. The tide had
turned by that time, and was
creeping up the sand towards
the cliffa.

“Now we shan't he long!™
remarked Bob Cherry. * Mind
he doesn't gct past when he
comes bolting, you men !

"We'll get him all vight ! aaid
Johnny Bull,

The juniors gathered in a group at
the mouth of the cave. The tide
splashed and murmured over the
shelving beach, gurgling among the
chalk boulders and the scattered,
trailing seaweed, approaching nearer
and nearer to the line of diﬁg.

Harry Wharton
anxicusly scaward.

They were at some little distance
from the gully that led up to East-
cliff Lodge, and they had to cut along
between the cliffs and the tide to
reach it. If 1t was left too late they
would indubitably be cut off by the
incoming sea.

“Blow the man !” exclaimed Bob at
last. “He can't mean to etick in
there and make a night of it, with
the tide wasl:i:ng ronnd him.”

“Bother him

“Blees him |

glanced rather
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“Suffering cats!” ejaculated Sir
William, as a wash of water came
round his feet. “I—I mean, bless m
soul! We can’t stay here mucﬁ
longer, old things I"

¢ juniors locked at the sea and
looked then at one another. The tide
waz rolling in fast, and already
atreams of water were running up as
far as the cliffs and receding again.
It was now a matter of only minutes
before return to the gully would be
cut off by flooding water.

“"Hook it!" said Johmny Bull.
“That blighter isn’t coming out!
We shan’t get back at all if we don’t
go now
_ Harry Wharton pgave a last look
into the cave. There was no sign of
Mr., Brown to be scen: he was not
coming out. Evidently he preferred
the cave, with the tide flowing in, to
an interview with the police.

"He may have found some nook
high up where he can sit it out,” re-
marked Bob. “Anyhow, we can’t
stop here any longer.”

hat was guite clear now,

Unwilling as they were to loze Mr.
Brown, the Greyfriars fellows had to
go. The surf was washing round
their feet, and they had left it late
enough.

“Come on !” gaid Bir William.

He cut off along the base of the

B cliffs, with the Famous Five at his

heels. They had-to run to get clear,
the water surging up to their knees
as they ran. It was rather fortunate
that Bir William was not so old as he
looked—and that he could sprint as
swiftly az Wibley of the Remove |

They panted breathlessly into the
gully at last and tramped up, out of
reach of the tide that roared behind
them,

There they paused, to take breath
and look back at the sea. It was now
flooding right up to the cliffs and
surfing into the lower end of the
gully, and by that time there was no
doubt that it was flooding the chalk
cave and closing the entrance.

g %ﬁgnm " said Bob., “I doen’t
covy Mr. Brown his night out I

And the Greyfriars party tramped
up the gully in the sunset—very ‘E":u'
indeed from envying Mr. Brown in
t}mﬂ_ tide-flooded chalk cave under the
CILHS.

FLOTSAM AND JETSAM !

i ON'T tell Bunter ™
D “No fear !"”
“Not a word I

Billy Bunter pricked up his fat
CArs.

“Not a syllable to Bunter ! said
Bob Cherry impressively.

Billy Bunter grinned.

It was a sunny Monday mormng in
April. It was, in fact, the first day of
that merry month, a circumstance to
which Billy Bunter had given no
attention. Dates did mnot interest
Bunter—except the kind that were
sold in boxes at the grocers’.

After breakfast that bright morn-
ing the Owl of the Remove was curled
up in & big, deep armchair before the
log fire in the hall at Easteliff Lodge,
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Harry Wharton & Co. had gone out,
now thﬂ{ had come in again. Bunter
was gtill resting after hie exertions
at the breakfast-table.

In days of war rations Billy Bunter
could not park his usunl provender
to the usmal extent, He sighed in
vain for the thick butter of old and
the snceulent rashers of the dear
dead days beyond recall. But there
were many good things that were not
rationed, and of these good thin
there seemed to be an ample au{;p ¥
in the hospitable home of Bir William
Bird. So Bunter's meals werc on the
same ascale, and, on the whole, Bunter
found life still worth living.

The fat Owl was rather glad that
he was on the spot when the chums of
the Remove came in and started talk-
ing quite close at hand, though the
high back of the armchair screened
Bunter from their sight.

Evidently there was a secret which
they were not going to tell Bunter!
do Bunter's fat ears, nnturall{, wore
on the stretch at once—and he was
not going to miss a word of this !

“You know Bunter ! went on Bob
Cherry’s voice. “If he knew that a
ehest of gold had been washed ashore
from a wreck he would make fracks
for it at once I

“Trust him " said Johnny Bull.

“That sort of thing is called
flotarm and 'jetsum,” remarked Harry
Wharton. "I believe we can claim
what we find."”

“ Floteam if it’s found floating and
jetsam if it’s found cast ashore, I
think ' said Nugent. “In either
cage the finder claims it—but, of
course, it has to be reported to the
authorities.”

“@old is rather speecial, too,” aaid
Bob. “I don't know how the law
ptands about gold which iz called in
by the Government for the jelly old
war, but we can ask them at the
police station.”

“ Well, it stands to reason that the
finder pets something,” said Harry
Wharton., “Still, we can’t be too
careful, and it will be safer not to
say anything to Bunter.”

illy Bunter sat breathlesa.

Was Bunter interested? He was !

Bunter had heard of all sorts of
things coming ashore from aships
sunk by mines in the North Sea.
Somewhere along by Margate no end
of coal had come up, and le in
need of the same had walked it off.
Somewhere in Scotland kegs of butter
had washed up—somewhere else, lots
of ailk stockings. Bunter had not
heard, so far, of any chests of gold
being washed up by the sea; he was
now learing that thrilling news for
the firet time !

Of course, it might happen any
day. Almost anything might be
washed up by the sea in the war daye
with ships under every flag sunk in-
diseriminately by the ruthless enemy,
A chest of gold, certainly, was a ve
unnsual eateh, and Billy Bunter's
little round eyes glistened behind his
big, round spectacles at the idea
of it,

If a chest of gold washed up any-
where near Bunter, Bunter knew
what he was going to do with it,
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i._nd I'l'.lms{- beasts weren’t going to tell
im !

“Well, what about a walk along to
Broadstairs ?” asked Bob., “1I ﬂup}]}aae
that chest is safe enough in the chalk
cave, but M

“0Oh, safe as houses!” said Frank
Nugent. "“It's a private beach here,
and hardly anybody ever comes
along.”

“That's so!” agreed Harry Whar-
ton. *“We should never have seen it
ourselves if we hadn’t been rooting
in the cave.”

“All the same, a chest of gold isn't
the sort of thing to be left lyin
around loose,” said Bob Cherry. ©
don’t suppose there's more than a
thousand pounds in it—"

“Lesa, very likely,” said Harry.

“Well, whatever's in it, there if
iz, and anybody who spotted it could
anoop if, if he liked, and then, where
should we come in?” asked Bob.
“Let's get off to Broadstairs., Not a
word to Bunter !

“Not a whisper,” enid Hurree
Jamset. Ram Singh. “Speechfulness
is gilvery, but silence is the bird in
liand that longest to the bush, as
the English proverb remarks.”

“Where's Bunter now?” asked
Nugent. “I can’t see him about?”

“Sleeping off brekker somewhere, 1
cxpeet,” said Bob. "He parked
enough at brekker to see him through
to the end of the war.” .

“ Beast !” breathed Billy Bunter,

*Well, let's get off before he turns
up and begins asking questions,” said
Hlm'r Wharton.

Billy Bunter's fat grin extended
almost from car to car as he heard a
sound of receding foo ! The
Famous Five were going out again.

“He, he, he!™ gurgled Bunter,
when they were gone.

The fat Owl heaved his weight out
of the armchair. He grinned round
thlef hall, which he now had to him-
self.

The Famous Five had gone to
Broadstairs, Bunter supposed, to
report that wonderful discovery—
leaving Bunter out of it! Bunter was
going—not to Broadstairs but to the
chalk cave under the eliffs.

Bunter had heard all about that
cave, It was three or four days since
the affair of Mr. Brown, and
Buunter had heard the juniors dis-
cussing Mr. Brown more than once.

They had revisited the cave the day

after seeing him there, but had found
no siin of Mr. Brown, and concluded
that he had cleared off in the night

after the tide had gone down. Bunter
had not visited the cave, but from the
juniors’ talk he knew just where it
waa! He was going to visit it now.
Chesta of gal:l, even if they con-
tained less than a thousand pounds,
were altogether too rare to left
lying about. That chest of gold was
ing to find an owner on the spot!
f fellows who spotted it were fools
enough to leave 1t where it was that
wWas ir own look-out, Bunter, cer-
tainly, was not poing to leave it
where it was when he spotted it.
Bunter jammed a cap on his fat
head, and rolled out into the sunshine
of the firat sunny morning of April.
He gave the Famous Five ten minutea

to get clear, so he was rather sun
prised to see them standing in a
cheery and smiling group in the
avenue,

He blinked at them in annoyance
through his big spectacles.

“1 say, fellows, ain’t you going
to Broadstaira?” he squeaked.

“Broadstairs !” repeated Harry
Wharton. “No! What put that into
your head, old fat man?”

“0Oh, really, Wharton—-"

" We're going nowhere near Broad-
staira,” said Ngugent‘ “We're going
to get a apot of tennis on a fine morn-
inE like this.”

Well, of sll the fibbers!” eim:u-
lated Bunter., "“Talk about telling
whoppers! You fellows are the limit,
and no mistake [

“If you want a walk to Broadstairs,
we'll come, old fat man !” said Harry.
“It's only a few miles—"

“Oh! Neo! I—I'm going to—to
look at the sea !" said Bunter hastily.
“I'm not going‘ down to the beach,
you know !’

“Not?” asked Bob.

“Nothing of the kind. Too jolly
stec}gegaing down that gully.” said
Bunter, shaking his head. *Besides,
there’s nothing ial-to see on the
beach—I'm certainly not thinkinl% of
gnmﬁ!alang to that chalk cave. Why
should I#" p

“ Keep clear of that cave, Bunter.”
aaid Harry. Wharton. “It’s fright-
fully rocky and rugged, and if wvou

¥.

tumbled over——"

“You might burst, old chap,” said
Bob. “Think of losing all those
breakfasts you put away this morn-

ing."

g]feﬂ:l! Look here. you fellows,
hadn't you better start?” asked
Bunter anxiously. He did not want
cyes on him when he started for the
chalk cave. He preferred the Famous
Five to be well on their way to Broand-
stairs before he rolled down the gully
in search of the treasure cast up by
the sea. “The sooner you report it
the better, you know."

“Report what?"” asked Bob,

*Oh, nothing !"” said Bunter hastily.
“I don’t know anything about it, of
course, I never heard what wyom
fellows were saying !"

“0Oh, my hat!™

“I=I"m jnst ing to have a aquint
at the sen,” said Bunter. “Not down
on the beach, you know—up on the
cliffs. I mnever heard wou fellows
paying you were going to Broadstairs,
i?]fl m%rﬂﬂs_h;ﬁw* ;ﬂult:l I when I waau'ﬂh

ere , i you're going, you'
better start, hadn’ {mE ﬁe can
tell you all about Hotsam and jet-
sam and things at the police station,”

“Flotsam and jetsam!" repeated
Bob. “We haven't found anythi
valuable, Bunter., What's put that
into your head?”

“Qh crikey! And you fellows have
called me a fibber!" gasped Bunter.
“Talk about fibbing I

“Well, what do you think we've
found, then?"

*“Oh, nothing. I never heard you
talking about it—I wasn’t in that
armchair in front of the fire when

w came in., I was gpeaking to
lump in the dining-room. But I
gay, hadn’t you better start?"



“But we're not going—"

i Beast !I‘J

Billy Bunter gave it up and rolled
nwaﬁ' down the avenue. ,

The Famous Five exchanged a grin
and walked after him.,

A fat head was turned, at the
sound of footsteps. R

Bunter gave the smiling five a
ferocious glare through his big
spectacles,

“What are you after me for?” he
demanded.

“Don't you like our zomwpany?”
asked Bob.

“No; I jolly well don’t!” yapped
Bunter.

“But we want yours—it'e go nice!"

“Yah! You just leave a fellow
alone, see?” smorted Bumnter. *“Yom
walk off every day and leave a fellow
on his own! Now you can jolly well
do without my company, sec? Go and
eat coke, the lot of you!™

And Bunter rolled onward again.
After about a dozen yards he blinked
back over a fat shoulder to make sure
that the juniors were not following.
They were standing in a group where
he had left them, gazing after him,

The fat Owl rolled on again, re-
lieved and satisfied. He rolled out
of sight of the Famous Five. But
from the distance, on the wind, &
gound of laughter came to Billy
Bunter's fat ears.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Bunter wondered what the dickens
they were laughinﬁ at. He was to
learn as soon as he arrived in the
chalk cave!

B il s

FIRST OF APRIL !

i H, blow!™ gasped Billy
Bunter.

The first day of April was
sunny and warm. Bright sunshine
streamed down on the cliffs and “the
sca and the sandy beach, and on the
rugged, rocky gully that led down.
The weather was all right, and the
scenery wag all right; but the rugged,
ateep and rocky way to the beach was
far from all right.

Billy Bunter panted and puffed and
blew as he went.

Such gulliea gplit the solid clifis
at intervals all the way up and down
the shore. Some of them, close by
seaside resorts, had been cut into
steps, and eould be descended like an
out-size staircase. But Sir William
Bird preferred his surroundings in a
natural state and only here and there
had' the rugged way been made a little
eapicr. So Bunter toiled from rock
to rock, and boulder to boulder,
slipped over slopes and slants, and
tripped over gaps and ridges, and
really began to feel as if he would
have earned all that gold by the time
he got it.

It was a fatigued, perspiring, and
damp Owl who rolled down en the soft
sarid of the beach at last,

There he blinked round him
through his big spectacles, while he
pumped in breath.

The sea was a zood distance out,
beyond a wide tract of sand, and not
a soul was to be seen along the shore.

Qut at sea, Bunter could discern
the smoke of a distant steamer, and
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the brown sail of a fishing ketch, And
hia eyes and spectacles fixed on a
broken mast and mass of torn riggin
that lay amid seaweed on the :
It was wreckage that had been left
by the last tide; and Bunter did not
doubt that that tide had also
stranded the chest of gold in the
chalk cave,

He plugged a.lc-nﬁ the sand, round-
ing the base of the high cliffs. Bunter
waeg no scout, but in the soft samd
he could pick up a good many tracks,
which he puessed were left by the
schoolboys who had visited the cave
that morning. There was, 8o far as
Bunter conld discern, no sign of
strangers’ feet on the spot.

That was satisfactory to the fat
Owl. It was a lonely beach; still,
somebody might have happened
along, and it would have been simply
awful if that chest of gold had been
snooped before the Owl of the Remove
reached it.

He arrived at the cave at last.

The persFiriug fat Owl was rather

lad to roll in under the shade of the

igh arch of rock, out of the glare of
A.}}ﬂl sunshine,

n the cave-mouth he mopped a
damp brow and blinked round him
mgertg for the treasure.

atd and seaweed were heaped
thickly before the cave and strewn
some distance up. Among it la
severnl broken apars, a shatte
hen-coop, and other fragments of
wreckage. And Bunter's eyes sud-
denly landed on & wooden chest that
ln%a little farther up the cave.

is ef{us almost popped through his
spectacles at it,

This was the chest the juniors had
found that morning—there could be
no doubt about that!

Billy Bunter was not very bright,
but even Bunter was surprised to gee
that so heavy an article az a chest of

old had been tessed by the water a
arther distance than lighter articles.
S0 weighty an article might have
been expected to be found on the
beach, if it came ashore at all.

But there it was—well up the cave,
as if it had floated lightly in on the
tide. The receding tide had left it

uite a distance from the cave-mouth.

rom those circumstances, Bunter
would have fancied that it was an
empt;r chest—had he not known other-
wise !

But he did, of course, know other-
wise—after what he had overheard
from the jumiors in the hall at East-
cliff Lodge.

“Oh, good !" gasped Bunter,

He was tired with clambering over
rocks and plugging along with his
feet sinking in soft sand. But he
was not teo tired to roll onward, with
the prospect of filling his kets
with gold from the chest. A chest of

old inad as powerful an attraction
or Billy Bunter as a dish of jam
tarts |

Even if there was, as Harry
Wharton had said, less than a
thousand pounds in 1if, it was a tre-
mendous catch. The quantity of tuck
that could be had for half that sum,
or a quarter, was positively dazeling.

Bunter panted on to the chest and
came to a halt, his spectacles fixed
on it, his eyes gloating over it,

15

“ Mum-mum-mine !* he ped.

It was Bunter's! He had found it!
If the other fellows had seen it, and
left it there, it was left for the next
finder. Bunter was satisfied on that
point, .!mgbudf ¢lse who had come
along would have snooped it! Bunter
had come along, and he was going
to snoop it! t was that!

_ There was a lock on the chest, but
it was broken, doubtless by a crash
on some rock. Obviously, the Famous
Five had looked into it, or they counld
not have known what was inside. It
did not, for the moment, oceur to
Bunter that, with the lock broken,
the lid must have swung open while
the chest was tossing in the sca—in
which case, it was really remarkable
if the contents had remained inside.

He grabbed the lid and dragged it
open, and his gloating paze ﬂgﬂd on

¢ interior in happy anticipation of
pilﬁllaf yellow, preciouns, glittering
gold !

Then he jumped.

No gleam of gold met his eyes. The
chest was empty. In utter perplexity
the fat Owl stared into it.

“Obk crikey !"” he gasped. “Gone!?

That was Bunter's first thought.
If that chest had contained gold, not
a spot of the precious metal re-
mained! Somebody must have come
along since the jumiors had been
there, and cleared it out! They bhad
left it unguarded—for perhaps an
hour or more! The treasure had been
lifted ! .

Then, as the iat Owl scanned the
interior, his eyes fell on the inside of
the lid standing wide open,

Something was written on the
ingide of the lid. Bunter had not
noticed it at first, being too keen on
the gold. But he noticed it now.

at was written, in chalk—

robably by some fragment of chalk

rom the beach—was a date; merely
that and nothing more !

FIRST OF AFPRIL!

Bunter blinked at it.

He blinked, and blinked?! Then
it dawned on him., Crimson wrath
suffused his fat face,

“Beasts !” he roared.

The chalk cave echoed to his roar.

“Beasts! Rotters! Pulling a
fellow’s leg! First of April! Beasts!
They jolly well knew I was in that
armchair—rotters! They ‘IJ;;JIII well
meant me to hear—cads ! They—they
—they’ve given me this' tramp for
nothing ! ts! Rotters! Swabs!?

Billy Bunter brandished a fat fist
in the air. He would have liked, at
the moment, to land that fat fist on
five noses, one after another.

Bunter had not been thinking
about the First of April. He had been
thinking about a chest of gold! Amnd
there wasn't any chest of gold ! There
was only a First of April!

There was a chest, certainly! No
doubt the Famous Five had spotied
that empty chest while rambling in
the cave, and it had put the idea into
their heads of E‘uﬂing the fat Owl's
leg. Perhaps they even thought that
it would do him good to get out of
an armchair on & fine morning, and
take a little run in the fresh air by
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the sea—they were beasts emough!
.&ntihuw, there was the chest—and
nothing therein but a date!

“Beasts! Rotters! Swabs!? hissed
Bunter.

He was tired. He had covered
nearly a quatrter of a mile, most of
it over rocks and sand. In o guarter
of a mile there were four hundred
and forty yards too many for Billy
Bunter's comfort.

And it was all for nothing, No
wonder that beast Wharton had said
that there was very likely less tham
a thousand pounds in that chest—as
there was nothing at all! Nothing
but a date—which Billy Bunter really
might have remembered a little
earlier—but hadn’t !

“Beasts I proaned Bunter.

He slammed the lid of the chest
shut and sat on it., That was all the
use he lhad, after all, for this flotsam
and jetsam. He was tired, and it
came in handy to sit on. Billy
Bunter sat on it, mopped a fat brow,
blinked out over the sea through his
big spectacles, and breathed wrath.

AN UNEXPECTED MEETING !
0 M ASTER BUNTER, I think ™

“Yaroooh !
Bunter fairly bounded,
and velled as he bounded.

He knew that voice, though it was
long since he had heard it! It was a
smooth, almost silky voice, that came
over his fat shoulder—but the roar
of a lion could not have atartled
Bunter more.

The Owl of Greyiriars had been
gitting on the chest for about half an
hour. By that time, he was begin-
ning to think that he was almost
equal to plugging back to the gully,
clambering up it again, and getting
back to the house—where he was
rather anxious to tell five leg-pullin
beasts what he thought of them an
their First-of-April jests,

With his fat back to the interior of
the eave, facing the sea, Bunter had
not seen anyone approach him from
the interior; he had heard nothing,
and it had not occurred to his fat
mind that there might be anyone in
the cave unheard and unseen.

That smoath voice aver his shoulder
from behind was the first hint he had
of anyone in the offing, and it fairly
electrified him.

He bounded up from the chest and
spun round, his eyes nearly bulging
through his spectacles in alarm.

" Bus-sus-sus-Soamoes ! he stuttered.

Hie eyes popped at the man who
lhind once been valet to Mr. Vernon-
Smith. the father of the Bounder of
Greyiriars.

The ghost of James Spoames could
hardly have startled him more.

During the past few days Bunter
had forgotten Soamea. ¢ WAaS ag
positive as ever that he had seen him
in Easteliff Lodge on the night when
e had turned out to carry the
doctored cake to the juniors’ room,
But even Bunter, much as he dreaded
the one-time valet of Smith’s father,
could not suppose that Soames was
atill in the mansion, day after day,
unknown to the dwellers therein,
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Certainly it never occurred to him
to think of Soames in connection with
the fact that Sir William's man,
Jermyn, was laid up in his room with
a sprained leg. e had mnot given
Jermyn a thought—he had never seen
the baronet’s man, did not want to
see him, and did not think about him

at all.
For whatever reason Soames had
entered the house that night, it

stemed that he must have gone again,
and Bunter had ceased to bother his
fat head on the subject. And now he
saw him agnain.

“Oh!” gasped Bunter. " Sus-sus-
sus-Soamea.! Oh! Oh erikey!”

Soames smiled—a bleak smile over
his samooth face. It was mot a re-
agsuring amile. There was something
cat-like in the man’s silent, stealth
ways, and in the look om his amoot
face.

Bunter stood with his fat kneces
knocking together. But he tried to
pull himself together, and backed
away a step, with the idea of turning
and taking to his hcels.

“Don't go, Master Bunter!" aaid
Soames softly.

A stride, and he was between
Buuter and the cave-mouth. The fat
junior came to a halt, watching him
with terrified eyes through his big
spectacles. He sat down with a bump
on the chest again, as if his fat legs
refused him their support.

“What a pleasure to meet you
again, sir !” said Soames. His manner
and tone were those of Mr, Vernon-
Smith’s respectful and deferential
manservant that Bunter remembered
so well.

But Bunter remembered, too, how
Sonmes had thrown off his man-
gervant manner like a cloak in those
wild days of the Grvgfriur& chums’
South Sca cruise with Smithy and his
father. He had escen Soames, anto-
matie in hand, dominating the ship
he had seized single-handed—hardy,
desperate, a man of iron nerve and
iron ruthlessness.

Bunter sat and blinked at Soames
like a fat rabbit fascinated by a
serpent.

“You do not seem pleased by this
]mpiy meeting, Master Bunter,” re-
marked Soames, with pleasant irony.

“Oh!” gasped Bunter. “Yes, I—
I'm awfully glad to see you, Soames !
I—I don’t think there’s anybody I'd
rather see, really. But—but I've

ot to get back for lunch, if—if you
on't mind,”

“I do,” said Soames,

“0Oh lor'!”

“I remember you, Master Bunter,”
anid Soames. “I remember, on that
cruise in the Bonth Seas that you
were always in the way. Fool as yon
are, you did more mischief than any-
one else in the party. TYou were
always where you were least wanted
—always & meddler. And you have
not changed. It was you, and not
one of the others, who saw me at
Easteliff Lodge in the night.”

“QOh ! fﬂ-ﬂ-p&ﬂ Bunter,

Evident Sopmes  knew  that
Bunter seen him that night.

On the night itself, he certainl
had not scen Bunter in the dark gal-
lery. He had learned since—how,
Bunteér could not guess.

Everybody in Eastcliff Lodge cer-
tainly had heard Bunter's tale of
alarm. But how had Scames heard?
Ihtdwua clear, at all events, that he

ad.
“It was always your way to sce too
much, hear too much, and talk too
much,” went on Soames' smooth
voice. “That is rather dangerous,
Master Bunter, when you are gﬂling
with a man of "my character.
Matters might have gone vwery differ-
ently on that South Sea cruise if I
hed tipped you into the sea.”

Bunter shuddered.

He was alone in the cave—at the
man’s mercy. The gea rolled in his
sight, No one was likely to come
to that aclitary spot. The cold, hard

litter in Boames' eves struck him
ike a chill of ice.

“What are wou doing in thia
cave?’ rapped Soames suddenly, his
eyes fixed piercingly on Buntet's fat
face. “What was it you expmted to
spy into here, you fat fool #”

unter blinked at him.

He realised that Soames was dis-
pleased, somehow, his presence 1n
the chalk cave. Why, Bunter could

not guess.

Soames, he Ellp{msed, must have
been in the eave all the time he was
there; but he did not seem to care
whether Bunter saw him or not. He
need not have shown up, had he not
chosen to do so.

“I—I nothing !"” stammered Bunter,
"Jig+jiq-juat sitting omn this bes,
Soames."”

Soames’ eyes glinted.

“That will not do for me,” he said.
“You had better explain at once why
you arc here, Master Bunter, Other-
wise, I may be tempted to twist your
fat neck!

“You—you see, I—J—"

“1 krow you, you fat fool!" said
Soames. “You are utterly dense,
but you have a way of spying out
what does not concern you. Tell me
at once why you came to this cave?”

He made a step nearer to the fat
junior, his brows dark and lowering.

For some reason which Bunter
eonld mot begin to wunderstand,
Soames was deeply irritated, perhaps
slarmed, by his presence there. O
viously he suapected that Bunter had
been spying on something in the cave
—though what there could possibly
be to apy on, the fat Owl could not
guess, There was nothing to be dis-
covered, so far as he knew, but chalk
rooks, seaweed, and wreckage.

“Tell me the truth!” BSoames’
smooth voice changed into a deep,
threat&ning growl t sent a thrill
of terror through Bunter.

“T—I came—" stuttered Bunter,
“I—I mnever knew you were here.
Catch me coming here if I had. I—I
came to look into this hox—"

“That box I E-ﬂair?wlgtnred.d;‘ ‘fm;
lyin ung Trascs you no
tgll gmgo thegtruth at once—"

“But I did!* gasped Bunter.
“Those beasts made me think it was
stacked with gold. Pulling my leg—
First of Aprill”

“ What?

Bunter heaved himself off the
chest, and lifted the lid. He could
gee that Soames did not believe him.

‘But as Soames’ eves fell on the



ehalked inscription, “ First of April”
on the inside of the lid, his expres-
gion chadged. He stared at it, and
semiled faintly.
“Are you really such a fool?” he
exclaimed.
“I—I. thought, from what they
said o
“You fat clown!”
Soames, gtood silent for a minute
or two. Whatever it was that he had
feared that Bunter might have dis-
covered in the cave, he Eknew now
that the fat junior had made no dis-
eovery, except of that empty chest.
His fdace expressed little, but
Bunter conld see that he was re-
lieved, The fat Owl hbroke the
silence.
“I—I esay, I—I doun’t want to be
late for lunch,” he mumbled. “I—I
ought to be getting back.”
“I am afraid, Master Bunter, that
you will have to miss your lunch,”
said Soames, “Since you have
chosen to come here, you may stay
here. I advise you, if you value your
health, to leave this meighbourhood
at an early date, .and spend your
Easter holidayse elsewhere. But for
the present, you will remain in this
cave.”
“I'm—I'm getting hungry.”
"That, from what I remember of
ou, iz a very serious matter,” said

mes, with grim sarcasm. “Never-
theless, yom had better remain here.
I think you saw me handle an auto-
matic in those days in the South
Sens. You may rememher that I
never misga my aim |-

{1 ﬂh lurl !!J

“I am going to the beach,” said
Boames, quiet and deliberately,
“and if I see you put your head out
of this cave, I shall put a bullet
through it.”

(1] Dw !H‘

“Remain here, if you do not want
your brains, such as they are, scat-
tered over these rocks !” said Soames,
Billy Bunter sat, or rather fell, on
the chest again, Soames gave him
one grim look, turned, and walked
out of the cave. He disappeared
from Bunter’s sight round the rocks
at the opening.

Bunter remained sitting” on the
chest. He did not think of stirring.
It was getting near lunch-time, but
a dozen lunches rolled into one would
not have ter Bunter to put hias
head out of the cave, so long as
Scames was on the beach. i‘ha‘t
Soames was pgoing, and that he
wished to go without the fat junior’a

ez on him, did not ocenr to Bunter.

e pictured Soames lurking on the
each, antomatic in hand, and wild
raes would not have dragged him
put of the chalk cave. He sat on
the empty chest, groaning, and did
not stir,

THE TRACK IN THE SAND.

L HERE’S that fat chump?”
“The whereiulness is

terrific [
“ The howling ass!”
Harry Wharton & Co. had had
their spot of tennis.
The tennis court at Easicliffi Lodge
was in view of the avenme that led
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down to the cliffs, and if Billy
Bunter had returned they would have
spotted the fat fignre rolling into
view. But t had not eeen him.
And now that lunch was almost due,
they were wondering what had be-
come of the fat Owl of the Remove,

Bunter was likely to take lg-tﬁnty
of time on the trip; but even Bunter
had had plenty of time to make the
trip two or ¢ timea over. And
Bunter was the last man in ‘the
world to be late for a meal.

“ Better gﬂ and look for him, I
think,” said Harry Wharton. “He
can't have fnr%'ntten Ianch.”

“Impossible

i grinned Bob,

“And even Bunter can’t be idiot
enough to stay in the cave till the
tide comes in,” remarked Nugent.

“He may have taken a tumble,”

said Johnan Bull. “He's idiot
enough for that, Better round him
up.™

The Famous Five walked down.the
gully. TUnless Billy Bunter had
taken a tumble, they could hardly
account for his prolonged absence.
That would have been rather a disas-
trous outcome to their First-of-April
joke on the fat Owl. But Bunter
reailly was the fellow to take a
tumble, if it was humanly possible
to take one.

“Not om view,” remarked Bob
Cherry, as they came out on the
beach

Hulz:-::rdy wag in gight in the wide
stretch of sand hetween the cliffs
and the sea.

“He must be still in the cave,
then,” said Harry. “But what the
thump he's sticking there for—"

“Gone to sleep haps.”

“Qh, my hat! FFell: Bunter will
go to sleep anywhere. Let's go and
EEEJH

They tramped along the base of the
cliffs to the chalk cave. It was
unlikely that even Billy Bunter had
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gone to sleep in the morning in &
cave that would be floeded when the
tide came rolling in. Still, as ne

was not in sight, it was clear that he
must be in the eave. Why, was a

mystery.

“‘:E[:l%n, hallo, hallo! There he
is ! -exclaimed Bob Ch ,- @8 the
juniors tramped in under the chalkv
arch over the cave-mouth.

The stared at Bunter.

There he was, aitting on the chest,
a little distance u}:- the cave. He
was 'hlinkingb dolefully seaward
through his big epectacles. Evi-
dently nothing had happened to him.
He was just sitting there, appar-
ently as an ornament to. the sea-

m ¥

]':E%&n]efn!, fat face brightened atl
the sight of the juniors, and he
heaved himself off chest.
“I say, you fellows !” he gasped.
“Making a day of it?” asked
Nugent,

“Filled your pockets with gold?™
asked Bob.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Beast! I say, you fellows, is he
still there? Did {le fire at you?
gas eﬂpﬁubar.

“What ?"

“Is he gome?” howled Bunter.

“He! Whot”

“ Sns-sus-us-sus-sus—-—" stuttered
the fat Owl.

“ Which ¥ _

“.Sns-sus-sus-Scames 1"

“Soames 1" yelled the Famous Five.

“Haven't you seen him?” gasped
Bunter., “Isn’t he on the beach? I
eay, you fellows, look out—he's got
an automatic I

The Famous Five blinked at
Bunter., They had wondered why hd
remained in the cave; but certainly
they had never dreamed that Soames
had anything to do with it.

“Potty?” asked Johnny Ball
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“Have you got Soamea on the brain
again?”

“He wos here—"

“Boames was!” exclaimed Harry
Wharton.

“Yes—Soames! He was in the
cave when I got here!” quavered
Bunter. “I was taking a rest when
he spoke. He made me jump out of
my skin. He said he would blow my
braine out if I came ont of the cave !”

“You howling ass, have you gone
to sleep in there and had another

nightmare?"

‘Beaat ¥ roared Bunter. “I tell
you SBoames was here ! He’s hanging
about here for something, the beast !

Didn’t you see him on the beach?”

“There's nobody on the beach.”

“Then heés  gone!” mumbled
Bunter. “I—I thought he was
watching for' me all the time! Fat
lot he ecares if I miss my lunch! I
say, you fellows, I'm {fearfull
hungry! That beast Wibley wi
have to do something about Soames—
it ain’t safe having him about—"

* Wibley 7

“I—I—I mean——"

“You mean you've just woke up,
and you've been dreaming?*

“No!” roared Bunter. "I tell you
Soames was here, and I cai jolly well
tell you that I ain't going to have my
brains blown out to please you, or
Wihle% eithep——"

“Wibley again! Have you got
Wibley on the brain now?” asked
Bob, “Is the fat chump wandering
in his mind, or what?”

“I tell you, Soames was here, and
he said he would blow my brains ount
if I egut my head out of the cave!”
roared Bunter,

“Rot!" said Bob.

“If it was

THE MAGNET

“Well, my only hat!” said Bob
. ""BSomebody was in the cave
—Bunter may have seen somebody !”
The track in the sand told its own
tale. Somebody had come out of the
cave eince the last tide, that was
clear.

Harry Wharton's face was grave.

“Is it ible that Soames is
about?” he asked.

“Might be anybody’s tracks !" eaid
Johnny Bull.

“Yes, but—they're small tracks for
a man!” said the captain of the
Remove. "“You fellows remember
that Mr., Vernon-Bmith's walet had
amall hands and feet. We saw
enough of him om that cruise to
notice what he was like! Whoever
left this trail had small feet for a

man."”
Bob Charr’y whistled.
“By gum ! That's so ! he agreed.

“It was Soames ! howled Bunter.
“Think I don't know Soames when I
gee him? I tell you it was Soames—
same as it was the other night in the
house.”

The juniors looked at one another.
Be far, they had disregarded Billy
Bunter’z tale of alarm. But it was
clear that someone had been in the
cave—and that it was someone who,
like Soames, had emall feet.

“But 1if it’s Soames, what the
dickens is he up to here?” asked
Nugent.

“No good,

Johnny Bull.

“Foodness

at auy rate!” gaid
knowsa!” said Harry
Wharton slowly. “It's a long time
sinece we've seen Seames, and we
know nothing about him, or what he
may be doing. He may be uﬁ: to some
game in these pa rhaps em-

loyed somewhere as a valet—aa he

Soames, he knows you, and he jolly ploy

well knows there’s no brains in your
head !

“ Beast !

“This is tho second time that
blithering ass has fancied that he's
seen  Soames !” said Bob Cherry.
“Nobody was lhere, of course.”

*“I tell you—" ghrieked Bunter.

“You fat Owl, nobody was here !*
hooted Johnny Bull. You've been
dreaming again !

and he

“He was here,
uut_]?‘

“Well, if e was here, and he went
out, he must have left tracks in the
sand,” said ZE[slr.-:r?r Wharton, laugh-
ing. “Let's look !

The Famous Five left the cave
again, Billy Bunter rolling after
them, much relieved to get out at
last. They glanced along the sand
before the cave, though with no
expectation of picking up tracks
there.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo ! exzclaimed
Bob auddenly.

_ At a little distance from the
juniors’ own tracks Bob spotted foot-
prints, Clearly marked in the soft
eand, they led away from the cave,

“Oh!” exclaimed Harry Wharton,

The juniors gathered round the
spot, examining the footprints. The
track led across the sand fo & spot
where chalk tropped up from the
beach. On the rough chalk the trail
wag lost,
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woent

was with Mr. Vernon-Smith—under

another name, of course.”
“Phew I murmured Bob. “If

that's the case, it must have given

him a jump for a lot of fellows who

know him by sight to blow along.”
Harry Wharton nodded.

“We haven’t seen him—but he
may have seem us !’ he said. “If
Bunter wasn't dreaming the other
night——"

I wasn’t, you beast !”

“Ii he wasn't, that may be why
Soames came into our room—to make
sure whether it was us !” said Harry.
“He certainly can't want us about,
if he’s in these parts, and up to some
of his games.”

Bob Cherry chuckled.

“If it’s Boames, we must be giving
him a lot of worry!" he said. "“We
might spot him any time, if he's
trickling about these parts. Het you
he'd give a good deal to see us clear
off from Sir William's place.”

“Well, we're lere for Easter!”
paid Harry. “He can't get shut of
us. Wwe'll jolly well kee;? all €ye open
for him, after this—

“I say, gi:m fellows, you've for-
gotten lunch !

“ What 7"

“Lunch !” said Bunter. *“Come on |
I'm not going back alone, with that
beast Soames hanging about. Do
come on !

“Not much good trying to follow
that trail !” said Bob. * as if

he walked on the chalk as much as
possible, not to leave tracks.”

“I say, you fellows—"

“8hut up, Bunter

“I'm hungry !” roared Bunter.

“May as well go back,” said Harry.

“I should jolly well think so, when
we're late for lunch already ! howled
Bunter indignantly.
- The pnrt-i returned up the gully
with thoughtful faces, Billy Bunter
thinking of Iunch, the Famous Five
thinking of Soames, and wendering
whether, after all, the one-time free-
booter of the Bouth Seas was in the
offing again.

COSH !

Ll HERE'S Wibley?"
' “What "
“Oh! I—1 mean—I

don't mean Wibley !”

Bunter was putting his foot in it
again.

After lunch that day, Billy Bunter
did not seem to be thinking, as usual,
of a nap in an armchair after his
exertions at the table. He was in
the armehair, but he was not
napping.

e- was thinking, but not of naps !
Every now and then he glanced
towards the Famous Five, who were
chatting in a groump the hall
window, and there was a sly twinkle
in his little round eyes behind his big
round spectacles,

Billy Bunter's fat intellect was at
work! Harry Wharton & Co. had
already forgotten that First-of-April
jape in the morning, or almost for-

oftten it! Billy Bunter hadn’t!

unter was thinking deep thoughts
—on the subject of making heasts
sit up for pulling a fellow's leg.

He aat up in the armchair suddenly
and popped that surprising question
at the juniors by the window. They
looked round at him,

Billy Bunter was not, of course,
ever expected to be anything but an
ass. ¢ was not expected to talk
sense, Nobody paid any great heed
to his burblings on any subject. But
really there was something surprising
and perplexing in his constant
references to Wibley, the schoolboy
actor of Greyfriars. From the way
Bunter continually popped out that
name one might really have supposed
that Wibley was at hand.

S0 far as Harry Wharton & Co.
knew, William WJ;IIIEE' was at his
aunt’s in Derbyshire, Certainly not
the remotest suspicion oceurred to
their minds that Wib was an un-
recognised resident in  Eastcliff
Lodge. Bunter, so far, had not le
out the secret—though he was con-
atf.anﬂg hovering on the very cdge
of it.

“I don’t mean Wibley, of course !
said Bunter, blinking at the juniors

as they stared at him. *“Wibley
ain’t here, of course!”
“We know that, fathead!” an-

swered Harry Wharton., “What the

thump do you keep on burbling
about Wibley for?"
“Oh! othing! I eay, you

fellows, where's Sir William #"
Apparently it was Sir William that
Bunter wanted,
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Billy Bunter fled back to his room, yelling, and after him rushed five clmrt juniors, still swiping

“Gone up for his usual fort
winks, I believe!” answered BHo
Cherry,

“He, he he ™ chortled Bunter.

“What iz there to cackle at in
that?” demanded Bob., “0Old beans
like Sir William generally take a
rest after lunch1”

“He, he, he!”

Billy Bunter gurgled. It had been
the custom of Sir William Bird to
take a rest after lunch, as was
natural in a gentleman of his ripe
years. Wibley had to keep up all
the customs of the little baronet
whom he was impersonating. But it
was not likely that so lively a youth
as William Wibley went to sleep in
the afterncon. ¢ was more likel
to be reading the " Holiday Annual,
while the household supposed that he
was snoozing.

Bunter heaved himself out of the
armchair,

The Famous Five looked at him
as he rolled to the staircase.

““What the dickens do you want
Sir William for?” asked Bob,

“Oh I just want to spesk to him !*
gaid Bunter. “I don’t want to ask
him for anything,” he added
cautiously. “If I wanted ll-llj'ﬂﬁﬂf:.
T could ask one of the servamts. It
wouldn’t matter if you heard me.”

The juniors gazed at him,

From that reply, they could omly
deduce that Bunter wanted some-
thing and did not want them to hear
what it was.

“Don’t go and wake the old bean,
Bunter ! called out Harry Wharton,

with pillows.

“0ld beans don't like being woke
up out of naps!”

“0Oh, he won't be asleep!” prinned
Bunter. “Catch him goin E} slee
after lunch! I like a nap after lunch
myself, but Wibley mnever went to
alfeEp in the afternoon that I know
of.

“Sir William's about fifty years
older than Wibley—"

“Eh? Oh, yes! He, he, he!”

Bunter ceded to negotiate the
stairs, e disliked stairs and took
them alowly.

The chums of the Remove gave
him disapproving leoks, which did
not worry Bunter. To their minds
it was sheer cheek on Bunter's part
to think of disturbing the old
haronet, whatever he wanted. Bunter,
however, had no hesitation in dis-
turbing Wibley of the Remove,

He arrived in the oak gallery, and
rolled along it to the passage on
which Sir William’s rooms openecd.
He tapped at Sir William’s door.
There was no reply from within.

Bunter tapped again,

Still there was no answer,

It was very improbable that
Wikley was asleep; but he was care-

ful to keep up appkarances as Sir
William,

Bunter turned the handle
opened the door.

“I say !” he squeaked.

There was still no answer.

The fat Owl blinked into the room.
A figure was etretched on an ottoman
by the window; a silvery head
rested on a cushion; an eyeglasas
dangled at the end of its eord, and

and

the eyez in the pink old face wera
closed. Sir William was, to all
appearance, asleep !

Bunter grinned! He could see the
edge of a book ping out from
under the cushion; and he had no
doubt that Sir William had hastily
shoved it there and closed his eyes
ag the door opened,

He rolled in and shut the door,

“I1 say, Wibley!” he squeaked.
Bir William's eyes opened quite
suddenly, He sat up on the ottoman
and glared at Billy Bunter. Eyi-
dently, he had not n slumbering.
“Oh! It's you!” he snapped.
“Yes, old chap !

“What have you corhe up here for,
you fat idiot?”

“Oh really, Wibley—"

The imitation baronet jerked the
book out from under his cushion. It
was a rather thick volume; in fact, a
“Holiday Annual.” Wibley had been

assing a ha_EPjr hour with that

ascinating publication while he was
supposed to be taking Sir William's
usual forty winks,

“You burbling blitherer!” said
Wibley, in concentrated tones.
“Haven’t you sense enough to call
me Sir William P*

“Well, nobody ean hear us here, I
suppose 7 said Bunter,

“Jermyn's Toom opens off this,
chump !*

“Does it? Well, it doesn’t matter
if Jermyd hears—he's in the secret,
from what I heard the old Bird
telling you at Greyfriara.”

Tae Macrer Leady.—No. 1677,
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“Zomebody might be in his room,
blitherer ! Jermyn's gone out to-day

for the first fime ait}-::e he had his
accident on the gtairs”
“Well, I'll Took!"

Bunter rolled to the communicat-
ing floor, opened it, and blinked info
the wvalet's room.

No one was there, and he rolled
back again.

“It's all right.” he said. “Now, 1
5aY, Wibleg M

“Say Wibley again and I'll let you
have this * Holiday Annual "—cosh !”
snorted the schoolboy actor,

“Oh really, Wibley——"

Whiz [I

Bump !

“Yarooooooh !

William Wibley was as good ag his
word ! The “Holiday Annual®
crashed on the best-filled waisteoat
in Easteliff Lodge, and Billy Bunter
sat down on the floor of Sir William
Bird’s apartment, and roared.

KEEPING IT DARK !

i’ W ¥ roared Bunter. “ Beast!”
Wibley sat up on the

ottoman, glaring at him,
The fat Owl sat on the floor and

glared back.

“Now, vou fat freak!” nnag;lzed
Wibley. He reached out, fielded the
“Holiday Annual,” and held it ready
for another whiz. “Say Wibley
acain !

“Ow! Beast!”

Bunter tottered to his feet. He

- o R -
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rubbed his waisteeat, where the
cosh from the, “Holiday Annual™
seemed to have had rather a disturb-
ing effect on an extensive lunch. His
eyes and his spectacles gleamed with
wrath.

“You cheeky rotter!” he gasped.
“I've a jolly good mind to ring for
Blump and tell him that you ain't
the old Bird at all. I’ve a jolly good
mind i3

“Gammon ¥ said Wibley. “TYou
haven't a mind at all, let alone a
jolly good one! What did you barge
in here for, fathead? "Did you ms-
take my room for the larder, or
what ?*

“Look here, yon cheeky beast!”

“Cough it up and clear!” snapped
Wibley. * What the thump do you
want "

“I want an alarm elock!” yapped
Bunter.

“A-a-a what? ejaculated Wibley.
An alarm clock was about the Tast
thing that anybody who knew Bunter
would have cxzpected him to want.
EarI]y rising was not in Bunter’'s line
at all.

“An alarm clock, see? You can
ring for Blump, and tell him you
want it, Then you can hand it to
me."

“What the merry thump do you
want an alarm clock for, you burb-
ling ass? Qetting up early to-
morrow for the first time in your
life 5

“Yes—exactly I said Bunter, *I'm
turning out early to go down for a—
a bathe! I'm not poing fo set the
clock to wake me up to-night, or any-
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thing like that, wyou know,
should I ?*

“What on earth do
%512 up in the night for?” asked
ibley, staring at him blankly.
“Haven't I just said 1 don't?”

hooted Bunter,

“Yes: that’s how I know you do!”

“ Beast !"

“Well, you can go and ask Blump
without fetching his sixteen stonme
up the stairs,” sgaid Wibley. “1 dare
soy there's one to be found, if you
walit one. No need to come up to
me, you fat ass!™

“Well, those fellows might hear
PAITE L]

Why

you want to

“Why shouldn’t they?”

“Ohf No reason why they
showldn’t, of <course,” said Bunter
hastily. “8till, I'd rather they
didn't! They might think I was

going to turn out in the night for
something. Of course, I'm not! I'm

not thinking of paying them out for
ulling my tﬁis morning, or any-
hing of the kind. I'd forgoticn all
about that.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Wibley.

“Bleased if I see anything to cackle
at! Look here, you jolly well tell
the butler to get an alarm clock and
bring it up to you here! BSee?”

“You fat fooeler!”

“Mind, you're not to mention it

to those beasts!” added Bunter.
“They might smell a rat! Not that
I'm going to pull their leg to-night,
vou know! If anybody butts into

their room in the middle of the night
and says ‘Hands up!’ it won't be
me—it will be Soames.”

“Oh, my only hat and parasol !”

“ Just the sort of thing that Soames
might do, you know,” said Bunter,
blinking at Wibley. “He pgot in
once, and he might get in agan.
They make out that I'm afraid of
Soames. Well, perhaps somebody
else will be afraid of him to-night

if—— He, he, he!”

“You blithering burbling bloater !
I'll e

“] want that alarm clock!” said
Bunter. “I’ll ring the bell, and you
can tell Blump when he comes up.
Don’t tell him it's for me. I'd
rather nobody knew that I wanted
an alarm elock.”

Bunter touched a bell.

Wibley sat on the ottoman and
grinned. Evidently Billy Bunter had
a dramatic scheme of vengeance in
his fat head. He was going to scare
the Famous Five out of their wits
in the middle of the night by making
them believe that Scames had got in
with an automatic,

Far any stunt timed for the middle
of the night Bunter needed an alarm
clock. And i¢ was, of course, essen-
tial that it should be kept very dark
from the Famous Five; it was only
too probable that they would guess
that the fatuous fat Owl was up to
something if they heard about that
alarm clock.

There was & discreet tap at the
door, and the portly Blump entered.

“You rang, Sir William ?”

vanished as the

Wibley's prin
butler tappecg. He was Sir William
Bird again, to meet the butler's
cyes,




*Can you find me an alarm clock,
Blump ?" asked Sir William.

“An alarm clock? Certainly, Sir
William ! j

“8end it up to me, please!” said
Sir William.

“Very good, Sir William [ )

“It's not for me, Blump,” said
Bunter, “I don’t want an alarm
clock for anything. It ain't for me
at a]l.” Bunter wanted to make this
guite clear, _

Blump blinked at him.

“Oh!™ he gasped.
Quite so0, sir!”

BIumE departed;, wondering wh
the dickens that fat guest at Eas
clif Lodge had gome up to Sir
William's room to ask him for an
alarm clock,

“Just as well not to let the butler
know,” remarked Bunter, as the door
closed on Blump. “If you're keep-
ing anything dark, you can’t be too
earveful about it, you know.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” gurgled Wibley.

“Mind, .don't you get saying any-
thing to those {fellows!” added
Bunter. ';.I don’t wauttﬂth'em itu
know. I—I'm going to—to surprise
them by turning out first in the
morning; that's all—see?”

“Yes, sir!

“1 see " grinned Wibley.
John, the footman, came up a few
minutes later with a small alarm

clock, which le handed to Sir
William, and departed in his turn.

“That's all right,” said Buuter,
when John was gone. “ Nobody
knows it's for me, so that's all right.
Hand it over, old chap.”

“Better see if it's in d order
first;” said Wibley gravely. “I’ll
give it the once-over, Bunty. Alarm

clocks ain't always reliable, and you
don't want it to let you down.”
Wibley proceeded to examine that
alarm nﬂ:c]i.
“Where are the other {fellows
now ?* he asked.
hall,

“Down 11 the
answered Bunter,

Wibley's eyes. glimmered,

The clock indicated half-past two.
Wibley set the alarm for twenty-five
minutes to three. In five minutes
that alarm clock was destined to
wake the echoes—if the alarm was
wound up.

“Ia it all right?" asked the Owl of
the Remove, h]in&inﬁ- at him.

“Right as rain!" gsaid Wibley.
forget to wind the alarm
when you go to bed, old fat man.”

“I'll watch it !” agreed Bunter.

“Like to sample those chocs, old
fat bean?” asked Wibley, with a
gesture towards a box of chocolate
creams that lay on a table a little
distance from the ottoman where he
gat.

“Yea,
promptly.

“@o ahead, then!”

Bunter roled across to the table.

As soon as his fat back was turned
Wibley wound the alarm.

Crunch, ecrunch, crunch! came
from Bunter at the table. It was
two or three minutes before he looked
round.

“I 88Y, shall I finish them ? he
nsked. “ There's only about a dozen. *

“Do!* gaid Wibley,

Bunter finished them. Then he

jawing,”

[ £ Duﬂ!

rather !” answered Bunter
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rolled back to the otioman, and
stretched ont a fat and sticky paw
for the clock.

Wibley glanced at it as he handed
it over. nter was happily um-
aware that it was wound or set. Bub
it was both, and it indicated twenty-
six minutes to three as Wibley
handed it over. The alarm was due
in exactly one minute, :

Bunter put the clock under his
arm and rolled to the door.

Wibley grinned after him as he
went,

Bunter had to go down the passage
to the gallery over the hall, and roll
along the gallery to get to his room
with that clock. He would, Wibley
calculated, be about half-way al
the oak gallery in a minute’s time.
And then——

Wibley chuckled, and listened.
Bunter was keeping that alarm clock
fearfully dark; but when gixty
seconds had elapsed, Wibley had an
idea that there were few inhabitanta
of Eastclif Lodge who would remain
in ignorance of the fact that the fat
E;wlkwas in possession of an alarm
ClOCE,

PLOT AND COUNTER-PLOT !

UZZZZZZZZL ! )
B “ Hallo, hallo, hallo ! ejacu-
lated Bob Cherry, looking up.

Buzzzzez |

“What the dickens——*

“0Oh crikey!” came a startled
ejaculation, mingling with the loud,
rancous buzz of the aldrm elock.

The Famous Five, in astonishment,
stared up at the oaken gallery over
the hall of Eastcliff Lodge.

The sound of a buzzing alarm clock
would not have been surprising at an
early hour in the morhing, but it was

nite startling at twenty-five minutes
?u three in the afternoon.

“That fat
Harry Wharton,
L1 B“nter'__j?

Buzzrzzezrrzessss |

Through the interstices of the
carved oak balustrade of the gallery,
high up at the back of the hall, the
spurprised Co, could glimpse a fat
figure.

They had not noticed Bunter, on
his way from Bir William’s room to
hie own, till the alarm clock sounded
its loud and reverberating note.
But that, naturally, drew their
attention at once.

Bunfer was half-way along the
gallery . when the.alarm started. It
made him jump.

The clock slipped from under a fat
arm and dropped to the floor of the
gallery with a bang.

But that bang did not stop the
alarm. The alarm bugzed on, loud
and unmelodious. It-echoed far and
wide. It reached Sir William's ears
in his room; it reached five pairs of
pars down in the hall; it reached
many other ears. It buzzed and
echoed and reverberated. It filled
the air with sound.

“Blow the thing!” gasped Bunter,

He stooped and grabbed up the
alarm clock. It buzzed and buzzed
in his fat hands. He groped for the
knob to turn off the alarm. His fat

ass——" exclaimed

along

2k

fingers did not seem %o find it. The
alarm elock buzzed omn merrily.

“What the thump are yom up to,
Bunter ?* called out Bob Cherry.

“Nothing [* pasped Bunter. “It's
all right. I—I haven’ l%ot, an alarm
clock -here, you fellows

“'What " yelled Bob.

“I—I mean, I'm not taking it to
my room. Blow the beastly thing!
Z_[ti:'.pmuﬁt have been wound up! Blow
it

Buzsszzexzrezzazy |

“What ia that howling ass doin
with an alarm clock?” asked Nugen
hlalikly. ;

“Not going to get up early, at an
rate I g%'inn%ﬁ th. ¥ ¥ g

Buzzgezezs !

The alarm faded out at last. The
echoing buszz died away.

Billy Bunter, intensely exasper-
ated, jammed it wunder his arm
again, It was most unfortunate—for

unter's deep-laid scheme—that that
beagtly alarm clock should have gone
off just them. It had not occurred
to Bunter that it was wound u
still Jess that it was set to go off at
that precise moment. It was a sur-
prise, and a most annoying one.

The fat jumior blinked down over
the balustrade.

“I say, you fellows,” he squeaked,

“I ain't going to take this alarm
clock to my room! T've got no use
for it, you know, The— fact is,

I'm going to lend it to Blump; he
wants to get up early in the morning

—gea P
“0Oh, my hat !”
Blump come out into the hall

by the service door, and was staring
up, the buzz having reached his
portly ears.

The Owl of the Remove did not. see
him there as he blinked down at the
Famous Five,

Having thus thrown the dust into
their eyes, Bunter rolled onward
with the alarm clock to his room,
satisfied that he had allayed sus-
picion—if any.

“Dear me |” murmured Blump.

The Famous Five chuckled.

“Bo wou're hnnnwing an alarm
clock to turn out early, Blump?”
grinned Bob Cherry.

“Not at .all, sir!” answered the
butler. “I really fail to understand
Master Burter’s remark., That must
be the alarm clock that Bir William
sent for a short time ago, as Master
Bunter was with him. But it ie cer-
tainly nof for my use, sir!*

Blump went back by the service
deorway, puzzled.

The us Five, however, were
not puszled. It was obvious to them
that Bunter was up to something,
which required the assistance of an
alarm clock.

“What's that hlitherin{g idiot’s
game ?” asked Bob Cherry. “ He can't
wanh to get up eu.rl?! in the morning
—+that's impossible! What has he

t in his fat head now? When does

¢ want to be woke up, and why?”

“That’s what he wanted to see the
old Bird fnr-ﬂ-get,tinian alarm clock,
and we weren't to know I chuckled

Hugﬁ:t.
“Ha, ha; ha!” :
Billy Bunter came rollin
Tae Maicxer LisRAnY.—

down the
o. 1,617.
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stairs—minus the alarm eclock, now
safely parked in his room. He blinked
anxiously at the famous Five. He
was very anxious that they should
not suspect anything. 5
“I say, you fellows, I'm not going
to use that alarm cloek to-night,” he
said. “I got it from Wibley, you
know, to lend to the butler—"

“You got it from Wibley—before
the hols 77

“Oh! No! I—I mean, I—I un-
packed it, to lend to the butler! I've
had it all the time, you know! I
haven't been to the old Bird's room
about it, ‘or anything of that sort.”

“Oh erikey I

“Blump haEpcﬂEd to ask me if I'd
an alarm clock, and I said I had, and
I'd lend it to him, and that's all
abhout it!”? said Bunter, in an off-
hand way. “Jee?”

*The seefulness is terrific ! mur-
mured Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“You're not Eettiﬂg up in the night
for aujthinf?’ asked Bob Cherry
gravely. “Not thioking of a lark of
any kind #"

“Oh! No! I've just left that clock
in my room for the butler te take
when he goes up!”

“You haven't wound it for to-
night #”

“Not at all, old chap! I haven't
wound it, and I haven't set it for
twelve o'clock, either! Why should
12 :

“0h seissors!” gas d Bob.

“Nothing of the kind,” said Bunter.
“If you hear anf'thinF
it wou't be me. 1 shal

in the night,
be fast asleep.
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I don'i sempose Soames will butt in
?gﬁa}n te-nicht, It's not likely, is
tl A

“ Soames 22

“I mean to eay, I expect he's
cleared off, you know,” said Bunter,
blinking at the Famous Five. “Don’t
¥ou fnﬁﬂwa lock your door to-night,
or anything of that kind, because of
Soames. expect he's a hundred
miles away by this time."

The Famous Five gazed at Bunter
—suppressing  their emotions with
difficulty. ?.'['hr:}' were getting an
inkling of what was scheduled to
occur that might at twelve o'clock!

“It's all right, you know !” assured
Bunter. “You fellows gﬂ to sleep
to-night as usual, and don’'t worry
about Soames! He ain't anywhere
about here now, and I don’t suppose
for @ moment that he will butt into
your room in the middle of the night
and say ‘ Hands up!""”

“Ob, my Aunt Jemima!” gasped
Bob.

“ Not likely to hanen. is it?" said
Bunter breezily, “Don't you fellows
worry! Of course, if i1t did happen,
juu'& jolly well be frightened out of
your seven senses! He, he, he! But
1it’s all right—don't you worry!”

.And Bunter rolled back to his arm-
chair by the fire and settled down
there, satisfied that suspicion, if any,
had been cﬂrmpletel'? ohliterated, and
that all was set fair for his jape on
the Famous Five in the hours of

darkness.
“Let's get out!” gasped Bob
Cherry. “I ghall go off like that

alarm clock in a tick.”

The clinms of the Remove restrained
their mirth till they were out on the
terrace. Then they roared.

“Ajn’t he deep?” gurgled Bob.
“Ain’t he a jolly old Machiavelli?
Ain't he a schemer? Ain't he-a
plotter #

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“He doesn't know that Blump
heard him say he was lending that
joll nId: alarm clock to the
ntler———

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“And he hasn't set it for twelve
o'clock—"

“Ha, ha, ha !*

*And he ain’t going to sneak inte
our room in the middle of the night
and say “Hands up!” and irighten
us out of our seven senses——"

“Ha, ha, ha!” ghricked the Co.
“He ain’t !” went on Bob, gurgling,
“He thinks he is—but he ain't!
When he comes rolling along the
gallery at midnight, he's going to
find five fellows sitting up for him—
on that settee near our door—"
”Hﬂ-, hﬂ, ]':I.Il!"

“With pillows ready,” said Bob,
“and I don’t think he will bother
about saying * Hands np!’—after we
get going with the pillows !”

“Ha, ha, ha!" yelled the Co.

Billy Bunter was looking forward
te that night with happy anticipa-
tion. So were the Famous Five.
There was a counter-plot as well as
a plot—and it remained to be seen
which party was going to get the
surprise !

CAUGHT IN THE DARK !

& NYBODY sleepy ?* murmured
Johnuy Bull.
“Yaw-aw-aw "

Five fellows were fearfully slecpy.
Three of them, in faect, were half-
asleep. The other two were half-
awake ! :

It was half-past eleven.

At that hour, all was dark and
silent in Easteliff Lodge. A counsider-
able time ago the last door had shut,
the last light had been turned off.

Black darkness filled the well of
the great hall, and the o6ld gallery
above it. The five juniors, sitting in
a row on the settee near the door of
their room, could not see one another.

All the Co. had agreed that it was
a bright idea to let Billy Bunter get
on with his deep-laid plot—and to
catch him in the nct! When the
plotting Owl ran into five swiping

illows, they had no doubt that he
would be tired of mocturnal stunts
and would cease to lay schemes for
japing fellows in the middle of the
uiil'ttn.

ut that idea, which had seemed
gquite bright when they chuckled over
it in the afterncon, did not seem quite
so bright as the witching hour of
midnight drew nigh.

At half-past ten they were sleepy.
At eleven they were fearfully slecpy!
At half-past eleven they mufd hard}]y
keep awake. A whirring chime from
the clock in the hall warned them
that they had wyet another half-hour
to wait for Bunter. It seemed an
awfully long time.

However, %laving started, they were
not going to give in. They yawned,
they mnodded, they dropped off
drowsily every now and then—but
they were determined to sit it out.

Bunter, all that time, was enjoying
balmy slumber. He was going on
enjoying it, till the alarm clock
roused him out. He had put that
alarm clock close to his pillow to
make sure that it would wake him.
Meanwhile, he slept and enored con-
tentedly — much more contentedly
than the Famous Five, who sat in the
dark gallery and waited for him.

“Bother him!” murmured Bob
Cherry, after a long silence.

“Nour idea, old man!” murmured
Nugent, with a drowsy chuckle,

< Won't I jolly well ewipe him when
he comes!"” breathed Johnny Bull,
“I'm as sleepy as anything.”

“The sleepiness iz truly terrific!
What is the ridienlous time now?”
murmured Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“Goodness kunows, till the clock
cliimes again!” said Harry Wharton.
“But 1t must be getting towards
twelve—better shut up or that fat
chump will hear us when he turns
out! We don't want to lose him,
after sitting up for bim.”

“By gum—no ! said Bob. “Quict
—it can’t be much longer !

And the sleepy five sat in sleepy
gilence.

Harry Wharton grinned as he heard
a sound of regular breathing on
either side of him. Nugent on omne
sidle, and Hurree Singh on the other,
had nodded off to sleep on the settee.

The {:aitain of the Greyfriars Re-
move rubbed his eyes to keep awake,



He listened lnngin?y for the sound
of twelve chiming from the clock in
the hall. But i1t seemed long in
coming,.

“Any of you awake?” he whispered
at last,

No reply.

Four fellows had nodded off.
Wharton was very near it himself.
But he kept awake, and listened for
the chime that was 80 long in coming.

A sound came to his ears from the

wakefulness. It was not the chime—
it was not yet twelve!

But there was a eound in the old
oak pallery. ‘

‘Wharton listened intently.

Bunter, so far as the juniors knew,
had intended to set his alarm for mid-
night. But it would-be like Bunter
to set it a little wrong. He might,
after all, come earlier! Harry
Wharton hoped that he would! He
was more than tired of sitting there
in the dark, waiting for the fat Owl.

Certainly, there was a sound. It
sounded like a soft footfall.

It geemed to Wharton to come from
the direction of the staircase; but it
was not easy to.spot the direction of
that faint sound 1n the stillness. It
could hardly be anybody but Bunter.

Faintly, irom the garkness in front
of him, he caught the sound, and
realised that the umnseen walker in
the dark was going to pass on. That
was Bunter all over—to miss his
objective in the dark and have to
grope back for it! ,

ie‘captain of the Remove grinned,
and stepped silently forward.

Bunter—if it was Bunter!—was
pussing, but he was not going to
pass! A swiping pillow was going
to stop that! )

He heard a quick breath in the
dark. He was not seen or heard, but
the unseen prowler had sensed his
presence. But it was too late—the
pillow was swiping,

Swipe !

There was a startled howl as the
pillow  established coutact with an
unseen ‘head, and an unseen figure
went staggering.

Bump !

“Got him!" gasped Wharton.

The bump on the floor instantl
awakened four fellows who ha
nodded off.

The four bounded wup, pillows in
hand.

Swipe! went Wharton's pillow
again, landing on the uuseen figure
sprawling at his feet, That figure
geemed to be in the act of serambling
up, and the second swipe floored it
again, and there was another buhp
on the hard oak.

“Halle, hallo, halle! Where——"

“This way!”
“Show a light—you've pgot the
light, Bob!” called Wharton.

There was a pleam of brighiness
from BHob Cherry's flashlamp as he
turned it on! Now that the raider
wag in the toils, a light could be
shown—and was needed for the
pillowin

The
gtreamed on the sprawling figure on
the floor of the oak pgallery. It
lighted up a startled, furious face.

‘apectacles flashin

and grasping at the raseal wi

%i.ght from the flashlamp
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Then there was a yell of surprise
from the juniora.

Thei' expected t6 séé a fat figure
sprawling there, and a pair of big
back the light,
iut they saw nothing of the kind,
It was not—as they had never
dreamed of doubting—Billy . Bunter.

‘What they saw was a clear-cut face
—a face they knew—though at the
moment it was comvulsed with sur-

stillness, and he started into wide _g‘nse and rage. From all the Famous

ive came & yell of amazement.
“Soames "

VANISHED !

“CYOAMES ™ _
Harry Wharton & Co. stood
staring blankly at the man
sprawling before their eyes. It was
ames Soames, panting breathless,
pale with rage. L,
Had. it been Bunter, the pillows
wonld have been swiping at once, But
the jumiors forgot Bunter now, and
for the pillows. They stared
almost in stupefaction at Soames.

_ But it wns ouly for a moment that
he sprawled there, pan_tin%, the light
gtreaming on his furious face. Then
he bounded to his feet with the
activity of a cat.

“It—it's Boames!” panted Bob.

“Collar him ! exclaimed Wharton.
He leaped at the man, ¢even as Soames
got ‘on his feet.

It was Soames—prowling at mid-
night in Sir William Bird’s mansion !
Why he was there, what his gﬁma
wasg, the juniors had no idea. ut,
obviously, his game, whatever it was,
was & rascally one—and he had to be
secured. The captdin of the Rémove
léaped at him, dropping his ﬁill-:m.

th both
hands. And -only & swift backward
leap saved Scames from that swift
Erasp. .

He backed against the balustrade,

nting. His eyes glinted in the
ight as Bob kept it on his face. His

lipg were drawn back in a snarl,
showing his teeth like a .savage
animal’s.

“Bag him!" breathed Johuny
Bull.

The five juniors rushed together.

Soames did not wait for the rush;
he dodged along the balustrade,
towards the sbairs. But this time
Wharton's asp fastened on his arm
and dragged him round.

The next moment Soames was
strugghng in the midst of the five
schoolboys. The flashlamp went with
a crash to the floor, and went out,
leaving them in dense darkness.

“Look out!”

“Hold him !*

“Ia that you?”

“ What—-"

It was a wild, blind ﬂtmg%}e in the
dark, in which Soames lad one
advantage—the juniors, unable to see
him, grasped at ome another as much
as at Soames,

The whole bunch went sprawling
on the floor, and Wharton's grasp on
the man was lost. He grasped again
and grabbed a head of hair, and
th‘-::mﬁa a yell—from Boh Cherry !
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“I've got him!™ panted Johnn
Bull. “I've got hold .of his ear——

N"r'-gghu.lh Thiat’a my ear !

Harry Wharton: scrambled up and

ped for the kghting-awitch at the
stairhead. It was impossible to know
which was which in the dark—and
Soames might be already getting
away.

He found the switch and flashed on
the light. The oak gallery was sud-
denly illuminated. arton stared
round—at: four gaspng schoolboyb.
Soames was not to be seen.

“Gone!” panted Bob,
round. “He's got away !”

Boames was mot im the gallery.
Evidently, he had not lost a second
after wrenching himself loose. The

from

ataring

instant he was free he had darted

away in the darkness, leaving the
schoolboys ping at one another,
“Come: on!" exclaimed Harry
breathlessly.
‘He ran to the stairs.

Boames had vanished, but Wharton

“had no doubt that he had cut down

the stairs to escape. He could hardly
be thinking of anything but escape
now,

The captain of the Remove ran
down the stairs, hiz comrades at his
heels, all keen to get hold of Scames
before he could escape from the
building. It seemed hardly possible
that he could have got out yet im
those few moments.

In the hall, Wharton switched on
another Yght. It gleamed on
armoured figures that adormed the
hall, om ‘armchairs’ and other furni-

ture, on curtained windows; but
there was no sign of Soames.*

The juniors red round breath-
leasly.

“He can’t have got away—yet!"”:
panted Bob.

They hunted through the wide hall,
peering into corners.

The gervice door opened, and
Blump, half-dressed and astonished,
came in, rnbhingeel:lia eyes and blink-
ing at the excited jumiors.

* What——" gaaped the'butler.

Harry Wharton hastily explained.
Blump prnmptlianalled pgl John and
Thomas and Charles, lights flashed
on all over the dg'.munﬂ fioor of East-
clif Lodge, and there was a search
in every room and corridor

“Had we better-call Sir William "
asked Bob,

Wharton shook his head.

“No need to disturb the old bean
—he couldn’t do anything ! Looks as
if Soames has donme the vanishing
trick.”

There seemed mno doubt on that
i:minl:., for the search was guite fruit-
ess. There was no sign or sound of
Soames, and 1t was clear that he had
got away, wherever he was.

Butler and footmen gave it up at
last, and went back to bed, and the
Famous Five returned to their own
quarters,

Certainly they did not dream of
suspecting that, in the valet’s room
adjoining 8Sir William’s, a man was
listening breathlessly within a locked
door, lietening -in. dread. lest the
search might take that direction. But
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no one thouglht, or ‘dreamed, of look-
ing in Jorm .j"H:H room for Soames-—
tl;p{bamn.gtﬂ R was safc from
dmc{n ::1'.3"i
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