


MAKE GREYFRIARS

A DEMOCRACY!

Coker’s Clarion Call

TU=T bhefore the hols., when Mr.
Prout called on Coker to con-
strue, he bhad a severe joit on

henriu% Coker reply :
“Certainly, old chap!”
Mr, Prout jumped, ;
“Wha-a-at " lLe asked, quite
faintly.

“Certainly, old chap!” said Coker,
guite cheerfully. “Quite a pleasure,

old bean!™
“Coker I ga.sged the Fifth Form
beak. “Boy! ow dare you?”

“Nothing very daring about it, is
there, old ﬂmrti’” asked Coker. “I
can do my con. all right, old lad!”

Prout stood up; his stool tﬂBp]'l}ﬂ
over with a fearful clatter. rout
did not heed it. His E{E‘E were fizxed
on Coker with a basilisk glare.

“Coker! Boy! Have you taken
leave of your semses? Are you utterly
mad? How dare you address me by
that unﬂFeal:ahl;,r
tion “ ol -:]w.&a ?
designate me ]y

old

loquialisms
sport * #7

“Qh, that!"” said Coker, with a
condescending smile. “ Yes, I suppose
it does seem a little nnuznal for you
at first. But you’ll soon et used to
it, old top ¥

My. Prout hung dizzily on to his
desk for support.

“If you are not completely insane,
Coker,” he choked, “will you tell me
what is the meaning of this out-
rageous talk?”

oker frowned.

“0h, it's not outrageous—far from
it ! he said, quite indignautly, “It's
only democratic [

¥ D=d-democratic 7

“Just that. We're fighting {for
democracy, ain't we? Li eﬂ{,

uality, fraternity, vou know. Well,
I’ve decided to live up to the nation’s
ideals,” explained Coker. “Calling

w ‘sir’ is omly a survival from
eudal times. All that sort of thing
will have to go now. MakeGreyfriars
a demoeracy ! That's my idea of it !”

Evidently it was not Prout's idea
of it. Prout gave Coker five hundred
linee, aud promisced to march him
straight to the Head if it happened
a‘%:tin—-juﬁt to illustrate hiz own
1

ea of it!
hardly tell you that

How dare yom
the monstrous col-
bean ' and ‘old

We nced
Coker's enthusiasm for democracy at
Greyiviars has not been diminished by
his little set-back.

Notwithstanding Preut, he has

familiar appella-
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since made great cfforts to turn the
place into a democracy:

He gave Potter and Greene a lec-
ture for doffing their caps to the
Head. ;

He cuffed Gatty for running an
errand for Blundell.

~ He urged the Second to go on strike
against fugging;; and promised a
licking to any fag he caught black-
legging.

He visited the Remove to tell them
the slogan of the fday was “No die-
tatorship,” and warned them that any

HRemove man who submitted to die-
tatorship would be whepped.

- Probably he is still wondering why
the Remove promptly ran him to the
end of the passage and pitched Lim
down the stairs. _

Coker never was strong on logic!

Cecil Reginald Temple Advises—

USE LESS CLOBBER!

It seemz we have to do on less
clothing to win this war, chaps. Puall-
ing up our socks is not g enough
—we have also got to wear 'em till
they're as full of holes as a dashed
sieve !

It's a little rough on blokes who
take a pride in their personal appear-
apce. They talk about equality of
sacrifice. ﬁhem’s the equality, I ask,
when well-dressed chaps like me are
expected to do on inferior clobber,
while c¢haps like Fry, who spend all
their money on stamp-eollecting, ean
buy stamps of -pre-war quality with-
out rebuke?

One must do it, of course—noblesse
oblige, and all that stuff, you know.
I merely point’ ont that it doesn’t
seem guite fair. Fuirthermore, what's
going to be the cud of it, goodness
only knows !

Only recently I heard Smith major |

boasting—BOASTING, mind you '—
that his minor .was wearing his old
blazer and footer tegs. To think,
dear men, that Greyfriars shounld ever
come to such a pass!

DOING HIS BIT!
By DICKY NUGENT
(The famous Third Form author)

“Like to help win the war, hoys?"

Dr. Birchemall stood outside his
garage and asked that inireeging
question.

Jack Jolly & Co,, who were on their
way to footer, stopped immejately.
No fonr fellows at S5t. Sam’s were
more pafriottick than the chums of
the Fourth.

“Yes, vather!”
corussed.

Dr. Birchemall grinned.

“In that case, you cannot do better
than help me to do my patriottick
duty.”

Jack Jolly larfed hartily.

“If you're thinking of joining the
Army, sir, I advise you to think
again, They don’t axxept old fogcys
of a hundred or so.”

The Head cullered.

“E wish you wouldu't be so dashed

rsonal, Jolly. . As a matter of fakt,

am ouly ninety-nine—a mere strip-
ling, as you mite say! But, anyway,
I am not thi:ﬂ;ing of joining the
Army. The duty I have in mind is to
save the conntry's petrol. See this
car #”

“Ah! Ther that's what it 181"
eggsclaimed Fearless. with the air of
one making a grate discovery. “ Now,
if vou hadn't told wus, sir, I should
have said it was a travelling rabbit-
huteh (™

£ Hﬂp ]13:.;. l'l.-a‘. :u

“In this car,” said the Head, diz-
dainfully ignoring Frank's vewmer-

promptly

they

ous remark, “I am going to have a

ride for fresh air and recreation—a
matier of grate national importance.
At the same time, I want to run thz
car without using up my petrol
ration. Now, how do you suppose I
can run the car and at the same time
help to win the war by not using
petrol 2%

“ I know, sir )" zaid Bright brightly.
“You're going to use ginger-pop
instead.”™

“Qr Chinese crackers!” smjjested
Merry merrily.

Dr. Birchemall zmiled roguishly.

“I can sec you'll never gness, bovs,
so I'll tell you. I am going to do my
bit by using your strong yung mussels
instead of petrol! In other words,
while I sit at the wheels and steer,
you are going to push me
“Grate pip.”

“I am sure yow -will be delited to
help me to do my hit towards winning
the war,” went on the Head cheer-
fully., “But in case you are not
delited, I have an eggsellent birch-
rod which will soon encurridge you
to he delited

Snapshots.!

“Prout,” says a Fifth-Former,
noted for his pi-jaw.”
Which possibly. explains why he is
sometimes called " Puddenface.”
& #* L]

is

Fisher T. Fish intends to take up
tennis.

He simply cannot resist the idea of
handling a new “racket.”



THAT SOAMES IS A VILLAIN, HARRY WHARTON & CO. WELL KNOW.
WHAT GAME CAN HE BE UP TO IN THE NEIGHBOURHOOD OF EASTCLIFF
LODGE ?

|il;i'. . --
il

FRANK Rt

DANGER !

£ OTFY I remuarked
P Bull.
“Mad

agreed Bob Cherry.

“Has Bunter gone cracked, or
what *"  exelaimed Hurry Wharton,
in wonder.

“Looks like 1t!™ griuned I'rank
Nugent.

And Hurree Jamset Ram Singh,
the dusky member of the Famous
Five of Greyfriars School, remarked,
in his remarkable English, that the
crackfulness of the absurd Bunter
was terrific.

Heally, it looked Like at!

TUnless Hilly Bunter, the fat Owl of
the Remove, had gone suddenly
eracked, there sccmed no way of
acconnting for his strange and mys-
terious antics.

On that sunny April day, Harry
Wharton & Co. were cliff-climbing.
In single file, they threaded their way
up a narrow, rugged, rrncipitﬂus
ledee, on the face of the high chalk
cliffs that fronted Easteliff iiaj.'.

Back of the cliffs lay Easteliff
Lodge, where the chums of Greyiriars
were putting in the Easter holidays
as the guests of that venerable old
bean, Sir William Bird.

The mansion was out of sight from

Juhinny

as  a  hatter!”

CHARD

‘““ Pray excuse me, sir,”’ came Jermyn’s muffled voice.

v Jllﬁﬁ1lﬁfﬁvl.\' 7

gas-mask ! ¥’

the sea. The wide sandy beach was
solitary, save for the fut ficure of
Billy Buntcr.

Buuter, of course, was not joining
in any clifi-climbing stunts. Billy
Bunter found it exertion enough to
clamber down a steep gully to the
beach, without clambering up steep
cliffs after he got there.

Why Harry Wharton & Co. wanted
fo elimb the cliff was really a
mystery to Billy Bunter, They could
lhave sat on the soft sand, like
Bunter, and scoffed toffee, like
Buntcr, and passcd the sunny hours
in happy and complete laziness, like
Bunter.

Ingtead of whieh, they had ne
sooner  spofted that rugged path
winding up the face of the cliff, than
they were smitten with a desire fo
¢climb the same-—just for the sake of
doing if, apparcutly.

Billy Bunter remained contentedly

S ] ) | O ) R L -] - | L

Amazing Story of Harry Wharton

& Co. and William Wibley, the

Schoolboy Impersonator, on holi-
day at Easteliff Lodge.
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**I am having a little difficuliy with this

sprawling in the softest of sand, his
podey back resting against a chalk
Loulder that cropped up from the
beach, devouring tofice £ill his packet
was cmply.

By that time the five juniors were
half-way Ei) the cliff, on a steep and
broken ledge of chalk, that was
nowherc more than three feet in
width, and in places less than two.
There was risk, as well as exertion,
in that climb, for which reasomn, per-
haps, it appealed all the more to the
Famous ive of the Greyirnars
Remove.

Looking down at the beach, the
Iunium could sce Bunter—but not, as
hey maturally cexpected, sprawling
in the sand, taking it casy.

Bunter had jumped up.

His cyes, and his speetacles, were
fixed on the fellows up the cliff, and
he was waving two fat hands
frantically. His face was crimson
with cxcitement. His little round
cyes almost popped through his big
round apectacles. His mouth, wide
open, cmitted exeited vyells—which
did mot, however, reach the ears of
the cliff-climbers, being carried away
by the strong sca wind.

They stared down at him blankly.

He waved, he gesticulated, e
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selled, he almost danced in frautie
excitcment., Obviously he wanted to
draw their attention. Why, they
could not puess, Bub it was clear
that the fat Owl was in a perfectly
frantic etate.

Really, it looked as if the Owl of
tho Bemove had suddenly taken leave

of his senses—such a8 they were!
“Hallo, hallo, hallo ! bawled Bol
Cherry. *“What's up?” :
Bob's wwerful  voice reached

Bunter. When Bol Cherry put on
steam, hig vocal powers were nearly
cqual to those of a meyaphone.
unter welled back. But his ex-
vited fat squeak did not carry the
distance. Harry Wharton & Co. could
ecc that e was yellin But they
could not cateh o syllable of if,

“Totty !” said Jolinuy Bull. “Come
on ¥

“Bomething must be wup!”
1Iayry Wharton.

“The upfulness scems to be—"

“Terrific!” chuekled Bob Cherry.
“But what—"

“We can't stick lere all the after-
noon, watching Bunter play monkey-
on-a-gtick I argued Jolumy Bull.
“Get o move on!l”

“Hold on! said Harry. “Is he
trying to warn us of somcthing 7

“Well, what?”

“GFooducss knows !

Harry Wharton swept the Deach
with lhis cyes. Nothing was fo be
s=ecn there but sand, chalk boulders,
staweed, wreckage, and Bunter.

The tide was well out; there was no
dapger of being cut off hy the sea.
Ont at sea, the smoke a vesscl
could be seen, probably mine-sweep-
ing. But if {here were German mines
nbout, the schwolboys were in no
danger from them.  Often cnough,
the windows of Eastelif Lodge were
rattled by the explesion of a mne
out at sca, but beyond o eracked
pane now and then, no harm was
done to people ashore by those
il;xfariuuu- deviees of the uuspeakable

un,

Up in the blue, au acroplane winged
ita way, its drome faint in the
distanece. But there was no sign of
an air raid—which certainly would
have accounted for Bunter's excite-
wment.

Absolutely nothing was to be scen
o aceount for Billy Bunter's anties!

Yet he was growing woere frantic
every moment.

Now that he saw that the attention
ol the cliff-climbers was fixed on him,
the fat Owl waved, gestionlated,
heekoned, yelled, ond squeaked, with
redoubled cnerpy, almost dancing in
his excitenent.

“Mad as a whole [amily of
hatters!” said Bob Cherry. “‘Is he
doing that song and dance because
he's ran out of toffce, and wants to
ask us if we've got any more?”

“Oh, my hat !

“He might!”  grinwed Nugent.
“Well, T suppose we're not goin
down to ask him what he wants:
It's taken ws over half auw hour to
ot this far.™

*Not likely!” chuckled Bob,

“But somcthing must be np ! said
Harry, in perplexity. “Bunter's a
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born idiot, but he's not tdiot cnough
to be dancing like a eat on Lot brinﬁ:ﬂ
for uothing,

“Isn’t he idiot cnough for amy-
thing #* grunted Johuny Bull.

* Well, yes; but—'

“ Hallo, hallo, halle] He's doing a
new turn!” exclaimed Bob Cherry.
“He's pointing up at something!
What #"

Bunter, ecvidently im despair of
being heard or unders , had
changed his tactics. He ccased to
wave and brandish his fat paws, and,
with a podgy right arm cxtended,
pointed up at the cliff, where the five
iurliurs were lodged on the jutting
cdge of chalk.

“What the thump,” said Johuny
P“E, “ig that fat ass pointing at us
op

“He isn't!™ said Bob. “He's
pornting above our heads, I think!
Anything up above that ho wants us

to see?”

“0Oh! Look out!” exclaimed Ha
Wharton. “'That may be it. There’s
jolly often a chalk-slip on these
cliffe. All thosc stacks down below
have fallen at one time or another.”

o gum! If that's it—"

Unless Bunter liad gone cracked, it
scemed that he must be trying to
convey o warning to the clifi-
¢limbers. From the beach he might
have reen somcthing on the cliff
wlich they were too close to the rock
lo have secn.

Five faces were turned upward, to
scan the rugged face of the cliff that
soarcd above the heads. of the cliff-
climbers. If, by chance, the fat
junior on the beach had spotted some
mass of chalk tottering to its fall,
the warning was o timely onc.

Then, as they looked up, the
Famouns Five saw—and understood.

About a dozen feet above their
heads, that slanting ledge widened
into a broad plateau of rock jutting
out from the cliff. On that platean
stood a firure—n man whe had,
apparently, clambered down from the
top, to meet tho climbers from below
half-way.

In his hands was a large chuuk of
chalk, weighing scveral }munds,
whicli he had detached from the oliff,
e held it as if about to hurl.

Over it, a smooth, clear-cut, clean.-
shaven face looked down at the
juniors with a faint, sardomioc’ grin.
The Famous Five, at different levels
on the slanting ledge, stared up at
him, their hearts jumping,

“Oh!” exclaimed Harry Wharton
breathlessly. “ Soames !

“Boames ! breathed Bob Cherry.

The chums of Greyfriars knew new
what Bunter lad secn from the beach
—of what he was seeking to warn
them.  But the warning came too
late! The Famous Five, strnng ount
on the narrow, slauting path, were at
the mercy of their old enemy, stand-
']iug J:]huvc them with the vock in his
mnds.

FACE TO FACE!

HENOAMES " repeated
Wharton,
“That:+ villain I
Jolimuy Bull.

IMarry
muttered

The jumiors stood quite still,
staring up.

They had no chaneo of reaching the
man above. The rock, if Soames had
hurled it, would have swept them
from the narrow ledge, to fall crash-
ing on tho beach forty feet below.
Nceither could they refrecat—unless
Soames chose to hold his haud.

Soames looked down at them, his
hard, smooth face sardonic and mock-
ing, He had been waiting for them
to get nearer. Bub they were near
cnough now to be at his merey.

“Good-afternoon, youug gentle-
men !” said Soames smoothly.

The man who had been a valet,
who looked like & well-traincd man-
scrvant, spoke in the smooth,
deferential tomes that the juniora
remembered so well from the time
when Soames had been valet to My,
Vernon-Smith, the father of the
Bounder of Greyfriara.

They remembered his respectinl,
deferential ways, but they also
remembered the holiday eruisc on the
millionaire’s yacht, when the sleck
manservant had unexpectedly re-
vealed himsclf as a desperate and
unserupulous freebooter, and they
had scen lhim dominating a ship's
deck, single-handed, with an auto-
matic in bis grasp.

“You rotter!” said Harry Whar-
ton, breathing fast. “ What are you
doing here?”

Soames smiled.

“At the present momoent, Master
Wharton, T am sceking a little
friendly conversation,” hie answered.

“You have nnthinf to say to us?"”
eranted Johnny Bull.

“On the othier hand, I have a areat
deal to say—and you arc not, I think,
in a position to refuse to.listen!™
smiled Soames. “I warn you not te
take a single step back—this rock
will follow you, dnd you can gucss
what. the result will be.”

The juniors could guess only too
well. And smooth as Soames’ manncr

wag, they could read the cold, havd,
ruthless glint in his eyes.
Had nter’s warning reached

them sooner, they could have backed
Lehind a curve of the eliff faee a
little lower dowsn. But they had
passed above that ecwmve uwow, and
there was nothing to be done.

“I should be sorry,” went on the
smooth voiee, * to us¢ rongh measures
with a party of holiday-makin
schoolboys whom I really esteem——"

“OL, shut it!" grunted Johuny
Bull. :

“You were always o plain-spoken
lad, Master Bull I smiled Soames. 1
remember it well, from the happy
cruise we had together, when I had
the homour of serving Mr, Vernon-
Smith. But in the present eireum-
stances, I suggest t a spot of
civility would not come amiss.”

Grunt from Johmny Bull. Jolmny,
at least, had no civility to waste
upon a lawless desperado.

“I gssurc you,” wemnt on Soames.

“that personally I esteem you, and
that it would with the greatest
re that I should knock vou off that

ledge, But personal feelings musi
he sct aside in matters of business. I
hope that we shall be able to come
to an amicable arrangement.”



“We knew you were hangin
about this district, Soames!” aa
Harry Wharton quietly. “ We nearly
collared you the might you got into
Eagtcliff Lodge. & knew it waa

ou !

4 “I had no doubt that you recog-
nised me gn that occasion,” assented
Soames. “An awkward matter for
me, Master Wharton, and one that
must be set right. You will appre-
ciate, I am sure, how very awkward
it iz for me to have a number of
schoolboys come here, all of whom
Enow me so well.”

“That means that you're up to some
rascally game in this neighbourhood,
and are afraid of being shown up,”
paid the captain of the Greyfriars
Remove contemptuously.

“No doubt that was an easy one for
you to guess,” said Sqames, with a
nod. “I am, as you say, up to some-
thing, and I do not choose to runm

risks. From what I have heard, you
lads have been asked to & the
Easter holidays at Eastelif Lodge,

by 8ir William Bird, the proprietor.”

“That is s0.” :

“I have seen Sir William,” con-
tinued Soames. “A venerable old
sportsman, with eilvery hair. You
might enjoy more youthful company
in some other quarber.”

“QOh, Sir William's a jolly old
bean!"” said Bob. “He looks about
seventy, but he skips about like a
kid. We're having quite a Euod
time here, Soames—if that's what's
wnr;,ying you." ;

“You might have a better time else-
where,” sald Soames. “You have
many places to choose from—your
own homes, or those of your many
friende at Greyfriara. aster Her-
bert, I am sure, would welcome youn
—or Lord Mauleverer—and many
others.”

“You mean that you want us to go,

mh cheeky cad!” growled Johnny

“I was about to suggest it!"
assented Soames.

“Then vou can save your breath.”

“Sorry you've been troubled, as
they say at the telephone exchange,”

rinned Bobh. *But we’re not going,
gaamm! Forget it!” :

Hurree Jamset Ram BSingh, who
was in the rear of the reat of the
party, lowest down on the ledge, stood
with his dark eyes fixed on the smooth
face ahmre.lan—ﬂI sll:r&l 2 mhn]]l:nmg
imperceptibly, slip is right han
into his jacket pocket.

In that pocket was an apple. The
Indian junior's dusky fingers closed
hard on that apgle—phe only missile
available. But he did not withdraw
his hand from the pocket yet. He
stood watching Boames.

“Tet us talk sense!” said Soames.
“I have been waiting and watching
for days for an opportunity such as
this. I shall be sorry, as I have
said, to harm you, But you must

o! I do mot choose to have you
in this vicinity. I can trust your
word, if you give it. Will take

our leave of Sir William Bird, and

eave Easteliff Lodge in the morning
—and pass the remainder of your
schoo] holidays elsewhere?”

“And leave you to get on with your
rascality, whatever it is ! exclaimed

EVERY SATURDAY

Harry Wharton. “ What is your game
hece, you villain?" '

“I am afraid I cannot confide that
to u, Master Wharton. But I
will tell you this much—I have
obtained a situation with a very good
master, who is completely satisfied
with me, and whom I do not desire
to quit.”

“I could guess that much,”
anewered Harry. “Have you told
g:ur new employer that your name 18

ames P" i

“T have not mentioned that trifling
circumstance, Master Wharton."

“Have you told him that you were
a mutineer and freebooter im the
South Seas?”

Soames grinned.

“I hardly think, Master Wharton,
that I should have obtained my
present situation had I done so,” he
anawered.

“Have.you told him that when you
were Mr. Vernon-Smith's valet you
deceived and robbed your master, and
that you are u to the same game
now ?” exclaimed Wharton.

“No; I cannot remember referring
to such matters!” grinned Socames.
“But let us be clear. If a valet
feathers his nest, it is the way of
valets—and no business of yours. I
have other work on hand—-perhnipa
in some respects a little questionable,
yet -of a patriotic nature—"

“You—patriotic!” ejaculated
Wharton.

“Why not?" said Soames. “We are
all in the same boat in these war
days, rogues and all, and if I can
glijva the enemy a dig I will give him
the hardest dig I am able to give.
It iz in my power to do so—if 1 am
not meddled with and compelled to
leave this quarter in flight.”

“Gammon !” grunted Johnny Bull.

“I scarcely expect you to believe
me, yet it is trua,‘?‘:caid Soames. “You
may take my word, or leave it. In
any case, you are going—and at once!
Your answer?”

“We refuse ! said Harry Wharton
curtly.

Soames made a gesture with the
chalk rock in his hands.

“Think again!” he su ted. "I
was always a man for mild measures,
yet I can deal with a heavy hand with
those who get in my way, as you will
surely remember from thoze South
Sea days.”

* Do Jou think woun can frighten us
away " roared Johnny Bull,

“Y trust so, Master Bull. The
alternative is to hurl you from that
ledge, to death on the beach | Take
your choice !

The juniors gazed fixedly at the
man above.

They could hardly believe that he
would carry out eo deadly a threat.
Yet, if there was much at stake, they
knew that the one-time freebooter of
the Pacific would not hesitate.

“Think!" said Soames, smoothly
and quietly. “I will tell you this
much—there ia a fortune at stake—
not my master’s—do not misjudge
me, I beg—but money that will %e
used for the enemy if it does not fall
into my hands. I cannot afford to
let you betray me!”

“1f you have any knowledge of any-

>
thing of the kind, it 13 your duty to
go to the police at once !” said Harry.

Soames langhed.

“The police and I have never been
friends,” he answered, “and it is my
mtention to feather my own nest—
fl:r Herr chd?]fr’;a expense. Yom will

more than harm by leavin
me to it. Will you go?” . 4

[ 1] Hu EJ.I

SBoames” lips set hard.

“I will give you two minutes to
reconsider,” he said. *“If, after the
lapse of two minutes, you do not give
me your word of honour to leave this
district, and not return to it, I shall
hurl this rock down the ledge, and

ou will be swépt away to death. It is
or you to choose,”

rock in both

He lifted the hea
hands above his head.

As he poised it in the air, Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh’s hand came sud-
denly out of his pocket. With the
same motion of his arm, he hurled the
ag]e up at the threatening face
above. I aim was unerring, and
the shot was 80 sudden that Socames
pt?d 1o chance of guarding against
i

Crash !

The whizzing apple struck full in
the sleek face, uns Sonmes went over
]h:-gcl:wnrds as if a bullet had struck

im.

He crashed down on his back on
the jutting plateau, the chalk rock
in his hands falling on his own knees,
He disappeared from the sight of the
juniors below, ouly his feet being
visible as he sprawled,

“Oh!” gasped Harry Wharton &
Co. er.

The Co. were taken as much by
surprise as Soames by the nabob’s
sudden action.

“Hook it, my esteemed chums!”
panted Hurree Singh. * Quick—
terrifically quick !”

The juniors did not need telling
fwice. They had a few moments
before Soames could secramble up. In
wild haste they scrambled down the
slanting ledge and round the curve
of the path below, where bulging
rock protected them from misailes
from above. High over their heads,
they heard the voice of the one-time
gea-lawyer in & howl of pain and
rage,

A NARROW ESCAPE !
& OE erikey!” gasped Billy

Bunter.
The fat Owl of the Remove
gazed up from the beach, his eyes
almost bulging through his spec-

tacles.

He saw the man on the high, jut-
ting plateau scramble to his feet, the
aleagg face distorted with rage. There
was a drip of red from Socames’ nose,
He had had a terribly hard knock on
that feature. Soames’ nose felt, in-
deed, as if it had been driven through
his head like a mail!

Serambling up, panting, he dashed
a trickle of erimson away with the
back of his hand and glared down

the oliff path. _
But juniors were out of his
sight.

Tre Maicwer Lirary.~—No. 1,678
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Quee round the curve, they were
safe from him. The lower path
wound down an embayment of the
high chalk cliff, and jutting rock
bulged between them and the man
above.

Bunter, watching, saw Soames
make a stride, as if intending to
follow the juniors down the narrow
path. But that step, dictated by
m%m was checked at once.

n the lower edge, the juniors
were descending at reckless speed—
scrambling, jumping, elambering, to

down to the beach. The ascent
1ad taken them half an hour, but the
descent was much more rapid work.
They secmed, to Bumter’s watching
cyes, to come down the cliff in a
flash.

Soames stood panting, and clawing
at his crimson-dripping nose. The
nabob’s sudden and uncxpected action
had defeated him, and it wasz useless
—or, rather, worse than useless—to
pursue the schoolboys. He had no
chance against the five in o struggle.

A moment's reflection was enough

for the cool-headed sea-lawyer. e
gchoolboys had escaped, and if
Soames himself was going to escape

now, he had no time to lose,

Bunter watched him turn and
begin fo climb the uﬂprﬂ: cliff,
He ascended it rapidly to the summit.

“Oh crikey!” breathed Bunter.

One ]ﬁ‘ one, the Famous Five
jumped clear of the ¢liff and landed
in the sand. In a breathless group,
they stared up.

“There he iz ! panted Bob Cherry,
pointing.

Soames, clambering fast, had

almost reached the summit by the
time Harry Wharton & Co. jumped
clear at the base of the cliff.

“Y say, you fellows !” Billy Bunter
came ]]:'1 ging towards them thmu‘gh
the thick sand. “I say h
crikey ! W]Er didn’t you come back
when I called to you, you silly assea?
He nearly had you!”

“Wa didn't hear you, fathead!™
said Bob.
“Well, you saw me, I suppose?”

gaid Bunter. “What did you think
I was waving for?”

“Thought you'd gone cracked, old
fat bean!”

“Qh, really, Cherry—"

“By gum, we're well out of that!”
gaid Nugent, with a breath.
“Do you fellows think he would have
chucked that rock #

“I'm not sure,” said Harry slowly.
“f think he would, unless we'd
agreed to clear off. Inky, old man,
you pulled us through !

“Good old Inky ! said Bob, giving
the Nabob of Bhanipur a smack on
the shoulder. " Frightfully obliged
to you, old black bean!”

“Ow!"” howled Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh.

“Halle, hallo, hallo!
row?" asked Baob.

“Wow! The obligefulness may be
toerrific, but there iz no need to dis-
locate my idiotic shoulder!” gasped
the nahob.

“I say, you fellows——"

“(ome on!” said Harry Wharton,
his eyes on the clambering figure
high above. “We've got & eiance of
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getting that scoundrel, if we hurry
up the gullyl”

“I say——" howled Bunter,

“Yes, come on!” exclaimed Boh.
And the Famous Five started at a
run along the base of the cliffs to
reach the gully that led up to East-
cliff Lodge.

Soames was ncar the top of the
clifi. But at the top the climb was
almost sheer, and he had to clamber
ug hand-over-hand. There was a
chance of getting him if the juniors
lost no time.

“Hold on a minutel!” yelled
Bunter, plugging breathlessly after
the Famous f“iw:: as they ran. *1I
say, Wharton—"

Wharton paused for a
moment and locked back.

“What iz it?” he exclaimed im-

patiently. “We've got to get after
that rotter! What—-»"

* Oacogh !1* gas ed Bunter. “I'm
out of breath! P say—"

13 %iﬂk 1#

“Have you got any more toffee ?*

“What?” yelled the captain of the
Hemove.

“Toffee! 1I've finished that
packet—"

“You howling idiot !”

Wharton turned again and rushed
after his friends,

BiHE Bunter was left blinking
after him in great indignation.

“Well, I'm blessed!” ejaculated
Bunter, “Of all the beasts!
jolly well knows I've got nuthing to
eat! A fat lot he carea! Beast!™

Heartlessly regardless of the fact
that Bunter had nothing to cat,
H Wharton tore on, and over-
took his chums in the gully.

The gully was steep, but the
Famous Five ascended it rapidly.
Soames had time to clamber over the
summit of the cliff before they could
veach the vroad that ran above.
But they hoped that he would still
be in sight when they reached if.

In hntghasta they clambered up the
steep gully, and came ont at last on
the road which ran along the cliffs,
bordered on the other side by the
fences and hedges of Easteliff Lodge.

They stared round them eagerly.

On either hand ran the long white
road, gleaming in the sunshine of
April. But no one was to be seen
on it. They could see fo a -great
distance in either direction, but they
could fot see Soames.

Evidently he had clambered over
the clifi-top while they were ascend-
ing the ?utlhy‘. But it seemed almost
impossible that lie could have got out
of sight since. Yet he was not fo
be seen.

“@Gone ! said Bob.

“He can't be gnnel" exclaimed
Harry Wharton, “He couldn’t have
got out of sight in the time, if he
ran like a hare. He must have
doedged into the grounds across the
r *:I‘J
“By gum! If he has, we'll Toot
him out!”

A white-painted gate opened from
the road inliio the avenue that led up,
through the extensive grounds, 1o
the mausion of SBir William Bird.

Harry Wharton ran to it, his com-
rades at his heels. It seemed certain

He 7

to him that Soames must have dodged
out of sight into the grounds of
Easteliff Lodge.

“0h, loock!¥ exclaimed Nugent, a2s
Wharton E:nﬂped the gate to throw
1t open. a pointed to a blotch of
dull red on the white paint.

“That does it!" exclaimed Bob.

“That’s from Soames’ hoko—you
ta%@-ﬁﬂ the claret with that apple,
Inky. He went this wayl”
That tell-tale stain om the gate
was unmistakable. Soames, evi-
deutly, had stained his fingers with
red in dabbing his streaming nose,
and where he had grasped 51:3 top
har of the gate to fling it open he
had left that clue. 'Iﬁmre was no
doubt now which way he had gone.

“Come on !” panted Wharton,

The juniors ran in, the gate ewing-
ing shut behind them. Soames was
either in hiding among the trees and
bushes or be had cut across the estate
to escape on the other side. At all
events, that much seemed certain to
the Famous Five, and they scattered
in the grounds, searching high and
low for traces of the h.l%lﬁ‘ﬂ!.

“Here!” yelled Bob Cherry sud-
denly.

“Been him 7

“No! But look here!”

Bob had stopped on a path which
led round the mansion, through a
little fir wood. His comrades ran to
join him.

It was a well-worn Fath, used by
the servants of Eastcliff Lodge, of
whom there were a dozen or more. It
led to the servamts' door at the side

of the house.

Chalk cropped out of the soil,
gleaming white in the sunshine. Bob
was pointing to a dull red blotch on

the chalk in the path.
he

*“ Another jolly old eclue!”
grinped, “He was running, and
slipped on the chalk—what?—and
scattered these giddy dewdrops.
Soames’ boko was going strong.”

“Looks like it exclaimed Whar-
ton breathlessly. “Come on! If he
kept on by this path, he must have
passed the servants’ door, and some-
viie may have seen him.”

The jurniors pushed on, certain now
that Soames had passed that way. In
a few minutes they came in sight of
the servants” door. It was open, and
a portly fignre stood in the doorway,
clancing out.

“Hallo, halle, hallo!
Blump !” exclaimed Bob.
have sech him—"

They ran on.

The butler of Eastcliff I-m‘l%u eyed
them as they came up breath mﬂr

“Have you seen anyone pass,
Blump ?” called out Harry Wharton.

“Only Jermyn, sir.”

* Jermyn 7

“Bir William’s valet! He came in
a few minutes ago! I have scen no
vne else, sir!” answered Blump,

“He must havehnut ha.an throngh
the fixs—perhaps he saw Jermyn or
gl:in about " said Bob., "“Let’s try

a .H

And the Famous Five cut back to
the fir wood.

But they did noet find Soamcs
there,

That's
“He may



THE SCHOOLBOY ACTOR!

IBLEY yawned.
William  Wibley, the
schoolboy actor of the Grey-
frinrs Remove, was enjoying life at
Easteliff Lodge in the holidays.

At the moment, however; Wibley
was rather bored.

Wibley was seated on an ottoman
in Sir William Bird's room, under a
big window. From that window he
had an extensive view of land and
gea—the gardens and woodlands of
the estate, the white road that ran
along the cliffs, the blue sea stretch-
ing far beyond the clifis.

A “Holiday Annual * lay on his
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They had been = little surprised
when %ir William asked them to the
Lodge for Easter; but they never
dreamed of suspecting that Sir
William was a feliow they knew well
in their Form at Greyfriars!

Only Billy Bunter had nosed it
out; and Bunter was keeping the
secret—though he had been on the
verge of letting it out about twenty
times a day since the Easter holidays
had started.

Wibley yawned—and yawned again
—and t{en touched a bell. A com-
municating door on the other side of
the room opened and the baronet's
man stepped in.
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His eyes narrowed and hardened as
he glanced at his reflection in the
glass.

Wibley grinned.

Sir William's wvalet was smooth
and sleck, and scemed to Wibley
rather more like a machine than a
man. But the look on his face, for a
moment, showed that he had a
temper. It was only for a moment;
but that moment revealed that
and intensely

Jermyn was deepl
A ﬁey damage to his

exasperated by t
nose.

But his sleek face was almost ex-
pressionless, as usual, as he turned
to the schoolboy actor again.
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“ Listen, fool ! ** hissed Soames into Bunter’s fat ear. ** You are not wanted here! You leave

Easteliff Lodge in the morning !

knees.
that attractive publication.
was bored.

Near him stood a tall pier-glass,
and whenever Wibley glanced at his
reflection in it he grinned.

Wibley's nearcst and dearest rela-
tion would mnever have recognised
that reflection as William Wibley’'s.

The glass reflected a silver-haired,
silver-bearded man of about siity-
five, with a pold-rimmed eyeglass
gtuck in one c{;::,

But it was Wibley's reflection, all
the same—though any member of
the numerous household staff at East-
cliff Lodge would have said that the
glass reflected Sir William Bird, the
lord of the manor.

Only Jermyn, the baronet’'s man,
of all the staff, knew that the school-
boy actor was playing the part of the
little old baronet,

Harry Wharton & Co. had
suspicion of it.

Wibley had finished reading
Now he

iy

Wibley glanced at Jermyn's
smooth, sleck face and gave a little
start.

“Had an accident, Jermyn?" he
asked,

Jermyn passed o smooth ™ hand
ACTOSS {lis nose. That nose, which
was wellshaped in its normal state,
looked rather damaged. It was red,
almost faming—it was a little
swollen, and had evidently been
bleeding recently.

“A slight accident, sir!” said
Jermyn apologetically. "1 slipped
on the stair coming up, Sir William,

and unfortunately knocked my
nose." 1
“That's the second time you've

taken a tumble on the stairs,” said
Wibley. “Yon landed yourself with
a crocked leg first time—now you've
crocked your boke It doesn't im-
prove your beauty, Jermyn.”

“T fear mnot, air!” murmured
Jermyn.

Do you undersiand ? **

“You rang, Sir William 77 he said.

“Yes ! Lhat's 4p, Jermyn:"
asked Wibley.

“Up, sir?” repeated Jermyun. *I
do not quite follow, sir.”

Wibley made a gesture towards
the window.

“Take a squint out ! he said. “ My
Greyfriars pals have been scudding
about like a lot of rabbits! They
seem to be looking for something or
gomebody. Enow what it ist”

“No, sir; I had not obscrved
them,” . said Jermymn. He did not
approach the window. “I lhave, in
fact, been attn:-udin,ﬁlr to the damage to
my nose for some little time since I

7

fell on the stairs——"
“Well, cut down and ask them
what they're hunting for.”
Jermyn coughed.

“If you will exense me, Sir
William, I would rather not let the
Tae Macxer Lisrsary.—No. 1,676
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gmmg_- gentlemen see me in this dis-
gured state,” he mu .

“What the dickens does that
matter?” asked Wibley, staring at
him, “You're fearfully particular,
Jermyn. You kept room for
about a week when you crocked your
leg—do you want to keep it for
another week, mow vyou've banged
your heezer #*

“0Oh! No, gir! Bat—"

“My friends haven't seen you yet,”
said Wibley. “You've been playi
the shy violet ever since they've
here.”

“The young pentlemen, sir, wounld
hardly notice whether they have seen
your valet or not!” said Jermyn. “If
yvou will allow me, sir, I will ring for
John and send him to inquire—"

“Just as you like!” yawned
Wibley. “But never mind—JI think
I'll go down. I'm petting a bit
bored, Jermyn.”

“Iadeed, sir.”

“It's uo end of a lark, really,
taking Bir William’s place here,”
said the schoolboy actor of Grey-
friars. “And it's useful to him, too
—and he's such a jolly good old bean,
that I'm glad to oblige him.
But——" Wibley yawned again, “It
isn't all lavender, plajini the part of
a venerable old bean. I have to take
a nap in the afternoom, because Sir
William did! I've got fo keep up
his jolly old customs. So I squat
Lhere and read—hut I'd rather have
gone down on the beach with my
pals.”

“I am afraid, sir, that too much
activity on your part may lead to
some suspicion—"murmured

Jermyn.

“Yes—I've got to be careful!”
yawned Wibley. “I've astonished
the chaps more than once by cutting

about as if I was a fellow no older
than themselves. Really, I might as
well tell them the secret—Bunter
knows already! Only Sir William
made me promise not to let a single
aoul into it—he never knew that that
fat ass had nosed it out, of course,
And a promise i3 a promise.”
“Quite, sir!” murmured Jermyn.
“Aud as SBir William has gone on a
dangerous mission in connection with
the Sceret Service, the secret cannot
be too carefully kept. There can be
no doubt that this place is watched,

and if they discovered that Sir
William was gone——"
“They won't!” =aid Wibley.

“Trust me for that! I'm keepin
up this game till I hear from the ol
Bird! The place iz watched all
right—that man who called himself
Brown, whom we rooted out in the
chalk cave the other day, is a apy on
the watch to see whether Sir W:Em'am
stays or goes—I've not the slightest
doubt about that*

“In the circumstances, sir, it
would surely be safer not to have
your school friends on the spot—="

Wibley raised his hand.

“Cut that out, Jermyn,” he said.
“We've been through all that before.
I want my friends here.”

“Quite so, sir; but when it is a
question, perhaps, of Sir William’s
personal safety on his mission—"
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“Bir William asked them here for
me—and he knows his own bhusiness
best,™ a?nmwemti& Wibley. "E:ﬁn i;if
my p spot anything, !
keep it dark—even that fat E’m
Bunter has sense enough to keep it
dark. And nobody inm the house,
from Blump down to the between-
maids, haa fainteat idea that I'm
not the genuine old Bird I”

Wibley glanced again at the silver-
haired ection in the glass, with
mmF!acent satisfaction.

“It'a a bit of a bore at times,
keel:ilng' it up,” he went on, “but it
would surprise the whole honaehold
rather too much if Sir William took
to cliff-climbing stunts, and so om,
at his venerable age! The fellows
rather opened their eyes when they
saw how the old bean eould aprint,
and how he could k it up at
tennis,” Wibley chuckled. " Well,
I think I'll go down now, Jerm
and you can go and nurse that 0
of yours. F'm rathér curious to see

what those chaps are up to.”
3 “Yery gom;. sir !;[‘J murmured
arm

Wiﬁey stood before the glass,
taking a careful survey of his get-
up, as he always did before appearin
in public. 'Wib played the part of ﬂ-lg
Sir William Bird almost as if he
had actually been Sir William him-
self, and he gave careful attention to
every detail of his disgnise.

Jermyn went back to his own door-
way, with his soft tread. He had
just reached it when there was a tap
at Sir William’s door on the passage.

“Come in!” called ¢ut Wibley.

Jermyn =8 swiftly into the
valet’s room closed the door—and
it had hardly closed when Sir
William’s door opened amd Harry
Wharton stepped into the baromet’s
ToOm,

THE MAN IN THE GAS-MASK |

L RICELE in!” said Wibley.
But he remembered the next
moment that he was not in

the Remove passage at Greyfriars.

“Come in, my f{mng friend !” he went

on hastily. *I trust you have had a

pleasant afternoon on. the beach.”

“Fine, thanks!” said Harry.
“We've been climbing the clif—"
“Happy youth!” sighed Wibley.

“There was a time, my young friend,

when I should bave enjoyed climbing

the cliffs down there myself I

Wibley did not add that the time
was no longer ago than that very
afternoon.

*“E hope I have not disturbed you,
gir.

“Not at all, Wharton—not at all!
I had finished my—hem—afternocon

ose, and was about to come down,”
said Sir William. “In fact, I have
heen looking from the window, and
I noticed that you and your friends
seemed rather busy. Anything up—
I mean, has there been any occurrence
of an unusual nature?”

“We've been hunting for Soames,
Sir William,"” said Harry.

“Soames P

“You remember we told you about
him—the man who was valet once to
a Greyfriars fellow’s father and

turned out & des
the captain of
caught him
niq t—"

* Quite nite g£0,” gaid Sir
William. “I cannot imagine why he
entered the honse—nothing, cqm‘ﬁlig,
was missing afterwards. Do you
mean that you have now seem him

ﬂg‘ﬁm P
arry Wharton explained hastily
what had happened on the shore.

Wibley suppressed a whistle as he
listened.

He knew more about Soames than
Wharton supposed, for, though he
had never scen Mr. Vernon-Smith’s
valet at the time that the Famous
Five had known the man, he had
heard a good deal about their adven-
tures on a South Sea cruise, as all
the Remove fellows had. All the
Remove knew how Smithy's father’s
valet had turned out to be a rogme.

But why Soames was hanging about
the vicimity of Easteliff ge, and
why he had actually entered the
bmiding on ome or two occasions,
Wibley knew no more than Harry
Wharton & Co. did.

“This had better be reported to the

lice, my young friend,” said Sir

illiam. * Whether the raseal in-
tended to carry out his threat on the
clif or not, he iz a dangerous
character, and must be looked for. I
will get the police station at Broad-
stairs on the telephone.”

“We're certain he dodged into the
grounds here,” said Harry, “and I
think your man J'arm?rn may have
geen him, SBir William !™

“Jermyn., He is in his room I" said

rate raseal,” gpid
_the Remove. “Wa
in  this house one

Wibley.
“Blump told us he. had come in,”
explained Harry, “and he must have

been somewhere about the & when
Soames was dodging round the houso
to get away. ¢ found trace of
Scames on the path to the servants’
door. Jermyn wouldn't know him by
sight, of course, but if he saw an
in the grounds it might help. There’s
Elenty of cover, and he may be in

iding waiting for a chance to dodge
away, and if Jermyn happercd to see
him, and the way he wm%———”

“I'll ask Jermyn at once!"

Wibley touched the bell.

It was only a few minutes since
Jermyn had gome back to his room,
so there was no doubt that he was
there, and that he heard the bell.
But the communicating-door did not
0 80 promptly as was usual when
Sir William rang for his valet.

“How long ago is it sinece Blump
told you that Jermyn came in f” ask
Sir William.

“* About a quarter of an hour, sir.”

“Then there's a chance yet! He
conld un]ﬁmt bhave got in when I
rang for him a little while ago. If
he saw the man—— Jermyn ! called
ont Sir William.

The silver-haired little baronet
stepped to the communmicating-door,
as it did not open, and turned the
handle.

He ed the door and called into
the: valet's room.

“Jermyn! Didn't you hear the
bell? hat——"

“Pray excuse me, gir,' came §



muffled voice. “I am having a littls
diffienlty with this gas-mask—"

“0Oh, my only hat and umbrella!”
ejacula Wibley, forgetting for a
moment that he was Sir illiam

Bird, as he atared at the wvalet.
“What the thump are you putting
a gas-mask on for now?’

ermyn was standing in the room,
a gas-mask obliterating his face.
Hiz hands were fumbling with the
fastenings. His voice came mufiled
and partly indistinet as he answered.

“1 make it a rule, sir, to practise
gas-mask drill daily! One cannot be
too careful, sir, in view 3

“Well, take it off now and come
here—one of my young friends wishes
to ask you something,” said Sir
William.

“Unfortunately, sir, the strings
seem to have become entangled and
knotted, and I cannot remove it for
the moment,” mumbled the voice from
the interior of the gas-mask.

“Oh, my summer sunshade! You
geem to be rather a clumsy asa, Jer-
myn—tumbling about staircases, and
getting yourself tied up in a gae-
mask. Come as you are—it doesn’t

matter !
“Yery good, Sir William !"
Harry Wharton looked at the valet

as he came in. Neither he nor his
friends had seen Jermyn, so far,
though they had been more than a
week at Eastcliff Lodge. And he did
not see him now, so far as his face
went. He smiled faintly at the sight
of the pas-masked manservant,

“Here's Jermyn,"” said Sir William.
“Jermyn, this 1z Master Wharton |
Carry on, old thing—hem—my young
friend !

“I'm sorry to bother you, Jermyn,

when vou're tangled up like that,”
said Harry, smiling, “but I heard
from the butler that you'd come in

at the time when a man we're looking
for must have been dodging very near
the door you came inghj Ind you
see any stranger in the grounds while
you were oubs"

The gas-masked head was shaken.

“No, sir!" came the muffied voice.
“I do not remember having seen any-
one in the grounds, Master Wharton.”

“You're aure?” asked Harry.
“From what Blump said, you must
have been on the spot at the very
time Soames was dodging round the
house! You're guite sure you saw
no one at all?”

“I am sorry, sir—qmite!”

“Oh, all right, then!”

Harry turned back to the door,
but his eyes lingered a little on
Jermyn as he did so. He could not
make out the man’s face, screened
the absurd-locking mask: but he h
a feeling of something familiar about
the man.

“That does it!” said Wibley,
“Hem! I mean, it is rather un-
fortunate that Jermyn saw nothin
of bhim. Let’s go and have a loo
for the blighter—I'1] trot round with
you, old bean—hem!—my young
friend.”

S8ir William departed with Harry
Wharton—with a ﬁrg brisk step for
an old bean of his wenerable age.
Wibley was very keen to join in the
hunt for Soames.
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Jermyn was left alone, breathing
hard under the pas-mask.

He went back into his own room
and shut the door. Then he removed
the -mask from his face,
apparently finding no difficulty, after
afll,j with Jrt',l:ne. faai;genin 8. 5

His sleek face, with its awollen
red nose, was bard and set as it was
revealed, and there was a glitter in
his eyes. He breathed hard and deep,
and wiped a t of perspiration
from his forehead.

“This cannot go on!” he muttered
between his closed lips. “The danger
18 too great—suspicion must arise—
only the gas-mask saved me—and on
another occasion——" Jermyn gritted
hia teeth. “What confoun luck,
that they should come here—here, of
all places! They must nd yet,
I shall ‘never have such a chance
agaip——-""

Bir William’s valet paced his room,
with set lips and glintin es. He
had a problem to think out—and not
an easy one. Had Harry Wharton
seen Jermyn then, after the gas-mask
wasa off, he would have known that he
had not very far to look for Soames!

= ey, e,

MR. BROWN AGAIN !

6 OR me, I expect!” said Billy
Bunter.

“One of your titled rela-
tions wiring_h you tons of money?”
asked Bob Cherry.

And the Co. grinned.

“Yah !"” snorted Bunter.

It was a couple of days since the
adventure on the cliffs,

Harry Wharton & Co., that golden
April aftermoon, were not thinking
about Soames. had started out
to walk to the North Foreland, and
have a look at the lighthouse.

Bunter had rolled out with them.

That was why they were now taking
a rest.

The length of the avenue at East-
clif Yodge was rteally enough for
Bunter w he went on a walk. So,
when they were a couple of hundred
yards from the gate, Bunter had had
more than emough.

S0 Bunter proposed a rest, and
settled the matter by eitting down on
a grassy bank by the roadside, under
the shade of a clump of trees. No-
body was in a hurry, so the Famous
Five sat down also, to let the fat
Owl of the Hemove have his Test—
Johnny Bull stating, in emphatic
tones, however, that in ten minutes
he was going on, Bunter or no
Bunter.

Sitting in a row on the grassy bank
in the shade, the echoolboys noticed
a boy on a bike who came along
from the direction of the little village
of Easteliff.

They knew the boy from the local
poat. office sight; and as he was
evidently heading for [Eastcliff
Lodge, and as he had, moreover, a
buff envelope in one hand, they easily
deduced that he was taking a tele-
gram to 8ir William’s mansion.

“I expect it'as for me !” gaid Bunter.
“Better call out o him when he
comes up! I asked Mauly to wire.”

“Mauly " repeated Bob.

9

“I've written to Lord Mauleverer "
said Bunter, with dignity “I'm not
B0 {ull}* keen on stopping here, with
that beast Soames hanging about.
I've told Mauly that I can let him
have a week in the hols, and to wire
if it’s all right! Bo I expect that's
from Mauly.”

At  which
chuckled.

At Greyfriars, before breaking-up,
Lord Mauleverer of the Remove had
had several narrow escapes of ing
Bunter for the holidaye. Indeed, he
miﬁght not have escaped at all, had
not the fat Owl succeeded in planting
himself out at Eastcliff Lodge for the
vacation.

But, as he had escaped, the Famous
Five did not think it likely that he
had wired Bunter to come along to
Mauleverer Towers! Bunter seemed
to think it _Eruba'lﬂe, but to the Co. it
seemed highly improbable.

“Blessed if I see anything to
cackle at!" grunted Bunter. “I ex-
pect Mauly will be glad to have me!
Tain't s if I was a bore like you,
Wharton—"

“Thanks !*

“Or a hippopotamus barging about
the place like you, Cherry——"

{:G mlh:El::r!lj; k

*“Or a nking nigeer like you,
kv s g ngg ¥

“The thankfulness is terrific.”

*Or a grunting grampus like you,
Bull—

“You fat owl !

“Or a moony milksop like you,
H‘l}ﬁ&ﬂt—-—"

(Go it !” said Frank.

“I mean to say, I'm the sort of
chap that makes a party a success!”
said Bunter. “I'm in my element at
a show like Mauleverer Towers. I
mean, I'm accustomed to things on a
big scale—at Bunter Court, you
know. It astands to reason that
Mauly will like to let people know
he’s got a friend like me at school !
It does him credit, you know, with
his own ple. Fellows always like
to take home a creditable sort of pal
from school—it gives them a leg-up
with the eervants, and that sort of
thing. Seef”

% erikey I

“You'll gee,” said Bunter. “That
kid will be along here in a minute
or two, and I'll eall to him to stop.
Bet you that telegram’s for me, from
L[aulry !T If it is, I shall cut it ghort

the Famons Five

here ouw’'ll have to get on the best
you can without me, that’s all !”
“Oh! How ghall we manage

that?" ejaculated Bob Cherry.
“The howfulness iz preposterons.”
“Well, if that telegram’s from
Mauly, as I'm sure it is, I'm not
sticking on here—you can’t expect
it!” declared Bunter. "I think—" _
“Hallo, hallo, hallo ! gasped Bob '
Cherry suddenly. ;
He fair]{ bounded up from the
grassy bank.

“Great pip!” exclaimed Harry

Wharton.
“1 say, you fellows, what's up?”
squea Bunter.

But nobody leeded Bunter. The
Famoua Five were staring up the
road, towards the approaching
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cyclist. He was within thirty yards

of the spot, when a figure suddenly

leaped from the ledge, rushed at him,
grabbed his bicycle.

The macline rocked, and the post

office hoy tumbled off the dle,

barely contriving to land on his feet.

Harry Wharton & Co. stared blankly
at that sudden and startling scene!
Then, as Wharton glimpsed the face
of the man who had rushed out of the
hﬂ:‘lie, he gm‘e a shout :

* Brown 1"

It waz & man of stocky build, with
a stubby mnose, thick, blond eye-
brows, and light blue eyes. It was
the man the juniors had caught in
the chalk cave a week ago who had

iven his name as Brown—though on

is looks they had a suspicion that it
ought to have been spelt * Braun.”

“By oum—that blighter!” ex-
claimed Bob Cherry,

What the man’s object was in
rushing suddenly on the post office
boy and upsetting his bicyele, the
juniors could not guess—ior a
moment. But the next moment the
saw him grasp the astonished Iad,
and }\'I’E‘.IIET'I. the buff envelope from
hiz hand.

Evidently that was what he was
after, and he had waylaid the post
office lad in that lonely spot for the
P . Probably he geen him
start from the village post office, and
cut across the fields to wait in the
road for him when he came alﬂn%hnn
the bieycle. But for the chance that
the Greyfriars fellows had stopped on
the grassy bank, at a little distance,
no eyes would have fallem on him—
it was a loncly road by the sea.

But the juniors had seen him, and
they were already ruuning for the
apot.

Billy Bunter heaved himself to his
feet, and blinked after them through
his big spectacles.

“1 say, you fellows!” he howled.

They tore on unheeding.

The post office boy, astonished as he
was by the sudden attack, made a
rush at the man who had grabbed the
telegram, and cought him by the
sleeve.

The blonde-browed man turned on
him with a snarl. "

He wrenched at his arm, but the
boy clung on; and the juniors, as
they ran, saw the man deal a savage
blow that caught the lad on the chest
and sent him spinning,

Then Mr. Brown—as he had called
himself—turned, toe cut back to the
hedge from which he had so suddenly
appeaved.

ot till then did he see the Grey-
friars juniors, his attention having
been concentrated on the post office
boy and the telegram.

Bob Cherry had almoet reached
him; running like the wind, ahead of
his comirades,

“Ach!” gasped the stubby-nosed
man—an exclamation which certainly
indicated that his name was more
likely Braun than Brown.

He jumped away as Bob rushed at
him, but he did not jump fast
enough! Bob reached him, and hit

out as he reached him: and it was
Tre Macker Lisrary,—No. 1,678,
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Mr. Brown’s turn to spin over under
a thump on the chest.

He went rolling in the chalky dust
of the road, with a loud yell.

Bob pounced on him as be eprawled,
and tore the buff emvelope from his
kand.

Mr. Brown bounded to his feet.

His light blue eyes blaged fury,
and he made a spring towards Bob.
But the other four fellows were
almost on him by then, and he
changed his mind, ked away, and
lea through the hedge.

b waved the telegram
trinmph.

“Qot it]" he exclaimed.
I've got it 1"

Harry Wharton ran to the gap in
the hedge, through which Mr. %Eh'own
had disappeared. He had a g_]imﬁe
of a bowler hat vanishing acrees the
field, but omly for a secomd! Mr.
Brown was hitting the open spaces

in
“0.K.!

like a deer.

The captain of the Remove turned
back to his friends,

Frank Nugent was piving the
dizzy post office boy a hand up, while
Johnny Bull picked up the bicycle,

“Qaoooh !” gasped the boy from the

village. “Ooocok! You got the tele-
gram, sir?*

“Here it is, kid 1*

Bob handed it back to the boy.

“Thank you, sir! Fancy him hav-
ing the cheek fo pinch a telegram for
Jir William !

“You're goipg to Eastcliff Lodge #
asked Ha‘:)%.

“Yessir. Telegram for Sir William
Eirﬂ."

“We'll walk with you as far as the

ate, then,” said the captain of the
iemmm. *“That sweep might turn up
again when we're gone.”

“Thank you kindly, air.”

The post office . with the
tele in one hand, wheeled on his
bike with the other, the Famous
Five walking with him.

Mr. Brown had disappeared over
the landscape; but it was clearly
judicious to see the messenger safe as
far as Sir William's residence with
that telegram. The man who was
watching Easteliff was no
doubt deeply intereated in any tele-
grams that Sir William Bird might
receive; and as the juniors knew that
the old baronet was in the Secret
Service, it was quite possible that
that telegram might be official and

imPortnut.
“1 eay, u fellows,” ueaked
Bunter, as came up to the spot

where the fateawl had been left.
say, that's for me!
t{t{e am, will you?"

“1t's for the old bean, fathead ¥
said Bob.

“Rot! It's for me from Mauly—I
wis expecting it, as I told you!
Look here, ain't that wire for me?”
demanded Bunter. .

The boy from the village grimned.

“Not unless you're Sir William
Bird, gir ! he answered. “This 'ere
is for Sir William at the Lodge, sir.”

Snort from Bunter! Manly, it
seemed, had failed, after all, to send
that wire ! :

“Forgetful ass!” grunted Bunter.
“Just like Mauly to forget? Silly

‘II
Give me my

idiot! I shall have to write to him
again, I aup I don’t see what
you_ fellows are cackling at.”

“Ha, ha, ha ¥

“Yah!” enorted Bunter. “I'd
better look at it and make sure!l”
The village lad ohiigi:ngzly held up

the buff envelope, Bunter
blinked at it through his tacles.
But any number of bl could

not change the name on the envelope

to “W. G. Bunter.” The fat Owl
grunted again.
“Well, that's for the old Bird, I

suppose! I say, you fellows, if it's
for the old Eigd,r':hink Wibley can
open itr®

“Wibley 7

“Oh ! pasped Bunter. He had
nearly done it again. “I—I mean—
that ias, I don’t mean—I mean 1
don't mean—*

“Have you got Wibley on the
brain again?” asked Bob, staring at
the fat owl.

" Yes—I mean, no! I—I mean—"

But the post office boy and the
Famons Five walked on, without
lingering to learn what Billy Bunter
meant—if he meant anything.

The boy with the telegram was
seen safely to the gate, then the
junioras returned to Bunter, and the
walk to the North Foreland was
resumed. On the way, the Famous
Five kept their eyes open for a man
with a ntuhbg noge and blonde eye-
brows—but they saw no more of Mr.
Brown.

UNEXPECTED !

& H! My only hat and um-
" Blump slmost jumped
ump almost jumpe
The

portly tler of Easteliff
Lndga bad entered the library with
his discreet, though erous tread,
a silver salver in his plump hands,
and on the salver a telegram for Sir
William Bird.

The silver-haired little gentleman
E} the armch;i:albj the ﬂtra:l:l took thtf
egram, an ump waited respec
fully while he opened it, to ascertain

whether an answer was required.
Wibley—in his part as Sir William
Bird—was entitled to open letters
and telegrams addressed to the
lord of Eastcliff Lodge., It was part
of the arrangement that the genuine
8ir William, if he had occasion to
communicate with his substitute,
wonld address him under that name.

Wib, when he saw the telegram,
had no dombt that it was from Bir
William. He glit the envelope and
took out the telegram and glanced
at it—and its contents seemed to
gtartle him. His involuntary ejacu-
lation atartled Blump in his turn.

Sir William—in his former state—
had never been given to sauch
ejaculations as that,

“What the jolly old dickens—"
went on Wibley.

Then he cut off and coughed as he
canght the surprised gaze of the
butler, His pink face became & little
pinker.

“No answer, Blump !” he rapped.

“Yery good, Bir William I*

Blump conveyed himself and hia



gilver salver out of the library. The
door closed behind both,

Then Wibley stared at the tele-

ram again, ﬁfia bushy, silvery eye-
%ruwa-—which all the household
believed grew where they were
gummed—kunitted.

Wibley was not pleased. He was
purprised, and disconcerted, and
distinctly displeased.

The telegram ran:

“Jermyn has instructions. Please
s:¢ them carried out to the very
letter.—Avis”

Wibley frowned. That telegram
wns from Sir William Bird—it did
lllﬂ‘t cross Wibley's mind to doubt
that.

“Avis "—the Latin for " Bird "—
wns the agreed signature on any
communication from Sir William,
who could not, of course, use his own
name on a telegram addressed to
himaelf at his own residence.

Only Sir William, Jermyn, and
Wibley knew that little secret. No
one else could have signed a telegram
“Avis"

Wibley, therefore, did not doubt
for 2 moment that that tclegram was
from Sir William Bird, as it bore the
agreed code signature,

But he was far from pleased.

Jermyn was in his master’s con-
fidence. He knew the whole game,

and was helping Wibley keep up his P

part. He was a useful and deferen-
tial valet, and Wibley had no fault
to find with him. But Wib did not
want to receive instructions from
Jermyn—he did mnot relish being
placed under the valet’s orders!

Wib was playing his part well, if
nat to perfection.  Except for an
occasional little slip, which, after
all, did not excite suspicion, he was
Sir William Bird to the life.

If Eastcliff Lodge was watched by
Mr. Brown or his associates, the spies
were patisfied that Sir William was
still at home, and thrown completely
off the real track. It was all rather
a lark to the scheolboy actor; but
there was no doubt that he was deing
the old baronet a very real gervice,
engaged as Sir Willlam was on a
secret and perilous mission.

This looked like finding fault.

Jermyn had been absent from East-
clif Lodge the previous day.. He
had left early, before anyone else
was up; he had returned late, after
evervone else had gone to bed. He
had told Wibley that he had seen
Sir William in London.

That rather surprised Wibley—
for he had understood that the old
baronet had already gone abroad oun
a secret mission in connection with
the war. But it scemed after all
that he had not yet left London.

That, of course, was no concern of

Wibley's. But if Sir William Bird
had piven Jerm ingtructions, and
placed him under the direction of

the valet, that did concern him. He
did not like it.
Wibley could not help feeling aore.
However, after a little disgruntled
reflection on the subject, he touched
a bell and sent John to call Jermyn.
In a few minutes the silent-foo
valet entered the library, closing the

EVERY SATURDAY

door carefully after him. He crossed
to where Sir William sat, with his
soft tread.

*Look at that, Jormyn !" grunted
Wibley.

He tossed the telegram to the
valet,

Jermyn gave his little respectful
cough, took the telegram, and read it.

ibley eyed him.

“Did you expect that?” grunted
Wibley.

Jermyn coughed again.

“Bir William referred to something
of the kind, sir, when I saw him in
town yesterday!” he anawered.

“Well, I don't sec it!” grunted
Wibley. “The old bean coumld write
to me direct, if he had anything to
HH.F.IJ

*“There is always a possibility, sir,
of letters being intercepted, and it is
an undoubted fact that the house is
watched !” murmured Jerm “No
doubt my master conside it safer
to put nothing into writing.”

“Well, T dare say that's sa !” ad-

mitted Wibley. “But I den’t see
what these juﬁ{ old imstructions are
going to be. If the old bran isn’t
satisfied with me, I'm ready to chuck
it ap.”
% &,ir William expressed himself as
highly satisfied, sir, and very greatly
impressed by your really marvellous
skill in kecping up such an im-
ersonation,” said Jermyn smoothly.
Wibley’s brow cleared. Wib had
never needed to ask, like the man in
the old story, to be piven a good
conceit of himself ! ¢ had that!
Remove fellows at Greyfriars ad-
mired Wibley's weil skill in
theatrical stunte—but not so much
as 'Wib himself did !

He nodded ﬁnmglmnﬂjh

“Well, I fancy I'm putting it over
pretty well, Jermyn ! he remarked.

“Inimitably, sir!” said Jermyn.

“Well, let's get down to' these old
old instructions ! said Wibley. “If
the old bean is satisfied, I'm blessed
if I see what it all means. Carry
on

Jermyn coughed again.

“Bir William's instructions, sir,
refer to the Greyfriars boys who are
now ataying here!” he murmured.

“How do you mean?"

“On reflection, sir, Sir William
realises that the presence of school-
fellows of yours, who are so very
closely acquainted with you, is an

glement of danger,” explained
Jermyn. “He would feel much more
easy in his wmind, sir, if they left

Eastcliff Lodge.”
Wibley sat upright in his chair.
“Hot!” he gnapped. “The fellows
have been asked here for Easter! Sir
William approved; in faet, he asked
them himself by letter. They've fixed
up the holidays here! Does he think
I can possibly let them down now #”
“No doubt, sir, they will easil
find other hospitality,” murmure
Jermyn. “I have not seen the youn
Eentlemen, gir, but I underata.ng tha%
hey are very estimable and agreeable
lads, and have many friends—"
"Tphelz,]t‘swl:_lgithﬂ hm:gi nor there I
ana ibley angrily. They've
Fein, Adlad Bire Suhrire: Dats il
they’re staying here so long ns I do!

I

I ean’t understand a decent old bean
like Sir William going back on lis
own word in that style. How the
thump ean I tell fellows I don’t want
them after they've been asked for
the hols?”

“A polite hint, sir—"

“Rot !" snorted Wibley. “Catch me
giving fellows a polite hint to clear
off, after asking them for the hols!
Besides, I want them here—a fellow
wants o bit of company of his ewn
age, even if he's got up as a joll
old Methuselah. Do you thunk I ask
them because I didn’t want them*”

“Hem! No, sir! But—"

“They'd cut off like a shot at the
merest hint !” growled Wibley. “But
that fat ass Bunter wouldn't! He
landed himself here because he knew
all about it—I never asked him. But
I'd rather kttp him under my cye,
ag he knows!

Wibley rose from the armchair and
paced to and fro for some minntes.
angrily. Then he halted, and fixed
his & on Jermyn.

“ Look lclva!rt;\:,r did you stick this into
the old bean’s head?” he demanded.

“I, sir?" murmured Jermyn.

“0Oh, I'm no fool ! sua}apeﬂ Wiblay.
“You don't like these fellows herc.
Dashed if I know why, as you have
nothing to do with them, and have
never even seen them, so far. But
you've been harping on this string all
the time, trying to get me to clear

them off, 1've.had to tell you to
ghut it !"
“Only from my concern for Sir

William’s safety, sir,” murmured
Jermyn. “The presence of the boys
16, of course, a matter of complete
indifference to me, from any other
point of view.”

Wibley eyed him a
piciously.

“1 suppose
against ¢ " he nnnﬂwd‘

“My dear gir! ow could I
have—"

“Well, I don’t see how you could
have, but it's a bit queer, the way
you've l:&:t out of their wa'gf’

runted Wibley. “And now this!

on've never met any of them, and
had any trouble with them®”

Jerm breathed hard for a

moment.
“Your schoolfellows, sir, are

naturally complete strangers to me,”

little sus-.

ou've got nothing

he said. “Neither, I am sure, can
you sup that Bir William is a
man to influenced by his valet's
opinion.”

“No—that’s go !” admitted Wibley.
“8till, it's dashed odd the old bean
changing his mind like this! I can't.
do it, of course. I've asked the fellows
here, and here they stay.”

“L trust, eir. that yon will not
think of disregarding Sir William's
wishes?"

*You heard what I said ! grunted
Wibley.

Jermyn's face hardened,

“Then, air,” gaid the valet, "1 must
draw your attention to what Bir
William says in this telegram, It
is not merely o matter of expressing
his wishes—it is a definite order. You
are directed to carry out the
instructions given, You will hardly
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take it upon yourself to disobey Sir
William's direct command !”

Wihley breathed hard.

“I'11 think it over,” he said at last
“I'd never have taken this on if I'd
known I was to be placed in such a
position, I shall have to think it
over! I think I'll take a trot out
towards the North Foreland and meet
the fellows coming back! Stick that
telegram in the fire!"

“Very good, sir!”

Wibley, greatly disturbed and per-
turbed, stamped out of the library.

Jermyn dro the telegram 1n
the fire. Then he stood loeking at
the door that had closed on the
schoolboy actor, a faint emile on hie
smooth, sleck face.

—— — —

IN SOAMES’ GRIP !

L SAY, Wibley! Yaroooh!”
I roared Billy Bunter.
Smack ! _

The library at Eastclif Lodge

opened on the hall. _

Wibley, as he left the library, en-
countered Billy Bunter, who had just
rolled in from the terrace.

Bunter had not gone ‘FE].E far em
that walk to the North Foreland.
Billy Bunter's idea of a walk was to

unctuate it with i‘reﬁant-—very
requent rests—long intervals of
resting between short spells of walk-
ing. Whicht was no exautliy the
Famous Five's idea of a walk

At Bunter's second rest the Co. had
walked on, heedless of indignant
squeaks, and Bunter had been left
on his solitary own. So the fat Owl
rolled back to the house—not 1n a
good temper. Coming on the silver-
haived schoolboy actor in the hall,
Bunter addressed him as *“ Wibley,"”
and was promptly interrupted by
Wibley's palm establishing sudden
contact with a fat ear.

Bunter roared.

“TLook here, you checky beast!" he
howled. “If you think—m="

“Shut up!” hissed Wibley.

Bunter rubbed his fat ear, and
glared at Wibley through his big

ctacles, with a devastating glare.

“Beast 1™ he hooted. *““Look here,
Wible ”’

Bunter was interrupted again. He
dodged just in time to elude a second
smack.

8ir William glared at him.

“Bay, ‘- Wibley * again and I’ll boot
you right across.the hall ! he hissed.

Billy Bunter glaved defiance. He
was already in a bad temper. A
smack on a fat ear had not im.
proved it.

“Wibley ' howled Bunter defiantly.
“Wibley! Yah, Wibleji'! See! I’ll
asay what I jolly well like, and I'll
jolly well keep on  saying—

arcooh! Yarocop! Oh crikey!
Wow 1"

Wibley's lwoof
Buuter fled.

The fat Owl hurled open the library
door, rushed in, and slammed it after
him., He jammed his foot apainet
the door to kcep it shut if Wibley

ursued—mnot for the moment observ-
mg that there was anyone in the
apartment. _
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landed twice as

But Wibley did not pursue the fat
Owl, He took his hat and went out.
Wibley had a problem to think over,
and he was going to worry it out
while he walked to the North Fore-
land to meet H + Wharton & Co.

In the library, with his foot jammed

against the door, Billy Bunter tfﬂﬂ[.‘l&d
for breath. But the door handle did
not turn.

“ Beast ' breathed Bunter. ™ Cheeky
beast! That's the sort of gratitude
I get for backing him up and keeping
hie gecret for him, blow him! I've
& jolly good mind to— Wow | Yow!

[EL

A sudden grasp fasteming on the
back of Bunter's fat meck was his
firet intimation that there was some-
one in the library.

He gave a howl of surprise and
wrath, and squirmed round in the
sudden grasp, blinking at the man
who had grasped him.

Then he uttered a squeak of utter
terror, as he stared at a smooth,
sleek face, the nose still red and a
little swollen from the bang it had
received two or three days ago om
the cliffa.

“Oh !” gasped Bunter. " Sus-sus-us-
Soames I"

Hig eyes almost bulged through his
spectacleg at Soames,

Bunter was uneasy abont Soames—
he dreaded to sce the desperado
up at any time, in any spot. ut
he had certainly never dreamed of
seeing him in the library at Eastcliff
Lodge in the middle of the after-
1 OO1.

But there lie was, his eyes ilintin
at Bunter as he graaieﬂ he fa
junior by the back of the neck,

* Bilence I" whis Soames.

Bunter made a grab at the door
handle. Wibley's boot in the hall
was better than the iron grasp of
Soames in the library.

Boames jerked him out of reach of
the door handle. Then, with his left
hand, the sea-lawyer turned the key
in the lock.

“If you ntter a single cry, Master

Bunter, it will be your last!™
breathed Soames, in a low tone of
savage menace.

*“Oh erikey " moaned Bunter,

“Come ! snarled Soames,

He marched Bunter awsay from the
door.

]'Tllfa-ﬂ fat kl'.}wl tgtmﬁ.ﬁd by hiﬂhaide,
18 podgy knees imocking together,

Soames pitched him into the arm-
chair in which Sir William had beon
sitting only a few minutes ago.

“Not a sound !" he hissed,

Bunter collapsed in the armchair.
He gazed at Soames in terror,

He was uot likely to utter a ery for
help—with Soames standing over him,
ap& a locked door between him and
aid.

Soames stood with his head beut a
little, listening intently, Evidently,
he was in fear of someons coming to
the library., But there was no sound
of footsteps approaching the door
from the hall. :

He glanced round towards the tall
french windows, which opened on the

arden. The windows stood open,
etting in the April sunli%'ht. In the
distance a ener could be seen,
with a hoe in his hand,
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Boames stepped to a Chinese screen
and moved it, to shut off the view
from the window.

Then he turmed to Bunter again.
The glint- in his eyes almeat froze the
fat Owl's blood.

“You fat fool ! Soames” voice came

low. “You must always butt in
where lyﬂu are mot wanted. Did yon
Enow I was here?”

Bunter's look was eloguent.

“0Oh crikey! Think I'd bave come
in-if I had ?” he gasped.

“Why did you come in #*

“ That beast was after me—Wibley
—I—I mean—8ir William——" stam-
mered Bunter, “I—I—I'll go mnow,
Soames, if—if you don't mind. I—
1've some letters to write—"

“Bilence, you fat fool I

Bunter blinked at him in terrified
silence.

How Soames was there, why he was
there, was a mystery to the fat Owl.
He  conld on] au]i)epnﬁa that Soames
had come in by the french windows,
after Bir William had left the library.
—why, he could not imagine.

“Fool! Fool!” repeated Soamcs,
His look at the fat Owl was shecr
evil. “You went out with the others
—1 saw you—they will not return for
hours—why have you returned, you
troublesome, meddlesome fool ?*

“The beasts walked too fast !

'] le !!.l

Soames was ailent again. Bunter
was terrified; but Soames seemed
almost as uneasy as Bunter. It was
plain that Le was utterly discon-
certed by the sudden entrance of the
fat Owl,

He was keeping him silent, so far—
but Blump, or oue of the servants,
might come to the library, and wounld
certainly want to kmow why the door
was locked. The man from the South
Seas was in rather o precarious

ition,

But he was guick to decide.

_He tore a cover from a cushion,
ripped it into strips, and proceeded to
bind the fat Owl to the armchair.

Billy Bunter did not dréam of ye-
gistance. He had no doubt that
Soames had an automatic about him,
and he did not want to see that
article produced,

In a comple of minutes Bunter was
tied fast to the chair. Then Scames
astuffed a wad of the cushion-cover
into hiz mouth, and fastened it there
with several strips, knotfed rouud
Bunter's fat head,

Bunter could neither move nor
apeak now. He could only blink at

cames in horrified dread.

The sea-lawyer bent over him.

“YTisten, fool!” He hissed into a
fat ear. “You are not wanted here—
it does not suit me to have you pry-
ing and spying about. Youm leave
Eastcliff ge in the morning. Do
vou understand ?"

Bunter could neot speak: but he
could nod! He nodded.

“If you remain lomger,” went on
Soames, “the result will be on your
own foolish head! I shall be watch-
in d if I see you again within a
mile of this building, you will net

live to go back to wour school next
term. you understand that,
fool #2

Bunter nodded again.
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Soames left him, and tiptoed to the
door on the hall, silently unlocking
it. Then swiftly, he eut across to the

followed

french windows.
Buntexr's
him,
It was a relief to him at least to
gec the man pass through the french

terrified eyes

**0Oh, look I’ gasped Nugent. The German plane turned
over and went hurtling downwards, bursting into flames as it
““Got him I** breathed Johnny Bull,

fell,
windows aud disappear inte the
parden,
Soames was gone.
Bunter waz left—tied in Sir

William’s armchair. He wriggled—
he chewed at the gag in his mouth.
But he wriggled and chewed in vain.

He could only wait till someone
came to the library, to be released.
A servant might come to the room for
something or other—but it was more
likely that no one would come till Sir
William returned. Bunter had to

I3
gaid Harry

wait with whatever patience he had. thing out at seal”

The fat Owl mumbled dismally Wharton.

behind the gag. A walk to the Nort The silver-haired dapper figure was
Foreland—even without a single rest standing motionless in 1513 road, look-
—would have been better than this. ing seaward.
But there was no help for it—and the ir William's eyeglass had dropped
helpless fat Owl wriggled and to the end of its cord, as his intent
mumbled—and waited. agze was concenfrated seaward.
Possibly he could see better without
1ts  assistance. The juniors had
already noted that that monocle was
rather an ornamental than a useful
article to the little old baronet.

As the juniors looked at him, Sir
William left the road and scrambled
g ulp_ on & higher point of the chalk
2 cliffs, nearer to the sea,

“Active old bird, what?” grinned
Bob Cherry.

The juniors
watched.

Nobody would have supposed that.
Sir William was sixty-five, from the
agile way he clambered up that
rugged hummock of chalk. His nerve,
too, waz very steady, for his vener-
able years, for at the top of the hum-
mock he was very close to the edge of
the cliff, dropping sheer to the beach
a hundred feet below,

Heedless of that, the lord of East-
cliff Lodge stood staring out across
the sea, rolling bright and bluc in
the April sunshine,

“He can jolly well see something !
sald Jobhuny Bull. “Let's eet a
squint I

The Famous Five broke into a run,
and arrived at the spot where Sir
i William stood high over the road.

The little man glanced round at the
sound of footste He gave the
juniors & nod, and they capped him
with the politeness due to his vener-
able I8,

“Anything going on there, sir?”
called {111 o .

“I think so! I'm not sure!™ an-
swered Sir William. “Come up and
take a squint, old beans!”

Bob winked at his chums, and they
grinned.  Generally, Sir William
spoke with the sedate eravity that
became his years; but every now and
then he :lmpﬁcr.l into expressions that
smacked rather of sixteen fhan of
gixty-five. There was no doubt that,
in some ways, Sir William was very
young for his age.

The junmiors clambered up and
iiﬂine.d him on the summit of the high
mmmock of chalk, jutting up from
the ¢liffs. There they had a wide
view of land and sea.

Out at sea, small in the distance,
was a trawler, no doubt engaged on
hunting for mines strewn by the
iniquitous Hun, Nothing clse was
to be seen on the wide expanse of blue
water. But far away, a dark spot
showed in the blue of the sky, and
Sir William drew the attention of the
juniors to it.

“What's that?” he asked.

“Beagull I” answered Johuny Bull.

“I'm not sure.”

“Plenty of planes about, np and
down this coast,” said Bob, “Might
be one of the coastal patrol—can't sce
at this distance.”

“Looks as if it's heading for that
trawler !” said Wibler. “I wonder
if—="

“Oh " gaid the Famous Five, all te-
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smiled as they

THE FIGHT IN THE CLOUDS !

¢ J YALLO, hallo, hallo! There's
the jolly old bean!”

Harry Wharton & Co.
were coming back from the North
Foreland, when they apotied a
dapper figure on the road over the
cliffis, with a gleam of silver hair
under the brim of the hat,

“Coming to meet us, perhaps!” re.
marked Nugent,
“He seems to have spotted some-



4
rether, Their hearts beat faster, at
‘i"ha thought of spotting a German

raider.

Plenty of people along the east and
south-east coasts had seen Messer-
schmitts in action, but the Greyfriars
follows had not, go far, seen anything
of enemy raiders.

A drift of cloud hid the spot in the
sky from view. The juniors watched,
but it did not ren&l;}ﬂﬂr.

“Gone " said ;

Sir William nodded, and ceased to
watch the sky. Now that he had met
the Famous Five, hiz problem—still
unsolved—recurred to his mind. He
replaced the eyeglass in his eye, and
gave them a rather uneasy look.

“Had a nice afternoon,
fellows #”’ he asked.

“Topping " answered Bob cheerily.
“We're having a jull.}r good time here,
sir—it was ripping of you to ask us !*

“The ripfulness was terrific!”
agreed Hurree Jamset Ram Singh,

Wibley felt an uncomfortable
twinge. This was not a good opening
for what he had to aa;.

“We're thinking of runmning the
baat out to-morrow,” went on Bob
Cherry, " The weather's tip-top for a
pull *n]ung to Broadstairs or Rams-
gate.” .

“Oh!"” snid Wibley. “Yes! Quite!
But——" He coughed.

“Better tell 3ir William that we've
seen Brown again!” said Nugent,

“Brown?” repeated Wibley.

“You remember the blighter whe
tried to pinch a document from you
once—the man we found in the
‘ehalk ecave the other day?” weaid
Harry Wharton.

“Oh, yes ! You've seen him again?”

The juniors described the episode
of the telegram. They did not guess
what discomfort that telegram had
caused to the silver-haired little
gentleman who was listening to
them., 8Sir William would not have
been so worried at the present
moment had the mysterious Mr.
Brown succeeded in getting away
with that telegram.

“I—I am much obliged to you, m
dear boys!” said Sir William, *

you

lave had the telegram—I never knew'

what a narrow escape it had had!
I—I wonder a little whether I am
justified in letting you boys remain
ere T}ith that desperate character at
large.

br Cherry laughed.

“We're not afraid of Brown, gir!”
he answered. “ Jolly glad to see him
again, and lay him by the heels.”

“Yes, rather " agreed Nugent.

“The ratherfulness iz terrific.”

“What-ho ' said Johnny Bull em-
[ﬂiatica]l%

Harry Wharton did not speak. Hia
eyes were fixed rather curiously on
t]vze pink old face with ita silvery
beard. Wharton was, perhaps, a
little more observant than his com:
rades—perhaps a little more tnun‘hf'.
It seemed to him that he could
%limpae something behind the old

aronet’s words that his comrades did
not think of detecting,

Hiz lips compre a little.

He had been, like his friends, a
little surprised by the old baronet’s
urgent invitation to the Co. to apend
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their Easter holidays at Eastcliff
Lodge, It was rather unusual for a
man of Sir William’s years to want
a party of exuberant schoolbo
about the place. It was qui
ssible that s venerable old bean

d tired such incompatible
company. Certainly, if he had, it
was up to him to conceal the fact
and carry on without a sign. But it
seemed to Wharton that he could
detect a sign. i

*“Oh, yes, quite ! said Sir William.
“ But—" _

“But what, sir?” asked Bob, in
surprise, as the old bean paused.

arry Wharton's face began to
dlook grim,

Crack-ack-ack-ack-ack !

A sudden rattle of sound from sea-
ward interrupted. Immediately all
eves turned to the sea, and every-
thing else was forgotten. The juniors
knew the clatter of machine-guns.

“0Oh!" gas Bob, " Look!”

From the clouds the black dot had
shot—nearer now and larger. It was
a8 plane—swooping down on the
trawler. And as it swooped, the
stuttering elatter of a machine-gun
thudded through the air,

“A Hun!” breathed Harry Whar-
ton.

It was a German raider.

They saw the trawler twist and
turn, like a hunted animal. The
German Elane roared over i, rattli
ont machine-gun bullets, and rea
on. The jumiors watched breath-
lessly, their hearts 'I:humging.

“QOh, if a fellow could get at the
rotters !” . breathed Johyny Bull,
clenching his hands.

Crack-ack-ack-ack-ack !

It came again, the enemy plane
sweeping over the trawler, fiying low,
and raining shot,

Then suddenly Bob gave a whoop

T
He

poinved.
Qut of the blue shot another plane
—a Spitfire.
The juniors, in wild excitement,
waved their caps,
“Hurrah!” gasped Johnny Bull

“The Hun doesn’t want any—look I”
The enemy plane evidently had
aighted the patrol ié];nﬂ shooting out
to the rescue of the mine-sweeper.
The rattle of fire died out, and the
German plane began to climb,

“He'll get him!” breathed Bob.
“Oh! Just to see him get him!"

The Hun was climhing fast. But
the Spitfire was swooping at him,
and now the fighter’s guns were roar-
ing, Distant as they were, the air
round the schoolboys on the cliffs
rocked with sound,

“Look 1 yelled Bob.

“0Oh look1” g:aged Nugent.

The German had climbed too late!
It seemed about to disappear into the
elouds when suddenly the juniors saw
it turh over, and the next instant it
was hurtling downward. It burst into
flumes as it fell—and what looked
like a trail of fireworks awept down
to the sea.

“Got him ! breathed Johnny Bull.

The Spitfire sailed alone in the blue,

It was climbing—eclimbing fast!
The juniors, for a moment, wondered
why. Then they saw two ghapes that

shot out of the elonds to the east—
and a third!

The raider had not been alome!
Three Messerschmitts were rushing
out of the clouds at the lone Spitfire
—and the Spitfire climbed and
climbed, till it was a speck in the
blue, and vanished in clowds.
The Messerschmitta climbed and
vanished ; the elouds hid all that was
passing ; but dully, from beyond the
cloud eunrtain, came the echo of
spitting fire.

The firing died away over the sea.

The schoolboys watched till their

es ached—but they saw mo more.

1g fight—if it waa still going on—
was above the clouds, and far out to
sca. For half an hour they hardly
gtirred—but nothing more was seen,
and silence followed the sound of the

* Tilree to one.” Jsel_nxiq'.'ir Bob, at last.
“Well, one British pilot's as good
as three Huns!"”

5 gum!” said Wibley. “By
gum ! If a fellow was a bit older M
Wibley had forgotten, for the

moment, his ambition to be an actor,
Just then he wanted to be in the Air
Force,

“If—if what——" ejaculated Bob.

“I—I—— Oh, I—I mean, if 2 man
was a bit vounger!” stammered Sic
William. “Who wouldn’t be an air-
man "

“Yes, rather ! agreed Bob.

Bir William and the Famouz Five
walked back to Eastelif Lodge—
rather silent, and with many glances
at the sea—thinking of the lone Spit-
fire, high over the clouds. And, as it
was nearly six o'clock when they got
in, they went direct to the library, to
turn on the radio and learn whether
there was any news,

ENOUGH FOR BUNTER !

" UTM-mum-mum-mmmm !*

M That peculiar sound,

faint but audible, made

Harry Wharton & Co. glance round,
in IIgl:l::l.'uriﬂ--la:,. in the library at Easteliff
Lodge.

ﬂEming into the room with Sir
William, they had fancied that it was
empty! That sound indicated that
it waa not, :

“What the dickens——" began
Bobh.

“ Mum-mum-mmmmmmm !*

“Some animal's got into the
room, what—what?” ejatulated Sir
William. “But what the do »

“ Mum-mum-mmmmm ! came the
myszterious mumble,

his time, Bob ﬂ'-hertg' spotted the

direction from which it came—from

a biz armchair by the fireplace. The
high back of the chair hid its ocou-
mﬂ:, and Bob walked round it, to
aok.

The next moment he bounded.

“Bunter I he yelled,

“Bunter I repeated Harry Whar-
ton. “Is that the animal that’s got
in?*

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Look !” gasped Bob.

A fat face, red and perspiring from
the effort of incessant wriggling,
looked at the astonished juniors,
from the big armchair. A pair of



Jittle round eyes glimmered like those
of an expirin
of big round spectacles! DBunter
mumbled and mumbled and mumbled.

“My only hat and sunshade!™
ejaculated Sir William blankly.
“What the jelly ¢ld thump— I—I
mean, good gad!”

* Bunter, you ass !" gasped Nugent,

* Mum-mum-mmmm ¥  mumbled
the hapleas Owl.

“He's gagﬁae&!”mlaimpdﬂnb. He
pcunced on Bunter, and jerked awa
the gag, and the fat Owl splutte
for hreath,

“Who on earth did this?” ex-
claimed Harry Wharton, in amage-
ment.

It was an amazing ascovery to the
Ereﬁi‘riam juniors.

The ghost of a fat Owl could hardly
have amazed them more than the
sight of the fat junior bound and

agged in Sir William's armchair in
ghe ibrary of Eastcliff Lodge.

“Oh crikey!” gasped Bunter. "1
gay, you fellows—grooogh! I eay,
I've been npearly suffocated ! Oooogh!
Why didn’t you come in before, you
beasts? Woogh !” )

“Whe did this?"” demanded Sir
William.

“ Beaat 1"

L1} W]lﬂ.-ﬂ,-t?”

“It was all your fault, you beast!”
Looted Bunter. “I dod in here to

et away from you. you beast! You
gnﬂwI id 1™

The Famous Five stared at hLim
and at Sir William.

They could hardly make head or
tail of this. They had observed that
Sir William did not seem to be fgar-
fully pleased by Bunter havin
joined the Easter party, and he
rather woundered why he had let him
do it. But it was rather surprising
to hear that the fat guest had been
dodging away from his host.

“What the thump—" began
Johnny Bull.

“@rovogh! TUntie me, you silly
iliots | howled Bunter. ~ “Get a
move ou! How long are {{ﬁl going
to leave me here, you blithering
cuckoos ?" . )

Bob Cherry o his at-kmife

to saw at the fat Owl's bonds.

“But who » exelaimed Wharton.

“Jt was all Wibley’'s fault 1
howled Bunter.

“Wibley !"

Lt

“Yes—uno—1 mean-—

“What do you mean?”

“Qh! Nothing! I—I mean, that
beast was in this room when I came
in i

“IWibley was?” gaasped Nugent.

“No, you idiot—Boames!™ :

“Soames !"” yelled the Famous Five.

“That beast Soames!” gasped
Bunter.. “He got me from behind!
I'd have knocked him spinning, but
for that——"

“Ha, ha, hal” o
“(fackle!" howled Bunter indig-
nantly, *I've been tied up here like

a turkey for homrs, and hours, and

hours, and hours—"

“It's not much more than an hour
ginea I went out!” remarked Sir
William. “But who——"

“ Beast [

codfish, behind a pair Bob

EVERY SATURDAY
“8hut np, you fat ass!” murmured

Bunter had cause to feel anmoyed;
but, really, he could not address a
venerable baronet in such a manner.
“It was BSoames—he was here!"
asped Bunter. ‘“‘That villain
goam&s! Are you going te get me
loose, Bob Cherry, or ain’t yon going

to me loose ™

"% ting you loose as fast as I
can, fathead !

L1} Beaat IH

“How on earth could Soames get
in here?” exclaimed Harry Wharton.
“And why the thump should hef”

“Where did he go, Bunter?” asked
Nugent.

“He went ont b
dows—hours ago.
in that way!"

bhe was here,

the fren;;h win-
suppose he came
groaned Bunter.

“ Anyhow, and he
gmh{.eﬂ me |”

The juniors stared at him. But
for the fact that somebody, obviously,
had seized Bunter and bound him in
the armchair, they could not have be-
lieved that Soames had been there—
in broad daylight, in a room that
anyone might have entered. But
Bunter'a state showed that somebody,
at all events, had been there.

Bob cut the last of the bonds, and
Bunter staggered out of the arm-
chair.

He rubbed his fat wrists. Soames
had knotted the bonds with an un-
sparing hand, and the unfortunate
Owl was feeling stiff and sore.

“Well, this beats 1t!” said Sir
William. “You've told me a lot
about Soames—and this is the third
time he's butted in. What the dooce
does he want here? Nothing's even

missing.”

“It's a giddy mystery!” said Bob.
“We know he's up to something in
this district, but why he butts into
this house beats me hollow.”

“Y can’t make this out,” said Sir
William. “I left Jermyn in this
room—and Buunter ran in a few min-
utes after I left. Wasn't Jermyn
here when you came in, Bunters”

“No. Soames was.”
“I su Jermyn -must have gone
out by the fremch windows, and

Soames stepped in immediately after-
wards ! said Sir William, ];lmllai
“It's odd if Jermyn saw nothing of
him, in that case. I must ask
Jermyn. But what the dooce did the
man want here?"

That was an utter mystery to the
Greyfriars fellows. Three times, so
far as they knew, Soames had entered
Eastcliff ]{odge; but what his object
could possibly have been they could
not begin to guess. : !

“I say, yon fellows, I ain™t staying
here I gurgled Billy Bunter, “I'm
leaving to-morrow. I'm going to get
Mauly on the phone, and fix it up
with him, as the silly ass forgot to
gend me a wire. I've had enough of

Soames ! Mind, I ain't afraid of the
fellow 1" -
“Not?* geinned Bob.

“No!” roared Bunter. “I ain't
funky, like some fellows I could
name. I'd knock Soames down as
goon as look at him! But—"

“Ta the butfulness terrific?” asked
Hurree Jamset Ram Singb.
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“Ha, ha, hal”

“But I ain’t sta;ring
same. I'm going to fix it u
Maunly, and as scon as I've
up, I'm jolly well in%l
you fellows don’t like if,
jolly well lump it, so yah !”
F: a, ha, ha!” howled the Famous

ve.

They were quite prepared to
lymp Billy Bunter's departure—
if they did not like i1f. It was barely
possible that they might like it, and
that there would be no need to lum
it. But if that departure depend
upon Lord Mauleverer urging the fat
Owl to come along to the Towers for
the rest of the hols, they could net
help feeling that that departure was
a little uncertain,

“You can cackle [ snorted Bunter,
“But I jolly well mean it! I'm
going to get Mauly on the phone
now."’

And Bunter rolled away, to get
Mauly on the ﬁhnna.

Whether Billy Bunter was, or was
not, afraid of Soames, it was certain
that he had had enough of the
ubiguitous sea-lawver, and was ve
anxious to shake dust of Easteli
Lodge from his feet—if only some-
thing else turned up! The gquestion
was, whether something else would !

The Famous Five werse not sur-
Eriaaﬂ to hear, a little later, that

unter had failed to get Mauly on
the phone? They had a strong sus-
icion  that e{us lordship  at

n.ullererer Towers was not taking
any !

here, all the

with
xed it
And if
you can

BUNTER, TO0O !

i oT ™
R Billy Bunter dclivered
that opinion after break-

fast the next morning.

It was a bright, sunny, April
morning ; but the fat visage of the
Owl of the Remove was not so bright
and sunny as the April morn.

Bunter was peeved.

He had mnot had a poocu night.
Generally, Bunter was a good sleeper
—it was one of those things he counld
do really well. But Soames had
haunted his dreams, and he Lad
awakened, several times, thinking of
the sea-lawyer and his threats, and
shivering as he thought of them.

After breakfast, the Famous Five
were preparing for the morning’s
exeursion—a trip on the briny, as
Bob called it.

Four faces were merry and bright,
Harry Wharton’s a trifie thoughtful.
The other fellows had noticed
nothing ; but at the breakfast-table,
it had seemed toc Wharton that he
detected a spot of constraint in the
manner of his host. He was certain
that, two or three times, S8ir William

had been going to say something,
but had checked hi f and left 1t
unsaid.

Wharton had a rather uqmmfﬁrt-
able feeling that evmething was
amiss. He little guessed what was
on Sir William’s mind.

After breakfast, Sir William had

one up to his room, and the juniors
%ad not seen him eince. Certainly
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they were not likely to guess that he
was engaged in something like an
argument with his man Jermyn, on
the subject of ocertain instructions
which Wibley felt that it was im-
possible to carry out. And they
would have been quite surprised had
they known that that argument
ended by the little old baronet say-
ing to Jermym: “Oh, shut up and
out !

Wibley, in faet, did not quite
know what to do. Jermyn, as
bidden, shut up and got out—with a

Elint-ing gleam in his eyes; but that ga

id not solve Sir William’s problem.
It was no wonder that the lord of
Easteliff Lodge had been a little con-
strained at breakfast.

Billy Bunter, as well as Bir
William, had a problem on his mind.
Bunter was not, after all, thinking
of catching a train that morning!
Thrice he had failed to get Mauly on
the phone; and he scemed to realise
that it would not be much use trying
a fourth time.

The fat Owl's choice seemed to be
between Eastclifi Lodge and Bunter
Court—and the latter magnificent
residence failed, as usual, to attract
Bunter.

Of the two, he seemed to prefer
Eastelif Lodge, even with the
menacing face of Soames lurking in
the offing.

So Bunter was annoyed by those
preparations for a sea trip. He pro-
nounced the idea rot.

Bunter did not want a trip on the
briny. Still less did he want the
Famous Five to clear off for the
whole morning and leave him on his
own—with Scames liable to pop up
like a jack-in-the-box any minute !

“Rot!” repeated Bunter, with a
blink of deep indignation at the
cheery five. " What the thump do

ou want to go ouf in the boat for?
{slmu]d think that, after what hap-

ened ;nsberda{. you'd stick to a
ellow—eapecially a fellow who's
d]u:ne so much for you. I really think
that

“Like us to sit round you all day,
watching for Soames?” asked Johnny
Bull.

“Yes "

“0h, my hat!
it !

“Come out in the boat, lazgybones,
if you're afraid of Soames butting
in again!” gaid Bob Cherry.

“Who's afraid?” hooted Bunter.

“Oh! Aren’t you?”

“No, you beast! Took here—sn
pose two of you stay with me?”
suggested Bunter. “I've decided
not to catch my train thia morning
—I'm staying on here for the
present. Two of you—"

“Fathead! 8it it out with Bir
William while we're gone!” aug-
geated Bob. “He's a good old bean
—he'll stand you all r:§ht+”

“Fat lot of good Wibley would be
if Boames turned up——"

I can see us doing
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“I'd rather think of something

nice [

“Beast !” roared Bunter.

“You silly ass!” exclaimed Johnny
Bull. “Get a move on, and come out
in the boat with us! You won't be
wanted to row, or even to steer—you
can s8it in the atern and scoff grub
from a basket. What more do you

want "

“Well, =u e we run into a
German raider—"

“0Oh crikey! If we do, we'll lay

him aboard and run him inte Bams-
te as a prize!” said Bob.
“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Hou eilly ass!” howled Bunter.
“Talk sense! Suppose we run into
a U-boat—" , _

“We're just as likely to run into
a Yew-tree I¥

“You silly chump! I won't come,
so there!” hooted Bunter. “If you
like to stay in, I'll do some of my
ventriloguism for you—"

“That does it!"” said Bob.
on, you fellows—hook it!1”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Iljll'1".'E1E Famons Fi*l."e-]_I atw. Bn-n:ltllf
erry swinging a well-packed Iun
basket in hlgs hand.

Billy Bunter blinked after them
with a sour blink. Then he rolled
after them. After all, if he was not
wanted to row, or even to steer, it
would net be so bad—and it was a
lovely morning, and the lunch-basket
looked attractive. And, really, U-
boats were unlikely to be met with
in a pull along the shore to Rams-
gate. And Scames, who had turned
up so umexpectedly in the lihmg,
might turn up aiain : really, he
was much more likely to turn up
than a German raider.

So Billy Bunter made up his fat
mind, and rolled ount after the
Famous Five.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!
after all?" exclaimed Bob.

“ Well, you fellows may be going
into ria.n%er, for all you know,”
answered Bunter, “If you are, you'll
need me.”

“Oh, my hat!”

__“Fat lot we should se¢ of Bunter
if there was any danger about!”
grunted Johnny Bull,

"Yﬂ]l !u

Billy Bunter rolled down the
avenue with the Famous Five. Th
descended . into the gully that led
down to the beach.

In a recess in the chalky wull of
the Tﬂgin above hiﬁ-water mark,
was the thouse, e tide was in,
washing the lower end of the gully;
but the boat had to be earried some
distance down to the water.

Many hands made light work, and
the juniors soon had the boat out,
bumping it down the rugged slant
to the water that lapped below.

Billy Bunter looked on, while the
boat was got down to the water and
launched. When anything like work
was going om, the fat Owl preferred
to be a spectator. When the boat was

“Come

Coming,

“Wibley #” rocking in the lapping sea, the fat
“I—I mean—— Don't jaw! Yon junior approached it rather gingerly.
keep on 'aning! Look here, you “Hold that boat safe Cherry!” he
fellows, chuek up this silly trip and ed.
stick to a fellow—think of me !" said 'm holding it safe, fathead!

Bunter, with dignity.
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Tumble in!"™
“I think wvoun fellowa had hetter

lift me in!” euggested Bunter.
don’t want to get my feet wet!”

“ Anybody got a steam crane in his
pocket?” asked Bob.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Look here, I'm not going to get
my feet wet |” roared Bunter. “ Who's
going to give me a lift in?”

III

“I'm going to,” said Juhun;; Ball,
dmwi.uﬁ back his right foot. *Htand
ateady !

Bilirjr Bunter did not stand steady.
He made one bound into the boat—
just in time! He rolled over a

wart, bumped in the bottom of the
boat, and roared.

Lk Wﬂw !j:l

“Bravo !” exclaimed Bob. “Do that
again, Bunter!"”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Ow! Wow! I've banged my
heﬂ.d [ r]:m.red Bunter.

Anything in it to damage?”

"Bég:t !ug g

Billy Bunter crawled into the
atern. He squatted there and glared
throngh his spectacles.

The Famous Five followed him in
and pushed off. The boat rocked omt
of the gutli,' to the open sunny sea.

Four fellows sat the oars and
pulled. And, taking a wide sweep
out from the cliffs, the Greviriars
fellows rowed for distant Ramsgate.

PERIL OF THE SEA !

RACK!
( : “What the thump!” gasped
Bob Cherry.

From a distance across the curling
blue waters, the report of a firearm
was borne on the wind. Something
atruck the Greyfriars boat, chipping
the timber near the rudder.

The boat was hardly more than a
guarter of a mile out. Between it
and the long line of cliffls a small
gail danced in the sun. A little
sailing-dinghy had run out from the
shore, with onme man in it—hidden
for the moat part by the canvas. The
juniors had not given that craft any

ial heed, su ing it to be some
holiday boat out from Ramsgate or
Margate or Broadstairs.

Now they stared towards i,
amazed. .

“That was a shot!” exclaimed
Nugent. He was sitting beside

Bunter in the stern, ateering.
“What the dickens——" exclaimed

Har;ly Wharton blankly.
Yell from Bunter!

“0Qh, you aﬂlgl idiots! 1It's a
German raider! Pull back! Quick!

We shall all be blown up! “ We shall

all be sunk! We—"
“Shut up!” roared Bob.
“I'm not going to be jolly well

blown to bits to please wou, you
beast !"” roared back Bunter. “Get

me ashor uiek 1*

“You thum ‘ntg chumyp ! howled
Johnny Bull. “If you don’t ring off,
I'll biff you with my ocar!”

“It's a German——" ghrieked
Bunter. “It’'sa Humn! I tell you it's
a Herman—I mean a Jun—that is,
a Hunnun—JI mean——"

“Shut up, owl!”

“The shot came from that boat '™
said Bob. “I suppose the sillv ass



is potting at seagulls. There arve
blithering idiots whe can 1znd
nothing better to do on a hul:&aﬂ than
trying to kill something. ut it
came jolly near us.”

Ping |

There was another knock on the
boat, just under the gunwale, and the
report across the water followed.

‘“That’s not an accident!™ said
Harry Wharton. “The man yonder
is firing at this boat! Pull clear?!”

“Is he mad?"

%-Iaa%ed Nugent,
“¥Must he, I should think! Pull
clear of the silly idiot!"

Crack ! came floating over the sca
again. ]

his time a bullet whizzed over
the Greyfriars beat, passing over the
heads of the crew.

“Soames !” yvelled Bob.

“Wha-a-t#*

“It's Boames

“Oh!" gasped Harry.

Bob had caurht sight of the man
in the dinghy. _

The sailing-craft was standing out
from the shore, to vun closcr, as the
juniors pulled hard to get away. As
the sail shifted, they could sec the
man in it—and he was uecar cuough
for them to make out the cool, elear-
ent, smooth face—the faco they knew
a0 well—the face of the man who had
oncoe been Mr. Vernon-Smith's valet,
who had heen a mutinecr aud free-
booter in the Pacific—who had becu
many things in his strange and law-
leas life.

“Sus - sus - sus - Soamea " moaned
Bunter. “Oh crikey! He's after ua!
I—1 eay, you fellows, keep round me,
will you?”

“Soames !* Harry Wharton'a eyes
elinted at the sailing-boat. “That
villain " :

Soames was lying back in the stern
of his little craft, his left arm over
the tiller, his left hand handling the
sheet, and a firearm in his right. His
eycs were on the Greyfriars boat.

He was handling his little crait
in a seaman-like way. The juniors
remembered his skill of old—Soames
was at home on the blue water. Aud
they knew his deadly skill with fire-
arms. Every fellow in the Greyfriars
boat was at his merey.

From that knowledge, however,
some comfort was to be drawn. Threo
shots had been fired—none had hit
the Greyfriars crew! Every bullet
would have hit, had Soames chosen.
Bo far, at least, the sea-lawyer did nob
choose to do so.

“The hound !? hissed Johnny Bull.
*“He's trying to scare us! That's his
game.”

“1 say, vou fellows, pull back!™
howled Bunter. "Get me out of thia!
Do you hear? Oh erikey !

e Famous Fire looked at ouc
another. JThey could not make ount
what Soames’ intentions were—but
they kucw that they were in lis
hands.

“Eeeping on, or going back?”

acked Bob.
velled Bunter,

1.!

“Go back !

“@doodness knowa what the villain
meane—but the sooner we get out of
this the better, I think !” gaid Ha.r?.
“We can do nothing—he can do as
likes, with that gun.”

The captain of the Remove stared
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round over the sca. No other craft

was to be seen, save for a blur of

smoke from a steamer far out. The

two boats were too distant from the

beach for anyone on ghore to observe

E]iat was paing on., There was no
elp.

“I:Jﬂu we get back?” muttered Bob.
“That depends on Soames! He can
stop us, if he likes!”

“Try it on, anyhow I

The boat's nose swung round for
the shore. Wharton and Bob, Joluny
Bull and Hurrec Singh, tugged at the
O&TE.

The change of course brought them
closer to the enemy, who was hetween
them and the shore. That made little
differcence, as they were in any case
within casy range of Soames’ aunto-
matic, and the uaﬂing—dinghy wias
much faster than the rowing-boat.
But their hearts beat faster as they
watched the sca-lawyer grow mnearer
and clearer.

Billy Buunter plum down, un-
Leeded, in the bottom of the boat. He

uaked as far as he could got below
the level of the gunwale.

Soames sat up in his seat and waved
the hand that held the pistol at the
Greyfriars crew, His voice came
across the intervening water.

“Lay in your oarsl”

Unheeding, the juniors pulled on.

Crack !

'he bullet pitched into the boat,
ricochettin rom the timber and
wlancing Bob's shoulder. He gave a
little jump at the touch and set his
teeth.

“Lay {o!” came Soames
suap. “The nezt will hit!™

The ricochetting bullet had wer
nearly hit, as it was. With deep feel-
ings, the Greyfriavs crew laid in their
oars, and the boat rocked on the sca
as Soames glided nearer.

“If he comes in reach——" breathed
Bob. “We've a chanee with the oars,
if only he does—"

“He won't give ms that chance!”
said Harry quietly.

Soamcs, as he eamc on, watched
them—a faint sardomic grin on his
smooth face. His voice came coolly
and clearly on the wind.

“Your lives are in my hands! I
supposc you have sense enongh to see
that! A few days ago you turned the
tables on me on the cliffs. I bear uo
malice—which is just as well for vou.
I would l_glad]j' spare you—on the con-
ditions T named then! What do you
say now "

*Go and cat coke!” auswered Bob,

“Your promise to leave Eastcliff
Lodge to-day, and never to come
aga?ip within ten miles of it ! Yes or
m &,

“No!*” said Harry Wharton, be-
tween his teeth.

“Yea!” howled Bunter, from the
bottom of the boat.

“ 8hut up, Bunter !

“ Beast !

Soames raized the automatic. Over
it, hia cyes glinted at the crew of the
Greyfiriars t.
almest to suffocation; they counld
not believe that the man would fire.
Desperate as he was, ruthless as he
was, such a deed was unbelievable.

And they were right! For a long

sharp

Their hearts beat

¥

moment, the weapon remained at %
level—then it was lowered again.

Soames smiled faintly.

“You have merve!” he said, “T
remember it well—from tho days of
our ecruise together in southern
waters. But I am in earnest—though
I shall not fire on youm, unless you
force me to do so. Twurn that hoat
round and pull for the open sea.”

“And why?” asked Wharton, he-
tween his teeth.

“Because it is my order I” answered
Soames coolly. “Hecause unless you
pull scaward at once I ghall open fire,
and what follows will be on your own
heads.”

“Puall for the shore!? growled
Johnny Bull.

Crack !

“Oh!” ed Johuny, as the cap
spun on his head. He felt the graze
of the bullet through his hair.

Soames’ eyes plittered.

“Enough ! he snarled. *“Pull for
the sea, or take the co uences. Do

ou want me to lay one of you in the
at, s & warning to the Test?”

“Ow!” came a yell from Bunter.
“Why don’t you pull, you bLeasts?

Oh crikey !
There was no help for it. The sea-
ing to use his

lawger wag unwi

deadly weapon, that was clear. But
his lock showed plainly enough that
he would use it, 1f his order was not
:ﬂy d: aund the schoolboys were
without defence. In savage silence,
they ewung the boat round and pulled

for the open sea,

LOST AT SEA |

STERN of the rowing-boat, the
A brown patched sail of Soames’
dinghy danced in tho sun.

Sprawling in the stern again, steer-
ing and handling the sheet with his
left, the automatic in Lis right,
Soames followed the Greyfriars boat
at a little distance,

Had he ventured near emough, the
QGreyfriars crew were ready to take
the chance of tackling him with oars
and boathook. But the sca-lawyer
was too wary for that. He kept his
distance—though near enough for the
automatic to swecp the boat with
bulleta if he chose.

Looking back as they pulled, the
Greyfriars crew watched him—and
watched the long line of cliffs sink-
ing, and growing dimmer, aa they
drew farther and farther out to sea.

The cliffs, at last, were a dim blur
in the far distance; aund still they
were pulling. I they rested on the
cars for 5 moment, the antomatic wis
raised as o hint that they werc not to
pause.

Round them rolled the waste of
waters—mile on mile of erested
waves rolling in the sunshine. It was
grimly reminiscent of the days of the
South Sea cruise, when the wide
waters of the Pacific had rolled round
them, and Soames, as now, had been
in the offing, automatic in hand. It
was like a leaf from the past. But it
was the shore of England that was
fading from their sight, as the sea-
lawyer drove them farther and
farther out to sea. .
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The de::lgvcmnlu'n plan was growing
clear to them now,

The man had been through many a
dark deed, and there was many a
erimc on his conscience—but he
shrank from the shedding of blood.
But he was implacably determined to
drive them away from the spot where
they were a peril to him—where, as
he had told them, a fortune was at
stake. Thiz was his method—now
that their boating tr]if had given him
the opportunity. ¢ was driving
them out on the waste of wabters—to
abandon them there! Life or death
would be a matfer of chanee when he
had done with them.

They were tiring with the long,
hard pull. Whether they conld make
the shore when Soames at last left
them to their own devices—whether
they might bo picked uI;, in a minc-
strewi sea where vessels had to follow
regular lance—was problematic. If
they survived, mo doubt the sea-
lawyer ecaloulated that the lesson
wuuﬁd be enough for them.

But there was no help. _

'The man was adamant. To swing
the boat round again and head for
the shore was to face & hail of bullets !
It was futile to make matters worse.

They pulled and pulled.

The cliffs sunk out of sight at last.
One or two sails that had danced by
the clifis disappeared under the sca-
rim.

Save for their pursucr, the Groy-
friars crew were alone in a world of
water. Far away—too far for hope—
a trail of smoke Jiaj' against the blue.
High overhead, like a wheeling gull,
an aeroplane sailed and vanished in
clouds. ‘They pulled on wearily.

Suddenly, with a twist of his tiller,
Soames shot away., The sail danced
on the sea, gliding away swiftly.

Bob Cherry gave a gasp.

“The rotter! He's going !™

Aching arms rested on the oars.
The boat surged slowly through the
heaving waves.

“He's done with us now!"” asald
Harry Wharton bitterly. “ How many
miles ont at sea are we?f”

“Goodness knows!” Bob laid in
hig oar. “We've got to have a rest
before we try to get back! My arms

are nearly falling off.”

“Same bere!" mumbled Johnny
Ball.

“The samefulness is terrifie!”

groaned Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“But thank the esteemed goodness

that that terrific rascal is gone !
Billy Buunter sat up.

“I say, you fellows, iz he pone?”

"“Yes, he's pgone!”

“Oh, pood! Now pet back!” said
Buuter. He blinked anxiously round
over the pgunwales. “I say, where
are the cliffs?”

“Out of sight long ago, fathead !”

“Oh crikey! I—I1-I say, how
will you know the way back, then#”

“Follow Soames, I suppose!” said
Bob, rather doubtfully.

“I say, I—I don’t want to go near
him again!”

“We shan’t have much chance, ass.
I don’t uupﬁmae he wants to puide us
lﬁutﬁn, fathead !” grunted Johuny

ull.
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THE MAGNEI]

“Well, the sooner we get back, the
Letter,” gaid Bunter., “Thank good-
ness be's gone! I say, ain’t it joll
lucky we brought some grub wit
us? It’s lunch-time. I say,
where's that basket?"

The fat Owl evidently did =not
realiso the seriousness of the situa-
tion. But the other fellows were not
anxious to enlightem him. It was
past lunch-time, and . Bunter—mow
that Soames was gone—was thinking
of lunch. He rolled back into the
stern scat nnd opemcd the basket.

The sailing-dinghy, running fast,
disappeared over the sea-rim,
Whether Soames was making directly
for the shore or not, the juniors
could not tell; anyhow, he was very
quickly out of sight, and they werc
left without such guidance, if it had
been of any use,

Five faces in the boat were very
grave. Overhead, the sunshine
streamed down on the blue sea
through fleecy drifting clouds. The
trackless watcrs rolled round the
drifting beat. Billy Bunter, neo
doubt, would have Bi.:‘ggeateﬂ turn-
ing the boat round and pulling back
the way they had come—an casy
thing to say, but not so easy to do.
The merest ﬁlimpsu of the distant
cliffs would have becn:enough—but
the cliffs were far below the sea-rim.
They were abandoned on the wilder-
ness of waters without a guide.

“Better peck a bit, I suppose,”
said Bob, after a long pause. “I'm
jolly hungry! We've got to rest,
anyhow I

“You fellows can rest, and Bunter
and I ecan pull,” eaid Frank Nugent.
“We're fresh !”

Yell from Bunter.

“Why, you beast! I'm jolly well
uot going to pull! You jolly well
said that I wasn't going to row, or
steer, either—and I jolly well ain't!”

“Do you want to stay here for

d?” asked Harry.

“You fellows can pull back after
we've had a spot of grub!™ eaid
Bunter. “I say, this cold chicken ia
good! Have some [

Harry Wharton reached over and
jerked the lunch-basket away from
the fat Owl's knees, Amother yell
from Bunter!

“I say——"

“We've got to be careful with
this, as it’s all we have, fathead!”
said the captain of the Remove.
“We've got ou rations!”

“Ratione " howled Bunter. " There
ain’t anything in that basket that’s
rationed—you know that—mot a
thing !

“ Mo M

“Look here, gim:pe that grub!™
yelled Bunter. *“Think you're going
to keep me hungry, or what®

“Better tell the fat fool how the
matter stands!” said Johnny Ball,

“Wharrer you mean, you heastf?
yapped Bunter.

“I mean this, you fat chumq!"
said Harry Wharton quietly.
“There’s no telling how long we
may be in this boat. We're almost
ag likely to pull away irom the
shore ax towards it when we pet
going 1"

“0Oh!” garped Bunter. His cyes

bulged through his spectacles. “Oh
lor'! Mean %u say you don't know
the way back?

“They've entirely forgotten to put
up aignposts on the North Sea, old
fat man!” said Bob Cherry, with
g;im humour. “We're somewhero

tween England and Holland, and
about as likely to hit one as the
other 1"

“Oh lor" "

All the c¢rew were hunery after
that long and weary pull in :E& KEeen

sea air. But the lunch in ihe basket
was very carefully portioned out.
Even Billy Bunter seemed to

realise that that was necessary now,
and did not claim a whole chicken.
It was quite an am Iunel in the
basket for six fellows, but it would
Jiave been cleared out to the last
crumb had circumstances permitted.
As it was, one quarter of the pro-
visions had to suffice for the meal,
and the remainder was carefully shut
up in the basket again.

The juniors were still hungry after
that lunch, especially Bunter.  But
there was no help for that,

The meal over, the Greyfriars
crew scanned the sen and made what
caleulations thevy could.

Bunter blinked at them dolorously.

“1 eay., you fellows, can't yom
gteer by the sun?” he asked. “I've
heard of Bhipwrnckﬂl crews sateering
by the sun.’

“Take the lincs, then, and stecr
by the sun!” grunted Johnny Bull.

Billy Bunter blinked at the sky.
Certainly he had heard of ship-
wrecked seamen steering by the sun.
But he did not quite know liow they
did it.

“The sun rises in the enst, wou
know,” said Bunter.

“MNot really?” asked Bob,

“Yes, and scts in the west—I know

that !*

“By gum!” gaid Bob. *“A chap
who knows all that ouglt to be an
admiral of the Fleet! Bunter's
wasted on land!”

“Beast! Hasn't anyhody got a
compasa?” moaned Bunter. “You
could steer by a compass, if—if you
had one!”

“Come to think of it, a fellow
ought never to go for a trip on the
sea without a pocket compasa!” re-
marked Bob. “It would come in
jolly useful now!”

“We can get a tip from the sun
when it goes lower,” eaid Harry.
“But—we're up against it, no mis-
take about that! But it's no good
grousing, or waiting for a eail to
turn up. We've got to pull—and
relieve one another at the oars—and
h“ﬁ'e that we're gotting west I

Oh lor’ " meaned Bunter.

“Take an oar, fathead, and dry
up ™

l:IIIEillj' Bunter took an car. In the

erilous circumstances, even the lazy
at Owl was willing to do his bit.

But it was not a big bit. Bunter
and Nugent pulled—the fat Owl
catching a series of t;i:bs and uﬁt&i?
ing a deep groan aiter every pull.
Ingﬁva mgutea he dropped his oar.

“I'm tired " he announced. *Ex-
hausted! I've got o crick in the
neck, and an ache in the back, and



“* Soames ! '’ moaned Bunter, from the siern of the boat.

& sprain in the arms. and a pain in
the tummy! How many miles have
I donef"

“*About a dozen yards!”

“Yah! I'm tired, anyhow—gyou
take a turn, Bob 1”

Bob Ch took an oar and Bunter
crawled back to the stern—with a
hun eye on the Ilunch-basket.
Bunter gasped for breath and ]'ﬂlJ]JEPﬂ
perspiration from a fat brow. For
once in his fat career, the Owl of the
Remove resembled the village black-
gmith—his brow was wet with honest
sweat | He gasped, and gasped, and
gasped.

e Famous Five, relicving one
another by turns, pulled four oars.
They hoped, but eould not be sure,
that they were lLeading homeward.
The sun, as it sank lower in the sky,
was some sort of a guide—all they
had. But when the dusk of the
spring night shadowed the sea, they
had not been élndﬂened by the sight
of the white cliffs of Albion. Dark-
ness shut down, and they knew thatb
they were lost on the sea.

THE CASTAWAY

TMP!
B “Blow 1™
Cherry.

y .

The boat shivered as it humped in
the dark on some unscen mass of
floating wreckage,

1t was late.

High over the rolling, shimmering
sen the stars glittered and gleamed
in a vault of deepest blue, The
boat was moving—driftine on the

grunted Bob
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current of the trackless sea. It was
uscless to row in the dark: for all
they knew, they might be rowing
directly away from the land, Nothing
was to be seen when they scanned the
sea but the endless rolling of the
heaving billows.

At a late hour they ate their
supper—a frugal supper. Hunger
was keen on the salt water—but they
had to arare the limited supply of
food. Billy Bunter groaned over his
portion, wrapped himself in a boat-
cloak, and went to gleep. His snore
mingled with the murmur of the
waves, Nobody else was disposed to
sleep.

“That villain Soames!”
Johuny Bull, for
time.

The juniors had known from the
beginning that their situnation was
serious. But only after the darkness
fell did they realise how terribly
serious it was.

Theve was ne lantern 1n the bhoat—
they had never dreamed of being out
after dark. They could show no
light. In the daylicht there was a
chance of being secn and picked up;
in the night, none. They nourished
a faint hope that the tide might
wash them to the land—but it was
equally likely that an ocean current
was carrying them ont to sea,

It was cold—and they had.no over-
coats. Bunter had the only rug.
They were hungry, But present dis-
comforts weighed little against the
diamal prospect of what was to come.
If they were not in sight of land
when morning dawned, the position
would bhe desperate.

said
the umpteenth

** Oh crikey
you fellows, keep round me, will yon ? **
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He’s after us ! I say,

What food they had left would
hardly last another day. They were
zlad that Bunter could sleep. 'They,
could keep up their conrage somehow
—but they could mot keep up
Bunter’s.

“That tervific villain!¥ murmured
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

They thought of Soames with
bitterness. ith cool, implacable
deliberation, he had driven them info
this—to leave him free to carry on
his rascally game, whatever it was,
which their presence at Easteliff
Lodge endangered.

“While there’s jolly old life,
there’s jolly old hope!” said Bob
Cherry, “We'll beat that blighter
yet! But—"

Bob was interrupted by the bump
of the boat., It was a hard and heavy
Lump, and it nearly pitched him
OVET.

“Look out!" exclaimed Harry.

Some mass of wreckage floating on
tlie sea bad collided with the drift-
mg hoat, roecking it from stem te
stern., Dimly, in the darkness, the
shadowy mass loomed from the sea.

Bob grasped the boathook and
leaned on the gunwale.

“Better steer clear of that,” le
said. ™ We should be in Queer Strect
if the boat got a rib stove in !

“Oh, wy hat! Shove it clear I?

S0 far as they could see it in the
dlim glimmer of starlight, it was a
broken mast, with a mass of rigging
and several spars tangled on it—
some relie of o vessel, probably, that
had struck 2 Hun mine,
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Bob reached out at it with the
boathook to push it clear. ;

The next moment he almost dropped
the boathook in amazement.

“Hark !" he gasped.

From the silent aea came a cry—
the sound of a human wvoice., It
startled and thrilied the Greyiriars
CTew,

“Telp !

The call was faint—the voice of a
man in the last e of exhaustion.
But they heard it in wutter wonder.
That any living being was within
miles of them on the dark sea, they
had never dreamed.

“Oh!” pasped Wharton, *There’s
somebody on that wreckage! Hold
on to it, Bob—hold on to it, for good-
ness' sake!” .

Bob was airead; hooking at the
tangled rvopes. The mags floated
beside the boat, held by the hook.

The Greyfriars crew forgot their
own perils for the moment. Some
hapless castaway was in the dee
waters, clinging to that mase o
driftwood—unscen in the dark.

He must have heard their voices—
he could not have seen the boat.
Only one thought was in all their
minds—to save him from the water,

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” Bob shouted
into the shadows.

“Help !” came back the faint ery.

“Hold on! Whe'll pick you up as
s0on as wo can see you!” shouted
back Bob. “I've got hold !

He dragged the floating mass
closer till 1t bumped on the boat
again. Then a pale glimmer from
the dark waters caught his eyes; it
was a slimpse of a face, under some
close-fitting headgear—a face chalky
white.

“Lend a hand here, Harry !” panted
Bob. “You others squat on the
other side, or we shall capsize!”

The wreckage floated on the port
gide, Nugent, Hurree Singh, and
Johuny Bull threw their weight on
the starboard side to keep the boat
level, while Bob and Harry Wharton
leaned over to port.

The boathook hooked on a leather
jacket, and the man clinging to the
wreckage was pulled alongside. Then
Wharton and Bob Cherry grasped
him and, with combined efforts,
dragged him into the boat. He made
some effort to help himself; but it
was clear that his stremgth was at
its last cbb.

Bunter was pushed aside and the
castaway landed in the stern seat.

There was a sleepy grunt from the
fat Owl as he was shifted.

“Groogh! I say, you {ellows—
ﬂg II !u

hen Bunter snored again.

“By gum!"” paid Bob. "R.AF.I"

The man in the boat was in heav
fiving kit, drenched and soaked wit
salt water. The juniors remembered
what they had seen from the cliffs
the previous afternoom, and the
thought was in all their minds that
gerha]:s this was the man in the lone

pitfire. Whoever he was, he was an
R.A.F. man who had fallen in the
sea; and at that moment they could
JI;:W thanked Soames for what he had

ne.
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They propped him up as well as
they could with the boat cushioms.
The water rac down airmanp in

streams. He was econscious—but
seemed unable to speak. It was a
face like wax that t peered at in

fovedy with that flot-
0 wi u on
aam ?" asked Bob, 5

The man shook his head.

Bob reached out with the boathook
nfn.i]l and drove the wreckage clear.
It drifted away into the darkness.

“ By m!” gaid Johnny Bull,
“What luck that we ran into it!”

“The luckfulness was terrifie.”

A faint, ing voice came; the
airman was puhing himself together
a little.

“Who are you? What's this boat?
I thought I was dreaming when I
heard wvoices !

“Jolly lucky you did!” said Bob.
“We never saw you. We're a achool-
boy party—lost at sea. Jolly glad
we were lost, too, as it turns out!
Have you been long in the water?”

“8ince yesterday afternoomn!”

“Oh erumbas! ere in the
Spitfire, the plane that went up after
the Huns?" exclaimed Bob. “We
saw one of the blighters go down
from the cliffs.”

“I'm the pilot.
food on this i

Bob grabbed the lunch-basket and
jerked 1t open.

It was no time for the Greyfriars
crew to think of the morrow’s rations.
The airman had been in the water for
over thirty hours, and they could
guess that he was famished. What
was left was his to the last crumb.

They belped him, and he ate
ravenously, Of drink, there was
only what remained of a bottle of
currant wine. But they could sce
how welcome it was to the man whose
lips were crusted with salt from the
sea-spray. He ate and drank in
silence, a trace of colour flushing
back into his waxen face.

“That's the lot,” said Bob at last.
L1 1 Surrr IJI

The pilot grinned.

“Hawe I cleared

Have you any

you out?” he

asked, “You've saved my life!
Gum! This is a change for the
better

He leaned back on the cushions.
Bob Cherry jerked the boat-cloak
off Bunter and wrapped it round him,

HOMEWARD BOUND !
BILLI BUNTER sat up with a

rrﬂgé
gammcd. his spectacles
straight on his fat little nose and
blinked round him, almost apeechless
with indignation.

“I'm eold!” he roared—not quite
speechless, after all. “ Wharrer you
mean by grabbing that rug off me?
Mcan to say you want it all the
selfish beasts—"

* Shut up, you fat ass !

*Shan't " roared Bunter. “Didn’t

o hear me say I was.cold? I'm
_]-‘.}11;' well going to have that rug,
see! I—— Oh!” Bunter jumped,
aa his eyes fell on the stranger m
the boat.

He blinked at him. He goggled at
him. This was Bunter's first intima-
tion that there was an addition to
the crew.

“Oh crikey!” gasped Bunter.
*“Who's that?
* Neptune ! said Bob. " Just come

on board for a rest!"

There was a chuckle from the air-
man. For a man who had been
adrift in the salt water for thirty
hours, he seemed to be recovering at
a good rate.

“ N-n-n-Neptune !”
Bunter. * ?l, don't be a silly ass,
you know! 1 say, who's that chap
and how did he get here?”

“ Dropped from the skv, old fat
man [”

“You silly idiot I

“It's the pilot of the
saw yesterday, fathead !
picked him up,” said Harry.

“Oh! Was he in the water?”
asked Bunter, blinking at the rescued
man, *“Why did he fall in the sea ?"

“Oh, my hat! Just for a change,
most likely!” said Johnny Bull, with
deep sarcasm. “Just for the sake of
variety, I expect !”

“0Oh, really, Bull—"  Bunter
blinked, and blinked, at that un-
expected cnger, Wwho grinned.
“1 say, you fellows, I ex he's
huugry. What about whacking out
what's left of the grub?”

“Ch, my only eainted Aunt
Jemima ! ejaculated Bob, “Bunter'a
improving! Are you really willin%

E out the grub, old ia

atuttered

Spitfire we
ﬁe’w just

to whac
man #*

“Yes, I jolly well am!” declared
Bunter. "JLet him have the lot—
exce xeept my whack, you know.
Let him have all the rest!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Blessed if I sec anything to

cackle at ! said Bunter warmly., “I
hope you fellows ain’'t going to be
gelfish. I ‘expect he's fearfully
hungry! I kuow I am! Famished !™
Bﬁl;r Bunter cast a surreptitious
at the lunch-basket. Then he
reached out in a casual sort of way
and pulled it towards him.

As pno one intervened, the fat Owl
lifted it to his knees and ned the
lid Bunter was, as he had said,
famished, and a spnack from the basket
seemed to him a deal more
urgent than ratioms for the morrow.

e Famous Five grinned. The
hungry Owl was welcome to all the
enacks be counld cxtract from that
lunch-basket. o _

A fat hand groped in it—in vain!
Then a pair of big spectacles blinked
into i*f;];"ﬂ Then, as Billy Bunter
realised fthe dreadful truth, he
groaned. Words could not have done
justice to his feclings! He simply
groaned, .

The R.A.F. man gave him rather a
curious look. Then he glanced at
the grinning faces of the Famous
Five. _

“I've cleared you out of grub !” he
said.

“That’s all right!” said Bob
cheerily. ““ Welcome as the flowers in
May. Glad of a chance to do our
little bit."”

“Didn’t you say you were loat at
sea P



“That's so! We started for Rams-
gato this morning—we may hit
Iolland or Belginm to-morrew if we
have any luck! I suppose you Lhaven't
the remotest idea where we are, or
where Great Britain may happen to
be?"” asked Bob.

“You young asses ! said the pilot.
“You're lost at sea—you don't know
where you are—and you've handed
m¢ every crumb you had in the boat !™

“Yes; wish there’'d beem morel!”
suid Bab.

The airman sat silent for a minute
or two, looking at them., Then he
leaned back and fizsed his eyes on the
starry sky.

“I say, you fecllows!" moaned
Bunter. “ There isn't any more grub!
What arc we going to do?"

* Without !* said Bob.

Groan !

Doing withont did not scem to
strike Bunter -as a happy solution of
the problem.

The airman’s cyes remained fixed on
the sky, where almost innumerablc

starg gleamed and glittered from the
deep dark blue, The juniors glanced
up also, eving whethor had

sighted a planeé. They could hear uo
sound of engines.

“Well,” said the pilot, at last,
“they say that a g dced i nover
wasted, and you boys have done betler
for yourselves than you faney in pull-
ing me-out of the water. You'll miss
your supper, but I think you'll get
your breakfast.”

Hurry Wharton caught his breath,

“Do you mean——" he began.

“Do you know which way you are
drifting now ?” asked the airman.

“"Haven't the foggiest!” answered
Bub. “We sort of hope that wo're
heading for Eogland, lome, aund
beauty, that's all.”

“You're heading for Holland—
though wyou'd have ioug little
prospect of ever rcaching it!”

“Oh, my hat!”

“’Bout ship!” said the
smiling.

“You mean that you can sct a
course by the stars?" asked Harry.

“Just that! You've a long and
a hard pull before you—I'd lend you a
hand if I could! But you look sturdy
lads—yuu can do it i put your
beef inte it. I can give you your
course, at any rate.”

“ Hurral 1 chirruped Bob Cherry.

“Oh crikey !” gasped Billy Bunter.
IIe blinked at the man in flying kit.
“I say, do you really know the way?”

“Sort of | grinned the pilot.

“Blessed if I see how! I den’t!”
sald Buntek.

At which the airman
the Famous Five chuckle

Glad to get into action again, four
of the juniors took the oars, while
Frank Nugent sat at the lines to steer
under the pilot’s direction. They
pulled with a will—a long pull and a
strong pull, and a pull all her !
The boat which had been drifting
towards distant Continental shores

lided through the dark water, hicad-
ing for home.

icking up the lost airman, the
schoo ad only thought of help-
ing a man in a deadl Errm'a[i-m That
act, as it had turned out, had been

pilot,

griun-:-d, and
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their salvation. But for that, the
boat, at dawn, would have becn far
oitt of the sight of all land ; hopelcss
lost on the wide waste of waters. The
chauce remained of bein icked up
at sca—but it was a faint chance!
In saving the life of the loat pilet,
they had perhaps saved their own.

’{Hm man lay wrapped in the boat-
cloak—cven Billy Bunter did not
think of reclaiming it.
a cold wind on the asca, but the fat
Owl found comfort in the prospect of
breakfast to follow that weary night.

But the night scemed endless—the
distance immeasurable, Nugent re-
licved the rowers in turn, but all arms
were aching before the fixrst gleam of
dawn appeared in the sky. Tired,
sleepy, hungry, but indomitable, the
Famousz Five ]puﬂmi and pulled, and
mile after mile of weary sea passed
by the gliding boat.

Billy Bunter, fortunately, was able
to nod off to sleep. Every now and
then he awakened, to remark that he
was hungi;ﬁ. Then he went to slecp
again. ¢ fat Owl was snoring
when, in the bright sunshine of the
April dawn, the loom of white cliffs
gladdened the eyes of the Greyfriars
erew, across the rolling water.

“Land-ho ! chirruped Bob Cherry.

And he gave Billy Bunter a friendly
lunge with his boot, to awaken him
to the glad sight of the white cliffs of
old England!

LAND AT LAST!

i ARQOOQOOH ' reared Billy
i Bunter,

Bunter sat up. He sct his
spectacles straight on his fat little
nose and glared.

“ Wharrer dv,'uu kicking me for, you
beast ?” he demanded.

“Land in sight, old fat man !* said
Bob.

“Well, there's no need to stick your
silly hoofz in a fcllow’s ribs ! grunted
Bunter. “ Where is it? I can't scc
it.” The fat Owl blinked round over
the open sca. “I can't sce any land.”

“You won't, in that divecction!™
agreed Bob. “ Holland’s too far off,
even for your specs, old porpoise !”

“Look, ass !” said Nugent, pointing
towards the cliffs, that glcamed white
in the carly sunshine.

“Oh! 3 that land?” asked
Buuter, blinking at it. “Sure it ain’t
a scagull ?”

“0Oh crikey !

“Well, if i1t’s land, buck up ! said
Bunter. “I'm fearfully hungry—
frightfully. You fellows seem
awfully slow! Call that rowing "

“We've getting a bit tired !” said
Bolb mildly.

“Well, I shouldn’'t slack!” said
Bunter. “No good giving in, if you
feel o little fagged! Put some beef
into it, you know! Make an effort!
I've told you I’'m fearfully hungry !

*I sup‘lwse we mustn’t chuck him
overboard ¥ remarked Johuny Bull
th::;}tghtfulij. “But he's asking for
it!

“0Oh, recally, Bull! I think you
fcllows might pull a little harder,
when you inmr how Tun I am!
I'm uscd to selfishness, but I think
there’s a limit! I really think that !®

ly expression on his face.

There was.

2l

The R.A.F. man gazed at Billy
Buuter with quite an extraordinary
Bunter did
not heed him. He sat with his
spectacles fixed on the distant cliffs,
wltich irﬂw larger and clearer, satis-
fying the fat 1 at last that they
were not a scagull !

“I say, you fellows, it's really
land !” said Bunter. “I say, if you
could get a move on, we might be in
time for brekker! Every mimute you
Josc means a minunte later for
brekker! Think of that!™
_ The tired erew pulled on, not necd-
ing encouragement from Bunter.
g were able to their own
course mow, by the North Foreland
lighthouse.

Not swiftly, but steadily, the boat
pulled in to the land, and the beach
came into view, and the gully that
led up to Eastcliff Lodge.

“The old bean must be fearfully

g I R
ITy. olly get in an
relieve his Il:Lil:u:i.’g

“Yes, rather !” gaid Harry,

“1 iz;peet Wibley thinks we're all
drowned, or something ! remarked
Bunter.

“What the th‘nm'P could Wibley
know about it, ass?

“Eh? ©Oh, no! 0Of course he
couldn't! He, he, he! I say, you
fellows, do put a bit more beef into
it, I'm famished !*

The last lap seemed the longest;
the boat’s crew was tired omt. But
they pulled manfully on, and at last,
long last, the boat bumped on the
sand.

The Famous Five scrambled ashore
and dragged the boat from the water,
and then helped the rescued anirman
ashore.

Billy Bunter, for once, was able to
get out of a boat without squeaking
for a helping bhand. In Iact, he
bounded out, and started at once at
a run across the beach for the gully.
Breakfast was ahead—and it drew
Buuter like a magnet! His little fat
legs fairly twinkled as he flew.

Harry Wharton & Co. followed more
slowly, with helping hands for the
man they had saved from the sca.
Bunter disappeared into the gully
while they were crossing the beach.

But it was a case of more haste
and less speed with Bunter. As they
cutered the gully they heard a loud
bump and a louder howl ahead.

“What-ho he bumps ! murmured
Bob Cherry.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The fat Owl, scrambling hurricdly
up the lly, had elipped on the
.:]Ea.lk. e landed on a podgy back;
and was still reclining thereon, gasp-
ing like a fish out of water, when the
rest of the party overtook him.

“X say, you fellows, lend a fellow a
hand ! spluttered Bunter, as the
marched past. “I say, do you thin
vou could carry me to the top?”

“The thinktulness is mnot terrific,
my esteemed fat Bunter!” chuckled
the Nabob of Bhanipur.

“Well, look here, two of you give
me a hand each——"

“We'll give you a foot each!" snid
Johnny Bull. "“Rell this way!™

Tre Magner LisrarY.—No. 1,678,
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* Beast 1™

Bunter did not scem to want the
nssistance of a foot. He scrambled
up, and puffed and blew in the rear of
the party.

“0.K.!" said the airman, when
they reached the top of the gully. “I
can manage now. Can I pet a tele-
phone apywhere?”

“Thiz way,” said Bob. “You're
coming in for a change, and brekker.
Sir William Bird will lend you his
car to get back to your drome. He's
a jolly old bean, and will be jolly
elad to see you.”

They entered at the pgate and
tramped up the long avenue to the
house.

Billy Bunter rolled wearily in the
1Car.

The deor was wide open when they
arrived, and in the doorway stood the
poertly figure of Blump.

“Goodness  pgracious !  ejaculated
Blump. "&so you have returned,
voung gentlemen! 8Sir William has

con Very anxious.”

“Here we are, herp we are, here we
arve again!” said Bob Cherry eagerly.
“We've had a night at sca, Blump—
a life on the ocean wave, a home on
the rolling deept”

“But who—what—" Blump
Llinked at the R.ALF. man.

“This chap wants a telephone first,
then a change, then brekker ! said
Bob. “Take him in band, Blump!
Where's Sir William #”

“In the library, sir! Jermyn is
with him. He has been constantly on
the telephone—"

Jim Valenkine is at
Grevlriars  striving  to
make good while evil
forces are workin

apainst him. Bu
friendly aid s a% hand
in the shape of *'The
Man from the Sky !

Ask for No. 403

THEMAN FROM
THE SKY!

I wou want a jolly earavanner's hollday, join up with
«¢ the cheory chums of 2S¢, Frank's, and
time. There's Moo and excllomont &t every

Nippor & Co
W Fap=Fearin

turn of the highway.

Ask for No. 405
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“Better zo in and see him at once,™
said Harry. “The old chap must have
been fearfully worried. Come on, you
fellows [

Bunter rolled in, gasping.

“I say, you fellows, I ain’t coming!
m going to have some brekker!
Blump ! Brekker! Quick! I'm starv-
ing! Brekker! Blump! Quick! I'm
famished! How long arc you going
to be, Blum.}l? Brekker! Do you
hear? Deaf? Brekker!”

Blump scemed deaf. He had taken
charge of the R.A.F. man whom, for
some rTeason unkmown to Bunter, he
seemed to regard as more important
than the fat Owl of Greyfriars. With
a want of proper feeling that Bunter
vould only regard as absolutely heart-
less, Blump devoted himsclf to that
airman, passing by William George
Bunter like the idle wind which he
regarded not.

Bunter rolled into the dining-room.
He was fearfully grubby—he was
scriously in need of a wash., But he
was not thinking of any such trifles.
He was thinking of brekker, He rang
the bell—he banged on the table—and
he squeaked and squeaked !

“Brekker! Gimme something to
eat! Do you hear? Blow you! Blow
the lot of you! Gimme some
brekker !

Blump remained deaf; but John,
the footman, came to the rescue.
Breakfast was brought in for Bunter
—and Bunter nosc-dived for the tray !
And then there was a happy sound of
munching and crunching, purgling

a m
R ot

Harry Wharton is waylaid by o
gung of crooks, Exciting events
follow, and the discovery s made
that the key to the mystery is
held by npone other than Billy
Bunter!
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and spluttering, and once more life
scemed worth living to Billy Bunter,

Meanwhile, Harry Wharton & Co.
went to the library., They were
hungry emough, but the first thing
was to assurc Bir William of their
safety.

As Harry Wharton opened the
door, a voice was speaking within,

"I have no doubt, sir, that therc
will be news before long—very prob-
ably the boys have landed somewherce
along the coast—"

Wharton's hand dropped from the
dovor. He stood thunderstruck! The
Co. stood as if rooted!

They knew that smooth, deferential
voice !

As they stood, petrified for the
moment h;r the sound of Soames’ voice
in the DLibrary of Eastelif Lodge,
ancther voice came :

“I am terribly worried, Jermyn! I
cannot understand what can have
happened to the boys—"

‘It is somewhat unfortunate, sir,
that you did not gend them away as
I advised,” said the smooth woice.
“Had you carried out those instruc-
tions——"

“How could I?
that——"

Harry Wharton drew a decp, deep
breath. Then, with a grim face, he
threw open the door and walked into
El‘u:i library with his fricnds at his

cels.

But if I'd known

SOAMES' TRUMP CARD !

b ERMYN ! velled Wibley.

J “Here they are!”

Sir William Bird, alias
Wibley of the Remove, fairly bounded
as the Famous Five walked into the
library.

His face registercd immense rclief
and satisfaction.

Not so that of the valct.

Jormyn stood as if tramsfixed. His
eyes scemed almost to pop from his
smooth face at the sight of the chums
of Greyfriars. ,

He stared at them blankly ! They
stared at him—with grim faces ! This
was the first time they had scen the
baronet’s man, Jermyn; and they
would not have seen him now had not
Soames been assured that they werc
far out at sca, drifting i not
drowned. And they knew, now, why
they had not seen him before—now
that they knew he was Soames !

Sir William jumped towards them.

“Bafe ™ he chirruped. “You youn
asses, what have you given me al
this worry for? Where have wyou
been? t have you been up to?
What?”

Harry Wharton raised his arm and
pointed at the panting valet.

“Agk that man ! he said.

“Eh? What? What does Jermyn
know about it?? asked Wibley, in
astonishment.

“That’s Sopmes 1"

“ Wha-a-t 7
“Hoames!"” said Johnny Bull,
Letween his feeth. “Soames! So

that's why we've never scen Jermyn,
Soamces !
“"The c¢stecemed and execrable

Soames !” murmured Hurrec Jamset
Bam Singh.



Boames, otherwise Jermyn, backed
» step towards the french windows.

Bol Cherry cut past him at once
and stood with Lis back to the
window. _

“X¥o, you don't!” he said grimly.
“We've got you now, you villain!
You're not gefting away!=

“We've g&}rt him ¥ eaid Harry
Wharton, “'We've got the scoundrel !

Sir William blinked from, one party
to the other in bewilderment. This
was the surprise of Wibley’s life.

“YWhat the thump are you driving
at?” he exclaimed, guite forgetting
in his amagement that he was Siy
William Bird. “Of your rockers?
What do you mean by calling Jermyn
Soames ?¥

“He is Soames !* said Harry. “We
guessed that the villain had a place
of some port in this meighbourhood,
under a new name—but We. never
dreamed that he was here—that he
was calling himself Jermyn, and was
:FD‘E[% T&]ET“ ped Tibl

“Impossible ! gas 1 .

5 Wt:? all kuﬂwg him, air !?’F gaid
Nugent. 3 ;

“The knowfulpess is terrific.”

“QOh, my only hat and sunshade!”
Wibley stared ‘at Soames. “I don’t
oet this! This man, Jermyn, has
been here over a year. He is trusted
—he—he—he must have had m&
recommendations to be taken on
—I—I-I-1I mean—" Wibley
remembered his part. “I—I mean,
I—I trusted him—-~" ]

“Qthers have been takem im by
him before wou, sir!” said Harry.
“He was v4a e;:rf;:-inm Eﬂuﬂr. “E:'Eeﬁm«
Smath, 5 Gre ars fellow’s father.
Sorry to give you such a shock, Sir
William, but we've got to get that
man and hand him over to the
polies 1%

“What-lio !” said Johnny Bull em-
phatically. .

Soames stood silent, with a faint
sneer on his smooth face.

He was fairly caught and cornered,
but after the firat . bewildering sur-
prise of seeing the Greyfriars fellows
again, he had qumklﬁ recovered him-
sﬂgi;. Hiz look was dark and bitter,
i he was perfectly cool. _

“But—bu " stammered Wibley.

Of Jermym, Wibley himself, of
course, knew nothing. He had taken
him on ftrust from the old Bird.
But the old Bird had trusted him
absolutely, even .to the extent of
admitting him to the sccret of the
impersonation at Eastcliff Lodge. It
wag elear now that the old Bird,
Secret Service man as he was, had
been utterly taken in by the cunning
rascal. ‘

“That maxn,” sasid Harry quietljl-,
“knows why we have been away all
night, sir. He followed us out to sea
yesterday—drove us ont on the open
scg, upder an antomatic, and sailed
away and left us to drift. If we
hadu't picked up & man who was able
to steer us a course, wa should be
adrift in the North Bea now—that
was what he left us to—to perish in
an open hoat.”

“Not at all, sir.” Scames’ smooth
voice spoke, for the first time. “I
azsure you, sir, that I had every hopa
that iﬁ:ru would bhe picked up at sea,
and that such a lcazon would be suffi-

1
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cient to persuade you to leave a spot
where your presence was undesired
and unwelcome. I should have been
quite glad, seir, to learn that you
were safe—though certainly I did not
expeet to hear that happy news so
soon 1" '

Wibley blinked at him.

“Do you admit you're Scames?"” he
exclaimed,

Scames smiled faintly.

“I should not admit it, my dear
air, if there were any hope of getting
by with a denial,” he answered. “But
in the presence of five witnesses who

are ferfecﬂ acquainted with me,
Eenia would be a useless waste of
].'Eﬂ-t .:l:l

“You dashed raseal—"

“1 am sorry fo have lost your good
opinion, Sir William,” said Soames.

I fear that yon will have no further
use for Jermyn's faithful services! I
assure you, sir, that I ghall leave
Easteliff Todge with great regret.”

“You will leave it with a police-
man, too!” growled Johnny Bull.

“I trust mnot, sir,” eaid Soames,
The rascal was as cool as a cucumber.
“My game is up here, I acknowledge.
But let us hatve no harsh words—Ilet
us part in an amicable manner.”

Wharton'’s eyes pleamed.

“Collar him!" he anapped.

And the Famous Five closed in
round Soames. They would not have
been aurprised to see him reach for
8 weapon, and they were watching
him Jike cats, ready for such a move.
But Soames appeared to lave mo
such idea in his mind. He stood
unresisting, as the Greyfriars fellows
graa him on all sides.

“Hold him !” said Wibley. “I'll

hone up the %holim station at once.

eep him safe!” : ;

“One word, sir,” said Soames
ﬁ?ﬂtﬁtf; “ Chie wﬂ]t;d, Bir "i"fil%am,

ore you ring up the police! Have

on mnaidereﬂg——" ¥

“You rotter!”

“Oh, guite, sir! But it would be
worth your while to consider that
a certain matter conpected with ihe
Secret Bervice, and involving the
personal safety of a gentleman you
are bound to regard is known to me
—and that if I go hence a prisoner
I cannot be cxpected to keep my
knowledge fo myself.”

“Qh!” gas ibley.

He had forgotten for the moment
how much Jermyn knew. Now that
Soames reminded him of i, he stood
perplexed.

The juniors looked at him. They
looked at Sonmca. They could =ec
that there was some secret between
the two, though they had no idea
what,

“Oh!" repeated Sir William,

“Iet us talk semse, sir!” said
Soames amoothly. "I shall leave
here, and these boys have nothin
further to fear from wme. What
have done, I have done-to drive them
away, to keep them from making the
discovery they have now made. From
tqd&g, our WE:]jH lie apart—the
soeret iz out, and I have no further
mative, and cerfainly no desire to

harm them.”
“0h 1" gas Wibley. A sudden
on him. “You seut

light dawn
that telegram! It wos net from—
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from—— TYou plotting rascal, you
send it to get the boys away

“Quite 'so, sir!" assented Soamcs.
“ At least, I hiad it gent by a friendly
hand. I gee no reason for keeping
that secret—uow 1"

“You dasbed rascal, you—"

“Are we not wasting time?” asked
Soames, with smooth coolness. “If
you will request these young gentle-
men to release me, Sir Willlam, I
will pack my bag and go—and yom
will all see¢ the last of me. Other-
wigg—"

“Look here, what does all this
mean " exclaimed Bob Ehe:rrgf “That
rasecal’s got to be run in!

“Hem " Bir William Wibley
coughed. “Hem! I—I cannot ex-
lain fully, old beans—I mean, my

ear boys—but a certain matter, con-
nected with ' the SBeeret Service—a
man's life may be endangered if that
raseal tells what he kmows—>

“Oh ! exclaimed Bob.

“ After all, we're done with him,”
said Wibley. “W¢ know him now,
and, ag he says he's got no motive
for deoing any further harm.”

“None ¥ said Soames. “And he-
iieve me, young gentlemen, it was
only with the preatest regret that I
adopted harsh measures——"

“0Oh, shut up!” growled Johuany
Bull,

Soames smiled and shut up.

The juniors looked at Sir William
and at one another, Then their grasp
dropped from the sea-lawyer. hat-
ever the mysterious. secret was, they
could not, after whaet Sir William
had said, carry on, And, after all,
there was no more danger from
Sopmes, now that his: seeret was
known, and he was turned out of
Eastcliff Lodge.

Bir William pointed to the door.

“Cut!” he snapped,

“I tal:e‘m;y leave with respect and
regret, siv,” sald Soames, “and,
believe me, the secrct is- quite safe
in my keeping.”

And, with that, Soames wasz gone,
He was gone, though whether the
Easter party had seen the last of him
was another matter, '

THE END.

(Don 't miss “BI[.Y BUNTER'S
HAIR-RAID!™ the next yarn in this
exciting holiday series. If you've not
already ovdered your copy, fill in the
Order Form below and hand it to
your newsagent, It's ilie only way to
make sure of getting your Migxer
regularly erery week.—EDn.)

ORDER FORM.
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OU can ration feod—but yon
' can't ration correspondence!
-, ‘Every week my mail -gois
bigger and bigger.  Gee, there's quite
a stack of letters on my desk thas
week! © When I look “through, my
correspondence week: aftor week and
noe how enthusiastic miy veaders are,
I renlise bow much you fellows think
of the Maéner in-gencral and Frank
Richards® stories In particular. |
like ‘the stories of Harry Wlarton &
Cir., of Greyfriars, - better than any
otlier school stories,” writes J. Jame-
son, a readdr living in the Midlaxds.
“ Frauk Riphaids is the finest ‘autlior
of~Toys' stories, bar nome!” Haye a
Weldh reader, - “I hopd to read the
iaexey for many years to come!™-
giys -Pat O'Roilly, an Irishi reader of
e
S?E:_-tlanﬂ: claimg” the' Magwer to b
M Richt good stuff ! - I'could- go on
guoting eimilar passages from readcys’
letters which have reached me from
oty ‘Dominions,  but space will ot
allow.” Clean, wholesome literature
has been, and always will be, the hall-

g standing ; while Jock Mackie, ‘of

mark of the Macser, :

There's another grand treat’ b
store for yvou next Satiwvday, chiums.
Prank Richards' - yarn “of . Grey-
friars, which ‘is entitled-: ) :

“BILLY BUNTER'S HAIR-RAID !

is” <one : of ithe . Lab', our:” popular
sithor - hing = wiitkén . us. 7 Belilg
pledged: to keep. Wibley's impersona-
tion,.odt, « Easteliff- ‘Lodge a secret,
RBuntor, . like the. fat ass he s, lots
the cat ont of .the bag! And then)
ta:make matters worse, Gerald Loder
buttz “in’ mmexpectedly to geo hid
"uncle! -Asis only uaturdl; Gerald
very soon makes himself wapopular,
and -then . there’s - Trouble  with -a
capital TT.% ! To tell you the truth,
chunis, T find it bard to describe, the
merits of Frank Richards’ yarns week

by week, beeause he always secnis to
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Your Editor is always pleased to hear from
his readers.

Write to him : Editor of the
* The Amalgamated Press, Ltd,,

Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, London,

E.CA.

go one better. Believe me, you're in

- for a'real tip-top yarn next Saturdsy.

Now for-a lettor from s reader who
neither gives his name nor address—
hie fears some of  his .reader chums
might sec his name in the Macxer—
and who tclls me that he suffers from
what le calls “the miserable-pom-
laint of blushing ¥ whenever a little
meident ocomys concerning . himself
in business or otherwise. He says it
is most embarrassing, and- that it

often makeg him feel very miserable ¢

—s0. miserable, i .fact, that: lie
hardly knows what fo do. = Well;
chium, blushing is a  habit which:
usiially comes from want of physical
condition on the part of the wvietim,
and can’ often be.cured- by going in

e for. some sport.. Blushing.alsc arises

from thinking too much, about your-
self. . Whon yon enter :a voom full of
peaple, cyou ,get the .mistaken idea
thit  they must. bé thinking adverse
thingsabout you, Thevoiidition is very,
lafgely: noryousness, bronght about by.
the fact thiaf ane is not in the habit
of cmixing ‘with straigers, and/ the
best way' fo overcome it is to culti:
vate: tha-sopiety of other peoplel .But

‘make. a-’point of -getting physically

fit; XE" boy. will . ouly- yealiso liow
miieli; they, would gain by a Tegular
ayatem of .physical enlture, we should
have every lad in- the kingdom striv-
ing - to_ keep. his ‘body. in deccont
physical - condition. As. it s, they
tlo not- pealise the. sheer pleasure a
feeling of fitness gives, nor how easy
it is to acquire that fecliig. If they
did," as 1 have said before, overy onc
of them, would go in for some sport
or cxercisc. Among sports to-be re-
commended, Doxing . takes . ligh
place. It'is n capital cxereise, givin

oiie eonrage, and a feeling of sclf-¢,

cofiderice hardly to be “obtnined in
Ay other Wy,
" Meet you all again next week. |
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