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YOUR “HERALD” IS

CENSORED!
Says H. Wharton

T may surprise many of our
readers to hear that their war-
time “ Herald * i3 censored; but

it's a fact!

Dr. Locke, like most headmasters
of big schools, has been varned that
school newspapers must contain no
information likely to be of use to
the enemy.

I can assure you that it makes my
editorial task quite a lot harder than
it was in the piping days of peace.
More than once 1 have had to reject
f:erfectlj- good “stories ™ from eatab-
ished covntributors solely on accouat
of censorship. Oue of them, Peter
Todd, had spent all his spare time
for a week. umas&ingB information,
about Greylriars Old Boys who are
serving -with the Forces. The re-
sultant arficle was such a minpe of
information on Service matters that
I had to turn if down flat!

The worst of it is, our youthiul

journalists take a rejection as 2|

fearful insult, and are quite-sceptichl
when T blame the censorship.

Tom Brown, whose desceription of
our match against Rookwood had to
be altered to omit all references to
troops from a mneighbouring camp
I}eiu% pregent, took it very much to
heart,

“8o I've got to cut out everything
about the troops, eh?” he -growled,:
frowning at the MS. T had handed
back to him for correction. “Tdon't

S o L - A

[ pursued ' Brown.
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you think it's unwise to mention
where the game was played, too, in
case that '_l[:ls-a];'&ies to guess the
troops were there?”

“Well, I hardly think—"

“Doesn't it strike you as pretty
dangerous ta mention the name of
the team we were playing?” -asked
Brown, ‘with ecrushing ' sarcasm.
“ After all, the German sp{ organisa-
tion might link it up- with informa-
tion from Raookwood and make a lot
ﬂf i .”

“*M-yes, they might. But I really
den't believe—*

“If it comes. to that, I should
imagine it's ‘%i"'.rii;:g the game away
to- mention what we were playing,”.
“Really clever
‘sceret agents might pick up clues
galore from knowing we were play-
mg footer

* Look here, you ass——" .

“ But, all serene. Leave it to met”
concluded ‘Brown. “I'll revise.it to
meet all possible objectiofis.”

‘An  hour lates received his
amended MS. This iz how it read:

Bnce wupon . g  time, #woe teams’
played an enjoyable game at ‘a par-
‘ticular pldee. Both teams weéve in
il m, but one was slightly
better -than the other. The other
was slightly worse than the one.

The result wasz as follows (names of
teams fictitious) :

Whatnames—z=x doings.
Whatyemayealleme—y thinpummies.

PASSED BY THE CENSOR.”

That's the sort of thing I have to
put up with now the "Greyiriars
Herald * is under the censarship !

TEST YOUR KNOWLEDGE

What is the one outstanding thing in each
of the following imaginary incidents thai
proves it fo be wnirue

1 “'Ave you youung himps doue
your blinkin® himpots?* asked Mr.

| Queleh, with g smile.

2. Having scoréd-the winuing goal -
in’ the game, Bunter went to the
pavilion for.a change of dlothez and
‘a.wash. . -
8. Coker puffed thnughtfulli at his
clay pipe ~sud rematrked that he

{couldn’t- think of a better school

captaip than Wingate.

; E As-Nugent Eﬁmr started canin
the Head, his cheeks were:red with
e:,;leiitem“ent agnindt ‘the white of his
colar,

: SOLUTIONS.
1. Mr, Quetlch. never smiles in
asking for impits.

2. Bunter never washes.
3. Coker could always think of a

better man than ingate—HIM-
SELF!
4: It is impossible to believe that

Nugent mi’s c¢ollar would have been

Some persons applauded at intervals.

white.
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Another "DICKY NUGENT" Thriller - - Pictured By C. H. Chapman

“Oh crikey! " cxclaims the short-
sighted Bunter. ™ A horseshos ! ™

He picks it up in o fot paw and throws
it aver his shoulder for luck [
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Tied to a string by ployful Dicky Nugent,
it flies bock—and Bunter xees stors!
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The fat Removite untics the string.
* Batter fuck next time [ " he chortles.

Every buliet has lts billet—and Mr.
Quelch is the billet thiz time |

Biff! Ha gets the horseshoe—and
Billy Bunter Is out of [uck again |



AMAZING STORY OF THRILLING SCHOOLBOY ADVENTURE TELLING HOW
HARRY WHARTON & CO, OF GREYFRIARS, CUTWIT AN ENEMY SPY!

SPY
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THE ALARM IN THE NIGHT'

ARRLY WHARTON opened hLis
H eyes, ond blinked in decp
tlarkness.

For a moment, he wondered what
had awakened him,

It was past midnight, and Easteliff
Lodge—wheére the Famous Five of the
Remove were “spending their Easter
lioliday—was buried in slumber.

The April night had been still and
calm, the silence broken only by the
wash of the sea under the cliffs.

But it was only for a moment that
Wharton wondered. Through the
night silence came a short, sharp
Llast, followed in qm{:k succession by
others,

It was not a musical sound. It
might have been taken, in pancmhme,
for the latest thing in Russian musie.
Loud, sharp, rancous, it split the air,
mnkmfv Illg]:It hideous.

The captain of the Greyfriars
Remiove made one bound from his

Led. He' knew w]mt it was—the
alarm-gignal of an air raid. It came
from a distance along the shore, but

it came loud and clear.

“Wake up, you fellows!” shouted
Harry.

Helran to the switch and switched

the light.

Fl;nu' other fellows, already awake,
sat up in bed, blinking in the sidden
light.

“By gum ! ‘that’s the si
claimed Bob Cherry. He
bedclothes aside and lea

“Jolly old air raid,”

al!1” ex-
urled his
d out.
remarked
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2

Tl

With two juniors on either side of him, holding his arms, and
another walking behind him with a boathook, the German tramped
savagely along the sands !

Johnny Bull, getting out of bed in
a more leisurely manncr. Johun
was always calm and methodical, an
he was not to be unduly hurried by
Herr Hitler.

“Buok ug!” exclaimed Frank
Nugent. “Anybody scen my gas-
mask ?"

“Gas-masks,” said Johnny Bull,
scntentiously, “ought always to be
kept gnite handy. You're not likely
to . want them, but if wyou do, you
want them bad.”

“Ass! Secn it?”

“Ten to one 1t's a false alarm,”
Johnny. “We've had a few. Un-
identitied aireraft, old man. But
that's no exeuse for losing your gas-
mask. The Government took the
trouble to hand them out, and a
fellow ought to tﬂkr_-, the trouble to
kee them handy.”

athead !” roared Nugent. “You
can wag your chin to-morrow; just
now.I want my gas-mask!”

“If you'd "Lkept it hand

said

Yarooh!” roared Johnny Bull, as
Frank Nugent's pillow, whizzin
through the air, suddenl envel:}peﬁ

his features, and cut short his flow of

wisdom. *You silly ass! Ow!”

Bump !

Jnhunwr gat down.

“The Tarkfulness is not the proper
caper, my esteemed Nugent,” said
Hurree Jamset Ram Smg]t “Pro-

crastination is the politeness of
prinees, but a stitch in time saves
ninepence, as the English proverb
remarks.”

“Where's my dashed——"

“Here you are, old man!” said
Harry. “By gum, the signal’s going
strong. - If it's the real goods this
time, there's no time to waste. I'll
cut off ‘and call Bunter! Bet he
hasn't woke up !

The captain of the Remove had
jumped into trousers and _]El_l}]:..Et and
shoes. With the air-raid signal rend-
ing the air, there was no time for
more,

With Lis gas-mask in one hand, he
opencd the door with the other ami
ran out, leaving his chnms hurrying
into their clothes.

The big room occupied by the
Famous Five of Greyfriars opened on
the oak gallery, over the hall of East-
chiffi Lodge

Hax %’J'hnrt-:m, as he ran ouf, saw
the lights blaze on in the hall below.
*Dver the balustrade, he spotted the
}; figure of Blump, the butler,

alf-dressed, and for once stirred ount
of his calm.

Blump switched on the lights, and
came ponderously up the staircase to

the gallery.
on, Master Wharton ?”

“iIs .that
he exn'{mme “The signal——"
—No. 1,681,
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“Yes, we've heard it, Blump!”
answered Harry. “I'm going to call
Bunter, Better knock at Sir
William’s door.”

“1 am now going there, sir,” said
Blump: and he rolled away to the
corridor that led to the apartment
of Sir William Bird, the lord of

LEasteliff Lodge and its many acres,

Harry Wharton cut quickly along
the gallery to Bunter's door, Billy
Bunter had a room to himself, where
his snore was wont to wake the echoes
uninterruptedly from bed-time till
about nine or ten in the mormng.
For once that sunorc was to be inter-
rupted.

The captain of the Remove turned
the door-handle and pushed on, to
cnter the room with the opening door.
He tvas unawarc that Bunter’s door
was locked, and he became aware of
that fact quite suddenly as it
remained shut and his nosc banged
on it,

“Oh!” gasped Wharton,

He rubbed hia nose—but only for
a sepond. There was no time for rub-
bhing noses, with the zraid signal
sounding.

It might be, as Johnny Bull had
said, nn?y a case of unidentified air-
craft, and the signal sounded as a
precaution; but any time it might be
the real goods,

The captain of the Remove thumped
on the door, and shouted to the fat
junior within.

“Bunter! Wake up, Bunter!”

Snove !

Wharton could hear Bunter. But
Bunter, it seccmed, could not hear
Wharton!  Bunfer was a good
slceper !

Thump ! Thump! Thump !

“ Bunter [" roarcd Harry. " Bunter !

Wake wup, fathead!  Wake up,
chump ! %‘i’ake up, slug! Air raid,
Llitherer I*

Snore !

T:ﬂhl hat 1

m
Thump 'y Thump! Thump!
“Bunter!” Harry Wharton reared
through the keyhole. “ Bunter I

The snore within eeased. Even
Billy Bunter had awakened at last.
There was a startled howl.

“1 gay, what's that—*

“Open this door at once, you idiot.!

Quick [

“Oh crikey! Shan't! Help!”
yeclled Bunter., “If that's Brown, I
ain't going to open that door! If
i1t's Soames, I ain’t poing to open it!
No fear! iIe]pE”

“You howling ass Whar-
ton 2 .

“Help 1*

“Wharton, you blitherer—"

“Oh!” Bunter, apparently, recog-
nised the voice at last. “1Is that you,
Wharton? Well, you ain’t coming
in! If you're after my cake—"

“ Air-raid signal ! yelled Wharton,

“You can’t pull my leg, Wharton !
You ain’t getting hold of that cake!
That beast, Cherry, got in one night
and put salt and pepper on my ca ef
If you think vou're going to put salt
and pepper on my cake——"

“Lasten, you fat chump! The
signal’s going 1"

“0h! Ain't that o foghorn?”
Tre Maexer Lisnany.—No. 1,681,
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“No, ass! No, chump!
head! Get up !”

“0Oh erikey ™

was a sound of scramhlii‘:nig in
Bunter's room. It was followed by
the sound of a heavy crash.

“Yaroooh !" came a roar. “Ow!
I've caught my feet in nnmEthiluls!
Yow-ow! I've banged my head!
Wow 1™

"?&t dressed, idiot, quick, and come
out 1"

“Don’t you go without me " yelled
Bunter. “You wait for me, you
beast | Where’s my trousers?
Where's my gas-mask? Oh crikey! I
say, w!hwe 8 my gas-trousers—I mean,

No, fat-

my trouser-mask—I mean Oh
crikey I

“Unlock the door, chump.!”

“ Beast !"

Bunter Qﬁ a light on at last, and
uitlocked the door. Wharton threw

it open and hurried in. A fat figure
i:ll yjamas grabbed frantically at
clothes.

* Lend me a hand ! howled Bunter.
“Where's my speca? I want m;;
speca! Can wou see my trousers

elp me on with my gas-mask! Find
my gas-moask—I ain't going to be

ed and slanghtered and murdered
just to pleasc you!”

“Here it is!” exclaimed Harry,
grabbing up the gas-mask container
from a table.

“'Pain’t in that ! gasped Bunter. pla

“I keep toffec in that!”

“What !” yelled Wharton.

Billy Buntgr, when he took his
walks -abroad, always had his gas-
mask container carefully slung on.
Such care and thoughtfulness on
Bunter's part was rather umusual.
But it was explained l? the eircum-
stance that he kept tofiee in it.

“0h, you born idiot!” gasped the
captain of the Remove. “You ought
to be jolly well booted! (et into

ur clobber while I find your mask !
“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” came a roar
along the passage, “You fellows

coming ?"

“I'm helping this fat frump!”
called back arton. “You out
along to 8Sir William’s room,
Bﬂb-—hl

“*Oh, my hat! Yes, rather!”

“Buck up, Bunter!”

“Beast!” howled Bunter., “Help
me on with these trousers! Find my
pas-mask | Dom’t knock that cake off
the table, yon asa! 1 want to take
that eake with me. Can’t you sec m
slioes ? here arc my socks?
think you might find a fellow’s socks
for him, after all I've done for you!
You want me to be bombed and
gnssed, and blown to bits—that's
what you want, you beast! Wow!
If you kick me again, you beast, I'll
—garcoooocop !

illy Bunter, half dressed, with one
gock on, and another in a fat hand,
rolled out-into the gallery, with the
Lelp of Harry Wharton’s foot.

AWKWARD FOR WIBLEY [

1 LOW I* hissed Wibley of the
Remove.
Wibley sat up.in bed.
Beldom, or never, had the schoolbo
actor of Greyfriars becn so intense
cxasperated.

The unmusical howl of the air-raid
siren penetrated to B8ir William
Bird'’s ious apartment—now gccu-

jed by William Wibley. It filled

illiam Wibley, not with alarm, bat

with an exasperated desire to punch
Adolf Hitler's nose.

Wibley had no time to think of
getting alarmed. He had more im-
portant mattera to think of.

*"'The idiot !” hissed Wibley. “The
dummy ! The bullet-headed, butter-
brained, blithering bandersnateh !
The bone-headed Hun! The blither-
ing Boche! Blow!”

ere whs a tap at the door.

“Bir William!" came Blump's
fruity voice through the oak.

Wibley scrambled out of bed.

ITis door was locked and bolted.
BlumE could not get in—he could
only kneck and call. Blump, natur-
ally, was anxious for his master—a
venerable old bean in his sixties, who
naturally might be supposed to re-
quire assistance on such an exciting

occasion.

Blump did not knmow—none of the
household ataff at Eastclif Lodge
Enew—that the occupant of that
apartment was no older than an
other fellow in the Lower Fourth
Form at Greyfriars Schdol.

Only the Greyfriars fellows knew
that Wibley, the schoolboy actor, was
ing the part of Sir William Bird
in his residence, while the old Becret
Service man was abeent on a perilous
mission in the cnemy’s country.

That was why Wibley was so fear-
fully n:an{mra.ted by the air-raid
warning. It was very disconcerting
for the schoolboy hctor to have to
turn out at short notice.

Wibley discarded his disgnize when
he went to bed. He had to get it on
again before he could be seeu.

Air raid or no air raid, Wibley had
to show up in his outfit as Sir

William Bird, or ¢lsc give away the
whole pame—which was not to be
thought of. Even if exploding

bombs followed the siren, it made no
differcnce—Wibley had his part to

pl%.

ibley switched on the light and
iiumped into his clothes—or, rather,
nto Sir William Bird's clothes.
Wibley was about the same size as
the dapper little baronet he was im-
persona inlg at Easteliffi Lodge. Ha
needed only a little skilful padding
here and ‘there to fill him out.

EKnock, knock! came at the door.

“Sir William! Please do not stay
to dresa, Sir William " came Blump's
anxious voice. “I can hear
planes, Sir Willinm—perhaps enemy
slanes—there is no time to waste, Sir
Villiam! Please put on a fdressing-
gown, eir, and open the door!”

Wibley would gladly have dome so
had he been staying at Eastcliff
Lodge in his own proper person. But
as he was there as Sir William Bird,
he couldn’t.

“It is gmnite all right, Blump!"
called back the schoolboy actor, in
the deep and rather throaty voice he
m]crpbedpin his part of Sir William.
“Please go and see if the chaps—I
mean if the young gentleman aro
awake,”



“They are all up, sir! If yon will
unlock the door—"

Wibley was Iacini into clothes,
That did not take him wvery long.
But he had other work to do before
that door could be unlocked.

“Bep that the servants are safe,
Blump ! he called out.

“The eervants are already on the
way to the cellars, Bir William.
‘Everything is in order—there is no
panic, sir| But you—"

Blump turned the doorhandle. But
the door was locked, and there was
alzo-a bolt on the ingide—Wibley had
had that bolt placed there especially,
since the mysterious Mr. Brown had
Ef:in:i him a midnight visit and caught

im without his disguise.

Blump had no chance of getting in.

Knock, knock |

“Bir William ! bleated Blump.

“Jh, can it!” yapped Wibley.

He was unlocking the suitcase in
which his venerable outfit was parked
at night,

“Wha-a-a-t!* stuttered the butler.

“*I—1 mean, it’s all right, Blump !
(3o and see that the servants are safe
in the shelter! And the Greyfriars
men. Go at once!”

“But you, Sir William—"~

“I will be down immediately!
Buzz off—I mean, go at once!”

“I ‘do not like to leave yom um-
aided, Sir William !

“Fathead !”

L1 whﬂ'ﬂ‘t ;JJI'

“1 mean, that is all right, BIumg!
Thank you, my good fellow, but I do
not require any assistance, Go at
once I

“Oh! Very good, Sir William !

Elump’s ponderous tread died away
down the corridor to the %&11{&!}'.

Wibley was glad to hear him go.

From the suitcase he sorted out the
pilvery mop, the beard, the mous-
tache, and the eyebrows that he wore
as Sir William Bird. Hurriedly Le
get to work on the pink complexion
he wore in imitation of the ruddy-
cheeked old gentleman whose place he
was taking,

Enock ! ecame at the door again.

““Go away, vou silly owl!” howled
Wibley, supposing that it was Blump
again,

“Halle, hallo, hallo, old bean!”
came a cheery roar.

“0Oh! Isthat you, Bob, you ass?”

“Little me!" answered Bob Cherry.
“I gay, Wib, the puns are going—
looke like the genuine thing this
time! This is where we trek for the
jolly old cellars, old man !"

“Bhut up, idiot! If Blump hears
you gabble that name, fathead, what
is he going to think, chump? Haven't
you the sense of a bununy tabbit,
maniac "

"B!umF’s gone down! TLet me in,
old bean!”

“Br-r-r-r-r I

Wibley finished his complexion. He
worked with a swift bmt perfectly
steady hand. Gunfire did not worry
him—he hardly heard it, in fact. His
attention was concentrated on the
business in hand.

“Wib, old man—" came Bob's
voice through the keyhole,

“Iry up, dummy |*

“But look here,” urged Bob. “vou’d

EVERY SATURDAY

better not afop for the whole bag ot
tricke! The guns are goinr like

billy-o I*
“Let them! Shut up!”
“Shove your gas-mask on, and

make that do!” advised Bob.

“Idiot !"

“I can hear the planes—"

:"ﬂgiwdtha pllanea E”f T

E ear chap, if the rop &
o P ¥ r

“It will shut you up, at any rate!”
howled Wibley, “That will BOome-
thing.”

Bob Cherry chuckled. William
Wibley did not seem in the best of
tompers,

‘*But, old man—" urged Bob.

“You burbling blitherer!” roared
Wibley. “Isn't it worry enough to
have to get throngh this job in a
hurry, because of a potty Hum in
Berlin, without having a howling
lunatic howling through the keyhole?
Shut up!”

“0Oh, all right—I'll wait !*

*No need to wait—eut off I"” snorted

Wibley. “Go and roll Bunter down
to the cellars! I expect he’s in a
blue funk.”

“The other fellows are rolling him
down !” gaid Bob. “I'll wait!"”

“Well, ehut up, anyhow !

Wibley finished his pink com-
plexion. He began to adjust the
silvery mop over his close-cropped,
tallow-coloured hair,

Guns were Toaring at a distance.
The incessant boom seemed to shake
‘the air. Window-frames were
rattling with the concussion.

Amid the roar of guns came the
droning of engines frgm the sky. The
sound was almost deafening; but
William Wibley gave it no heed
whatever. Wibley was going to
adjust his disguise with his wusual
meticulous care—unless, of conrse, he
was interrupted by a bomb! But he
was not bothering about bombs. He
made that silvery mop on his head
look as if it grew there. Then he
Emeede-rl to affix his silvery eye-

rowa.

There was a pattering of feet in the
corridor. The other members of the
Co. had arrived.

down **

“Wibley gone
Nugont's voice.

“ Not 'vet ! answered Bob Cherry.
Bang—at the door!

CEIme

“Buck wup!” called out Harry
Wharton.

“Rats !" yelled Wibley. "8hut
up ‘!H

“Can't you hear the guns " shouted
Johnoy Bull.

"”EI can hear a burbling ass| Shut
“P X

“Look here, you fathead, come
ont!” roared Johnny Bull,

B

“GhumE‘;
“ Everybody's gone down, Wib——"
said Harry, through the kevhole.

“Go after everybody then, and
give a fellow a rest|”

Wibley, standing before the pier-
glass, affixed the moustache. Then he
got going on the beard.

The Famous Five waited outside
the door.

Blump and the rest of the staff
were already down in the cellars.
Billy Bunter was with them. BRut

3

Harry Wharton & Co. were mnot
going withont Wibley—and Wibley
was not going without his outfit. &Z‘:
they had to wait! With the roar of
anti-aircraft guns filling the air with
deafening sound, they waited rather
impatiently, As they waited, listen-
ing ‘to the boom of puns and the
drone of rushing planes, a nearer and
sharper sound came suddenly to their
ears—a loud, hurried knocking at
the door of the house.

THE LIGHT ON THE TOWER !

i REACHERY !*
The man standing on the

_ beach below the cliffs, look-
ing up at the dim, clonded sky,
muttered the word.

He was a man of slim but athletic
fisnre, with a smooth, sleek face.
Standing on the "shelving sand,
between the surging sea and the
looming line of chalk cliffs, he fixed
his eyes on the sky, where stais
glimmered among the drifting clounds,
and where shrapnel was bursting.
Had Harry Wharton & Co. seen him
they would have recognised James
Soames,

Soames had emerged from the chalk
cave under the cliffs, into the April
night. Now he stood on the open
sands, looking up,

The ronr of the guus, the shifting
gearchlights, the knowledge that at
any moment bombs might come hurt-
ling from the ¢louds, did not shake
the nerve of the man who had been
mutineer and pirate in the Seuth
Seas, He stood quiet and calm, look-
ing up—counsidering whether to go on
his way or to returi iuto the cave
for shelter and wait till the alarm
was Over.

His eycs, gazing skyward, fixed on
a bright light that shone up in the
darkness, on the land.

Over the of the high cliffa,
Eastcliff Lodge wns out of sight from
the beach. ut Soames knew that
that light shone from Ensteliff

I.n-ﬂ%;‘ e was well acquainted with
S8ir William Bird's residence, where
under the name of Jermyn he had
been Sir William's valet until the
Greyfriara fellows had spotted him,
and he had had to go. From the
distance and direction of the light,
he knew that it was shining directly
up from Easteliff Lodge.
For a moment or twe, he was
P-E?E)Ivﬂ'i&d+
asteliff Lodge, like all other
buildings, eapeniallf' on the south-east
coast, was carefully bhlacked ont—
after the appointed time, never a
gleam of light showed from one of its
many windows, Sir William was
away now, and the schoolboy actor
of Greyiriars had takem his place, to
outwit the spies who were watching
for him; but the black-out rules were
atrictly observed by Blump in his
absence, as Soames knew well—it
was not long since he had been a
regident in the mansion.
But it was only for a moment or

two that Soames was perplexed,
From the poaition of the light, and

its direct upward glare, he could see
. 'Tae Maexer Lisrakr.—No. 1,681,
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that it did not come from a window.
It was not due to any careless hand
turning on a light at an uncurtained
window—it shone upward, from o

roof.
“Treachery ! muttered Soames.
That bright light, shining up to
the shadowed sky, conld not ‘I:n: acci-
dental. Soames w what it was—
It conld be

a ﬂignal to aireraft.
it from the

nothing clse. -

He stood watchin
shore with compressed lips. Overhead
came the drone of planes,

Someone in the mansion—or, rather,
someone who had secret access to the
mansion—had placed that light in
position on a high roof—the roof, as
Soames judged, of the watch-tower at
the corner of the building. From
within the house it could not be seen
—and it was not likely to &Te
suspected, The occupants of Easteliff
Lodge, doubtless roused out the
siren, could mot know, could not
surmise, that a glaring light on the
roof made the mansion au easy
target for falling bombs.

“The work of the Mr. Brown,
no doubt!” muttered Soames., “But
how——" He knitted his brows.

The man whe had been a valet in
Easteliff Lodge, who in earlier days
had been mutineer, pirate, freebooter,
lawlesa adventurer in many ways,
stood at a loss, undecided what to do.

He waa looked on as an enemy at
Easteliff Lodge, It was unly because
he had been trusted by old Bir
William, and knew the eecret of
Wibley's impersonation, that he had
been allowed to go free, when Harry
Wharton & Co. discovered who
Jersmyn really was. _

But his hesitation was brief,

Ho turned his back on the chalk
cave, where he could have taken eas
shelter, and hurried alomg the sands
to the gully that led upward through
the towering cliffs.

From that treacherous light,
gleaming into the sky as a signal to
the raiders, Socames knew that this
was no false alarm—he knew that it
wag an air raid, and that bombing
was fo come!

Somchow—he did not know how—
the man who called himself Brown,
the agent of the German Gestapo,
who watehed Eastelif Lodge, had
done this—Socames had no doubt
abont it—and his purpose could only
be to deaw the raiding bombers to
Sir William Bird’s mansion.

The safcty of Easteliff Lodge, and
all within, depended on Soames—on
the valet who had been kicked out,
ou the sea-lawyer of the Pacific, who
was wanted by the police in half a
dozen countries! And Soames was
running — running  hard—to give
warning in time !

The gully up through the chalk
cliffs was a{er_-p and rugged. But he
did not pause for a moment. Several
times he slipped, in the dark—but
leaped up again, and ran on like a
deer.

Boom, bhoom, Boom, came the roar of
anti-aireraft gons, up and down the
shore. More s?mrpl{ came the elatter
of machine-guns, high in the sky.
Deecp and incessant came the droning
of vnwrines.
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The attack was coming—at an
moment, Soames expected to hear the
roar of exploding bombs and the
crash of falling masonry as the
mansion was. rent by the explosives.
But he ran on towards the danger-
zone withont o pause.

He reached the road at the summit
of the cliffs and cut across it, to the
wall that enclosed the cstate of East-
cliff Lodge. Near the great bromze

ates was a small wicket-gate—

mes hurled it open and ran into
the avenue that led up to the house.

Crash !

He did mnot see a figure in the
dark—he did not kuow that a man
was thero till he crashed inte him.
But, as he staggered from the shock,
n grip fastened on him, aud he was
borne backwards.

Only for a fraction of a sccond was
Soames taken h{ suyprise. The sea-
lawyer was swift on the uptake.

In o split second he was %lraapiuﬁ
back at the unseen man who ha

ed him, and Soamcs’ grasp was
ike a steel vice.

“Braun, you scoundrel!” he said,
between his teeth.

But the next moment he knew thot
it was not the mysterions Mr. Brown.
It was a bigger and more powcrful
man; a burly, bull-necked man.

It flashed into his mind that it was
a confederate of the spy, posted to
watch the avenme in case the light
should be scen and some AR.P.
officer hurry to the spot. But, who-
ever the man was, he was an cnemy,
and, if he could prevent it, Soames
would mnever give warning of the
trencherous light on the tower.

The bull-necked man staggnﬂ. in
Soames’ powerful grip. ut he
rallied, and forced the sca-lawyer
backward.

Soames freed one hand., It shot to
his hip-pockct, where he kept his
automatic. In a second the weapon
was in his hand and crashing on the
forchead of the man with whom he
wys struggling.

He beatd's gasping grunt, and the
lold on him re =l

The bull-necked man dropped like
& log at his feet. The blow had been
a terrible one, with all the strength
of Soames' sinewy arm behind it; and
the raseal was stunned—he lay sense-
less on 'the earth,

Soames gave him hardl
He had no further time
the bull-necked man,
evéryone at Easteliff Lodge depended
on lLim.

Leaving him where he lay, the sea-
lawyer Tan up the long windin
avenue—the automatic still in his
hand. It would have gone ill with
any other Ilurking foe who had
attempted to stop him. But there
was no other man on the dim avenue
—only the spy at the gate, whom
Soames had left senseless behind him.

2 glance.
o waste on

I'unti:uf. he reached the door. He
jommed the automatie back into his
pocket, grasped the big brass

knocker, and crashed it with all his
foree.

Enock, knock, knock !

It rang and cchoed through East-
cliff Lodge, crashing sharply through
the hepvy boom of the guns.

Egock, knock, knock

The safety of &

‘again-—

IN THE WICK OF TIME ]

NOCEK, knock!
“What the dickens—" cx-
claimed Bob Cherry.
Harx

Wharton & Co. turned from
Bir illiam's door as the heav
crashing of the knoeker on the hall
door below came to their ears,
Eunock, knock, knock!

“Better cut down,” said Harry,
“It must be somebody bLunting
shelter——" Without finishing the
sentence the eaptain of the Greyfriars
Remove ran to the gallery over the
hall and cut down the staircase.

The knotker om the door crashed
and crashed, without a pause. At the
saome time, the bell was buzzing.

Evidently the man outside was in a
hurry—he kept the bell-push pressed
down with one hand, causing a con-
tinvous buzz, while he banged.at the
knocker with the other. It could
ouly be, so far as Harrv Wharton
could guess, someonc seeking shelter
in the raidc—and, at such a time, any-
one had to be admitted. He raced to
the door and unlocked and. unbolted
it, taking care, however, to switch
off the light in the hall before open-
ing it.

‘he big door swung open.

Outside was a dim, panting figurc
in the gloom.

“Quick !” exelaimed Harry, “Como
in—quick ! Then, as he recognised
the man in the dimness, he uttercd
a startled exclamation : “Soames!™

“Exactly—Scames !” came  the

HEE" '

mes was panting for breath—
but his voicé seemed soft and sleek
ns usnal.

“You " said Harry, his brows kuit-
fing. But the next moment ke went
on g.l:m.rri«au:’llgiv €ome in—cven you!
We're just gotug down to the cellars
—you'ré¢ wele to take shelter with
us, Soames.” .

“Rven I!" sald Sonmes, with a
sneer, :

“Yes, even you—but be guick!”

Boames stepped in.

“1 ghall accept yonr kind offer of
shelter, Master Wharton, with grati-
tude,” he said. His tone and manncr
were those of the respectful and de-
ferential Jermyn. “But that was
not my purpose in coming here. You
arc not aware, of course, that a light
is being shown here, which will
ide any raider who is not blind !"
“A  light!” exclaimed Harry.
“From 3 window F”

“From the roof of the tower!”

Wharton stared blankly at
the sea-lawyer,

He was surprised to hear that
Soames had come not for shelter, but
to give a warning; bul he was utterly
astonished by the sea-lawyer's stalc-
ment that there was a light on tho
roof of the tower.

“On the tower!” he ropeatoed.
“What rot! How could there be »
light on the roof of the tower? What

ame are you playing now, Soames?”

erc was disbelief an his face. “If
this is a Eric]: to get inte the house

“Quite a natural suspicion in the
cireumstances, Master Wharton™
drawled Scames. “But if youm will



gtep out here for 4 moment, you will
sce the light.”

Wharton hesitated.

“If you are not afraid of falling
shrapnel,” ndded Soames, “or of me—
I agsure you that I intend you no
harm, sir.”

Wharton’s lips curled contemptu-
ously., Hce was  afraid of neither
shrapnel nor Soames; but he sus-
pected some trick on the part of the
mait whose lawless career was one of
deception and duplicity.  Without
answering, he stepped out of the door-
way, Soames following him ont.

They walked a distance down the
avenue before Wharton ldoked up.

“Oh " gasped Harry, as he did so.

kick me again, I'l—yarocop I ™

The watch-tower of Eastchilf Lodge
wias an old sguare brick tower, rising
abonut thirty feet above the roofs, It
was dimly outlined against the dark
of the sky. From its summit a
bright beam of light stabbed into the
darkness, shining directly upward,
evidently from a powerful lamp.

The captain of the Remove could
Imrdly helieve his eyes as he stared
up at it. .

That lizht was not mervely a flug-
rant infraction of the law., It was
obviously placed there by a treacher-
ous hand with only one possible pur-
posc—to ruide a raider droning in
the sky. Whoever had set that
light-signal was in touch with the
sky-raidera—probably by means of a
hidden radio.

“Gootl heavens!” gasped Harry.
“Are wou satisfied now, Master

‘“* You w.aﬁt me Itlr.'n be immhad, and

EVERY SATURDAY

Wharton =
aHy.

“ But who—who——" pasped Harry.

“Probably our friend Brown, alias
Herr Braun !” said Soames. "1 have
reason to believe that he has his own
way of entering this mansion when
he desives. But may I suggest, with
all respect, that we are wasting time
—smﬂllifu or death mavy be a matter
of minutes, or even seconds.”

Harry Wharton did not need tell-
ing that. He knew that that light
was gleaming to guide the fatal
bombers—that whoever had set it
there had planned the destruction of
Easteliff Lodge.

He ran into the
Soames at his heels.

asked - Soames sarcastic-

house again,
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dark gallery, and the captain of the
Remove rushed after him,

At the end of the gallery was a
small door, that gave admittance to
the stair leading up to the summit of
the tower,

Somecone, it was ¢ertain, had
trodden that stair earlier in the
night, to place the signal-light on
the roof. Brown, in all probability,
though how the mysterious Mr.
Brown gained secret emtrance to the
mansion he did not know. He gave it
no thought at the moment.

Soames had the door open as Whar-
ton overtook him. The sca-lawyer
wshed on ahead, Wharton close
thin’ﬂ.

Within the doorway was a narrow

'- | .r;—i-'i_-‘"
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Half-dressed, the fat junior rolled out into the gallery, with the
help of Harry Wharton’s foof.

The hall deor was slammed shut.

“Leave it to me, Master Wharton,”
came Soames” voice, in the darkness
within. I know my wa¥v nbout here,
as you know—go down to the cellars
with your friends——"

Harry Wharton did not answer,
neither did he heed. He was not
likely to seck safety and leave the
task of danger to an enemy. He tore

“up the stairease into the oak gallery.

“Halle, halle, halle ! came n shout
from the direction of Sir William's
door. “That you, Harry?”

*Yeog—oet cdown to the cellars, yon
fellows—for goodress” sake, aé fast as
you ecan'” shouted back Wharton,
“Toll that ass there's not a second to
lose—get a move on, gquick I

“But what——"

Whartot did . not stop for more,
Soames was already racing along the

iron stair that wound spirally to the
roof of the tower.

Soames nscended it with breathless
rapidity, the captain of the Remove
panting after him.

The stair was steep, and its wind-
ings made Harry Wharton giddy, as
Le tore npward in breathless haste.
At the summit was Another small
door that gpave on to the fiat leaded
roof of the wateh-tower. Soames
dragged it open, and stepped ont into
the night air,

Wharton was following, when a
hand on his shoulder stopped him,

“Leave this to me, I tell you!”
came Sonmes’ voice. “The man may
still be-here—and if he iz Lere, he is
armed and desperate—with a halter
round his neck! This is not school-
boy's work.”
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Harry Whartori wrenched his
shoulder lose.

“You're  wastin time!” he
snapped. “ Look for him while I put
out the light !”

The tower roof was surrounded by
a parapet five feet high. Under its
shadow all was black, and it was im-
}muihle to tell whether a hidden form
urked there,

In the centre of the roof stood an
electric lamp, its bright and power
ful beam directed skyward. Heedless
of the possibility of a shot from the
shadows, Harry Wharton leaped to-
warde the lamp.

In another moment it was erdsh-
over, under a stamping fmt.‘_
lack ‘darkness fell where the light

had gleamed, s
Harry Wharton stood panting,
The light was out—and overhead

droned a plane, filying low. If it was

an cuemy plane, the light was extin-
guished only in time.

Looking up, the captain of the He-
move had a glimpse of a shape that
moved in drifting dark clouds.

e lieard Soames moving in the
darkness. The sea-lawyer—his auto-
matic in his hand again—was search-
the roof for a possible enemy.
cool wonice came to Wharton's

in

i

'S

eArs.
“No one here—Herr Braun did not

delay ! Listen !

W{artun was listening, with beat-
ing heart.

“If that's 3 Hun * he bresthed.

“That,” came Socames' icy voice,
“is o Heinkel bomber. If the light
was still on, Master Wharton, the
rine of thiz building wonld be our
tomb.”

“ Thank Heaven:-we weré in time [

Soames.etood beside him—a shadow
in the gloom. His face was tilted
up—he watched the sky with icy cool-
nezs

‘Wharton caught at his arm.

“Quick I he breathed. “ Cover——"

“1 think the danger is past, Master
Wharton! Thia mansion is the
bomber’s objective; but it is not casy
to spot at night, surrounded by trees
—far from casy! Only a chance shot
—hark

From a distance came a nerve-shat-
tering roar. It seemed to shake the
tower on which ﬂ‘mﬂ' stood.

“A bomhb!" breathed Harry.

He heard a soft langh at his side.

“0On the beach ! said Soames” calm
voice, “ Our friend above has knocked
up the sand on the beach, Master

harton! No doubt the sudden
darkness confused him a little. Ho
as missed us by a pood margin.”

Soames laughed again,

Wharton dragged him towards the
doorway,

“Quick ' he panted. “The next
may—"

“0h, quite!” drawled Scames. He
stepped aside at the little doorway,
in his half-mnuking, deferential
manper. “ You first, sir—I trust that
I know my PI-EI-'EI}."

“Oh, don't be a poat!” smapped
Wharton, " Quick ¥

He dragged Soames through the
doorway.

The sea-lawyer closed the door. As
it shut, there came another shatter-

Toae Maoner LipRsny,~Ne. 1,681,
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ing roatr closer at hand, followed by
the thunder of falling trees. ‘The
second bomb had exploded in the

park of Eastcliff Lodge. The strong

old tower seemed to tock round them.

They hurried down the winding
stair. When they reached the gallery
the beam of a 'ﬂ.ﬁah—lﬂ.mp dagzeled their
eyes, and Bob Cherry's voice called
abxiously :

“Wharton! Where afe you, you
ass?  Whatton !”

“Here !” panted Harry.

“Come on, fathead!”

Another shattering roar, another
trees, rent the air as
they hurried down to the eellars,

R

WHERE IS5 SOAMES ?

it SAY, you fellows——"
“ All serene, old fat man !
“B-b-but I—I say, it's
Soames !” gqueaked Billy Bunter.
The fat Owl of the Remove blinked
at James Soames through his s
tacles and the eye-piece of his gas-
mask in alarmed surprise.

Soames looked the part. he usually
Elajad, that of a amooth, sleek,
eferential manservant. But Billy
Bunter had not forgotten the Grey-
friars fellows’ Eputf Sea trip, when
he had seen that eleék, smooth valet
with an auntomatic in Lkis hand,
dominating a ship’s deck. The sea-
lawyer of the Pacific was a terrifying

ahgzct to Pilly Bunter's eyes.
ames emiled ironically.

He had no gas-mask. Ej:rery other
face in the deep cellar was covered—
hut the danger of gas-bomba did not
disturb the cool equanimity of the
sea-lawyer.

“Pray do not be alarmed, Master
Bunter !” said Soames, with sarcastic
smoothness. “We are not in the
Pacific Islands now, my young friend
—really, you have nothing to fear.”

“ But—but I say, you fellows—"

“It’s all right, ass!” said Harry.

Billy Bunter did not seem satisfied

laci th rtl Heﬁ hankm}
away, placin e po ure o
-Bluxjtrlp Fhetwgen himP an{ir Bea-
lawyer
any eyes as well as Bunter's were
on James Soames.

The whole household of Easteliff
Lodge were in the deep cellar—fairly
safe from bombs, even if they fell on
the building; though, in that case,
the mansion would piled in ruins
over their refuge.

Long since, that eellar had been
prepared by Sir William Bird as a
she tluerin case of need. It was needed
now !

Under Eastelifi Lodge was a range
of cellars, never used by the present-
day inhabitants of the mansion. In
ol days, it was eaid that they had
been* stacked with contraband goods
by an ancient Squire of Eastcliff who
had beev given to smuggling.

But if that was the case, those daya
were long past; and the cellars were
now empty and unused, and mever
entered, until the ounthbreak of war
caused the old baronet to have one of
them prepared as an air-raid shelter.

This was the first of the series, and
it waes furnished mnow with carpet,

chairs, tablés, -books,
light from-a battery. A bomb on the
mansion would, course, have cut
off the electric supply and leit the
Tefugees in the dark, for which
reason Sir William Bird had had a
battery installed in the shelter, to

and electric

supply the lamp there.
wag B&uite a comfortable re_fn%;e.
and as safe as any refuge could be

when air raids were going on.

At the end of the cellar -was a
vaulted opening leading into the-next
Eeilnr. is was -shnf off b -heav{

angings to keep out the cold draugh
and the earthy underground smell.

. Boames was standing by the hang-
mgs that shut off the entrance to the
second cellar. There was a faint smile
on his impagsive face : he knew that
he was the cynosure of all eyes there.

Gas-masked faces were turned on

him from all sides:

Blump and the other members of
the household staff kdew him as
Jermyn, who had been -Sir William's
valet, and had been suddénly sacked.

The Greyfriars fellows knew a great
deal more about him than that.

They knew him as Soames, who had
been wvalet to- the father of the
Bounder of Greyfriars in' that South
Sea cruise they were never likely to
fw+ They knew him as mutineer
a irate. ‘They knew that when he
called himself Jermyn and scrved Sir

William Bird he was playing some
stranpe game of his own at Eastcliff
Lodge—though they did not knpow

what it was,

But their feelin
now as they look

Unserupulous rascal and adven-
turer as he was, it was likely that ho
had saved many lives that wild night
by the warning he had given.

They knew, too, that to give that
warning he had come some distance
in tho open, with enemy planes over-
head, and he had not evem a gas-
mask.

His plans at Eastelifi Lodge, what-
ever they were, had been disconcerted
by his sudden forced departure. But
Soames, as they knew of old, was not
a man to bear Erudgea. From several
incidents that had occenrred since, the
juniors had an idea that Soames’
glam;, whatever they might be, wera

irected against the mysterious Mr.
Brown and his spy associates.

Soames had etriver in the most
ruthless way to drive the schoolboys
from Eastcliffi Lodge before they had
spotted Jermyn's real identity. He
had failed, and he had had to go. But
now that he had no reason for further
enmity, his enmity was at an end.

A tly Soames’' view was that
]l.ﬂ:EtEl[itF without a purpose to servo
was 8 useless waste of energy. Per-
haps, too, there was a spot of
mingled with the evil in his strange
nature.

It was a surprise to the hounsehold
staff to sce Jermyn there.

Blump eyed him with ponderous
disapproval.

Harry Wharton & Co. were a little
surprised, also. It was matural for
any man to take shelter in am air
raid; and yet, somehow, it did not
seem like to take shelter in
the house from which he had been

were very mixzed
at him.



turnea ont, and where hLe was re-
garded with suspicion and distrust.

It was in Harry Wharton's mind
that perhaps tle sea-lawyer had some
other purpose to serve by his presence
there.

He had come to the house to give
warning of danger, that was certain,
but arton would have expeoted
him to go his own way when he had
given it. He had remained in the
cellar shelter; and natural as that

roceeding was, Wharton could not

ismizs his ineradicable distrust of
the man whose duplicity biad deceived
80 many.

Yet what secret plan Soames could
have in his mind waa a puzzle—
unlesz, for some reason known only
to himself, he desired to be ineido
Eastclifi Lodge iustead of outside,

But why?

“Hallo, uallo, hallo!” exclaimed
Bob Cherry suddenly. *Listen!”

Dcep as the cellar was, the gunfire
could be heard. For some time it had
been slackening; now it was distant
and intermittent. Faint through
closed doors, but easily distinguish-
able, came the long-drawn wail of
the siren.

“All clear! gaid Nugent.

The refugees in the cellar shelter
listened intently. That long-drawn,
unmelodious screech told its own tale,
It was the signal that the danger
was past.

“0.K.!" gaid Johnny Bull. He
looked at his wateh. “By pgnm!
‘We've been down here jolly nearly
two hours.”

“1 say, you fellows—"

“All clear now, old porpoise !”

“I'm hungry!”

ll-"ﬂhi mF. %.at !:I'.:I-

“I was going to bring that cake,”
gaid Billy Bunter, in a voice that
thrilled with indignation, “but yom
fellows rushed me of so quick T
hadn’t time! If the hounse has been
bombed, that cake's a goncr mow!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Blessed if I see anything to cackle
at! That beast Wharton wouldn't
let me stop for my gas-mask con-
tainer, either!” hooted Bunter.

“*Yow've got wyour gas-mask, fat-
head! What do yon want the con-
tainer for?” demanded Bob.

“It’'s got toffee in it.2

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“0Oh. cackle!” yapped Bunter.
“8ticking here for two hours with
nothing to eat—yah !

“Blump!” Bir William Bird, alias
Wibley, rose from an armchair.
“Blump! Kindly give me your arm!”

Soames re%lﬂm}eﬂ curiously at the
gilver-hai little baronet. Ile was
in the seeret of Wibley's impersona-
tion; nud he smiled as the portly
Blump gave Wibley his. portly arm
to assist the venerable schoolboy up
the stairs from the cellar.

The door was openecd, and the
crowd began to leave the shelter.

Sir William led the way, lean-
ing on Blump's portly arm.

Billy Bunter rolled after him,
anxious to spot something to eat
béfore hie weut back to bed and re-
suméd his interrupted reposc.

Then, all of a sudden, the light in
the cellar went ont, and all was dark.
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o Hallo, liallo, hallo ! What the
ump—-=" came Bob Cherry’s voice,
in the sudden darkness.
“What howling asa is larking with
that lamp P* exclaimed Johnny Bull.
“What terrific idiot—"

“All serene! I've got a flash-
lamp ! gaid Bob. He groped in his
pocket, and the flash-lamp gleamed
out over the dark cellar.

Gas-masks had been removed, and
the light flashed over many faces—
but not over Soames’.

“Bhow the light here, Bob !” called
out Harry Wharton.

He step to the lamyp, which
steod on the table, and touched the
switch. Immediately the light came
on acain,

“Was it turned of?” exclaimed
Nugoent.

“Yes; some silly ass must have
turnped it off ! Some fathead's idea of
a joke, I suppose.”

“The joketulness is mnot terrific!”
remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
“What terrific and preposterons

chu%;i]—-—n"
" ere’s  Spames?” asked Bob
snddenly.

The juniors looked round.

Soames was not to be scen.

In those few moments of darkness
the sea-lawyer had vanished.

Harry Wharton & Co. looked ropnd
the cellar, and looked at one another.
They hn:ﬁiy needed telling now that
it had been Soames who had suddenly

lunged the cellar into darkness.
Erﬂyﬁnn had been thinking of get-
ting out of the cellar, and no one at
the moment had had .an eye on
Soames.

Harry Wharton knitted his brows.
His distrust of Soames revived 1n full
force at that moment.

“¥What the dickens is that man's
pame " he asked. * Look here—what
the thump is he up to?”

“He's pone!” gaid Bob.

“Can't have thonght that we ghonld
hﬂghhim~ after what he did for us to-
night, surely!” exclaimed Nugent.
“He had no reason to dedge away in
the dark.”

Harry Wharton shook his head.

“It's not that,” he said. “He joll
well knew that nobody here wmlitf lift
a finger against him. But——"

“Well, he's gone.”

“Has he gone?” said Harry slowly.,

He looked round the cellar again.

All its occupants were clearing off
np the stairs, leaving the Famous

ive there.

Harry Wharton stepped to the
hangings that covered the entrance to
the sceond cellar, and glanced into
the]dmkness beyond, through the low
arch.

“ What the thump !” exelaimed Bob,
“You don’t fancy that Soames dodged
into the next cellar, do you? Why
should he?"

“Goodness knows! I ecan't make
the man out!"™ confessed Wharton.
“But if thiz is a trick to remain in
the house sccretly, we'll jolly well

ut paid to it! Soames has done a

ot for us to-night, and at 'a lot of
risk to himself—but we can' trust
him an inch !

#T expect he's gone!" said Bob.

“If he's gone, all right: if he's

hiding in the cellars, he can knock
on the door when he wants to be let
out.!” said the captain of the Remove
grimly. “'We'll leck the door on the
outside !"

The Famous Five left the cecllar—
the last to leave.

Harry Wharton closed the door and
locked it.

If Soames, for some secret pu
of his own, had dodged into tﬁe rk
cellars, he was a prisoner there until
he came back to the door and knocked
to be let out.

“We'll unlock that door azain in
the morning,” said Harry, “ualess
Soames knocks to be let out before
then.”

Leaving it at that, the Famous Five
went up the stair.

If Soames was still in the cellars,
ke seemed satisfied with those ecold
and uncomfortable quarters for no
knocking was heard from the cellar
door that night.

os5e

———

SOAMES FINDS THE SECRET !

J.&hﬂ!E% S0AMES smiled in the
ark,
The blackness where Le stood
was impenetrable. But, leoking back
thirough a series of low, bricked
arches, he could sec the gleam of
light from the cellar shelter, where
Harry Wharton had pulled the hang.
mg;a aside.

hose hangings dropped back into
place, and the light was shut off.

Soames smiled.

He knew, from the faet that the
captain of the Remove had looked
through the first of the series of brick
arches, that Wharton suspected him
of having turned off the light and
dodged a ﬁntF the cellars.

But he did not think it likely
that the Greyfriars fellows would
follow him into those dark, damp, and
dismal recesses. If they did, it would
not be difficult to elude them.

He waited, without stirring, and
watched and listened.

Through the deep silence there
came to his ears the sound of o
closing door, and then the grating of
a heavy iron key.

Soames smiled again. He knew
guite well what that meant. Wharton
enispected what he had done, though
lie could not feel sure, and he had
locked the cellar door on the outside,
If it was Soames’ intention to rémain
secretly at Eastclif TLodge, he was
defeated. All that he could do was
to remain in the ecellars, a prisoncr
till he chose to make his presence
Enown. .

That did not seem to disconcert the
sea-lawyer in any way. p

He waited another minnte—till the
unbroken silence assured him that
all the occupants of the cellar shelter

were gone far good. Then he drew
a torch from his pocket and flashed
on the light.

His next procecdings would have
astonished the jumiors if they had
been able fo observe them.

Soames moved back to the cellar
thnt was used as an air-raid shelter.
It was dark and deserted. the door
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locked. He was not likely to be
interrupted. He proceeded to explore
the whole extent of the cellar—turn-
ing back the carpet that covercd the
gtone floor, and scanning cvery foot
of it in the light.

Whatever 1t was that he sought,
he did not scem to lind it. He passed
wmto the second cellar and explored
it in the same way.

There wers more than g dozen
cellars, every one with a low, vaulted
roof, the walls of ancient brickwork,
the floors of old stone flags,

Soames passed from one to another,
and in each he examined the foor
with the same meticulous attentiom,

Obviously, it was not for the Euri
pose of remaining in Eastcliff Lodge,
above, that Scamea had played that
trick. But what hiz purpose was in
exploring the dim old cellars would
thEaE-:' becn a puzzle to Harry Wharton

0.

Only the first cellar was ever
entercd, and that only on eccasion of
an - air-raid alarm. ;.r[‘]m rest of the
series had probably not been stepped
in for ycars by any member of the
houschold — perhaps mnot for a
bhundred years.

In ancilent days, according to the
legend, they had been used by emug-
rlers to store contraband silks and
hrandy run inte Eastclif Bay by
French luggers. But for a century,
at least, they had been shut up and
never visited.

Yet it was plain, from the sea-
lawyer's actious, that he-expected to
make some discovery there.

The night was growing old, for
each cellar, as he explored every foot
of it, oceupied a considerable time.
I'ut the sea-lawyer was paticnt, and
he seemed tireless.

It was in the seventlh cellar that
he suddenly came to a halt, his eyes
gleaming in the light of the torch,
and ejaculated :

“ Eureka I"

I'he light gleamed on an iron ring
set in one of the stones of the floor—
a flagstone about twe feet square,

“T've found it!” breathed Soames.

He examined the iron ring atten-
tively. TPlainly, it was there to lift
the stone, though it was so long since
it had ever been used that it was
forgotten and unlmown. Certainly,
no occupant of Eastcliff Lodge had
cver dreamed of its existence.

But that, clearly, was what Soames

was acarching for. The air-raid
alarm, and the warning he had given
at the houee, had given him this
opportunity. That was why Soames
had taken shelter with the househaold.
He had descended inte the cellar
shelter, not for safety but with the
intention of remaining to carry on
this strange exploration.
T think,” ‘murmured Soames,
“that I have picked up your trail,
mv dear Herr Braun! T think 1 have
learned why you haunt the chalk eave
--and haw you are able to enter East-
cliff Tedge uneeen and unsuspeeted.
T think, my decar Herr, that your
game is neacly up !®

Then his brows puckered in a frown
of puzzled thonght,

From the #26* that the wmon with
the breud eyebrows. who called him-
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self Brown, naunted the chalk cave
under the clifis, and that he was able
to enter Eastcliff Lodge secretly and
surreptitionsly, Soames had deduced
the seerct of the cellar—and now ke
had found it. He had been helped,
no doubt, by what he had he of
the smugglers of old days, whoe were
said to have run cargoes into the

sea-cave, and to have stored their
silks and brandy in the cellars of
Eastelif Lodge. The chalk cave

extended under the mansion, and the
mysterious proccedings of Mr. Brown
had given the keen-witted sea-lawyer
:. clue to a connection between the

WO,

But how had Mr. Brown—or Hexr
Braup—Eknown of it?

The agent of the German Gestapo
wa3d a4 keen and cunning spy. Yet
how had the heemt‘ap;r%&nrncﬂ of a
seeret that was known to mo living
person ? '

Soames shrugged his shoulders,
giving up that problem. He bent
over the ringed stone, grasped the
irom ting, and lifted the stone.

It was heavy; but the strong-
limbed sea-lawyer made little of it.
He tilted the stone on its side and
cast the light into the darkness

below,

It was like looking down a
chimney. A shaft about two feet by
two feet, cased in stone, and with a
rusty iron ladder claniped to one side,
descended into the depths of the
carth.

If the old smugglers had used that
mode of entry, as no doubt they had,
their packets must have been hauled
up by ropes from above. _

The light, as Soames flashed it
down, did not reach to the bottom,

He stepped coolly in, lodging him-
self on the irom ladder.

There was another ring in the
under side of the moving stone.
Holdine on one hand, SBoames
reached up with the other, and palled
the stone down. It dropped with o
dull thud into its place.
 Then he slipped the electric toreh
into hias pocket and swung himself
down the ladder, hand below hand,
in dense darkness.

He was not likely to snow a light
as he descended. That the spy of the
Gestapo had a hide-out in the sea-
cave, he was certain: and if
Mr. Brown was in his hide-out,
Soames did not want to give warning
of his approach,

The man who had attempted to
doom Eastcliff Lodge to destruction
would not have hesitated to fire on
the explorer who had discovered his
sceret.

Soames descended in piteh darkness
—and without a sound.

The rungs of the ladder were about
a foot apart, and he counted sixty of
them Wefore he felt, at last, a floor
under his feet.

“He stopped
fadder an
liztening.

There was no seund, and no gleam
of light.

He ventured, at last, to turn on
the light of his toreh—his antomatic
ready in his other hand. He flashed
the fizht vonud him—alert, ready for
a foe, ready to give shot for shot.

oft the perpendicular
stood, for a lomg minute,

He waa standing in a small cave,
with walls and roof of solid, rugged
chalk. A deep crevice in one wall
was, a3 he guessed at omce, its conm-
nection with the great sea-cave that
stretched down to the beach.

Boames smiled grimly as he looked
rouand him,

Mr. Brown was not there—no onae
was there—but he konew that he had
found the hide-out of the Gestapo

EDY,

%‘hern were three suitcases on the
floor; and, in a cormer, a roll of
blankets which showed thot My,
Brown sometimes passed the night in
that hidden den.

Soames bent over the suitecases, one
after another. They were all locked.
But Soames had liz own way of
dealing with locks.

His cyes were eager as he searched
them; but he frowned as he cou-
cluded the search. One uf them con-
tained foodstuffs; the others, chiefly
articles of clothing and a set of dis-

nises that would have interecsted

ibley deeply.
_ All these seemed to have little
interest for Soames. It was some-
thing else that he was seeking—what,
it would have been difficult to guess.

He rosc to his feel at last, shrug.
ging his shoulders. He left the
suitcases locked, az lhe had found
them. Apparently it was his inten-
tion to leave Mr, Brown in ignorance
of the fact that hiz hide-out had been
visited.

Holding ihe toreh before him, he
st Ipr:d into the ¢reviee in the chalk
wall.

It was narrow—his elbows almost
touched the sides; and the roof was
s0 low that he had to duck his head.
He followid it for a dozen es, and
then came to a sudden stop—blocked
by solid chalk in front of him,

For a moment the sea-lawycr was
rised and nonpluased.
hen he gave a low laugh.
The mass of chalk that closzed the
cnd of the tunpel did not adhere to
the sides. He put his shoulder to it,
and pushed.

It rolled back and left an upnnin?-,
hardly more than three feet high,
through which he passed, stooping.

He flashed his light round him, and
e knew where he

s

laughed again,
was now.

He was standing on a ledge, high
up the wall of the great sea-cave—
and he knew that he had stood on
that ledge before, when lhe had been
seeking Mr, Brown'a secret from the
cave end.

He turned and rolled the chalk rock
back into place, closing the opening
of the tummel.

It wedged there, as before—look-
ing, even to the keenest eye, as if it
was part of the rock wall, It was
no wonder that Mr. Brown's hide-out
had not been discovered when the
cavern was searched.

. From the high ledge, Scames swung
himself down, from ledge to ledge,
and rock to rock, till he stood on
floor of the sea-cave.

The tide was out.

Soames trod away down the cavo
towards the sea; and in a few minutes
more a gleam of daylight met lLis
BV, e stood, at lemgth, at the



tave-mouth, looking ont over the
sands where he had stood the night
before, when he had seen the signal.
light on the tower of Easteliff Lodge,
ut the night was past now, and
Soames stood, with a sardonic grin on
his slcek face, looking out over the
sands and the sea, shining in the
rosy flush of the April morning.

ENOUGH FOR BUNTER !

HAT about hooking it ?”

T E]l E.:l:l

Bir William Bird, alias
William Wibley of the Greyfriars
Remove, was standing on the avenue
in the bright sunny morning. There
was a very thoughtful expression om
the pink face under the bushy,
silvery eyebrows.

The Famous Five were with him.
They had turned out rather late that
morning, after the night of alarm.
Billy Buater had not turned out at
all. He had breakfasted in bed, and
scttled down to snooze till Iunch.
Bunter had lost two or three hours’
sleep in the night; and he was going
toomake up for it, and a little over.
Harry Wharton & Co. walked out,

after breakfast, to look at the damage
done in the air-roid of the previcus

L 17

night. £
%Wiug, as they had to admit, to 25

Soames, no damage had been done to
the mansion,
ing of the signal-light had beaten
the enemy in the sky; the bombs had
crashed almost at random; and the
nearest had fallen more than a
hundred wards from the lhouse.
Windows had been cracked by the
shock ; that was all the damage East-
¢liffi Lodge had sustained.

But what they now.saw told how
narrow the eseape had been.

There was a luge crater in the
carth where n bomb had exploded,
and five or, six trees had been up-
rooted and lay shattered and tangled
amid piles of scattered earth. The
avenue was littered with broken
brancles.

The Lomber had not had time to
linger. Fighters had driven it out to
wen, and followed it there; and the
juniors hoped, at least, sent it down
to the water. But it had left destrue-
tion behind. -

The juniors’ faces were grave as
they looked at the havoe wronght by
the explosion, But they were guite
cool. Hurree Jamset Ham Singh re-
marked that the missinluess was ns
good as the milefulness, and the other
fellows agreed that it was,

“Hooking it?” repeated Harry
Wharton. “What do you mean,
Wibley? You can’'t hook it—you've

romiged the old Bird to carry on till
{:E comes back.”

“ Ass !" gaid Wibley politely. “I'm
not thinking of Looking it. ‘But I'm
here to oblige the old Bird—to throw
the dust in the cyes of spies, while
he's rooting about in  Hunland,
You're here for a holiday!”

“Tired of our company?” asked

Bob.

“Idiot! Look here,” said Wibley,
“it's getting o bit serions, You ean
ace that, That blighter Brown and

EVERY SATURDAY

his gang knew that Sir William Bird

was going on Secret Service—they'd

spied that out. * They've been puzzled
ever since by seeing him stop-at home
—as they think., They don’t kuow
what to make of it.,”
“That's all right,” said Bolh
“That's what we want ! '

“Yes, ass—but you can see what
they're up te now. The other night
Brown got into the house and
nobbled me in my room. Luckily, he
found Wibley of the Hemovethere—
not the man he wanted ! He can’t try
that game again, now I've had bolfs

GREYFRIARS PORTRAIT
GALLERY

No 2.—GEORGE WINGATE

The sudden extinguish- 75

Captain of Graylriars, Wingate, who
hails from Chester, has proved himself
to he a born leader—avoer ready to help

and advise. His only fault is that he is
irclined to betookind-hearted at times.
Wingate'sonlyenemies are those of the
*' black sheep '’ wvariety, on whom he
has a very heavy down. A brilliant
spartsman, Greyfriars owes much to
her skipper who has led his merry men
to victory so often. All Greyiriars
would do well to take its pattern from
this sturdy and manly character=
typical of the best traditions of school
captaing.
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put on the doors. His game, then,
was to grab Sir William and hike
him off. But now e

“*Well?"” gaid Harry.

“Now won can see what he's comoe
to,” said Wibley. “He can't make
out what Sir William is up to, and
he can’t zet hold of him, That's why
the Dbomber eame last night—and
Brown squirmed in somehow, and set
that signal-light on the tower. It's
his idea of entting the ]giddj' Gordian
knut—&mtﬁ:ugl =ir William where he
can’t do them any harm.”

“That’s
Johmny Bull.

“Well, I've got to stick it out, of
course,” said Wibley. “I can’t say
I exactly like bombe, but I can’t go
back on the old Bird! If you fellows

plain  cnough!”  said

thought 1t would be healthicr some-
where else——"
" “Don’t be an ass, old ekap!” snid

Hoarry -Wharton. “You're a good
deal safer with' your friends round
you."

“I know that! But youn fellows
can——"

“Talk sensc!™ grunted Johnny .
Bull. “Greyfriars men don’t run

away from a.spot of danmger! You
silly ass, what's the good of being at
war at all, if we're going to sit..'uji
and howl whenever n'%ﬂmg gocs off ¢

“Well, I thought I'd mention it,”
gnid Wibley. “Of course, I'm jolly
glad if you'll stay on, but if Brown
tries it on again—you may get it
3‘1§;l1t in the neck next time, as you
jolly well know I
The knowfulness iz terrifie, mvy
‘esteemed fatheaded Wibley !" assented
the Nabob of Bhanipur.

“The police may get hold of that
blighter Brown!” remarked Nugent.
“It's -queer’ how Te keeps loose,
hiunted for as he is, He must have
a Jolly deep hiding-place somewhere.”

“Blow him " gromted Wibley, “It
wag rather a lark playing the old
Bird here—but there's no Jark in this
sort of thing, -The old Bivd, of
course, hadn’t the faintest iden
they'd try this game on—his stnuot
was Just to make them belicve that
he was still at home, while he was
rooting in Hunland. Still, a chap's
got to stick it out.”

The juniors walked back to the
house for Innch, in rather a thought-
ful mood.

" Wibley’s

impersonation of the

absant baronet lad seemed te all of

themm rather a lark in its way, but
they ‘ltad to realise now that that
mmpersonation had become a danger-
ﬂ!_IIS game for the schoolboy actor to
ay.
Pﬁ Mr. Brown, or Herr Braun, be-
lieved without a doubt that Siv
William was still at home, as the
Recret Service man had planned. The,
desperate measures to which he had
now resorted were aimed at the old
Bird. But it was William Wibley
who was going to get the benefit of
them.

But Wibley was sticking it ont—
and hLis friends were sticking it out
iilllqng_with him. That was a settled

]'ﬂg.

“I say, you fellows!” Billy Buntex
was in the hall when they came in.
“I say, I wish yon wouldn't clear off
when a fellow wants to speak to you.
I've been down ten minutes or more."”

“Taking wup ecarly rising as a
habit?* iuquired Johuny Bull sar-
castically.

“QOh, really, Bull—-—"

“The early bird eatches the cracked
pitcher that goes longest to the well,
as the English proverb observes!” re-
marked the Nabob of Bhanipur., “And
a stiteh in time saves ninepence.”

“Look here, what about it?¥
yapped Bunter.

“What about which?” asked Bob.

*I suppesc you haven't forgotten
that shindy last night !” said the fat
Owl, h'linkmg at him through his bi
spectacles, 1 don’t call it much D%
a holiday, with bombs dropping on a
fellow’s napper. Mind, I'm not afraid
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of bombs.
cool as a cucumber——

“We leard you yowling like a
gealded cat, if that's what you mean,”
grunted Johnny Bull,

“Beast! I was as cow ns a cool-
cumber ! howled Bunter. "1 mean,
n3z cool as a cowcumber—that is, as
kew ns a cumcooler——"

“Ha, ha, ha!®?

“Cackle! If you fellows had as
much pluck all round as I've got in
my little finger, you'd do!* snorted
Bunter. “ Wﬁt mean ig this—the
West Coast iz ever so much better for
a holiday than the Eaat Coast. Devon,
glorious Devon, you know——"

“Lots of people, these days, think
Devon glorious ! grinned Bob. “It's
pot more and more glorious ever since
lagt September.”

Yon saw me last night—

1k

“Well, of ecourse, I wounldn't
scuttle,” said Bunter., “I1 despise n
scuttler. Stick it out, face the

danger, and just laugh at Hitler—
that's my idea! All I'm thinking of
is how wou fellows would enjoy a
holiday in Devonshire—->"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

" Blessed if I see anything to eackle

at! Nothing to stop here for, that I
kuow of ! by shouldn't we go
wost 7

“You'll go west fast cnough, if a
bonml hits you !

“You gilly ass!” roared Bunter.
“TLook here, Devon and Somerset are
vipping. Bristol’s a jolly place!
Jots of people go to Bristol—="

“Sixteen thousand, sinece the war
atarted, I've heard ! chuckled Bob.
“Go amd make it sixteen thousand
and one, old fat man! We'll see you
off with pleasurc.”

“The pleasurcfulness
tervitie,”

“Well, I'm short of eash,” soid
Bunter. “Owing to this beastly war,
[ euppose, I haven't received some
postal orders I was expeeting, I'm
aetnally short of money—at Lhe
poment ! I—I mean, I shouldn't
care to go without my pals! TLet’s
all to Bristol—"

“Hardly room there for any more,
T should think !" said Bob. * Besides,
why stop at Bristol? Why not go on
to };nuxi'u End, dig a hole, jump into
it, and Emll it in after you?"

o, ha, hal!®

“Well, look here, I'm jolly well
voing ! hooted Bunter. “The only
question is, who's moing to lend we
ten pounds?™

“0Oh, my hat! Who's going to lend
Bunter ten pounds?” e¢jaculated Beb
Cherry. “Den't all speak at ouce !

“Echo answers  who!”  grinned
Nuecnt,

“ Estecmed ccha replies that the
whofuluess  ia terrif‘ﬁ:!” chuekled
Hurvee Jawset Ram Singh.

“"Look here, you beasts, I ean tell
you this—I've had enough!” hooted

will  he

Bunter. “Sec? I'm not afraid of
hombs—E'm not funky, like some
vhaps—hut i

“IMalla, halle, hallo! There's the
wong ' exelaimed Hob. “ Launch, eld
fut man—think of luneh, old por-
poize, and forget the bombs !

The juniors went in to  lunch,
Bunter rolling after them with a
frowning fat face.
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Hut it wasz an excellent Innch, and
the frown departed from the fat brow.
For the next half-hour or so, Billy
Bunter forgot the bombz and gave
concentrated attention to more agree-
able things.

Not till he had &:-acke& away several
lunches, one after another, did
Bunter’s fat mind revert to the un-
pleasant possibility of bombs.

There would have been dry eyes in
the Easter party at Sir William
Bird’s mansion had the fat Owl
shaken the dust of that mansion from
his feet. But if Bunter's departure
depended on somcbody lending him
ten poumds, it looked as if that
departure wonld be in-
definitely postponed.

WHAT BUNTER 5AW !

(1 EASTS "
Billy Bunter made
that remark, :%1-
parently, to the sands, the
#ea, antd the seagulls.
uite a warm
The sun shone

It was
afternoon,

tdown on the sands, more
like summer than spring.

Billy Buntcr, plugging
slowly along the shore,
plugged more and more
slowly, till at length he
came to a halt.

That afterncon, the fat
Owl had started to walk to
Broadstairs’ where he had
heard that an  attractive
filn was showing. He was
hardly half » mile on his
way when he halted and
remarked—to the sea, the
sands, and the seagulls—
“Beasts !”  Tle was not
really addressing the eea,
the samds, and the seagulls
—liec wns thinking of the
Famous Five and William
Wihbley.

Wibley ought to have let
lim have the car. Shortage
of petrol did not matter, so
lomg as there was enough
for Bunter. The Famous
Five onght to have gone
with him—instead of sail-
mg @ silly boat—as if an
afternoon in 4 atulfy cinema wasn't
ever so much better than a blow on
the briny !

But the ear hind vnot been available,
and the Famons Five had preferred a
Ilow on the briny to a stuffy cinema.
S0 there was the Owl of the Remove
on his own'!

All that the beasts did for him was
to lend him half-a-crown, to see
him through at Broadstairs—every
member of the Co. heartily agreecing
that it was worth half-acrown to lose
Bunter’s society for half a day.

It was uot a very long walk to
Broadstairs by the sands—and Bunter
started out faivly briskly. But the
sands were goft, and his feet sank
into them—all the more because of
the extensive weight they had to
carry. The sun was hot, and Bunter
gasped and perspired. Finally, lLe
came onn & vidge of the chalk cliff,
high and steep; runing out from the
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cliffs to the sea, which had 1o be
clambered over if he was going on.

That did it!

Bunter halted, sat down on a
boulder, fanmed a fat face with his
hat, wiped away trickles of perspira-
tion with the back of a plump hand,
and told the sea, the sands, and the
seagulls what he thought of the
Famous Five.

But he did not remain long there—
the sun was too hot, and there was no
shade on the open beach. He blinked

round through his big spectacles,
looking for a shady apot.

The only shady apot, however, was
the high range of cliff at the back of

Billy Bunter’s eyes opened wide at the sight of
the fat junior.

the beach. 5o the fat Owl heaved u
his weight and plugged up the mus
to the cliffs.

There, at length, he fonnd a haven

of rest. A jutting bulge of chalk
from a Eo ndicular oliff made guite
a nice spot below

Bunter plumped down once more,
and rested his weary limbs

Before him stretched the shelving
gandz, the deep sea rolling to the far
borizon, the azure arch of the sky,
threaded now and then by a dromin
plan nite an attractive spot o
scenery had Bunter cared for scenery.
Bunter didn't; but luckily he had na
gapply of tolfee, to which he gave his
attention, leaving the scenery to take
care of itself.

Not a soul was to be seen on the

ghore. As far as that chalk rid
across the sand, it was a priva
beach, belonging to Eastcliff Lodge.

Private beaches were all very well,
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but Bunter certainly would have pre-
ferred a pier, a band, automatic
machines, and ice-cream vendors.

All these delectable things were
within reach of a walk—but Bunter
had had enough walking. 350 he had
to “be satisfied with Em]gltmlﬁ—in the
face of which, unlike the sapes, he
saw no charmes.

Presently the solifude was broken
H_jr a hat bqhhislg along the beach,

isappearing and rea ring amoeng
the Eﬁﬁi‘mks and m&umi cl:ﬁl.lk that
crepped up from the sand.

unter eyed it morosely.
“Cheek '™ he remarked.
Alth*ugh he did not like solitnde,

.-,.-:-‘ T
,-:'f';_.;_;, !,r-
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Quids !

Bunter regarded it ag a cheek of some
tripper te come walking along a
private beach.

But as that hat came nearer and he
discerned the face under it, the fat
Owl gave a little jump, and concen-
trated his eyes nmi hiz spectacles on
that face. e noted the fact that it
had a pair of thick blond eyebrows.

Visibility was never good to
Bunter! But the Owl of the Eemove
realised that he knew that face—and
that it was the face of the mysterious
Mr. Brown, the spy who watched
Easteliff l.adge, and who was sus-

ccted of having fixed up the signal-
ight for the Hun bamber a few days
apro.

gITI:m fat Owl caught his hreath.

He had met Mr gBr-uwu before, and
did not want t¢ meet him again! The
hare idea of meeting Mr. Brown in
that solitary spot made him quake.

Fortunately, Mr., Brown, walking

“QOh!* gﬂﬂp&d

along the beach at a good distance
out from the eliffs, did not spot the
fat jumior lying uwnder the bulge of
the chiff.

Billy Bunter, having discovered
that the man on the beach was the
man from the German Gestape,

romptly shifted, so that a chalk
owlder would scrcenm him if Mr.
Brown did glance in his dirvection.

Fromr behind that boulder, the fat
{Owl peered through his spectacies,
hoping to see Mr Brown pass on
along the beach and disappear from

Hiﬁt.

r, Brown, however, stopped where

the chalk ridge rauv down to the sea,
just as Bunter had done an

‘hour before.
It was uet beecause he
was lazy or tired, like

Bunter—that was certain;
hie had some other motive.
Billy Buuter, watching
him from a distance, wol-
dered why the unspeakablo
Hun was sticking there.
The man stood where he
had halted, looking vound
obviously 1o ascertain
whether & chance eye was
on him., Then, to Bunter's
surprise, he clambered up

the steep chalk ridge,
stopped on the summit, and
stoo there.

His hand went into his
pocket, came out with some-
thing in it, and he placed
that something in a croviee
in the chalk.

Bunter watched him with
eyes almest popping
through hkis spectacles in
his surprise.

Brown was hiding somc-
thing—that was plain. Yet,
at high tide, that chalk
ridge was washed over by
the sea, and whatever Mr.
Brown was hiding would
aurely be in danger of
heing washed away.

That was so clear that it
dawned on Bunter that Mr.
Hrown did not intend the
hidden object to remain
there till high tide. If he
left it there, it was for
someone clse to take away.
Thia was, in fact, one of the upF 8
mcthods of communicating with his
associates.  The rascals, naturally,
did not risk mecting when it eould be
avoided.

“Oh erikey '™ breathed Bunter.

Brown rose upright—and a fat head
popped bhack behiud o boulder as he
glanced round.

But curigsity impelled Bunter to
E;aep again. This time he observed

r. Brown dragging a mass of sea-
weed to the spot where he had placed
that something in the ereviee on the
ridee,

we seaweed was Hung down in o
heap on the spot.

Then Mr. Brown descended from the
riu;]ﬁ:;dg‘laucc& round onec more, and

wa back quickly the way lLe had
conje.

Utterly unaware of the eyes and
the s) les that had been fixed. on

him, Mr. Brown disappeared up the

T3
ﬁhiach, in the direction of Eastelilf

¥.

Bunter watched bim breathlessly
till he was pone.

“0Oh cromba!” murmured the fat
Owl. His eyea were shining with ex-
citement behind his apectacles.

Bunter was %-ing to know what it
was that Mr. Brown had hidden in
that solitary spot. But he waited till
he wag quite, quite svre that Mr.
Brown was at a safe distance,

At length, however, the fat juwior
heaved himself to his feet, rolled
down the beach, and clambered on
the chalk ridge at the spot where Mr.
Brown had clambered on it.

e

TREASURE TROVE !
«t Billy Bunter.

i H!" ga

O EE} airly g.ﬂ.:ﬁ)ed,

What it was that the mys-
terious Mr. Browr had hidden on the
chalk ridge, Bunter conld not guess;
but he surmised that it was some sort
of a communication to be picked up
by the spy’s confederates.

Whatever it was, Bunter's idea vwag
to bag it and hand it over to the
officers of the law who were looking
for Mr. Brown,

But——

The fat Owl dragged aside the mass
of seawecd. He revealed the crevice
in the top of the chalk ridge in which
Brown had hidden that mysterions
something. He discerned that it was
a hittle oilskin packet He grabbed
it and jerked it open, and then

Bunter could m::ar&eily believe his
eyes, or his speefacles! The former
almoat popped through the Iatter as
he [g at hia prize.

was not a letter—not a written
word of auy kind. The ollskin packet
contained & wad of engraved slips of

paper.

'ﬂiey wera rreen in hue, with the
words “ Bank of England ” and a bi
ficure “I,” and o wmomber in 5

ey were, in fact, pound notes,

“0Oh!"” repeated Billy Bunter.
“QOh crikey! Quids! Oh crumbs!®

It was an utterly unexpected dia-
covery |

Brown might have left a message
there for some other rasecal to sneak
along and pick up; but Bunter had
never dreamed that he had left money
there.

But he had!
How mau‘ljjr ound notea there were
in the wad, Bunter could not tell

without counting them; but he could
see that there were at least forty or

ﬁﬁ];}‘.
e blinked at them with popping
eyes,

“Oh jiminy ! snid Bunter.

For several minutes the amazed fab
Owl stood blinking and staring at
that utterly umexpected treasure-
trove.

Forty or fifty pounds—and Bunter
had a half-crown in his pocket!
That beastly, sneaking spy had fifty
quida to chuek away! unter was
elad that he had been on the spot! |

fow lonxr he might have been
there, gloating over that aatrupiﬂhindg

rize, cannot he spid; but it sud-
cnly oceurred to Bunter that it was
;;’I."HE Maguer Liensry.—No. 1,681
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not a healthy spot on which to linger,

Brown, obvicusly, had not left such
a sum of money there without an
object. This was his way of convey-
ing funds to some other scoundrel who
wae working in collusion with him.

It was some hours yet before high
tide was due: the sea wasz far out.
Probably it might be a lomg time
before the other rascal came along,
for plainly the schemera did not want
to risk being eeen together. Never-
theless, Billy Bunter realised that it
was only wise to go while the going
was good !

He jommed the oilskin bag into his
1}!:::]ckt:-t, and scrambled down from the
ridge.

o one, ne yvet, was in eight from
cither direction; and Bunteér's idea
was to get safe off the spot befofc
anyoue was in sight.

He rolled away towards Easteliff
Bay. That was the way Brown had
gone—and Bunter had no doubt that
the other man, when he came, would
come from the other direction.

There was no danger of .overtaking
Brown. He had el poune Bome
time, and he had been walking

wickly; ond it was fairly certain
that he would not linger on the open
beach longer than he eounld help.

Billy Bunter plugged on for a
gquarter of a mile without a halt,

Then he stopped—partly becanse he
was out of breath, and partly beenusc
he was eager to give his eapture from
the cnemy a ¢loser examination.

Having blinked round eantionsly
and ascertained that no one was in
gight, the fat Owl sat down on the
gand under the cliffs and drew the
little oilskin bag from his pocket.

He drew out the wad of currency
notes and proceeded to count them,
hig fat finpers almosat trembling with
cAgerness,

were were exactly fifty,

Fifty quids !

In the Greyfriars Remove, Billy
Bunter often told the tale of the
wealth of Bunter Court, where money
was spent like water, according to
Bunter. Nevertheless, the sum in his
fat hands fairly dazzled him.

In spite of the wast wealth of
Bunter Court, Billy Bunter did not
often have a whole pound note—and
not very frequently even a ten-shill-

ing ole,
sinee the war, enrrency notes had
been  rarer than ever with Billy

Buuter ! Mr. Bunter had told him
that, with income-tax at seven-and-
s1x in the pound, he had to cut down
¢verything else with a euthless hand.
Billy Bunter would have preferred him
to cut down the income-tax, or even
the income-tax collector! But therc
it was—currency notes were little
more than a sweet memory to Billy
Bunter.

And now he had fifty!

Buuter had a notecare. He had
wothing in it—but he had a noteense.
Fnlr Lic took it out, and crammed it,

ull.

It was a fat and wealthy-lookin

notecase by the time he ha
erammed 1. He got twenty-five ponnd
notes into it.

He grinned with glee over that
fatecase. It was rather shabby out-
Toe Macxer Lisray.—No, 1,681,
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side. But it was all right inside—
now. It looked as podgy as its

owner, with all these pound notes
crammed into it.

‘The other half of his plunder the
fat junior packed in a trouser-pocket.
Thed oilskin bag he threw away in the
BONGQ, .

Then, for some minutes, the Owl of
the Remove sat in thought.

Thie cash was his—a fact that ad-
mitted of no question: It was a cap-
ture from the enemy—and a speci-
ally nasty and nauseoms specimen of
the enemy—a spy. On the other
hand, was a fellow in suneh cirenm-
stances expected to Hand over the
plunder to the anthoritics?

Bunter decided not.

He had a lurking misgiving that
that was exactly what a fellow was

bound to do. But he quelled that
misgiving. It was true that he had
ne accurate information om the
subject,

Among all the instructions issued
by the Government, Bunter did not
remember any on such a subject as
thia! The poet has remarked that
where ignorance is bliss 'tis folly to
be wisc. Bunter decided at once not
to be guilty of that folly.

The man from the Gestapo was the
poorer h[y fifty pounds—which was
undeniably so much to the good, from
every possible point of view: Bunter
was the richer by that sum, which
TR equally to the good, if not more
B0

Billy Bunter decided that a atill
tougue shows a wise head.

_His tongue was seldom still—even
more scldom was his head wise. But
circumstances alter cases,

‘Buwater rose at last and rolled on
his way. He grinued as he rolled.

That holiday in the West, far from
the bursting bomb, was practical
politics now. A fellow with fift
pounde in his pocket conld choose his
own funk-hole,

Likewise, it would be ri{nping to
let those beasts, who had simply
chortled at the idea of lending him
ten pounds, see that he was in no n
of their measly teuners—if they ha

any.
irl:- was & happy, almost an hilarious
Bunter that rolled homeward.

And at the sicht of five fellows
heaching & boat, Billy Bunter headed
for those five fellows.

Harry Wharton & Co. had come
back from their =ail, and Billy
Bunter-had a surprise for them.

— e e

THE CO. TAKE A HAND !

1 SAY, you fellows!”
“Just in time to lend a hand
with this boat, old fat man,”
said Bob Cherry cheerily. “Grab
hold I
“Blow the boat ! grunted Bunter.
“It's had a blow ! explained Bob.
“Now we want to get it up to the
boathouse.”
“0Oh, really, Cherry
“Let's use Bunter for a roller, and
roll it up ! suggested Johnny Bnll.
“Ha, ha, ha! Ready, Bunter?”
“I say, you fellows, talk semse! I
say, how would you like to catch a
Hun spy?”

¥

¥ at the Famous Five,

“What ?¥

* Which 2"

The Famous Five turned from the
hoat and gave Billy Bunter their par-
ticular attention.

Certainly, they would have liked
very much to catech a Hun spy!
Chances like that did not often come
a fellow’s way.,

“What iz the fat ass burbling
about?” asked Johnny Bull.

Do you mean that you've scen
that blighter Brown?” asked Bob,

“Oh, yes, I've seen him! - But I
don’t mean Brown! I mean one of
the rotters he accomplishes with,”

“He whatters?” ejaculated Bob.

“One of his accomplices, do you
t_nenni"t Egkf"it Eal f{:{hartﬂu, star-
ing a at Owl. “If you've seen
anybody——*" A

‘I haven't exactly seen him. But
I know all about it!" said Bunter
mysteriously, “While you fellows
have been loafing about in a boat,
:e:i;__;he&n tracking the villains down,

“Was that on the film at -
stairs 7" asked Bob, sk

"I haven't been' to Broadstairs,
after all. I got tived—I mean, I
l;h!rew it up, for patriotic reasons !”
said Bunter loftily. “It's a fellow's
duty to nobble spies, ain’t it? I sup-

pose you know that, with me, duty
alwaye comes first—knowing me as
you do.”

“Help !

“Look herc, you beast——" roared
Bunter.

“Carry on, old fat man ! chuckled

Bob. “If yon've spotted any Hun
Eﬂfa, we'll snaffle them all right.
uite eure it’s a Hun spy? EWP.
mustn't collar any hnrm}eaa and
innocent tripper, and run him in.”

“Ha, ha, ha !

Billy Bunter blinked indigmantly
- Fi They did not
seem to be taking his Hun spy with
proper seriousness,

“Well, if you're going to cackle,
all right!" snorted Bunter. “Let
him get away. Let him rip. Let
him send his news over to old
Goebbels in Germany! Yah!”

“Well, it wants some swallowing,
old fat man !” said Bob. “I suppose
there are plenty of Hun spies about—
but they ain't to be lpin::ked up on the
beach like sea shells. Tell us just
where be is, and we’ll jump on him
80 suddenly that it will make his head
Bwim 1"

"Well, if you like to walk along
the beach, about half a mile, you’ll
se¢ him !” said Bunter. “You know
that chalk vidge that runs down from
the cliffs to the sea—"

“Have you been so far as that, on
your own legs, and lived to tell the
tale?” asked Bob.

“Yah "

“But what the thump do yon mean,
you fat ass?” nsked Harry. “I sup-
pose there ian't o Hun apy sitting on
that chalk ridg;e* miring the
scenery, is there?’

“No, you fathead! But one’s com-
ing !” said Bunter. “I dom’t know
exactly when, but it will be before
high tide, of course. The water will
be over it when the tide's in. If yon
fellows like to go along the beach



and keep watch, you'll see him
coming.”

Harry Wharton & Co. gazed at the
fat Owl. They could see that Bill
Buuter knew something, or fanei
that he knew something. But it was
:;;tiler difficult to make head or tail

it.

“Is that s0o? How do you know?”
demanded Nugent.

“I told yon I'd been tracking the
villaing ! said Bunter. “I can tell
you, I joily well know. Suppose I
saw that villain Brown leave some-
thing there, hiding it under o chunk
of seaweed——"

“0Oh " exclaimed Harry Wharton.

“Never mind what it was,” said
Bunter hastily, “I'm not gﬂiﬂé{ to
tell you that—I—I mean, I don’t
Euow ! I expeet it would be a letter
—nothing in an cilskin bag, or any-
thing of that sort.”

“Something in an oilskin bag I
said Bob blankly.

“Oh, no! Nothing of the kind!
Romething or other—poodness Enows
what !" snid Bunter astutely. “But
when Brown hides something or other
under 3 heap of seaweed, what do yon
think it means?”

“Left till c¢alled for, I suppose!”
said Bob. “Can't have left it there
to be washed away on the next tide.”

“Well, I thought I'd tell wyou!™
said Buunter. “I'd have stopped and
nobbled the brute myseclf, only—only
I mean to say, n fellow wants his tea,
Besides, I've got some arran ents

to make this afternoon—I shall be i

leaving shortly, I expect.”

“ Look here, did you really sce this,
0T are you gulling our leg?” de-
manded Bob Cherry.

“1 jolly well did! And if
to kecp an eye on that chalk ridge,

ou’ll eee somebody come along from
Broadatairs, before the next tide, and
hunt for something ou top of that
vidge! Mind, I don’t know what
Brown hid there,” added Bunter
cautionsly., *All I know ia that it
was nothing in an oilskin  bag—
nothing of that kind at all.”

And with that the fat Ow] rolled
off towards the gully, to clamber
lomeward, leaving the Famous Flive
ataring after him blankly.

“That fat ass really has seen some-
thing ! said Harry Wharton slowly.
“It was something in an oilskin bag
—that’s plain cnough! A letter,

perhaps—"

“Looks like it ! said Bob. “Good-
ness knows whi; he's telling whoppers
about it—but I suppose he can’t help
telling whoppera! But he's ecen
what he told us.”

The Famous Five had no doubt
about that. The mention of the oil-
ekin bag was convincing. Buch an
article could hardly fav& entered
Bunter’s fat head by chanee; it was
clear that he had seen an oilskin bag !

“What about it? asked Bob.
“MNobody seems able to bag that
blighter Brown—but. it would he
something to bag one of his gang.
If Bunter's got it right, that's the
way Brown passes on news of some
sort.”

“We'll zo and see I said Harry at
onee  “Slove the boat up—we can

ou like
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get it to the boathouse later,
it in the gully now.”

“Good egg!”

The boat was dragged up out of
reach of the sea.

Beb Ch icked up the bhoat-
hook and ?H n? under ]:En arm. If,
by happy chance, a Hun epy was
spo on the chalk ridge, the boat-
hock was likely to he a useful article,

The Famous Five hurried along
the solitary beach. They were not
feeling by any means sure, but the
meant to look inte the matter, at al
events.

It did not take them long to cover
the distance te the chalk ridge,
harving the beach. Its height hid the
farther beach from their eyes.

Bob Cherry etep on a boulder
and glanced over the top.

“Nobody in sight yet!” he an-
nounced.

“ And there won't be anybody if you
atick up there ornamenting the land-
acape ! remarked Johnny Bull, “Bet
vou the man will sheer off, if he sees
anybody about.”

Leave

“True, O king!" Bob jumped
down, "This is where we take cover,
my beloved ‘earers! Tots of it
about.”

It was easy enough to find cover in
s beach strewn with great chalk
rocks.

The Famous Five picked a spot
where they were screened from sight
hly a pile of boulders and whence
t_:;;r,' could keep watch on the chalk
e,

erc they sat in the sand and
waited—wondering whether they
would scc some mysterious unknown
come along from the dircetion of
Broadstairs, and wondering, too, how
late they were going to be for tea.

HOOKED |

6 ALLQ, halle, hallo " breathed
Bob Cherry.

Nearly an hour had

passed since they had arrived at the
chalk ridge.

The Famous Five still "waited—
with growing doubt, more than
ready for their belated tea, and half-
digsposed to kick themselves for
having taken any heed of the fat
Owl's strange tale,

The tide was coming in and already
washing over the lower end of the
chalk ridge. It was creeping up the
gand, and the juniors realizsed that,
if they waited much lonpger, they
would have to sprint to get back to
the gu!li in Eastcliff Bair before it
pinned them against the cliffs.

Bob was peering round the cdge of
a big chalk boulder, when he gave a
little start and whispered to his
comrades.

“SBister Anne, Sister Anne, do you
%eel?nyh-mly coming ?” yawned Johony

nil.

“Quiet, ass ! Look ™

“Somebody coming®”

i T'E'E !u

Five heads were moved cautiously.
Keeping carefully in cover, and
taking advantage of a2 mass of ara-
weed draping the heap of houlders,
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the chums of the Remove looked out,
scanning the chalk ridge,

It was no longer golitary. A figure
was visible on it—that of a man in o
stooping attitude,

It was an ordinary-looking figure
eoough, in tweeds. At any other
time they would have passed it un-
heeded. But the man's occupation
riveted their attention now,

Stooping, he moved along the top
of the chalk ridge, obviously in
ecarch of something., They saw him
ﬂm]}e in some crevice, and a grunt

oated to their ears as if he was
disappointed at finding
“hen b

1en he dragged aside a mass of
scaweed and peered at the spot
where it had lain, Three or four
times this performance was repeated.

Plainly enoungh the man in tweeds
was searching on the chalk ridge for
something that he could not find.

“By gum !I” breathed Bob. “That
sottles 18! What?™
, Harry Wharton nodded. What the
uniora now saw bore oul what the
at Owl had told them. Evidently
the man in tweeds was looking for
something he expected to find there
—and therc could be no doubt that
it was the something that Bunter
had seen Mr. Brown concéal,

He had not found it yet—but it
wag quite plain that he expected to
find it.

The man rose upright at last, and
the juniors saw him more clearly. He
was a burly, heavily built, bull-
necked man, with a harsh, ruddy
face, The juniors had never seen
him before, though, if they had onl
known it, Soames had, on the nigh
of the air raid.

The man stood staring about him
with an angry and ]puzzled expression
on his face, plainly at & loss, and
quite unaware that eyes wera on him,
He glanced at the incoming tide,
creeping closer and closer. Then,
with another angry, irritated grunt,
he stooped and resumed searching
over the rugged, broken surface of
the chalk ridge.

“That man’s not getiing away!”
whispered Harry Wharton, “It's
pretty plain that he's hand-in-glove
with Brown—we've a right to make
him give an account of himself, af
least. Mind he doesn't cut [

“You bet I*

“Come on ! said Harry.

The juniors made a sudden rush
out of cover and scrambled ap on the
chalk ridge.

The stooping man jerked upright,
atartled, staring at them, e was
taken completely by surprise by their
sudden appearance I he lLad
thought. of flight, he had vo time; the
five juniors were round him almost in
a moment

“Looking for something?” asked
Boly affably.

The bull-necked man in tweeda
gave them a stealthy, suspicious

lance. But his anawer came at once
m perfect English. If he was a
German be had left his accent at
home.

“Yes, I have dropped & penknife!

Tre Maower Lipkanry.—No. 1,681
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Where have you boys come from? I
did not see you,” |

“Ob, just sitting on the other side
of those rocks!"” answered Bob:
“You've lost a penknife! We'll help

to look for it, alhall we?”

“Yes, let's,” said Nugent, with a
erin.

The juniors watched the harsh face
f the mar in tweeds. That he had
1ot dropped a ];lenknife, they kuoew
very well. If he was looking . for
zomething that a foreign apy had left
for him to pick wup, it was guite
certain  that he would mnot want
asgistance in the search !

“You meed not trouble!” said
the man in tweeds. “I have not
asked for g;:-u_r help, and do not want
it! You boys will be in danger here
when the tide comes in -a little
farther—I advise you to go home at
onee.”

“Oh, we'll help you find that pen-
knife,” sakl Bob. “Look round, you
chaps, and see——"

The bull-necked man breathed
hard, his eyes glinting. Five fellows
searching in the crevices of the chalk
ridge might have found something
extremely disconcerting to the con-
federate of Mr. Brown.

" You will do nothing of the sort !”
he snapped. “1I hdave told you that I
do not want your assistance.”

“0Oh, vou can have it, all the
same !” assured Bob, " We're fright-
fully obliging chaps!”

“That will do! You had better
g0, before I box your ears !” suapped
the man in tweeds.

“Have you bought this beach?”
asked Bob, still affably. “If yom
Lhave, how many reichemarks did yom
grive for it?”

The man in tweeds gave a violent
start. His eyes seemed to burn. The
mention of German eurrency gave
him a bad jelt.

"What do wvou mean, vou youn
fool 7 he exulgimed. “ W&tv—}—” =

“My dear chap, I mean that we're
%?ing-tn lielp you find that penknife!

ag it in an oilzkin bag?”’ grinned
Bob.

The man gave another jump, Evi-
dently the “something ¥ he was look-
ing for he expected to find in an oil-

skin bag.

“*You young scoundrel!” le
shouted. “Then you have found it,
before I reached here! You young

rascal, give it to me at omce—it is
my E_mperty »

“Haven’t scen it, old bean!” said
Bob. “But I fancy somebody else
has. Like to take a walk with us?”

“What do you mean, you young
fool 2¥

“We mean this,” said Harry Whar-
ton quietly. “ We're going to see that
you explain yourself to the police;
and you can either come with us of
your own accord, or we shall make
you! Got that?”

The man backed away a pace, pant-

ing,

ﬁT]_m bobbies will be awfully glad
to see f'-:ru,” remarked Bob, “and yon
can tell them where to eall on your
friend Brown! They'd like to Enow
his addreaa.”

The man did not reply.

TrE MigsEeT I.mnmr.-—g

He made
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a sudden leap, springing down from
the chalk ridge to the afnﬂ.

So swift and sudden wae the leap,
that Le was out of reach of the
juniors before a hand could be raised
to seize hold of him.

But; as he cleared the ridpe and
landed - on the sand’® Bob Cher
reached after him with the boat
and' hooked his leg

In another second, the man would
have been in full flight along the
heach. But he was hooked in time,
The sudden drag on his leg sent him
spinning forward, and he crashed on
Lig face in the sand.

“Come on !* roared Johnny Bull.

He leaped down from the ridge,
landing on the man's sprawling legs.
His comrades were after him in a

The bull-necked man, dazed by tho
crash, made an effort to rise, but he
was pinned by five pairs of hands.
He rolled over, struggling and pant-
ing, and almost aFitting_ with rage.
But the Famous Five of Greyiriars
were too many for him.
dragged to his feet, two fellows lgraap-
ing each of his arms, and, burly and
powerinl as he was, he b ance
of dragging himself loosc.

“Coming for a walk?” asked Bob.

“Nein, nein!” yelled the man in
tweeds, forgetting his acquired lan-
guage in his e as he struggled.
“Das will ich picht! Nein!”

“That rather puts the lid on!"
grinned Bob. “I'm afraid we can’t
part with your company, Herr Hun
—iot till the bobbies Have asked you
a few questions. Just to give you a
tip, it will make them suspicious if
you answer them in German!”

“Come on!” said Harry. “We've
no more time to lose—the tide’s
coming in fast!”

The man struggled savagely, and
did not budge a step. The prospect
of a walk with the Greyiriars
fellows evidently had no attraction
for him whatcver.

“Get going !” said Bob. “ We shall
rll pet drowned at this rate, Herr
Hun' Are you going to trot, or
shall I help you with the boathook "

The bull-necked man did not start
—he struggled.

But a sudden application of the
sharp end of the boathook made a lot
of difference. Hc gave a frantic yell,
and started.

And with two juniors on either side
of him, holding his arms, and Bob
Cherry walking behind with the boat-
hook, he tramped savagely and
furiousiy along sands,

The chums of Greyfriars, at last,
marched him u%lt.hﬁ gully to Easteliff
Lodge, with the tide Lap)i;ing and
surging almost at their hee
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TONS OF MONEY !

" SAY, Wibley—"
Whisz !
Thud !

Sir William Bird, alias Wibley,
was sitting in a deeg armchair by
the fireside im the library at Enst-
cliff Lodge,

Billy Bunter was sitting in another

£ Was

armchair; with a thoughtful expres.
sion on his fat face.

Wibley waas reading n “Modern
Boy's Annual.” He had a copy of
“"The Times ” at hand, to spr over
it, in case BJump should happen in.
Billy Bunter was thinking—happy
thuufg'hts to judge by the grin on
hia fat face.

But when Bunter addressed him ag
Wibley, Sir William ceased to read,
and used the Annual as a missile.

It landéd on Bunter’s well-filled
waigtﬁnat. and u&gt ?hﬁrt his flow of
speech quite suddenly,

Bunter roared.

“Oh! Ow! Beast! Wharrer you
buzsing books at me for, you swab?”

“Say Wibl again, and I'll
follow it up with the poker!” kissed
Wibley ferocionsly.
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“Now give me book back, and
shut up!” said Sir William. “You've

been gquiet for ten minntes or more !
Keep it up—it's such a pleasant
change.”

“I've a jolly good mind to chuck
it at your cheeky head!” hooted
Bunter, “Look here, you saill
chump, I'm fed-up with this! See
I'm not staying here any lomger!
I'm goin er”

“Who's the lucky man?” asked
Wibley sarcastically. “Got Maule-
verer on the phone at last?”

“I'm going to Devonshire for a
holiday,” said Bunter, with dignity.
“The ter hols will wind up pretty
soon—well, I'm going to wind them
u}) in Devonshire! Not that I'm
afraid of hombs, or anything of that

kind, yon kpnow—I've got pluck, I
hope. But I prefer the West Country !
Lote of people do.”

“Lote!” agreed Wibley. “Especi-
ally your sort—in war-time! Better

go on to Cornwall while you're about
it, and squat at the bottom of a tin
mine for the duration.”

Snort, from Bunter.

Bunter was not going to admit,
even to himself, that bombs had -
thing to do with his keen desire
finish the Easter holidays in the
glorious county of Devon,

“Well, I'm going!" he svorted,
“Y shall catch an early train in the
morning. I haven't been treated well
here ! You ask a fellow for
Easter——"

“Did anybody ask you for Easter ?”
inquired Wibley. “Who was it?"”

Another snort from Bunter.

“Thig afternoon I wanted the car,”
he went on. “I couldn't have the
car, but those fellowe have got it,
to go over to Ramsgate—-"

“ Petrol’s short, old fat bean! But
ithey couldn’t walk that Hun all the
way to Ii.ams‘%at&. holding on to his
ears,” said Wibley. “And he had
to be handed over. So you're going?
Mean to say that those chaps have
been fatheaded cnough to squeeze
ont that tenner, after all?”

Wibley was quite surprised to hear
that Bunter was Eﬁ'oing: Obviously,
he could uot travel to Devonshire on
the half-crown he had borrowed for
the pictures that afternoon, It was,
perhaps, worth a tenner to - say
good-bye to Billy Bunter; but



tenners, after all, were rare, and cer-
tainly did not grow oh every bush.

Billy Bunter emitted a contemptu-
ous enift.

“1 don't sup they've got a
tenner amony the lot of them,” he
ouswered. if they had, I don’t
want it! I can pay my own way, I

hope 1™

nu-IIIEE-hFH

“I'm not the fellow to borrow
money,” said Bunter.

“My only suffering Aunt Sem-
Prﬁhi’ﬂ."

“I've got lots, if yom want to
know,” said Bunter -crushiogly—
“toms! Mind, I never found 1it,”

he added hastily. _ )

“1 don't suppose you did,” said
Wibley, staring at him. “It's a bit
uncommon to find tons of money. Sure
it'g tona, or only a hundredweight or
EIU ¥p

“I think I mentioned that I was
expecting some EOBtLI- orders,” said
Bunter. “ Well, they’ve come—that's
all 1

“Well, you must have tons of
mo if yom've got all the postal
orders that I've heard you were
expecting,” agreed Wibley, “Rolling
in oof, and mo mistake! Look uere,
you fat ass, if you want to get off,
I'll gtand yom your railway fare
home. If that's what you want—"

*“Keep 1t1” said Bunter scornfully.
“I'm not going home, cither! e
pater’s got a stunt about di{;ging the
garden for growing vegetables, and 1f
I were at home [ expeet I should
have to slog at it. I mean, I'm not

oing home because Bunter Court is
in the hands of the decorators. I'm
ing to Devonehire, and Ilve got
ote_of money to sce me through.”
“ Whose is. 1t 7" asked Wibley.

“Why, you beast!" roared Bunter.
“If wou don’t believe that I've got
lotzs of m —_

Wibley chuckled.

“Well, it wantzs some believing !
he remarked. *“This aftermoon you
stuck five fellows for a tamner each
to go to the pictures. You might
have let them off if you had tons of
mMoney—or even humfredweighta."

“It's come since,” cxplained
Bunter. “I’'m jolly glad you didn’t
let me have the car, as it turned out.
Not that that had anything to do
with it, yon know. I mean, I had
a pleasant walk on the beach, and I
spotted that Hun that the fellows
have taken off in the car. That's why

I'm glad you never let me have the
car—not for any other reason.”
“Well, let's see the toms of

mouey !” grinned Wibley.

“Oh, all right—sceing is believ-
ing,"” jecred Bunter; and he hooked
out a shabby notecase which, shabhy
as it was, was rcma'rkablz_ well sup-
plicd with that uscful article, cash!

Wibley blinked at it. Seeing, as
Bunter remarked, was helieving. He
had to believe that Bunter had, if
not tons, at least a large quantity of
money.

“Where on carth did yom all
that cash, you fat foozler?"” exclaimed
Wibley, in astonishment, a little
mingled with alarm  “What the
thump have ?Jn been up to?”

“You se¢e, I was cxpecting a good

"—JF don’t want it! And
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ntany postal orders, and, as it hap-
pened, they all came on in & batch,”
explained Bunter airily. “I’ve told
you about my rich relations more

than once, bley I"
“If you say * Wibley ' again—"
“Oh rats! I'll say what I"jﬂﬂj
well like!” spnorted Bunter. “I'm

going in the mérning, and you can
jolly well go and eat coke—swve? Youm
can keép your measly railwdy "fare
you can stick
lere to get d bonib on your nut—I'm
fot nﬁfoing‘ to. Now I['vé pot fifty
P'““ EI L1

“Fifty pounds " gas Wibley.

* Pooh ! Wh'ﬂ.t’g that#” said
Bunter loftily.- “H may seem a lot
to Fmr—;rnu*'m poor ! “Fﬂin't sach a
jol lot toe me; I'm used to
wealth.”

Wibley rose to his feet,

He was quite alarmed now. If a
fellow who never had any money, and
who that afternoon - had touched
five fellows in succession for a
tauner each, was in possession of
such a sum as fifty pounds, it was a
matter that needed explaining,

“You unspeakable idiot,” said
Wibley. “ Whose money is that -and
how you -get hold of it?”

“Mine ! hooted Bunter., “Think
I'd pinch it, you fathead ?”

“Well, I don’t think yom'd pinch
it—but it isn't yours, and can’t be,
so tell me at once where you got it !
snapped Wibley. “You unutterable
idiot, do you think we want the
bobbies to come here and run in a
Greyfriars man P '

* Why, you—you cheeky beast!”
gasped Bunter. “It's mine! You
jolly well mind your own business,

low you !

“This _is my business, u fat
idiot! How did you get hold of all
those ourrency mnotes?” demanded
Wibley. ’

“I. had some postal orders——"

“You fat chump!” rcared Wibley.
“You haven’t been near the post
office to change postal orders, even if
you had any, which you haven’t.”

“0Oh, I—I mean, I—I had a cheque
that——"

“A cheque!” gas Wibley. “And
who changed the cheque?”

“Oh! - M-mot a cheque! I don’t
mean a cheque. I mcan a rogiatamd
letter,” stammered Bunter. “This is
how it was—my pater was going to
send me a cheque, but I said I pre-
ferred cash! See?”

“You gibbering idiot ! %

“Yah!” Bunter rose, and gave the
schoolboy actor a Wiﬂ:lﬂﬂﬂ% glare
through his spectacles. “If that
means that you doubt my word,
Wibley, I decline to discuss the
matter further. It’s bheneath a
fellow’s dignity to argune with a
frelli;:r:ir who doubts a fellow’s word!

a .!J

Having emitted that final scornful
“yah ™ In tones of withering con-
tempt, Billy Bunter turned away, to
roll out of the library, ;

Wib]r::{ prnm%t-lg grabbed him by a
fat shoulder. Wibley was not letting
him get away withont explaining his
possession of that astonishing sum of
money. Obviously it could not be
Bunter's; and whose it wns, was a
very urgent question.
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“Leggo!” howled Bunter indig-
nantly.

“You fat ass, tell me at once !

“Will you lagﬁg_?“

“I'll- jolly well bang your head ox
the table if you don't| Oh!” gasped
Wibley.

Billy Bunter made a grab at »
silvery beard, _

That beard was Tfastened o
securely emongh for everyday . use

But it was not fastened on securely
enough to resist a sudden grabh! It
came off in Bunter's fat paw.

A smooth boyish chin was revealed.
where that silvery beard had becs
attached !

“ There, you beast I" gasped Bunter
“You Iegig. or. I’ll have your moj
off, too, Iike I did the other day ! And
if Blump blows in—"

Wibley grabbed at the bieard!

He had to release the fat Owl to
deal with that beard. Billy Bunter’s
mysterious possession of the sum’ of
fitty pounds was not go important o
matter as keeping up his -impersona-
tion of Bir William Bird !

Bunter shot to the door,

Wibley, in hot haste, adjusted the
beard again. -He was in dread of
someone stepping in and seeing him
without it.

Blumyp, the butler, would probabl
have jumped clear of the floor ha
he discovered that his master’s vener-
able- silvery beard was detachable!

“He, he, he!” Billy Bunter, with
the door ﬂEn, grinned back at
Wibley. “Mind your own business,

ou awab! Think I want to atop
ere? TYah! I can jolly well fin
better places than this, where th
ain’t so jolly partienlar about stick-
inﬁ to the ratioms, either! I've a
jolly mind to tell Blump who
you jolly well are before I go, too—so
you can jolly well put that in your
pipe and smoke it, Wibley ! Ea.é to
you! Yah!”

William Wibley gave the fat Owl
a look that the fabled basilisk might
have envied. The beard adjusted, he
made a step towards Bunter.

Bunter mptly stepped out into
the hall. b i

“Come on!” he chortled. *Come
on, Wibley! I'il jolly well have that
beard off again, and ;nur wig, too!
He, he, he! Come on!”

Wibley did not come om! The
victorious fat Owl had the uwvner

hand !
He. grinned in at the doorway at
Wibley, put his fat fingers to his fat

little nose, and chortled.

Having thms expressed his lofty
contempt for William Wibley and a
his worka Billy Bunter banged the
door, and -rolled away, grinning—
leaving Wibley with an expression on
hiz face like unto that of the most
Hunvish of Huus.

BED FOR BUNTER !

ARRY WHARTON & CO. came
back in time for dinner,
They came back in a very
cheery and satisfied mood.

The bnall-necked man had been
detained for inquiries: and there was
no doubt what the result of thosc
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inquiries would be. The
wonld be unable to do further mis-
chief: Which the Famous Five of
Greyiriars justly considered was a
feather 1n theiy caps.

They found Billy Bunter in a very
happy mood; amd Sir William
with a worried ook,

Billy Buanter grinned expansiyely
over ‘liis soup. Plainly, the: fat. Owl
was full of beans—the Co. did not yet
know why,

“I say, you fellows, I'm going in
the morming!” icémarked Bunter.
“I've told Wibley so.”

The silver-haiged. little gentleman
at the head of the table gave Buanter
a look. In the presencé ¢f Blump and
John, he could not give him anything
wmore, cmplatie,

“Shurrup, you fat ass!” whispered

Nugelt.
“Eh? Why?" asked Bunter checr-
fully. I'm net going to give any-

thing away. I can keep a sceret, you
know ! Not that Wibley deserves it,
after thie way he's treated me. 8till,
I'm keeping mum !

Harry Wharton & Co, looked at
Bunter,

Often and often, Bunter mentiohed
Wibley's name accidentelly—irom
slerr ¥atheadedness, as it were! But
it' wasx not. fatheadedness thiz time!
The fat Owl was deliberately mon-
tioning that name to rag Wibley!
That looked as if Bunter
carnest about golng in the morning.
He wax making himself as obnoxious
as possibie before he went.

“Not that I believe in keeping
seeretz,” went on Bunter. * Bit too
syrupstitions to suit me, really. But
vou fellows don’t object to srrup-
stitionsness az I do.”

“We hiad & ripping sail this after-
noon, Siv William,” said Bob Cherry,
by way of changing the topic.

“He, he, ho ! from Bunter.

“1 am glad to hear it, my young
friend.” said Sir Willilam, in lis
throaty voice. “Weo arc having a
remarkably fine Easter—"

“1 say, you fellows!"

“Topping woeather '™
Wharton., “And
topping time !

“Blessed if T see it!” said Billy
Bnuter. “I jolly well know I'm
going! TI'll take you fellows with
me, if you like”

“ Fathead "

“I mean it,” said Bunter. “I'll
rtand the lot of you a holiday in
Devonghire, if yon like! Wibley, too,
if he likes to come ™

Expressive looks were wasted on
Buater. The fat Owl evidently was
determined to go on talking about
Wibley., He was safe from reprisals
in the presence of Blump and John !

“This evening,” continned Bunter,
“I'm going to the pictures. I'll stand
treat all round, if you fellows care to
come.”

“Can't afford to let vou freat us,
old fat man!” answered Bob, with n
shake of the head. :

“Yah! I'm going to Lhave the car,”
went on Bunter. “I'm not walking,
and I'm not rooting after a bus. I'm
going to have the ecar! Blump!”

“Rir I waid- Blump.
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“Let the chanfiemr know that I
shall want -the car at eight”

Blump glanced at his master for
instrnetions.

“I regret,” wheezed Sir William,
“that the car will not be available,
Buanter.”

“Won't it ?” jeered Bunter. “ Well,
then, you'd better get this plain—
that car had better be available when
I want it. Seer”

Blump gave a little start. Joln
gave another. Bob Cherry stretched
out his hand to a glass of water—but
withdrew it. That method of silene-
ing Billy: Bunter was not suitable to
the dining-room at Easteliff Lodge.

“I shall want that car!” said
Bunter. *“See to it, Blump !
Bunter said * See to it, Blump!” as

Nero might have said “See to it,
Tigellinug ! With fifty pounds in
liia pocket, and the world before him,
Bunter Lad no further use for East-
cliff Lodge, or for Wibley. Bunter
Was Jully well going to spread him-
self just as he jﬂl,livmll liked.
red

Bilump igno unter.

“Are - you ing to shut wup,
Bunter *” breathed rry Wharton,

“Nol!” answered Bunter., “I'm

¢oing to have the car this evening,
wad %ihl?’]’ had better sce that I do,
s0 yah '™
illy Bunter furnished most of the

converaation during that meal. The
other fellows were glad when it was
over. Bunter, in his present trucan-
lent mood, was rather difficult to deal
with in the presence of the servants.

After dinner, Bunter rolled out into
the Lall and plumped his weight into
an armchair by the fire.

The Famous Five gathered round
that chair., They were able to deal
with the fat Owl at last.

Bunter blinked at them with a
cheery grin.

“It's eightI” he said. “ Has Wibley
told them to get that car ready?
Ton'd better give Lhim the tip to get
a move on.”

“You fat willain!” said Bob.
“Blump must be wondering by this
time who the dickens Wibley is.”

L1 g‘-’-'! ]lc,ﬂ:!'];: Ilil- k

“You pifting porker——"

“Yah JE o

“What do you think the servants
will think, you fat cuckeo?”

“Blow ‘em!” answered Bunter.
“I'm fed-up with this show, and I'm
going in the ml:r‘min%‘. Wibley can't
expect a fellow to keep his syrup-
gtitions secreta if he doesn’t treat a
fellow decently ! Go and tell him to
order the car for me! Tell him that
if he doesn’t, I'll jolly well call him
W;hley right under Blump's nose, so

ah !1:

“ All hands on deck !” said Bob.

i | _aag—i'arm 1" roared Bill
Bunter, as all hands snddenly gras
him and hooked him out of the arm-
chair. I say—leggo! Wharrer you
up te? Will you eﬁ)ﬂﬂ. vou beasts #*

“Kim on !” said Bob.

Five pairs of hands ﬂwgt Bill
Bunter to the staircase. roare
ag he was swept. Blump looked ont
into the hall in surprise, smiled, and
retired again,

Billy Bunter went up the stairs
faster than he had ever ascended a

staircase before! Spluttering, he
arrived in the oak gﬂ_} ery ahove.

“Will yon leggo?” he roared, “I'm
going to the pictures I

*You're going to bed!” answered
Bob.

“What?” yelled Bunter.

[T BE’d [u

“You silly chump, I ain’t going to
bed! I'm going to the pictures, and
I ain’t coming home till twelve, and
I can jolly well say, quite plainly—
yooop "

Bunter went Ima-‘]l-:m]g along the
gallery! He went rolling iute his
room ! There he was heaved up and

lumped down on his bed, with a

ump that almost shook the anart-
meut.

“That's that!” said Bob. “Now
you put your nose outside this room
again this evening, and you'll be
bumped in ngain, hard!"”

“Beast !” roared Bunter.

The Famous Five guitted the room
and shut the door.

Billy Bunter had asked for this—
now he was getting it. But carncstly
as he had asﬁ ﬂd {;:;r it, Bunterl{lid I;ﬂt
scem  gratifie tting that for
whicl i‘i{u:: had asked. g

The door flew open again, and a fat
face glared out.

“I say, ou fellows,
think——" yelled Hunter,

“Bag him ¥

Bunter was promptly bagged. He
was swept off the floor. He gave a
yell of horrid anticipation. Hiy
horrid anticipations were immediately
Tealised.

if  yom

Bump !

¥ Yaroook '™

Bump !

“Oh erikey !

Bump !

* Yurrrrooooooop !

“Now roll him in!" said Bob.

“Come out again when you want some
more, Bunty, Lotz more if you want
;'t‘JI

Buuter was rolled in and the door
shut !

But he did not come out again!
Bunter had bad cuough—and hc did
not want any more !

TURNED DOWN !

ILLY BUNTER came down at
B ten in the morning.

That was rather early for
Bunter in holiday-time. But Bunter
had to be a little early, with trains
to eatch. He had breakfasted in bed;
and be came dewn ready for travel.
Rather to his surprise, he found the
Famous Five waiting for him in the
hall.

He pave them a sour and indignant
blink through his big spectacles.
Bunter, it seemed, was peeved.

“Qh!"” he grunted. “You're here!”

*“Here we are, here we are, here weo
are again!™ agreed Bob Cherry.

“Not gone out clambering over
cliffs, or walking miles and miles, or
shoving a boat about?” asked Bunter
savcastically.

“Not thig morning, old fat bean!
We want to see you, see?”

“0Oh !” said Bunter.

He fixed his big spcctacles on tha
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‘ Leggo !’ roared Bunter, as Bob Cherry annexed one of his fat ears between finger and thumb.,
““If you think you're going to borrow any of my money, you're mistaken, see ?** From behind

the

Co. His paze cxpressed the most
withering scorn. His fat lip curled.

“I get you!” he jeered. "'You've
heard from Wibley—"

“Do you want to go back to bed?"
asked Bob. “Say Wibley again, and
back you go!”

“Beast ! I'll say what I jolly well
like ! suorted Bunter. However, he
did not say Wibley again. “You've
been sticking in to sec me, have you?
You've heard that I've got lots of
pof ! You can be jolly civil all of a
sudden.”

“Yeos, we've heard that you've gob
lots of oof, Buuter!” said Harry
Wharton quictly.

“Think I don’t know?" jeered
Bunter. “Well, you're not havin
auy of it! I'd have taken the lot of
you with me if you'd been decent!
Now I won't !?

At which the Famous Five smiled.
They had heard from Wibley of
Bunter’'s new and sudden accession of
wealth, and they viewed that amaz-
ing aceession of wealth very seriously.
But ecrtainly they had no idea of
Lielping Bunter to spend it. Their
idea was that Bunter had better not
spend it, or any of it, until he had
accounted for its possession.

“Grin!" eaid Bunter scornfully.
“You can stick here—bombs and all !
I'm going to Devonshire for the rest
of the hols! I'm going to bave a
jolly good time! %o yah!®

“Where did you get all that tin,
Bunter "

“Find ont!"” retorted Bunter.

“You fat asa! seaid Harry

tree, Soames listened to every word.

Wharton. “We can’t let you land
yourself in some awful trouble. If
you've really got a wad of enrrcney
noteg——-="

“I've got fifty !” said Bunter coolly.
“Nothing to me! T've told you that
my pecple are rich I

“0Oh, don’t be am ass ! exclaimed
the captain of the NRemove im-
lmtientlg'. “Where did you get fifty
pounds from r”

“I don't mind telling you!”
answercd Bunter breezily. I liad a
postal order—I mean a cheque—that
18, a registered letter. Why shouldn’t
1? I suppose my pater com scnd me
fifty quids if he likes?”

“You had mno registered letter
yesterday—

“Eh? How do you know I dido’t?"

“I've asked Blump!”

“Like your cheek!” said Bunter
hotly. “No bizney of yours, Harry
Wharton. You can stick your nosc
up in the Remove passage at Grey-
friars if you like, awankiﬂg about as
captain of the Form! You've nobody
here! Got that? Nobody! Less
than nobody !”

Harry Wharton breathed hard.

“Are you going, you fat Owl?” he
asked.

“Yes, I jolly well am!” declared
Bunter emphatically. **I'm fed-up
with this show ! If I can’t have the
car to the station, I'll walk! See?
I'm turning the whole lot of you
down

Billy Bunter rolled acrosa to the
door.

“Stop "' said Harry.

13

“Shan’t ! hooted Bunter.

Harry Wharton stepped to the deor
aud put his hack to it.

Billy Bunter eyed that proceeding
with almoest breathless indignation,

“Why, youn—you—you—> le
%‘Hﬂi}_}ﬂﬂ. “Gerrout of the way!
Vhat ave you butting in for, yon

cheeky beast? Gerrout!”

“You've got to explain, you thump-
ing chump !” execlaimed the captain
of the Remove. “Do you want to be
run in P

“Run in !” gasped Bunter. "“Why,
you cheeky beast, what could I be run
m fory”

“Don't you know what the poct
says "’ asked Hob Cherry.

“* He who snoops what isn't his'n,

Is pretty sure to go to prison!' ”

“Do :Enu, think I pinched it?"
howled Bunter, gurgling with indig-
pation. *“Think I'd pinch quids, youw

beasts ?"

The Famous Five cyed Dunter,
puzzled and perplexed.

Bunter's ideas on the asubject of

roperty were rather wvagne. No-
Eo-dj'a tuck was safe from Bunter.
So far as jam tarts and doughnuts
went, he might have been a faithful
disciple of Joe Stalin or Adelf Hitler.
But even Billy Bunter had his limit—
aud really and truly it was impos-
sible that he could have pinched thosc
currency notes.

On the other hand, if he hadn't,
where had he ohtained them? One
thing was clear—tney weren't his!

In some mysterious way sudden
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wealth had conie inte Bunter's fat
hands, 1t did not and could mot
betong to him. The juniors felt that
they could not let him walk off with
it—with the awful ibility of
an officer in biue tapping him on a
fat shoulder to inguire about it.

Bunter had to be saved from his
own fatheadedness.

“Will you tell ns where it came
from, Bunter?" abtked Nungent, at
last,

“Yes—Bnnter Conrt!”

“You fat, fibbing frump!” roared
Johany Bull. “Chuck it! If yom
enme by it honestly, you can tell the
truth about it.”

“8n it came from Bunter Court, did
it 7" asked Harry.

“Yes—tip from my pater!” said
Bunter cheerfully.

“Do yon mind if I ring up your
pater on the telephone and ask him #”

“Eh? What? Don’t you ;ilﬂlj"
well do anything of the kind!™ ex-
claimed Buuter, in*alarm. “If the
pater knew about this, he would jolly

well put his foot down !
“I1f le knew about it!” shrieked
Bob., “Aud you've just told us he

sent it to you for a tip !

“OL!” gasped Bunter.
mean, it—it wasa't my pater!
was my Unecle George !

“Your wncle sent you fifty quids
in a chunk ?” howled Johnuy Bull.

“Yea! Nothing to him—a mere
trifle I assured Buuter. *He's roll-
ing in it! Sticky with oof, in fact!
Fifty pounds is absolutely mothing
to my Unele Herbert!”

“Your Unele Herbert:”

“I—I mean, George! Now lct mc
pass, you beast! I'm going! If you
watted my company here, you should
have been more eivil abont it before
this! It's too lnte now—I'm furn-
ing you down !”

“Blessed if T can make it out!”
said Harry Wharton. “He can'’t
have pinched it, I suppose. But it
can't be his—he must have found it
somewhere. Sopmebody dropped a
notecase, perhaps. -He's potty enough
to think that findings are keepings,
till a policcman explains to him that
they aren’t !

“That's it, I expect,” said Johnny
Bull, with a nod.

“Did you find it, Bunter?”

“That’s telling!” answered Bunter
astutely.

“Then you did find it#”

“0k, no, ucthinﬁ of the kind! My
Uncle Rupert—

“Yon burbling bloater, you never
had a letter of any kind yesterday !”

“Special messenger!” explained
Bunter. “Being in cash, you know,
my Uncle William sent it by hand,
for safcty, you know [”

“Will you tell us where you got
frighttnl

vy 1
It

all that money, you
chump 7
“I've told you! It was a tip

from the pater—I mean my Uncle
William—that is, Herbert! Now
you jolly well miid your own busi-

ness, aud let a fellow get out !
hooted Bunter “Blump! I eay,
Blump !™

The butler eame out of the service
doorway and crossed the hall.
Tae Mioxer Lsgarr.~No. 1.681.
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Bunter yelled to him,

Blump glanced round.

“Yes, girs”

“Open that door for me, Blump ¥

Blump looked at him, and looked
at Harry Wharton.

He bad heard that Master Bunter
was going that morning, and his
impression was that Master Bunter’s
departure would be an improvement
of the lanﬂannPc. It was rather a
surprise fo Blump to see anyone
impeding that departure.

arry Wharton, compressing his
lips, stepped away from the door.

Exdctly what te do in the peculiar
circnmstances he did mnot guite
know, He did not want to draw the
general attention of Easteliff Lodge
to the fact -that Bunter had a sum
of money in his posdession that did
not belong to him,

He ste El aside — and  Billy
Bunter, with a trinmphant fat gvin,
rolled out.

Outside the . doorway he glanced
back, with a scornful blink through
his big spectacles,

“Yah!” said Bunter. “I'm turn-
ing you down—the lot of you!
Yah I7

And with that valediction the fat
Owl rolled away down the avenue.

BUNTER KNOWS BEST !

OAMES stepped quickly behind
a trec.

The sea-lawyer had been lean-
ing on the truuk of that tree on the
road over the cliffs that led from
Eastcliffi Lodge to the village.

His keen eyes under the brim of his
hat were watching the road in either
direction, and every now and then he
glanced over the grassy cliffs and at
Eastelif Lodge at a little distanec.

Anyone who had noticed Sonmes
might have guessed that he was on
the watch. Perhaps he was on the
look-ont for a man with blond cye-
brows, for it was certain that Soames,
for some mysterious veason of his
own, was deeply iuterested in the
movementis of r. Browu, the spy
who kept secrct watch on Bir William
Bird's residence.

But no one observed Svames on the
wateh, for when there was an oceca-
gional passer-by on thic lonely road,

he stepped behind the tree and re-
mained there till the spot was clear
again,

Thiz time it was a fat figure roll-

m%' up the road from the gate of the
lodge that caused Soames to step
out of sight.

It was only Billy Buoter; and had
Bunter seen BSoames, probably he
would liave taken to his heels. But
Soames did not want attention drawn
to his presence, and he backed behind
the tree to allow the fat junior to
roll by unseeing,

From that cover he fixed n. rather
ceurions eye on Bunfer as he came
nearer.

Bunter had not covered much dis-
tance, so far, on his way to the rail-
way station, but his fat face was
pink with exertion, and le grunted
az he rolled. At the same time, he

Eﬂﬂnﬁl._ﬂﬂﬂ_ﬁﬂuﬂ"j, as I at very
agupy thoughts.
mething, it seemed, had ha
reﬂe;l to buck Bunter up. He really
lookedl like a fellow who had come
into a fortune |

He bad nearly reached the ﬂﬁ)ot
where Boames stood watching when
he paused to push back his cap and
mop. a fat, };fmpiﬂng brow, and
Boames heard him ejaculate :

* Cheeky beasts I”

Bunter, apparently; was thinking
of the friends he had left behind him.

Soames, looking pnst him, saw five
ﬁlgurﬂ turn out at the gate of East-
eliff Lodge, They stood in .the road,
glancing round t for a moment,
and then, spotting Buuntcr, came after

him at a trot. .
The sea-law o himself atill
chind the thick,

more carefully
massive tree-trunk.

Harry Wharton & Co.'s cyes were
rather keencr than Billy Bumter's.

There was a patter of feet on the
road, and Bunter blinked back
through his hig spectacles. At the
pight of the Famous Five, he gave
an ry and contemptuous snort.

“Hold on, old fat man " called ont
Bob [‘!herr;,'.

“Shan’t ! yapped Bunter,

He rolled on his way, rcgardless.
But in & foew moments the juniors
overtook him, and Bob aunmexed a {at
car betwecn finger and thumb.

“"Held on!'" he aaid.

“Beast!” roared Bunter., “Leggo!
If you thiuk you're soing to bhorrow
any of my money, yvou're mistaken
—see? You refuscd to lend me ten

ounds yesterday—yon jolly well

now you did! Well, I ain’t lend-
ing you anything !”

“You howling ass

“Leggo my car, you beast ! yelled
Bunter.

Bob released the fat cav: but the
five juniors placed themselves in a
circle round Bunter.

He had to come to a halt. He
halted under the shady branches of
the roadside tree, behind the trunk
of which a stenlthy fignre was in-
visible from the road.

“1 say, you fellows, wharrer you
wont #* demanded Bunter. He waa
perplexed, as well as peeved. 1
can jolly well tell you that I ain™
lending you any of my fifty pounds
Yon con take that from me! You
can't expect it after the way youm've
treated a fellow !®

“We've come after you, you fat
frump, to speak to you where all
Eastcliff Lodge can’t hear!” said
Harry Wharton. “Now——"

“I ain't coming back !” said Bunter
firmly. “I've said that I've turned
you down, and I mean it! I'm fed
up with the lot of you! Perhaps
yvou understand what yom’re losi
vow.! Well, it's r own fault!
simply refuse to have anything more
tﬁ.gﬂ with you

“You unspeakable idiot!”

“Yah |2 :

“Before you go’ said Harry
guietly, " vou've got to explain where
ou got that fifty pounds. We can’t
et you walk with it, and
haps land wourself in Bovstal! If
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you'vo foutd it, it’s not yours—it
pist be taken to the police station [®

“Beast |2

“Can’t you wunderstand that a
policeman could run yon in for k
ing itP” exclaimed the captain of
the Remove. * ou want to be
taken before a magistrate #*

“X never found it,” yelled Bunter
—"at least, not what you'd call find-
ing it! It's mine! Hgﬂ'ﬂnclﬂ Philip
can send me fifty guids if he likes,
without asking yon! Now let a chap
pass—I've to eatch a train 1®

“Will you tell 'us where that money
came from, you benighted cuckoo?™

* Beast |

“Bump him!” said Johnuy Bull.

“Keep on bumping him till he
coughs it up ! e can't let a Grey-
friars man run in!”

The cirele of juniors closed in on
Bunter. )

To leave that extraordinary matter
where it was, was im ible.
Bunter had to explain. If the
money, by some amazing ngﬂsﬂl_bﬂlt_j',
was his, he could walk with it,
and the sooner the better. If it was
not, the consequences of walking off
with it were too terribly serious.

“Last time of asking!” said the
captain of the Remove. “Cough it
up, or—"

“Beast!” roarcd Bunter.

“Bump him

“I say—yoo-whooop I

Bump !

“Oh cerikey! Leggo!” roared
Bunter. “I say, I don't mind telling
you! Beasta! Will you te¥ of"

“Cough it up, then, you silly owl I
TLOW, Johnny Bull, “We can’t
waste all the morning on you."

“Mind your own business ! howled
Bunter, "“Who asked you tc butt
in, I'd like to know 1"

“@Give him aneother !”

“Hold om, you rotters—I'm just
going to tell you!” howled Bunter.
*1 got it yesterday, you beasts! It's
mine ! That man Brown left it hidden
for the other man to pick up, on the
chalk ridge. Now you know, you

rotters ¥

“OQh! pgasped all the juniors
together.

“It's jolly well mine!” declared
Bunter, “That beast Brown ia a

spy, and would be run im if the
bobbies could spot him. The other
man is A spy, and bas been run in,
They're both Huus. Well, this is a
capture from the cnemy, see? I got
it, and it's mine.”

Harry Wharton & Co. stared at
Bunter blankly,

Not for a moment had they thought
of such an explanation as this.

They had supposed that Mr. Brown
had left some sort of a letter for his
confederate to pick up, and as the
lull-necked man had not found it
before th interrupted him, the
had no doubt that it had been wash
away by the tide.

Certainly it had mever occurred to
ithem that it was a wad of curren
notes that Mr. Brown had park

there—and that the fat Owl of the

Remove had anvexed the same,
“0Oh 1" axclaimed Wharton., He re-
membered Buntor's mention of ah

vilskin  bag, “That scoundrel

EVERY SATURDAY

Brown left money there in an oilskin
bag, is that it#*

; Buipusa he did ?* snorted Bunter.
“Think I was going to leave it
there 7*

“Bo that's it ! said Bob.

“1 ain’t whacking it out!” said
Bunter. "I captured it, and it's
jolly well ‘mine! Sort of treasure
trove, seq¢?”

“Well, my hat ! gaid-Nugent. “It's
a German spy's money—pay for the
other rotters who work with him, I
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uxmdirty for a deecent chap to
tonch ! grunted Johmny Ball,

“You ailly chump!” sgaid Bunter.
“Fifty whole quida !”

Bunter ¢vidently did not think that
that sum was too di to touch.
Bunter seemed to share the opinion of
the old Roman emperor, that the
smell of all money was sweet.

*“Now you jelly well mind your own
business, and sheer off ! gnorted the
fat Owl, “I ain’t whacking it omt,
and I sin’t lending ‘Fuu any! Go and
eat coke, the lot of you!”

“You've no right to keep it " said
Harry. “I don't know how the law
stands in such a matter, but it’s per-
fectly plain that it ought to be
handed over at the nearest police
station,”

“Rot " said Bunter.

“Have a little sense, you fat
duffer I said the captain of the Re-
move. “You can’t possibly kecp it
witheut saying anything.”

“Can’t I?" grinned Bunter.

“It must belong to the Govern-
ment ! said Nugent,

“The Government didu't find it—I
found it !” said Bunter. “It’s mine.
I'm fectly satisfied about that.
Now leave a fellow zlone.”

“For goodness’ sake, Bunter, take
it to the police station at Eastcliff,
and get rid of it, before you land in
trouble ' said Harry. “We'll come
with you, if you like."

“Who wants your company?”
jeercd Bunter. “I jolly well dom’t!
All I want is to see the last of you.”

The Famous Five stood non-
plussed.

Not one of them doubted that
money found in such circumatances
ought to be handed over to the authori-
ties at once. It did not need a know-
ledge of the law—only common
sense. But common sense had never
been Billy Bunter's long suit.

“I'm going to do just as I jol
well choose!™ gaid Bunter emphatic-
ally. “Think wou're to boss

in
me? I foancy 1 know ggﬂt% Yah I

Bunter, like the deep and dark
blue ocean in the poem, rolled on.

Harry Wharton raised his hand—
and dropped it again.

*This ‘will mean trouble for you,
Bunter ! he =aid. “Tf you've got 4
spot of sense, you'll walk into the
police station and report the matter
at omee.”

Snort, from Bunter.

“If you had as much sense in your
brain- as I've pot in my little
toe, you'd be ten fimes as clever as
you are, Harry WhartonI” he re-
torted. *Think I don’t know my way
about? Yah!"

The Famous Five, quite at a loss
gazed after Bunter as he went,

2

Johnny Bull gave a grunt.

"' Eu;;pma we -¢ollar the fat ass and.

nk him along to the police station

his ears?™ he & ted. “If he
can kmy the momey, they will tell
him so.

“Um !” said Harry. “Blessed if I
know what we ought to do. I suppose
Bunter's his own master, if you come
te that, But—*

“The butfulness is terrific ¥ mur-
mured Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

The juniors walked slowly back to
Eastcliff Lodge. Talking Bunter
wag useless, and thiey hardly felt dis-
posed to adopt the drastic measurc
suggested by Johnny Bull,

Had it been a case of “findings
keepings,” ns they had supposed,
their conrse would have been clear.
But the case was so peculiar that
they hardly knew lLow to deal with
it; and Bunter, after all, was hia own
master. But it was a worried party
that walked back to the lodge.

After t]_u?' wera “ﬁnn& Soames
Btﬁ,l? out from behind the tree.

ere was a smile on the sea-
lawyer’s face as he walked quickly
away, taking the direction that Billy
Bunter had taken.

t——

RICHES TAEE UNTO THEMSELVES
WINGS !

ASTERE BUNTEE—"
Billy Bunter was grunt-
ing between warmth and
ecxertion when that soft, sleek voice
spoke. But at the sound of it,
unter’s grunt choanged into a squeal
of alarm.
He spun round on the dusty, sunuy
road, and blinked at Soames.

It was warm that morning, and
sunny, and rather dusty in the wind,
and Billy' Bunter's thoughts up to
that moment had been chiefly con-
centrated on the awful hardship of
having to walk to the railway station.
Even the fifty pounds in his pockets
did not Whﬂlfj" cousdle him for that
hardship.

But he forgot all about hot sun-
shine and dust, and the fatigue in his
fat little legs, ns he blinked at James
Soames,

“0Oh crikey!" said Bunter, in a
gasping voice,

“A nice mornine, Master Bunter !

said Soames, in his smooth, deferen-

1

Iy tial valet manner, which had a spot

of mockery in it

“Qh! Yas! Finecl” gas
Bunter, “G-g-g-good-bye, foames!”

“You look a little fatigued,” said
Soames, -with respeotful sympathy.
“Perhaps you would like to sit’ down
for & few minutes and rest, Master
Bunter, and chat with an old friend—
if T may call myself such, with duc
regard to the difference in our
positions.”

Nothing could have been more
urbanely rea%cctfﬂl than Soames’
mianner. But Billy Bunter was aware
exactly how much that was worth.
When Soamcs was aboubt Bunter felt
rather like o fat mouse in the pre-
sence of a cat! _

“J—— Oh! No! Tes! I—I mean
no !* stammered Bunter. “I—F've
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got a
Another time-
“No time like the present, Master
Bunter ¥ smiled Soames. " Your
holidays will soon be at an end
and at your school I could ll&rﬂl;
hope to EH}{IF a, chat with you.
fear that I should not be persona
grata there—if it is not presumption

on my part to quote Latin.”

L3

train to Soames !

5l

catch,

e,

“Pray accede to my uest,
Master Bunter,” urged Soames. “1
fear that it wonld not be consistent
with the respect due to you to take
you by the collar—yet that is pre-
cisely what I shall do, if you argue
the point.”

Billy Bunter cast a wild blink up
and down the road,

But it was a lonely road by the sea,
and no one was in sight. In fact, it
was plain thit Scames Lad picked his
moment when no one was in sight
for closing in on the fat junior.

“This way, Master Bunter !? gaid
Soames amicably.

Bunter wounld gladly have taken to
his heels. But as Soames’ long legs
could cover the ground at least six
times faster than Bunter’s little fat
ones, that was nscless as a resource.

“I—I—I say, I—I've got to cateh a
train !” mumbled Bunter.

“Quite so—this way !

In a state of trepidation the fat
Owl moved off the road with Soames.

A sinewy hand was ready to grab
his collar, and there was no %ulp
for it

At that point the road was boraered
by a high hawthorn hedge. Soames
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led the way through a gap, and
stopped when the hedge hid them
both from the sight of passers-by.
He pointed to a grassy knoll, and
Bunter sank down on it—he was glad
to vest his weary legs, at any rate.

Sonmes remained standing, with an
affcctation of respect that was more
terrifying than reassuring.

“I—I—I say, wharrer you want,
Soames?” mumbled Bunter,

He was decply scarved by flhe sea-
lawyer., He was puzzled, too.
Soames was 8 dangerous enemy; but
the fat Owl could not sce that he bhad
any causc for cnmity now. It was
plain that Soames wanted something.

“I am going to give yvou some ad-
vice, Master Bunter ! said Soames
smoothly. * Please do not regard it
as presumption—advice from a man
of my cxperience iz alwnys useful to
a young gentleman of your years.”

Bunter blinked up at him.

“Wharrer you mean?” he gasped.

“Youn are in a somewhat diffienlt

wition,” explained Soames. ‘Pro-

ably you are unacquainted with the
law on the subjeet of having contact,
or dealings of any kind, with cunemy
aliens. The moncy you dave
found —"

“Wha-a-at ?" stuttered Bunter.

His cyes popped at Scames.

Soames  knew. How he Lknew
seemed like magic to Bunter—as lLe
had not  the slightest idea that
Soames had been bohind a tree, a
quarter of a mile back along the
road, during his interview with the
Famous Five. But he could see that
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Seames Eknew about that freasure.
trove,

“Is it not a fact that you lave
found a sum of money, placed in a
particular s&mt by one German epy,
to be picked up by another?” asked

Sonmes,

“Oh, ne! Notlung of the kind!”
stuttered Bunter, “Wha-at’s put
that idea into your head, Soames?”

“This is unworthy of you, Master
Bunter,"” said Soames, with pgentle
reproach. “It is very wrong to tell
untruths—as well as uscless, in thiy
particular case, The money you
have found——"

“I—I—I haven't—" stammered
the fat Owl. “I haven't got amy
money about me, Soames—there ain't
auny pound notes in my noteease, and
the other half ain't 1 my trouscrs
pocket, either.”

Soames smiled genially.

“I am going to give youn some
adviee, Mastor i!untm-, which may be
useful to you,” he said. “Honesly
is the best }{lﬂliff. I have not always
obscrved this valuable precept my-
sclf, I comfess, but it may be unseful
to you to learn that I should have
been much better off at the present
time had I done go. You are wel-
come to the fruit of my experience,
Master Bunter.”

“I—I say, I—I ghall my
train—-m"

“In such o ease as this,” continued
Soames, unhceding, “the moncy
should be handed over to the proper
anthority without delay. You shounld
have taken it at once, Master Bunter,
to the nearest police station and re-

orted the whole occurrence, as yonr
riends adviscd you to do. You are
liable fo certain penalties for not
having done sol”

“ Ol lop' I

“The solution of this difficulty,
however, is quite simple,” went on
Soames. “ You may hand Mr. Brown's
currency notes over to me——"

“Eh?"

“That will relieve you of 4ll
responsibility,” explained Soames,

HI—I—I don’t mind the responsi-
bility 1" stammored Bunter. “I—I—I
don't mind it at all, Soames!”

“I cannot permit you to aet in a
thoughtless manner, and incur all
sorts of legal penaltics,” snid Soames,
ghaking his head. “I will take the
whole responsibility—and the whole
sum! Do you understand?"

“Look here——"

“It is an odd thing,” sald Soames
musingly, *“that while ‘I -have becn
trailigg Mr. Brown for whole weeks,
it is an utter blockhead Tlike you,
Master Bunter, who has sueceeded
where I have failed. It is very odd
indecd.  However, if you entrust
Mr. Brown's currency notes to my
keeping, there is no harm done. I
advise yvou to do so.”

“T-t-t-thank you for your advice,”
mumbled Buuter “But—but I—I1
think I'll keep them; Soames.”

“I am sorry for that,” said Soames
rﬂfrethlllp “It will be very pain-
ful to me to use harsh measures,
Master Bunter., I was always a man
for gentle and peaceful methods. It
is not for me, however, to argue with
a young pentleman in your position,
and if you really prefer me to twist

lose



your fat necek {ill your oyes pop
out——"

“Yaroooh !”

Billy Buuter’'s shabby notcease
came into view in a twinkling. A
wad of uofes from his trousers
pecket followed it

It was a wrench for Bunter. The
fact that the curremecy notes did not
belong to him was not much of a
consolation,

Soames smiled at the sight of the |

plunder.

“You feel that yom would prefer
to entrust Mr. Brown’s funds from
the Gestapo into my kecping, Master
Bunter?” he asked.

" No—I—I—I mean yes,” groancd
Bunter,

“Thank sou very much, Master
Bunter.”

Billy Bunter's eyos -and spectacles
mournfully watched the currency
notes disappear,

Soames, with a polite bow, lianded
Lhim back the s_hnbl? notecase,

“I—I say, I—I haven't
and-six in my other pocket,
Bunter.

“What?"

“I—I haven't, really! The fellows
never lent-me a tonner cach, to
to the pieturcs yesterday. Besides,
I spent it!”

oames looked af him.  Soames,
without a twinge of conscicnce—if he
had- a conscience—wns taking the
notes that had belonged to the agent
of the Gestapo. Bat, really, Soames
was ineapable of pinching a half-
crown' from a schoolboy. Billy
Bunter's fears for that half-crown
were quite unfounded.

“I haven’t got two-and-six!”
gasped Bunter. “I—I spent it
yesterday, Soames! The fellows
never lent it to me, e¢ither. Hesides,
I paid them back.”

-Boames did not anawer him in
words. He took a fat ear between a
ﬁuﬁler and thumb, and jerked Bunter
to his feet. By that fat ear, he led
Lhim back to the gap in the hedge.

There he released the ear, leavin
Bunter Etﬂnﬂiu‘% facing the road,
Then he drew back his foot, and
delivered a powerful kick.

“ Yooo-hoop I" roared Bunter.

He flow into the road, where he
landed on his fat hands and knees.

Soames, without wasting another

lance on him, walked away across

12 field.

“*Yow-ow-ow-0w ! roared Bunter.
“Beagt! Oh crikey! Wow!”

He serambled to his feet.

Soames was gone! ]

Billy Bunter was left alone on the
sunny, dusty roatd. He wriggled, and
spluttered for breath. And he did
not resumo his way to the railway
station.

That holiday in Glorions Devon was
off uow,

The West Country was as atirac-
tive as ever; but the landscape of
“Devon or Somerset was uot going to
be Dbrightened by the attractive
visage of Billy Buanter. He was not
going to bring up the surplus popu-
lation of Bristol to sizteen thousand
and oue!  Riches had taken unto
themselves wings, and flown away. A
collection of hve tanners obviously

t two-
Eogaapnﬂ

| on behind the scenes at Gr

EVERY SATURDAY

COME INTO THE OFFICE,
BOYS AND GIRLS!

Your Edilor Is always pleased to
hear from his readers. Write to
him: Editor of the MAGHNET, The
Amalgamated Press;, Lid,, Flegtway
House, Farringdon 51., London, E.Q.4.

of seeing these words: “ ORDER

EARL

like the present—for there's a war on
still—they are necessary.

New treaders arc swelling our

ranks every day, and Saturday—the

S{ELIE of you may be a little fired

i yet in cirenmstances

ublication day of the Maiexer—is
oming a Letter Day in almost
every bome, The demand for the 01d
Paper ia bigger than ever. See to it,
then, chums, that {eou are on. the
enfe side of the counter by placing a
regular order for your BMaenNer every
week. An Order Form for this pur-
pose has appeared frequently in this
paper. Safety First, ecspecially in
war-time, is a slogan worth remem-
bering.

Interest in the Maexer characters
grows apacce. I am gefting smowed
under with gueries about w.'g;: goes

Tiars.
Here's a sample, for instance: How
many. -“ bobs” has Bill
borrowed? How many “stink-bikes ™
has Coker smashed up?  How many
pound notes has Lord Mauleverer
changed? How many cigarcttea has
Vernon-Smith smoked ?

I'm afraid
anawering such questions as these is
rather difficult! To tabulate all such
information would take up too much
valuable time. Even Mr. Frank
Richards, brilliant man as he un-
dnuhtedlg_ is, cannot be expected to
keep facts like these in mind! I do
my best to answer all reasomable
requests for information. My work-
ing time, and, incidentally, a great
deal of my leisure time, is yours, and
always will be, 8o long as I sit in the
editorial chair. But there's a limit!

Here are some

REPLIES IN ERIEF

to rﬂﬂde-rs' queries, and whieh I
really must find room for this week :

JAMES L. (Wealthamstow), who
says he is a fervent admirer of the
Greyiriars stories, asks mie whele
Mr. Frank Richards lives. Well,
James L., My. Richards & wonld
not, I*think, thank me for publishin

hie exact  privete address heresi

Bunter E
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might lead fo an embarrassing
number ‘of visitors and correspoud-
ents! But I will tell you this much—
Mr. Richards has for many years past
lived in the county of Kent,

MARY 8. (Bristol) writes mé o
very nice letter, in the course of
which she says: “I expeet you will
think it funny that I am a Muaexer
reader, as I am o girl.,” Bless you,
Mary, yon are not the only girl
Maaxer reader by several thousands.
Every day my postbag contains
dozcns of lettera from pivl readers.
And why not? The Maaxer is per-
feetly clean and wholesame in its toue,
and can be read by any and cvery
wentber of the family—and generally
it i ! Hundreds of girls have written
to say that they prefer the Maexer
to any other paper published.

JOHN B. {Luton) asks how much
can Billy Bunter cat? The answer is
too much. To put the matter to actuai
test would be rather too expensive
an undertaking, I am afraid, The
amazing thing about Bunter is that
he can gorge himself like a boa-
constrictor, .take. a short nap,
wake up again ready for a li;e
meal ! '

Acknowledgments for their ex-
cellent letters go ‘to: V. Lewis
Studley), @. Jade (Cheshunt), R.
psker (Durham),r P. D. Robinson
Bournemouth), H. Ellis (Yorks),

and
arty

. R. King (Cheshire), L. Edwards
](.:Bla&kpqnlﬁ E. -‘FPayne (Burbiton),
. Bmith (8u - Burge

(Eltham), and the mldr&ﬂ: and one
readers who have thanked me for the
Greyfriars map published in a recent
issue,

Now for a word or two about

“THE NAZI SPY'S SECRET ! "
By Frank Richards,

the final yarn in our present.popular
series of. school yarne,. which will
appear in néxt Satirday’s. Maener.
Alone and unaided, Harry. -Whaston
sets out -to shidow .the ememiy.'sp
who is lurking within the vi-tﬁr'lﬁtj' %
Eastcliff Lodge. Luck. is against the
Incky 'Greyitiars:-junior, ~however,
or he falls into the mereiless hands
of ‘the ‘enemy! - Things are looking
very -black ‘for. Wharton, when
Sgames Unexpec vomes to his
reseue. What is the spy’s seeret?
What _mgjataﬁuua part is Soames play-
igS?_ The -anawera to these questions
will “be_fourd- in this full-of-thrills
yarh, My -advice to you is, don't

wonld” wot sce Bunter through his
intended trip. It was Easteliff ge
or nothing!"

Buntér had tumed down -Easteliff
Lodge dnd- tite “Easter party there:
Hig only -resourge- now was fo turn

in at- Owl .starféd pluggin
back alnuE'tl_mt sunny, dusty road,
the wug ¢ bad come,

The iat junior's riches had taken
unto themselves wings, and the ‘only
thing for him to do was to. return to
Easteliff Todge !

thiehi u a}%giu, And, with deep fecl-
29; - tha’

miss 1% [
YOUR EDITOR.
- TURNED UP !
“rYyVHE :ass!”
l.. “The chump !
' ' “The fathead!”

“The terrific toad!”

“The .]tq_w]ing goat!”

“Blow. him’

Bix fellows werc discussing Bunter.
_8ir William, . wae .sitting .. the
library at Eastehff Leodge. angd. thé
Fawous Five werg with -him.™ And
they were all worgied. =
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. Bunter's deparfure, in itsclf, was
no disaster.  Devon and Somerset
were. weleome to Bunter—more than
weldome ! It was the matter of the
fifty.pounds that worried the Grey-
friars fellows.

I% was clear what Bunter ought to
haivs done. But, apart from that,
thr. juniora werg anxions about the
collsequences - to Bunter.” All sorts
of paine and penaltics might be
attached to what he was dqmtr The
juniors. would , net, perhaps, have
missed Buntey fr;arfql had he not
turned . up at Gre fume next term,
But. really, they did ‘wot want him
to turn up at Borstal.

i The  ass—the chumpu-the
head ! . Blow hini!" said  Wibley.
"Hﬂthmrr we can do, I suppose—--="

“ Might have booted him before he,
went,” ’rEmarL ed Jolnny Bull,

= Well he's gone 1™ saul Harry. “I
suppose we shan't sec him ~ agmn
B t_ll'

“I say, yom feIluws

There was a. meneral jump at, ﬂm
sound “of that familiar voice.

Six fellows spun’ round, d% if nioved
by the same spring.

The library door had opened. A
familiar fat: figure’ rolled. in—dusty
aud ﬁcrsplrmn‘ Twu} little round eyes
blin at the juniors throuth a pair
of big round spectacles.

“Bunter ! said  six
Unison.

4 Blump s*ml voil were all in heye,”
said Bunter. “I thought I'd let you
know. at. onée that I'd- ::lml:tg-r:{l nmy

rJ'J

voices, in

mind—I kiew how you'd miss me,

old. chaps.”

They. gazed af him.

They. were, in-peint of fact, glad
to see. Bunter again—in the peeulinr
cireumstaices.  But they were syr-

1M W]w Tve had returned - was a
mystery, - ‘But, Jolhuny . Ball put his
ﬁu‘gm‘ on the solution of tIm mvy -qtm:,

Lost the money 7" he asked.

“Oh, really, Bull——*
.. Ynu ]].EI.".'E"H: £ lost-it ™ E"tt‘iﬂlﬂltﬂ
Harty 'Whaiton.

AOF course I hmrml’t'
fellow to:kode Wmaiey 1

AN ht, theu,” said Wibley.
“Yowll take it to. the police station
at once, and that's that !

I'm uct a

S Ro I m:mld if I'still hiad it, if you

make - point -of it,” said . Bunter.
“ After all; nhﬂt 8 mouey - hetween
frlendﬂ P

il b i you ztill had. J,t " wilp{l Baols.
“t ".'i'.'ﬂu gaicht you ll}rqu t lost . it '™

-*I haven't, (‘lﬂli}l- [+ !

‘mittéd Bunter.

fat-

lmaesl Thev had not.expected to see -
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“Then -you've still got it o :
“N-u-no; I haven’t got it!" ad-
“That isn’t why T've
come back, of course. - I've come
beenuse I'm sticking to my old paha

like I said <1 wbuld. The fact 1s,
like you fellows too mul:h to IE'EI.‘FE
you. I don't think youw're a stuck-up
ass.. Wharton—=

" Don’t yﬂu’" gasped Wharton.

“Not at all, old chap! I don’t
think the other fellows are a lot of
louts, Nothing of the kind! Never
saw such a really jolly crowd !” said
Bunter. “If I still had the Iﬂﬂﬂ&j‘
T’d hand it to the nearest bobby, to
ﬂl‘l]:l'-’"i.: vou! As if I care for mun&y’

“ Where is it?” roared Bob.

“I don’t know.”

“You don't know ?” gasped Wlhle

“H{:—-—bnnmes never told me wher&
he was gmﬂﬁ w:th j—

“Soames ! yelled the juniors,

“Yes—Soames grabbed it e:rﬁ' me,
the ‘beast ! That isn’t why I've comie
Laeck,” “of . course—gof Eﬂ:lau]utelj
nothiiig to do with it. If yon feltows
think it ought to be reported to'the
police," I don’t ‘mind. T've no objec-
tion to -tglling .them that Snamaa
grabbed it off me,’ while I was oi my} .
way to the police station with ig——"
B- i lhile” you" were—what ?” howled

0

"% Oh, my hat I
. Therc was the sound of a gﬂug
from: the:liall.-

Billy Bunter’ pricked up ]113 fat
enxs. | It denoted a‘meal’;
g | sa}, you_fellows, that’s lunch !
Ie exﬁlmnmd “I -say,-ain’t it-joll
lucky I got b:ﬁ:k in-time for ]1t'i‘u:'|1’--7I ;
mlglﬂ; ‘have: lmf::ﬂ late, é‘l]'ll know. But
it's all vight. * I say, thank goodness
lineh is ready.! I'm famished "
“You faf villain-
Bunter did-not stay t{n hear more.
Lunch - called—an . irrésistible ' eall.
He: rolled away to the dming-rnnm—
first in the field.  Billy ‘Bunter had
lost his new-found wealth. But it
was a zood linech—thére was atill
balm iy Gilead !

- * Lo

The .Easter .party,

turned down, had- e,en turned  up

again—and they ata.je-:l up, 8o to

speak: - Billy Bunter: had. declared

that he would stick to his old ]leﬂ-m
aud he did stiek, like a hmp-&ﬁ

THE END.

on’t miss “THE" NAEI SP]”S'.

5 CRET""—the ﬁnal yarn in" this
gmﬂd gerieg.
dtw.-:i'mi g H#GH‘EI )

S

" *®
having been:

You'll ﬁﬂd it in next,
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