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WHY PON. & CO. GAVE
BUNTER BEST!

Sensational Scene Explained

WO Wedneaday afternoons run-
ning, FPoosonby & Co., of
Highcliffe, met Bunter on his

way to Cliff House, and rogeed him.
They -had an excellent reasen. Omn
a vecent oceasion, when Pon, & Co.
were fishing, Bunter had helped him-
sclf to’ their tuck-hamper when they
were ot looking, and the cheery

Higheliffe [ads had sworn to take the |

valne of the purleined provender ont
of ‘Bunter’s hide. But onc ragging
woltld have been sufficient in our view
—and, in any case, Hicheliffe out-
giders are not allowed to rar Grey-

frisrs men ad lib. even if they do de-|

gserve it! So eomething had fo be
done abdut it, y
Cherry and Brown and Wibley de-
cided, when Bunter pourcd out his
tale of woe to them.

‘The “something " was duly done:

Pon. & Co., having an udea that
Bunter would again visit Cliff House
to see his sister Bessic, waited for
him behind a hedge.

At the usual time a fat figure enme
rolling down the lanc towards Cliff
House. Pon. & Co. lounged out of
their hiding-place and harred the
WY

‘FCu'ilar the fat slue, yvou men!™
drawled Pon,

“0h, rather!™

Gadshy and

m“u

Vavasonr reached

That was what Bob:| 1
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forth to collar Buirter.
prising - thing happencd. Something
like 8 battermp-vame sinote Gadsby on
the " chest, aud something like a
sledgehammer hit ¥av on his elegoant
chin !

Gadsby ernmpled up, gasping, aml
Yav, zat down, rooring. :
[ When Ion. and Monsen rushed in
to de the collaring, they were.sur-
prised to reeeive o smart Hiff on the
Bose and ear respeetively !

“The fat freak’s showing
%l-ar ed Pon. "“We'll show

ab him, you men !

Pou’s pals did their best: But sur-
rise followed surptisc. Gadsby went
own for a second time under another
ile-driver on the chest, and Monson

Eit the dust under a smashing whﬂli
on the jaw. Vav., receiving a playiu
tap on the nose, retired hastily, and
Pon., left alone on the field, canght
a straight left between the cyes and
faded right out of the picture!

‘But how did Bunter:do it? you ask.

He didu't! The fat, bespectacled

Greyfriors junior who ro _
Pon.’s ambush’ wasz not William
George Bunter, but another Remove

| man, dispuised Dy

hands to look like Bunter,

A o1 1 A | |

Then a sur- | gl 1 1
Ftlie Back of his hoand, and went on:

fisht!1” |
Thim ! |

lod into-

VWibley's expert{pa

COKER BELIEVES IN
POLITENESS!

L EZ, I'm o strong advocate of
better manners at school,”
gaid €oker, as he glowered

ot our interviewcr over the big ice-

cream he was cating in the tuckshop.

. "He_paunserd to-wipe lis mouth with

“The Iack of politeness in this sehool
i3 simply awful—eet out of the dav-
light, Bake, you voumg idiot, or I'll
whop you! I can’t dashed well see to
eat!

“Manners maketh man,” went on
Coker, with 4 loud hicenp. “ Fudging
by the manners of most of the qﬂulm
Iiere,: they'll never be men if they
Hve to be a hundred!

“Of comrse, x fellow like me is
gentleman by instinet—did I tread oh
vou? Berves you right for having
such bhig fect—but you need a miexo-
scope to find anything Yike a gentle-
man among the other chaps.

“Tf I could afibrd to waste time
talking to a fag like you, I'd
tell yon more about my firm. belict
iir politeness. - But I want to finish
this ice-cream quickly, and go amd
tell Wingate what a lop-eared, cross-
eyed chump he is—so you'd better
buzz off I”

And Coker flattencd lis hand over
my featuves, then turnéd to his ice-
eream again, leaving me lamenting
that I had no more information to
g2 on to you about Coker's ideas on

politencss !

A A - | -

A "DICKY NUGENT" THRILLER—Pictured By C. H. Chapman

Our talented contributor, Dicky Mugent, sent in his latest * thriller™ in picture-story form.
As his drawing was hardly up to standard, the MAGNET artist kindly helped him out.—Editor.

" Gee !

by 1 What a scrumptious cohe,
cookia ! "

Bunter dreams about the cake, and
unable to—

—resist the temptation, steals out of
bed.

o

In the darkness, he Falls over somebody—
g burglar !
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He coptures the sneck-thief by
weight—

—and is praised' by Mr. Prout for hlis
gallantry |



WILLIAM WIBLEY,
LODGE, ENJOYS
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FIRST COME, FIRST SERVED !
i OERE'S the bntters”
W “Butter " repeated Billy
Bunter: “Ain't it in the
Lbutter dish 2"
“And the Lacons™

“Bacon! Aiun't it
cover?"”
" Haxry Wharton & Co. were a litile

under that

late for hreakfast that morning.
Billy Bunter, for once, was first in the
field.

Five members of the Easter party
at Easteliff Lodge had been down to
the beach for an early merning
bathe. One member hadn't! Al
the King's horses and all the Hing's
men would not have dragged Billy
Bunter ont before breakfast.

So it came to pass that when the
Famous Five came into the sunny
Breakfast-room in n cheery bunch,
they found the fat Owl of the Remove
already insfalled there.

Elump, the butler, had told them
as they came in that breakfast was
ready. And the chums of the
Remove were quite ready for break-
fast. A morning dip in the sea gave
fellows an appetite.

Easteliff Lodge, in the pilpiug times
of peace, was a land of plenty. Sir
William Bird, the vencrable ]Bm:!—
prietor, was hospitality itsclf. But
in the war days, the ration laws
applied as strietly to the mansion as
to the humblest cottage on the estate.

IMPERSONATING
LIFE UNTIL HE FINDS

e
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SIR WILLIAM
HIMSELF

BIRD AT EASTCLIFF
IN THE MERCILESS

: .

The $py switched on the bedside lamp. Nex{ moment, his face
was convilsed with rage and disappointment, as he stared at

Wibley.

Ration ecards were the order of the
day, amld every fellow was eatitled o
his fair whack—ncither more hoys less.
(i such circuimstances it was really.
hardly safe to let Billy Bunter loosc
on a breakfast-table before the other
fellows arrived.

Bunter had reached the marumiatic
stage, and was scoffing toast nud
marmalade at a great rate when the
Famons Five came in.

They lifted dish-covers, and found
empty space thereunder

ive accnsing glares were turned
on William George Bunter.

“That fat villain has scoffed all the
butter I said Bob Cherry.

“That podgy pirate has encoped all
the bacon !” said Johnny Bull.

“That -bloated barrel's hn%geﬂ our
brekker ! said Fronk Nuzent.

“I say, you fellows, there's lots of
toast ! ventnred Billy Bunter.

““Ach !’ he breathed.

““ It’s only a fool of a boy!™"’

“Any butter on it?"

“Dry toast is jolly good for the
digestion ! said Bunter. “After all.
what's the good of just a smear of
butter

“You terrific toad!” =said Hurrce
Jamset Ram Singh.

“0Oh, really, %.nk ! 1 say, .you
fellows, I haven't had it; if that’s
what yon think!" said Billy Bunter.
“I'm not a fellow to bag another

fellow’s ratioms, I hope! Perhaps
Blump had it!"

“Blump I wated Harry
Wharton He could not guite sec the

portly butler of Eastelifi = Lodgo
shooping the rations of Sir William’s
guests.

“Yes! I thought he had rather a
ayruptitious look when he put those
dishes on the table! I fancy he had
it 1" said “Bunter,

“Slanghter him !”

said Johnny

_ Bull.

Amazing New Holiday Adven-

tures of HARRY WHARTON &

C0O., the Cheery Chums of
GREYFRIARS.

“QOh, really, Bull! If it wasn't
Blump, I expect it was the cat ! said

Billy Bunter, “I noticed a great big
ﬂﬂt‘_-‘l-J:l

“Where's the sugar”

“Sugar!”

“Did the cat scoff the sugar, too?™
asked Bolb Cherry.
Tre Macxer Lisrary.—INo. 1.660.
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“T-~T—I expect so! JI—I believe
some—somo cats are—are fond of

sngar ¥ stammered Bunter. * Or—or
perhaps it was a rat—"

“A rat 7" liowled Bob.

“Yes:; when I ecame in to brekker, I
noticed a great big rat—"

Harry Wharton & Co. gazed at
Billy Bunter. They were not dis-
posed to believe that the cat had
raided the butter and the bacon.
Still less did they credit that a rat
had sncoped the sugor., They had no
doubt whatever that all those
comestibles were now parked within
the extensive circumference of the
Owl of the Remove. _

“Y say, you fellows, I shouldn't
make & fusa about it!" said Bunter,
Llinking at them through his big
spectacles. “We have to face things
in war-time, you knmow., Grin and
hear it, now! Stiff upper lip,
and all that! They're worse off in
Germany. They haven’t got enough
hutter to ’%mnaa Hitler's moustache !
I shouldn’t grouse about trifles if I
were you ! ifter all, there's J:ulentj
of margarine! It's quite good.”

“I'm going to burst him!" eaid
Johnny Bull. :

“Oh, really, Bill! Blump will
Lring in some more cgge, if you
ving! Eggs are much healthier grub
than bacon—hesides, what's the g;d
of a spot of bacon no bigger n

half-g-crown ? I shonldn’t make a
fuss about food——"

“You wouldn’t!” pgasped Bob
Cherry.

“Never!” said Bunter. “The fact
ia, you fellows will have to brace n
a bit if you're going through this
war, If you're eo jolly particular
about your grub, what the dickens
will you do when you get into the
Militia? The sconer you learn to
brace up and face things, the better.”

Which was, perhaps, good advice in
its way; but not gratifying from a
fellow who had scoffed all the break-
fast.

“In a place like this,” continued
Bunter, “I'm rather surprised to see
the grub so skinny. hey might
have parked whele sides of bacon and
tons of sugar in this sort of show.
Lots of people did. I suppose that
old donkey Bird never theught of it.
I shounld have!™

“Bank on that!” agreed Bob
Cherry. “Not the sort of thing you
would overlook.”

“Now look at it!" said Bunter.
“The whole lot was hardly emough
for one fellow. I was still hungry
when I had finished the lot—"

“So vou finished the lot?"

“Oh! No! Never tounched it!"
apid Eu.jnter hastily, “It was the
duﬁ—’

The dog "

“Yea; the dog ran in, and—

and M

“Along with the cat and the rat?”
asked Bob.

“Oh! I—I mean the cat—that is,
the rate! I—I—I—I mean-—"

“You didn't see a dpigOEMﬂng the
other animalsf” agke b

“Eh? Nol®

“Well, we can see one., and we
know that the pig has scoffed our

Magrer Lisrary.—No. 1,680
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hﬁeﬂer. And we're
the pig sorry for itself
"gh. really, Cherry I”

“The pi ness of theiesteemed
Bunter is terrific!” remarked Hurree
Jamset Bam Singh. *“The bootful-
ness Is the proper.caper.”

*1 say, you fellows, don't you get
kicking up a shindy, because the dog
—I mean, the cat—that is, the rat—
has 5 ! ur rations ! exclaimed
Billy Bunter. “I certainly never
to them. Not the sort of thing I
would do! There’s lots of arine,
And toast. And you ocan ring for
EOME IOre EF%H! And there's fish
paste—and o lot of things! And—"

“Bunter’s had butter for six!” re-
marked Bob Chetry. "But that’s not
cnough for Bunter! He had better
have some margarine, too.”

“I don't want any, thanks!” said
Bunter, “The butter was just about
epough—I mean—not that 1 had it.
yvou kmow ™

“You don’t want any mareariue?”
acked. Bob,

(13 Hu Ill'

“ Well, you are going to have some!
But by way of a change, as the butter
went down the ingide of your neck,
I'll shove the margarine down the
ﬂu‘faide in "

Good e

“Go it !'F %

“Ha, ha, ha !”

Billy Bunter bounded.up from the
breakiast-table.

When Billy Bunter conld not get
butter, he was glad to get margarine,
But he did not like it outside his fat
Even the best fresh butter
'nfaul;:l have been disagreeable—out-
side !

“I say, you fellows—" yelleu
Bunter, in alarm. “I say, you keep
off, you beasts! Laﬁu m_ti collar,
Wharton, you swab! Keep that mar-

rine away, Bob Cherry, you beast!

oocogh! Groooogh!™

Billy Bunter shuddered as a pat of
margarine slid down his fat back.

It was gquite good margarine. But
it felt horrid. It was {:lﬂ-mm"'yﬁ It
was frightfully uncomfortable. But a
fellow who scoffed other fellows'
rations in war-time needed a lessou,
in the opinion of the Famous Five!
So they gave Bunter one.

“Qooooogh!” spluttered Buuter,
wriggling with borror. “Qoogh! I

Foiu g to make
!J

shall have to go and chanie—agmugh
—I shall have to wash again—
woogh I

“ Ha, ha, la ®

“ Beaste |” roared Bunter, shaking a
fat fist at the five grinning juniors.
“I never had the butter, and there
wasn’t enough if I did! Oh crikey!
I'm all clammy——"

“Next time you pinch the rations,
I'll send the marmalade after the
margarine |” said Bobh Cherry.

“Oogh! Beast! Xah! Swab!
Groogh 1™
Billy Bunter rolled out of the

breakfast-room. Really he bad not
quite finished brekke, yet; ke still
had space for another spot or two of
toast and marmalade, t the fat
Owl forgot toast .and. marmalade in
his anxiety to get rid of the mar-
garine, e rolled away, wriggling,

to a bath-rooin, while the Famous
ju;iva sat down to breakfast—such as
1T wWas,

ONE BACK FROM BUNTER !

“ EADY, Wibe*
! "Eh'l.].t uP’ EE«E-EH :
“0Oh, sorry!l” rinned
Bob Cherry. “I mean Sir William !

Ready, Sir William ?*

“If you mean Sir William, say
Sir illiam, fathead!” hooted
Wibley of the Remove. *“Seel”

Bob Cherry had .put his ‘head ix
at the door of Sir William Bird’'s
spacious qn.partmant- in the corridor

0

o the oak gallery over the
hall of Eastcliff Lodt;e.
In that a t any member of

the household staff would have
expected him to find Sir William
Bird, and nobody else. So ecer-
tainly Blump, the butler, or John
or Charlez or Robert, the footmen,
wonld have been surprised had they
heard Bob address the silver-haired
lord of the mansion as “ Wib.”

But the silver-haired little gentle-

man standing before the pier-glass.
Ening at his dap ' ioi
herein, actually was Wibley of the
Greyfriars Remove, though he Iooked
about fifty years older than he looked
at Greyfriars.

Wib's nearest and dearcst rela-
tive, however, would ieyer have

essed who he was, looking at hjm.

b Cherry would mnever have
dreamed that this was Wibley, had
1}1&1 t1:1-::n|:- already been aware of the

act.

Harry Wharton & Cy., in fact,
had been guests at Eastélif Lodge
for quite a time without diseover-
ing that the schoolboy actor  of
Greyfriars was playing the port of
the absent baromet. %’m’hah v they
would mnever have discovered the
secret had mnot Bunter—whoe had
nozged it out—let it out, Wibley did
these things well! It was Sir
William Bird's twin that was stand-
ing before the pier-glass, giving a’
final touch to his outfit.

“Well, come on, old man!” said
Bob., “We're ready to go dowh and
get the boat out!”

“There you go again!” snapped
the schoolboy actor. .

“Eh? I didn't say Wib!" pro-
tested Bob. ;

“Idiot !” hissed Wibley,

“Ain't you ready yet, old bean?”
asked Bob. )

“There you go!” hooted Wibley.
“What do you think Blump would
think if he heard you addressing a
baronet of sixty-five as old man and
old -bean?”

“Well, at sixty-five you are an old
man and an old bean, ain't you?"
asked Bob. “No chicken, af any
rate.”

“Yow blithering ass! You know
why I'm doing this!” said Wibley.
“I had to tell you fellows, after that
Peeping Tom let it out. The old Bird’s
in Germany at this very minute—
and I've got to keep it up that he's
still at Eﬂme. Do you know that
this place is watched, or don’t you?*

“ Yea, rather | assented Bob. " It’s

Tee Maigrer Lisrany.—No. 1,680,



no end of a stunt, Wib, and you do

it wonderfully.”
“If you say Wib again—-=
“I mean Sir William, old chap.
“If you say old chap again—"
“Oh, my hat ! ‘d better be
dumb " said Bob.
“You're dumb enougli. Never saw

such a dumb-bell {” snorted Wibley.
*“Dumb as they make "em !

“Don’t get shirty, old chap—I
mean, n](f: fellow—that is, Bir
William ! I'l be fearfully careful
when there’s anybedy about!” said
Bol eoothingly. *“The fellows are
just starting to get the boat omt.
Coming **

“I'Il follow on,” said Wibley. “I'm

oing to get John to give me an arm
ﬁm the gully; Sir William used to
when he went down to the beach.
That blighter who calls himself
Brown was secn about here the-other
day, and if there's a spy on hand I
walt him to spot that Bir William
Bird is the genuine article. He might
smell a monse if he saw Sir William
cutting down to the beach like a
schoolboy.”

“So he might I agreed Bob. " Once
out in the boat, thmmh, you can be
a schoolboy again till we come in.
We'll get the boat launched and wait
for you. Want any help with that
t 2
“Yes,” grunted Wibley. “Jermyn
was jolly useful in lending a hand
before I had to kick him out—blow
bim! But don’t you help! TYou'd
be about as useful as a hippopotamus.
Get out, aud wait for me on the
beach.”

;‘Right"hﬂ !If

Bob Cherry deft the baronct's rogm,
leaving Wibley giving the finishing
artistic touches to his make-up as
Sir William Bird.

Wibley was a boran actor, and he
played his part te the life, and he
gave the most meticnlous attention fo
the minutest detail.

It was certain that Mr. Brown, who
was known to be watching Easteliff
Lodge, had not the slightest sus-

icion that the gennine Sir William
%irﬂ was not at home. Which meant
safety for Sir William, who was on
a perilous Secret Service mission in
the dominions of the Bad Man of
Berlin.

Bob Cherry went whistling down
the corrider to the ﬂgalle . From
the gallery he descended into the hall
by way of the polished oak banisters,
with a whiz and a whirl and a crash
as he landed at the end. Bob was in
high spirits that morning—as hic was
most mnrnin%'s.

The other four members of the Co.
had already started. Bob cut down
the avenue at a Tun to overtake them,

It was a bright, sunny moruing—
& gorgeons day in ipriL The Famous
Five of Errefriam were enjoying
their Easter holidays by the sea—
gueer as some of the cirenmetances
were,

TUp to a few days ago they had sup-

sed that they were guesta of Bir
%?illiam Bird, a wvenerable baronet.
Now they knew that they were guests
of a Remove fellow who was far from
venerable, save in outward appear-
ance.

“Wibley coming?” nsked Frank

EVERY SATURDAY

Nugent, glanci round as Bob
joined the Co. in the avenue that:led
down to the sea.

Bob Cherry chuckled.

“Mustn't say Wibley I” he chided.
* Wib gets his hair off if you say Wib.
He's just been jawing me for it”

“Well, we can't be too careful I
said Harry Wharton. “ Walls have
ears, you koow, in war-time ! i
-~ "Right as rain [” a Bob. *8ir
William's coming! John's going to
give him an arm down the ¥—
rough poing for a venerable old bean
of three score and a few more, you
know. Seen Bunter?”

“Not since you margarined him.”

“Jolly morning for a trip on the
briny,” =aid Bob. “Bunter's going
to make it a ripping trip.”

“Eh? Bunter isn’'t coming !” said
Johnny Bull.

“That's how !” explained Bob.

“Ha, ha, ha|"

From ‘the avenue tho juniors
crossed the road along the clifis and
descended into the steep, chalky
gullﬁ that led down to the beach.

“Hallo, hallp, hallo!” ejaciated
Bob, as he apotted a fat figure
ashead, "“Talk of pigs, and you hear
them grunt ("

Billy Bunter was in the gully:
Aﬁ arently he had started out
while the Famuus Five were still at
breakfast.

He was leaning against the door of
the boathouse.

The boathouse was a small, Fooden
building, built in a gap betwéen two
big chalk recks, half-way down the
Eﬁl .. At hiph tide the sea washed

gh up the gully, almost as far as
the spot. The tide was out now, and
the juniors had & good distance to
t-nmgllc the boat across the sand.

The Owl of the Remove blinked
round through his big s cles, as
the Famous Five appeared in the
ﬂﬁ‘i%i' and grinned.

v ho grinned they did not know
—unless he was amused by the mar-
arine episode—which was impro-
able. Bunter had had to have an
extra wash on acconnt of that mar-
garinc—whick was mnot the sort of
thing that amused Bunter. Still, he
did grin—almost from one fat ear to
the other

“Halle, hallo, halle! Coming,

after all?” asked Bob., “We'll

you into the boat somehow,
uid fat mah "

“I'll wateh it!” grunted Bunter.
“Last time I came out in a boat
with you that beast Soames camc
after us—"

“Soames isu’'t on the warpath now,
fathead ! Buck up, and come for a
blow on the briny!” said Bob en-
courngingly. Which wns really
very kin vl{eﬂrbaﬂ of Bob, for there
was no -doubt that Billy Bunter
added to the enjoyment of a trip
by declining to join thercm.

“Yah!" was Bunter's polite and
elegant. reply.

"E'We'.ll. mi’[ away from that door,
barrel ! said Johnuy Bull. “We've

to run the boat out !”

Billy Bunter rolled away from the
door. But he did not roll far. He
seemed interested in the proceedings
of the Famous Five that sumiy morn-
ing—though he was not joiming in

5

the boating tr;‘g and- certainly could
not be suspected of intending to lend
a lhand in gotting the boat down to
the . water.

Harry Wharton had the koy of the
boathouse. He inserted it into the
lock, unlocked the door, and pulled

it open.

Tll:guFumuuﬂ Five all weant  inside.
The boat reguired all hands to deal
with it.

Az soon as they were ipside Billy
Bunter rolled te the doorway.
~ There Le stood griuning din at the
uniore—his grin wider than ever!

ndeed, it was so extensive that it
almost looked as if it wonld meet at
the back of his head.

“I say, you fellows!” squeaked
Bunter.

“Lend o hand here, old fat man i*
said Bob, looking round,

“1 sny, I've been waiting for you
here—guess why !” chuckled the fat
Owl, blinking at the jumiors in the
boathouse. “I'm going to give you
one baek for = n% margarine
down & fellow’s neck! He, he, he ®

Slam !

The boathouse door banged shut.

Click !

_The key turned in the ountside of
the lock.

“Why, you fat freak ™ roared
Bob. He made a jump to the door.

A dim twilight reigned within,
with the door shut.

Bob stumbled over an oar, tripped,
nnd roared.

“He, he, he!” came from without.

Billy Bunter, outside the locked
door, gm;ﬁ!aﬂ explosively. Bunter
was fearfully amused. ¢ Famons
Five could why Le had been

rinning now. Billy Bunter was on
And he had

¢ trail of vengeance!
pulled it off !

Bob Cherry thumped on the inside
of the door.

“You fot c].mmf he bawled.
“Unlock this door!

“He, he, he!”

“I'll scalp you!”

“He, he, he I®

“You terrific fathead— shomted
Hurtee Jamset Ram Singh.

“He, he, he!”

There was a scrape, as the key was
jerked out of the keyhole. The
EllI!.ﬂkEﬂg Owl slipped it inte his

b

(L)
.

“I'll spiflicate you, If you don't
open this door !” roared Bob.

“Aro going to get through the
kevhole*” chuckled Bunier,

*l—I—I'Il—I'1l—"

“I say, you fellows, I'm pgoin
dowan to the Tbeach!” chortle
Bunter, “I'Il let you ont when I
come back to lunch! He, he, he!”

Billy Bunter rolled away down the

ully to the beach. His fat chortle
gi-:d away in the distance—followed
by o roar of voices and o din of
ﬂftmtping from the prisoners in the
boathouse.

NOT A SUCCESS !

éf HI1S ass!”
l “The fathead !
“The terrific chump !™

“The blithering bloater !
Tae MagxET ARY.—No., 1,680
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Bob Cherry chuckled.

“It's all right!” ho said. “That
howling baundéranatch docsn’t know
that ﬁihle?*a coming ! We've only
got to wait for Wibley.”

Billy Bunter, rolling away on the
beach, was Lappily unaware that
Sir William was ing to be =»
member of the boating party.

He had left the Famous Five—as
he supposed—locked in the boathouse
till lupch, which, in Bunter’s
opinion, scrved them jolly well
vight! Fellows wlie had compelled
Billy Bunter to have an extra wash
deserved that, and more!

But, in poiut of fact, though the
acheming fut Owl was unaware of it,
the prisoners of the boathouse ouly
had to wait till Wibley blew. nlong.

“The  dithering dwmmy ™ said
Harry Wharton. *“We were going to
have the boat launched ready for
Wibley! We shall have to wait.”

“ Not more than ten minutes!” said
Bob cheerfully. “And fancy that fat
chump’s face when he sees us come
down to tlre beach after all.”

And the chums of thep Remove
chuckled. Undoubtedly it would be
a surprise for the fat plotter when
he saw the prisoners from the boat-
house trundling the boat dewn to the
water

“I'll boot him all over the beach!”

runted Johuny Bull “We shall

ve to wait here while Wibley sends
for another key."

“Well, he won't be long.”

Bob Cherry peered out through a
crack in the door of the little boat-
house. H# watched the gully for
8ir William to appear 1 sight.
It was rather fortunate for the
Famous Five that the schoolboy actor
wag going to join in the trip on the
briny, Otherwise, Billy Bunter
might have got away with bhie
strategic schicme.

But it was not leng before voices
were heard in the vocky gully.

“Steady, John!” came the throaty
voice of Sir William,

“*“0Oh! Yes, asirl”

* 1 am not so young as I oucc was,
Jﬂ‘hu [

“0h, no, sir!”

Bob Cherry griuned as he watched
the silver-haired little gentleman de-
scending the gully, leaning on the
arm n]f .'l'-:fhl'.l,1 the fuutu;uu. WihLE
wana playipg hia part of a veuerable
old 'hl;an to the IEJE:.

If the mvsterious Mr. Brown was
on the watch there could be no doubt
that he would suppose that that
silver-haired old sportsman was the

nuine Sir William Bird. Auxud so
ong as Mr. Brown aud his associates
supposed that, the genuine Sir
William was safe from suspiciou
while he carried on with his Secret
Service stunts.

“Halle, hallo, hallo!” roared Bob,
as Bir William and Johu reached the
level stretch in the gully, where the
boathouse was built in a cleft of tlie
cliffa

Sir William gave rather a jump,
and John stared round.

“My only hat ond sunshade!”

jaculated Sir William. “ What—"

e remembered himself as John gave

Tre Magwer ILmarary.—No. 1,680,
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Limm & surprised blink. “Hem!
Hem ! - Good gad, what i that?”
“We're here, Sir William ! called

-out Bob Cherry He was. careful of

the *Sir William,” with John in the
offing. “We're locked in !”

“What the thum em! What
the dooce——" exclaimed Sir William,

“That ass Bunter banged the door
ob us and locked us in, and hiked off
with the key!” explained Bob. “I
iup ose you can. gend -for another
ey

gﬂh,_ yea! John, go back to the
house and jget the other key for the
boathouse ! said Sir William.

Leaving the little old gentleman
in the gully, John hurried up the
rug%e’d ga.th and disappeared.
) hat the thump did that blither.
l‘%ghcur:kuu lick you in for?” asked

1

ley, when Joln was out of
hearing
“Bunter's idea of a jape!®

answered Bob. “We were to atick
here till Tuneh! He didn’t know you
were coming

“Ha, ha, bal” roared Wibley.
"Lunkakfur you you're mice, dutiful
boys, ing an old gent out for a
row on a fine morning.”

Sir William sat down on a boulder
to wait for John to return with a
key  The five fellows in the boat-
house waited rather lesa patieuntly.
They had a strong desire to boot
Billy Bunter along the beach as far
aa Broadstairs and back again.

But there was nothing for it but
to wait: and waited till John,
at length, arrived with another key.

Then the boathouse door was un-
locked.

Harry Wharton & Co. were glad to
ret out at last.

They trundled out the boat, It
was not a heavy boat, but they had
plenty to d¢ to get down the gnlly to
the beach and across a wide stretch
of sand to the sea.

Five fellows carried the boat down,
and Bir  William—venerable ones
more—fcllowed slowly, leaning on
John's arm, and picking his steps
with the care sunitable to an old bean
of three score and odd years.

The Famous -Five reached the
beach, trundled the boat out on the
sand, and stopped for a rest. Then
they looked round for Bunter.

They did pot want to waste any
more time, but if the fat Owl was
in the offing it would have been a
consolation to boot him.

* Hallo, hallo, hallo ! There he is 1#
exelaimed Bob Cherry., He pointed
to the opening of the
a little distance from the gully.

The April sunshine was stream-
ing down om the sandy beach. Billy
Bunter had retired into the shade of
the arched rocks over the mouth of
the cave.

There he was sitting on the soft
sand that had drifted into the cave
on the last tide, leaning back against
a chalk boulder, with a toffee-packet
in lis left hand and a chunk of toffec
in his right. One of his fat cheeks
bul as if with & bad attack of
toothache, but it was probably only
a chunk of toffee therein.

Bunter was grinning.

No ‘doubt, as he sat in the shade

chalk cave, at

and blinked out at the sea and de-
voured toffee he <was reflectin
hf:ppll{h on the one back he ha

given the Famous Five for the mar-
arine episode. He was notlookin
owards the juniors, and they grinneg

as they stared across at his grinning
fat face,

“Bunter |” roared Bob.

. The fat Owl gave 2 quit¢ convul-
sive jump.

That roar was his firet intimation
that the jumiors weére no lomger
locked in the boathouse, His fat face

swung round in ‘their direction, his
eyes almost popping through his
spectacles as he saw them.

“Oh erikey !” gaaped Bunter,

He gave the Famous Five ons
alarmed blink. Then he bounded up,
dodged round the boulder againat
which he had been leaning, and
scuttled up the cave,

Tn a twinkling, the fat Owl ‘was
out of sight. Evidently, Billy Bunter
expected reprisala, gnﬂ, ﬁk_a_ the

in beth,” 'he stood not
upot the order of his going, but went
at onge. :

“Come back, you fat villain!”
roared Bob. “Come back afdd be
booted ! Do you hear?™

If Billy Bunter héard, he followed
the example of thé ancient gladiator,
and heeded not! PBunter had diﬂg&i-‘
Eeareﬂ—-anﬂ he sta disappeared !

unter was going to hug cover till
the boating-party were gone.

“Come on!” gaid Harry; and the
Co, grasped the boat again, and
trundled it down over the shelving
beach to the water's edpe.

There they la_u_nnhetfe their cratt
and waited for Sir William.,

That ;‘:;:El‘ﬁlﬂ old pgentleman
umerged m the gully, leaning ouw
John's arm, and toddled anm:igt'!le
sand with the footman’s arsistance,

He was safely landed in the boat,
and John returned to the house.

Harry Wharton & Co. grinned as
they pushed out to sea. How Wibley
kept 1t 'h%?they bardly knew: but he
wag Sir William to the very life—
except for an oceasional inadvertent
ejaculation that smacked more of the
Lower Fourth than of the baronetage.

With Sir William sitting in the
stern, the Greyfriars crew pulled out
over the blue calm water.

If they had thought further of
Billy Bunter, they would have sup-
posed that the fat Owl emerged from
cover ag soon as the boat had pulled
out to sea. But, as a matter of fact,
they forgot Bunter's existence—little

dreaming of what was happening to
hh:'.le ms they glided away over the
water.

i —

BUNTER IN A BAD FIX |

RASH!
P it
“On!” pa Billy Bunter.

He reeled from the shock.

Bunter was in a hurry. A little
distance from the month of the cave
the light was dim. Billy Bunter did
not know that anyone else was in the
cave till he craghed | The last ﬂ'ﬁnﬁ
Billy Bunter wounld have expecte
was to run inteo anfbﬂd in that
chalk cave on the solitary beach,



He was taken guite by surprise.
S0 was the other Ea-rtzr[ Bunter
reeled from the shock and sat down
with a heavy bump. The man into
whom he crashed went over back-
wards with a startled howl.

* Ach !

“ Qoooogh ' spluttered Bunter.

He sat up dizzily. His spectacles
had slid down his fat little nose, and
he grabbed them, and jammed them
into place, and blinked. The other
Eﬂ.l‘t_]i’ was down on his back, and all

unter could see of him for the
moment was the soles of a pair of
boots !

“Ow !* gasped Bunter. “You silly

EVERY SATURDAY-

a startling man to meet in war-time.

The fat Owl clambered to his feet
in a hurry.

He had supposed that it was some
wandering tripper exploring the
cave that he had crashed into. But a
tripper who spoke German was not
the sort of tripper he expected—and
Bunter's oue idea was to get back to
the beach as fast as his fat little legs
could carry him,

But bhe had no time to carry out
that idea. The man had one hand to
hiz banged head, where he seemed to
have a pain. With the other he

abbed at the fat Owl and grasped

im by the collar.

7

language. “Fool! What are yon
doing here—rushing about like a
madman 7

“I—I—JI——" stuttered Bunter,

“Are you alone here?” breathed
Mr. Brown. His light bluc eyes were
fixed on the sunny sand outside the
mouth of the cave.

“Oh! Yes!” gasped Bunter,
Then, as he realised that the spy was
in fear of se&inﬁ others enter the
cave, he added: " JI—I mean, no
Oh! No! Not at alll My—my
friends are just—just coming!
gay, you leggo! They'll be hore in a

minute I
The man did not let go. He com-

L, - Y

The Famous Five turned round as they heard the door of the boathouse shut wlth'a slam and the

key turn in the lock.
ass | Runnine into a fellow! Wow!
You've knocked me over! Ow!”

Really, it was Bunter who had done
the running into a fellow! But the
fat Owl was angry and indignant.
He was startled, he was bumped, he
was breathless. And he was peeved !

“Wharrer you doing here, I'd like
to know ?* hooted Bunter. “This is
u private beach! Trippers ain’t
allowed here! Now you've knocked
me over [

There was a gasp from the other
man. He was more ﬂamnifled than
Bunter, as the back of his head had
banged on hard chalk when he went
over. But he was a good deal more
active than the fat Owl. While
Bunter sat and spluttered, he leaped
to his feet.

“Ach! Dummkopt I he panted.

“Eh " ejaculated Bunter.

Bunter did not know that a dumm-
kopf was a blockhead. But he knew
thay it was a German word. A man
who exclaimed in German was rather

““ He, he, he ! ** cackled Bunter.

“1 say, leppo!™ gasped Bunter.
“Oh lor'! I say——>

He wriggled in a grasp that was
like that of an iron vice, and blinked
at the man's face.

In the dimness of the cave he made
out a hard face with a stubby nose
and thick blond eyebrows. A shiver
ran through the fat junior. He had
lieard the Famous Five speak often
enough of the man with the blond
eyebrows—he remembered that they
had onee spotted him in that cave.
He was in the clutch of the mys-
terions Mr. Brown.

“0Oh lor’ ! gasped Bunter.

A pair of light blug. eyes, under
the thick blond eycbrows, fixed
savagely on him. The man, still
holding him in a grip eof iron, cast o
hitrrieﬁ glance towards the mouth
of the cave.

“Fool!” he breathed. He was
speaking in English now. Only the
sudden shock of the collision had
surprised him into wusing his own

“ I've been waiting to give you one back ! **

pressed his
Owl squeake
into his neck.

" " Silence I whispered Mr. Browu.

The look that accompanied the in-
junction was enough for Bunter! He
was silent as the man dragged him
swiftly behind one of the chalk
boulders that were strewn in the

rip &0 hard thab the iat
as the knuckles ground

cave.
There, for a long minute, Mr.
Brown crouched, listened, and

watched, his grip on the fat Owl
Clearly, he was in fear of being dis-
covered in the chalk cave if anyone
followed Bunter in.

Bunter quaked in silence. He had
dodged up the cave to escape, but he
would have rejoiced just then to hear
footsteps in pursuit. But ke heard
nothing—save, from a distance, the
rattle—save, from a distance, the
the wind from the sea.

The blond-browed man stirred at

last. From his pocket he drew a
Tae Mag¥er Lipnary.—No. 1,680.
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cord, and with swift hands knotted it
round Bunter's wrists and ankles,

The fat junior did not dream of
attempting to resist; he was as wax
in those strong, ruthless hands,

Leaving the fat Owl behind thé
boulder, My. Brown stepped away.

Bunter heard him treading lightly
towards the mouth of the cave.
Evidently he was going to ascertain
whether anyone else was om the
beach—and he had left Bunter seonre
while he went.

“Oh erikey !” moaned Bunter.

He twisted round the boulder, to
blink after Mr. Brown. The man
was standing.-at the cave-mouth,
looking out. There was nothing to be
seen ou the bLeach bubt the shelving
sand, the heaps of seaweed and drift-
wood, #nd the lapping tide. But.on
the water there was a boat—with
four schoolboys at the oars, and
another eitting beside & silver-haired
rentleman in the stern.

Mr, Brown's cyes fixed on that
boat, ]

Oue loug look secemed fo satisfy
]11im. He ;:amanl}aﬂk up the t‘-ﬂ-‘iiﬂ' to
tle spot where Bunter lay wriggling.

“Fool! Fat fool I” ge mugl:%ereg,
Lis light blue aﬂﬂ glinting down at
the unhappy l. “Your friends
have gone in a boat—the old man
has gone with them. Where are they
zoing? Do you know

“Oh! No! Yes! Only for a trip
on the sea|” stammered Bunter.

“When are they returning.”

“I—I think they're coming back
for lunch ¥ mumbled Bunter.

“Ach! Then there is time—ample
time ! muttered Mr. Brown. “But
you, fool—you ave in the way! Yom
must be silent [~

He stood locking down at. Buater,
with knitted brows. Finally, he
stooped and loozened the cord at the
fat Ewl’s anklea,

“Come 1" lie snapped,

He jerked Bunter to his feet. With
his hands still tied, the Owl of the
Remove stumbled along as Mr.
Brown, orasping his collar, marched
Iim farﬁ:_e:s up the cave,

The twilight in the cavern deepened
to darknegs. Bunter could hardly see
an inch before his fat little nose.
But the darkness did not seem to
trouble Mr. Brown. He tramped on,
like a man who knew every imch of
the way.,

He halted at last.

There waa a sudden glitter of light.
Brown had turned on a flashlamp.

Bunter blinked dizeily in the light
as the man flashed it round him.

“Stand there, fool!” mubiered
Brown.
He pushed the fat junior againet

a boulder. 'Then he ran the cord
round him and the rock, binding the
fat ™ Owl to the boulder.

*I—I say——" gasped Bunter.

“SHilence [

The blond-browed man examined
the kuoots carefully im the light.
Then he jerked out Bunter’s hand-
kerchief, folded it, and t;lammad it
into the fat junior's mouth,

“Umirggh 1" gurgled Bunter, as it
want iu, '

. After that, he could not gurglel
With s length of the cord,
Tre Micxer Lieriry.—No. 1,680.
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Mr: Brown tied the gag securely in
Pluca. TFhen the light of the

amp was suddenly shut off.

_ Bunter, to his horror, heard reced-
ing ui;?a in the darkmness. He
wniggt in his bonds, and tried to
yell, but only the faintest mumble
passed the gag. The man was going
—leaving Lim there in the deep
darkness. The footsteps died away
towards the sea, and the unfortunate
Owl of the Remove was left in black.
ness and tomb-like silence.

A CHANGE OF IDENTITY |

OB CHERRY was ﬂiﬁgiﬁg. At
all events, if his comrades had
asked him what he was doing,

he would have said so, But it real %
sounded as if Bob were tﬁm to hai
somebody across in nl]ind oF
Belgium.
“A life on the ocean wave,
A home on the rolling deep,
When your lunch you cannot save,
And your dinner seldom keep !
The Greyfriars boat was well out
from the land. The cliffs showed in
a distant dim Jline against the deep
blue of the sky, From the shore the
boat could have been only a speck, if
it was wvisible at all; and at that
distance, safe from observation,
Wibley was relaxing.

It was no end of a lark to play the
El?ﬂ of-a venerable baronet, and boes

¢ show in an éstablishment like
Eastcliff Lodge. Nevertheless, it was
a velief to relapse into a schoolboy
again when opportunity offered.

So, far from observant eyes, Wibley
had taken off his coat and taken an

oar, and was pulling with the rowers,

Blump, John, Charles, or Robert
would have been surprised to see old
Bir William pulling an oar as vigor-
ously as any of the achoolbo i
they could not see him, so that was
all right.

Although Wilkley had done his
best, as he had promised the old Bird,
to k the impersonation a secret
from all, he was rather glad that
circumstances—and Billy Bunter—
had been too stromg for him. Now
that the Famous Five were in the
secret, he was able to relax a gnod
deal—certainly, he could not have sat
in his shirtsleeves, pulling that oar,
had they still Téppﬂ-aed im to be
Sir William Bird, end his eilvery
locks uine.

Wibley and Harry
rowing—the Tboat gliding gentl
through calm water. Nugent steer
—Bob Cherry burst into melody—
Johnny Bull sat watching a far-off
aeroplane winging in the hine.
Hurree Jamset Singh had a pair
of field-glasses to his eyes, and was
watching the-sea, with an intent look
on his dusky face.

" cimtted a Hun submarine, Inky#*
asked Bob, at last, breaking off his
musical efforts,

Inky lowered the glasses.

“No, my esteemed Bob,” hLe
answered. “I hdave been watching a
boat—my interest in that craft is
terrific,

The juniors all glanced round.
Far away towards the shore another
craft bobbed on the blue water—too

Wharton were

‘cCame

far off for ifs oceupants to be dis-
tinguished, though they could see
that there were two of them,
Faintly, like a whisper across the sea;
¢ chug of a motor.

“Only a4 motor-boat!” #aid Bob.
“Lota of them about, up and down
the coast! What about it, Inky ?*

“It is coming out to uns—and the
most preposterous speed with the
oars would not enable us to show a
clean pair of toes to a motor-boat!”
anewered the Nabob of Bhanipur—no
doubt meaning a clean pair of heels!

Harry Wharton & Co. sat up and
took notice, as it were, at once.
Every man in the crew pulled a good
oar; ~but they had mo chance, of
course, in a race with a motor-boat,
if it was after them,

“You think they're after ns?” ex-
claimed .

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh nodded
his. dusky head.

“But we're dome with Soamea
now,” said . “Boames got after
us when we a trip before—but
that was before he was tted at
Easteliff Lodge, and kicked out. Bo
long as he was mpiu on as Sir
William's valet, er the name of
Jermyn, he wanted to clear us off —he
was afraid of being . But now
he’s been and turfed out,
we're through with Soames.” _

“That's all right, Inky!" aaid
Wibley. “No more danger from
Soames. He's a dashed raseal; but
he hasn’t any motive for giving any
more trouble—and he's not the man
to remember grud for nothing.
Why, he lent me his hat the other
day, when that fat idiof Bunter

my wig off and left me
stranded.”

“I don’t think we need worry about
Soames any more!” a ugent.

“If Soames is in that boat, he's
not after us!” said Johnny Bull,
“We shouldn’t have risked amother
sea-trip if Soames was still on the
war-path, Inky.”

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh did not

ly: he was gatin%' through the
field-glasses in at the distant
motor-boat, e chiug of the motor
was growing more distinet; it was
tl}:llpmﬂchin the GQreyfriars boat,
ough still far away.

“Take the glasses, my esteemed

Wharton,” said the nabob, at last,

“and see if you recogmise the man
sitting in the boat—locking this

way.”

‘?Sunmes?“ asked Harry, as he took
the glasses.

“No! Look!”

Wharton turned the glasses on the
distant motor-boat istant as it
was, it rushed into elear view in the
glasses.

Of the man who was driving it, he
conld see little; but the other man
was sitting in plain view, %H:in oub
across the sea towards the Greyiriars
boat.

Harry Wharton gave a sudden
start as he discerned a stubby nos
a hard mouth, and thick, blond eye-
brows.

“Brown ! he exclaimed.

“ Brown !* rei:eateﬂ Bob Cherry.
“Lend me the glasses !*

The glasses passed from hand to
hand. Then the Greyfriars crew



lcokedl at one another with serious
faces.

“It is tho esteemed and execrable
Brown,"” said the Nabob of Bhanipur
quictly. ;

“But why?* exclaimed Bob. “It
looks a&s if he's after usl They're
heading this way, and that swab’s

got his eyes on us. But why?"
“Brown can’t be going to play
Soames’  game,” said  Nugent.

“Soames had a secret to keep when
he tried to scale us away from East-
cliff Lodge. But Brown can't care a
bean whether we go or stay.”

“Weléy should he?” said Harry,
puzzled. “It's not that! I can't
guess what the man's after.”

“He is not after us, my estcomod
chums,” eaid the nabob. “We are
nothing to the execrable Brown.
But he is after somebody.”

“Oh, my only hat and sunshade!”
cxclaimed Wibley., *“Little me!”

“Oh!” exclaimed Harry,

The juniors realised it all at once.

Mr. Brown had been Kkceping
watch on Easteliff Lodge—they knew
thlat——-:]-::egly infcrested in the move-
ments of Sir William Bird. They had
ho doubt that he was a foreign spy,
and that he had means of reporting
to the encmy abroad if Sir William
I&ft his residence. So far, he had
coutented himself with spying. Now
it looked as if he had other measures
in mind—now that the baronet had
placed himself at his mercy by going
out te sca in company of a party of
achoolboys.

Wibley whistled softly,

“By pum—if he’s after Sir
William ! he breathed, “Oh, my
summer bonnet! I was an ass. to
come out in this boat and give him
a chance.”

“We can tackle him——" began
Johnny Bull.

“If he means Dbusiness, le's
armed ¥ said Bob., “Wo couldn't
taokle Soames that time when he
turned a gun on us, old man.”

Jehuny was silent,

It was certain that if Mr. Brown
mecant mischief, he was armed, and
that the schoolboy crew had no
means of dealing with him. Siv
William was at his mercy |

Whatever his  intentions were
towards 8ir William, hoe had the
power to carry them out. And if his
object was to secize the old baronct,
one thing was certain—Wibley's dis-
guise would be discovercd when he
was in the spy’s hands. That, no
doubt, would sce Wibley safe person-
ally—but the impersonating game
would be up—with consequent peril
te the Seertt Scerviee man, who had
penetrated into the enemy's country.

Wibley breathed hard.

“Oh, what an ass T was to
him a chance!” he muttered. *
I never dreamed of this!
was spying, but—"

“He’s after this boat, that's plain
enough ! said Harry. “He can only
bo after Wibley—thinking he's Siv
William ! If he finds out——"

“He will find out fast cnough, if
he grabs Wibley !” said- Bob. " We've
got to stop him, somehow.”

“ We've got to do something—hbut
what?” said Jolinny Bull,

“My csteomed chums, if T may

=

ive
ut
I knew he
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make a suggestive remark—" mur-
mured the Nabob of Bhanipur,

“If you can make a suggestion,
fathead, on with it!” eaid Boeb.
“ Blessed 1f I see what’s to be done,”

“They are not yet near enough to
gee 18 with distinctfulness,” said
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. “It
13 terrifically probable that the
estecmed Brown saw us start and
then hiked off hurryfully to get his
pal and the motor-boat. Now they
are looking for this absurd craft.
Having spotted a boat with six
persons in it, they are heading for

AE"

“They know it's us, all right!”
said Bob, H,’.’:ﬂl‘i‘ﬂ%+ “What are you
getting at, Inky?”

“This, my worthy fatheaded Bob—
owing to my having gazefully scanned
the sca with the esteemed plasses, we
have spotted them before they have
spotted ns, If the absurd Sir William

ucks below the gpunwale, they will
not epot him.”

“They will when they run us down,
fathead !

“Not if the esteemed Sir William
changes back into the idiotic Wibley
out of their sight ! said the mabob.

“0Oh!” exclaimed all the juniors
together.

ibley gave a jump. He was

uick on the uptake! He only necded

the suggestion—and le acted an it at
onee.

“Inky, old man, you're a g‘ritldj
geniua I he breathed, “I'm on!”
: Wibley dropped Lis oar and ducked
oW, :

The Greyiriars crew played up
immediately—two or three of them
moving 8o as to screcen Wibley from
the sight of the enemy in the
np&m&n ing motor-boat.

he schoolboy actor loet no time.

Screened by the wale and the
grouped juniora, he whipped off the
silvery mop from his head, disclosing
his own close crop; whipped off the
beard, the moustache, and the eye-
brows. Then, dipping hie handker.
chief in the sea, he rubbed off the
greater part of the pink complexion.

The difference it made in him was
startling.

A venerable old bean of sixty-five
vanished. ' A schoolboy of fifteen took
his place. Sir William’s outfit dis-
appeared into a locker. Wibley sat
11]1; again and took an oar—recognis-
able by anyome who knew him as
William Wibley of the Greyfriars
Remove, i

“By 1* murmured Bob.

The boat pulled on slowly.

The juniors carefullg did not look
in the direction of the metor-beat,
But their hearts were beating fast as
the  chug-chug-chng of the motor
drew nearer and nearer.

BEATING MR. BROWN !

L1 TOR1*
Mr. Brown, standing up,
rapped out the sharp order.

The motor-boat was nhngging close
e

at hand now—within a dozen feet of
the Greyfriars boat, and turning to
keep it. company. The man with the
blond evebrows waved his hand and
shouted.

-was crouching below the

9

Harry Wharton & Co. looked round
at him,

Wharton and Wibley, who werc
uwiﬁlﬁ. rested on their oars.

“ you call to us?? called back
arry

.
H : _

“I did! Stop that boat!"

“ What do you want?”

“You will soon learn!” said M.
Brown sourly. “You kuow me, I
think—you have zecen me before!™

“Three times, old bean !* said Bob
Cherry genially. “First time, trying

‘to pinch a document from an old gent

near our school—second time, in the
cave on Eastcliff beach, where we
jolly nearly collared you—third time,
pinching & telegram from the post

office boy—this is the fourth timc!

What do you want to pinch now?
I've only got twopenee.”
Mr. Brown's light blue eyes glinted

at him,
"“That iz enough from you!” he
snapped. “Keep that boat still—and

you can tell Sir Willinm Bird that it
18 useless to crouch out of sight—I
know that he ig in the boat!”
Hicﬁrmned, a mﬂﬂﬂﬂﬁ grin, as he
uttered those words. Evidently Lis
imp cen was that the old baronct
g | nwale to
escape observation. He did not even
look at Wibley. He had never scen
Wibley before—in his proper person
—but a glance showed that Wibley

was a solhoolboy like the rest of the
CIew,
“Sir William Bird!” repeated

Harry Wharton, “Sir William Bird
is not in this boat, Mr, Brown !"

Mz, Brown gave a sncering ]mtgh.

“It -is useless to lie to mel” he
snapped. “I eaw Bir William Bird
in your boat when you started from
the shore.”

“He is not here.”

“Enough!” snarled Mr. Brown.
His light blue eyes, keen as a hawk’s,
scanped the Greyfriars boat.

A rather puzzled look dawned on
Mr. Brown's stubby face. He had no
doubt that the old baronet was
crouching out of sight. Sir Willinm
was a little man, and did not take up
much space, Btill, it was odd that he
could not sec even a sign of him from
the short distance.

“*Tell him it is uscless to hide [ he
snarled. “I am here to take him on
this boat! If you nt-temﬁt resistance,
I shall fire on you! u valae
your lives, do not make fools of your-
gclves.”

“8ir William Bird is not here——"

“Bilence, you!”

Mr. Brown snapped & word 6 his
companion, and motor-boat closed
in. It shut off, and rocked only two
or three feet from the Ereﬁrinrs
craftb.

There was no doubt in Mr, Brown’'s
mind that 8ir William was on boavd.
He had watched the boat start on its
trip, with the silver-haired haronet
pitting in the stern. It had takem
kim hardly more thun an hour to get
in touch with his associate in the
motor-boat.

The schoolboys were far out at sca.
It was impossible, or next to im-

ible, that they eould have run in.

anded their. passengtr, and pulled

ouf that distance again, in so short
MagrET Lirnany.~—No.. 1,680.
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a time. Sir William Bird was there
—~he must be there—he had to he
there—and My, Brown did not, could
not, and wonld not doubt it!

But, standing in his é¢raft only a
fow feet away, Mr. Brown was able to
zearch the whole interior of the Grey-
friars boat with his keen light blue
cyes, leaving not an inch of space
uninspected.

He to realize that there was no
one concealed in the Greyfriars craft.
The expression that <ame over his
stubby blond face as he realized it,
was worthy of a wolf seeing his prey
cBeape,

Naturally, he did not think of look-
ing in the locker. .The locker was
about large emough to accommodate
a cat—certainly not the smallest size
in baronets! Thera was mo place in
the boat where even an infant could
have been codicealed, as Mr. Brown
could see.

He clenched his hands savagely.

“Where is Sir William Bird ?” he
almost howled. It seemed to the
astonished and enraged Mr. Brown
that Sir William must have vanished
into thin air.

“1 don't know where he is!”
anawered Horry Wharton, Which
was the exact truth: he had no
knowledgo whatever of the move-
mients of the old Secret Service man.

“You lie!” hissed Mr. Brown. “ He
was in this boat—I watched him from
the shore! You have not been back
to the land—you could npot have
covered the distance. Has he gone on
anether boat, or what? Answer me!”

Mr. Brown cast a swiff, searching
clance over the curling sea. He was
puzzled and intemsely enraged.

“Speak!” le snarled. “Is this a
trick to elude watching eyes? Ach
himmel " In his a.n%zjf excitement,
Mr. Brown dropped into the langnage
that was famibar to him as Herr
Braun. “Ach himmel! This is a
trick—a pretended trip to sea—to
pass on to another boat out of sight—
or & steamer—ach !”

It looked probable enough to Mr.
Brown. Sir William had started out
in that hoat—and he was no longer
in that boat! He must have left it
while the schoolboys were out at sea!
It was a trick to get away from East-
cliff Lﬂﬂgﬂ:. unsesn and unsuspected
by the spies! Mr. Brown saw 1t all!

“Will you tell me, or do you wish
me to shoot?” he roared, his bhand
oing to his hip pocket. "That you
iave meb gome other eraft is plain to
me—as yon have another boy here,
who did not start with you. Tell me
the truth!”

“We've nothing to tell yon, except
that Bir William Bird is not on this
hoat, which you can see for yoursclf,”
answered Harry Wharton.

“Did he ’Fﬂ on another boat or a
stcamer? The name of the vessel!
You will do better to tell me truth !
shrieked Mr. Brown.

“We'd Tbetter tell him, yon
fcllows,” said Wibley, speaking for
the first time. “T don™ =ee that it
will do any harm to tell him. I'm
gure that 3ir William would not
ahiﬂc.t."

Yon hod better—much better !
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snarled My, Brown. “He was in that
boat—where is he now "

" 8ir William Bird left this boat
at’ the same time that I came on
board,” explained Wibley, and the
Famous Five suppressed a desire to

smile. “I've taken the old gentle-
man’s place in the boat.”

“Fool! I can see that! I warn
you not to waste time. Where is he
now " gnarled Mr. Brown.

“In o boat belonging to Eastcliff
Ludg&!” answered ibley. Which

apain was perfectly correct: the lost
vassenger was certainly in a boat

I:}n%ng to Eastclif Lodge—the
boat Wibley was sitting in,

“Not a steomer?” exclaimed Mr.
Browan.

“No; we havem’t beem near any
stefa.mer."' = ety

“An o t—a rowing-boat?”
dnmand.eﬁr. Brown. e

“Yes—a boat just like this one,”
answered Wihlaﬁﬁ

Boh Cherry barely suppressed a
gurgle at that answer.

“But. he could not—a man of his

care—take a boat alome!” snapped

r. Brown. “Who else was in the
boat—a boat's crew?”

“There were five men in the boat,”
angwered Wibley.

Wibley was using the word -men
in the Greyiriars sense of that word.
At school, every Greyfriars fellow
was a3 man—in schoolboy parlance.

Mr. Brown, probably, was un-
aware that schoolboys were men.
Certainly he got o rather misleading
impression from Wibley's reply.

“You gee, I came out in the boat,”
explained Wibley innocently. “There
were five men from Easteliff
in it, as well as myself. I took the
old gentleman’s place here!”

Actually, Wibley was speaking of
the boat 1n which he was. sitting as
he spoke. That was not likely to
ocour to Mr, Brown!

“You knew this trick was to be
played " snarled Mr. Brown.

“X hadn't the least idea,” answered
Wibley—"not the faintest idea when
I started. I never knew I was to
change places with Sir William till
a minute before it happened!”

“When did Sir illiam leave
vou " hisscd Mr. Brown.

“Not more than half an hour ago,”
answered Wibley. Which again was
perfectlly correct; it had beem com-
siderab 31'3!&33 than half an hour ago.

M. rown gritted his teeth.
Again he shot a scarching glance
round over the sea. Far out, there
was the smoke of o stcamer, but it
was miles away, :

But it was the only vessel in sight.
Sir William was not in the Greyfriars
boat—and if he had left 1t in another
boat, ns Mr. Brown su ed, it
gscemed clear cnough that he must
have intended to go on board some
vesscl. A

1f that was the case—and it ap-
peared to Mr. Brown that it must
the caso—there was a chanee, in the
swift motor-boat, of overtaking Bir
William before his boat could cover
the distance! Mr. Brown, it was
plain, was very keen and anxious to
et his hands on S8ir William Bird !

He stood for o long moment staring

at the distant blur of smoke. Tlen,
taking no further heed of the juniors,
he snapped a word to his companion,
The motor-boat shot away like an
arrow—seaward.

 Chug, chug, chug, floated back as
it. raced through the water.

Harry Wharton & Co, gtarcd after
it as 1t vanished amid the ecrested
Waves.

“By gum ! said Bob.

Wibley ehuckled.

“Pull for the shore, old beans !’ he
said. *“This is my last trip afloat
while I'm laggc:ll:g the old Bird’s gamo
at Eastcliff Lodge. That blighter’s
welcome to all the Sir Williams he
can pick up on the Nortl Sea. Let's
get back.”

The motor-boat was gome. The
chugging died away in the far
distance. The Greyfriars crew sat to
the oars, and pulled for the land,
while Wibley sorted hie dirguise out
of the locker. By the time the Grey-
friars boat was in view from the
shore, Bir William was himself again,

THE MAN IN THE CAVE!

ILLY BUNTER blinked.
B A flash of light danced in
the darkuess of the cave.

How long he had sat there, tied fo
the béulder, unable to stir, unable {o
utter & sound, Bunter did not kuow.
If it was only hours, the hours scemed
very long—it seemed more like days,
or woeeks—indeed, it scemed like
whole centuries,

Brown had left him there—cyi-
dently to keep him out of the way,
and secure his silenco, while he
carried on with some game with
which Bunter -might have interfered,
had he been left at liberty. How
long was he going to leave him there?

‘(ghat the blond-browed man was
up to, Bunter did not know aird could
not guess. But he knew, at least,
that 1t did not suit Mr. Brown to let
him roll away with the news that the
spy was on the spot.

e police had been locking for
Mr. Brown for seme time; and it was
rather a problem how lhe succceded
in keeping out of their sight, anl
yet remaining in the vicinity of East-
cliff Lodge. Certainly it wonld not
have suited Mr. Brown just then to
have the officers of the law warned
that he was about. He had made
very sure that Bunter would earry no
noewas of him,

As the long minutes lengthened
into hours, the hapless Owl began to
wonder whether Brown intended to
come back for him at all.

That was a torrifying and wum-
norving thought. 14 made Lim
wriggle and twist wildly in his bonds
—but he had not the remotest chanee
of petting loose. Mr. Brown, pro-
bably, had some skill in that kind of
work—at all events, he had left Billy
Bunter absolutely helpless, with no
chance of freeing himself. Neither
could the fat Owl utter so much as a
squeak—if it had been of any mnse to
call for help. But he knew that it
was not.

If Brown did not come back, what
was going to happen? Billy Bunter



would have §maued as e thought of
it, if he could bave got a groan past
tho gag.

The Greyiriars fellows would miss
Lim when they got back to Eastcliff
Lodge after {Jm'tt trip. No doubt
they would scarch for him if he did
not turn up.

They might even seareh the cave, xo-
membering that he bad dod into
it. But would they find him:

They could never guecss what had*
happencd. They could have no reason
to suppese that he had gone up the
cave almost to the extremity in the
very heart of the chalk cliffi—as far
back from the sea as Easteliff Lodge
itsclf. And if they entered the cave
at all, he conld meke no sound to
draw their attention. The dismal fat
Owl realised that his chances of being
found were far from good. If that
awful villain did not come back—

From the bottom of his fat heart,
Billy Bunter repented him  that he
had landed himsclf at Eastelifif Lodge
for the Easter hols.

He had barged in on the sjrength
of his knnwleﬁge of Wibley's sccret,
Lappily assured that a fcllow who
knew so much couwld not be turfed
oub! And this was the result!

Bunter Villa, and Brother Sammy,
and Sister Bessic, would have been
better than this—cver so much better.

It scemed to the fat Owl that not
merely hours, but days and mnights,
must have passed, when that sudden
oleam of light danced in the dark of
the cave.

He blinked eagerly through his big
apeetacles, dreading that faney hac
deceived him. If 1t wos a light, it
meant that somebody was coming—
cither that villain Brown or the
juniors in search of him.

Bunter dreaded the sight of Mr.
Brown ; but he. wowld have been glad
to sce him again, all the same. He
would have been glad to sce anybody
after those hours of davkness aud
silenee.

The light—a mere spot—was com-
ing up the cave. It was shut off, and
shone again—then again it was shut
off, and then again it gleamced.

Whacver was carrying that light,
turned it on frem time to time to pick
his way; but, for some reason of his
own, showed as little light as he
could.

There was no sound of footsteps.
The approaching man trod too softly
for a sound to be heard.

Obviously, it was mnot the Grey-
friara party in scarch. They wounld
have kept the light on, and ﬂlE:’,"Wﬂlllll
have been shouting to Bunter, !f _tlur;r,-
were lm‘:-kin§ for him there. Neither
could they have had any reason for
treading so lightly and noisclessly.
It must be Brown. But cven if it
was Brown, it was difficult to under-
stand why he was creeping so silently.
Whoever it was, Billy Bunter was
eager for him to arrive.

At that point the cave, whieh
narrowed as it extended into the chifi,
was about twenty fect wide. Bunter
was ticd te a rock at one side of it.
The man carrying the flash-lamp was
coming up the middle of the cave,
The light flickered again, abreast of
the spot where the fat Owl huddied
againsk the roek. It dawned onm
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Bunter that the newcomer was pass-
in§ him unseen.

f it was Brown, he had forgotten
exactly where ke had left the
prisoner. Certainly the man was
passing the spot, as if he did not know
that Buuter was there.

As he realised that, the fat Owl
made frantic ¢fforts to make his pre-
sence Knowu,

Hc could emit only a faint mumble,
but he wriggled, and struggled, and
twisted, making all the noisc he
conld.

The light was gleaming again—a
little past the spot. But as the sound

GREYFRIARS PORTRAIT
GALLERY
No. 1.—DICKY NUGENT

Dicky Mugent iz one of the leaders ot
the grubby, carefres heroes of the

Second Form at Greyfriars. He i3 a
source of worry to his conscientious
brother Frank, of the Remove. But
that does not worry Dicky ! Inprivate
fife a well-known " orther ** of thrilling
fiction, the enterprising Dicky’s latest
effort is the lively picture-story which
appears in the " Greylriars Herald "'
on page 1 of this issue, Mo one could
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made by the fat Owl broke the deep
silenee of the cavern, it was instantly
shut off, The man, whocver he was,
had heard something,

Black darkness anceceded — and
dead  silence.  Bunter conld  sce
nothing—hear nothing! Yet he had
m impression that the upscen man
was listening intently., He wriggled
and wrireled, and a rustling, brush-
[}iteg gound wus the result—all the
gound the. hapless Owl counld make.
But the light did not gleam again,
and he heard no footstep.

Then, quictly from the darkness,
came a voice—a smooth, sleck voice
that Bunter knew,

*“80 you are here, you vascal ¥

“Soames!” was the name that
woitld have leaped to Bunter's lips
had hLe been able to speak.

It was the voice of James Soames—

the ene-time sea-lawyer of the South
Seas—the man who had been Siv
William Bird’s valet under the name
of Jermyn, till Harry Wharton & Co.
had & him,

Bunter felt a shiver run threugh
his fat limbs. His dread of Soames
was deep. But cven Soames was
better than nobedy, in his extromity;
and though the sleck voice sent a chill
through him, Lhe wriggled again, to
draw the sea-lawyer to the spot.

“So you are herc!” repeated the
unseen Soames. “I fancied that I
Lad found sign of you here, Mr.
Brown—or Herr Braun, shall I call
you? Keep where you are, you spy
and rat! I have an automatic in my
hand, and I would put a bullet
throngli your rascally head as soon as
I wonld erush an adder.”

If Billy Bunter could have uttered
a yell of terror, he wounld have awak-
cned the echoes of the chalk cave.

Soames was ton or twelve fect
away, in the densc davkness, auto-
matic in hand. And lhe supposcd
that the sound he had heard pre-
ceeded from Mr., Brown—whom he
suspected of haunting the chalk eave.
Bunter did not wriggle again. He
perspired with terror at the thought
of drawing the sca-lawyer’s fire,

RBoames, it scemed, was the enemy
of the foreign slzlj who watched East-
cliff Lodge. What mysterious game
Soames had been playing, under the
name of Jermyn, at Easteliff Lodge
the juniors did not kunow; but it
dawned on Bumter now that it had
gome conncction with Mr, Brown.

There was a long silence. Bunter
wolld gladly have broken it, with o
howl "for help, which would have
apprised Soames that it was not Herr
Braun that he had to deal with.
But he conld not speak, and he made
no other sound now, in dread of heax-
ing the automatic bark.  Scames’
smooth, quict voice Lroke the silener,
after what scemed to the wretehed
Owl an interminable delay.

“Keep where you ave, mein herr !
If I hear a single sound of yonr
'gui‘ng, I shall fice. Have you got
that "

Bunter had oot it, gnly teo clearly.
He remained as still as a stone owl !

“I faney you pack a gun, Mr.
Brown !” went on the sleck voice
from the blackness, [ If you have
the ecourage to use it, here we arve—
man to man. Take a chance of fir-
ing at the sound of my voice.”

r. Brown, had he been in
Bunter's place, would probably have
been  too wary to  aceept  that
challenge.

FEven Bunter could gness that
Soamcs wanted the flash of a pistol
to gunide his own aim.

The fat Owl shuddered. Soames,
with a deadly weapon in his hand,
was waiting for a guide to shoot. In
those days of the SBouth Sea ecruise.
when the Greyfriars fellows had first
made the acquaintance of the man
who had been valet, pirate, mutineer,
and frecbooter, Bunfer had scen
Soames, automatic in  hand, and
knew liow deadly was his aim with
that weapon, anil how-little he.would
hesitate to usc it if his safety de-
manded the nse. And clearly-Soamoes
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expected deadly boestility from Mr.
Brown., The fat Owl shuddered in
horrid anticipation of hearing a shot
ring out.

“You will not take a chance, my
HMun friend!” came the sleek woice,
with a mocking note im it. " Yet
vou must have nerve, of sorts, to bhe
playing Herr Hitler’s game in this
country.” Then the note of mockery
dropped, and Soames® voice took on a
gharp, savage note: “You Prussian
hound, where are youe”

Silence.

Long nssed—Bunter

naking with dread. Then suddenly
the Iigfit flaghed on again.

It necded an iron nerve on the sea-
lawyer's part to flash on the light—
for it was clear that he believed that
the spy was at hand and ready to
shoot. But the sca.lawyer was tak-
ing the chance.

E[he light flashed out, circling the
cavern—=oawes, behind it, no easy
mark for a shot, though he was, na
Le Believed, taking a deadly risk. Had
o shot come, Boames was ready to re-
turn it on the instant.

But hardly a moment later a yell
of amazement burst from Scames—as
the light was reflected from a pair of
big spectacles, and he stared at the
;—m‘iiiid face of Billy Bunter in the
light.

e gtood as if transfixed, staring
blankly at the fat junior as if hardly
believing hia eyes. But he had to
believe them—and to realise that the
mysterious lurker in the cave was
not My, Brown, but Billy Bunter, of
the Greyfriare Remove—merely that
and nothing more!

minntes

—— —

SAVED—BY SOAMES!
&% UNTER
B Soames

NOTe.

He cireled the light again, to make
gure that mo one else was at hand.
Then he stepped towards the fat
junier,

He stood with the light on Bunter,
staring down at him,

“You! You fat fool! What are
your doing herer”

“Mmmmmmm " mumbled Bunter.

He blinked beseechingly up at
Soames, : .

The black, ugly looking automatic
in the sea-lawyer’s hand struck terror
to his very soul, But even the fright-
encd fat Owl knew that he had
nothing to fear from Scames’ auto-
matic—now that Scamcs knew that
he waz not Mr. Brown,

Soames, surely, would help him out
of this. Pirate, mutineer, unserunpu-
lous schemer and plotter as the man
was, he was a strange mixture, and
Bunter kmew that he would not have
hart a iy if no purpose was to be
served thereby. Bunter could not
speak—but the Jook he east up at
Soames was very clogquent.

Soames stooped and removed the

L.

% *gl'n the name of wonder what are

stuttored the

you doing here, you unspeakable
fool 7 he muttered. " Yom are alone
Lere
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"“Yes " gasped Bunter.

“Who tied Enm up like thisf"

"That beas o

“Fool—who #*

“Brown [” gasped Bunter,

Soames shut off the light. His
voice came again from blackness,

“Is he in the cave now?”

“Oh! Nol”

“When did he go#

“Honrs and hours ago 1™

The light came on again. Soames
was taking no chances if the spy was

lurking in the chalk eavern, but ho
reali that Mr. Brown had been
lonz gone.

“TT eay, let me loose, will you,
Soames? moancd Bunter,
blinking in the ]i&g'ht. “I—1
say, I'm all stiff—and I—
I'm hungry! I've been here
all day—and—and all night,
ton, think. I—I don’t
know how long. I don't
know whether it's day or
night ! groaned Bunter.

oames smiled faintly.

“Tt iz nearly three in the
afternoon,” he said.

“Then it can't be the
same day,” mumblaod
Bunter., "It must be Tues-

day or Wednesday., It was
Monday I eame here——"

Soames laughed.

“It is still Monday,” he
anid. “Was it in the morn-
ing that you came?”

“Yea—abont ten—"

“Then you have had four
or five hours of it.”

“Sure it's still Monday?
It seems like n]a;jrs and
;ia] a—hc-r wee}mlr I'm fear-
ully hungry ! saay——"

Soames stooped  again.
The automatic had disap-
Eearm, and he had a pen-

nife in his hand., In a few
moments ho had eut the fat
Owl loose, and Billy Bunter
was rubbing his numbed,
stiffencd fat limbs,

“"Now tell me what has
happencd here," said Soames
curtly.

Bunter mumbled out hia
tale of mishap.

The sea-lawyer
with deep attention.

“"Brown was lere, then, when you
came?" lie asked.

“Yez, the beast—I ran into him.
I hadn’t the faintest idea the beast
was here—I'd been sitting at the
mouth of the cave some time, and
never saw him or heard him——-"

“He was- mminﬁr_dmn the cave
when you ran into him?#*

“Eh? Yes! We humﬁﬂd into onue
another in the dark,” mumbled
Bunter, “The heast scems to know
hiz way about lhere in the dark.”

“No doubt!” muttered Soames.
“Nao donbt! e knows more than
I fancied he knew. You say he went
towards the sea when ho left you?”

“"Yeg—I Tweard him. Besides, ho
couldn't have gone the other way—
we're near the end of the cave here,”
gaid Bunter. “There ain't any other
way out, of course—only =olid rock.
W]{nrtnn said that the cnd of this
cave must be right under Eastclifi
Iﬂdgﬁ-"

listened
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“Did he?” There was a sharp
snap in Soames' voiee. “'What else
did Master Wharton say ahout it?”

"Eh? Nothing ! answered Bunter,
in surprise.

Soames’ keen eyes searchied the faf
face in the light.

It scomed, for the momoent, that
Soames was trying to read Bunter'a

thoughts: as if he siaspeeted that
Bunter knew more than he was

telling. But a keen scrnting of the
fatuous fat face seemed to satisfy
Soames, and he smiled.

“I—1I =ay, will vou show me a light
down the eave, Soames?"” askod

As Soames crouched ready to spring on the af
Bunter : ‘I say, don't leav

Bunter. "I—I might fall over some-
thing in the dark.”

“1 think not, Master Bunter,” an-
swered Soames,

Bunter gove a squeak of alarm.

“I say, you ain't zoing to keep me
here! I spy——"

“You are at liberty fto po as soon
as you please, Mastér Bunter," an-
swered Soames, "I am very happy
to have released you, and I have no
desive whatever fo detain you. I am
not ong of the doubtless numerouns

creonz who conjoy your company,
Master Bunter. At the same time, I
recommend you not to o down the
eave at the moment.”

“Eh? Why not?” nzked Bunter,

“Becouse the tide is at the floosd,
and is at this moment pouring in.”
answered Soames. "It was almost ot
my heels when I entered.”

ell from Bunter !

“Oh orikey! We

drowned—=2

shall be
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ing motor-boat, th
eTe, Soames !

“You need not be alarmed, my
iru-uug friend * said Soamea. “If you
1ad remained where I found you, you
wonld certainly have been in very
considerable danger—unless our
friend Brown returned to release you.
No doubt that was his intention ; but
if he had been delayed—"

Bunter blinked at him.

Fortunately—very fortunately for
hia peace of mind—he had not

thought of the tide as he squatted
bound where Brown had left him. He
had never explored the chalk cave,
and was 'Emp::{:rﬂj

incoming tide
extremity—until

unaware that the
netrated to its
ames told him.

Oh crikey ! **

His fat kneea knocked together.

“(Oh, I—I say, can't—can’t we get
out?" he gasped. .

“At the present moment there is
not less than ten feet of water in
the cave-mouth,” answered Soames.
“*There will be thirty feet soon.”

“But dud-dud-dud-doea it come up
here ?" squeaked the terrified Owl.

“Loolk ' answered Soames.

He flashed the light in the direc-
tion of the seca, he light flashed
back from water that was creeping
up the cave.

Billy Bunter blinked at the glim-
mering reflection in utter horror.

“The floor of the cave ascends con-
siderably,” said Soames. “ Otherwise,
we should already be flooded here.
But it is c:}minﬁ in faat.”

Bunter lurched against the boulder,
his fat legs refusmg their support.
The creepiug water almost reached
his feet—and it deepened as it
advanced. Soom, he conld see, it

ere came a fat squeak from

would be awishing at the walls of
the cave, at the solid rock at the end,
rising higher.and higher.

Soames’ Land dropped on a fat
shoulder. ;

“EKeep a stiff upper lip!* he eaid
curtly. “You are a troublesome
fool, Master Bunter—yon are always
where you are least wanted, and
where you give the most tromble. 1
shall see you through.”
. Bunter could not speak. He counld
only totier after the sea-lawyer as
Soames drew him away from the spot.

Terrified as he was, Bunter realised
that Scames must know some way of
cscaping the tide, or he would nof
have been there. But the
thought of what might have
happened had not Soames
Sfound him almost paralysed
Bunter. His fat knees
knocked together and his
teeth chattered in his head
as he tottered away with
the sea-lawyer.

JUST LIKE BUNTER !

L EEFP cloge!”
"Oooocogh!™
fras Bunter.

Without the assistance of
the iron-limbed sea-lawyer,

Billy Bunter could never
have eclambered up the
vough rock. Even with

Soames’ aid it was a difficult
task for the clumsy fat
junior; and a dozen times
or more he would have
sli back, but for a sus-
taining hand.

They clambered in dark-
ness—but  Bunter could
realise that Soames knew
the way—that he must have
climbed that way before.
Rugged projections in the
mei formed a kind of steps

= —there was foothold and
=, -handhold for an active
—=  olimbcer. Bunter was far

from active; but he did his
best, knowing that the tide
was now washing at the fool
of the cave-wall, decpening
and decpening below him.
Soames could climb like a
cat—and his sinewy arm supported
the clumsy, panting, breathless, fut
schoolboy.

In the darkness, Bunter could see
nothing—but he felt himself pushed
up on a flat ledge and into o cavity
in the rock at the back of it, There,
it seemed, bhe was to stop. He
crouched in the hollow, gasping.
From below came the incessant wa
and purgle of flowing water,

The roof of the cave had been out
of Bunter's sight. It was of unequal
height—but in this partienlar spot,
clearly, it was very high;: they had
climbed some distance, The spot was
like a funnel penctrating into the
masg of earth above the cave.

“Keep closel!” repeated Socames’
voice from the darkness. “So lon
as you remain where I have place
you, you are safe till the tide goes
down, If you stir you m:j Eliﬁ'"

“0Oh  orikeyl” = gasp unter,
through his chattering teeth. "Oh
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lor'! I—I say, you—you ain't going
te leave mel on't you leave me
alone in this awful place!™

“I shall not be far away,” answered
Soames, His voice was reassuring.
“I have placed you well out of reach
of the tide, Master Bunter. Now 1
must descend a little again.”

“I—I say, d-don’t leave me here!”
moaned Bunter.

Little had Billy Bunter dreamed
that a time would come when he
would cling ﬂea]:rera.teljr to the com-
pany of the sea-lawyer, the mutinecr
and pirate of the South Seas, Now
he clutched at Soames’ arm.

“You do not want to see Mr. Brown
again, I presume?” asked Boames.

“Ig—ig—is he coming back?" stut-
tered Bunter,

“I have no doubt of it! I cannot
believe that, seum as he is, he
intended to leave you to drown—
neither would it suit him to canse a
sensation in this quarter, where he
desires to work in sccvet. He must
have been delayed—but I think he
will come.™

“But he can't get infto the cave
with the tide in——"

“Only in a boat!™ said Soames.
“Keep close, and say nothing, I
shall return before long.”

He jerked hia arm away, and was
fone.

The fat junior crouched, shivering,
in the eavity in the rock, He was not
likely to stir befare Soames returned.
In solitude and darkness, he listened
to the wash of the tide below—the
tide that was alrcady washing over
the spot where Soames had found
him. He wondered dizzily at the
nerve of the sca-lawyer in clamberin
about that horrible place in the black
darkness.

But James Socames did not lack
nerve !

After leaving Bunter, he descended
the rugoed rock for a little distance,
till he was only a foot or so above
the washing tide. On the higher
level, far up the cave, the water was
not yet deep; but there was already
n foot or more of it where Bunter
had been tied fo the boulder. Had
the fat junior still been at that spot,
the water would have been flowing
round him, though not yet deep
enough to endanger him. But it was
decpening every minute.

Soames, crouching on a rugged
spur of rock over the water, watched
—in the direction of the sea. The
cave-mouth was too far away for him
to catch the merest glimpse of day-
light.

gEut his eyes glinted at the sight
of a gleam of light, moving on the
surface of the dark waters. A sound
floated to his card, echoing eerily up
the ¢cave—the chug-chug of a motor-
engine.

A motor-boat had run into the
chalk cave on the incoming tide,

Soames lad cxpected Brown fo
return—in some craft, now that the
tide was in and it was impossible to
come on foot. Now he knew that
Brown was coming in a motor-boat,

Spy as he was, the scum of
humanity, the man did not think of
so dreadful a deed as leaving a lelp-
less prisoner to drown in the tide—
' me Muicwer LiBRARY.—No. 1,680,
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neither, as Boames had said, could he
wish to cause a sensatiom at tho
place where bhe worked in seeret—
which such & deed certainly would
have cansed. He was coming; though
clearly something had happened to
delay his return—the. elusive pursuit
of a won-cxwtent boat containing
Sir William Bird, if Soames had
::-n'l}r Enown it!
ut be was coming now—in time to

pick up Bunter, if Bunter had been
still where he had been left.

The light nosed up the dark cave—
a glimmering lantern on the bow of
the boat. The engince throbbed
Nearer.

Hoames watched.

At the point where he eronched, on
the ledee above the water, it was
deep, with more than depth enough

for Mr. Brown's craft. The boat
would pass him, nosing on towards
the sgulr where Bunter had been left
bound.

A muttering, prunting voice
reached the ﬂca-iawgﬂr's gars. He
cought tho word “dunkeln,” and

smiled sourly. In that hidden spot,
never dreaming of listening ears, the
rascals on the motor-hoat were
spenking fu their ows longuage—one
of thems was referring to the dark-
nesa,

Soames’ lips were tight—his cyes
elinting like a cat’s in the dark.

At thaot moment the man who had
been a walet at Eastelif Lodge was
inee more the Lardy desperado of the
sSonth Seas, rea% for desperabe
actions. He erouched like a wild
animal for a spring—to land in the
motor-boat as it passed.

That Lhe wonld have twoe Germans
te denl with, both armed, and both
tlesperate in case of attack, mattered
nothing—or less than nothing—to
him, Soeames had faced heavier odds
than that i his wild days in the
Pacific.

A minnte more—less than a minute
more—and he would have made that
leap, to close quarters. But, even as
he erouched ready for it, there came
a fat squeak in the darkness,

“I say! Where are vou? I say,
don't you leave me here, Sonmes !
crikey

“Ach himwmel ! came a howl from
the motor-boat, as that voiee was
heard in the silence of the cave—a
howl of surprise and alarm.

Soames pround his teetl.

“I say, where are your” came
another yell from Bunter, " Soames!
Don't you leave me here alone, you
beast

There was a snarl in German on
bonrd the half-seen craft. It whirled
on the washing tide, and fled back
towards the cave-mauth, like a fright-
ened bird,

My, Brown, no doubt, was quick on
the uptake. That lowl from the
darkness above teld nim that the
prisoner was free, and that Le was
not aloue,

It was ounly a matter of moments
before the melor-lwoat was racing
back to the sen, and Soames’ chance
was gone.

With pgritting teeth, the sen-lawyer
threw up Lis weapon and fired after
the flecing craft, Tihe report of the
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firearm rang and roared through the
eonfined space of the cave like
thuader, £lling every cranny aund
crevice with ee ﬂirﬁlﬂmmm

The chug-chug-chug died away
down the cave. mes stood staring
after the vanished motor-bont, in the
darkness, with a face of fury.

Mr. Brown was gone—and whatever
had been Soames’' intentions towards
the spy, he was defeated. He thrust
the automatic back inte his pocket,
and climbed to the ledge where he
bad left Bunter.

“I 8ay, is that you, Soames?” came
o equeak from the dark. *I—I say,
I— ‘I:i}l;:mg‘ht you were gone! 1
Say——

“Fool, idiot, imbecile!” muttered
Soames. “Why did I not leave wou
to drown? You have epoiled every-
thing, dolt that you are!”
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“Be silent, fool! I am tempted to
Ehmwnu headlong into the water!”
snarled the sea-lawyer. “Be gilent!”

Billy Bunter was silent. In the
long, long wait that followed, he
knew, from faint sounds, that Seames
was near him in the darkness, but he
did not venture to speak again. It
seemed like a century to Billy Bunter
before, at long last, he felt the touch
of a hand on hia fat shoulder, and
Soames’ voice snapped to him that
1t was time to move.

BUNTER' FEELS BETTER !

o SAY, von fellows !™
3 B?;lllﬂr, halle, hallo 12
Harry Wharton & Co.
jumped at the sizht of Billy Bunter
anid the-sonnd of the fat voice that
waa like nnto the squeak of an expir-

in%_' frop.

he Famous Five were in the hall
at Eastclif Lodge. It was nearly
tea-time—and the boating party had
long ago returned from their trip.

After the encounter with Mr.
Brown they had lost ne time in
gn:-ttmg back—and Sir William had
walked up to the house with the
juniors, with a handkerchief held ta

is face, looking rather as if the
venerable gentleman had caught a
slight cold on the ealt water., In
actual fact, however, that handker-
chief concealed the circumstanee that
Sir William’s accustomed pink com-
plexion was rather washed-out. In
every other respect Wibley was Sir
William again—but his complexion
needed retouching from his make-up
box in his room at the Lodge.

Bir William had come down to join
Lis young friends at tea; and they
were all in the hall when Bunter
rolled ia. And they pazed at Billy
Bunter in surprise.

Bunter was mever very mneat or
natty. He was, in fact, rather ¢are-
less and a bit slovenly But seldom
or never had the Owl of the Bemove
been scen in so dilapidated a state as
How.

He was damp., He was muddy. He
was smothered from head te foot with
chalk. His face looked as if it had
not been washed for weeks And he
looked, also, at the last.pasp—totter-
ing 1n, and-sinking into an .armchair

with a faint, dismal, expiring squeak.
“Anything happened?” asked
Harry Wharton.
Moan, from Bunter.

“Oh dear! T'm hungry! I say,
Wibley—"

“Shut wup, idiot!? hissed Siv
William,

“Beast! Tcll the servants to briu
me  something to  eat!” howl
Buuter. “I haven’t had a thing since
breakfast—and I never quite finished
my brekker, either, because of thosec
beasts! Oh dear!”

“Just going to have tea!” said Siy
William.

“I ean't wait!” moaned Bunter.

“You look as if you want a wash
first [ grunted Johany Bull,

'"BEH.Et !M-

“Bhove this into the tuck-trap, old
bean !”.said Bob Cherry, producing a
packet of toffee. Bob realised that,
if BHunter had had nothing since
breakfast, matters were serious.

Bunter grabbed the toffec. He
crammed it in, and crunched. Reall;',
it looked as if it had come just in
time to save hia life!

“But what the thump have you
been up to?” asked Nugent. * Roll-
ing about in that cave, and collecting
mud and chalk?”

S Urrrggh!”  Bupter spoke with
difienlty through crunching toffce.
“I've been drowned-—"

“Whatp”

“1 mean nearly drowned,” gurgled
Bunter. “Not gquite, of conrse.”

“The quitefulness could mnot he
ferrific, as we have the honotrific

leasure of beholding once more your

aming and idiotic countenance!™
remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Siogh.
“And a miss is ag good as a bird in
the bush, as the English proverb
remarks.”

“I a&ay, Jou fellows, hadn't yon
missed me?” démanded Bunter indip-
nantly.

“Never thought of you at all, old
fat man !” answercd Bob.

“Why, you beast—"

“You surely haven't been in that
cave all this time?” cxelaimed Hnrﬁy
Wharton. “The tide’s been in——

“Oh dear! Got any more toffce?”

“Here you are.X

Crunch, erunch, crunch!

“Mean to say that you stuck im
that cave when the tide got in!" ex-
claimed Bob. “Yon knew all about
the tide, you fat ass!”

“And wou mnever missed we!
said Bunter bitterly, between two
crunches.

“Why ehould we miss -you, fat-
head?” asked Harry. As you
weren't in sight when we came .in,
we supposed you were somewhere
about. ow the dickens were we to
guess that you'd stuck in that cave?*

“YWe shonldn’t have missed you till
dioner-time,” said Bob. "If you
hadn’t come in to dinmer, of course,
we should have known that some-
thing was up.”

““Ha, ha o

“Blessed if I can ate anything te
cackie at! You m#rht uever have
?t-ﬂnTmﬁ again,” moaned Bunter. “Oh
o' 1"

“But why did you stay in the
cave P

“"How could. I help it, wlhen that



beast Lied me up like o turkey?”
howled Bunter. “Grooogh!” Some
toffee scemed to po down too hur-
riedly, and the fat Owl led.
“Ooogh! I was—groogh—tur up
like a tic—I mean, tied u;;‘ like a
Turk—that i3, a tut-tut-turkey—
grocogh [

H"l.'l'l' tn?"

“Whickh "

“That villain Brown—pgroocogh—
and if Soames hadn't shaved my wife
—I mean, saved life—I shouldn’t
have got Dback to—ooogch! Woogh!

Groogh !
Something, ovidently, had hap-
cicd to Bunter! But the juniors
tad to wait till he had bolted the
toffec before they heard what it was,
Then the fat Owl gurgled out his

tale of woe.

“By gum :* said Bob Cherry, when
the hapless Owl had got it out.
“Brown must have parked Bunter
there to keep him gquiet, while he
went for the motor-boat to get after
ns! He must have seen us start from
the cave.”

“He secms to haunt that cave!”
said Harry Wharton slowly. “We
caught him there once before.
Soames, too—"

“1 supposc it's a mscful place for
skulking out of Hi¥ht," said Bob.
" Poor old Bunter! I'll tell you what,
old fat wan, wc'll let you off the
Looting you asked for, when you
locked ws in the boathouse.”

“Beast!” waz Bunter's
reply.

“What the jolly old thump,” said
Wibley, “is Soamcs up to? He was
up to some game when he was here
und ealled himself Jermyn! Tooks
as if he's after that apy. Blessed if
I make it out.”

“8Bpot of atrintism’,
iugafter a Hun spy !” suggested Bob.

runt, from Johnny Bull.

*Soames is on the make ! he said.

“Not much- doubt abont that—
though he may throw in a spot of
patriotism as & make-weight!" aaid
Nugent. “I can't moke him out.”

“1 .say, you fcllows, I'm .hungrjlr.”

“You waut a wash, old fat man!"

“ Tdiot I*”

Buntcr undoultedly needed a wash
—he bad never needed one more! But
e was wnobt thinking of washes.

(FT

grateful

perhaps—root-

Bunter was  hungry — fearfully,
awfully bungry—and first things
came frst. ashing could wait.

Hc heaved himself out of the arm-
chair and rolled into the dining-room,
where tea was being laid.

The juniora followed him in.

Bunter did not spcak during tea.
He was too busy! _

Blump and Johun, who were in
attendanee, gave the muddy, chalky,
uutidy fat Owl rather curious looks.
Bunter did not heed them. He ate,
and he ate, and he ate!

Sir Willlam and the Famous Five
finished tea—long before Bunter had
finished. They left him fo it.

Blump began to wonder whether
Billy Bunter was going to finith. He
had an impression that Bunter was
laying in supplies for the whole dura-
tion of the war. :

But even Bunter was finished at
last. Dinner was at seven—and

EVERY SATURDAY

Bunter finished tea, in time to get a
much-needed wash before dinner!

He turned up again promptly for
dinner. Where he waa going to put
it was a myatery to Blump. But it
seemed that there was still cargo-
space avnilable, for Bunter made a
very good dinner.

After which, the fat Owl volled out
into the hall, plumped into on arm-
chair, and rested after his labours.

“1 say, you fellows!” squeaked
Bunter. “Iasay! I fecl better now!”

“If the betterfulness is in propor-
tion to the bfulness, you must
feel terrifically better, my cstecmed

Bunter!” remarked the Nabob of
Bhanipur,

Billy Buntcr's cyes closed behind
his big spectacles, mouth opeved,
He snored.

Then his cycs rc-opeued, and he
squeaked again,

“I1 eay, ?‘uu fellows—"

“Go it!” said Bob. “Feelin
hungry? Shall I ring for a ton o
cake, or gu ox roasted whole?”

“Ha, ha, ha!” \

“Oh, really, Cherry! I was going
to say wake me wup for supper!
Mind you don’t forget!”

Bunter's eyes closed again, and lis
mouth re-opencd, He enored! This
time he went on suoring—and there
was an.unending melody till uup]ia‘cr-
time. And after supper; Bunter felt
still better !

A SPOT OF VENTRILOQUISM !

¢ HAT about the caver”
Harry Wharton asked
that question of his chums
the following morning.

The Famoue Five were discussing
what they were going to do with a
sunny morning—while Billy Buoter
sat in a deck-chair on the terrace, and
travelled slowly but surcly through a
box of choecolate-creams.

“ The cave ?* repeated Bob., “We've
explored the cave once, old man, when
we were looking for that man Brown
there. Nothing new in that cave.”

The captain of the Remove had a
very thoughtful expression on his
face. He bLad been thinking over
Billy Bunter's strange adventure.

“I'm not so sure!” he answered.
“Brown is being looked for, but they
don't secm o be able to put salt on
his tail. He's Leen spotted in that
cave twice. He must have becn there
yesterday -when ‘Bunter barged in—
already there. Bunter rap into him
coming down the cave. The place is
full of all sorts of odd coruers aud
crannies—-—"

“Qh!™ Bob caught on at once.
“You fapcy that Brown may hide
there 7

“1 think it's very likely he uses it
for a hideout sometimes, at any rate.
If not, why does he go there at all?*

“By gum! That would account for
Soames going there, as he seems to be
on Brown’s trail I” said Bob.

“Just that! If we could pick up
sign of Brown, the police would be
jolly glad to get a clue to a man

nown to be a a'gy."

“Let'a!"” gsaid Johnny Bull.

“That day we hunted Brown in the
cave a couple of weeks ago, he stuck
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there after the tide had gone in!®
went on Harry. " Just-the same as
HJoames did yesterday with Bunter,
We guessed that he had climbed up
out of reseh of the tide—he must

have! From what Bumter's told us,
there’s a spot where a-man can keep
safe from tide—and that may bo
Brown's spot! Bunter-can come with

us and peint out the place.”

There was a general nodding of
lhieads. The gibility that M.
Brown had a hideout in the ¢halk cave
made the juniors very keén to explove
it again.

“Hallo, ballo, hallo!” calléd ount
Bob Cherry. “QGet a move on,
Bunter I

Billy Bunter blinked round through
his big spectacles.

“Going to the picturca?” he asked.
“If so, I'll come! But we slisll have
to have the ecar. After lunch, of
course—they ain't open wow.'

“We want you to come to the cave
and show us the place wherc Scames
parked you yesterday.”

“No jolly fear " answered Bunter
promptly. “Why, that beast Brown
might be there again! I'm not going
to the cave!”

“Fathead ! If Brown's there, we'll
ana.!ﬂile him,” said Bob. *“Get a move
on

“8han't !*

“Get ont of that chair, lagybones :*
grunted Johnny Bull.

“I'll come if you're gowng to the
pictures this afternoon. If you want
My compan ﬂou can bavé it—at the
flicks !” said Bunter firmly, * Otler-
wise, you can’t! I'm not going near
that cave a%ain.”

“Let's roll him!” suggested
Nugent.

“Beast! I say, you [féllows, I
couldn't point ont the place, any-

how,” said Bunter. “If was all in the
dark—1 couldn’t see anything! That
beast Soames left me'in the dark, and
when I ‘called out to him, he came
back in a rotten temper. Naot a chanece
of finding it again. Why can’t yon
fellows ever keep still? Lovely morn-

ing for eitting own.™
“You howling ass! Are you
coming "

“No!” said Bunttr cmplintically.
“1 jolly well ain’t!”

“(Oh, never mind the fat nss'!” said
Harry. “He wouldn’t be of much use
—Ilet’s get some torches and go!”

The Famous Five went into the
house and sorted out ﬂlash-!amfa.
When they came out again, Billy
Bunter was still in the deck-chaiv.
But he had finished the chocolate-
creams. He blinked rather morosely
at the juniors.

“Going out—clearing off and lear-
ing a fellow on his own, as usual?”
asEeﬂ Bunter sarcastically. *“That's
what you call pally?”

“Hop along with us, fathead !” said
Bab.

“(atch me, rooting round that
rotten cave ! I'll come to the pictures
this afternoon, if you like.. I'll stand
treat all round—if that’s what's
wurryiug you,” added Bunter scorn-
fally. “I suppose one of yeu could
lend me a ten-ghilling note—"

“Ha, ha, ha!”
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“ Blessed if I see anything to cackle
at. My letters ain't coming on here,
and I haven’t had a postal order I
was expeécting!” pgrunted Bunter.
“Look here, if you like to sit down
and stop cubtting about like a lot of
goats, I'll do some of my ventrilo-
quism. What about that?”

The Famous Five chuckled.

Billy Bunter's idea of a happy
morning was to sit in a deck-chair.
That did not quite appeal to five
strenuous youths—even with a spot of
Bunter's wonderful ventriloguism
thrown in by way of entertainment.

“You can call Blump,” said Bunter,
“Then I'll make Sir William’s voice
come out of the window, elanging
him. Make him jump, what?"

“You fat willain !

“0Oh, really, ﬂherg 2

“Come on 1" said Harry.

“I say, you fellows—" Billy
Bunter sat uli? with an indignant
frowe on his fat brow. “I say, if

you're going off and leaving a fellow
on his own—-"

“Fathead !”

“Beast! I say, there's Blump at ths
window. I think he wants to speak to

on.”

! The Famous Five pansed and looked
round,

The hall windew was partly open,
but they did not spot the portly butler
of Eastelifi Lodge there.

But from that half-open window—
apparcutly, at least—came the fruity
voice of Blump.

“Young genﬂemcn—please stop a
moment——"

“Hallp, hallo, hallo!
sang out Bob Cherry.

“Sir William Las sent me to tell
you that he does not wish ;]rnu to go
out this morning!"” came the fruity
voice from the window. *“Will you
kindly wait till he comes down ¥

“Oh! Al right, Blump !”

The juniors stood in a group, rather
diseoncerted. They were keen on ex-
plering the cave, and possibly spot-
ting a hideout of the mysterious Mr.
Brown, But if Wibley had any
special reason for wanting them, it
was up to them to play up. So they
waited.

Billy Bunter leaned back in his
deck-chair—anot frowning now, but
grinnin

The chums of the Remove had de-
elined ¢o stay in and be entertained
by a spot of the fat ventriloguist’s
ventriloguism! But they were stay-
ing in all the same—owing to that
ventrileguism !

Billy Bunter pgrinned, wondering
cheerfully how long they would wait
before  they discoversd that Sir
William did not want them!

As it happened, they had not long
to wait. For on the avenue ap red
a portly figuro coming towards the
house.

Harry Wharton & Co. stared at that
portly figure. Blump had spoken to
them from the hall windew five
minutes age—now he was coming up
the avenue from the direction of the
road ! For a moment or two the ghost
of a plump butler could mot have
startled them more.

“Why there — there — there'y
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Bl-ump!: ejaculated Bob., “What—

W_H_u.

Johnny Bull gave a roar.

“*Bunter! That fat owl—"

“Oh!" exclaimed Harry Wharton.
“Buater, you fat scoundrel—"

“Oh crikey!” Bunter gave the
butler. a atartled blink. "I didn’t
know Blump was out of doors! I—I1
mean, it wasn't me, you fellows! I
wasn't going to keep you standing
about—nothing of the kind! Besides,
if you clear off and leave a fellow on

his own, you can lﬂll]r well expect it !

Not that I did it, you know! I've
quite forgotten how to do ventrilo-
nism, I couldn’t possibly imitate

lump's voice, and—yaroooooooh !

Bump!

Five pairs of hands grasped the fat
ventrilognist’s deck-chair. That deck-
chair suddenly collapsed under Billy
Bunter. He landed on the terrace
with a loud bump, and a louder roar !

“Yarooh! Ow! I say, you fellows
—wow ! Can’t you take a jcig-'t]ﬁg-
joke? Yow-ow! If you chuck that
deck-chair at me, Bob Cherry, you
beast, I'll—yoo-hooop ¥

The deck-chair landed on the
sprawling Owl! From under it came
a frantic roar.

The Famous Five walked away
down the avenue. Billy Bunter’s
voice followed them as they went. It
followed them on its top note for
quito -& considerable distance., For
several minutes the Bull of Bashan,
who was famed for his roaring, had
ahsolutely nothing on Billy Bunter.

NOTHING DOING !
b ERE we are, here twe are,
here we are again!

chanted Bob Cherry.

His voice rang and echoed throngh
the hollows of the deep chalk cavern,

The tide was far out—a wide
stretch of golden sand glistening in
the bright sunshine of April. or
some distance the sunlight illumined
the cave—then the juniors turned on
their Hashlamps.

Wet, ruggeﬁhalk was under their
fect. Om either side were rugpged
walls, eplit in cavities and crevices,
with chalk boulders scattered, The
rugged arch of chalk was visible over
their beads when they turned the
flashlamps upward—but not. all the
wAY. ere and there it soared high
beyond the reach of light, and how
high it was they could not puess.

%‘rom what Bunter had told them,
they knew that he had been taken
almost to the end of the cavern. By
its length and its direction they knew
that extending far beyond the range
of cliffs above, it reached at least
as far as Eastclif Lodge, if not
farther. But it was deep down below
Sir William Bird’s mansion.

On the floor of the cave, it was
searcely possible that any hide-out
cxisted. But Bunter's adventure had
put a new idea into Harry Wharton's
mind. It was quite possible that high
up one of the rugged walls, where the
roof soared high, there might be some
smaller cave where a hunted. man
might hide. Tt was certain, at least,
that Mr. Brewn had some peculiar
interest in that cave.

“Nobody at home so far,” said
Bob, when they reached the extremity
of the cave and were confronted I!P' S
solid wall of chalk. “By gum! The
sea comes right up to the end—look
at that seaweed.”

“We've got to find the spot where
Bunter was left,” said Harry. “From
what he says, it was near there that
tE-Dam_ﬂ es hooked him up out of the

ide."

“Not easy, since the tide's been in.
There won't be much in the way of
sign left. But let’s look.”

he juniors turned back, scanning
and examining every one of the
rugged boulders by the walls. Te one
of these, they knew, Bunter had been
bound, when Soames had found him
and released him.

““Hallo, halle, hallo!" roared Bob.
“Here's luck 1

He flashed his lamp on a rugocd
mass of chalk detached from the
cavern wall, There was nothing to
distingmish it from a score of others
but for the fact that a copd was run
round it. Boames had left the cord
where it was, after cutting it where
it was knotted to Bunter—and there
it lay, to meet the eyes of the school-
bo;g' explorers.

By Jove, that's the place!™ ex-
claimed Wharton. *“ We've found it !”

There was no doubt about that—the
cord tied round the rock told its own
tale. They were standing on the
spot where Mr. Brown had made the
fat Owl a prisomer the day before.

“That's that!"” said Johnny Bull.
“It was near here that Soames
hooked that fat chump up the side
of the cave. We've only got to
spot it.”

That, however, was mot so easy.
For quite a long time, the juniors
séarched along the cavern walls by
the light of the flashlampe, seeking a
spot where it was possible to climb.

But patience had ifts reward at last.
Harry rion clambercd on a led
of rock, and, fecling above him, felt
another ledge higher mp. He clam-
bered to the uﬁfer ledge, and stood
flashing his light above him.

“By gum! This looks like it!” he
exclaimed. “I believe I can climb
higher here! This is over high-watcr

mark already.”

Bob Cherry clambered up and
joined him. There was little room for
more than two, and the other three
fellowe remained below, directing
their lights upward.

“Take care!” called out Frank
Nugent, rather anxiously, as a frag-
ment of rock from above fell besi
him. “If that chalk gives way——"

“Bafe as houses ! called back Bob.

“Well, all these chonks must have
fallen from the roof or the walls at
gome time or other,” said Nupgent,
“and there’s tons of them about. A
bit just fell past yom !®

On_the upper | ﬂ Harry Wharton
and Bob Cherry stood, casting light
u‘;;;r;ar{] and cxamining the rock wall
above.

It was rugged and broken, and gave
handhold aund foothold to a climiber
with plenty of nerve

Beyond t{ne radius of the flashlampa
they eould see nothing but blackness;
but they had no doubt that they had
hit on the epot where the cavern wall



could be climbed, and there was at
least a chance that something was to
be discovered above,

“Here goes |” said Bob. “You hold
the light, old bean, while I try it
on.” hapded his flashlamp to
Wharton.

He clambered up actively, Wharton
casting the light up. . The rugged
chalk locked solid emomgh, though,
as Nugent had said, there was no
doubt that the loose masses below had
slipped down at eome time or other,
and a chalk subsoil was always liable

to slides.
exclaimed Harry

“Look out!”
suddenly.

From the darkness above, a mﬁged
lump of chalk, as big as a football
rolled down, missing Bob by hardly
more than inchea.

It crashed on the ledge a foot from
the captain of the Remove, split into
geveral pieces, and scattered over the
three fellows standing below on the
cavern floor.

“Oh, my hat!” exclaimed Johnny
Bull. “Look out!”

Bob stopped climbing. He was
about seven or eight feet above
Wharton's head, hﬂl&in% on the
ru‘g%‘;d chalk. He stared down.

hat was that? he exclaimed.
“Falling chalk?”

“Yes., Better come back!”

“Might be a lot ‘more coming!™
called out_ Nugent. “When chalk
beg'ins to E:liB, you never kmow where
it will stop.

“Qh, one swallow doesn’t make a
summer ! answered Bob. “I expect
that was just a loose bit! I'll chance
it

He started clambering again.

His friends watched him anxiously.
Had that volling chunk struck him
it would have Enocked him off his
perch—and he was a good fifteen feet
from the cavern floor. If it was the
beginning of a slide, Bob was in
danger, and, his comrades had reason
to be anxious.

From the upper blackmess another
chunk came hurt-liug.

It fell directly down the rugged
wall that Bob was climbing, grazin

hig elbow as it passed. It crashed on

the ledge where Wharton stood, so
close to him that he had to jump to
epcape it.

“Come back, Bob!” shouted
Nugent.

“Quick ! called out Harry.

“Blow 1” snorted Bob,

But even Bob, rather reckless as he
was, realised that it was not od
enough, with heavy chunks of chalk
rolling down from above. Either of the
falling ehunks would have sent him
spinning from his hold had it struck
him—and both bhad gone very close.

‘He seramhbled down, and rejoined
Wharton on the ledge. They
serambled down swiftly to the cavern
floor and backed away from the wall.

Thud, thud, thud! came Ilump
after lump of chalk from high up the
rugged wall, where it was shrouded
in darkness.

The lumps crashed heavily, moat of
them splitting and gcattering as they
struok the cavern floor.

The Famous Five retreated out of
rsnﬁ of the ﬂj‘i‘ﬂ? fragments,

“That tears it!” grunted Bob.

» Brown——
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“No going up there, with the blink.
ing chalk falling. Whlat-'mttan luck
that it should happen just now."
“Might bhappen any time,” said
Nugent. “There are chalk slidea on
this coast every day.” |
“Might have come down in toms,”
sald Jolmny Bull. ~“That ain’t a
healthy spé for climbing, old bean.”
Harry Wharton compressed his

li
E?Eiunh a thing might happen any
time,” he said slowly. “But it’s a
jolly odd coincidenge that it should
ppen just now. I wonder——"
“The wonderfulness is terrifie,”
murmured Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
“Perhayps E}hﬂ esteemed and exzecrable

“Brown ! ejaculated Bob. “Oh,
my hat! Is he at home in his hide-
out, and giﬂng us a tip that visitors
aren't wanted?”

“Looks like it to me,” said Harry.

“By gum! If it's that—"

The juniors stared up into the
darkneas.

There was no sound from above—
nothing to indieate that anyone was
there. But there was a strong sus-
picion in all their minds that
someone was there—that the fall of
the chalk was not due to natural
CAUBEE.,

If Mr. Brown had a hide-ont in
that dim recess of the eea-cave, and
if he was on the spot, it was obviousl
his game to keep visitors away, an
to pive them the impression that it
was dangerous to climb there,

“Well, we can’t up,” said Bob
at last. “ Whether the chalk’s coming
down on its owm, or whether that
hliihter is heaving it down, there’s
nothing doing, my beloved 'earers.”

“No,” said Harry, “except get back
to the lodge and pass this on by tele-

hone to the police. They want Mr.

rown, and they may think it worth
while to come along and root him out
if he's here.”

“That’s all we can do !" agreed Bob.

And, having decided that there was-
nothing else to be done, the juniors
tramped back down the cave to the

£ beach.

IN THE DARK ]

IBLEY awoke suddenly.
It was ]]-Jﬂaat midnight, and
Eastcliff Lodge lay buried in
silence and slumber.

The schoolboy actor had been sleep-
ing soundly enough. But something
had suddenly awakened him—and he

ave a faint gasp of amazement and

orror as he realised what it was,

Something touched His cheek in the
darkness. It was a cold, round metal
rim !

As he gasped, there came a whisper-
ing voice.

‘Be gilent, Sir William ! Your life
will pay for the slightest sound.”

Wibley lay very still,

It wpa the rim of a muzele—the
muzzle of a firearm—that touched his
cheek with a eold ehill. And the

uttural voick that whispered from
Eha darkness was not unfamiliar to
him. He was sure that he had heard
it before, and he guessed that it came
from Mr, Brown,
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Wibley's heart beat fast. But he
was more gmazed than anything else.

Unseen io- the darkness, Brown was
at his bedside. How he had gained
admittance was an amazing mystery
to the schoolboy actor. It was not an
easy matter to enter the huilﬁins at
all at night; and Wibley’s own door
was kept carefully lock

At night the schoolboy ‘actor, of
course, discarded his disguise. The
silvery mop and the rest of his outfit
as Bir William were removed and
locked up in a suitcase, which con-
tained hizs make-up box. and other
theatricpl gadgets. When he went to
bed, Wibley turned in as William
Wibley, for which reason it was v
necessary to guard againat anyone
entering his room by chance. Not
till he had resumed his outfit in the
morning was the door unlocked
again.

Locks, it seemed, did not stop Mr,
Brown, for here he was, hidden in
dorkness, with the muzzle of a
revolver pressed to the face of—as he
evidently believed—Sir William Bird.

In the darkness, he could see no
more than Wibley; bnt clearly he
knew that this was Sir William's
room, and naturally expected to find
Sir William there.

The darkness was intense, the
black-ont curtaine shutting out every
ray of starlight.

ibley could see nothing as he
blinked from his pillow. But he
eould feel the cold chill of the metal
rim, and he conld hear-the whispering
voice.

That whispering voice went on in a
low tone of menace:

“Not a sound, Sir Willjam.! TYom
understand? Speak in a whisper,
and do neot venture to awitch on &
light! I warn you that life itself is
at stake! Do you understand, mein
herr "

“I understand !” breathed Wibley.
His heart was beating in great
jumps. But he was ping & cool
ilﬂﬁlf-@ “Who are you? How did you

heref"

“I1 think you can guess who I am,
Sir William. You know me by the
name of Brown! As for how I gob
here, let it suffice that I am here! 1
am «1!11!.1131‘;r able to get where I have
work to do.

Obviounsly, the man had not the
faintest suspicion that it was not Sir
William Bird who was in the bed.

Wibley was not thinking of switch-
ing on the light! He did not want
Mr. Brown to make that discovery, if
he conld help it. What the man's
game was, he could not guess.

“Take care that you do not call
out !” went on Mr. Brown. "If your
valet hears you, and enters, he will be
a dead man the next moment—and

ou will not eurvive him, B8ir

illiam.”

Wibley, hard as his heart was beat-
ing, grinned in the darkness. ;

i{r, Brown was a spy by profession,
and he seemed ahble et where he
wanted to get; but he had not learned
that Sir Willisam no longer had a
valet. In the peculiar circumstances,
Sir William had not thonght of en-

ing & new valet, since Jermyn had
ﬁn turned out,
Tez Macver Lisrany.—No. 1,680
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There was s communicating door-
from the walet's room—and Mr.
Brown did not know that Jermyn was
gone. The :m!i:inining roOIL Was, 4% &
matter of fact, unoccupied, and the
door locket. But Mr. Brown, spy ns
e was, did not know that.

“% have no doubt,” went on Mr.
Brown softly, "that your valet has
other duties as well as folding your
clothes, 8ir William. I have encoun-
tered Lim once or twice, and I am no
foal. No donbt his duty is to guard
vou—it is wot & usual thing for a
valet, who is omly a walet, to be
armed.”

It was a natural mistake for Mr.
Brown, who knew nothing of S3oames,
to make. Np doubt he had encoun-
tered Boames, whom he Enew only ns
Jermyn, .

“No doubt,” went on Mr, Brown's
vodee, in o niocking whisper, “this
valet of yours is o member of the
Secret Scrvice, like yourself, Bir
Willinm."

He could not see the grin on
Wibley's facd.

“Mako no attempt to call him te

our aid, ¥ warn yom!” added Mr.

oW,

Wibley was not likely to do so—in
the circumstances.

“Now pive me your enr ¥ woent on
Mr. Brown'’s sibilant whisper. “You
nced not speak, Sir William—it is for

on to listen, A few days ngo, when

followed you out to sca in the boat
with the schoolboys, you esca mo
whow, I do not know. My belief, at
the time, was that you had gone ofi
Voard some wvessel, in order to get
Away secretly, knowing the House to
be watched. But I was not long in
learning that vou were still in vesi-
denee here,”

Wibley was silent.

Brown seemed to prefer to do the
talking, and Wibley was more than
willing to leave it to him.

“I eannot understand wyour actions
on that day,"” went on Mr. Brown.
“You could not have known that I
was in pursuit, yet you changed boats
at sea, and c¢scaped me, But no
matter—yon will not escape me this
time! Alive or dead, Sir William,
you are now in my hands.”

The revolver-mufszle pressed a little
liarder ns if to emphasize Mr. Brown'a
statement,

“I have taken n somewhant desperate
gtep in coming here!” went on Mr.
Brown. “I had to explore your man-
sion, Sir William, on more than one
night, before I could ascertain beyond
doubt which was your room. And
when I was satisfied on that point, I
found that you were nccustomed to
lock yonr door at pight—and I re-
quired certain implements to deal
with the lock. But I am Lere at last,
Bir William 1"

He paused.

“1 had hoped to deal with you in
some more remote af-ut,” he went on.
“Your excursion with the schoolboya
seemed to give me the chanee 1 was
waiting fer, but it failed! Binee
then you have not ventured upon any
snch excursions. So I am here. Do
not move. My finger is on the
trigger.”
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Wibley, who had stirred slightly,
remained still again.

“Time beging to press;," resnmed
Mr. Brown. “Your policemen, who
have been searching in the chalk eave,
are not very dangerons, Sir William,
but—-"

“Oh!” breathed Wibley. “So you
know »

He heard o faint laugh in the dark-

ness,
“I am v well * aware, Bir
William, that your schoolboy gucsts

fancied that they were on the track of
some discovery in the cave, and that
the police have searched it!” Lo
answered. “ Do yon imai;ine that men
conld have carried long Iadders to the
beach and into the cave without being
ohserved P

“They found nothing I murmured
Wibley.

He heard the soft-langh again.

“1 could have touched one of them
by stretchidgg out my hand!™
answered Mr. Brown., “But they
found nothing! Your police, my dear
Sir William, are hardly equal to deal.
ing with agents of the Gestapo.”

ibley blinked in the darkness. Ho
knew that the search of the chalk
cave by the officers of the law had
beer very thorough; after the infor-
mation given by the junmiors.  They.
had explored that funmel-like hollow
in the cavern roof to the limit, as far
ag the rock roof above. And they had
discovered nothing. Yet, if Brown
was telling the truth, he had been at
hand during thaf search.

“ Nevertheless; time presses ! went
on Mr. Brown. “It is generally be-
licved, Sir. William, that yon have
long retired from activities in the
Secdret Bervice. But your exploita n
the last war have uot been forgotten,
and it ia known to us that you have
been in communication with the
chiefs of the service, There is no
doubt that, only a few weeks ago, you
were making p rations for a
jonrney abroad. e are not often
puzzled, Sir William, but I will admit
‘bluﬂ'- your inaction since has puzzled
s,

Wibley did not apeak.

‘Had you left the country, as there
is no doubt you planned, every step
you made would have been dogged,”
said Mr. Brown. “You would have
been allowed to penetrate within the
frontiers of the Reich, but you would
never have lived to make your report,
Sir William. If thereis internal dis.
content in ﬂcrmani,—if the power of
the Fuchrer is breaking like n reed in
his hands—you, at least, would never
have repo it to your Govern-
ment.”

There was a snarl in Mr. Brown's
whispering voice,

Wibley, as heo listened, realised,
mors clearly than before, how much
depended on keeping up the im-
personation at Easteliff Lodge.

Long sinceé, he knew, Bir William
Bird had entered the enemy’s coun-
try, while the spies of the Gestapo re-
manined in the belief that he was still
at his munt? house.

“On that day at sen.,” went on Ar.
Brown, “I feared, for some hours,
that you had escaped my watch—that
1 was beaten, and & rwined mon—the
Gestapo has no use for men who fail

in their task., I run no more risks,
Sir William. From thiz night yon
are in my hands. I sghall allow you
to rise from your bed and turn on a
light—and, under ﬂc revolver, . you
will hand me oll ial doecuments
connected with your intended mission
—which has been so unaccountably
postponed. You will then accompany
me to a safe place.”

Wibley caught his breath.

“You understand?” breathed Mer.
Brown. “I am wunwilling to rouse
the household with a pistol shot—but
a cry, an attempt at resistance—and
your doom is sealed! Alive or dead,
you are in my hands.”

Wibley made up his mind.

When the light was gwitched on,
the agent of the Gestapo would sec
at once that he was not Sir William
Bird. But Wibley still hoped to keep
up the secrct of the impersonation.

is_wite were actively at work.

“Will you let mo speak?” he mur-
T k, 8ir Willi if ish !

. =2 William, if voun wish!
Naot Eﬂ, if you value jﬂui?!ife"“
“I am not 8ir William Bird——"

“Ach himmel ! What is the usc of
such a lie, when I have only to tur
on the light?”

*8ir ’i'gilliam is not here to-night;”
eaid Wibley calmly, “and I have his
room, that ig all!*

He heard a swift, hissing breatu
in the darkness. Up to that moment
Mr - Brown had not dreamed of doubt-
ing that he was speaking to the lord
of Easteliffi Lodge. Now, it scemcd,
he doubted.

“What do you mean?” ‘The words
camo like a snake's hiss, “You are
Bir William Bird—this is his room—
I have made no mistake—-"

“He is not here to-night! I have
his room !

“If that is true, who ate you?”

“A schoolboy—"

“Ach Gott] A schoolboy! It i=
false—it is ome lie——" Brown's
voice came choking with rage.

“I'm tho schoolboy you saw in the
boat the other day!” said Wible
coolly. “I'm staying at Eastchi
Lodge now! Turn on the light and
see for yourseclf.”

He heard a mutter in German,
Then the bedside lamp was switched
on, and Mr. Brown, his stubby face
convulsed with rage and disappoint-
ment, stared at Wibley of the Groy-
friars' Remove.

THE WRONG BIRD !

€« CH!" breathed Mr. Brown.

His light blue eyes scin-

tillated under the knitted

blond eyebrows. The rage in his

foce made Wibley's heart beat faster,

The revolver was in the spy's hand,

and he looked cnraged cnough fo use
it, for & moment or two,

It seemed ns if Mr. Brown could
hardly believe his eyes. His gate
devoured the face of the echoolboy
sitting up in bed.

But all he saw was & Greviriars
Luninr with not the slightest resem-
lance to Bir William Bird, Every
trace of make-up was carefully
cleaned off Wib's face before he
turned in ot night. Certainly it was



Harry Wharion & Co. jumped at the sight of Billy Bunter, "ha
““ Urrrggh ! ** gasped the fat junior,

with mud and chalk.

pot likely to oeceur to Mr. Brown that
the same person who was a schoolboy
at might was a venerable-lookine
baronet by day !

He did not dream of connecting
Wibley with Sir William; he was
only amazed and enraged to find him
in Sir William's place. He knew him
as the schoolboy he Lad seen in the
boat ; that was all.

“Ach !” he. repeated, grinding the
word through his teeth. * You—the
fool of a bovy I saw in the boat—you |”

Wibley's opinion was, that if there
WErE & E::nul resent, the fool's name
was not Wibley! At least, he had
AMr. Brown fooled! The spy was cun-
ning and wary; but of the trick that
was being played at Eastelif Lodge
e had not the remotest suspicion.

“Then "—Mr. Brown breathed the
words in a hiss—"then the man I
came for is not here. Where is he "

“I don't know where he 1is!”
answered Wibley. " He wounldn't be
Hl.:ei;,* to tell me! I've got his room,
that's all.”

“I1f he has given up hisz room to a
rucst, it must mean that he is gone—
that he.does not intend to come
back ! muttered Brown. *“Tell me
the truth, boy! Do you know when
he is to return?”

“1 believe Blump expects to see
him to-morrow ! answered Wibley.
“In fact, I am sure he does.”

“Then he iz gone only for the
night! What accursed fortune that
I should strike on the one night when
he is not here ' muttered Mr. Brown.
Hiz woice ran on in a mutter of

German.
Wihlﬂi did not understand the
words, but they sounded very ex-

EVERY SATURDAY
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pressive.  The spy was aimost
spitting with rage.
But he checked himself.

Sir William was not to fall a vietim
to Mr. Brown that night! The
gennine Sir William, had he been
there, undoubtedly would have done
so—though how Mr. Brown had
planned to get him away, was a
mystery to Wibley.

ut he did not want to get Wibley
away—a junior schoolboy of Grey-
friars was of no use to Mr. Brown !

To the agent of the German
Gestapo, Wibley was simply a school-
boy visitor to the place, staying at
Eastelif Lodge over the Easter
holiday, like the other juniors, and
he was not interested in him in the
very least.

r. Brown had failed in his object;
and all he was thinking of now was
getting away without an alarm being
given—no doubt with the infention
of trying again another time.

"A.ch? %his is the second time I
have found you, when I thought to
find the man I want !” he muttered.
“But——" He checked himself again.

Wibley watched him silently.

Had he, as he expected, found Sir
William Bird in that apartment, Mr.
Brown’s plans were cut and dried.
But finding William Wibley there
disarranged all his Ilﬂanm He had to
go—leaving Wibley! But he did not
want to risk an alarm being raised
the moment he was outside the door.
Wibley could see, in his angry face,
that he was nonplussed.

But that was only for a few
moments Mr. Brown very soon made
up his mind how to deal with the
schoolboy he had so unexpectedly
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staggered into the hall, smothered
““ I've been drowned—— * ** What 9 **

discovered in the place of a Secrot
Service man—as he .had dealt with
Billy Bunter in the chalk cave!

"You will get up!” he muttered.
“"Not a sound—if you value your
life! Obey—and be silent !”

Wibley had no idea of argning with
a revolver only a couple qg'feet from
his head ! He stepped quietly from
the bed. '

Mr. Brown pointed to the settee
under the window. Wibley sat on it.

Wibley eould guess his intention
now. But there was no help for it.
The spy made a threatening gesture
with the revolver: and then stood for
a long moment listening., Then he
stepped to the communicating door
and ascertained that it was ﬁmkc&.
In the belief that Jérmyn was on the
other side of it, Mr. Brown had fo be
very cautious!

¢ stepped back to Wibley.
~ With hardly a sound, he cut a sheet
into strips, and Emteeﬂﬂfl to bind
the schoolboy to the settee.

Wibley breathed hard.

There was no help for it—he had
to submit. But he thourht with
dismay of the morning. Blump, the
butler, would discover him there, if
he did not succeed in getting loose
before morning. There was likely to
be rather a sensation in Easteliff
Lodge when he did so!

“]—I—I say——" breathed
Wibley.

“Bilence, faol 1™

“Let me speak! Look here, I'll go
back to bed, and not make a sound.
I don't care twopence if you gof
away ! I—*

“You think I would trust you?”

Tue Macrer Lisrary.—No. 1,680.
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sheered Mr. Browa. Mr. Brown's,
clearly, was not o trustful naturel
“Bilence —eay ne more! Not a
whisper I” ) )

Wib was unhag-pﬂy silent.

Mr. Brown bound him very
thoronghly—ne thoroughly as he had

bound Billy Bunter in the eave.
Then, with great care, he pagged the
junior so effectually that ibley

could not emit & single mumble,

Earing thus secured him, Mr,
Brown shut off the light. _

Faintly in the darkness Wible
heard the sound of an opening an
closing door.

Then all was silent.

Mr. Brown was gone !

For the next quarter of an hour
Wibley was hard at work—exertin
every ounce of his strength to wren
himself loose. What was ﬁug to
happen if Blump found him, he could
hardly imaﬁiury—Sir William gone,
and an unknown schoolboy in his
place! Wibley worked desperately.

But it was of no avail. He had no
chance of getting loose, At the end
of & quarter of an hour he was aching
with his efforts, his strength spent,
and he was as tightly bound as ever
to the settee.

Loung before that, be had no dounbt,
My. Brown was olear away. But he
was not bothering about Mr. Brown.
He was thinking of Blump's
astonnded face in the morning ! Mr.
Brown had been thinking only of
gecuring his own retreat — mevor
dreaming of what ke had left in store
for S5ir William's substitute! Wibley
had to think of it !

But there was nothing doing!. He
flesisted at last, exhansted, and half
suffocated by his exertions and the
gag in his mouth. With decp fecl-
ings the schoolboy actor gave it up
and waited for morning—and Blump!

BLUMP IS BEWILDERED !

AP!
Wibley was silent. He
could not have spoken if he
had wanted to. But Le did not want
+o0, He knew that it wos Blump at
the door.

The longest night Wibley had ever
cxpericncad bad come to an end at
last.

It was still dark in Sir-William's
room. The black-out blinds shut out
the daylight. But a glimmer stealing
in, bere snd there, warned Wibl
that the April morn was shining on
aide,

'J.'EIIED!

What he was poing to do, the
unhappy schoolboy actor of Grey-
friars did not know.

He had to pull tlirough scmehow.
But how he was going to pull
through was a puzzle, so far.

Now that Harry Wharton & Co.
were in the seoret, it would not have
mattered had one of them found him
—indeed, Wibley would have given
very much to see one of the Famous
Five at his door. But none of the
Co., of course, was likely to come to
Sir Williav's room.

It was Blump who would come. As
8ir William did not go down, Blump
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could only conclnde that his master
had.overslept himself that morning—
and sooner or later he would come
un. Nuw he had come !

It was past Dbieakfast-time—all
Enstclif Lodge was up, excepling
Billy Bunter—and no doubt 'Buﬁr:s
was” gurprised that his master ha
neither rung nor put in an appear-
atice.

Tap !

For 'a third time Blump tapped.
Aweare that Sir William was accus-
tomed to lock his door at night, the
butler did wnot think, so far, of
turning the door-handle, supposing
the door to be locked, ns usual.

Wibley wriggled on the settee. He
was helplese and eould only .wait for
what was gﬁing to happen.

Blump’s fruity voice came through
the door at last.

“Hem! Are you awake, sir! It is
now past nine d’clock, Sir Willinm—
the tbi’oung gentlemen have break-
fasted.”

No reply. )

“I have to inform you, BSir
William, that a window was found
opet by John this morning!
Nothing, so far as I have been able
to ascertain, has been taken—but
there is every appearance of the house
having been eufered.”

The occupant of Sir William Bird's
room did not need telling that.

“Please answer, sir, if yom are
awake I
Bilence. ¥

Blump plainly was puzzled, and a
little uneasy, Upnless his master had
been taken ill, and could not speak,
he could not account for this. If
such was the case, the venerable old,
bean required attention. Blump conld
not go away without an answer.

Enock !

It was not a tap this time—it was
a thump on the door! Certainly it
would have awakened Sir William,
had Sir William been asleep there.
Wibley did not need awakening.

Enock, knock, knock!

“Hir William! Please answer me,
if you are able to speak!” urged
Il]um]}’s voice, in anxious tones, out-
side. ¥ Are vou ill, Sir William #*

The door-handle turned at last.
Blump did not, perhaps, expect the
door to open—but he tried it. To his

great relief and seatisfaction, it
opened.
The portly butler of Easteliff

Lodge entered. The passage, outside,
was light; the room was dark,

Blump blinked, and groped his way
in towards the bed.

“Sir William [” he said loudly,

There was no answer from the bed.
It was too dark in the room for
Blump to sec that it was unoccupied.

“Foodness gracious !” Wibley heard
a murmur m the butler. “Sir
William must be ill—very ill! M
dear sir—S8ir Willinm-—please spea
one word——"

Sir William did not speak one
word !

The agitated butler turned from
the bed and groped across to the
window, to draw the blinds and let in
the light.

He was quite unaware that two
worried eyes watched him from the

seitee, He did not observe Wibley
in the gloom

There was a swish of rings, and
the heavy, dark hangings were
swept nside. Bright April sunshine
streamed into the spacions apart-
ment.

It streamed on the schoolboy bound
to the settee under the big window.
Blump's eyes fell on him,

Theé butler of Eastcliff Lodge gave
a pgurgle of utter amazement, and
almost.& red. His eyes projected
like gooseberries from his p]un‘f:? face,
really almost iumping out at ib]eg.

The sight of a echoolboy, whom he
had mever seen before—so far as he
knew-—made Blump wonder whether
he wai seeing visions.

.He receded two or three paces, and
Wibley thought, for a moment, that
he waa going to fall over backwards.
But._the portly butler rallied, and
stood staring at Wibley with popping

E3.

T Who — who — what — who——"
Blump seemed aflicted with a stutter.
“Who — how — what—— Goodness
gracious I

Wibley gazed at Lim. He could
not stir—lie could not speak! He
could only hope that the plump
Blump would let him loose.

Once loose, there was a chance of
getting shut of Blump, and getting
at his outfit locked im the suitcasc.
But Blump made no movement to let
him loose. He gazed, and stared, and
blinked at Wibley, and stuttered.

Then he revolved on his axis aund
waddled back to the bed,

“Sir William!" he
“Sir William, yon—"

Another devastating surprise over-
whelmed Blump ! ow that it was
light in the room, he could see that
the bed was empty.

Sir William was not thore!

Blump looked as if his head was
turning round He gasped like a fish
out of water as he stared rouud the
room in search of his missing master.
He pressed a plump hand to0 a plum
brow, as if the problem was too much
for him, and quite overtazed his
brain.

Mr. Brown, in the night, had been
geurprised to find a achoolboy where
e had expected to find a venerable
baronet. ut Brown’s surprise, to
Blump's, was as moonlight unto sun-
light, as water unto wine! Blump
knew, though Mr. Browp did not,
that no schoolboy was staying in tlie
house, except the Famous Five and
Billy Bunter. So where Wibley had
come from was an astounding mystery
to Blump, unless he had dropped out
of the sky.

Blump stood smrir&g alternately at
the empty bed and the oceunpied
settoe, he bewilderment in hi®
fruity face would have made Wibley
laugh at any other time. At the
moment, however, Wibley was 1ot
feeling like langhing.

Blump found his voice at last,

“ Where—where is Bir Willlam

1
m‘g?;fmd could not tell him.

“What can have happened to my
master 7" gasped E]umE. “Here are
his clothes—he cannot bave gone ount
without his clothes! Yet he is not
here! But you—— Dear me! You—

cxclaimed.



bow did you come here? Who are
ou? Tell me what has become of
ir William? Speak!” _

It dawned on the bewildercd butler
that Wibley could not speak. Hae
came over to him, and removed the
wag from his mouth.

““Who are you?" he gurgled. _

“Urrrggh ™ mumbled Wibley. His
mouth was too numbed, from the gag,
for him to find his voice at once.

* Where is Sir William

* Wooooogh !

“Was it you who -entered by ‘the
window that was found open?” This
dawned on Blu'mr ag a pessibility.
Wibley, whoever he was, must have
ot in somechow. “Did Sir William
find you, and scenre you like this?

Are you o b?;‘y ‘burglar? What are
vou? What does all this mean?”
“Urrrggh !” _
Blump passed lis hand over his

hrow, A window had been found
open—a  stranger found in Sir
William's room., Some thiful

burglar, perliaps—though Wibley did
not look the part. Sir William
might hove bagged him and made
him o prisoner. But that did not
account for Sir William’s absence.

But Wibley was in- pyjamas—aud
it was unusual, to say the least, for a
burglar to go burghng in pyjamas!
If ever there was an impenctrable
mystery, Blump was faced with it
ngw, He pressed his hand to his
slump forehead, as if to keep it from

rsbing. :

“Urrgh! TUrrgh! Oh ecrikey!”
Wibley got his voice at last, “I gay,
cet me out of this—eut me loose,
will you?" ]

“Certainly not—until you have
. wiven an aceount of yourself ' said
Blump steinly. *“You must have en-
tered this mansion in the night. I
llave never scem you before!  But
what—what—what—"

“If you'll untie me!” pleaded
Wibley.

“1 shall do nothing of the kind
until the police are here,” answered
Blump. “I shall telephone for them
without delay, and they will gquestion

you.”
“Qh, my only bat and sunshade!”
s ibley.

“Will you tell me at ones where
Rir William is?” exclaimed Blump.
“I demand to know, at onece, what
has become of my master.”

“Look here, let me loose, and
I—I'll explain everything ! panted
Wibley. “As—as soon as I'm loose,
I—I can find 8ir William—I mean,
he will turn up again—he isn't far

:wra.gé"
“Where iz hof”

“ Call the Greyfriars fellows here IV
exclaimed Wibley. “They know
T

i Hﬂnﬂﬂnﬁﬂ 'E"

“(all them, you ass—I—I mean,
coll them, please. Wharton—Cherry
—any of them. They will tell you
they know me |” pleaded Wibley., He
was thankful, from the bottom of his
heart, that the Famous Five were

now in the sceret. It was now hia [
11 Gﬂ-ll'

one hope of pulling through.
Wharton——"
“Are you & burglar?”
“No, you idiot—"
¥Then what are youg"

EVERY SATURDAY

“A QGreyfriars chap—my name's
Wibley—I tell yom,
mE k¥

- Blump regarded him very doubt-

ully.

'"g will call ‘Master Wharton,” he
said at last. “It is impossible that
the Greyfriars boys know anything of
& young rascal who must have
entered the house swrreptitiously in
the night, means of a window.
But I will call them, aud see what
they sa%."

And Bump waddled out, leaving
Wibley still tied to the settee,

“Oh, my suffering Awit Sem-
pronia !’ groaned Wibley.

His " lnst. hope was in Harry
Wharton & Co. And be waited anxi-
ously for them to return with Blump,

TO THE RESCUE !

L ALLO, hallo, hallo! Any-
thing wrong, Blump
The Famous Five were in
the hall when Blump came down the
staircase—with a dazed expression of
bewilderment on his plump face,
whicl:hw:m a sufficicut indication that
something was Wroug—very wrong
indeed. ¥
Harry Wharton & Co. were plan.
ning a morning’s exeursion-—quite
unaware that anything unusual had
accmrred to Sir William, Now, how-
ever, they coucentrated their atten-
tion on Blump.

“What's up, Blump ?” asked Harry.

“The upfuluess seems to be
terrific!” remarked Hurree Jamsct
Ram Singh.

“J—I—— The master has' gone—
disa . I—I cannot Bir
William " stuttered Blump., “And

—aud there is a stranger -in his
rmm_-ﬂ'
“Oh |* gasped the juniors all

togethet.

“A—a—a boy!” stuttered Blump.
“ He states that his name ia Wibley,
and that you young gentlemen are
acquainted with him."

“Oh, my only bat!” muormured
Bab,

The Co, exchanged startled glances.

What was a bewildering mystery to
Bluinp was no mystery to them,
They realized at owce that the butler
must have happened on Sir William
without Lis disguisc on.

“Jt—it—it iz most mysterious !”
said Blymp. “The boy is tied to the
zettee in Sir William’s room—he waa
gag ad—7

“Great pip !”

“A window was found open this
morning,” said the agita Blump.
“The boy-must have entered by the
window, Yet, if B8ir William
secured him, .where iz Bir William?
I—I am qute bewildered. But the
boy. says that you are acq
with him. Will you please come up?
I have left him secure—he cannot
cscape—hbut perhaps you had better
gee him before I telephone for the
yolice—-="

“ Yoz, rather !” breathicd - Bob.

“We'll ¢ at once, Blump !” said
Harry Wharton hastily. “We—we
certainly know a chap nained Wibley,
at—at Greyfriarsg—-=*

tliey know Bull
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“Don't we?X murmmred Johnny

“The knowiulness is terrific, my
eateemed Blump!” said urree
Singh,
“Please coms !” said Blump.
And he reversed, and started up the
stairease again,
followed

Har harton & Co.
him, with startled fabes,

Plainly Wibley' had beéen caught
without his disgunise. But Blump's
statement t-lmt%::-:: was tied up. was
astonishing. It was clear that there
had been some startling happenings
during the night.

“That ass Wik !" whispered . Bob
Cherry, as thﬂ{ followed the butler.
“ He's imsalf spotted—but
Blump doesn’t gnesg-——-*

“ How conld he ™ said Harry. “ But
uow—-7""

“We've got to dce the fathoad
through if we can! It. will give
away the whole bag of tricks if it
comes out that Wib was 3ir William.
;I‘]mt’s got to be kept dark, some-
1ow,"”

“Goodoess knows how-—now. !
Harry.

They arrived ot Sir William’s room
in the wake of the ¥ Blump.

Wibley, safely tied to the-settec,
gave them almost a haggard lpok, as

said

&g entered,
unmp indicated the prisoncr on the
settee with a plump hand. They
gazed at him.

“Comao in, you fellows!” gasped
Wibley. “Tell that ass—I mean,

tell Blnmp that I'm a Greyfriars man
and not a burglar.”

“You know thia boy?”
Blump.

“Oh! Yes! That's 'Wiﬁae;f
swered Harry Wharton. “He's
move chap atb ﬂrejﬂl‘ihl‘ﬁ—-m ouy
Form—we know him' all right.”

“Js he honest?”

“Eh? What? Oh! Yes! Quite!"
oas the captain of the Bemove.

“Then you think that he did not
enter this mansion with burglarious
or felonious designs? ragked Blump.

“Qh, my hat! I mean, yes.. That's
all right.” Wibléy i#'a pal of ours!”
stamfnared Wharton. “Right as
rain

“Bir William knows him,” added
Bob Cherry, ‘“They met at Grey-
frigrs, when Sir Willlam visited the
school.”

“I must accept yomr assurance on
that point, young gentlemen,” eaid
Blump. “But the B presence
here must be explained—aind the ab-
sence of my master. Something has
happened to S8ir William.”

“Qh! Yes! Neo! But—"

“ His clothea are here,” said Blump,
“yet he is e! I found the door
unlocked. t is always locked at
night. Bir William has been’ made
away with in some mbnner—he must
be g;und at once. This boy must
know, as he is here.””

“Will you let me loose?” roared
Wibley.

“I—I think we'd better release
him, Bl " gaid Harry. “I've no
denbt he will be ‘able to—to clear up
the matter.” ]
kn]??h Cherry opened his porket-

ife.
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Although now assurcd that Wibley
was o Greyfriars mon, and that the
junie=  lknew him, Blump seemed
vather dowbtfal about releasing him
—at lenst, until he hod explained the
amazing  disappearance of  Sir
William. But Bob Cherry scttled that
thoubtful point by sawing through
Wibley's bomnds with his pocket-
knife.

The schootboy actor rolled thaunk-
fully off the settee,

Blump immediately placed his pon-
derons form before the doorway.

“This oy must not be allowed to
oo ! he annonnced. “I cannof con-
=1t to that, He is here—my master
is eone! Until Sir William ix
fonud, this boy mnst be detained.”

“He's a pal of ours at school,
Blump!” said Nugont,

*No doubt!” said Blump., “But 1
eannot allow him to go ont of this
room until I know what has become
of Sir Willinm. Unless he con ox-
plain and enable me to find my
master immediately, I must call in
thio }mliﬂr.”

Blump was doing his duty. The
juniors realised that, But it was
fearfully awkward for the schoolboy
actor.

They looked at Wibley for puid-
ance. They were willing to do any-
thing they could to help him throngh
this extracrdinary scrape. Bul what
was goinr to be done, they had no
1leq.

Wibley's longing glance rested on
the suitensp that coutained his die-
enize, But under Blump's eye he

THE MAGNET

conuld not, of eourse, make any move
in that direction. He had to get rid
of Blump somehow,

“Tell me what has happeued here
during the night.” emd Blump
sternly. *“If, as these young gentle-
men. think, you did not come here
with felonions motives, explain your-
self at once.”

“How the thump did you get tied
up like that, Wib, old man?” asked
Johnuy Bull,

“Brown " yapped Wibley.

“Brown !" repeated the juniors.

“That blighter barged in and got
me ! snappedl Wibller, “ Now do you
understand, you duofiers?”

The Famons Five begnn to under-
stind at the mention of Mr. Brown.
They realised thot Mr. Brown must
have come after Siv William  and
canght the wrong Bird, as it were.
But Blump, of conrse, did not under-
stand. .

“What has lappened to m
master#”  demand Blump, little
dreaming that it was his master who
was now standing before him, almost
at his wits' cud. “If you refuse to
auswer me, you will puswer a con-
stable. You will certainly be de-
tained until the police arrive.”

Wibley's look at his friends
was cloguent. He was beseeching
them, gilently, to get rid of the butler
somchow,

Hurree Jamset Rom SBingh, with
hizs back to the butler, closed onc
eye at Wibley.

“Unlesz yom Eatisfy the csteemed
Blump ot once, the poliee wmust be
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sent for I Le said. He ploneed round
af the butler at the door. “I sug-
gestfully advise you to go to the tele-
plione at onces my absurd Blump.”

“You silly ass!” hissed * Wibley.
The next moment, however, he caught
oii to what was in the nabel’s mind —
it was the only way of gétting Blump
off the scenc. “Oh! All rieht! |
don’t care ! he added.

“Have yon anythine to say beforoe
I telephone for the police?” de-
nianded Blump steraly.

“No, fathead!” yapped Wibley.

“Then I shall go to the teleplione
at once! I shall lock the door after
me,” said, Blump grimi;{, “If you
youig gentlemen remain here, I must
lock you in ns well gs that—that
person.”

“That's all right,” said Bob.
“We'll keep an eye on him, Blump !”

“Very good, sir!”

Blump changed the key to the out-
side of the lock, and waddled out.
He closed the door, locked it on the
outside, and rolled off to the stairs—
to telephone for official aid in this
strange mystery.

Wibley gave o gasp.

" Bhove your hoof agninst that door,
Bob, in case that burbling idiot
comes back! Keep it therc! Lend
me a hand, you other fellows—there's
no time to lose—he may be back in
five minntea!”

And Wibley pounced ou the suit-
CiEe.,

A QUICK CHANGE !

¢« g UCK up, Wib!”
B

“Quick, old man!"

Wibley did not need urging!
How.

The schoolbey actor of Greyfriars
was soemething of a gquick-change
artist. But uever had he done such
o lightning change before.

Boby Cherry jammed a foot against
the door, and kept it there—in ‘case
Blumyp returned too soon !

Blump, clearly, could not be re-
admitted until 5ir Williom was him-
sclf again,

What Blump would think, when le
came back and found his missing
master present, the juniors counld not
imaeine. But that was the only way
out of the scrape—Blump had te be
kept off until hizs mssing master was
present!  Blump's eyes would have
opened very wide indeed if he had
belield Wibley in a half-way stage,
between a schoolboy and a vewerable
baronet !

Wibley jumped into his elothes—or
rvather, into Sir William's elothes.
He whipped his dispmise from the
silitcase.

.He set rapidly to work bhefore the
pier-glass. hile Bob guarded the
door, the rest of the Co. gave what
Lelp they could.

There was not a moment to lose!

The portly Blump did not descend
or ascend stoaireases rapidly. Still, it
was evidently only a matter of
minutes before he got throngh on the
teleplione, and came back. Wibley,
quick worker as he was, reguired
more than minutes! His outward

He



appearance as-Sir William Bird: was
a wurk of art. :
Quick- as he was, he was still more
than half Wibley, and less than balf
Sir William, when a ponderous tread
was heard in the corridor withont.
“Qh, my hat ! Herc comes Blump !”

breathed Bob Cherry,
“liuck up, Wib!® :
ST Ain't buckivg up?? hissed

Wibley. *Don’t jaw! See that that
old rhinoceros doesn’t get that door
opex 17 I

“Oh crumbs!” murmured Johnny
Bull. “Blump will wonder what on
earth’s up, if we' bar him out!*

“Tet him wonder! Don’t let him
in 1" '

“No fear !

There was a serape of a key
inserted in the lock outside.

Bob Cherry jammed his boot hard
against the deor. His comrades
joined  him. Whatever Blump
thought—and there was no doub
that he would be surprised—he had
to be kept out -till Wibley was
finished.

The schoolboy actor, with feverish
haste, worked in fromt of the pier-

lass. He was getting- .on Sir
Willinm’s pink complexion.

The door-bandle turned.

Five fellows braced themselves
against the door,

Blump pushed. He pushed in vain,
He ed again, and -again. Still
the tfu::-r did not budge. The Famous
Five crammed themselves against it
a8 one man.

*“Goodness gracious!” the butler's
voice came throagh. “What is the
matter with this door?  Master
1'5"!15{1'1:-:-11;” . P

“Yes, Blump!” gas arry.

“ Have—Dhave you >h¢ne£?"
“I have telephomed; Master
Wharton! A police-inspector and a
constable will spon be on their way
here”

“Oh erikey !? _

“The inspector has warned me not
to let the boy escape my observation
until he reaches teliff Lodge '™
said Blump. “Something appears to
he the matter with this door! Can
you open it from the inside?” '

“Can we?” murmured Bob Cherry.

Blump could not sco five grinnin
faces through solid cak ! Heremainec
in ignorance of what was the matter
with the door!

“It appears to he jammed ! said
Bl_nmg; pushing it lﬁin. 1 have
unlocked it—the . appears in
perfect order—yet it will not n!
Please try fo open it from the inside.”

“The jamfulness appears to Dbe
terrific, my esteemed Blump !

Blump excrted his weight on the
door outside. Blump had a lot of
weight, and the door, for a moment,

ielded a fraction of an imch. But
it was only a fraction; and it was
only for a moment! Then it jammed
again ! )

“Goodness gracious!” Eulighten-
went sgeemed to dawn on wmp.
“Are you young gentlemen holding
the door shut?”

“Are we?” murmured Bob.

“Master Wharton! I insist upon
yvour admitting me to this room at
once I roared Blump. “I must keep
that Loy under obscrvation! Why
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are you holding the doox? .TIs he
-:seaging by the window ?o-.

“Uh, my hat! No-—nothing of the
kind !’ gasped Harry, :

“Then why are you holding the
door?” Blump was aware now that
the door was held from inside, and he
could only. suppose that thoughtless
schoolboye were keeping him out, to
vive Wibley a chance of escaping.
“Open this door at onco! I insisk
upon entering ! If that boy-is allowed
to escape, you will answer for it to
the police authorities! Admit me!”

“How long now, Wik?” whispered
Harry Wha "

“Three or fonr minutes!” Wibley
had finished his complexion, and was
getting his silyery beard oun.

- “0Oh crumbs! Stick it out, you
fellows !

Thump, thump! eame angrily on
thie outside of the door. Blump was
getting excited and wrathy,

“ Admit me at oiree!" he roared.

He gave another tremendous heave
at the door. This time it did. not
yield even a fraction of an inch aa
the Famous Five braced themselves
ngainst it. They heard a gasp in the
corridor, like air escaping from a
punctured tyre. Blump was a little
short of breath.

The pressure on the door ccascd.
They heard Blump’s footsteps pass up
the corridor, and then a sound of a
farther door unlocking.

“Look out!” breathed Bob. “The
other door!™

The juniors spotted Blump’s inten-
tion at once. The wvalet's room,
adjoining, had o door on the corridor
and a communicating-door into Sir
William’s room.

Blum waq_mmiﬂlg in by the valet’s
room—if Qe could—and he had
already entered it from the corridor.

“0.K. 1" whispered Wibley. *The
door's locked—key on this sude! Let
him rili!”

“ Buck up!” urged Bob.

“Fathead !” grunted Wibley.

. He was bucking up. Silvery beard
and moustache and eyebrows adorned
his pink face. Now lic was ndjusting
his wig—the silvery mop that com-
pletely hid his own close crop.

There was a rattle at the door-
handle, from the valet’s room.

Blumyp had arrived at the com-
municating dodr, to find it locked on
Rir William’z side.

He thumped on it.

“Let me in [ he shouted,

“* All sevene now !” breathed Willey.
He pave a last look into the.glass.
He was Sir William from top to toe
—the dapper little baronet who Lioxe
no resemblance. whatever to Wibley
of the Greyfriars Remove. “By gum
—what ek
hmﬁ) out into the passage.” _

lumyp was thumpifig again on the
door from the valet’s. room,

Harry Wharton opened the door on
the “corridor.
oif into the corridor.

“Now,
murmured.

“Right-ho I ;

Wharton closed the door’ om the
schoolboy actor, and stepped across
to the commuuicating door. He wi-

locked it, and: turncd the handle just.

O.K., you men! “I'lIl

Bir William stepped

ou ecan let him in!" he

23

ag Blump delivesed anotbor tlamp on
the other side. It flew: epen; and
Blump, -crimson.mith oxcitemont and
wrath, volled --im.. fromy. the =valet’s
TOOM. =, - .

“Whero - is - the: boy?Z . Blump

lared round Sir-Williom's roem for

ibley.. But there was. no Wibley
to meet his glare. " Where——=2

Blump broke off, ns the door from
the corvider opencd: and a silver-
haired little gentlemdn appeared
there, with an eyeglass in his eve and
a surprised expression .ouw his pink
face. _

“What iz the watter here?” asked
the little gentlemay; in Bir Williain's
well-known throaty woice, - Blump!
Is anything tho mattorsherefZ

Blump almost fell-down.

“ Sig-gis-siz-sie-Bir . Willinm 12
stuttered.

T

—_—

0XK.!

IR WILLJAM glauted rownd tne
room thveugh lifs cyeglass. He
appesrcd mildly surpriséd at

finding & crowd in his room,

The Famons Five gagedl at him
almost. spéllbound. -Wibley' was
absolutely eool and sclf-possessed—
living Lis pait, as-usual.

It was hard for Harry Wharton &

-Co. to Delieve that he was Wibley,

and that he bad only stcpped -out of
that reom info the corridor a minnte
age! He was S8ir William to the life
—they could lhiave helicved that the
genuine  old Bird' Hid come home
suddenly ! i

“What — what?? went on . Sir
William. “Has anything I@np!;cm:-tl
here? Good gad! What—what?* .

“Oh crumbs I murmared . Bob.

“Imiﬂﬁih ﬂlﬂﬁﬂ-ﬁi{ﬁﬁﬂ_ﬁ?ﬂb?"
H s wnp. -He: & Pamp
aug over o plump E:iahmﬂf.; .'Fhis
was gctﬁl:ig-rre&_lly too muelr for
Blump. “I—J—ig—is—— Gouvducss
gracious I* .

“Y gearcely wunderstand - - you,
Blump }” said.-Sic. Willam. “I-have
been out—only a short timce—a very
ghort time ! Why a¥e-yeu hare?”

* The—tha bay——-"" gasped :Blump.
i What bﬂ‘! ru : ‘
“There was :a boy lhere——" said
Blump, helplessly.
. “There - are. five -boys. bere!”
angwered Siv William, “What do
you: mjean, Blump !
“I—J-— Oh—I—" stuttered

the bewildered hutler.

Do wirg of you know what Blump
menns, my g‘fpun‘g friends?" asked Siv
William . Wibley, turning Lis e{‘r_r-.
glass " on . the ons Five. “He
appears to be talking at random.”

“ Ol ‘erikey 1" gasped Boh. :

“Come,. ¢ome, Blump, my good
feHow—explain. what ' you ‘mean !”
said Bir '“Plliiam teatily. “I am Info
for breakfast alveady.  What do you

mean, Blump 7™

Blump gurgledt! He saw lis
master before him—Wibley had dis-
appeared ! Blump- -was uot likely to
giess, that they. were one, and’ the
same ! So Blump's plump brain was
in a spiuning state. :

There was a—d—a hn{ Twre, . Sic
William ! lie gasped. “A boy who
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called " himself . Wibbles—T . meen,
Wiblcy I Hp'is guun" He—hie must
have left by one door while 1 was ‘at
tha: othir!” Didk you see Tibi. ih €he

lm;;'..ﬁ,ug{: seir b
LB1Y “ﬂHmma pink face asstimed o

gqnﬂ.l stiiilé,

% Olr, SiVibley 1Y e said. ¥ Quite !
An execllent: Iaﬂ BIump—I am much
attached-to Ium—\ ery much. attached
indeed ! .- T ubderstand,” Bliump, that

that: :'r:usea'[ Brown somchow entered

the, house lask night. and—and got
Iml-‘.’[ of vnuug W: la:,_? and tied. l.um
n]l_}—.i. muos; 1£[}r{:hpnﬂ:h]i, ack -Hg is
-=hém | — gone  now;
‘1151.1]{33' should ' comg t heys - o

Blumyp, lﬂnaqc rﬂmrmh-:‘:r -that, - 1-_-,- :9
to_be treated” \ch the utmost éon-
sideration: d

5 SON1Y  gasped BIump’. “Yos !
i

w Please: hear  that  in mind,’
Hhunp I said Bir William, . “1f that

lad, Wibley is cvor ECen lmr[: again,

vou are to treat him in cvery way as'

an hoioured uest ! You would know
ling ’tp;‘ml, ump ¥

“OL! Yes, Sir Willjam.”

T’i:m are gquile siire you wmlid

recognise im if you met him ! L

SONL " Quite, Str William,”

“‘i cry good, thm:——rc-meml:nt-r Lie is
i welddne guest here, and -mugt . be
allowed to, do” ¢xactly
wilhout, It:{: or himdrance.”

Dol {le ry winked ot his cligns—
- Wibley,
'-'I."L:-.~ making hay while the sun shone,.
précautions:
‘Lgtmw; hmng caupht aggin mth::rut_.

w]!m .511 [rmaseﬂ 0 chinekip.
1'{: " WELe — takmn'

li1d 1H-m1usﬂ !

Do yoy lm:.'[n:mlam] Blunp 57
|:‘!.1.'l L 311 Willinm, L
f E L+ Yeal Quite TFuf.'—I;--

“Hil.mi;a has ~telephoned f{r‘.(' t]r.?

polive, “Sic - WHligm ™ eaid Hartg-

Whmtun “ < Hiid- the wnll bebteir be
cancelled ¥

0, 1"‘Lﬂ:u£'-|,t I moah, good g‘a{]
Hfum]_h- o “andl caicel the eall “at.
wnee | ﬁthmg is. the  matter—
nothing ! ]‘mﬂn 0o timé, ﬁl}l:nL}"*
“Y6S T o = buk ——" " stitttered
]“l'l]l'lll '

" Fose o time, Blump !

Blimp " aliiost tottréds from the
voont, Alie most bewildered ™ butler
YO,

Ile tellered away 1o the ‘I'.::hiphm'm
to cancel Mis eall for poliet aid’l

When hi wif gond, i:-n‘ W:llmm
winked at; the Famond Pive with® the)
«ye that.did not contain his eyéglass.
The junions ehnekled. -

CJolly wavrow Teseape,. Wils, nld

lmrr;,r.

m—m T Tnrmured Hﬂﬁ

Howev 91, ‘ 1E :
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“ A miss is as pood as a mile I said
Wibley eheerfully, “I'll jolly well
Lave 4:bolt put oti*that door>Browh
i'rn::i’t ﬂiﬁtdt*mﬁ ﬁupp: ﬂg&m P an
old- gj.]ﬂn_p-—-hﬂlﬂﬂt’ms goit of fopged,”
. ﬂ 33

B]um “remininied in a fogged state;
he m:"-'m: uuderstood thoss my steridns
h’h‘l penings. in - Sir  William'’s® rodm’
Aftci-breakfast that morning Wibley
took a ‘walk in thio grounds willy t]u:E
Famous Five; and if Mr. Bmwn wiig
on tlm w nfch-—na no doubt hé “ﬂE—-—
Mr. Brown was -satisfied tlmt
William “was ‘still at -home! . Thv
sei‘mqlh-ny actor of Gfl'ﬂj"fl‘]ﬂl‘h lmt'l had
a narrow escape—but  hie twad. still
froing. 5h angr !

THE EXI.

| Easteliff Lodge. ~Well, you'll bé rond:
fing dbout’ e nest Saturday in:

8 e’ llkl:!ﬂ-; -

; v,rc-g_]th}

.-::plmrtmutj'

——

COME INTO THE OFFICE,
BOYS AND GIRLS!

;!..TER&LL‘E’ enough, I suppose

: U Ton are *1[1 Wﬂndﬂﬂng what
- further *‘adventures * Liefall
Ilarry 'Wl;mtnn & Um next week at

‘“*THE SPY OF THE GETAPD oy
By Frank Richards.

W:l]mm "-"s ibley, who lhas taken tjm
plate of ‘it 'Wilitani Bivd, to ontwit
tho, spics w]m fLo wﬂtuhmg for tim
“baronet, laving nong too com-
fortable :1. t-:me, ‘and Hmﬂmr are his
chums  froin - Greyfriars. =4 A” niost
tivilling moment eomes, vrhen an
CRCTY “gﬁnt draws. mld;urr bpmlit-r's"
to ‘8ir’ William's ﬂlhﬂ&lflﬁ That
SVTTES IEN hide-ont, igar b ﬁm
ﬁlmﬂﬁ} cerl:am' but  w lerr:,
problem yet to he solve ’.E’C']mt-’
mote, ' thy"epy’ i paid ” v.ﬂll “for his’
ﬂﬂ.’!:'l.'ll‘i‘ﬂ—[‘l.- fact discovered by 'ﬂi[ly
Bunter, wha auddenly . leecomes
. With money. to & tiander,
the fat OWD’s fivst thought is to turn,
_(Iﬂwu i'ﬂa-tch Lod

n‘.rtj' thifte. '.Ff'n't it’s not" 8§ (i lmag

ford Iuw: mnmu;-, Ao turn theni vip.
ngamf : 'inp re going to_chjoy this-
yau, flumrﬁ, ‘do the” wise “thing
and_order “your ﬂ:qi‘\ ‘at thi earliest

L

| i

“George Wingate, thie ]'iupuhu cap-

faiw “of  Greyfriays, maked No. 2 in}

‘our I’mtmtl Gullm:,
Meet:yor all ahin next week.

Pblication should® be" dedo

Stotland|
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