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By B-B CH--.Y!

PASSED BY THE CENSOR!

RECENTLY rcceived a letter

from my father, who is doing

military -service Somewlere in
Eneland. ¢ cannot tell me where
he is or what he’s doing; but he says
he is billeted in a village which he
calls X, and shares his quarters with
a celonel named B,

“Borry I cannot go into details,
Robert,” he says, “but we mustn't
give the censor a lot of ununecessary
work, you know.”

He's quite right, and in my reply
to his letter, I rememhbered the hint.
This is what I wrote:

“@. College,
Near F.,
Somewhere in England.

“Bear P.,—Thanks very mnch for
your letter, and I am glad to hear
you are at X, as I believe that is a
very pretty place. I am getting
along pretty well, and Mr. Q., my
Form-master, is pleased with my
work—at times. I also have a place
Somewhere in the Footer Team, and
was Iucky enough to score a goal
ngainst 3. J. last week.

“The cake the mater sent om my
hirthda%waa snafled by a burglar
named W, G. B., but Le tells me it
was a very good one, so the mater
will be pleased to hear it. I hawe
just spent my last bob at a shop kept
ll:vy Unele C., Somewhere in England,
sn if you ean spare any more, it will
e thankfully received.
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BITE, BUDDIES, BITE!

“ Try your Juck!™ squeoks Bunter
* Bite the apple and it's yours! ™

1 -1 a—1
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The
Greyfriars Herald

“I have given your kind regards
to chums, whom I will call W.
and N, and B. and H. 5. (who is alao.
known as 1.3. They send their beat
reapects, and hope they may have a
future opportunity of spending
another holiday at our home, Some-
where in Dorset,

“I am gorry to say that I have just
heen caunght sliding down the ban-
isters, and have been whopped by a
bully named L., of the Sizth, who

ve me six Somewhers on my
Apatomy. I must now hurry off to
balance a pan of ink on his study

“door.

“Your affectionate son, R
There! I hope the censor wou't
find fault with that!

Comic Comments!

An article on sound-waves  talks
about the curious high-pitched note
of a thin cane swishing through the
air.

There's usually aunother curions
high-pitched note wlien it lands!

Peter Todd saya. “I should think
it makes a fellow feel wealthy to ride
a harse.”

Wall, it makes him foo] he's hotber b

off |

1 | ;S - - 1} -

Two unsuspiclous Babes of the Second Form
falf for the ' bait.""

POETS' PARADE

SARCASM
From BOLSOVER !

(Bolsy has actually burst inte rhyme about
aur foofer elegen. Such an event deserves
(to be immartalised in print.—ED

ﬁ_ PALT from Field and Bull and

Brown,
Qur footer feam’s defence ia
good ;
Each ore of these is a silly clown,
And be left out of it they should!
Apart from Cherry, Penfold, Todd,
¢ half-back line is pretty etrong;
And other fellows think it odd
That they can play the fool so long.

Apart from Wharton, Hurree Singh,
inley, Smithy, and Ogilvy,
Oux forward line is just the thing,

And gives a lot of fim to we!

With hearty laughter they make us
yell,
As we their curious anties note.
They cannot play the pame very well,
But, crikey, how they play the
goat !

Wa have no captain ; that's the troub!
There's Wharton, but he’s all gas!

His views would make a fellow blub,
For ho is just a silly ass!

0f course, they sometimes win a
mateh,
b And give the chaps a fit.
b, take me off to uim‘g Hatch,
(LICRSNYE i—ED.)

I cannot bear to think of it!

—— O

A Laughable Story in Picture Form

" Ow " wall the youngstéers, oi thelr
heads mest with a sickening thud.

* Wa, he, ha " ccckles Bunter. ™' Thix s
funny ! **  But the Bobes think otherwlise.

What's souce for the goose is souce for the
gander ! They duck Bunter in return!

To complete tha gpood work, they give
Bunter the apple=in the neck !



BATTLE OF WITS BETWEEN A GREYFRIARS JUNIOR AND A DESPERATE

BT
DL L )
NOT LEGAL TENDER !

4 NY for me?®
.,rf s “Nix "
Crrunt, from Billy Bunter.

Five fellows were picking
up letters from the hall table at East-
c)iff Lodge that sunny morning,

There was, as it happened, a letter

each  for Har:g Wharton, Frank
Nugent, Johnny Bull, Bob Cherry, and
Hurree Singh

There was none for Billy Bunter.
Eilly Bunter blinked over the hall

table as eagerly as he was wont to
II.:'[mi-: over the letter-rack at Greyiriars
cchool in morning brealk.

Bunter had been e-xPe-:ztmg a postal
order when the school broke up for
Easter. It hadn't come! No doubt he
hoped that it had followed him on., If
it had, it had had plenty of time to
reach him, even allowing for the delays
of war-time; for the Haster hnhday&
were now near their end. But still, it
seemed it hadn't come |

Blinking over the hall table was in
vain., Neither Bunter's little round
vyes, nor his big round spectacles, could
spot o letier that was not there !

F_H-n Iinked round at the Famous
ve,

“ Anvihing il'.‘rod in your letters, vou
follows " ha asked. ¥

By which Bunter meant cash!

Other good things, of course, might
come by post, But ¢ash was rather an
urgent consideration to a fellow who
depended financially on what he could
Liprrow from his pals.

“Yesz, rather!”™ answered Harry
Wharton.. *This iz from my Aunt
Amy1”

“What's in 1! asked Bunter
eagerly.

“8he says this fine spring weather is
:Imn her good.”

ou—you~—vyou silly as=!™ hissed
Bunter. “Is there a tip in it? Is

there a tip in yours, Nugent #"
“Yes[" answered Frank.

GESTAPO AGENT!

Uil 1241

YS SECRET ! '

A

FRANK: -

R.lc'"HAR.Ds

Billy Bunter stared, as if paralysed, as the German sprang at
Sir William, the loaded stick upraised to sirike !

“Oh, good! How much

“The mater advises me to change my
shoes and socks, if T get my feet web on
the beach!”

“You thumﬁing' chump, 15 that a
t1Er ¥ howled Bunter.

“Yes, and a jolly good one.’

“Ha, ha, ha 1"

Snort from Bunter! He wias not in-
terested in tips on the subject of health.

“What's in  yours, Johuny?® he
asked. “Is that a pound note? By
gum! I sav, how would you like to

lend me ten ‘bob. and take my postal
order when it comes?”

“Just as yvou like!” agreed Johnny
Bull. “ Remind me—when the postal
order comes. Mind you don't forget.”

“You ailly idiot! Have you got a
note, Bob%*"

“Yes! Anybody like a walk to
Ramsgate this morning?” asked ‘Bob

Cherry, " I’m going there now I've got
this note.”

“"How much is it for?” asked Bunter
cagerly

“Ten shillings™

“Well, loék here, that ain't much to
go to Ilamsga.ta on 1 said Billy Bunter.
“I'm expecting a pnstal order for ten
mlfllu%‘r What about lending it to me,
and I'll let you bave my postal order
thiz afternoon?”

“Well, after all, I'm in no hurry to
go to Ramsgste 1 said Bob thought-
tully. “If you really want the
note——-"

HARRY WHARTON & CO.
in Another Execiting School-
boy Adventure.

Billy Bunter stretched out a fat
hand.

“Here you are then!” said Bob
{:h:;mrtl

aid & paper in the outstretched

f&.l; h

Bill Buntnr blinked at it.

He blinked in astonishment. On that

paper appearcd the fotally uninterest-
g communication :

“J. SHORT,
HIGH STREET, RAMSGATE.
BOOTS AND SHOES Repaired.

Te Boling and Heeling EIII-E Pair
SBhoes .ouimrmersrrene,

The Shoes are now reﬂ.d;i.

Billy Bunter blinked, and blinked, l.\l.‘-
that note from the shoa repairer
Ramsgate! Then he blinked at Bcrh
Cherry.

“What's this? he hootad.

“The note I had!” explained Bob
affably. *“It's o note from the shoe-
maker in Ramsgate—m="

“Wha-a-t "

“It's fnr tenr shillings, as 1 saidl
And vou're more than welcome 1o it,

old fﬂ.t man !” said Bob heartily, " The
fﬂct 15, I'd rather have o postal
order—"

“Beast ! roared Bunter.

Billy Bunter had no use for that
note ! He -:mm%m] it in a fat hand
and hurled it at Bob Cherry. Then he
rolled away, snorting |

Bob ca 4fht the crumpled missile as
it whizze He uncrumpled it, and
slipped it into his pocket

“1 thought Bunter would let me have
that note back!” he said.
“Ha, ha, ha!” velled the Co.
“And he has! He doesn’t often scttle
up so quickly as this—"
Toe Maeyer LisRany.—No. 1,602.
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“Ha, ha, hal*

“ As Bunter doesn’t want the note I'll
trot over tw Ramsgate and get those
shoes. Hure you don’t wani it
Bunter 7

“Yah "

Bunter was sure that he did not want
that nota !

Famous Five took it with them
on a walk to Rmzfata—luwing the
Owl of the Remove glaring after them
with & glare thet almost cracked his
spectaclea.

THE MAN ON THE CLIFF !
RACK !

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” cjacu-
lated Bob Cherry.
Loud and sharp, and secm-
ingly quite close at hand, sounded ihe
report of & Arearm.

Harry Wharton & Co. halted and
looked round them in surprise.

In the war days the sound of ﬁring
was far from uncommon, Eastcli

ge, where the chums of Greyfriars
were putting in the Easter hohdays,
being on the south-east coast, echoed
almost every day to the sound of -
fire—and almost as often the windows
rattled to an explosion out at sea.
Many a time the juniors had heard the
spitting of machine-guns in the clouds
over their heads.

But this sudden report was nothing
of the kind. It was a pistol-shot,
f:uminE like the erack of a whip.

Looking round them, the juniors
could see nobody.

They were on tha road between the
estate of Bir William Bird and the
cliffs that overhung the beach far
below. No one was to be seen on the
road or on the steep grass verge that
lay between it and the precipitous edge
of the cliffs.

“Who the dickens is potting at
what?" asked Bob, as he stared round
him. *“That was a jolly old gun—*

“Home ass down on the beach, pot-
.iEin?l at seagulls, perhaps,” said Johnny

ull.

“It szounded closer than that,” said
Harry Wharton, puzzled. “The beach
is a long way down here.”

Crack |

The sharp report sounded again.

This time the Famous Five were able
to {?Ima it., It came ringit::g uﬂ from
under the edge of the clifs, but so
sharply that it was clear that the
marksman was not s0 far away as the
Leach deep below.

Apparently, it was somecne clingin
to the face of the steep cliff, out o
their sight, who wae indulging in pistol
practice. It could hardly have been
some unthinking person potting at sea-
gulls, for there was not a gull to be
scen near the land.

Bob Cherry, leaving tho road, clam-
Lbered on the grass verge, wlich ex-
tended at that point about six yards
to the chiff-edge. He threw himself on
his hands and knecs in the grass and
crawled to the edgo to look over.

“Don't de a nose-dive, old mon[*
called out Johnny.

" Fathead [" answered Bob, over his
sloulder.

It required a little nerve to crawl to
tha steep edge and look over into
vawning space, whero the cliff dm]]: d
away alimost as steeply as the wall of
s house. But Bob had ammple nerve,
and so long as a fellow did not lose
his nerve there was no danger.

Hiz chums weatched himi from the

Ioad.
TaE MagNer LisRaRy.—No. 1,662

THE MAGNET

A few moments later Bob raised his
head and looked round at theém, his
face full of excitement. Evidently he
had seen sowething that startled him.

The Co. lost no tine in crawling over
the grassy cliff to join him.

N" hat iahu, ’ b?" asked Frank
ent, as they drew near.
ﬂ%}?tl*l‘lﬂ " breathed Bob.

“That - rascal!” exclaimed Marry
Wharton.

'He looked over the edge. Below his
face as he looked the clif dvopped
sheer. A stone could have been dropped
to the beach far below.

But the face of the cliff, alinost per-
ndicular as it was, waa broken into
s which afforded

ittle %u]]iﬁa and led
hold for & hardy climber, though a
climber needed a nerve of tempercd
steal to climb there. A

James Soames, as the juniors well
knew, had nerves of steel. Tho man,
who had been so many things from
valet to South Sea freebooter, had
never lacked nerve, and they knew that
he could elimb like a cat. They had
scen much of SBoames in the South Seas
trip, in which he had started as valet
to Bmithy's father and finished as
mutineer and [{Iuruta.

He was hardly a dozen feet below the
juniors as they looked over,

On a jutting ledge, not more than two
feet wide, the sea-lawyer lay, resting
on his left elbow, with an automatic
pistol in his right hand.

His face was towards the beach, but
they all knew that it was Boames. Ie
did not look up or think of locking up,
and remsined unconscious of five faces
locking down at him,

ThﬁgﬂertﬂhEd him, wondering wh%lllu
was there and at what target he had
fired, not at all sure that it might not
be a hunmian one. . .

The beach, far below, glimmercd in
the sunshine, utterly J:ieperted. to all
appearance. It was & private beach at
tﬁm point, belonging to Eastclift Lodge.
The tide was out, leaving a vast stretch
of ribbed sea sand, dotted with rugged
chalk boulders and tangles of seaweed.
Not a living figure could be scen
botween the cliffs and the sea.

“What the thump is he up to?” mut-
tered Harry Wharton. *“He was firing
at something—or somebody.”

Crack !

A third shot rang sharply.

The schoolboys, from & watched
breathlessly. They saw smashed chalk

spatter from a boulder far down across
the beach.

Why Hoames had fired at a chalk
boulder, of which there were dozefs in
sight, was for & moment a mystery.
But thoe next moment the juniors saw
a figure dart from behind thet boulder.

“{h ' breathed Harry.

They undetstood now.

The shots had been fired at & man
on the beach. That man had dodged
into cover behind the boulder. Soames
had spattered him with chips from the
boulder to scare him out of cover.

He had leaped out, and was running.

The schoolboys gazed, spellbound.

There was something familiar to their
eoyes in the running figure on the beach;
they had seen the man before some-
where. But his face could not be scen;

they did not know who he was.
Whoever he was, obviously Soames
was his enemy. aving startled him

out of his cover, the sea-lawyer on the
cliff-edge was taking careful aim, rest-
ing his fircarim on & point of rock and
calculating the shot. :

It was a difficult shot for a dpmt-ul,
but the Famous Five, whe had seen

Hoames handle an automatic on that

South Scas cruise, knew his deadly sim,

And they knew that when Soames fived

the man running on the beach w
itch over like a shot rabbit now

1w was in the open.

That fact was borne i once on
Harry Wharton's mind, Ba acted
promptly. £

Scames was dwelling on bz aim 1o
bring off that difficult shot, and that
gave the captain of the Greyfriars
Remove time to act. He torc up 8
chuok of grass, with chalky ear&t&
adhering to the roots, from tho cli
cd&e_and tossed it down. =
~ Quiickly as he acted, his aim was
accurate, and the missile had only o
dozen feet to fall. It Fell with a sudden
crash on the automatic in the scu-
lowyer's hand, knocking it from
tEumt-e.sﬁ * grasp even &8 he was about
o fire.

_Thers was a sharp, startled exclamn-
tion from the man on the ledge below.

The pistol, slipping down the steop
cliff, eclattered from rocky. ledgo 10
lml:!ﬁu and crashed far w in sbic
sand.

Soames, as he made a sudden startled
movement, almost alippbd after it; bur
he esteadied himself, turned on the
ledge, and stared upward, with a fuce
of tary.

The man on the beach, running like
a deer, disappeared. Whoever he was,
the captain of the Remove had saved
him from Soames’ automatic.

SOAMES' SECRET !

L ou .
: Hoames hissed out that
word as he recognised the

faces above him. His eves
blazed up at the Greviriars juniers.

Not often did the cool-headed adven-
turer give his temper rein. What the
man was the jumiors knew only too
well, yat they had seldom seen him
looking otherwise than cool and impas-
2l ye— smooth, sleek, deferentinl
valet as they had first known him.

Now, however; his faco blazed with
rage. He looked for the moment as if
he might have used the antomatic had
it still been in his hand. Fortunately,
it lay harmless at the foot of - tho high,
ateep cliff. % :

“You!” repeate 4 Ssca-lawyer,
Letween his iﬂ]e]fhn.

“Little us!” answered Bob Clerry
affably.. :

“You rascal!” exclaimed Harry
Wharton, his eyes gleaming at the man
Lelow. " You were firing on that man,
ﬂ.llli n

“Is that your business, you meddling
voung fool ¥ anarled es.

“ %, my hat!” said Bob. *“Do you
glﬂn-::y :.ruufm still 'iuﬂtﬂu Picific Tslands,

ames—Iiorgotten t tnéro's & spot
of difficrence betwesd 'ﬁeﬁnrth ﬁ;}n
and the Bouth Beas?™

Wi le Iu :

“(Get back!” said Harry, and (e
juniors drew back from the verge of
tha cliff.

Soames, on the ledge below, was lost
to sight.

Harry Wharton's brows were knitted.
He stood 1n the grass between the roml
and the cliff-edge, and his  chune
stopped with hum. Hawny glanced
round at them. Sy 0

“We can't let that villain rip,” lhe
said slowly. " You know what he was
going to do if I hadn’t dropped that
clod and stopped him. But—" The
captain of l:lEa Remove paused. “It's
as likely as not that we owe our lives
to Scames,” he went on. “ He came lo
warn us on the night of the air raid,



when that scoundrel who calls Limscll

Brown sct a light on the tower to draw

the German bomber. But——"
“But—" said Bob. g :
“He ought to be run in[” said
ohnny Bull. *But——"

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here Le
comos I¥ said Bob, as a head and a
E?t alp over the grassy verge of

0 <l

Soames was climbing wp.

The schoolboys gazed at him as he
came. The vast space that yawned
below him, the fact that a slip meant
terrible death, did not affect the norve
of the sea-lawyer. Ha clambered up
over the rugged edge as coolly as he
had ever elmﬁ::d the rigging of a ship
in_tho Pacific.

His spasm of fury had passcd—or, at
least, had been got under control. His
manuncy, as he stood on the summit of
the cliff, was calm and swave—lo was
the perfect manservent again, There
was ¢ven & faint smile on his smooth,
sleek face ns he came towards the
group of schoolboys.

They eyved him uncertainly.

They had not seen Soames since lhe
night of the German air raid. On that
night it was likely enough that he hed
saved their lives giving warning of
the treachery of the man from the
Gestape.  He had dono that, though
the juniors had been the means of

hirn  kicked out of Eastcliff

ctiing }
Eml%m whero they had found him
employed as Bir “%llinm Bird's walet,
under thoe pame of Jermyn. Unscru-

ulous schemer and rascal as he was, ho

ad done that at & good deal of risk
te himzelf, It was with nixed feelings
that they looked at the smooth, mock-
ingly deferential face of the man who
hed played so many strange parts.

“You are still hers?" said Boames
ironieslly. “Did you wait to see mo
=afe before you went on your wayt? 1
trust that you did not linger with
hostile mtentions, young gentlemen 1"

“"Wea jolly weli ought to snaffle you
and run you into the police stationl”
grunted Johnny Bull gruflly. * But——"

“You have n sworn In as special
constables for the duration?” asked
Soames respectiully,

Bob Cherry grinned, and Jolnmy Bull
snorted. |

“We could collar you easily enough,
Boames |” sald Harry Wharton ab-
ruptly. "'Therc are enough of us here
to handle you, and you know it."

“Quite I agreed BSoames. ¢
weapon lies at the foot of the cliff, ang
I am in your hands, sir! Indeed, if
I were still srmed, I should hardly
think of turning a ly weapon upon
young gentlemen whom I esteem &0
highly—if I may say so with due
respect.”

“Oh, cut it out " said Johnny Bull
“We've jolly well stopped your game,
anyhow—that man on the beach has
got away." -

“ Quite 8o, sir—probably the worst
mgrning's work {n:-u heave ever doope,”
said Boames. “I have hesn watching
for that very elusive gentleman for
weeks—and this was g.h? chance, at last,
which you have spoiled. I sighted him
from the cliff, and startéd to descend to
the beach — but wunfortunately he
caught sight of me, and I had to resort
ta the automatic. But for vou—"

“Do you think we could have let you
carry on, Soamesi” exclaimed Harry
Wharton blankly. * Are you mad?”

“Not at all, sir, T hope! Perhaps I

may be permitted to explain that I was w

going to drop the man on the beach
with a bullet in the leg. I had mno
intention whatever of using South Beas
methods here—my methods are always

EVERY SATURDAY

carefully calenlated aeccording . to wy

raphical location ot the moment,”
saitd Soames ecalmly, “Now do jou
understand ! That scoundrel—-**

“If he'a a scoundrel, what have yon
got against him?” euid the captain of
the Remove scormfully. “Birds of a
feather flock together, according to the
proverb. You've consorted with somc
precious scoundrels in your time,”

“Circumstances alter cases, sir!” sajd
Buames, I have, I regret to admiit,
sometimes crred from the straight and
narrow patl, &3 vou young gentlemen
arc awatre—but I have my limit; and
I do not think that T could ever foll to
ithe level of a spy | ‘There ave degrees
even in scoundrolism, sir.”

“A epy 1" cxclaimed wll the juniors
Logether.

“You did not recognise him ¥ asked
Soames, “That man on the beach In
hiz own country is Herr Brauu—here
Lie calls himself Mr Brown.”

TR gxclaimed Harrev. .

“The man who iz watching Fastclift
Lodge, keopiiee watch and ward on Sir
Williamm Birnd,” said Boames. “"The
man who sct o light on the tower, a
week ago, to draw bombs from a
Heinkel rdider. The man who has
been huuted by detectives all through
Easter—and who has cluded them—but
who would not have eluded mo if you
had not intervened,” )

“Oh!” repeated Harry, “If it was
that villain—"

It was that villain1” said Soames,

“All the same, you had nc:--ri%i;t o
fire ou bimn—po right and no authority
to do anything of tho kind!” said
Harry. “1'm giad I stopped you, viper
as, that man is.”

“You take a schoolboy view of such
matters I said Soames. “I can assurc
vou that the authorities would bo very
glad to lay hands on the maun—ecvyen
with p bullet in his leg.”

“You've no right—"

Soames shrugged his shoulders.

“It is over now, at all evenis,” he
said. “The chance is gone! It is timwe
that I was !{mm also—if you young
gentlemen will excuse me for taking
m%olcnwt” ; .

" Hoames raised his hat ver
fully,
road. :

The juniors looked after him—but
they were not i-h;.nl-.‘m'%] now of raising
a hand to stop him 10 fact that the
man against whom he had aimed tho
automatic was the man with the blend
eyebrows—the spy of the Gestapo—
made o difference. :
hardly forget that he had run risks to
save Bastcliff Lodge from the bombs of
the Heinkecl. :

They noticed that he took the direc-
tion of Eastclif Lodge—doubtless to

respoect-

and walked away wn tho

descend to tho beach by way of the
gully to rocover nis lost weapon—
perhaps to hunt for Mr. Brown! They

watched liim out of oight, and then
resumed their way to Rammsgate.

“ A gquecr customer, and no mstake I
said Bob. ? :

“The queerfulnes: is terrific I” agreed
Hurree Jamsct Ram Singh.

“] supposc cven that rogue has a
spot of patriotism in his own way 1"
said Harry Wharton slowly. “ But his
South Scas methods won't do here. I
can't make ont what his game is. He
was playing valet at Easteliff Lodgo
when we camo here—but he had some-
thing clse up his sleeve, of course. Now
he's hanging on in this gquarter—but

H ?l'l

“ After Brown !” said Nugent. |

“Ves, we know that—but, again,
why? I darc say ho has his spot of
pairiotisin, but that isn't the only

And they could ¥

5

reason -of Lhe chick reason. Ele is on
the make —but I can't make out where
ho comnes in

And that bad to rowmain a mystery (o
ihe chums of the Remove.

MR. BROWN MAKES AN
APPOINTMENT !

UVALLZZZELEE |

William Wibley of the Grey-

friasrs Remove sat up.

Wibley was sprawliug on an
otteiuan, in Sir William Bird’s apart-
went at Vasiclif Lodge. He had one
kuee drawn up, and a " Modern Boy's
Avpual * yesting on that kocee, and was
Egrusing the same, when the telephone-

Il buzzed in the room.

Wibloy was sprawling—but he was
not sprawling carclessly. A fellow who
woro & head of hair not his own had to
Lo careful bow Le sprawled.

The most observant oyo could never
have detccted o schootboy in the figure
that sprawled on the ottoman, Harry
Wharton & Co. knew that it was Wibley
—but had Blunp, the butler, looked 1n,
he would net havo doubted for a
moment that it was his mastor, Sir
William Bird. _

Sitling up on the oltoman, Wibley
reached out and hooked the receiver
off the tulcphum. Sk

“Haullo!"” le said, in the throaty
voice v used in his part as Sir William
Bird—very different from his natural
VOG0,

% Qi William Bird 7”7 asked the voico.

“Bpeaking 1 wnswered Wibley chocr-

fully, ;

\‘?ihlag was so accustomed, by this
time, to playing iho part of tho old
Bird that Le almost believed that he
was the old Bird. o answered auto-
watically as 8ir William,

“Mr. Thompson, spesking from the
AR.P. office!” camo the bhusky voice
over the wives,

“Carry on!” said Wibley. “Hem!
Pray p » Mr. Thompson !™

“Thero are some further ‘!;grﬁcu]u.‘m
we should like to have, Sir William, in
connection with the air raid at your
munsion last week,” snid tho husky

VOLeO,
“Ver ! Proceed ' eaid Sir
Willerd wile.

“The matter iz Liardly onc that can

be discussed over tho telephone, sir. It
iz connected with the activities of the
man who passcs by the name of Brown.
ou remember the namel
“Don't I, just ¥ said Wibley.
Wibley was not likely to forget Mr,
Brown, alias Herr Braun, the spy who
had watched Eastcliff ge, and who,
g0 for had succeeded in e'ludu_:ng the
Lkecn search that was made for him.

Herr Braun, in some mysterious way,
had succecded in gaining admittance to
the mansion ou the night of the air
raid, and in placing a light on the
tower as o wignal to the IHeinkel
bombor in the clouds. He was quite
frosh in the schoolboy mctor’s memory.

“What—what did you say, 8ir
William ¥ came the husky woice, in
sli htlf surprised tones.

ibloy coughed.

Well as he played the part, cvery now
and then he made o little slip, and
spoke rathor more like 8 Lower Fourth
Form fellow of Groeyiriars than a vener-
able baronet.

 J—I mean, I remember the man per-
fectly, Mr. Thompson!” he answered.
“What about him? I mean, what have
ou to tell me about him "

#1 should prefer to ses you person-
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ally. Sir William, if you can spare e
haﬁ' an hour to-morrow,” said the voice
over the wires. * Perlhaps if I call ot
Eastcliff Lodgoe in the mornin %
“0h, curtaiuly I" answered Wibley.

“With vour permission, S8ir William,
I will call at ten m the worning, 1f that
time will be suitable.” ; :

“Right us rain! That is, the {ime
vou mention will be quite convement,
Mr, Thompson,” said Wiblay.

“Then, Sir William, I will call ab
Kasteliff Lodge at ten o'clock to-morrow

worning. "hank you very nmeh [

“Not at_ all,” avswered Wibley
politely. “I shall expect you, Mr.
Thompson. Good 1"

“ Good-bye, siri”

Williain Wibley hung up, and re-
ﬂ:med to ihe ottoman and “ Modern

n?“ll‘

That Lrief telk with Mr. Thompson
of the AR.P. did not linger in his
mitd. iy William had had a
many iuterviews on the subject of the
air raid in which Easteliff Lodge had so
narrowly cacaped destruction.  One
more interview with an AR P. official
oi that subject was not a malter of
wnuch woment.

In & few winutes, in {act, Wibley
guatﬂr forgot Alr. Thompson of the

Probably he would have given him a
littls move I.-lmn.f]ht, however, if ho
could have seen the mwan who rang off
at the other end—in a'call-box, and ne-
where wear the local AR.P. hoad-
quarters !

That man—a maup with a stubby nosc,
blond cyebrows, and light blue eyes—
grinned sourly as he left the call-box.

Had the gonuing Bir William been, as
Mr. Brown believed, at Lome at East-
ciif Lodge, perhaps he would have hecn
more on his guard than the schoolboy
actor who was carrying on in Lis place,
Wibley, at all events, had neo snspicion.

Wibley remained happily unconscious
that Lo was booked in il morning. for
an interview with tho wysterious Mr,
Brown—othorwiso Herr Braun, of the
German Gestapo.

TIT FOR TA%T !

ILLY BUNTER grivned.

B The ancient clock in the Lall
at liasiclif Lodge wag chimmg
the half-hour—half-past nine—

when the Owl of the Remove came down

to breakfast in the sunny spring

IoOrning.

Long before that hour, IIarry Whar-
ton & Co. had Lreakissted and gone
out. 8Sir Willia» was in the music-
voom, where Wibley was busy on a play
for ihe Remove Dramatic ooiety nexi
term.  There was ucbody in the hall
when Billy Bunter came down, aid the
fat Owl rolled over to tlio hall table,

where the lettors were'laid out, and
blinked through his bLig prﬁﬁtﬂﬂiﬂﬂ n
search of one ressed to W. G.
Bunter.

There wes always a possibility, if not
s probability, of the arrival of that
postal order Lhat Billy Bunter had been
=0 long cxpecting.

But if ilhat celebratod postal ovder
was on ils way, it had not yet arrived.

The fat Owl frowned as le blinked
aver the table. ‘There was no letter for
W. C. Bunter. "Then Lo grinned.

Evidently the Famous Five had gone
out before the post came, for there was
a letter addressed to Bob Cherry lying
on the table, waiting fur Bob to lake
when he came in.

Wherefore did Billy Bunter grin.

Billy Bunter had not forgotten the
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noto that Bob had so generously let him
have the previous day, and which he
did not want. It seemed to Billy
Bunter quite a bright idea to annex
that letter, which Bob certainly did
want, as it was addressed to him in his
father's hand.

Thiz would be tit for tat—a Roland
for an Oliver—onoe back at tlie beast
who had pulled hia podgy leg!

Bob could wait for that letter, and be
blowed to him! Evidently he did not
know thet it was therc, as he must
have mfﬂnﬂ ont before il postman
arrived.

“He, he, hel” gurgled DBuuter.

This was the sort of japo that struck
Billy Bunter’'s benighted brain  as
funny.

He would let Bob Lave that leller in
a day or two—perheps iwo or three
days. Bob, he know, was expecting a
letter from Major Cherry. Hoe could go
on expeciing |

The fat Owl cast & caulious blink
round. There was no sign of the
Famous Five coming in.

Grinning, the fat Ow! strelched out &

paw and anuexed the lettey, He

his pocket. That was that

“Hem I" came & cough.

“Oh 1" cjaculated Bunter.

Thy fat Owl spun rowml. A few
moments ogo, when ho had blinked
cantiously round the hall had been
vacant, save ftor ‘his fat and fatuous
self. Now the portly figurc of Blump
ﬂppenmd in the servico doorway. Tho
Eusteliff Lodge butler had opeued the
door just as tho purloined letter disap-
peared into Bi]]thunt&r*s pocket.

Bunter gave the butler o glare. He
had intended to annex lhat letter un-
scen and unsuspected. Had Blum
spotted Lim? Blunp’s eye2 were fixe
very curiously on the fat Owl of the
Remove.

“Oh, that you, Blump?” stanunered

Buuter. “I was just gum% to ring.
Get my breakfast served, will you—and
%ui;_:kl I've come .down hungry,
lump.”

“Yes, sir,” said Blump. " Buat that
letter, sir—m"

Bunter blinked st him. -

“Eh?" e asked coolly., “What
lotter 7

“That letter is for Musler Cherry,
siv I* said Blump, in rather cmphatio
tones. * Master Cherry went out with
his friends. sir, before the post came in,
and I placed the letier on the table.”

“Did you 1" sald Bunter. - He blinked
over the hsll table. I dow't scem to
see it hero, Blump.”

It certainly is not there now, Masicr
Bunter,” said Blump, 'ata.ri.n¥ at him.
“If you supposed that that letter was
for you, sir, you are in ervor. It was
addressed gquite plainly 1o DMaster
Cherry.” :

“Perhaps you put it somewhers olie,"

suggested Bunter brightly, *“You're a
Lit of a fool. you know."
Blump breathed hard. Ilec was a

well-trained butler, and never failed to
treat his master’s guests with proper
res But a guest like William
George DBuiter almost made Blump’s
treiming fail sometimes. John amd
Charles and Robert, below. stairs, were
aware that Blump, had circunstances
sllowed, would have found considerskle
pleasure in boxing Billy Bunter's fat
cars. He had never been so near yield-
ing to that temptation as e was at this
wement.

"Thero was a letter for Master
Cherry on that table, sir!” breathed
Blump. . :

“I expect he's had it, then,” said
Bunter carelessly. “Neoever 1mind

gave o far chuckle as he sli;lmped it info §

Cherry's letter, Blump—ses about ms
brelcken” iiF

re #

Blump luoked fixedly at che fat Owl,
1o ha.di_] 82 ho came through the service
doorway, svcn Bunter annex that letter
—the only ono on the table. He had
soent hin quite dist . He knew
that that letter was now in Billy
Bunter's pocket.  His look at Bunter
was quite cxpressive,

“Really, sie—" jourmurcd Blump.

“He's had it all vight 1" explained
Bunter aivily. *Don't you worry about
it, Bln*mpl The fact is, I saw him take
1t—!

“You—you saw him take it, sip!™
zasped Blump.

“Yes; be cut in a minute or two ago,
ami look the letter,” assurcd Bunter.
*“ He's gmm out on the terrace now io
read it. That's all right, Hlum.p!
Look lere, sce about my brekker—I'm
hungry.”

Bunter rolled into the breakfast-voom.

Blump cast a still more expressive
raza aftor him. Howeover, it was not
s special business if the guests at
Kaatehiff Lodge pinched onc another’s
letters; so Blump said nothing more.
Billy Bunter grinned aver his break-

ast.

Bab Cherry's letter in his pocket had
an entertsinming effect on hino.

For about twenty minutes there was

an incessant sound of champing and
crunching in the breakfast-room.
That happy sound would probably
have gone on much longer; but there
calne an interruption. oices  wero
hieard from the hall. .

The Famous Five had come in!

“ None for us!” Bunter heard Harry
Wharton's  voice, Apparently, the
chums of the Remove were looking for
letters. .

Billy Bunter grinned over a big
spooniul of jam ! This was very amus-
g to Bunter,

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! No letters!™
It was Bolb Cherry’s voice. “I thouglt
there wonld bie one from my pater this
morning.”

“None Lere!” answered Harry.

“He, he, he!” gurgled Bunter, over
the jam.

2 i‘ﬂl‘hl]:lﬁ the post’'s not in  yet,
though 1 said Bob., “It's somctindes
jolly late hLere! Where's Blump #*

“jéir!” camie Blunp's fruity voice.

Billy Bunter frowned over the jam.
What did that tubby idiot, Blump,
wank to be on the spot for?

“Post in yet, Blump 7

" Yes, sir, some time ago!” answered
the butler. *“There was a leiter for
you, Master ﬂhﬁarlt;i;n"

Billy Bunter laid down the jain spoon
aitd pose rather huwrriedly from the
breakfast-table.

This was annoying and alarming! If
fthat beast, Bob Chearry, got the idea
inte his head that Bunter had annexed
Lis letter, it was highlﬁoﬁrﬂbnblﬂ that
trouble would accrue, would want
that letter, Not only would Bunter’s
scheme be knocked out, but Bunter him-
solf, quite ﬂ:_-mhahly, might be knocked
out as welll That would ba quito a
disagrecable cnding to his little schemeo
for ding over a Roland for an
Oliver.

“Where is it, Blump?” came Bob's
voice, “I don't sec it here.”

“You have not teken it, sic?”?

(1% E’h? Nu_ IJ'.I

“It was placed on the table, sir, as
usual | P&]Rl&pa Master Bunter may be
able to tell you where it is.”

Billy Bunter breathed wrath., The
tubby beast was actually giving him
away.

“Bunter!” repeated Bob.
*Yes, sir!”?

Billy Bunter stepped cap’ =o' Ta the



franch windows of the breakfast-room,
which opened on the terrace. There
were & good many more things on the
table which he had intended to add to
those already packed away. Thero
was jam, for instance—plenty of jam;

atid 1t was against Bunter's Eritm;p!es
to leave any jam that he could possibly
finel room for,

But. even jam had to be abandoned
nuw=—if he was not to be caught with
that annexed letter on him.

The fat Owl stepped guiet]
the terrace. As he did so, he
Bob’s volce again.

*Has that tat frump got my letter,
then? Where is he?”

* Master Bunter is at breakfasr, =ir.”

Billy Bunter stepped quickly away
from the window as the door from the
hall opened. He heard Bob Cherry

aut on
heard

Lramp in,
“Not here, Blump—"
“Indeed, sir! Perhaps  Master

Lunter has stepped out on the terrace!
He was certainly at breaktast here.”

“*He can't bave fimshed brekker,”
suid Johnny Bull. *There's still grub
o the table. ™

*Ha, ha, ha!"

“By gum ! 1f that fat chump is lark-
irg with my letter, I'll—"

Billy Bunter shot along the terrace,
There was no time to cut down into the
pardens—he would bhave been in full
view as soon as Bob looked out of the
breakfast-room. The french windows
of the library were wide open. Bunter
shot into the library.

Hardly a moment later Bob's voice
was heard on the terrace.

“Bunter! ‘Where's that podgy
pifflert Where's  that  blithering
bloater? Bunter! Have you got my
letter, you footling fathead? Bunter!”

Bil]';.* Bunter, in the library, quaked.
There was, fortunately, no one in that
apartment; he was safe for the
moment. But if Bob came along the
terrace and looked in——

Bunter did not: pause. He shot across
the -spacious library. By the wall
stood A& radiogram, with space behind it
—and Billy Bunter filled that space in
a moment. Between the radiogram
and the wall he squatted breathlessly.

There was a sound of a heavy tread
on the lerrace.

‘" Halle, hallo, hallo ! Where are you,
Bunter, you bloated brigand? Whers
are you, you podgy pirate? Where are
vou, you potty pincher? Where's my
letter, you footling fathead ? I'm going
to boot you all oyer the shop, you
blithering balloon! Where aro youi"

If Bob expected that to induce
Bunter to show up, bhe was dis
appointed. The prospeet of bein
booted all over the shop had no appecal
whatever for Billy Bunter. DBunter sak
tight. Like that artful animal, Brer
Fox, he “lay low and seid nuffin’ 1

“MNot here ! Bob was glaring In at
the french windows of the library. But
he did not see Bunter. “Can the fat
chump have gpono down to the beach ™

“Might be 1n the garden—"

“I'l burst him !™

Footsteps tramped awu.if;

Billy Bunter, behind the radiogram,

rinned. They were welcome to hunt
or him in the gardens, or down on the
beach, as long as thoy liked.

Buntler decided to give them plenty
of time to get olear, and then return
quictly to the happier spot where thero
was ]Ilm..

But & couple of minutes later thea
library door opened. The fat Owl sup-
E‘resmd his breathing and hugged cover.

he juniors had cleared off from the
french windows—and, for a moment, he
supposed that they had come round to

EVERY SATURDAY

the door from the hall. But the next
moment he heard Blump's fruity voice.

“Pra step in, gir! I will inform
Sir William.

“Thank you!”

A figure passed, for a second, before
Bunter's range of vizion, as he peeped
out from the alcove behind the radio-
gram. He had a glimpse of a face with
a short beard and thick, dark evebrows,
almost black. Who the man was,
Bunter had not the faintest 1dea; but it

was evidently someone who had called -

to see Sir William Bird.

The door closed. Blump had gone
to take the caller’'s name to 8ir
William. The caller had sat down.

But when the door had closed, Bunter
heard him rise again and cross to the

french windows and close them, Then =

he returned to his seat. It was a bright,
warm, spring morning—even Bunter
would have liked o windows that
beautiful morning. E?.ﬁ: Bir William's
visitor, it =zcemed, preferred them
closed.

Bunter sat where he was.

He did not want to make that visitor

'

r..._ A = , L)
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the call arranged on the telephone the
pravipous day.

_Wibley had been in the music-reom
since breskiast, busy on the play or
which the Remove Dramatic Bocict
were to get busy next term. He hacf.
in point of fact, forgotten all about
Mi. Thompson and his appointment.

Soames was about to fire, when the chunk of grass knocked the

automatie from his grasp !

jump by suddenly appearing, like o
iack-in-t'lm-hr:r: from behind the radio-
gram. Much less did he want to leave
the library, and fall into the hands of
Bob Cherry, in search of hiz letter and
the purloiner thereof. Hes remained
where he was, and a minute or two
later the library door opened, to admit
3ir William Bird—otherwise Wibley of
the Remorve,

UNEXPECTED !
'WIBLE'!E’ came into the lLibrary,
~ with the slow step sunitable to

his venerable outward appear-
ance,

It was ten o'clock, and Mr. Thomp-
son, of the AR.P., was due to make

But he was reminded of Mr. Thompson
when Blump brought himm that gentle-
man's card on a salver. Unwillingly
sbandoning an occcupation much more
interesting to the schoolboy actor than
AR.P., \i’ihley came to the library to
sec Mr. Thompson.

That gentleman rose to his feet asz the
dapper fgure of the silver-haired
baronct entered.

Wibley glanced at him.

He saw a commonplace-looking man
in a frock coat, with a short beard and
thick, dark ecyebrows., BHo far as he
knew, he had never gseen the man
before, and he was not much interested
in him. Buot he had to play lhis part
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Sir William, and he sdvanced
cantiously towards the visitor.

“Mr., Thompson?" he asked,
Williain’s thvoaty voice. r00d-
morning, Mr, Thompzon! You wished
to sce mol"

“Yes, Bir William! Thank you ver
much for granting me this interview,”
said AIr. Thompson. “The matter 1%
of some unportance.”

“Prav take a seat, sir!"™ wheezed
Sie William. He waved Mr. Thﬂﬂ"'lﬁ-
gon to o chair. **All perticulars of the
recent air raid have, I believe, been
fully reported. But if there is anything
further I can do, pray regard me as
entirely at your service, Mr. Thomp-

I-‘I-I
Mr. Thompson sat down, with his
back to the light. Siv William sat down
slowly and methodically, as was his
venerable u‘:&u .

He adjusted his cyeglass in hiz eye,
and looked inguiringly at Mr. Thomp-
soi. That %mlt.lenmn’s keen, light blue
cycs were fixed very intently on the
}nu'l-: old face of the baronet, with iis

rame of silver hairn

“We are not likely to be interrupted,
T trust, Sir William?" said Mr.
Thompson.

“Not at all,” answered Sir William,

“The matter I have to refer to, s=ir,
ias of conzidevable importance, and
strictly of a private pature., It
copcerns vour safety, sir, 1  your
residence here. You may awars,
Sir William, that this house is
watched,™ )

“T am quite sware of it,"” answered
Sir William, “0One of the ving
rascals is now in the hands of the
police: but I am quite aware that there
are athers still at large.”

“ Awong them, sir, a man who goes
by the name of Brown, but whe is
strongly suspected of being a German
apy, an agent of the Gestapo!™

“That 13 correct,” assenied Sir
William, *“If you have any news to

give me of the mwen Brown—"

“Y have, sir,” said Mr. Thompson;
“but the matter iz absolutely confi-
dential. Perhaps you would not mind
imstructing your butler, Bir William, to
allow no one to enter whila I am dis-
cussing the matter with you. My
instructions are that the matter is for
your car alone.” i .

“Certainly,” =aid Sir William. He
touched s bell.

Wibley was intervested now, If Mr.
Thompson had news of the mysterious
Brown, Wibler was very keen to hear
that news,

Heow the man from the Gestapo had
g0 long evaded arrest was rather a
wystery. It was suspected thet he had
somre <eep and cunning hide-out,
though where, was not to be di ;

Harry Wharton & Co. had suspected
that it was in the chalk cave under
the cliffa; but the cave been
searched from end te end, from floor
to roof, and no such discovery had been
made. Wibley was very keen to hear
if there was a chance of the elusive
Myr.. Brown being laid by the heels.

Blump appeaved at the door.

“¥ou rang, siri”

“Yes, Blump ! wheezed Bir William.
“ Kindly see that I am not interrupted,
Blump, while Myr. Thompson is here, If
my young friends desire to come to the
library, vou will tell them that I am
CNga for the moment.”

“"Very good, sir.”

Blump retired and closed the door.

Behind the radiogram, Billy Buuter
grinned. -

Bunter was interested now, as well as
Wibley |

“Pray proceed, my dear
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wheezed Sir Williamy, when the door
bad closed on the butler.

“T will do so, sir,” said My, Thomp-
son. "I understand that this man called
Brown, and the alien enemies of whom
he is the agent, are sware that it was
your intention to undertake s journoy
abroad, on duty for the Secret Ber-
vice,”

“They seem to have nosed that out,”
assente Bir William. “"No doubt
that 13 why my house is watched.”

“I gather, zir, that Brown and his
associates are greatly puzzled by the
fact that you have remained at homs
when they had accurste information of
your intended journey.”

“Very likely!” smiled Wibley.

“This has caused them to resort to
somewhat desperate measures, The
man Brown is ono of the most valuable
and trusted agents of the Gestapo, and
his services are required elsewhere. Yet
for several weeks he has been marking
time, in constant dangér of discovery
and the fate of a spy.”

“Just so0 " smiled S8ir William. “I've
no doubt he would have been jolly glad

—hem [—oxtremely glad, to solve the

imhlgm by & bomb from a Heinkel.
nckily, he did not get by with it.”
“The man has now adopted other
measures, Sir William,” said Mr.
Thompson, with a sudden grimness in
his tone. “He 13 somewhat of an adept
at disguises—like most men in his pro-
fession. You waunld, of course, know
him at onee'in his proper person——"
“As soon as set eyes on him,”

assented Wibley.
“In some disguise, however, ho
might EIlll;'E'r ¥OOr Presénce UNSus-

“TI'd like to sce him try it onl”

“I think, sir, that you will have
your wish! Iis plan, according to my
information, is this—to disguise his
identity, obtain ap interview with you
on some pretext, induce you to give
rders that you are not to be dis-
turbed during that interview——"

“Z2ome 1" said Wibley.
“Hem! I mesan I hardly think I co
be taken in like that, Mr. Thompson.”

“ And then,” went on Mr. Thompson,
“to stun with a blow from a loaded
stick, and to search your person for
official docnments from which he has no
doubt that he would learn all that he
desires to know of your plans, which
have mystified him zo far.”

Wibley laughed.

“Let him try 1t on ! he romarked.

“I think, 8ir William, that you will

%1:] him ciﬂahlﬁghuf it,* salid Mr,
OINpEo, 1B ayes eamin
undarpaiﬁa dark eyebrows. H‘Wiﬂ] E

false beard, and his eyebrows darkened,
probably you would not recognise him
Wiy Tenghed agai
ibley laug Bgain.
“I fancy I should spot him,” he said.
Mr. ompson _ laughed also—a
rather peculiar laugh. SN
“You have been = ﬂ:atmgmabad
member of the British Becret BService,
Bir William. Your services are still
valued, judging by the mission latel
assigned to yow. ‘But you are not,
think, equal to a battle of wits with an
agent of the Gestapo.”
“We shall seal” said Wibley, cheer-

fully.

"anisat We szhall see, and at
once 1 came grating from the man with
the dark eyvebrowa.

Hiz hand had slid under his coalb

while he was speaking.

It whipped out, and in his grasp was
a short stick, loaded ai the end with
lead. And as the last words left his
lips he leaped forward, the loaded stick
in the air, and struck suddenly and

savagely at the silvery head in frond
of him.

E ey ]

BUNTER ON THE SPOT!

ILLY BUNTER bli round the
radiogram, his eyes bulg-
ing through his s '

stared across the library at
the two—at the silver-haired Sir
William in hlﬁ{u;'unl'&lir, and the dis-
gwsed agent of the Gestapo springin
at him, the loaded stick swinging iﬁ
the air.

The fat Owl staved dumb, as if para-
lysed—spellbound by this sudden and
unexpected dovelopment,

Not for & mmoment had Buuter
g‘ues&ed, any more than Wibley, that
Ir. Thompson, of the A.R.P., was
other than he scemed. :

The man from the Gestapo had laid
hiz plans cunningly. But there was cne
point on which the disguised Mr. Brown
could not caleulate.

Had it been the genuine Sir William
who was seated in the armchair when
Herr Braun made that sudden and
tigerizh spring thera was no doubt that
he Wnulff have o wn sonseless
under & crashing blow.

But it was not, in point of fact, a
venerable and slow-going old gentleman
with whom the Gestapo man hed to
deal; it was a gquick and nimble
schoolboy. .

Wibley was taken utterly by surprise;
he not for a moment doubted the
bona-fides of Mr. Thompeon. But he
was quick on the uptake, and as nimble
g3 8 monkey.

As the man with the dyed eyebrows
leaped snd struck, Wibley moved with
a swiftness of which Sir William Bivd
certainly mnever would have been

-:nﬁah]a

e moved like lightning,

. Even as the loaded stick came crash-
ing down, Wibley twisted like an cel
over the arm of the chair, and the
weapon, instead crashing on the
silvery mop on his head, grazed his
z}wlq?I r and crashed on the back of the

BT,

Mr. Brown pitched forward, almost
losing his balance; but his left hand
grasped at Wibley as he recovered his
right for another blow.

ibley grabbed at his right arm. Ho
ﬁ:-n'lilhed it with both hands, holding off

2 W,

But he had no chance of calling for
help. The spy’s left hand shot to hia
throat, half-choking him and forcing
him back into the armchai.

Pinned by Mr. Brown's left, Wihﬁg
could only struggle desperately to h
off his right, at which My, Brown
dragged savagely, to free it for another
blow with the loaded stick.

That struggle could only have ended
one way, had the scene continued un-
interrupted, &8s the man from the
Gestapo had so cunningly planned.

But there was a sudden interruption.

Billy Bunter was gazing spellbound—
his presence utterly ubpsuspected by
either party to the desperate struggle
in the armchair .

But as he realised Wibley's deadly
peril the Owl of the Remove woke to
action,

Bunter staggered to his feet., A
small pair of steps, used for reaching
the upper shelves of & &6, WAS
near him; he grabbed it, as the on
weapon available Mr, Brown's bac

was to him as he pinned Wibley in the
armchair. Bunter cut across behind
Mr. Brown.

Crash |

That terrific crash on the back of his
head was Mr: Brown's frst intimation



that a third pariy was presont &t that
exciting interview in the librarvy of
Eastelif Lodge.

The fat Ow] of the Remove put all
his beef into that crash., It knocked
Mr. Brown over, dazed and half-
stunned, veleasing Wibley.

The,. steps, slipping from Bunter's fat
hands, went to the tloor with a crash.

Mr. Brown sprawled sagainst the
fender, yelling,

Wibley, bhali-suffocated,
Icaped up.

unter roared :

“Help! 1 say, you fellows! Help!”

If there was an echo in Kastelif
Lodgo which Bunter’s roar did not
pwakeon, it must have been a very dis.
tant echg. The Bull of Bashan, of
ancient times, had nothing on the ter-
rified Owl of the Remove as he roared
and roared.

panting,

NO LUCK FOR MR. BROWN !

i ALLO, halle, hallot! That's
“Buntor 1™

Harry Wharton & Co. wera

in the hall. They had looked

round the gardens for the elusive Owl
of the Remove without spotting him,
Obviously, the fat Owl, wi Bob
Cherry’s lettexr, in hia pocket, was keep-

ing doggo somewhere—and the chums
of the Remove were discussing where, /4
when & series of fearful yells from the £
library gave them required
information,

They stared round blankly at the
libvary door.

Blump had informed them that Bir
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“ Brown 1" gasped Wharton,

“ After him—guick I

Harry Wharton
terrace.

Mr, Brown had leaped down from the
ferrace to the garden below, and was
yunning  almost with the speed of a
deer.

“{Comoe om, vou fellows 1™ shouted tho
captain of the Remove. He rushed
down the steps from the terrace,

The Co. rushed after their leadar.

Mr. Brown, at racing speed, disap-
warod in the shrubberies, the Famous
ive in ot pursuit.

“Sir William ! stuttered ERBlump.
“What — what — what—  Goodness
gracious! Bir William——"

ran out on the

GREYFRIARS PORTRAIT
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No. 3.—HORACE COEKER

Willhlam was engaged with & wisitor 1n \

that apartment, so they would not, of

course, have thought of butting in— |

but for that suddea and startling out-
break of frantie yelling

y HGIFI Help ! came Bunter's wild
roar. 1 say, you fellows! Blump!
John! Charles! Help! Yaroocoh!”

Harry Whartorn cut across to the
library door. Something, evidently,
was up in that apartment, surprising
as it was, when Bir William was en-
gn.%ad with a visitor there.

he captain of the Remove throw the
door open, His chums werg at his
heels, and they all stared in. After
them came Blump, startled out of his
usual calm by Bunter's Bull-of-Bashan
cffecta.

“ What——" gasped Bob.

The juniors stared blankly—for =
moment.  Billy Bunter was standing
with his extensive mouth wide o
roaring; & man with a beard and dark
eyebrows was aprawh_n y  trying to
struggle to his fect; Wibley was grab-
bing at the poker in the fender.

“Help! Help!” roared Bunter. "I
sa;_r you fellows, help 1" _ Y

he man from the Gesta ained his
foat. The loaded stick had fallen from
his grasp as he went over:; but as he
glared round for it he saw the doorway
packed with startled faces.

Mr. Brown did not wait! His game
was up—and he made a desperate rush
for the french window, _

ibley, poker in hand, cut after him.
The tab{es were turned now—it was Sir
William who was Lhe assailant|

Awipo

The man from the Gestapo wrenched
open the french window., As he did so,
& swipo of the poker caught him on the
back of the head, ]

He staggered for a moment, yelling
wildly, t.E:n bounded out on the
terrace, -

Harry Wharton rushed after Wibley
and caught him by the arm,

* What—" he exclaimed.

“It's Brown—"

o 1.1:;:\*' W

Possessing the muscles of a fellow of
twenty and the brains of a Third-

Former, Horace Coker iz the acs
knowlied duffer of the Fifth Form,
But in hiz own opinlon he cught to be
::Ift:in of Greyfriars ! Mobody at the
school takesthe great Horace seriously,
least of all his two chums Fotter and
Greene, who, however, greatly ap-
preciate the generous supplies sent
to Coker by his Aunt Judy. In spite
of his faults, Horace Coker iz genarous,
brave as a lion, and straight as a die,

Wibley turned back from the window,
He had forgotten in the excitement of
the moment, that he was the venerable
Laronst. But he remembered it, under
the amazed stare of Blump and John
and Charles and Robert behind him,

He tossed the poker back into the
fender, i

“Pray reassure yourself,” Blump,
sald S William. “The man you
showed in a short fime ago was an
impostor—a vascally impostor!  Send
the servants at once to help my young
friends search the grounds for him.”

“Yes, sir I gasped Blump.

Wibley was glad to get rid of Blump
& Co. He had a misgiving that his
silvery beard had been loosened by the
Cestapo man's savage grasp on his
throat. He kept his hand to his beard
till the door closed on Blump and the
footmen.

“QOh, my only hat and umbrella!*
murmured Wibley. *“If it had come

g

“(Oh: lor’ 1 gasped Bunter.

9

Wibley made sure of hiz silvery
beard, then he gave Billy DBunter his
attention. Bunter's unexpected pre-
scnce was as great a surprise to Wibley
a3 it had been to Mr. Brown.

It had beon fortunate for him,.there
was no doubt about that! He shivered
to think of his narrow escape from the
loaded stick.

But for Bunter, there was little doubt
that Wibley at that moment would
have been Iyving senscless: and the
Gestapo spy, discovering not the official
documents he hoped to find, certainly,
but the fact that Sir William was not
Sir William at all, the whole game of
impersonating the absent baronet would
have been up—with what deadly peril
to the Secret Berviee man now in the
ene}iny’a country Wibley knew only too
well.

“How the thunw did vou get here,
Bunter 1" asked iblex. ‘Fﬁh&t the
dickens were you hiding in the room
for, you fat chump ?

“0Oh lor'! Those beasts were after
me |” gnsp-:d Bunter. “I got behind
the radiogram when that beast Cherry
looked in for me——  Oh crikex! I—
1 say, he—he was going to crack your
nut |

“He was

“I jolly
Bunter.

“You did, old fat man!” said-Wibley.
“Jolly lucky vou were here, by gum!

1% airued Wibley.
well stopped him Y

' sand

Fancy you coming in useful [ 8till,
you . couldn't be ornamental, could
}rﬂu?”

“ Beast |

“He would have spotted the whole
bag of tricks when he started searching
me,"” said Wibley, with a deep breath.
“You've nearly given me away about a
hundred times, you fat ass; but you
saved the jolly old situation this time,
and no mistake. What were they after
ﬁuu for, though?” he added. * What

ave you been up to now?”

“ Nothing,"” answered Bunter. “That
beast Cherry thinks I've snooped his
letter. _Blump told him so, Blump
thmks“I took it, because he saw me

go—

“0Oh, my hat!"™

“Old ass, you know!" said Bunter.
“I never saw it on the hall table at
all. Besides, I left it there when I
went in to brekker. Blessed if I see
anything to cackle at! I never took
thet letter, and it ain't in my pocket
I'.I:ﬂ-w."

“You howling ass—"

B4y, Are theg_ coming back?"
asked Bunter, as Wibley looked from
the french window.

Five breathless juniors were coming
back towards the houfe. Evidently
they had failed to run down Mr.
Brown.

“Yes,” answered Wibley., “You'd
batter shell out that letter, you fat
fraud [

“I don't know anything about it!"™
hooted Buoter. *“You can tell Cherry

that know  nothin bsolutely
nothing! If he wants hizs letter, he
shouldn't pull a fellow’s leg. Not
that I took it to pay him out, you
know. Nothing of the kind. Ang 1
ain’t going to hide it anywhere.”

And Billy Bunter rolled, out of the

library into the hall as Harry Whar-
ton & Co. came across the terrace to
the french windows.

e —

PUZZLE FOR BUNTER !

{1 E, he, he t”
Billy Bunter chuckled.
The five other fellows

chuckled, also,
MagNET Laspany.—No, 1,662
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They watched Billy Bunter with
great interesk )

The Famous Five had been looking
for Bunter again. After hearing from
Wibley of the fat Owl’s shara in the
exciting episode in the library, Bob
had generously resolved not to boot
the fat Owl “all over the shop"—in
fact, not to boot him at all.

But he wanted his letter—booted or
unbeoted, Bunter had to disgorge that
letter |

They locked for Bunter in his room,
but the fat Owl was not there, Com-
ing back by the oak gallery over the
hlﬁi, thoy glanced from a window to
ascertain whether he was to be spotted
in tho gardens. He was!

On the terrace below a fat figure was
in view.

There wos & wide stone balustrade
to the terrace on either side of the
steps that led down, On its broad top
stood several large tubs. Those tubs,
later in the year, were filled with
plants. At the present time they were

emetii" .
illy Bunter was reaching up to ona
of themn. It was not ve h;.gh up;
but Bunter was only tall sideways,
and he had to stand on tiptoe to reach
the rim of tha tub. era was a
letter in the fat paw that reached up.
In full view of five pairs of eyes
from the window above, he dropped
that letter into the tub. It tipped over
the rim, and disappeared inside the
tub, and the juniors at the window
watched it disappear. ‘
That letter—evidently the purloined
letter of the morming—was r.ilmm safe
from sight. Nobody was likely to look
in that tuly on the stone belustrade of
the torrace, Why should anyone?

It was safely concealsd—at least,
Billy Bunter had no doubt that it was.
It was poing to remain there for a
day or two—or two or three days—and
Bob, if he wanted it, could whistle for
it, which would serve him jolly well
right for pulling Billy Bunter's fat
lag {

"Ain't lhe a ecough-drop?” mur-
mured Bob to his chums at the gal-
lery window. “Ain’t he deep? Don't
ho play deep, artful tricke—right in
sight of about fifty windowa?"

“Ha, ha, ha!l” o

No further scarch for the misaing
letter was necded.  Billy Bunter's
astute performanca an the terrace was
a sufficient clue. .

Happily unaware of five pairs of
eyes on him from above, the grinming
fat Owl rolled back into the house.

The Famous Five, with amiling faces,
went azlong to the staircase, and went
down,

Billy Bunter had plumped into a
deep  armchair in the hall. He
grinned at then aa they came down
the stairs. Bunier wasz feeling safe
now, on the score of that purloined
letter. So long as he had it on him,
he had to dodge; but it was not on him
now, so that was all right.

“T zaw, 3ou fellows™ sqxlnukcd
Bunter, “looking for a letter ¥*

“Yon, wo're looking for & letter, old
fat man,” answered Bob Cherry.
“HEnow where it 157"

“Haven't the foggiest," answered
Dunter breezily. “II Blump thinks I
had it, he's dreaming. You can look

in my kots, if you like. don't
mind. g, e, he!l I haven't seen it,
vou know. Like to lock in my

pockets "

Bob Cherry laughed, Afier what he
had witnessed from the window, he
was not disposed to look in Bunter's
pockets for that letter,

Trie Magxer Lisnary —No. 1,682

“Oh, never mind!” he eaid care-
lessly, “I dare say it will turn up.
You fellows coming out? Time for a
trot on tha beach before lunch.”

“¥eog: let's,” apreed Nugent.

Bi Bunter sat up in his armchair,
and blinked at the juniors in surprise.

uite aware that Bob was expecting

s letter from his pater, and that he
knew that it hed arrived, the fat Owl
waa quite surprised by thiz careless in-
difference in the matter.

“1 say, Cherry, don’t you want that
letter from your pater?” he asked.

“How do you know it's from my
pater 1" J
“Eh? I've secn his fist often enough

at OGrepfriars,” answered Bunter,

blinking at E:I!I.l. “I know
your pater'a fist.”

“Then vyou've s=een the
letter T

“Eh? Oh, not I haven't
seen it 1 snid Bunter hastily.
“What I mean is, I don't
know whother it's from wour

ater or not, of course, 83 I

aven't seen the letter. Btill,
I'd look for it, if I were you.
Your father may expect an
answer, you koow."

“(Oh crikey I*

THE MAGNET-

fat Owl wondering why (he dickens
they weren't, after all, hunting for
that lost letter.

THE HIDDEN MAN :
113 OLD on!1* said Hawry YWhar-
tan

He camo to a halt.

The juniors were saunter-
ing slong the beach, under the shadow
of the great chalk cliffs that fronted
Easteliff Bay. The captain of the Re-
move stopped, where the great cave
opened in the cliffs, and stood staring
into ite shadowy recesses.

"What's up?"” asked Bob.
Iig
|

']I.
B3 .!":'
e
o

“T dara say you'll find it
if you hunt for it long
enough,” said Bunter en-
'E.‘Dllﬂgi.i]fij'. “I'd help you,
if I could, but, of course, I
haven't the faintest idea
where to look for it, not

it i l
having seen it, you kmow. Jr !'L. { L ]

I haven’t hidden it anywhere, A& o= =Sl Tk
|jhll.’u_|mmun,:.u!:_i_ e N'[
_—- -‘:_3 '_=_=- i- z r_..lr i-""-

= !:
] 3
—L

or anything of that kind.”

“Ha, ha, ha ™

“Blessed if 1 see anything
to cackle at! I say, ain’t you
Eging to look for that letter

fore you go out?”

“Not before I go out,
answerad Bob, shaking his
head. y

“It might be important,
you know,” urged Bunter.
“You ought to look for it
I'd hunt all over the house,
from top to bottom, 1f T were
you, old chap.” =

"You'd like to see me doing
it, wouldn't you, you fat

chump

“Yes rather! He, he, hal
I mean, not at all, old fctllﬂw,
only 1 want you to find your
letter, as it may be im-
portant. I say, you fellows,
vou ain't malir going out
without looking for that letter, are
you T H

“We are,” declared Bob.  “Come
on, vou men! Bunter's frightfully
entertaining, but we must tear our-
zelves away.” :

And the Famous Five went out,
leaving the fat Owl blinking at the
door when it shut on them. Really,
Rilly Bunter could not understand this
extraordinary indiffersnce on the sub-
ject of the missing letter.

Na doubt he would have understood,
had he observed Bob Cherry's proceed-
ings & minute or_two lator.

he Famous Five crossed the tor-
race to the steps, and, Ha&nmg the tub
into which Bunter had dropped the

L]

letter, Bob reached ints i, and
hoaled the letter out.
Ags it was addressed to him, in

Major Cherry’s hand, there was no
doubt that 1t was the missive that had
been snooped from the hall table that
morning.

Bob slipped it inte his pocket, to
read it on the beach, and the chuma
of tha Remove walked away cheerily
down the avenue, leaving & perplexed

> iy,
| T T

i Iﬂﬂk :fl‘

At the centrance of the chalk ecave
was o heaped mass of soft sand, left
by the last tide. Harry Wharton
pointed to &8 mark deeply indented in
the sand, still damp from the tide.
It was the mark of a foot,

Masses of seaweed and fragments
of driftwood from wre lay amd
the heaped sand. It was cloze by an
old shattered spar that the footprint
was visibla.

“What about it?" asked Johnny
Bull. “You lock as excited as joll
old Robinson Crusoe, when ho foun
a jolly old feotprint on his jolly old
island.™ :

"By gum, though, it's queer!” said
Bob, staring at the footprint. * Looks
as if somebody hopped into the cave
on one leg. I can't see any other foot-
prints,”

The juniors fixed their attention on
the mark in the sand. Amid the sea-
weed and driftwood, there were many
Eatch@a of smooth sand, that would
ave retained the lightest imprint
But no ather sign was to be scen.

* 8amebody’s goneo into tho cave since

Bunter was about to slip the letter into his po

(
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last tido 1 said Harry quietly. “That
footprint leads inwards—and whoever
it was, he was trying not to leave
tracks behind him, He was treading,
go far as he could, where no track
would be left——"

“Ohl” said Bob.

“Hea could tramp over those heapa
of seaweed, and on the driftwood, with-
out leaving a track !"” ssid the captain
of the Remove, * That’s what he was
doing—but just in that one spot he
made & slip, and trod on the sand.”

“By guw | It looks like it 1" agrecd
Bob. -

“That's the only way of accountin
for o single footprint here,” sai
Harry.

1% =
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“Brown 1" said Frank Nugent, with
a whistle. “This is where he -f::-dged
when he got away this morning.”

“T don’t sea who else should want to
hide his tracks!” said Harry, "“We
know that Brown has been in this cave
before—we've seen  him—and  we
thought that he had a hide-out here.”

“Hut it's been searched 1™ said
Johnny Bull. “They had a party of
police and detectives_here a week ago
scarching it from end to end.™

“T know. But somebody’s here now
—somebody who wanted to hide his
iracks when he went inl If it's that

Nazt spy—" :

Tha _?uniors utc};_lpmi in under the high
arch of rock at the mouth of the cave.
T'or some distance the sunlight
streamed in—Dbeyond that, all was dark
and shadowy.

In the rugged floor, pools of water
had been left by the receding tide, and
tangled masses of seaweed. Here and
there stood great chalk boulders worn
into strange shapes by the tides

That someons was within the cave
scemned certain. Tt was not long since
tlie tide had gone out; and the mark in

the sand was fresh and clear. It secmed
likely enough that ¥ was the man who
had fed from Eastcliff e that
morning; the juniors knew that the
mysterious Mr, Brown had hidden in
that ¢ave more than once, whether his
unknown hide-out was in that locality
or not.

The juniors moved up the cave. They
would have been very glad to aﬁuh Mr.
Brown, if he was there—and they had
no doubt that they were quite able
to collar the man from the Gestape if
they found him—and make a present
of him to the officers of the law, who
had wanted him so long.

“Hold om!"” breathed Bob,

They were hardly more than six or
saven yards from the cave-
mauth, and still o clear day-
light.

b called o halt,
pointed to the floor of

T Ve,

Tha tide had left a ridge of
heaped sand across from wall
to wall. It lay smooth amd

and
tho

untrodden in front of tho
schoolboys, )

“Nothin there ! said
Johnny Bull. -

“Can't sce any signi”
grinncd Bob.

“Not a spot ™

“ Exactly Listen to tha
Chicf Scout, "gob belovad
‘carers 1"  said . ®*No

sign is good sign, sometimes |
TE: man never came past this
sand, or he would have left
ﬂigh—unlta he Hew acrossl
It's too wide for jumping."

“Oh I" ejaculsted Johnny,

Harry Wharton turned
round quickly, hia cyes
gleaming. .

“No sign ™ wWas sure sign,
in such o case; whoever had
entered the cave, could not
have jumped across that wido
vidge of sand—certainly he
could not have flown—and he
could not have stepped on it
without leaving somo traces.
And there was mnot the
slightest, faintest sign of dis-
turbance on tho emooth
surface.

That meant, and could onl
mean, that the man who ha
entered the cave after the
tide went out was near the
cave-mouth—hidden  behind
some of the big chalk
boulders near the entrance.
He was keeping out of sight quite near
the open; and the juniers inust have
passed him coming in.

“Come on!* breathed Harry.

He ran back to the cave-mouth. He
fully expected to see the hidden man
leap out and make for the open
when the party turned back. But ne
one appeared in sight; the man, if he
was there, was still hugging cover.

Tho Famous Five reached the cave-
mouth agam rather breathlessly, and
stopped. They had the unseen man
cornered in the cave now, and had only
to root among the chalk boulders to
dizeover him.

“Got lum, whoever he is1” mur-
mured Bob. “Blessed if I can make
him out! I should have expected the
Brown bird to push on to the very
end if he's hiding here. Anyway, we've
got the sweep—let’s root him out1*

Quite near the cave-mouth the
largest of the chalk boulders stood, a

reat mass close by the wall. That
oocked the likebiest hiding-place; and
the five juniors separated to pass round
it on either side—two on one side, three

on the other. If the man was there,
there was no doubt that they had him,

“Hallo, hallo, hallo1” yelled Bob
suddunlf:

He ghmpsed a figure, and jumped.
The man who was crouching belhind
the boulder went over headlong under
that sudden tackle, with Bob sprawling
over him. A moment more, and the
rest of the Co. were round the big
boulder, all of them grasping at the
spra.wlmﬁl farr,

“Got bhim 1"

“Is it Browni"

“Got him, anyway {?

4 Keep hold I™
- Bomoewhat to the suvprise of the
juniors, the man did not s.trugﬁ'lu.

hey had him—an easy prisoner! But
they held him fast.

“Will you have the kindncss fo lck
go when you are quite finished, young
gentlemen 1" came a smooth, calm
voico from the man over whom b
was sprawling. “¥ou aro causing me
very m:::mlderub!u discomfort.”

“ Boames "

It was not Lhe elusive Mr. Brown, It
was James Boames; and, as they made.
that unexpected discovery, the Famons
Five released him, and Boames—a liltla
breathless, but quite composed=—rose
to his feet.

“GET GOING !
& OAMEB 1" exclaimed  Llawvry
Wharton.
The sea-lawyer slepped oub
into  the en, the jumiors

staring at him. With guict coolnesa ho
set his tie straight and brushed off the
chalk from his clothes,

The juniors ncticed that ho cast a
awift, scarching glance out on the open
beach. But there was no onc to bho
gean on the wide stretch of eand
between the cliffs and the lapping sca.
He glanced at the schoolboys with a
faint smile on his smooth, sleck face.

“YWhat aro you doing here,
Scames?” asked Ilarvry YWharlon
abruptly. X

“Noe harm, sir, I assure youl”
answered Soames smoothly, "I am
aware that this is a private beach, and
that the public are not entitled {o onter
this cave without permission from the
lord of the manor. But I feel sure
that Sir Williom Bird would raise no
nh{'aclim: to the presence of lus former
valet.”

“T asked you what you were doing
hera "

“Taking a little rest in the shade,
after o pleasant saunter in the sun-
shine on the beach I answered Soames
landly. ¥
“You don't expech unﬁmm lo believe

that, I supposai"™ said Harry Wharton
contemptuously.
“Why not?” murmured Soames,

“If you are looking for Mr. Brown,
sir, I can assure you that lhe is not
here. I should certainly have seen
Lim if lie had been anywhere about."

“Bo you stepped into the cave for
a rest in the shade, did you?" grunted
Johnny Bull.

* Precisely, sirl"

“And iz that why you stepped zo
olly carefully. not to leave any tracks
f—;eh'ind you?" snorted Jolnny. * You
left only one track—hby accident.”

Soames started a little,

“Indeed, sir! I seem to have been
careless,” he remarked. *'Thank you
for the tip! I shall be more carciul
another time."

“Bo you own up that you were
hiding in the cara?” demanded Bob.

TrE MigNer LisRiry.—No. 1,682,
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“To tell you the truth, sir—"'

‘-"'ﬂ'u;l, I'd like to hear you tell the
truth I grunted Johnny Bull. * You'd
get about as ncar to it as Bunter, I
cxpunt."

‘A little nearer, I hope. Master
Bull 1" said Soames, smiling, *

men on the beach, and step

into the cave to avoid a meeting, It
is, of course, always a pleasure to see
you young ntlemen,” continued
Boames blandly, “ But I feel that ﬂ';:-ur
fealin towards me are not wholly
fricndly, owing to one or two unfor-
tunate disagreements in the past; so
I mng;fidumcf ‘t;lt tactful to avoid a meet-
mg, i sible."

fThats a lio!” said Johnny Bull
Johnny was a painfully plain speaker

at timoes,

“0Oh, sirl” eaid Soames depre.
catingly.
. If vou'd been on the beach when we
came down the quli;r, we should have
son you, if yow'd seen usl!” nted
Johnny Bull. “You were in the cave
before we came down (™

Boames shrugged his shoulders.

Harry Wharton's eyes were fixed in-
tently on the face of the one-time valet,
the sea-lawyer and adventurer. That
smooth, sleek face told him nothing.
Ho did not believe a single word that
Soaines had uttered; but no clue to the
rascal’'s thoughts was to be read in his
faca.

“1 suppose you mean that you are
going tuptﬂﬂ us nothing 7 aaid the cap-
tain of the Remove sharply.

“You are a Very perspicacious
gentleman, sir!” paid Sommes. “I1 ob-
sorved as much, on the occasion of the
Scuth Seas cruise, when I first had the
honour and pleasure of your company.”

Harry Wharton set his lipe. mes’
manner was that of the respectful and
deferential valet; but it was slmost
openly mocking. Wharton's distrust of
tlg:mnn was deep. It was impossible to
forget his treachery on the occasion of
the Pacific criise of which he gpoke—
and the juniors had found him at East-
cliff Lodge, under the name of Jermyn,
playing the part of wvalet, as he had
played it before—but, as they knew only
too well, with a secret game of his own
to play. Now they had found him hid-
ing in the sea-cave—why, they could not
guess, except that his actions were part
of some secret and tortuous scheme of
which they knew nothing.

“From what I remember of the hours
kept at Bir William's mansion, sir,
lunch must be almost due!” went on
Sosmes. ' You young gentlemen will
be late for lunch if you linger here.”

“That means that you'd like us to
clear off, and leave you to get on with
it—whatever it is 1 gaid Harry quickly.

“Y am not surprised, sir, that Mr.
guﬂlch has made you head bﬂ}i of your

orm at Greyfriara School,” said
Soames, “You are so0 very perspica-
cious, sir—unusually so !

“Wero j’uu watching for Brown, when
we found you here?” asked Han
That suspicion had come into his mind.

Boames raised his eyebrows.

“Brown?” he repeated. “Is there any
reason to suppose that Mr. Brown, or
Herr Braun, is in the vicinity ¥

“You did not know that he came to
Eastelif Lodge this morning?”

Soames staried. Evidently he was un-
aware of that circumstance.

“Did ho, sir? I assure vou that I
knew nothing of it. Aectually, 1 Have
not seen Mr. Brown since you so unfor-
. tunately intervened on the cliff voster-

daj'."
We know 7you are after that
scoundrel for some reason,” said Harry
Tiie Maroxer Lisgany.—No. 1,682

tell you the truth, ¥ saw you youn
gantl:'a

ung
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“8o far as that goes, you're more than
welcome to.get on with it. But—"

“Have you any reason, sir, to suppose
that Brown might visit this cave?”
asked Soames, His oyes suddenly keen
on Wharton’s face.

“He's been seen hore before, that’s
all,” answered Harry. “But you may
know more about it than we do. Look
bere, are you going to tell us why you
were hiding in this cave ¥

“I have nothing to add, sir, to the ex-
planation I have already given!™ mur-
mured Scames.

“We shan't get the truth out of him,”
said Bob.

“Look liere, Boamoes™ said Harry
Wharton. “¥You were allowed to go,
when wo found out the trick you were
E‘llaymg at Eastelif Lodge, ause you

new about Wibley. You seem to havo
kept that secret, and I suppose that’s to

your it.”

wnk you, sir! I assure you that
Master Wibley's secret is quite safe with
me,” said Boames. “I have no desire

whatever to imperil Sir William Bird,
now on a mission sufficiently perilous in
itself. Hi:-j, a wmid on th: wﬁ;&ct will
pass my lips—so long, naturally, as no
move is made against mo. In the latter
t:lqaet’} might, perhaps, allow a word to
Bll

‘EI understand you !* snapg&d Whar-
ton. “ But we've no wish to do you any
harm—we've not forgotten what you did
on the night of the enemy air raid. But
you're such a double-dealing rascal—"

“Oh, sir 1" murmured B 1

“¥ou cannot be trusted an inch,” said
Harry. “You deceived Sir William
Bird when he tpok you on as his valet—

laying some game of your own in his

ouse, goodness knows what. You're
still at that gamie—that's why you're
hanging on in this quarter. All that's
clear enough. 'What you're up to I
den't know—excopt that it's something
that won't bear the light. You're get-
ting out of this, now wo've spotted you
—and the sooner, the better. We've got
to let Fct':;m runbgcn&%—bu]t_ pure X
going to g asbout Hastcli ge.

Soames’ face was still smooth; but
there was a gliot in his eyes.

“I mean that,” said Harry. “You're
not going to ekulk in this cave again—
you're going to clear off, and we're
gmn%r to ses that you do™ ]

“If you would have the extreme kind-
ness, sir, to mind your own business——"
murmured Soames

“That's enough! Get going!”

Soames’ eves glittered round at five
faces. He did not stir, and the juniors
drew nearer to him,

For a brief moment there was a Aash
of rage in the sleck face of the sea-
lawyer. Whatever his object might have
been in skulking in the sea-cave, 1t
was quite clear that he was enra and
exasperated by the juniors putting paid
to it

But it was only for a moment that
his anger showed 1n his face. The next,
he wag the smooth and deferential man-
servant agein.

“As you are so very urgent, sir, 1
shall not take it upon me to dispute
your wishes,” he said. “I trust I know
my placo.” 3

*“(Oh, don't be & goat—get going 1"

Scames smiled—and got going.

The juniors walked atier him, alon
the cliffs to the gully that led up fo
Eastcliff Lodge.

They followed him up the gully to the
road over tho cliffs. There Soames
paused, :

Harry Wharton pointed along the
road. :

“Cut!” ho said. :

* Certainly, sir, if you make a point of
it 1” said Soames. “I have the honour

ou're not

to wish you good-morning,
gentlemen.” :

SBoames touched his hat and walked off
up the road.
> - Jjunmiors stood in a group, watch-
ing him till he was out of sight in thn
distance. Then they crossed road
to the gate on the avepuc of Eastcliff

“What on carth,” said Bob, 15 that
sweep up to! Whut tho thump can be
his game I ,

" Bomething shady !
Bull,

“The shadiness is probably terrific I
remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Hingh.
“But it is an ostecmed and ridiculous
puzzle.” ; >

And a puzzle it had to remnain.

young

gaid Johony

BUNTER AT IT AGAIN |

i EM !? said Blump.

The Easteliff Lodge butler

coughed apelogetically.

It wes rather late in the
afternoon. Tho Eastor party had been
Eln}rmg tennis, and when they came in

lump ‘met thém in the hall.
Bl“FlF'E fruity ‘fﬂw had o somewhat

peculiar expression on it, and the
juniors, secing that something was com-
ing, wondered what it was.

“Tho post iz in, young gentlemen!™
said Blump,

“ Any for us?” asked Harry Wharton.

He glanced at the hall table, where
the letters were usually laid. None was
visible there.

*Yes, sir I answered Blump. ” Therc
was one for you, sir, and one for Han’g&r
ump coughed again.

“Well, where are they 1 asked Harry,
puzzled.

“That, sir, I am unable to say!"
answered the butler. **They wcre put
in the usual place to be taken; but tho
next timo I passed through the ball,
sir, they were gone.”

“COh 1” ejaculated Harry. 3

“Perhaps I should mention, sir, that
Master Bunter was in tho hall,” said
Blump. “It is possible, sir, that Master
Bunter may be able to tell you what
has become ‘uf your correspondence.
That is all, sir.” ;

And Blump coughed again.

Harry Wharton & Co. looked at ono
another, Thﬂﬂsgava one another guito
expressive looks,

Endently the fatuous fat Owl had
been at it again. His success with Bob
Cherry's letter had encours him ‘to
carry on with the good work. Bunter
was in a jesting mood. This particu-
larly brilliant idea having ocourred to
his podgy brain, he was going to mako
the most of it. ;

“The ass 1" said Bob. *The benighted
bandersnatch !1”

“Bunter will have to chuck this!”
said Harry. “If Bunter thinks this
funny, he will have to be educated a
iittle on the subject. Where's Bunter
now, Blump " 7

“In the Einingwmm sir ¥

Blump faded away., The juniors,
rather wondering what Billy Bunter
was in the dining-room for, w it was
not 8 meal-time, proceeded to that
apariment.

They discovered why Bunter was
there, as scon as thoy entered. Bis-
cuits were kept in a silver box in the
sideboard. Billy Bunier was seated cn
a hassock by the sideboard, with that
silver box on his fat knees, lid opon,

A sound of munching and c

eted the Famous Five as they camo
in. Bunter was busy on the bisouite.

He was surrounded by & sea of



crumbs!  Crumbs plastered his podgy
chin and angircled his extensive mouth.

That extensive mouth was full. 8o
wera both the fat hands—ready with &
new supply!

Munch ! Crunch!

They gazed at Bunter.

“Where arc our letters,
chump * asked Harry.

“I say, you fellows! Can't you find
vour letters?” grinned Bunter, ™ Ain't
they on the table in the hall? He,
he, hel”

“Will you hand them over, you un-
speskable idiot?” asked the captain of
the Remore,

“How can I, when I haven't got
1{1E1u";”‘1’l aeked B‘l;mtar._ ; ok Tﬂ?’km? !E:rk
thro ctw, tI ¥you hke L
he, ho! I'll ‘sat all the letters you can
find in my pockets!*

Grinming, the fat Owl
munching and ¢runching.

“T haven't hidden them!” he con-
tinned. “I haven't szcen them, and
never knew thero were any. If you and
Nugent want your latters, Wharton,
vou'd better ask Blump what he's done
with. them.”

“8o you know they're for Nugent and

e, though you've never seen them?”
=aid Harry.
“Oh, nol Not at alll One of them
wasn't in your uncle’s handwriting, and
iha other wasnt from Nugent's pater 1"
said Bunter hastily. “I Loow abso-
Iutely nothing about them. I expect
Blump’s lost them—if therc were any,
vou know! He's carvelese. I dare say
they'll turn up some time. I shouldn’t
wonder if they turn up along with
Boly's letter! He, he, hel”

* Along with Bob's!"” repeated Harry.
“Da you mean that you've hidden them
{n REIEJ same place, you foozling fat-
wend ?

“I haven't hidden them at_all, old
chap. They might be in the same
place, and they might not! That's
telling—— I mean I don’t know any-
ﬂun% about it. How could I7 Don't
vou fellows get the idea into your heads
that I'm making you sit HF ar pullin
my leg yesterday! I'd forgoiten a
about that—I ten entirely—I don't
suppose I should remember tt, even if
you mentioned it."

The fact that Billy Bunter had
rendered Wibley much-needed aid in
the library that morning saved him
from being bhumped on the dining-rcom
floor, :

Leaving him to devour biscuits, the
Co. left the dining-room—a fat chortle
following them.

“1 fancy we know where to look [
grinned b, when they were in the
hall, “Come onl®

The juniors went out on the terrace.
Billy Bunter’s remarks left thém in
little doubt that he had dropped the
missing letters into the tub on the
halustrade, where ho had dropped Bob's
letter that morning.

They proceeded to explore.

Billy Bunter had to reach up to tip
s letter in over the edge. Bob, how-
ever, was able to glance into it by
standing on tiptoe. _

He glanced in—and then reached in
and hooked out two letters. One was
addreszed to Wharton, the other to
Nugent, .

= o yon are!” grinned Bob, as he
handed them over to their owners.
“Bunter's found such a jolly saie gfm
that he was bound to uso it again. The
benighted chump still thinks that my

letter's in there—he couldn’t look into
a ladder.”

the tub without gettin
The juniors chueckled.
Owl evidently had no sus-
e hiding-place was known,

vou fat

resumed

The japin
picion that

EVERY SATURDAY

ngi that Bob %;n::h taken his l““rliiimﬂ
it long a ithout getting a lift
at langt ngmfmt from thag;rmmdi Bunter
could not ibly have looked into that
tub, and it was too heavy for him to
have lifted down and replaced. He
was still in the happy belief that Bob’s
letter lay there, and that he had sdded
Wharton's and Nugent’s letters to it.
“ Look here, the fat chump’s got to

chuck thiz!™ said Johnny Bull. “We
can't have him fooling ut with our
Iatt.erar the mad ass!”

Bob's eves glimmered.

“Might make him tired of it!* he

remarked. “Wait here a minute or
two, you chaps, while I cut off to the
gardener's shed.”

Bob cut off at a trot, leaving his
chums waiting and perplexed. He was
back in a few minutes with & large can
of water in his hand.

They stared at it,

“What on carth’s that for?” asked
Johnny Bull.

“Bunter I" answered Bob.

He lifted the can and_tilted it over

the m:ﬁe of the tu His comrades
watched him, rather blankly, as the
water streamed from the can into the
tub, filling it almost to the brim.
_ "That's that I remarked Bob, lower-
Ing empty can. “Next time
Bunter comes to that tub, he's going
to & surprise e

“He won't even know the
thera!” said Johnny. “He can only
just reach up to it—and if he drops
another letter in, he will drop it into
the water, you ass, and that will be the
end of it.”

“Buppose he tried to take a letter
out, though?’ suggested Bob. “He
couldn’t do that without tilting the tub
towards him, half-over.”

“He won't!" said Johnny, staring.
“He docsn’t want to Eei t lotters
back for ws! The blithering idiot
means to leave them hidden.”

“He might [” said Bob. *Suppose—
not being able to find those letters—wa
offiered to lend Bunter ten beb if he
could find them #*

“0h!” gasped Johnny.

“Ha, ha, bha!™ 3&"9& tha Co.

Bob Cherry took the can back to the

ardener’s shed. Then the Famous

1ve went in to tea—with smiling faces.

water's

BUNTER GETS A WASH !

BILL? BUNTER grinned over Ins
tea.

Bunter seemed in rather high

foeather that afternoon. The
thoughts in his fat brain appeared to
ontertain him.

The biscuits did not seem to have
spoiled Bunter’s appetite. Blump had
been under the necessity of re-filling
that silver box. But the biscuits that
had filled it did not fill Bu He
had plenty of room Igfﬁlfqr tua?it{, and
scones, and jam—especially jam. Ha
and sticky, the fat Owl n'rlmned & Igﬂ
William and the Famous Five over the
tea-table,

Bunter felt that he was getting his
own back, Pinching fellows' letters
and hiding them would not, perhaps,
have appealed to the aver intellect

nter,

as much of a jape. To Bunter, it
seemed fearfully funny. Over the tea-
table, his fat face was wreathed in
smiles and jam.

“Y say, you fellows! Found your
letters yet?” asked Bunter, with a

giggle of happy enjoyment.

now where they are, Bunter?" in-
quired Nugent. .
“He, he, he| Not on mel® said

13

Bunter. "I haven't got them. He, he,

hal I expect Blump's dropped them
Ema?'}}arel Why F;Dt aﬂﬂmh for
em

_ It would have been the cream of the
Erika, in Bunter’s opinion, if the Famous

ve had roo up and down, end
round about, all over Eastcliff Lodge,
for the letters that lay in tho tub
on the balustrade out of doors! Hae
would have liked to see them at tho
task! He would have enjoyed watch-
ing them at itl

Blump might have dropped them
anywhere 1" went on Bunter. kin
the butler's pantry! Look up on tha
tower! Look everywhere! Look all
over the house, you know. Not out of
doore—they couldn’t be out of doors, of
course. Anywhere in the house—"

I'm sure they're not out of doors,”

said Bob Cherry, shaking his head.
“pgeh, by, shaking i o

18 terrific I agreed
Hurree Jainset Ram Singh. &

" He, he, he "—from Bunter.

The juniors had resson to be sure
that those letters were not out of doors,
as the letters at that moment weors i1n
the pockets of their owners sitting at
the tea-table. But the fat Owl, ha ‘13'
unaware of that circumstance, nhuc?ili} .

"Of course they couldn’t be out of
doors,” chuckled Bunter, “especially
not on the terrace | He, he, he ’pef say,
you fellows, I'd look for them, if I

were youl Might have tips in thom,
Fmv%u e ik f

“"We were thinking o tting you to
look for them -fld ¥:_I; Fl'er: i

remarked Bob Cherry.

“I'll watch it!” said Bunter.

“¥ou wanted to borrow a ten-hob
note yesterday,” said Bob,

“And you fellows wouldn't lend me
one !’ jeered Bunter. “ Youn pulled m
leg instead! Well, perhaps you sin’
the m]ﬁ fellow who can pull & fellow’s
Iugl e, he, he ¥

‘Buppose you find those letters for
u

“No jolly fear!”

“And we'll lend dvnu & ten-bob nofe
as soon as you hand them over.”

“Oh1"” said Bunter.

He sat up and tpok notice at once.

* Honest Injun?” he ashked.

“Honest Injur! You %et those letters
and hand them over—if you can find
them, of course—and the ten-bobber’s
yours I declared Bob. * You can settle
up out of that poets]l order you're

ox g™

i | shguld do that, of course,” said
Bunter., “I'm not a fellow to owe
mnneg, 1 hope I*

“Oh crikey I

“Ten bob wauld coma jn meeful for
a short time,” sald Bunter. “That
postal order never came, after all, this
afternoon. I don't know why, but it
didn't. It's the war, I expect. Any-
how, it hasn't come. You lend me ten
bob, and I'll let you have the postal
order immediately it comes.”

“If you find those letters, it's a go!"”

“Well, & fellow might be able to
find them,” said Bunter thoughtfully.
“Mind, I don’t know where they are.
I haven't the faintest idéa, as I never
hid them, you koow. But I'll do my
best. Pass the jsm, will youi”

Bunter gobbled jam, grioning more
widely than ever.

He had planned to leave those
missing letters in the fub on
terrace for a few days—just to make
the beasts st up, as they so richly
deserved. But an offer of this kind put
quite a different complexion on the
matter.

For some time Bunter's worldly
wealth had been down to the incon-
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siderable sum of one penny, and even
that penny was a bad one. A loan of
ten shillings was like corn in Eg&ﬁt in
ono of the lean yecars. Billy nter
mede up his fat mind at once to find
thoze mizsing latters.

There was still some jam left when
Billy Bunter rose from the tea-table.

He was departing from his usual
customs in his hurcy to find those
letters,

“Don't vou fellows hurry,” said
Bunter. “I'm going to look for those
letters now. I may be able to find
them.”

Bunter rolled out into the hall. He
carcfully shut the door after him. He
did not want the juniors to see the way
he went. They might suspect that he
knew already where to find those letters
if they saw him make direct for the
tub on the terrace.

“0Oh, my only hat and umbrella!®
murmured Sir {Villiam Wibley, when
the fat Owl was gone. Wibley had been
told=—not in the hearing of Bunter.
“This way, old beans! You can see
the terrace steps from one of these
windows, "

“Ha, ha, hal"

The juniors moved along to the
vindow that gave a view of the terrace
atgrl:lm They watched from that window
with great interest,

About a minute later Billy Bunter
rolled into view.

There waz a cheery grin on Bunter's
fat face as he rolled across the terrace
to the steps. Bunter was heading for
the tub that had contained the missing
letters, like & homing pigeon. He was
losing no time.

It did not oceur to Bunter to lock
round, and he remained happily un-
aware of six faces at an open window
:i;qrtimr along the terrace watching

1m.

The fat jumer reached the tub on the
balustrade.

He stopped there.

To drop a lettor in, Bunter had only
to reach up. But to get a letter out,
was a different proposition. He had
to tilt the tub towards him with one
haud far enough to allow him to grope
i 1t with the other. The juniors
watched lim breathlessly as he reached
up and grabbed the edge of th~ tub
with fat Bngers,

Those fat fingers closed on the rim
of the fub.

Bunter tilted it over towards him.

Swooooooosh |

Aplash {

“"Yavoooooh 1" came a startled wyell
f[‘l;l_éll F'Im‘i_ aamrniahedl far Owl. “Oh
crikey urrrrrocop

“Ha, ha, ha!” came another yell,
from the open window on the terrace.

“Urrrrggh t"

"“Ha, ha, ha!"

" Gurrrrggh "

Billy Bunter was
surprise,

e had expected to find three letiers
in that tub. He did not expect to find
water there. But it was the unexpected
that happened. He did not find the
threa letters there; he found the water.

The water washed over Bunter in a
flond. It swooped over his fat face;
it ran down his sleeve: it drenched
inside his collar; it soaked his fat head.
He spluttered and roared.

The tub dropped back into its place
as the fat fingers let go. There was
still some water in it. but not much.
Billy Bunter had had most of it.

“Ow | Ooogh | Grooogh 1 spluttered
the smazed Owl. “Ooccogh! What
the— hﬁrmng‘lt! What the—
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“Ha, bo, ha!”

“Oh crikey! I'm soaked! I'm
drenched—  Urrrrggh 1

“Ha, ha, ha!” ricked Bunter's
sudience.

The fat Owl]l blinked round. He

glared through watery spectacles at six
convulsed faces st the window,

“Urrgh! I say, yvou fellows, I'm all
wet—— Oooghh I

“Ha, ha, hal”

“"Looking in that tub for the letters?™
roatred Bob Cherry. " What made you
think they were there, Bunter ¥*

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Those who hide can find the cracked

pitcher that goes longest to a bird in
the bush, as the English proverb
remarks !” chuckled the Nabob of
Bhanipur.

“Urrgh! I'm soaked!” yelled
Bunter. “Wharrer you cackling at,

you beasts? Blessed if I see anything
to cackle at! I'm sopping wet—""

'3 Hl, ]'I.[I.. hﬂ Iu

“Why, you rotters ¥ roared Bunter,
a sudden light dawning on his fat brain,
“You swabs! Vou jolly well found
the letters there, and vou jolly well
g_ut that water there, and—and—

urrrggh !

“Ha, ha. ha!”

*“ Beasts !" roared Bunter.

He tottered away, squelching, and
leaving a watery trail across
terrece.

Bob Cherry wiped his eyes.

“ Perhaps that fat ass will be fed-up
with hiding a fellow’s letters aiter
this I* he remarked. *“And s wash will
do him good! Two birds with one
stone |

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Billy Bunter was busy towelling for
a considerable time. When he was seen
again his fat face was wrathy, but there
were no traces on it of tea, lunch, or
hreakfast. The wash, at least, had done

him good |

WHARTON ON THE WATCH !

¢ IFTEEN — love!” said 8ir
William.

It was a sunany morning.

- Four members of the Co. were

plat?'mg tennis, Sir William, geated in

o dockchair, his silvery hl‘:arﬁe glisten-

ing in the sunshine, keeping score for
them.

Bob Cherry and Frank Nugont were

laying Johnny Bull and Hurrce

amset Ram 8ingh in a double. Harr
Wharton had plaved s single wit
Wiblay, and now he was strolling alon
tho court, his hands in his pockets an
a thoughtful cxpression on his face.

He strolled awa;fe from the tennis
court, leaving his friends hard at it,
and walked down the avenue.

He was thinking of that meeting with
Soames 1n the sea-cave the day before.
He had given that incident a good deal
of thought.

Why was Soames thore? He had a
motive, that was clear:.he had been on
watch. Why? And for whom?

The answer to that guestion, In
Wharten's mind, was Brown. Soames
for his own reasons, whatever they
might be, was on the trail of the Naz
spy: all the Greyiriars- fellows knew
that. Had Boames some reason for
suspecting that Mr. Brown might
visit the chalk cave? And had he been
on the watch for him there?

The juniors had sus ed, when they
found the footprint in the sand, that
the Gestapo agent might have cfudged
into the cave for cover, after his flight
from Eastclif Lodge. DBut Boames had
known nothing of that. If he was

watching for Hor DBraun. it was
because he suspected that Brown had
some special motive for visiting the
cave, and might be caught there,

. Wharton had donc some hard thiuk-
ing on the subject. and it seomed to
him that he saw light.

_ Brown Lad been seen more than onee
in that eave. The juniors had suspected
that his hide-out was there, and the
officers of the law had searched it
thoroughly, failing to find any frace of
& hide-out.

What if Boames had hat better luck ?

f that hide-out existed, it was hidden

doeap—not easily to be found. But the
cunning and wary szea-lawyer might
have traced it.
. If that was the case, Soames’ skulk-
ing in the cave, behind the rock near
the entrance, was explained—he had
been watching for Herr Braun, know-
ing that sooner or later the spy would
return to his hide-out.

Brown, obviously, did not use that
hide-out continually—if it was therc.
His strange and treacherous husiness
took him to many places, often in dis-
guise. He might not visit it for a week
Bt & time.

But, if it was there, sooner or later
he would come—and was that what
Boames knew, and was it why he was
concealed at the cave-mouth, watching
in cover?

It seemed to Harry Wharlon more
than likely. .

The captain of the Remove, leaving
his friends busy at tennis, walked down
the avenue nmf crossel the road to the
gully in the cliffs. He went down the
gully to tho beach. .

The tide was out, s wide stretch of
sand glistening in the sun. He walked
along under the cliffs to the chalk cave.

If his suspicion was well founded—
if he had, indeed, spotted Scames'
motive for lurking in the chalk cave—
it meant that own's hide-out was
there, though it had never been traced.
Bearching for it was futile—the police
had searched every foot—almost cvery
inch—of the great cave, and discovered
nothing. But a careless fnutgrint might
gjt'fu a clue—or the sight of Brown lim-
salt ]

Harry Wharton stopped at the cave-
mouth, and gazed iute the shadowy
interior.

It was silent and deserted, as usval
The ridged sand left by the tido showed
no footprint. But that did not prove
that no one was fthere. Wharton
remembered Soames’ caution—and
imitated it.

Gnrefuﬂ'{ treading onlr on zeawced,
and on fragments of wreckage, he
picked his way inte the cave, leaving
o trace of anyonc having trodden
thera ) P

It was in hizs mind that perha
Soames might be there again, steridy
as e had been warned off. But a
glance round the rugﬁm boulders near
tI]:.l-: cave-month showed that no one was
there.

The captain of the Remove stopped
behind the great rock that had hLidden
Boames the day before. There ho sat
down on & boulder and waited.

It was a couple of hours yet to lunch,
and he was going to wait and watch
there, as Soamces hind done the day
before. :

If he had the good luck to spot the
man from the Geatapo, and s¢o him
eteal inte his hide-out, that sceret
would be known—and it would not be
long before the Nazi was in official
hands. i

The mere possibilily of maklnda"] such
s discavery was worth a great deal of
trouble. If Soames had a chance of



ppotting the spy there, the caplain of
the Greyfriars Remove had an equal
chance, watching in the same place.

A long hour passed, and another had
alimost passed, whon s shadow loomed
in the bright sunshine at thae cave-

mnouth.
A man stepped m from the beach.
Harry Wharion felt his heart beat a
little faster. It might be Soames again
s fricnds,

—it might be one of

+

Bunter's fat fingers closed on

the tub, and it tilted over,

shedding its conienis over the
fat junior !

conting Lo look fov him!
be the man Soames had expected the
previous day.

Keeping carcfully in caver,
captain of the Remove peered
vautiously round the big chalk boulder,

Hiz eves fixed on the Agure in the
ciuve-mouth.

His first fceling was disappointiment.

Ho saw o man with dark ecvebrows
and horn-rimmed spectaclez.  The man
looked nothing like Brown—he waz a
stranger to the cyes of the Greyfriars
JUnior.

But tho junior watched nin keenly.
Brown had been disguised the day he
came to see Wibley, as Mr. Thompson,
of the A.R.P. He might be disguised
again—and strangers were unusual in
that spot, which was private prnfm't.:,r
belonging to  the Eastchil odge
calate.

And, as the captain of the Remove
watched, his heart beat again.

Those dark eyebrows were nothing
like Mr Brown's blond Teutonic brows,
But the nose, short and thick and
stubby, was like AMr Brown's. And, as
Wharton watched, the man took off tho
horn-rimmed spectacies, put them into
a case, and slipped it into his pocket.
He did not, apparently, need them—
though he was watching the Dbeach,
from which he had come, very intently.
A man who wore spectacles he did not
need was very probably s man in
disguise.

YWharton could see, foo, the stretch
of smooth sand, over which the man
had come, and could see that it bora
no footprints Like Boames the day
before, and like himself, the man had
trndden cautiously, where his feet left
no trace—and that could have only ono
meaning.

For several long minutes the man

But it aight -
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lood staring out over the beach. Then
he turmed to po up the cave,

Marry Wharton suppressed his
breathing. He was a3 good as cerlain
now tnat the inan waes the Gestapo
agent—coming back 1o his hide-out at
last, s he behieved that Soames had
expected.

The man tred swiftly up the cave.
He pansed bevond ihe radius of sun-
light amd dizsappeared in shadows.
From ithe darkness up the cave camn

a twinkle of light! He had turned on
a flash-lomp to guide Lis way.

MHarvy Wharton emerged from
belnnd the rock His luck was in—it

tl waz he and not Seames who had spolted

P T

",

k
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Hw spy istealing back {o his unknown
ol ;

If 1t was Brown who carried that
light—and he was sure that it was—he
had only to follow him up the cave to
learn enough to put an ond to the
treacherous activities of the Nazi spy.

Bilently, his tennis-shoes making no
sound, the captain of the Remove trod
up the cave, dgmde-ﬂ by the spot of light
that twinkled ahead in the darkness,

THE SPY’'S SECRET !

HE light stopped.
Harry Whaiton came to a
halt, breathing quickly.

The man with the light was
near the extremity of the great cave,
where it stretched far under the clifia
and came to an end beneath Easteliff
Lodge. : e

0Of the man behind the light, Whar-
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ton  could sce mnothing but a Jark
shadow ; but he saw on what the fazh-
lamp gleamed.

It was the wall of vock at 1o :ide
nf tha cave—in the spot where the
:l:_l'l.'.‘l!:;l‘l roof soaved high, far oui of
sigrlt.

That was a spot that Wharion and
lis chums knew. It was where 1l wall
could be climbed, by a series of rocky
ledges, and where they had climbed if,
oo, 1 search of the suspected mwaun.

The light was flashed up at the
rugged rocky wall., Then it was sud-
denly shut off,

Wharton's heart beat hard.

The man had reached his goal—anl
what could it be but the wy:ierious

-lll: I‘I I Il! . .

2l

AMre. Brown's hide-out? IHo could ice
nothing now, but he could hear; and

what he heard was the scraping, brush.
ing sound of a climber.

The man was clambering vwp the rock
wall, from rugged ledga to ledge.

It would have been difficult to carry
ithhe light with both hands nceded for
the climb. But unless he knew the way
by frequent use, he could never have
ventured on such a climb in the davk-
ness, Plainly, he knew every foot of
e way, which could only mean that
it was an accustomed way to him.

It was the Nazi spy, sccking his hide-
out! Wharton had no doubt about that
now. And yet he knew that that rugged
rack wall had been searched by official

eyes—keen and experienced cyes. The
hiding-place, if 1t was there, was
cunningly hidden—and Wharton was

sure that it was thore.
Tae MaicNer LiBrary.— o, 1.682.
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He crept o little eloser, silently,
listening keenly.

iIIe remembered the day when Mr.
Biroun had been cornered in that
cave, and had remained there after tho
tide had fAooded in and driven them
from the beach. Heo know now that this
was the way the spy must have gone
oit that occasion,

A fragment of loose chalk slithered
down the steep cave-wall, knocked
nwar by the elimber's foot. Wharton
could see nuthi:g; but with his mind's
ere he follow the eclimbing man,
gwinging himself up actively from ledge
to ledge.

The sounds ceased.

The man had stopped.

So far as Wharton could judge by lus
cars, Mr. Brown had stopped on e
leage well over high-water mark. But
e was nowhers near the high, soaring
ioof of the cave.

That he had stopped, hinted that he
was at hiz destination. Yet, as Whar-
ton knew from having climbed thero
during the search of the cave, there was
no opening in the rocky wall in_which
u man could hide. There were fissures
and crevices, but all open to the view.
It seemed that unless the man could
pass through solid rock he had to stop.

Obviously he had not climbed there
for nothing. There was some secret—
some hidden place that Le knew and
that he could hide from search. _

Wharton strained his eyes upward in
the darkness, but he could see nothing.

Still, he could hear. and there was
another gound in a few moments. It
was the sound of a heavy rock stirring
under sinewy hands.

Then the captain of the Remove
understood in & Aash.

An opening coxisted, but it was
blecked. It was so eunningly blocked
that it had the appearance of the rest
of the roeky wall, with nothing to mark
it out. That sound of the stirring of
heavy rock told the tale. The Grey-
friavs junior heard it rell.

The light flashed on agsin.

Harrv Wharton euppressed a gasp at
what he saw. ;

On & hagh IEdf& on the rugged wall,
where his own feet head trnrf en once,
loomed the dark fgure, light in hand.

THE MAGNET

The light glcamed into an opening of
the cave wall above the ledge,

It was hardly more than three fect
high, less than that wide. It had been
blocked by the rock that the man had
dragged from the o nqu.

That rock, in its place, locked cxactly
like part of the cavern wall. Now that
it was removed, it showed the opening
of that deep crevice—obviously DMr.
Brown's way to hiz hide-out.

How the man—a stranger from a
strange  land—had discowered that
secret was & mystery to Wharton, Yet,
even as he stood 1!-t41|:m%1 up at that un-
suspected gap in the high cave wall,
the truth ffaaﬂed into his mind,

On that day when Mr. Brown had
been shut in the cave by the tide he
had had to climb for safety. Only in
this spot was i1t possible to climb the
wall of the cave. 3

At that time, doubtless, the cavity in
the wall had been unblocked. Brown
had found it there, open to his eyes.

If that hidden recess had been used in
ancient days by the smugglers of the
sea-cave, doubtless they had used the
rock to bleck it from discovery—as Mr,
Brown used it. But on the last occa-
sion, more than a long hundred years
ago, when the smugglers had used the
cave for the last time, they had not
taken the trouble to bleck the tunnel
they were never to use Again.
Brown had found it when the tide had
driven him up the cave wall to the
ledge where he now stood.

Ne doubt he had been glad of the
discovery, The recess where, perhaps,
the reckless dealers in contraband goods
had hidden from the Revenue officers in
days long pgst made s hide-out that
was exactly what the Nazi spy needed,
while he had to linger in the vicinity
of Easteliff Lodge, kecping watch on the
movaements of Sir William Bird.

At all events, it was clear that this
was the spy’'s hide-out. He stood with
the light shining into the cavity—evi-
dently the way he intended to go.

But he did not immediately enter. He
stood watching and listening at the
cavnity. Why, Wharton could not guess,
unless there was, perhaps, some other
entrance o that hidden den, and Mr.
Brown, wary &s a fox, had it in his
mind that it might possibly have been
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discovered, The man waz as wary and
suspicious as & hunted wolf. It sceined
that he was satisfying himself that all
was as he had left it before he entered.

He moved suddenly. i

The light turned from the cavity in
the high cave wall and ecircled round
and downward. It fashed into the
watehing schoolboy's eyes, dazzling him.

Herr Braun, asssuredly, did not sus-
pect that there was anvone below in the
cave, It was simply the habit of
caution, the stealthy wariness of a man
who lived a hunted i‘ifn making sure that
he was not observed before he disap-
peared into his secret den.

Harry Wharton, atarirsi; u
the sudden blaze of light full in his
eves, and put up his hand to cover
them. As he did g0 he heard a sudden,
startled, guttural exclamation from the
maen up the rock wall

“Ach! Achk himmel!l Was ist das—
wor—->"

Harry Whe.ton's heart throbbed.
The man had seen him. He had seen
ic!tel face looking up as it gleamed in the
1git.

nstantly he realised his peril.

He had discovered the hidden ap}"'s
secret, and the spy had discovered him !

He would not get away with what he
had discovered if ithe man from the
Gestapo could stop him. his

, roceived

86 chums been with him he would have

feared nothing; but alone he was power-
less—little more than. an infant in o
struggle with the strong, wiry scoun-
drel, helpless in those sinewy hands if
they fastencd on him.

He turned and cut down the cave.

It was dangerous to run in the thick
darkness. The floor was broken and
irregular, split with fissures. But he
had no choice as he heard the man on
the rock wall scrambling down in des-
pcrate haste.

Behind hin as he ran he heard a
voice in guttural German, sputtering
curses. The man from the Gestapo was
in fierce pursuit, running fast, and the
captain of the Greyfriars Remove put
on speed, racing for the cave entrance,

He glimpsed the daylight far ahead,
but 1t was still black round him when
his running feet stuwmbled in a gap in
the rocky Hoor, unseen in the darﬁ, He
gave & cry a5 he pitched forward on
his face, dazed by the shock.

Dut he scrambled despcrately up. As
he did so, & dark figure shot from the

darkness behind him, and a savage
grasp fastened on him.

In desperation Wharton turned,
grappled with |hiz  assailant, and
struggled.

In detﬁ; darkness they struggled and
wrenched. the schoolboy striving with

all his strength to break looze from that
savage grip—striving wildly, desper-
ately, but in vain. Fighting to the
last, he was borne to the rocky floor in
the grip of the man from the Gestapo.

e ——

MISSING !

SAY, you fellows
% Soen Wharton *"

“Wharton”  Billv  Bunter
Llinked at the four juniors who

¥

|

came in with Bir William. *Yes.

TR

Ol e aeiis o bave wallid off
while we were playing tennis,”
answered Bob Cherry. " And it's just
on lunch. Where is he?" .

“How should I know?" askea
Bunter. ) {

“You frabénu:. fxthead, didn't you
say that you'd seem him 1" )

*8o I have. I zaw him go out with



iou fellow ouf tennis reckets—
Ours 1" said ter cheerfully.

Bob Cherry gave him a look.

“Can any man tell me what Bunter
is doing outside & home for idiota?” he
inguived “T've never been able to
na {}hﬂl“ ﬁut."&h 3

ey, B2rr

“Blump Sir William called to_the
butler, as he appeared in_ the hall,
““has Master Wharton come int"

with

“I have not seen him, sir,” answered
Blump.

“Gone down to the beach very
likely,” said Johony Bull. "I noticed

he went towards the svenue, Taking
puother squint in the cave, perhaps.”

It was & quarter of an hour later that
the gong sounded for lanch. The Co.
expected to sce Harry Wharton, where-
ever he was, come in by that time; but
he did not appear.

However, fellows had been late for
lunch before, and they went into the
dining-room, not much concerned about
the matter. But when lunch was over,
and still the captain of the Remove
had failed to put m an appcarance,
they could not help wondeting what
had become of him. A fellow might be
late, but it was wory unusual Lo cut
Liffin. N

“Better heve a squint round,” re-
marked Bob, and the Co. went out on
the avenue to see whether Wharton was
voming. !

He was not in sight, and ithey walkod
down the avenue to the road. As
Harry Wharton evidently had gone out,
they concluded that he had gone Jdown
te the beach, the they could not
imagine why ho uot returned.

“Watch stopped, perhaps,” said
-lulml:ly Bull. " Waiches do, on the
beach.™

“J shouldn't need a watch to tell e go

wlen I was an hour late for {iffin,” re-
!imk'l-i:?’d Bob Cherry. “I=—I wonder

if—

“What " asked Nugent.

“Well, something's kept him. I ho
has taken a tumble over the rocks, or
soinethin i

“Come on I said Nugent hastily.

The four jhniors hurried down the
gully to the beach. But the tide was in
now, washing almost up to tho cliffs,
They stood at the lower end of tho
gully, lookihg along the narrow strip
of sand between the cliffs and the sca,
tdiminishing in width every moment.

“He can’t ba in the cave,” said Bob
uncasily. “He wouldn't stay there
ufter the tide came up. He's not an
azs like Bunter.”

“Where the dickens can he bafi?

“Tha wherefulness iz terrvific " mur-
mured Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“Cen’t have walked off to Broad-
stairs or Ramsgate without telling us he
was going ! said Johnny Bull,

It was & puzzle to the four juniors—
and they were beginning to  {ecl
HLUXIGUY.

Wharton was not on the beach; and
if he had been there at all, he must
have gone into the cave. But he could
not have remained there of hiz own
necord with the tide flooding up the
hweach, cutting off his return.

" A chap miFhI; take a tumble !" saicd
Bob slowly. “I think I'd better squint
into the cave. You fellows stick here—
no good everybody getting wet.”

Bob cut along the base of the cliffs
towards the chalk cave.

The distance was a good hundred
yards, end the tide was perilously close
in. Every now and then an incomin
wave washed rvight up to the cliffs mg
receded again., Bo them as
will as he could, but he wasg wet to the
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knces by the time he arrived at the
cave-mouth. .

His friends watched him anxiously
from the gully. ]

Breathless, Bob tramped in under the
arch of .the mﬁ the sca behind him
fooding on. a had listle time to
spare If he was vot to be trapped by
the tide.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” roared Bob.
His powerful voice rang and echoed
through the depths of the cave.
“Wharton! Are vou here? Show a
leg, old man! Hallo, hallo, hallo!”

Thunderonz cchoes answered him
from the shadowy depths, but there
came no other answer, ]

He looked quickly about him. Then
he was reassurcd as saw, on the
smooth stretch of sand so far untouched
by the incoming tide, no traces of foot-
Frm_l:u. There was no sign of anyone
1aving entered the cave |

He turned and hurried out.

Bricf as tho time had been, there was
now water up to the base of the cliffs—
shallow, but surging, and followed by
eavy waves. Knec-deep, Bob ggl;égeﬂ
and tramped through the mng
water, and rejoined bis friends at the

i .
- “Not there!” he said breathlessly.
“XNot a sign of anyome going in—ho
never went info the cave,” :

“Then ho nover came down to (he
beach at all,” said Frank. “Come on
—tho sca will be coming up the gully
soon.”

They tramped back up the gully, Bob
squelching water as_ he went.  They
reached the road again, and looked in
either direction, seeing no one. Then,
more puzzled than ever, they wont up
the avenue to the house,

“Might have come in whila we were
ne ! said Bob hopefully.

They found Billy Bunter in an arm-
chair in the hall, taking the rest heo
needed aftor his oxertions at lunch.

“Wharton comc in?' asked Nugent.

Billy Bunter opened bis eyes behind
hiz spectacles.

“Ehi" he squeaked, ,

“Has Wharton come in, fathead?”

“How should T know? Think I could
se¢ him with my eves shut?-
Bunter. “Don't an ass, Nugent! 1
say, you fellows, I'd rather you didn’t
jaw, if you don't mind. I want to go
to sleep.”

Bunter's cyos clozed again bebind his
spectacles.

Sir William came into the hall.

“Haven't you found Wharton " he
asked,

“No; he's not been on the beach, so
far as wo can make out!” answered
Bob. “ He's not come in"

“No!" answered Wibley.

"The juniors stood in & worried group.
Thera was an unessy thought in all
1|:h-eir minds, which Nugent uttered at
ast,

“¥f he's run into Scames

“But—but Soames wou
muttered Bob.

“He was up to sunmttu'u& yvesterday—
goodness knows what. Wharton's
spotted him—— Weé kmow what Soamrs
can ba like if anybody gets in his way,”
muttered Nugent.

“] say, you WE——"" caine a
squeak from the armchair.

“ Bhut up, Bunter |"

“Shan't! here, Wharton's all
vight. 1 dare say ho's gome off for the
day, that's all.”

“Why should he, asa}”™ 4

"Waﬁ. l!:m might be fed-up with you

n;l'-;}:H
“What

“1 know I am, jolly often ™ said
Buunier, blinking at liw fﬂnium H Wad-

ain—="

!t [ L]

and flung down.

i

up to the chin! I dare say Wharion
folt the same, and he's just cleared off
to get shut of you for a bit! Don’t you
think that's it?"™ §

The Co. did not seom to think that
“that was it.” [ :

“Anyhow, don’t jaw!” szaid Bunter,
“ A chap wants to nap & bit after lunch.
Go out and look for Wharton, if you
want him ; but you’ll find that lc's only
walked off to get a bit of rest froum you
—bet wou that's it!l Anvhow, don't
sland iam jawing when a chap wants
lo go to sleep.”

Bunter closed lLis eyes once more,

They did not remain closed. They
opened quite qumk!i, a8 ho suddenly

ot out of the armchair and rolled on
the floar.

“Yarooh!” roared Bunter, #@z he
landed.

For a moment he fancied that it was
an earthqu or an air raid. Biit it
was neither. His sudden fransit was
caused by Bob Cherry ﬁfpsping tha back

of the armchair and tilting it Iu]]:é

“\Why, you beast!"” roared Bunter,
sitting up and glaring at Bob over the
chair-back., * '!guu silly idiot, wharrer
you think you're up to?”

Bob did not explain what he was up
te. He tilted the srnichair oter, en-
gulivg Bunter. Then the Co. walked
out agamn to look for their missing
chum, leaving a breathless and iufun-
ated fat Owl to struggle out from under
the armchair.

IN THE BIDDEN CAVE!

ARRY WHARTON lay on tha
hard chalk, with a glhmncr of
lun}llplisht in his eyes.

o could not move.

A cord, knotted so cruelly that it gave
Lim pain to stir, fastened. i:is hands and
ankles. He lay on the chelk floor of
the bidden cave, a helpless prizoner in
the hands of the man from the (festapo.

The spy's secret was hLis now—for
what it was worth! But, with a feel-
ing of despair in his heart, ho knpew
what that discovery was to cost him.
Ha had no hope.

The struggle in the sea-cave had
ended as it could only end. Stroug
and sturdy as he was, he had no chance
in the savage grip of the Nazi. Spent
by the struggle, he had bﬂn_dl‘afied
up the sea-cave ngain, to the foot of -the
wall below the spy's hidden den.
There, without & word, but with bitter
rage in his light blue eyes, the man
from the Gestapo had bound him:—and
left him for & few minutes, -while he
clambered .up and d:ulp:}eired into ilie
tunnel in the cave-wall. -

He hed returned with a rope, which
hoe knotted to the helpless achoolboy.
Then agaln he had clambered up, and
dreg the bound junior to the high
ledﬁ on the cavern wall, ;

arton, helpless to resist, was
ushed into the cavity in the rock wall.
E’hﬂ Nazi followed hin in, and the
rock was tilted over again, ftom within,
blocking the opeming.

The thud, as it jammed into place,
was like 8 knell to the schoolboy's ears.
It shut off all possibility of discovery
and resoue. Even if his Iriends guessed
that he had gone to the cave—avon i
they searched—the blocked tunnel would
defy their search as it had done before.
From without there was nothing to in-
dicate that that opening over the !edﬁz,
high up the cavern wall, cxisted. Only
too well he knmew thaf

He was roughly drﬂgﬁled along the
tunnel-like ecrevice, & short distance,

Then a lamp was li htﬂd,.- immeri
mmﬁmimﬁm,—. 0. 1,ﬁEE.TE
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over o small cave with walls '?t rug&'e»d
chalk, hidden in the heart of the cliff.
There were oracks and crevices in the
chalk walls, some of which, doubtless,
had communication with the outer air,
for the air in the hidden cave, though
heavy, was easy to breathe. But that
secrct cave was hidden from all sight

and knowledge.

Mr. Brown bent over him, coiled
the rope round him, and knotted it
again and again., Then he turned
from his prisoner, still without a word.
lr\‘r’hm‘tﬂu, g2 ho lay, looked about
11110,

He knew, only too well, that it was
the Nazl epy’s infention that ho should
not tell what he had learned—though
what the wretch's precise intentions
were, he ecould not tell. But Mr.
Brown, so long as his nefarious task re-

wired him to lurk m the vicinity of
<asteliff Lodge, couldn't afford to have
his secvet known, Whether he was to
be Lkept there & bound prisoner, or
whether darker snd more terribloe
thoughts were in the mind of the man
from the Gestapo, he could not guess.

Brown, for the time, took no heed of
him. He had sat down at & small
folding table, seated on an up-ended
suitease, and was busy with i1::&_11-:1"5!—
occasionally seribbling with a fountain-
ren. He did not even glance at the
schoolboy lying on the chalk floor.

Wharton's eyes wandered round the
little hidden cave. He could see that
this was the spy's hide-out—discovered
by chanece, doubtless on the day when

rown had been shut in the sea-cave by
the tide—a discovery that the man from
the Geﬁﬁ:fﬂ had found very useful in-
deed. ora that discovery, no doubt,
lie had skulked in the sea-cave ot times;
but from that day he had had a safe
hiding-place, and had made it hiz head-
fuartels.

There were threa suiteases lyin
about, o trestle-table that would fol
into small compass, a bundle of blankets
and rugs, & tmall cilstove, and some
cooking utensils,. One by one, doubt-
lezs, those articles had been conveyed
there to maoke the hidden cave habit-
able when Herr Braun wanted to use it,

But tho object that fixed Harr
Wharton's attention, and upon whl'{:i’;
Liis eyes continually turned, was an iron
ladder clamped to the wall of the
CavTe.

That iron ladder led upward. dis
appearing through what leoked like &
Eha:_' t, or a vertical tunnel, in the chalk
oD,

Where did that ladder lead?

It did not take the captain of the
Remove long to guess, hiz cave, as
ho koew, must be directly under East-
cliff Lodge. Ho knew that he had now
discovered Mr. Brown's secret—an un-
known w of entering the mansion
when he Eisimd.

Over that hidden cave, but at roine
dislance up, were the cellars of East-
clif Lodge, one of which had been
turned into an air-raid shelter. The
others, a: Wharton knew, were never
entered—had probably never been en-
tered for a hundred years. WNever, till
Mr. Brown hed discovered the secret
of the way the smu%glers had gone in
ancient days, when the then Sqguire of
Eg;tdc]i[ﬁ Lodge had handled contraband
goods

A century, more than a contury, age
contraband cargoes had beon run into
the sea-cave from French luggers, and
this was the way they had reached the
cellars of Enstelif Lodge, to be stored
till they were disposed of.

INot for & hundred years and more
bad & buman foot trodden that hidden
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way—iill it was trodden by the feet of
an enemy nlien—the apy who had dis-
coveread it by chance.

No doubt Brown, when he had dis-
covered the hidden cave, had lost no
time in learning where that iron ladder
led—and his satisfaction must have
been keen when he learned that it gave
him access to Sir Willlam Bird's
IMANSLOT,

harton knew that that must be the
case. This was how Brown had been
a.'pl?l t,m] reach Wifblﬂ;r’a ;mm in the
nig eaving, afterwards, an o
window dmtnftairs to throw dust in E;;g
eyes of the occupants of the house. This
was how he had entered on the night
of the air raid, to set the signal-light
on the tower for the German bomber.

At the top of that ladder, Wharton
did not doubt, was some entrapce into
the cellars under the mansion—for-
gotten long ago, and its existence now
unknown and unsaspected.

_ Berafteh, seratch, scratch, went the pen
in the band of the spy. Wharton
lanced at him from time to time.
hat he was writing, doubtless, was
information he had inbhumd, to bo
passed on to another hand.

The junior's heart was heavy. What
knew now was ¢nough—more than
anuufr—-t.n put an end to the spy's
treacherous work., But he was not fated
to take that knowledge out of the
hidden cave. i

The man from the (estapo stirred
at last. He slipped the fountain-pen
into his pocket, rose to lis feet, and
looked .at his wateh.

Then, at last, his light blue eyes,
under the dim:l eyebrows, turned on the
q-f]h?ﬂlhﬂf who lay bound oo the rugged
chalk.

The look in them sent a cold chill
through the captain of the Remove.
The men spoke at last, i a low,
guttural woice.

“You young fool! You have thrust
your head into a wolf's denn! You must
take the conseguences! I would not

willingly have harmed you—I am not
here to make war on schoolboys. But
I cannot keep you a prisoner here—and
I dare not releass you.”

Harry Wharton's heart was like ice.

But his voice was steady as he
anawered :
“I shall be missed. I shall be

rearched for! Whatever may happen
to me, it will not save you! It will
be known what you have done !"

A harsh laugh interrupted him.

“Fool! There will be no trace to
point to my hand, or anyone's hand,
when what 13 left of you is washed u
by the sea!” He looked at his wa
again. "“The tide iz in. In half an
hour more it will be washing in the
cave, under the ledge on which that
tunnel opens. Your bonds will be taken
off when you are dropped into it. There

will be nothing to indicate that yom
have ever been a priscner. A foohsh,
careless schoolboy was caught in tho

tide and drowned—that is all. Who is
to_think otherwise?”

Harry arton did not answer.

His courago did not fail him. But

his face was white.

He knew that the man from the
Gestapo was right. Dropped from the
led into the eurging tide in the
Aooded cave, the strongest swimmer had
no chance of life. And when he was
washed out to eca, there would be
nothing to tell that he had not, as
had hlpmed often enough to uwnwary
Persons, n caught in the tide. There
would be nothing to endanger the Nazi

BDY.
t;k'as the man capable of it—even &
basa and treacherous spy of the German

Gestapo? Not if he could have avoided
it with safety—but his safety was at
stake—his safety and the dastardly
work he was carrying on for his masters
in Berlin. His secret had to be kept
—even at the cost of a schoolboy's life.

Wharton lay silent,

The man turned from him. He
stooped over one of the suitcases, opened
it, and began to sort over the contenta
—a_variety of disguises, as the juniox
could see.

Whartoen watched him in stony
silence. The tide, he knew, was coming
up the cave by that time—soon it would
be ten or twelve fect deep below the
ledge on the cavern wall—and then—

Suddenly he gave a violent start, and
barely repressed a cry.

On the iron ladder clamped to the
wall, in the shaft that opened in the
roof of the hidden cave, a fipure
appearad.

'here had been no sound. TFrém the
blackness above, that figure appeared
suddenly, noiselessly,

A man was descending, and, clinging
to the yusty rungs of the old iron
ladder, ho turned his face downward,
scanning the cave.

Harry Wharton, in utter amazement,
recognised Soames. ;

The Nazi spy, as ho bent over the
aopen  suitoase, had his back to the
ladder. He heard nothing—and he saw

nothing. Beames, for the moment,
watched him—his glance passing on to
Wharton. He released one hand from

the rungs and placed his finger to his
lips as he eaught the j‘l‘;niﬂr’a eyes Axed
con him. But Harry Wharton did not
néed that sign—he was dumb.

A moment more, and Soames was
swinging silently down, landing without
so0 much noisec as a cat on the rugged
foor of the hidden cave.

Wharton's eyes caught the black
muzzle of the sutomatic in his hand,
as he stood, his gaze fixed on the back
of the man from the Gestapo. Soft and
smooth came the wvoice of the sea-
lawyer.

“I have found you at home at last,
Heérr Braun ™

The man from the Gestapo gave an
almost convulsive bound.

He spun round, gasping hoarsely—
to lock at a levelled autematic, with
Soamece' eses gleaming mockery over
tho levelled weapon, '

SAVED—-BY SOAMES !
13 ETTER not!” said Soames

softly. ;
'I‘Ea Naz: spy's hand had
whipped towards his hi
Soames’ face, sleek and smooth, was
calm, faintly smiling. But his eyes
were like cold steel over the automatio.

Mr. Brown's hand stopped short of
the revolver at which he had in-
stinetively clutched.

The sea-lawyer would bave shot himn
down, on the floor of the hidden cave,
without commpunetion, as he would have
shot & rat, had he drawn the weapon
from his pocket. Brown checked that
instinctive movement only in time.

Harry Wharton, unable to stir, gazed
on breathlessly.

The sudden, starthing appearance of
Soames on the scene made him almost
giddy with relief.

Soamnes was an enemy—when it suited
his purposes to be an eneiny. But it
was not as an enemy that he was there
now—he was there as the enemy of the
spy, and if he had the upper hand the
prisoner of the.hidden cave was saved !

“Youl” muttered Mr. Brown. His



ibural voice choked with rage. “Jer-
Em:“:,rn the valet! I suspected—I knew—
yau _were something moré—an dgent of
the Secret Service, hle your master—

Soomes laughed, hs soft, cat-like
laugh.

“¥You are a spy. my good herr, but
ou are not up to d{?tahwnth_rulu:
information,” " he sai auteringly.
“ Jermyn the valet has ceased to exist
—having been detected as quite another
erson by yonder schoolboy and his
riends.,  Neither, I can assure yow,
have I any connection with the service
of which my former master was a dis-
tinguished ornement. My name 123
Soames—but it might be Ishmael, for
my hand is sgainst every man, and
overy man's hand i3 ageinst me.

The spy did not 5]i:_eak‘—ha watched
tho sleek face with burning eyes.

“In serving Sir William, my good
herr, I was scrving myself,” went on
Sonmnes, in the same tone. *If you
have at times found me inconveniently
close to your track I was not, I regret
to say, thinking of serving my count
—my object was personal. ¥et when
can sgrve my country without cost to
mysel I weﬁ}ﬂmn-!.hu opportunity.

Brown watched him—panting,

The automatic did not waver—nor
the steady gaze of the steely eyes over

ik, i )

“Tn Sir William's serviee,” said
Soames, *I learned much fo my ad-
vantage. 1 gained knowledgo of the
movements of & gang of spies, for which
tha British Intelligenco Dr.-ipnrtmenla

would have given much. £ T had my
own seaw woplay, Herr Braum. Yoo

have watched Eastclif Lodpge and Sir
William: Bird—I Thave watched you.
You, my good herr, are the paymaster
of a gang of miscreantz—that is why
you are my game™

He smiled again.

“While I weas at Eastcliff Lodege my
task was easior,” ho went on. “ But
after I had to go, I did not think of
giving up 1 havé remained in the
vicinity, carrying on under greater
ifliculties—but  carrying on, mem

here, And new I have you where I
want vou.™
“Ach! And what—"

“You are my prisoner, Herr Braun!”
suld Boumes. *Dead or alive—I care
little which. I knew vou had some den
it this place, and hunted for it in vain;
but on the night of the air raid, 1
learned all T needed to learn. You
wore able to enter Easteliff Lodge when
o] how you chose—and I had heard
the story of the old smugglers. From
this end T could find out nothing—from
the Egstclilf Lodge end 1 was barred off
by having beon turned out—till the
might of the eir raid! Then, when I

gave warning of your treachery, I was
allowed to seck safety with the house-
hold in the amr-raid shelter in the
collars.™

“{Oh " exelaimed Harry Wharton.
Soames did not glance at him.
His eyes remained fixed on the spy.

“I did not leave the cellars, after the

raid, with the rest,” he went on "It
was my chance, snd I made use of it.
I explored the cellars, and found tha
vinged stone that gave access to this
den—the wav the smugglers went in the
old dayse. Dn you understand now,
Herr Braun?”

The spy’s face worked with fury.

“*¥You have known—since that mght,”
he breathed " VYou have known—and
spid nothing 1"

#Nothing I assented Soames. 1
waited, wmy herr, for you to fall
iute my hands like a ripe apple.™

The spy was puzzled.

“What ia your game?” ho breathed,
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“You knew, and you could have teld—

and you have said nothing. A word to

tha ﬁilclaﬂ_—*”

¥ police and I are not on the hest
of tﬁrma,;;:;aid E—namaﬁ.- "Am? _I-:izlu
on tha make, my good herr—such is tho
:.flﬁshnm of human nature. Ono the

ay that I discovered your den here,
searched with care—and found nothin
to my advantage. I had to wail—U
now. ;

“And now !* lissed Brown,

. Soames showed his white, even tecth
in a sardonic grin.

“Have I not said that I am on the
make?” he drawled. “Hava I not said
that I know you, Herr Braun, to Lo the
paymaster the g of spies -who
carry out your instructions? ot, my

ood herr, is my game! Safc as you
deemed your hideout to be, you did not
leave the funds of the Gestapo p&rkeﬂ
here—you carry them on your persom.

i cﬂ!” hreathed the spy between his
feoth.

He understood now. [

“A  money-belt probably,” said
“oames mockingly. “On your persom,
at all events, my excellent herr! A
larga sum—in English money—and all
in notes of small denomination—is 1t
not 567 Do you not leave, certain sums
in secret places for your confederates
to pick up—to avoid meetings that
might be dangerous? One such sumy,
my worthy here, has fallen into u’g
hands! You will oblige me by hand-
ing over the whole amount with which
vour rascally masters have trusted you
—a sufficient sum, my Mozt to
keep me from ways that are dark, and
tricks that are vain, for many ‘{ears to
comé. Do I make myself clear?™

“Ach! Ach!” muttered the spy. “If
I give you what you ask, you leavo the
'Way open for me——" .

“Bearcoly! I am & patriot when 1
con afford to be!” smiled Boames. "1t
iz my duty to secure a dangorous spy—
though my young friend yonder may
zmile at the 1.1'1:::3 duty on my h?g_"

“Listen 1" muttered tho spy. * Yo
are & rogue—a rascal—on  your own
confession. All I carey shall be vours—
and twice as much if [ go free.”

Harry Wharton caught his breath.

Hoames shook his head gently,

“Even a rogue may have bis linnt 1"
ho said. “I mey be no credit to the
country to which I belong, Herr Broun
~little more, perhops, than you arc to
yours! Yet there 1s sométhing in the
call of one's country that stive even a
rogue like myself! No i

¢ did not finish the sentence. The
desperate man before him tore at the
revolver in his pocket—and Soamnes
fired on the instant. gueh :

“You asked for it, mem herr!” said
Soames grimly

The man from the Gestapo. with a
groan, sank to the floor.

Soames slipped the sutomatic into
his pocket, stepped to him, and lifted
him to the blankets in the corner of the
cave.

Harry Wharton lay silent, watching.
He watched the sca-lawyer bind up the
shattered arm—he saw Soames take a
mooey-belt from the spy and examine
the contents. [Fle saw the Hfash of
triumph in the sleek face os Soamnes
examined his prize—the loot for which
he had watched and waited so long
The money-belt disappeared under
Soames’ coat

He turned to the bound schoalboy.

“You do not. I fear, regard me with
esteem, Master Wharton 1Y said Soames.
“¥Yet it iz fortunate for you that I am
here. May I hope, if 1 release you
and see you to safety, that you will
raizo ng hand to prevent my gopartum
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afterwards? It is little {0 ask in the
ciroumstancea.” ;

“¥ am in yonr honds,” said Harry.
"¥ou have nething to fear from me”

“1 would hope that yen will re
member ma with kindnoess, if not with
esteam [ said Soames.. “Our ways will
lio very far apart from thia day—but

ou will remember, ot least, that

ames Soames was not all bad.” ,

He cut tho vope and helped the
schoolboy to hia feet,

“The tido ia in,® he said, “we cannot
leavo hly the cave. But tha way into
Basteliff Lodge is casy—I will help you
up the ledder”

A fow minutes more, nud the man
from the Gestapo was loft alone in the
hidden cave—groaning on the hlankets,
hiz days of evil done: alone, till the
officers of the law came to take him,

i—

THE LAST OF SOAMES !

1 ARRY—*
* Soames [
“ What 1"

“Oh crikey!” ejaculated

Billi'auntqr.
“My only hat and umbrella!” cameo
from Wibley. “Hem|. Good gad!”

“What_the jolly old dickens—"

8ir William snd the Co. were in
the hall, discussing Harry Wharlon’s .
strange absence with growing anxiety.

Bily Bunter, not uat all anxious—
satisficd that his scute brain had it
?‘E:en the real explanation of Wharton's

Thncq—-theﬁn& i:-:-lilzw:-i 3 o

ero was & general jump as Har

Wharton—pale, ~d'uhe~u'efleﬂ,pumntﬁmﬁ
with chalk—ontered the hall from the
passage that led to the air-raid shelter
cellar, followed by Scames. :

His friends stared at him in blank
amazement. They stared ab in
equal amezemomt—and with far from
friendly looks.

Frank Nugent caught his chumr by
lI:EI‘nI.rm. ; X

arry, what's ned

“ Whoere en carth E‘l‘i'a vou been?”
cxclaimed Johony Bull. “How tho
thump did you. get hore 1"

“And SBoomes—" stuttered Bob
herry.
“Fve just como up from the cellars,”

answer Ha:zir quietly. “There's a
way into the cellars from tho cave—"

“CGood gad P said Siz William. “But
that raseal Jermyn—I mcan SBcames?™

“Boamcs has saved my lifa, I think,™
said Harry. . “TI! - tell von what’s
happened — after he's gonel!  That
villain, Brown, had we—-and but for
Boames—"

“Ob Y gasped Nogent.

“But—but what?" exclaimed DBoh.

Harry Wharton crossed to the door
and opened it

Soames glanced round, & deprecating
sinile on his sleek faco

“I have had the hﬂ;pineas to be of
some assistance to Master Wharton
young gentlemen,” he said, in his old
deferentral valet-mannor, “but I will
not linger to hear your thanks. I am,
owing te eertmin circumstances, somce-
what pushed for time. I have no doubt
that 8Bir Williom "—he bowed to
Wibley—" will get busy on the tele-
phone as soon as he hoas heard what
Master Wharton has to tell him; and
before the police arrive I should like
to cover a certain distance—much as I
admire and esteem them, I have never
been on the friendly terms with them
that I could have desived.”

“You've been up to some roguery, I
supposeP'" said’ Johnmy Bull, staring
at him.
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“I that remark, sle, vou display

vour wimtel perspicecity [ seid Soamoes,

with & bow., "I have! I'take my-leaveo
with rer-prznh gantle:unnt = I- frust -tliat
vou will enjoy’tho remainder. of ‘vour
wliday here, all the more hu-cmrh@ t'r.'m
will: sce no  mote’ ‘of  me* “of
Ar. Broovn! It will, T am suvéd, plf-n'-m
vou Lo hiear that I have come “into !
small fortune, and that I"intend, fn:-m
this day forth, to be a mich moye
croditable character—modelling *myselt,
so far as I ey say so 'with due vespect,
on you youilg %unﬂ&men. whom 1 have
always admived and esteemed.” -
With that, Sommes mado s bow, in-
cluding all present, walked out &f the
doorway, ' and dissppeared — Iuwmg
Billy . ﬂunhar blinking and the "cther
fellows staring after lmn in silencg. -
It ,wns o woeek ]ﬂrhr ‘that the Eusi'c-l
%ﬂl’l} ‘at’’ Fastelif Lodge broke up.
fore  that time, many things “had
!mppeumi .._ﬁuumus had d:sapfeared
as if into bﬂl‘tﬁﬂ leaving no trace behind
hun - Mr.
custody, and from papers found on him
the pulme had - traced *his nssociatis,

who joined him“in that safo custody.

rown had passed -into safe
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Wibloy, one day, had walled: onf—and

veturned in Lis own proper person, as
1‘-’1I1;f1m Wibley of the Remove; agcom:
pani

who' lobked exaetly like -Wibley “in his
dll]}h of lmlp-emmmtmnm-hut who aétus

¥ was Bir 'i"rl'llmli‘l Bird,

from hiz perilous mission’ in ‘l:l.m land of
tlie Hazlﬁ
Easteliff.

Lodge for tho last few. days—

though Blump and: his staff, and n[l but:

tho Greyiriars ]111111:-13, " reinained in

blissful: ignorance that thero. had been:

un.} -change.

I. say, yoir fnl]mxs, said ' Billy

Buntor, ‘on the last day, when suitcases,

wore packed, and:in-the . hall:
it's a bit awkward!
hasn't comg, ~after . alll: “Actiially,” I
haten't my vailway féve !t Whit's' gmng
to be done®™
S HUs 1Y gaid Bﬂb Cherry,

And it wos*so!

"1 say,

TIE END,

(.. for mext. awegh:s ".'THE
EEAMW F THE SACK!" Don't
miss ¥17) :

— i

COME INTO THE OFFICE,
BOYS AND GIRLS!

Your Editor Is always pleased to
‘hear - from  his readers. Write to
him: Editor of ‘{he MAGNET, Tha
Amalgamated - - Ltd., Flestway
Housa, Farringdon El., London, E.C.49.

J UDGING hy the uumlmr c}f
days, the jolly old Maexer 1=
paining new fegders here, therey-and
everywhere. I must thank new
readers and old who have seni me
congratulatory letters on the subject
of our storics. You may be sure that
I will always see to it -that the
standard of the I'i'énm-:n-r stories
vemains as high as ever, and that
means the finest fiction possible.
Ividence of this will be found when
'_'sfr:m read :

“THE SHADOW OF THE SACK !"
By Frank.Richards,

nhmh a spears in out next issues The

iolid hiting ecome to an
t.m:l" arry” Wharton finds himseli in
hot. witer on the very first day of

term. . Always reaﬂv

dc- anyone a

good turm, he helps a certain “bad
hat " nut nf a serape, only'to land
heavily in the goup” 1:113&1 It's o
black day for.the Junior t:nptam of
Gréyiriars,”.as you will learn when
you. read: this Emﬁﬂh‘lh gra You'll
enjoy every liné of it.’ nlung to

Hcwsagent” right nnw and - ask
rom to resérve a copw of next Satuz-
day’s . Magxer * for " you. ~ Another
| special reason” why ‘you. should make
sure of this specinl”issne iz that it:
will contain -

lotters X 210 recmﬂnn- 'I:h'-‘.'ﬁ{ﬂ :

AN IMPORTANT ANNOUNCEMENT

that will app.al to cvery one of you.
Wateh out for it!

By the way, don’t forget that there
are thr+~ new numbers of the “ School-
boys' Own Library " ‘out’ this week
Two _grand Greyfriars'. stories by
Frauk Richards ;- “ Southward Ho I”
and “The Mystery of Study No, 117

also a spemy'l ah_njf of Bt. Frank’s,
LU

entitled;: . ¢ The” Touring School !”
Read them all’l

To wind up this. Chat, et me mfmm

vou that Tom Brown, oi ﬂm Remove,

takes “his place in our: Portrait?
Gallen- next Saturday. Mind you add
his clieery face {o your collection.
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by a silver-hairéd gﬁntleman:

gafc back:

It wos the genuine Bir
William "who dispensed hospitality * ai
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“MAGNET"” PEN PALS

A firee feature awhick brings tegretlier
ﬁmﬁrr.ﬁ ali orer the world for the puy-
pose of cxchunging vicws on maticrs of
wutual interest. 1 won wish to reply

fo @ noficc. :r:-uMm’mE here, you must

write to the Pen Pal fIirr:c!‘ .’Futwnr for
publication shéuld "be areo nied by
the cowpun on. this page, a posted to'
the Magner Pen Pals, Fleetway Hﬂt:#f
Farringdon E-'Jr-:d London, B.CA

131,. Hewitt Aveoue, Wood

. K. F. Overy,

' nrm, M.22; 16-17: all 5-u'l.15¢:l:!1;5. America,

pn..uruhlv Wew York.

“ Miss 13, Butt, 52, Chester Road, Castle
I..Irl::{cmrirch Ilirmiﬂaham; 16-20; general
topica. . ; :

Awrcralt  apprentice K. ﬁerhert No.
aT5Ha45, Blﬂ-ﬂii B, Room B Eqaﬂdmﬂ
11a Wing, - R.AF.,” ﬂl:-el‘nrd mmighmn,

staffs; J.u~2t}, apu!‘fs and general topics.
: 4, Richardson, 11, Digdens-Eise; Epsom,
Surrey; 10-11; “eyeling, stamps, and Mec-
cano; U.B.A :
- Miss B. Hoate, 37, Sunny Bayk, Warling-
ham. Surrey; 13-15; stamps; Engiand ani-
New York, ;
tMizs D, E-Lu:rci-r 7T, Sunny Dank, ‘I‘.aﬂln ;
gl corrospondentss  14-1
pv;:ts nnLIEPaut.El* England.
Fishwick, Park’ View, 'ﬁ.ﬂlﬁ.‘nb

Lunﬁ, Willaston; nor. Nantwich, Chgshire;
15-18; athletics, neronautics, tﬂurmg, and
general topics.

R. Roper, cfo 13, Moss Lnne* Burscougli,

nr. Urmskirh‘ LH'IM-E 14-16; fAlns :|||Iu1'
ru;-hd} -Australia, l;‘nuaﬁa India, 8.
‘Afrlcn, "l.]
Miss: M, N, 'n'-'atkins Cleave-wpod, - or,
Grovesemd, Thomburey,. Brhtﬂnl ~17-18; rid-

ing, ﬂwlmming, skating, - ntlltﬁacs, and - post-
cards; anywhere cxcept’ B
Misz N. Bmith, 11+:r I..Itrumft Hoad, Man-
mhm:::t d guu&rnl B}.a::a[ﬁ?:s. sgaports,
Erﬂ s 'h..HII

cl isg" - Harfﬁ}.,&ﬂﬂ Btenson. t,!?.ua.a] Eunm

I:[il{l‘ Derby ;- 11-13; " swimming, ' Bldis, m:l
1, ‘dancing, reading, - and I:IE,HWI?

o J. . Bith, 194, Lomond; . Walsal Ragwl,
"Pérry Bar, Birmingham, 20, 1*}.,3. pels,
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