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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Bunier's Evengreen !

i Y aung!™
M Boby CUhprry uttered the
5 exvelamation. And- the chums

of the Hemove echoed it.

They were stunding nt the gate leading
inte the Llcad's garden ot Greylriars,
puzing at a sight winch had almost tuken
their breath away,

*;fi'[n must be dotfy 17 Wharton mut.
fored,

“The dottyfulness of the ridiculons
Dunter ia terviiic ! added ITwrree Jam-
st Ram Singh, Nabeb of Bhanipur.

It waa e figure -:_[_I]ill:ujlunh.w which
had attracted tieir attention,
standig in the middle of one of the
ITead's flower-bods, wielding a mighty
spada with a vigour which was nwocom-
wion in the fat ,ima‘i'?r.

“Tleve, vome off it!” Bobh Cherry
culled.  “You'll get spiflicated if the
ITead catches yon, you silly porpoise !

Bunter grunted, aml went on digging,

He was delving into the earth just
Boside a larye evergeeon. FThere wua o
litthe pile of ocarth beside it, and tho
chums noted that sevaral newly-planted
bulb: were protruding in places.

“What on earth aro you domg?"
Harry called. * You'll ruin that bed I

Buuter grunted agai.

Y (fear off, you chap:!”’ he panted.
#1'm digging.”

“What are you digging fori"” nasked
Johnny Bull, firmly convinced that the
0wl of the Remove bad taken leave of
nis sedses.

Grunt !

“If vou've looking for trouble,” said
Frank Nugoent, * you'll eoon find it with-
out digging.”

But Dunter comtinued to dig.  His
spade swlddenly slipped upwards, and he
sliot & shower of mould over himself.

“Don't bury yonrself yet.” Bob said.
"There's no necd to do lat il the
Iead's Gintshed with vou. It will be tame
then "

No answer.  The Owl continned to
dig as though lLe was making a short
cut to Aunstralia.

“"Loak here.” said Jlarre Wharton,
“we’d better pull him off before he gots
collaved. He muzt be potty 17

He started forward, but as he did so
Jubwny Bull gripped Linm.

“Clave ! he hissed.

Dr. Loeke had just swept into view,
and the Removites drew back. Dunter
was m for it noaw, but there was ne
}'Eﬂ!iﬂ-n why they should ask to shace his
ate.

The Ilead of Grevfriars came majesti-
cally on, and it was not for a fow
seconds that his eyea lighted on the per-
spinng Owl. Then he pulled up sharply.

“Dunter " he rapped ouk

The Owl started, and gnsped.

“Y.y-y-y-yos, sir?” he said.

“What are vou doing, boy *"" the Head
thundered.

“ Ded-digging, siz!”

The Head was speechlass for 2 moment,

“Digging in my¥ garden?” he gasped

1l was
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jat length,  “This is sheer impertinence !

:'ﬁ'lmt are you digging for '

“T-t-treasure, sip™ -

" Treasure 1* the 1Tead shouted. Are
you awave that I have just been plane-
g bulbs there #

“Nunno, sir!”

“Tiop that spade. amlk
me ' D, Locke thandered.
duct is disgraceful !’

The Owl relinguizshed the epade, and
went, Dvr.- Locke stalked grimly on
ahead, the fat junior, with trembling
knees, Tollowing.

As the study elosed, on hinr Baater
saw the wizdom of the advice which he
g just gcorned. e, Locke was hamdling
a cane already, It was not o promising
slart o an torview.

xNow, Bunter, porbaps von will he
gzn:.-ml caough to eaplun things ™ the

Feadd snapped,

Tha Owl conghrdl.

“There's some barvied (reasure in AL LI 1E
garvden, sir,” he said. T was just find-
mg ik for you, sir !’ he sdded magoam-
maon <1y,

“What are you talking about®™ asked
the Flead, [rowning.

“TIt's a-—a compotition,” the Owl saul
deapsaratelv.  ~ Thev're hurving treaswre
every week, sie, and they aay where it's
hidden. "

He pulled a dog's-ecared paper from his
pucnvt.

“Theve's the ftory heve, sir" lie ox-
plained. * You have to read the atorvy,
and you fud omt whore the treasure iy
hidden. Then they dig up what they've
buried, giv, and eend it un to the edifor,
atd he sends the money,”

Dr, Locke smiled grimly,

“And what made you chansg mv gar
den for experimenting with this ab-
sunlity 1" he asked.

Dunter pointed to a sontenece which e

had undevlined.
“Iere, sir 1" he said teiumphantiv, 1§
vou read there, it savs: “They foumd
the dog nsleep in ITead'a garden under
neath a hig evergreen.” ™

The Owl watched eagerly while D
Locke read the paragraph, and then
turned to the synopsis at the heginning
of the story. e scanned the story for a
few  moments, and then tirned  to
Bunter,

“I really think sou might have a little
more fonnon-sense, bhoy ! he rapped
out.  “If von had read this story oo
wonld soe that TTead i3 ihe -name of
some foolish character who appenrs in it
I fail to see how his dog. lving under an
evergreent, conld have anything to dJde
.with my garden [

Buntar coughod nervensly.

“I thonght it was, the way they put
i, e, he saul.  “OFf course, they
wonldut sav where the trepsure was
actually buried.  They leave it to their
brainy veaders tu lpd out.”

i ) R

The Head looked at Bunter with a
gaze that ecomed to zo right through
the fat junior. Perhaps he was lookine
for the brains!

R
A GUr GO0

“Bo you imagined you were a brain
reader—¢h *™ he asked., " Well, T shall
have to teach you to let my gavden
alone, Haold ont your hand [

i 'I__I__-__..l

“Hold out your hand ! the @lewld
thundered.

Bunter did =, with much fear and
trombling.

Swish, swish, swi=h!

* Yaroogh "

Bunter yoared as though he was being
killed, The Head, angry at the haveoo
wrought in his gavden, was laying ou
with gquite niwonted severity.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Bralns Wanted !

UNTER pasacid along the passage

] rubbing s hands, and breathing

threats of vengeanwoe on  tho

author of the serial which had led

him to tragedy, Dot e did not mect
the guthor. Tt was Skinner he met,

Harold Skinner grinned, pm't'ei'-'in[z
that the Owl had obviously just receive
2 Icking. Skinuer was not overburdened
+ with sympathy.

“What's the row?®”
fully.

“Rate " prowled Bouoter.

“Dhid ho loy it on heavily ¥ asked 1he
cad of the Remove.

The Owl grunted.

“I sav, Buauly,” Bkinner pursuod.
“P've got an idea to meke some money.
Care to help me®”

The Owl paused doulstlully.

“What's the wheeee?” he asked, wuh
some Interest,

“Oh, it's quite simple!"” Skinner said.
“ You just heve 1o do & httle worle, amd
ihe money’s yours. Are you o good hand
at d:ggm;L?”

""Groooh M

“There's no nead io make a nuise lika
that I B8kwmner =aid. “All I want is a
vhap who's gomd at digging to help mo
hunt for buricd trepsure——=  Heve,
stoppit !

o the ead’s surprize Bunter snddenly
charged at him in fury. The move was
very sudden, and SBkinner sat Jdown
heavily.

“*'What's vp, vou maniac?"’ lie shouied
*T'll flay vou!™

ITa sevamubled to his fect ns Ranter
made another charge. But the licking
ad made the Owl Tuviews, and, after
another bamp, Skinner suddenly tock
to his heels and fed.

“Blopmt ! he yelled. Tun-
fev's pone mad !

As he dashed round the corned he nar-
rowly egeaped charging into the Famous
Five, wno had st come in.  Tunler
wis not 2o lucky. In his bHod fare he
il ot gee the aew-comers i time, anel
Luried s head in Tnky's waisicoat.

he asked cheors

Y1elp!

" Yarooogh P groaned the usky
junior, as he sat down,
Bunter seramlled to his feet. Seoning

that Skinner had disappeared, he eaoled
down a little  Hurree Singh reze pain-

fully.

“The clumziness of the ridiculous Qal
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is tervifie,” he observed, *Could he not
soofully perceive that I was coming?”

“"That berast Skinner ! Bunter panted.
"Il half kill htm when T catels him 47

The Famous Five prinned.

" What's up, Bunivy ™" Wharton asked.

“Ho wanted me to do some diggine '

“Ha, ha, ha'™

“Tt's nothiug to lzeph i
growled.

D’y the ¥ead Tike von digging his
bulbs up to sce if they lindd started grow:
mg?" DBob asked.

“¥ou can grin, you rotlers?" Dunter
growled. “TI'll give you =omething to
E:I'In abiont when=—when I've scttled with
ckinnor!™

Let's know
Wharton zaid.

Bunter mumbled romething, and relled
oft. The Foneuy Five grinned after
him.

“Poor old Buniy ! Wharton multered.
“Alvways in brouble!”

“1 wonder what he was digging for?”
Nogent asked. 'Ido vou think he was
looking for that buried treasure stuffr”

“I shoulda't be sucpvised,”  said
Johnony Bull.  “He's just the sort of
follow to sturt off by making bay of the
I{EH%'S] ardoen '™ Lits

“Well, gassing isn't going te he
us ! DBob ifnh:r sed,  ""Come along to
ithe study, and let’s rcad that yarn!
Weo'd better have a cut at 1% before tha

vest geb buay.'

£ ﬁnur, hear!"

Wharton produced a2 paper.

“Teve's * Buippings " [** he said,

The chums adjourned to Study No. L

The latest number of **Bwmppings "
had only been published that day, but
the new com

tho Owl

when  vou're ready,”

petition which it included
had alveady spread through Greyiriars.

Thiz enterprising journal promised to
bury a token every week somowhere in
the Dritish lsles. Tho eorial story con.
tained a clue to the whersabouts of the
phinder. Readers simply had to locate
the treasure, and elaim a largo cash
Prize. It sounded quite simple, and
Grevirvinrs bad already taken to it
warmly,

Bunter, determined fo be fivst in the
field, had set out on his own, but his
experience had not been happy. The
Famous Five had decidad to put their
heads together first, before they went
digging.

'T'hey read the story without [inding
ony particulay clue, however,

“Ploesn’t say much there,” Dol ob-
rorved.

“Well, how could they!” demanded
Johnny Bull.  “They leave that to the
inelligence of thelr veaders.”

“(h!™"

“You've ot to use o little intelli-
genee,” Jolmny procecded. ™ Yon have
o vend betwean the lines, ™

*There's nothing between them ! Dol
sard sclemuly.

* Azl Ju:mhnnly Bull snapped,
mean figuratively.
tha hidden eaning.

i han ™

“It's quite simple, if vou try. TE just
wants a livtle comnon-sense, and then
you'll get it.”’

“Well, get it, then!” said Nugent.

Johnny Bull seratched his cor.

- Of course,” ho said, it wants a little
it of doing.”

“*Ha, ho, ha

*And o little brain!™ said Bely Cherry.
:L}:’;:rurs nin't & big one; it ought to do
it !

“Hung the hidden treazure!" growled
Jolmny Bull, *I'm going to give Hob
SO ﬁi[ld::n Ereasmre !

“Clome on, then!” caid Tob, with a
warlike Hourish.

The Removites

“T only
You've got to read

*r

resivained them by
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In the Head's garden! (See Chapter 1.)

force. DBut they did not come to any
conclusion as to where the astute editor
of “Bnippings ® had hidden his token.

e e

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Coker on the Trail [

P SAY, vou fellows—"

I Hilly Bunter looked into Stad
No. 1. ‘The trouble betwoen Bo
and Johniy Bull had been settled,

nnd the Bemovites were sitting down to
a frugal war-tea.

“Hallo, halle, halla!” Bob Cherry
sang . out. “Nothing  doing  here,
Bunty !

“1 was going Lo say——"

“Well, don't trouble,' said Nugent.

“We know you're hungrr. So are we,
We can't afford te feed a porpoizs te-
night.”

“Tt's about that competition ! Bunter
lowled desperately, ns he saw a lexicon
roady to De lannched at his  head.
“Coker's on the track!”

“What's that?”

The Removites were intercsted. They
alwaya found something hitevesting in
Coler's movomenis,

Bunter winked.

1 could toll you a lot, if I wanted to.”
ha said knowingly.

“Well, get bt ont ! sad Wharlon.

Bunter winked again.

“I1f wou chaps would trcat a fellow
decentiy,” the Owl said sugpestively,
“wou might learn a lot."

“3l, come and sit down and tuck-in,
thea '™ growled Nugent.

Tho fat junior accepted the invitation,
and it was not till he had {illed himself,
scofhing everything left on the table, that
he opened his mouth to speak.

“{loker's poing in for ihe competi-
tiar," he said slowly.

“Yes, we know that,” zaid Wharton,
“11:'s not the fivst one who has started
wirging, oither ™

“Ofy, shut up!"? growled the Owl,
“He's organising o purty (o go teeasure-
hunting to-night.”

“My oaunt!"” lavelied Dob Cherry

“Trust Horace to be in the front.  [1e'l
find something all right.”
“Apyway, he's taking Pobter awd

Greene with him,”™ the Owl said. “And
they're going to tale shovels, and a bog
for t?!m lecasure, and seales and weighs

“Oh, cheese it, Bunty!™ gaid Harry
Wharton, laughing. “Let's have the
facts.”

“T tell you it’s truc ™ the Owl said
shritly. “T heard him say so mi;s-ﬂf. 1
happened to be tying up my bootlace
outside his door——""

“You owught to wear button bools,
Bunty,” said Bob. * Your laces often
tremble vou, don't they?”

“Really, von fellowa!” the fat juninr
howled. "“If you think T was lisioning
purposely, I wun‘tjﬂf!y woll tell von !’

“Oh, you needn’t worry "' saxd Whar-
ton. * We don't think so. We know "

“If you—"'

“Cut the cackle, and geé on!™ sud
Nugont.

“Well, all they said,” the Owl pro-
eecded ungraciously, *“was that they had
fonnd ont where the treasure was hidden,
and they were going to look for it
They'll Le starting in about & guarter of

an hour,™
“Are you rvomancing ! asked TBob
O conrse 1 a7 veturned the Owl,
“1 hope ho gets nabbed by someone '™

" Perhaps he will I”* said Nugent mean-

ingly.

%‘v'j]'urtun I:u.ui:hed.

“Poor old Horace!™ he said.
wouldn't be a bad iden to
up for him, would ¥
pretty dull work digging.”

Bob Cherry grinned.

“Ehall we rag him ¥

“Geod 1dea !’

“The goodfulness of the idea 15 oxeels
tentlully o

“Tureific " fnisted Bob. .

AL right, DPunty 1 Wharlon eaid.
“You can cut!”

The Owl phused.

“HBy the way,” he said. “T'm cxpect-
ing a postal-order. I think you fellows
wnght lend me fve bob till it comes!™

Tae Macxer Lisnany,—No. 523.
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* Nothing doing, tubby !’ said Nugent,

“T've on fellows up to & joll d
thi.ng.” ﬁ wl recommenced. "ftﬁk

“ Seat1”

“ Buzz off 17

“T say, vou know-—-"

A cushion came whizzing through the
air, and the Owl retreated. As ho saw a
boot coming he promptly dodged through
the door, but in his haste forgot where
his fingers were, and got them pinched
in the heavy wood.

“Yaroooh!” he roared *Beasta!”

A cheair moved as if somecone was
:'isitﬁ; arnd the Owl sped away as fast as
hia fat little legs would carry bim. He
wasn't waiting for persvasion.  He
rubbed his fingers as he went down the
corridor.

* Belfichs beasts ! he muttered.

Wharton shut the study door and sat
down again,

“We'll get one or 4wo more and trail
them,"” Bob Cherry said, “If Coker
thinks he knows u‘icm the stuff is, he
won't be happy till he gets it.”

“That's the wheeze!" said Jchuny
Bull, g wiff and Toddy will come
ulﬂnﬁ_ull'rlg t. Then we'll wait till they
got digging, and give 'em p little sur-
prise.”

Within a few minutes seven juniors
had gathered in the Close, and waited
there,

A little later Horace Coker, bearing a
large =pade borrowed froni Gosling, ap-
peared. Potter and Greene were behind
him. They were not keen on joining the
expedition ; but, under promize of a feed
of gencrous proportions, had besn lured
into cofsenting.

The great Iorace frowned g3 he
spotted the juniors.

o um§ worm-hunting " queried DBob
Cherry blandly.

A heavier frown from Coker.

“Got & ra.va-c:lig?}ing job to do?”
EH%EEHtEﬂ Johnny DBull..

A growl frem the mighty Fifth-
Fc:fer. .

o1 5}
Hc:lrﬂ.ccr‘,;ﬁ
“They want

“Ha, ha, ka

Coker doubled his fists for an attack.
But, remembering the urgent work on
hand, he merely anorted, and passed on.

L

bury some of your ald boots,
Nugent asked playiully.
m,i you know.*

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Horace, the Slenth-hound !
P T'S an plain as a pikestaff!”
Horace Coker spoke. He was
addressing his chums, Potter and
reene, a8 they tramped along

the road to Friardala.

“I'm hanged if I see it!” pgrowled
Potter, to whom the task of carrying the
gardening implement had now beéen
given.

- Coker snorted, _

M This is the last time I'm going to
explain it to you duffers!" he snapped,
“Look herel The scrial savs, as far as
I remember, that the car came to a cross-
road, and Head got out, and stood under
a gnarleg cak and kissed the hercine.
Now,
buried the treasure,”

“I'm hanged 9f 1 see that!” said
Tolter again, T can't see how that's
got anything whatever to da with the
plunder, *

“Ass!” marted Hovece Coker
“It's eonly a figure of
paregorie.”

“A which-cr??

Y Er—I mean, a paradox.”

“Ha, ha, hal”?

ﬂlittly:
speedil~—a—a

that means that that is where they

Fsauntered off

“You know what T mean, anyway!"
he growled threateningly.

The grinz promptly faded. Coker was
& Imgl'lty man of war when he was
roused, and his chums did not want to
come to blowa with him.

“¥ou mean a parable,” Potter said

meakly.
“Perhaps I do,” said Toker con-
descendingly. *' Anyway, it's pretty evi-

dent to me that that’s where they have
buried the stoff. All we've got to do is
to chg it up before anyong else gets
thore, ®

“But how do vou know what cross-
roads they mean?” persisted Greene.

“You have to use your gnmption!”
Coker said loftily, *“I've deduced that.
I can recognise the spot from the descri
tion of the road. It's just the other side
of Friardale., J knew that as scon as
I read the yarn.”

Potter and Greene smothered their
langhter, and said nothing. Coker could
do a bit of digging, and thus find out
the error of his calculations. They did
not intend to dig themselves,

They tramped on in silence. Coker
was confident that he was going to lay
hands upon the " Snippings”™ token.
Pottor and QGreene were equally sure
that the great Horace was going to make
a fool of himself—as usual. The only
thing that they objected to was that they
should be dragged tnto it as well,

It never cocourred to them, however, bo

lance back along the road. If the had
done so they would have deduced one
thing-~that there was trouble in store!
The Removites were following. They
meant to see how luck faveured the
magnificent Horaco.

Friardale was reached and passed by
the treasure-seekers, and they ap-
frruuf;hed the cross-roads which Coker
12d in mind, He felt a little thrill of
n,nt:fgputic-n go through him as he looked
renind.  He was looking for the * gnarled
ozk ™ wunder which the herc of that
amazing serial had stood.

They passed the cross-roads, and Coker
slackened his stride. He locked around
him after the manner of a sleuth.

“*That tree over there is the sort that
a loving couple might stand under,” he
sald meditatively, * What do you say,
Potter?”

Potter merely langhed like a hyena.

“It's nothing to laugh ot, George
Potter I Coker said severely. * Love is
a very serious thing. One day you mi@;’ht
stand under a tree with o fair maiden.

“He, he, ho!” cackled Potter again,

“Ho, ho, ho!” roared Greene.

Coker gazed at them wrathfully.

“It's not my fault if you haven't got
high ideals!” he growled. “But you
might keep quiet, if you can’t appre-
ciate beautiful thoughts.”

His chumas stifled their hilarity with an
clfort.

“But this ain't a gnarled oak!”
Greene protested. “It said in the boak
that they stood under a gnarled nak.”

Coker looked Pumled, The tree was
not an oak at all—gnaried or otherwise.

“And, besides,” added Potter, * how
do you know that this is the road the
merchant took "’

Coker puiled
pocket,

* They turned down to the right,” he
said,

“Well, we've turned to the left,”
Green pointed out.
“80 we have,”

moeekly.

Sotter picked up his spade again, and
: in_the fresh direction.
Coker walked on ahead. Ie was locking

the paper from This

Coker agreed, almost

Coker turned furiously on his grinning [ for a likely sort of place for a loving

ﬂii.;msn .
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couple to have stood. And that place
according to his reazoning, would mark

‘M It wasn't me,
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the
burte

“Here we are!” he said suddenly.

His two.followers diew up, and GGreena
burst into a cackle.

“That ain't an cak-free at all!” he
roared, “Jt'a an eolm.”

*Then, find the rotten ouk yourself!”
snapped Colker.

Grecne looked about Lim,

“There ien't cne,” e said, with a
grin,

“Then it must have been this,” said
Coker firmly. “It's just a blind on the
author’s part to talk about ocak-trees.
Meant to put a dull sort of chap off the

scent, you know, and all that.”
Potter sniffed.

ndpat where ihe {oken had been

S Well, here's the =zpade,” he said.
“Where ara yom going to start
digging 1"

Coker scrambled over the hedge. The
tree stood just off the road, but its
branches grew right over the pathway.

“They'd bury it somewhere near tha
roots,” the Fifth-Former said knows
mﬂ_}'. “Let's have a look.™

it chums followed him.

“Found anything?™ Iotter
after a pause.

“Yeal” said Coker, in a tense and
thrilling veice. “ Newly-turned earth '™
_ Greene bent down to follow the point-
mg hnger.

“That's a rabbit-hole!™ he grunted.

Coker laughed scorpfully,

“That's all you know he said.
“Give me the spade. T'Hl jolly soon have
it out now|”

Coker started to dig in earnest, and as
he dl(lf; he warmed to his werk. DPotter
and Greene stood and loocked on, quite
amused. Coker might find a rabbit if
he dug deep enough. But they did not
expect him to brng to lght the mys-
terious token which the editor of * Snip-
pings " was supposed to have buried.

After a bit Coker straightened up for
& rest, and as he did so a big clod of
earth caught him o thwack on the side of
the head.

In the dim light neither Potter nor
Greene saw where the clod came from,
But Coker had no doubt on the subject,
He fewe a wrathful cry, and dropped the

spade.
“T’ll teach you to do that again!™ he
rogred, seizing Potter in a suﬁd«en grip
and ahaking him,

“Oh, help!” yolled Potter faintly.
you dufier!”

“Then whoe was it?" demanded Coker.

“I—I don't kpnow!" howled Potter.
"1t must have been Greene.”

Coker transferred hisz attentions to his

other aide.

“What did you do that for* he
roared, shaking the helpless Greeno
violently.

“Help ! (Greene howled.
Potter! I never chucked it!"

The Fifth-Former released his victim,
and Bﬂﬁ& the pair doubtfully.

“I'll wipe the ground witl‘i both of }-:m
LN lm

asked,

k]
!

It was

if you do it apain!™ he said.
in earnest!™

Ha resumed his digging with great
ENergy.

Presently the earth was flying in all
directiona. Coker put his heart and soul
into a _EU'I:J- when he took it up. The one
thing that he forgot to put into it was
hiz brain. But therc moay have been
reasong for that omission.

Potter and Greene eved each other
doubtfully, The joke an Coker had been
ill-timed, and each rvegarded the other as
responaible for it. ut they could not
Lelp grinning as the perspiration from
Eﬂf,E.ar'a face mingled with the earth
which he had been ton busy to brush off,
and ran in dirty streaks over his collar

Coker had met with ne success so far,
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beyond making & good-sized hole. The
freqt Horace would have been guite use-
ul in Flanders dlg‘fing trenclies.

At last he pause

“I'm ng to have & squint at that
hook again,” he said grimly. Perha
T'm overlooking some important clue.”

A faint chuckle cnme from behind the:

hedge, but Coker did not hear it. He
IJ_r-Fpnmd to read, and the Removites
istened with Lkeen aoticipation,

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
A Mouldy Discovery !
nT HIS is what it says,' Coker

comimenced.
He was p&&rir;f at tha small
print of the serial story. Potter
and Greene, who had both heard it all
about a dozen times, yawned ostenta-
tiously,

"¢ The car pulled up slowly, and Head
pulled the brakelever over. The hand-
some young man got out, and continued
on page 20— "

“Ha, ha, ha!"” roared Potter. ** That's

2 note saying where the yarn goes on! |

It isn't part of the story!”

“3hut up!” snapped Coker, ns he
yapidly turned over tho pages. ‘' Hero
you arel *‘He was the most &ea}aerata
criminal of the century, and had already
murdered five brides in a coupls of
mel ¥

““He, he, he!” cackled Greene. * Some
of your high ideals there, old sport!™

Coker frownad.

“Bhut up, ass!"” he enapped. “I'vo
got the wrong page. Listen: * Led the
charming young lady forward. “De you
love me?"” he asked passionately. ** ¥es, "
she said.” ™

Coker paused to swallow., The romance
was ona after his own heart. Coker had
been in love more than once. This sort
of thing appealed to him.

“!They were standing now in tho
shadow of a dgraal: elm,’ '" he read thrill-
ingly, *“¢and he drew her a little closer
to him. * Kiss me,” he said gently." ™

“Hauqhtjl' " game & voice from the
hedge.  * Oh, naughty, naughty !

Coker started, and stared furiously.

“Eh?®* he spid, *Wheo's that? Was
ih&t.l\%mu, Greane ™

“No!" said that worthy emphati-
cally.

“Or you, Potter?"”

“No!" returned Potter warmly,

“Then," said Coker, dramatically, * it
must have been someone clse!”

“Ha, ha, ha!"”

Harry Wharton & Co. could not bottle
up their merriment any longer.

“It's thoso cheeky faga!"” roared Coker
wrathfully. * Thoy're spying! I'll give
them something te go on with!”

He dashed forward towards the hadpe,
but another clod of earth caught him on
the nose, and burst in his open mouth.

“Groooh!”™ he roared. “ Pottar!
Groena! Give them socks!”

Horace Coker spat the earth ont, and
dashed on again: A regular fusillnde
met tho frie this time, and when Coker
¢limbed the hedge he found himself
cut off, surroundecd by the Hemovites,

“Como on!" he voarved.

Nothing daunted by numbers, he made
2 vicious swipe abt Harry Wharton; but
half a dozen hands gripped him and
dragged him down.

Potter and CGreenn arrived on the
scene a few seconds later, only to find
themsclves similarly outnambered.

Within haif a minute of the altack the
trto were prisoners in the hands of the
Removites. And, though they struggled
anrl threatened, 1t was in vain.

“Let me up!™ Coker howled furiously.
“* Lt me up, and I'll smash vou!”
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“Thanks; but our name
“Dilly 1" Bol Cherry grinned.

“IF you don't get off,” Coker raved,
“I'll jolly well spiflicate you!”

“No bad language,” Wharten said
calmly. “We've gob soveral things to
say to you, Colker, which you may as
well lister to, now the tables are turned.
We've all got scores to settlo with you.”

“T'Hl give you seores ! shouted Coker,
“You let me up, and I'll give tho lot of
you ecores |

“We're not going to let you get up,”
Johnny Bull said. ™ * Hope it's all the
same to you !

“You checky faps!” fumed the great
Horace, *“Just you—-"

 Never mind that, now,” said Whar-
ton. *I'lI tell you what we're going to
do with you. We're gaing to help you
look for the treasure.’

isn't

“No, you ain't!” retorted Coker., ™1
bag ed this spot.” "
“ Don't ge}s rour hair off ! grinned

Wharton. e're not going to pinch
any spots from you. Just going to give
you a few helping hands. Hoist him over
the hedge, you chaps!”

“The hoistivlness of the esteemed
Coker will ba terrific!” grinned Hurree
2ingh.

“*Just o minute!” sang out Nugent.
“IDo you want these two bounders?”

He waa referring o FPotter and
Civcene, on whose backs he snd Squwiff
wore sitting.

Mo, zaid Wharton, “Look here,
juast tie their hands behind their backs,
and then they cav go.”

“Right-ho ! grinned Peter Todd,

Potter and Greene weye joerked to their
fect, and, in spite of their strugples,
their hands weee tied Behind their backs,
and then together,

“MNow buzz off ! said Wharton., * Be
careful yvou don't fall over!”

The pair atarted off on their uncomfort-
ahle joorney. Potter hcing in front,
Greene had to walk backwards, and they
had net covered fifty vards before the
latter tived of that and started struggling,
The last the Removites saw of them waa
a3 they overbalanced and sprawled in a
ditch.

“I'll pay you for thia!" Coker roared,
a3 he watched his chums’ unhappy fate.

“No nced for payment,” %ub said
blithely. “It's a freo gift!™

The noble Coker was hauled over the
hedge and along the ground to the hole
he had been digging,

“Now wo're going to help look for the
treasure,” Wharton said. “Can you eec
it, Coker ™

“No!"” howled Coker. ¥ But I'll—7

“*Ihen look closer,” said Harry. And
ag he spoke ho thrust Coker’s face into
the loose mould, stiling the storm of
abuse which was on the point of issuing
from his mouth.

“Groooh 1" roared Coker.

“Found anything yet?' asked DPeter
Todd blandly.

“T'l flay yon when T—-"

“ Have another look ! advised IMrank
Nugent.

Coker'a words were cut off again as he
was pushed, face first, inte hiz own
handiwerl:.

“Yaroooh ! hio rosred sa he monaged
to pull his head clear. * Stogpit, you
little vottera! I'll pay you out for this!”

“*Arve you going ko koep your handa off
chaps sinaller than voarsqelf ' Wharton
asked quietly.

“No! I'l jolly well acraz  wyou
whop—"

“Better look a bit deeper for the trea-
aure. then ! Wharten grinned. * Yanl
hia feet wp, you chaps !™

Colker's feet suddenly shet inio the air,
and the Filth-Former slid forward, His
head went right inte the rabbit-burrow,
and when he wos dragged ont he looked
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like o nigger minstrel.  HMis hair and
face were covered in wet, block mould,
and his clothes locked as though he had
just come from a day's navvying.

“Going to be a good Iittlle boy in
future, Coker?” Wharton asked mock-

iliﬁl}h
‘oker growled savagoly,

1 think that'll do,” the Remove
skipper snid.  *“*He's had enough, and
that's a sample of what he'll get if ha
starts any more of hiz rotten bullying !™

They -:lrﬂgp&d Coker's feet, and
¢limbed the hedge. The Fifth-Former
did not go in pursuit. He had realised
that they were too strong for lim, and
he did not want any move treasure-seck-

ing after that style.
Boby  Cherry

Yxood-byve, Vielet!™
called as they started off.

“Don't stay out too late!™ added
Johnoy Bull

Coker enid nothing., His defeat had
been too humiliating for words.  ‘The
treasure had not been found, and, in addi-
tion, he had repeived a lesson which he
deserved. Buu what the Remove called
“bullying " was, in Coker's eyes, merely
proper chastisement of checky fags.

ErTE——

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Spades are Trumps !
Y tha following day the excitemeny
of the treasurc-hunt had spread
over Greyfriars Copics of * Bnip-

were to be seen every-

pings
where.

Little groupe stood about the corridors
discussing the vartous passazes in the
serinl tn which anything like a clue to a
possible hiding-place was given.

It hap‘pcnc& to be a half-holida®, and,
as there was no match on, there
threatened to be a general exodus of
tregaurc-hunters. Gosling found himself

deluged with I‘E‘C&uﬂﬂtﬂ for spades.

“1 tell you I ain't got none!” he
roared, for the {wenticth time, a3
Skinner and Stott  approached  him.

“Blow tho rotten treasure!”

“Haven't you gol anything like a
spade " persisted Skinner.

“I got a tableapoon !” said Gosling,
with a guffaw, * Will that de?”

“Oh, rats!” snapped Skinner, as he
passed on. o

Horace Coker appeared in the Close
with Potter and Greens. They scowled
ns they possed the Famoua Five. But,
as thern wers plenty of Remove fellows
hmuév, they only scowled.

"zoing to look for the treasure?" Tiob
Cherry sang out.

Coker clenched his fists.

U0l sealp you if you don't keep a
civil tongue in your f;mdl" he roared
threatemingly.

“Ha, ha, ha! TIorrid Horace, the
Pest of the Praivies!”

h cried Frank
Nugent.

Coker passed on with a brow like
thunder. Iie was not going after the
treasure any more. He had had enough
of digging. Dot as he came to the gate
Gosling pouneed out on him.

“"Ow gbout my spade?™ he asked.

Cloker glared.

“I haven't ot your rotten spade ! he
growled.

“Lut T lent it to vou,” Gosling said.
“T might ‘ave lent it fifty times this
arternoon.  Iifty {imes at "arf-a.crown,
that 18, Lot mo see, that moakes twenty-
geven guid you owes me, Mister Coker,
and I wants that spade back "

“Idey up, vou azz!™  gaid Coker
figraoly.

“*And over that spade, er T'll report
you to the "Had,” Gosling returned.
“And I'll "ave a [iver of that twenty-nina
gquitl now 1"

The mﬁtiiuﬁrrnt Coker snorted, and
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tried to pass on., Dut the porter havred
his way.

“T wants that spade back!™ he said
firmly. ]

“T telt you I haven't got it 1" growled
Coker. _ ] i

Gosling waved his arms in the air. 1lis
temper was rising.

“You ain't going to rob a 'onest man
of hia spade !"” he shouted. “T'H muke
vou give it back. I'l—"

“"g'}mt is all thas disturbance #"

Gosling turned, to sec that Mr. Prout
had come silently upon the scene.

“He's got my spade, eir !” he explained.
“Took my spade yesterdoy to go trea-
eure-unting, sir, ig hever you ‘eard of
such a thing Treasure-"unting, sir, 'e

E E——

Y“Ohatet 1" My, Prout snapped, turning
to Coker. * Er—Coker—is ﬁpmrrer:i thut
you have had this mwan’s spadei”

‘ Ju=I—that is--—"

““ Have you had his spade " demaunded
hllt:- PTEI'I.itm

“I did borrow it, sir.”

“Then where is it now 7

“Alh!  Where is it now 1" repeated
Gosling. I hexpects—"

“Please be guiet, Gosling!™ snapped
the Fifth Form master,

“ Which what I ineantersay is,” Gosling
continued, nothing daunted, * that I hex-
pEﬁEs the fairy goblings 'as bin an’ took
it !

“Iold your tongue!™
Prout, his temper
answer me at once!l

E?il
"I hexpecte~—" began Gosling again,
]Mr- Prout silenced him with a basilisk
glare, .

“I-—=that 18, I forgot to brin
sir,” Coker stamumnered, *I
field.”

“There! An’ wot did I tell vou, sir ¥
demanded Gosling triumphan&g.

“1I'm not talking to you, my man!”
stapped the Fifth Form-master. ' As
long as you have your spade back, I do
not mind what vou say, or what vhu
expect. Coker [V

at 'a‘repj siv F'*

“You will go out now and hrinq that
epade in at once !** Mr. Prout spid, * You
11.-'11E1”repnrt. to me when you have done
&0

“That's ¥ them colfin goblings ain’t
took 181" guffawed Gosling. *“I hex-

PW“‘—*‘"
" Mre. Prout

“That will do, Gn-uling
enapped. "I do not desive to hear any

more of your nonsense !
Coker glared as the
passed on.
“If that there spade ain't brung back

I tells Mr. Sprout!” Gesling grinned.
jbﬁm gobling e'lgm, wot I

‘““That 1s, if
hexpects~——"'

“Oh, shat up!” growlsd Coker.

He had forgotten about -the spade till
now; but the only thing to do ecemed
to journey to the cross-roads and fetch it.

“Let's 'ave some of the treasure!™
Gosling called after him. *I'd like a
nice dunan necklace. Haw, baw, haw!”

Coker frowned, and strode on. Potter
and Greene followed in gloomy silence.

“Going to do any more digging?™
growled Potter,

(Coker grunted,

“ Haven’t you got eny more ideas?”
asked Greene,

“Bhut upl” snapped Coker,

The thres went on a little farther.
Potter and Greensa wore not enjoying
the walk, Coker lad intended taking
themn out to tea, and they had been ox-
pecling a jolly afternoon. There woas
nothing jolly sbout this.

i didn’t you bring the wretched
thing back last night?” growled Pottor,
after a pause,
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vasped  Mr.
rising.  * Coker,
Whera 18 that

it back,
left it in &

Form-master

Decause I didn'v!” snapped Coker.

“Trust a silly jay like yvou fo forget
ik fumed Greene. “ 1 suppose you
want to bave a2 leck at the beautiful
croeg-roads again [’

“ Ratg |
“And ses the epot where they
kissed-—"

“Bhut up!™

*“*While Head was shoving the treasure
down a rabbit-burrow I"

“He, he, he!" cackled Potter.

“Dh, ring off 1 enarled Coker.

There was another silence. The walk
was getting on the nerves of Coker's
chume, .

“There's a gnarled oak over there,”
said Potter suddenly " Do you want to
have a look underneath %"

{ioker tarned round fiercely,

“Keep vour silly mouth shut!” he
hooted. _ )
“Wouldn't it Le fine for a loving

couple ¥ purred Greene.

Coker charged.  His chums bolted.
Cloker turned, and resumed his journey
for the 11nlu¢:ir3 spade—alone !

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
A Surprise for the Highelifians !
«F T'S no good looking for treasure if

I ou don't know where to go,”

Iarry Wharton painted out.

The Famous Five, with one or
two other Removites, were fiust passing
out of the school gate, Coker and his
two chums were far up the road, etill
engaged in their argument.

“ Hear, hear!” said Bob E!lmrr{.

“Tha itenrahearfulnesﬂ,” remarked the
nabob of Bhanipur, “is terrific [”

“Well, T propose wmu and rag the
diggers, then,” sugpgee Johnny Bull.
“ Skinner's gone to Friardale Wood, and
there are several other parties there,
tm"l'?

“Good idea !’ said Nugent. _

The party struck om$ for Friardale
Woods,

The Jigging partics had all gone out
unoslentatiously, They had no desire to
call attention to their activities.

“1 say, you fellowsa—"

The chums suddenly furned as a
familiar voice floated to their cara. Billy
Bunter rolled out of the thicket.

“Hallo, Bunty! What's the trouble
now §"

“T1 eay, I'm coming with you fcllows,
vou know,”

* Perhaps [ .

“ Better buzz off while you're in one
complete lump!” Bob Cherry said.

“Tf you're going to look For the
treasure——"" Bunter persisted.

“We're not!"” said Wharton.

“Good I said Punter, with a grin.
“J1t's really just a rotten awindle to got
fellows into rewa! I don't believe thera's

any treasure been buried at all I
“No?”

“ Ag 8 maotter of fact,” Bunter said
grandly, “I've cxperimented myself, and
pmvedy that there's no st buried
where they say "

“Ha, ha, ha "™

“Tleased if I see anything to cackle

ahout I” growled the Owl, blinking in.
dignantly through his round glasses.

“"'Was that what the Head said "

“No!? snapped the Owl.  “The
Tlead’a o rotten tyrant, and le's got 1o
imagination !

“Iia, T, ha 1™

“Jf vou fellows think it's g0 awfully
finny,” growled Bunter, *I won't come
with yeu 1"

“Well, den't ™ said Beb

“We think it’s awfully fanny
Johuny Bull _

“1Io, bLe, he!” emid Bunier [eebly.

(R
.
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“0Of course, Bull, T can take your litila
jokes. He, he, he!”

“ What are you making that row shout,
Bunty ' Wharton asked.

“Laughing at Johnny's little joke,
Wharton, -old fellow,” sald DBunter. “1I
say, you chaps, where are you going to
have tea?” :

“ Not going to have any,” replied vhe
captain of the Remove. *“ And net zo
much of your “old fellow * 1Y

Bob Cherry held np his hand warn-

ngly.
s Highcliffe cadsa!™ he whispered.
The juniors stopped and looked,

Through & clearing they ¢ould see Pon-
sonby & Co. They were cagerly delving

-ander the roots of a giant el

“They must have struck a pretty im-
poctant clue to come over here ! Bnob
Cherry grinned. “ Look at Pon--actually
workiog ! .

The chums grinned. : :

The Highcliffe nuts were putting their
backs into their work. Evidently they
really thought that they had struck a

dod elws. The chums of the Remove

d never seen them working so hard,
hefore.

“It's a pity to distwrb them," Whare.
ton said, with & touch of mock sadness.
“I expect they're getting ready for their
turn to take a spell in the trenches. But
it must be done.”

“Life wouldn't be worth living if ona
neglected such plain duties,” said Bob
piously. * Come on !”

Ile gave & yell, and the Greyfriars
fellows charged. The Higheliffe crowd
turned in amazement.

“Greyfriars rvotters, hy gad!" Tan.
sonby exelaimed. At 'em !

But the Removites were six to fve,
not counting .Bunter, and they had old
scorer to mettle.

Vavasour caught up lds spade to mork
the attackers. Vavascur's notion of fuir
fighting included epades, if and when
n*railalﬂ-e.

Nugent eaw it, and ducked in the nick
of time., As the weapon whirled at lis
head he collared the Higheliffa fellow
and sent him to the ground. The spade
struck the tree, and canght Vavasour on
the mouth as it recoiled.

“ You howlin' cad " he voared. * You
did thet on purpose!”

Nugent grnned grimly.

MNext moment VYavasour's face was

buried in the loose earth, and he was
biting at big chunks of England 1n an
endearour to say what he thought.

Johnny Bull and Beb Cherry were
sitting on Monsen and Drury, who had
shown small inclination for the frar.

Ponsonby put_up an apology for a
fight againgt Harry Wharton, and
Gadsby disputed the matter with Squiff.
But when Hurree Bingh threw lis
weight in ae well, the last spark of
conrage left the Highelifians.

“Got on 1 muttered  Wharton
triumphantly, as he ecated himsell on
Ponzonby.

Ponsonby let out o howl.

“¥ou wait till we get yvou alone, you
cac ! he roared.

“Ha, ha, ha!"”

“You won't laugh then!” Ponsonby
shouted. *You'll Grooogh!™

“"Heold vour tongue when vou'ra with
vour hetters!” Wharion said severely,
as he dipped the Highcliffian's face iuto
the mould. o

“I tell wyou
f.‘-':m]%nit{” _

“You needn't tell us next time vou're
going to do that,” sang out Bob Cherry.
“We know you'll stop it!"

“What shall we do with them 7" askad
Wharton.

“Let me got at "'om ! cried Buntier,

Yavoogh!
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in a warlike tone. They looked fair
gafer now, " I'll show you what to do!™
“ Ha, ha, ha!"
Bunter's pluck, when the danger was
have

over, was, as Inky would re-
miarked, *“terrife.” Dut it was not
wanted,

Bunter lombered down the bank in
vory warlike mood.

“Clear off, porpoise!” snapped Bcob
Clhierry.

“But I'm poing to give them some-
thing  they’ retnemsber 1" Bunter
hmvh&r_'[.

“Your postal-order 77 asked Nogent.

“Ha, ha, hal"

“No!” snapped Bunter. “I'm going
to zive them a good loding '™

“Needo't  trouble ! said  Sgquifl.
“You're ton late !

“Then you can do without my help!™
howled Buaoter., **And I hope they jolly

woll ek you 1

U oughty ! said  Bob reprovingly.
“How conbd vou say such a thing!
Tley look like if, don't thew?®

“The guestion 18" Wharton ashked
agaiy, “what are we going to do with
them ¥

Tiob Cherry grinnad.

“Well, they've mwade a pretty good
mess of the gronnd,™ he said. “I think
we ought to Bil the hols in again—with
them ™

“Ha, ha, ha!l”

“Qood 1dea!” Nugent
U Wlhat do vou say, Gaddy?¥

1o let Gadsby's head up o little, and
the Highalifian vented earth and threats
at a fearful rate.

“Most  enlightening ! Nugent ra-
ntarked, ae lte vestored the mouth to its
old position. I think Dob's suggestion
12 the begt ™

“Carriad
dubnny Bull,

“If you follows will leave it to me. "
nnley began again, *I'l jolly well
set:le them for vou!¥

“Oh, burz off I eald Wharton., “You
make e tired!”

Ile sprang up suddenly, and hauled
Pongonby after Lim,

“Pon firet 1" he shoubed.

The leader of the nuts found himself
flving head-first into the hele he had
dug almost before be Enew what was
happening.

“*Yaroooxh I he howled.

_ Monson followed him before he had
time to say any more, and, perha
chiooging the softest spot whereon to I'mﬂi]

remarked.

unanimeously "' growled

buried his head in Ponsonby'as waisteont, |

The others followed in quick time., A

chorus of howls and greoans Aoated up

from them.

i HP]I] EF“

*Grooogh ! That's my tummy ™

“"Stoppat, you howlin® idiet !

“Yavooooh! That's my eye !™

The Removites grinned,

“They've trving hard enough to find
that treasure " grinned Wharton, I
hope they'll sueceed. Come on, you
fellows 1"’

He tuened, and scrambled up the bank.
and the others followed. Bunter, not so
imhle as the rest, found himself left
behind alone, Ha charged furiously np
the elape, but at the last moment lost his
Litksnen,

“Help " he voared.

Bt there wuzs no help then, and
Bunter had his wish of " getting at
them ™ gratified. He rolled down the
bank, and landed with a crash on the
masz of struggling humanity,

Tiomp ! Crash T Groan !

“Yaroogh ' roaved the Owl

“¥ou've broken my neck!" howled
Meanzon,

“And Vavasour wvemarked

patheti-
eally : *Croooooogh 1™
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THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Pon's Nose !

Ll A, ha, hal"

The chums of the Remove
roared at the sight which met
their oexes, :

Bunter was the first of the struggling
heap to stagger up; but as he e
deavoured to dash awey Monson caught
hold of bhin. The fat junior eollapsed
backwards, and landed on the IHigh-
cliffians again.

“Yarcoogh!" roared Ponsonby, who
was still underncath.

“Gerrafl, you fat bounder I™ howled
Vavasonr,

Bunter endeavoured to obey the in-
Junction. Someone had caught hold of
A lm-;fr-: lummy of Dunter and was pinching
L heartily.

“Yow!” he roared, "Leggo, rwou
brute! I'll smash you if you don't!
Wow I

“{ive it 'em, Banty!” yelled Bob
Cherry encouragingly,

Bunter stagecred vop, then sat down
again,  The Highcliffians were helpless
Leneath the [t junior’s weght 1 their
present plight.

“Lick them '™ advised Nogent. “ Dut

sou’ll find them a bit gritty, and they'l
probably tasto nasty at first ™

“ila, ha, hal”

The Owl struggled, and rolled back-
Wartks. - Lhe mix-up became worse than
cvor, and Bunter grew vet more scared,

“\Fl‘n{ don't you help a chap?” he
roaredd lpstily. " Why Yarooogh |7

Vavasour had managed fo free himself,
end he dealt the roaring junior n punch
that lenocked all the wind out of him,
e rolicd over, shouting as though he
hind been mortally wounded.

“Come en, vyou chaps!”
aliouted.  * Give "om socks [

The humiliated Higheliffan: struggled
to their feet, and lined up ready to
charge up the slope at the grinning Re-
movites, Dunter, seelng the coast was
clear, picked himself up and scudded
away as fast as hie fat little legas would
carry him. But his going was practically
unnoticed.

“Charge ! roared Ponsonby,

Ie dashed forward heedlessly,
furions, that he did not leok where

Vavazour
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he
was gun;f:. His foot caught the blade of
ong of the spades, and lhe fell forward,
steiking his nose on something hard.

“Fooop! Yaroooh 1" Yonsonby
voared.

“Ila, ha, ha!" laughed the Removites.

They wore cenjoving the spectacle of
tha discomfited I][ighfiifﬁmu. And ther
were guite ready to resume hostilitics
when the otliers were rfady,

Iut Ponzonby scemed to have had
epough, The bicod was coming [rom hes
noze, and his muddy handkerchief was
already  vatheor red.  Gadsbhy  leoked
round desperately,

“Come on, Pon!™ hie roarmd.

“Cub od yourselb " gritied Ponsonby
through his handkerchaef.

“Yav ! commanded Gadaby sternly.

“ on's hurt,” said Vavasour manfully.
“1'm going to lock after him, He might
biced to-death.”

*Ha, ha, ha!” roared ihe Removites
again. ; . ;

It wos evident that the Highclifians
hnd had encuogh,

“You wait!™  fumed Gadsby im-
potently, But even in the heat of his
tml-mpm' he was net ioclined to attack
alome.

“Thanks!" aeaid Wharion sweetly.
“Tow long? Till Pon's pose stops
bleeding *™

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“We'll pive you secks!”  heowled
Meonzon,

“Den't trouble ! said Frank Nugent

y Sweetly,

One Penny. (

“We've got some. Send ‘em
thie soldiers 1™ ; -~

1 *F You'll got o thumpin' good lickin' for
khis, absolutely ! shouted Vavaszonr,

*Pon's nose any better yet?” asked
VW hartom, ofter & panae,

Ponsonby was still holding tho hand-
kerchicf np.  IE was evidepnt thot the
flow of blood had not stopped.

“Dob't try 1o be fuddy ' he sparled
through his handkerchicf, *We'll wibe
ub the groud with vou for this:”

“HEL. ]'.I.EI., ha 1™

The Higheliffans almest mostered
courage for a really ferocious chavge,
but Ponsonby was not in a stale to bear
another tap on his injured organ, angd
thern was not enough pluck left among
the test of his party for an stlack upon
even half their number,

“How's the nose?”" asked Wharton
zgain,

Nao reply.

“ Nursey,”  suid  Bob, addecssing
Vavazour, “how's tho patient?"

The only reply was a2 muffied curse.

“You told us to wait!” said the cap-
tain of the Remove severely., * It's ver
rude not to tell vs how poor old Pon s
going on ™

Grunt!

“We do hope he won'c die!
Johinny Bull,

Ponsonby glored at them in buffed

lfﬁ

23id

fury.
“What will you have on the wreath?"
azked Bob Cherry kindis.

“You'll sig sdoder tude hefode you're
buch eder I'' growled Ponsonby fercelr.

“You're sigig i1t aleeady I" returned
Johnny Ball.

Still no attack was made. The Re-
movites were megeiful enough to leave
the next onslanght to the Highelifians,

“That noze well ot " asked Wharton,
after another pause.

No reply was vouchsafed.

Y Most disgustin' bad manuers,”™ the
captain of the Remove said, in imitation
of Pousonby's drawl. “ Shall we leave
thoem, dear ﬂ-:-:ra?’*

“The leavefulness of the ludierous
rotters will be terrifie ! grinned Hurres
Singh,

Hham oon ! said Bob Cherry, waving
his hand. * Toodle-got?

The nuta had not even swirit left for a
verbal reply.  They had been knocked
right ont of {ime,

[ —

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Troubla for One !

ARRY  WHARTON and  his
chums pressed on through the
3 ww&d 1!1; high spi?t‘a.i They had
] paid ofl & swore fairly owing fo
Pon & Co. d i
Now they looked, like Alezander of
-:;In.!‘, for fresh worlds to conguer.
"Is that another merchant digging
asked Dob Cherry suddenly, as bo raised
hiz hand and pointed nhead.

“"Tian't one of our chaps,” gaid
Johnny Bull.
“Asa!” snorted Dob Cherre.  “Who

said it was? It looks to me like a young
man who ought to have something Letter
to do than dig for treasure in war-time.
He would bLe better digging in the
trenches, I should say.”

“MNoble youth.™ said Wharton, hall
wockingly.

Bob Cherry flushed.

e Wellj, vou know I don't want to mér-
monise,” he replied. " But I don't think
any chap of hiz age ought io be free to
mes3 about digging for buried treasure
at a time like this

Wharton nodded. _

The mun they were approaching faced
them as he dug. He was t well-
built, naud young. It was small wonder
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that e Removites thought that his
place was rather in the Army than trea-
sure-hunting.

“Hallo!" grinned Nugent suddenly.
" A visitor for him 1"

Billy Bunter hod just rolled oub of the
hushes, and, eeeivg the man digging, he
pulted up.

“Found anything yeti” he asked,

Thoe young man locked grimly at
DBunter,

“What do vou wanti" he snapped.

Bunter Llinked through his glasses,

“Y¥ou won't find anything therel” ho
gniffed. *Now, # you want to find the
treasure I can give you a really good
hEl" I happen to know -where it is!”
he digger paused. Tho chums of the

Remove had just come wup, and they
stopped and locked on.

hat's your tip?” asked the young
man impatientle.

“I'l] tell you where the freasuro is—
for ten bob!" suggested Bunter.

““Ha, ha, ha!"

Bunler turned round. Has had mot
hicard the Remavites comea up.

*What are you cackling about?” he
demanded. I can't see anything
funny 1

“Anvbody got a pocket misrer?”
asked Bob.

The digger turned to his work again.

“You won't find anything thero, I tell
you!" Bunter howled.

The young man looked up savagely.

“What do I}_:d:ru young rascals want

round here?” he demanded. “'I don't
want. a pack of silly school kids bhanging
about me. I'm not looking for
treasure!'

Wharton flushed.

* ¥ou haven't bought the woods, have
vou?” he neked.

‘““No," snapped the other. * But my
business is no affair of yours, Clear off 1"

The Removites looked at cach other.
The young man raised his spade threaten-
ingly.

“What are you going to do with
that?* Bob Cherry. asked grimly.

“ Ave gﬂu going to clear off 1" de-
manded the young man,

“MNot st present,” Wharton replied
calmly, “We'll go when we choose.”

The digger glared.

** Then f’l! move vou, by Harry!" ke
exclaimed.

The Removites could not holp smiling.
The young man, powerful s be was, did
not look quito cqual to that job.

“We're weiting!” said
sweetly, “ We ghouldn't like to hort you
unleza ¥ou really asked for it!”

“Will you get out of this?" shouted
the digger, losing his temper completely.

“We've told you once,” replicd Whar-
ton blandly. “Are you deaf?”

“All right, then,” snid the young
man, thrugging his shoulders. * You can
jolly well watch till you're blue in tha
fﬂ'ﬂ'ﬂ!"

‘The treasure-seeker renewed his dig-
ging, and, as if by accident, threw a
shovelful of mould over Bunter,

“Hi!”" vonred the fat junior. ''Look
what you're doing !

The young man locked up., His foxy
face twisted into a grin,

“Shouldn’t get in the way!”™ he
advised,

“I'd give you a jolly good hiding if
vou weren't bigger than me,” Buantor
howled. *T'd—I'd spiflicate you!”

Another. shower of mould came over.
The Removites could not help grinning.
Bunter wiped hia face, and looked as
though he was getting ready to explode.

“You rotter! he ahnuteg, “You do
that again, and I'11—"

He stopped short as the digger did it
apaiIn.
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As the trensure hunter started work
once again, however, Bunter grinned. A
sudden idea had come to him. He crept
cautiously nearer to the scene of opera-
tioms.

reemed to float up from the hele. Bun-
ter was ventrilequising, but only the Re-
movites knew that, The young man
stopped short, and stared.

he groan prew londer as Bunter noted
the effect. ‘'The chums saw that the
digger went whitfe.

* Help 1" came faintly from the grountd.
“I'm not dead yet, you munderous
scoundrel "

The Remaovites restrained their laugh-
tor with an «ffovt. Harry Wharton sprang
forward with a well pretended look of
horror.

“Have you Luvied someona thera®®”
he demanded. ‘

"Moo !" stammered the other.

" Liav ' ecame from the ground.

The treasure-hunter's knees trembled.

*There's someone down there!™ said
Wharton dramatically. ** Get him out at
once, or we'll send f?;r the police "

“P'm in awiul pain,™ came the voice.
“Help! Quick! I'm drowningl"”

“Ha, ha, ha!”’ Jn:rhn:g Bull gurgled.
"“That siiqu ass of an Owl will give it
away if he's not careful!”

The young man dug furiously. The
voice sounded again.

7z

“Hurry up! Help!™”

The Removites pulled out their hand-
kerchiefs to smother their mirth. The
trepsure-hunter was paying the penalty
of annoving Bunfer!

“Wooll Grooooooh! Waool-woof [

The digger stopped, and pranced to
ong side, as a fierce dog seemed guddenly
to bark at him. He pavsed, and wiped
the perspiration off his face.

“Help?' DBunter threw his
again. “Thievea! I'm drowning

“Ha, ha, ha "

The Remorites conld restrain their
laughter no longer, and the young man
sucddenly saw dazlight.

“It's a tyick!” he roarved.
vou for your tricks!”

rOlCe

ri1¥

“T' pay

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
A Dark Affair!

!. & the digger serambled up out of

the hele the juniors scaltered,
and Bunter promptly took to his
heels and ran for it.

The assailant cortainly looked dangov-
ous, He brandished his spade in a
manner which beded no good for any-
one who got in his way.

“IIl pav you for vour tricks[™ he
howled again.

The Removites dvew together awain
at a little distance.

M We'd -better get that spade from
him,” gaid Johnny Buol. “He'll kill

somecone if he gets half & chanee ™

The next moment a muflled groan
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Wharton nodded.

“We'll rush him,” he =aid. “ I Bcbh
and Franky make o feint attack on the
right, we can collar him from behind.”

"Good egg!” said Squf.

EBob Cherry and Nugent procecded to
carey out gneir part of the programma
at once. They skirted to the right, and
then pretended to make a rush,

The digger turned in theiv direction,
wielding his spade threateningly. As
soon a3 they drew near he made o yrush,
but the juniora were ready for Lhat
They turned tail and fled, and at the
same moment Wharton and the others
dashed up from behind and wrenched
the spade away from the man.

“Give that back!” shouled the young
man furiously. *“I'll—I"ll—*

“You'd better get cool!”™ Wharton
advised, as he faced the angry man.

1* You've no right to threaten us, in the
| ﬁr?‘t !‘p'lacm 5

ou camo anpoyving me!” returned
Ehe other fiercely. " What 1I'm deoing is
no business of yours!™
“Well, T don't know snbout that!™
Wharton returned coolly. “7 should say,
at a gucss, that there's something fishy
about it 1"

The digger’u eves met those of the
captain of the Remove. Wharton had
merely loosed o shaft 2t o venture, and
was rather surprieed to see that the
voung man looked taken aback.

“YWhat on earth do you mean?” he
snapped.

Wharton shrugged his shoulders.

“"Nothing 1  particular,” he said.
“But it isn't usual for a treasure-seeker
to get on his ear because a few chaps
Itnpp-&n to turn up and watch him! You
don't own the place!”

“T won't have anyone watching me!"™
snapped the other. **You nh:}u?‘::l have
moved off whon I told you to!"

Y Whyt"

“Becavse [ don't want people spying
on mel” enapped the other.’ “I've got
special reasons,” he added lamely.

Wharton pointed to the ground, Hia
eyes had spotted something which the
?'ﬂuna' man had drn[fped as he charged
orward. It looked hke a plan of part
of the woods.

“ Perhaps that’s the reason,” he said.

The digger turned. The chums eaw
that his face went white as he noticed
the slip of paper. He enatched it up
hurriedly, and thrust it into his pocket.

“Plans are dengerous things to hava
in  ‘war-time," arry Wharton said
meaningly.

“Plans!” blustered the other. “What
do you mean?"

“That was a plan of the woods that
vou just picked up,” Wharton returned.
“You may be a beastly German spy faor
all we know. Yon certainly behave like
a Hun!”

The young man pansed. Bunter ehoce
the opportunity to veturn and listen to
the batile of words without having to
strain his ears.

“I=—I don't know what yvou mean!™
the other returned. “You'd better clear
olf bafore 1 give you a thick ear for your
fher.lE! Faney suggesting that I'm o
apy 1"

“"We're not gourng Lll we know what
you're doing  here!" sad  Wharton,
making a sudden vesolution.

“I'm digging for treasure,” {he young
man returned %hl‘nﬂf.

“You egaid just now that vou woren's,™
Wharton returned.

There wes a panse.
broke it

“You fellows have gat me in a tight
corner,” he said. I see T shall have in
tell you cverything. I'm liere in een-
nection with the treasure. As @ matter

The voung man
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of foct, I'm a represcutative of °Smip-
pmg;a‘.’ But you muztn't breathe a word
of this to anyone.”

M1 don’t see why youn should be dig-
ging heve,” the Hemovite returned,

“ Pl explain, Hmnf'+ =i the other,
i f name's Darke——" -

“1 Enew it was something shady 1?
Jolmny Bull pui in.

Pavke frowned.

“Will you hear moe or pot?” demanded
Me. Darke, frownmg.

“YVes " said Wharton, “Go on!™

“I'm hore fo bary next  week's
treasure,” Darle explained.

“Oht gaid the Removites.

“That's the reaszon why I carry the
plan,” went on the stranger. * That
plan is handed by me, scaled up, to the
cditor. He will not open it till some-
one claims the treasuve and the time has
expired.”

“Then we know where next week's
stufl 13!” DBuwter excloimed eagerly.

“¥You don't!” returned Darke, smil-
mg. I shall be digging round about
Friardale for a week, to put people off
the scent. No one will know where I
put the editor’s token.”

Buntey’s eyes gleamed. ;

“T say, Mr. Darke,” he exclaimed, ' if
you let me know where you put it I'm
a generous sort of chap, you know ! Why
ghouldn't we go halvesf T'd keep
mum !

“I'm not a swindler!” said Darke,
with dignity.

Bunter blinked indignantle.

“1 made you & sporting ofler!” he
snorted.

“Then you'd better shut upl™

“Why uin't you in the Avmy?” howled
Bunter, at a loss for anything else to

BLY.

i)arlm ignored the remark.

“I hope you fellows will keep mum
about my identity,” he said,” turning to
Wharton, *TI might be followed about,
and then it would give the thing awas.
¥ou understand 1

“Yes,” said Wharton slowly. “Youo're
guite sure that it's all right*”

“Of courss,” said Darke. “I've only
told you this becawse I felt that soma
explaenation was due from me. I lost my
temnper now becanse I wos just going to
bury the token when vou fellows came
up. and you wouldn't go away.”

The Removites looked at one snother.
The ai;c_rily seemed feasible enough.

“Bemdes,” Darke E}lrﬁued “why on
earth should any spy dig in the wooda?"

“We'll take your word, Mr. Darke,”
said Wharton., “Good-bye!”

The Remaovites went, sand the last they
saw of Darke was as he caught up his
spade and started returning the earih
he had disturbed.

e i

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.

The Missing Letier!
i WONDER who ho really 23"

I Harry  Wharton voiced his
thoughts alowd a3 the chums
walked on.

“YWell, it's a pretty pood wvarn, any-
way, if he's made it up,” Nugent
obeerved. " There's no reason why we
ahonld doubt him.”

“Rut he behaved jolly gueerly to start
with,” Johnny Bull put in. “T thiuk
Mr. Darke is a dark Hu:urse."

“What do you say, Bquilfi” asled
Whartan.

“ Don't quite know what to think,"” the
Australion junior observed. *Of ecourse,
it's no business of ours really, vnlesa he's
a Hun gpy. Somehow, I don’t think he's
that., They don’t go digging about in
breed davlight and giving themezelves
awar. They've too jolly slim ¥

“That’s vight,” Wharton reterned, 1
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should say he has really something to do
with the treasure. All the same, I'm
ing to Leep an eye open if we meet

im nﬁum. He might be up to zome-
thing fishy.”
Inky nodded sclemnly.

iéF

1o fshiness of the ludicrous chump
g terrific,” he observed. * Ie shoyld be
watchfully regarded.”

“1 apree with Bguiff., It's really no
bizney of ours,” Bob Cherry said. "1
don't think he's & spy, and 1if it amuses
him to dig holes, lot him! IIo'll be an

ood form by the time they rope Lim
mia the Army."”

Bunter gronted.

“Haeng the fellow ! he growled
“Where are you chaps going for tea?”

“What do you want {o know for?®
acked Wharton,

“Oh, I'm coming with vou, Ilarry,
old man ! Buuter said, with much affec-
Lo,

“You're not "' zaid Wharlon. without
any aflection whatever.

utiter blinked ingignanily.

“What! Wotb afier T Loked (e Thigh-
cliffe cads like that#” he howled. ;

*“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Hroates ! shouted the Owl,
Weron' fe—""

* Oh, bump him, vou ciraps 1 gaid Bol
herey wearily, “1le’s a fair naisauee.”™

“Collar am ! showted SBguali, making
a eindden rush.

Bunter did not wait. Ile waz off ams
guickly as he could frovel,

“Phat's settled Lim for o Lig™ grinned
Squiff. "I soppose he'll ey aod {find
someons else to freese on 107

A htle farther on the party came on
Skinner & Co., who were busy upon a
patch of their own.  Snoop and Stoit
were slacking, and Ekinner was gbusing
them voundly,

As Bob Cherry observed, it needed a
gntle hint that treasurve-zoeking i a
wenrdons game,

“Look at all the men whe've gone to
pot hunting for gold,” he said gravely.
“We can™ let these dear hittle feliows
fall ¢ut over the treasure when they're
ao friendly together, can we, Harry?"

The captain of the REemove grinmed as
he eaught Dob's meaning.

“If vou

“*No, we can't,” he laughed. “Wa'd
better pive then a hitle lesson that i
a tricky job digging for treasure”

Skinner & Co, found themsclves sad-
denly pounced on and rolled in the sarth.
They were not hurt, but it was suffcient
to make them angrv.

And it was duo to themy, Bhmner &
Co. hatd been disunguishing themselves
in unpleasnut ways quite frequently of

late, i .
“"Fou wal, wyou ecads!” Bhinner
lowled.

“Sorry 1" sand Bob Cherry. “Bul we
haven't got time now.,”

“TI moke you euffer for this!"™

fiowled Skinner.

“To-morrow wiil dal’ Johnny Dall
grinned.  “*Ta-ta for the present! Doa't
be nanghty while we're gone !

Tirle

The wims  adjourned o
Clegg's, and hed tea.

“1 veckon there ia move fun in helping
the others than in digging for yourselt,™
Bob Cherry grinned, as he sampled tha
war-time cakes,

“I alwaya like to lielp another chep.”
sai] Jolwmny Bell. T think we really
helped them to get a bit deeper into 1he
subject !

oL over, I Move was lllﬂ.dE '!D"l.'i'u.'t‘[.!ﬂ

Creyiriars.
“I  wouder what's happened to
Bunty 7 eshed Nuogent suddenlyr, " We

haven't secn the porpoige for a long tane.
He must have found something interest-
ng,

Wharvton had hizs mouath open to ropiy
when he suddenly stopped. A shout, i
the furzliar tones of the Owl of the We-
move, floated to their cavs,

A secomd luber they saw the fat junior
Lreak cover from the hedge and cuine
F?Et-tn down the road. A few yards be-
iid B van another figure, ovidently
in purseit. The cllums recopaised it wa
My, Davke, the treasuve-planton.

“ Bunty's beon and goue and got 1nto
tronble, aa uzoal,™ promted Wharton, os
Lie watelied the jumor pelt down the road.
*“Wonder what he's been np fo now "

The fst junior, considering his weight,
was moving wonderfully well, He was
conaiderably frightened. [Te was cx-
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hausted by the timme be reached the

juniors, and bhe just managed to doldge
ehind them as Darke dashed up.
“What's the troubla now ?"  ashked

Wharton, as the angry man rushed at
Bunter.

“Lelet me pasa ™ Darke panted
Furicusly,. * He's robbed 1! et me

get at him 1"

“Bready on ! maid Joleiny Bull, as he
barred the other's way. * Leave Bunter
glone! What's he done, anyway "’

“He's stolen something ! Darke said
furtously, making a push to get past.
“I'll have it back, by Harry!”

“Not ao fast,” said Wharton sternly.
“Have you got anvthing of fus
Bunker?"

“MNo!" pnawered the Owl sullenly.
**He eaw me, and I think he went potty,
for he started chasing me.”

“Ive a lie ! shouted Durke. * He fol-
lowed me, and pinched & letter out of
my coat. I'm going to have it back!™

“X baven't taken any letter out of his

ocket I Bunter howled, safe behind the

emovites, and defiant again. It was
on the grass, and I just picked it up to
give it back to him when he started
chasing e !

SH'm " muttered Wharton.

He hardly know what to think
Bunter's actiona were often qucalmnu.hlf.
and it was quite possible thai he muglt
gel into eerious trouble if he had really
stolan & letier, ~

“Wheve's the letter now ™ he asked
sharply.

“1 haven't got his letter,” growled

Bunter. *1 dropped it on the road."”
“You didn’t 1" roarcd Darke.
£ ?ﬂﬂ 11

Dunty !

“Turn out your paockets,
“We'll soon seo

commanded Wharton.
if that'e true."

The Owl of the Remove did so with
alecrity. Dut theres was no sign of the
missing letter,

“He must have dr::rgpnd it on the
road—if he ever had it,” Wharton said,

turnng to Ddarke. " You'd better go
back along the road.” )
“I'll have you arrested for this!”

howled Darke. *Theft from 2 man's
pocket 15 a seripus thing ™

“But Bunter hasn't got the letter,”
Wharton pointed out. “Was there any-
thing important m it?"”

“Mothing !” Bunter gaid promptly.
# About six lines of writing. T don't
know what he's making such a fuss
sbout! And I never looked at it!™

Darke ghook his Bst savagels.

“I'll meke you young rvascals sorr
¥ou ever ran up against me!” he grated,
as ha turned on his heel.

The ERemovites watched him retrace
his steps up
gide for the letter. But apparently he
did not find it, for when he came to tha
break in the hedge he turned and shook
his fist again, before he disappeared from
sight.

*He's a rummy customoer ™ wnrmured
YWharton.

M And what did he mean abouat us run-
ming up aguipst him?®”  asked Frauk
Nugent.

* Geodness only knows!” said Bquiff,
“But if he gets into a tear Like that just
abhout & blessed latter, I don’t reckon he
can be up to much good.”

I said there was something sy about
him,” mattered Wharton,

And Inky nodded

“The fshiness of the ridiculons
chump,” he commenced, *jz ——"

“Terrilic!™ Arished Bob.

And as they made their wavy Lock 1o
tho school they become more certain
than ever that there was someihing un-
usually shady about the darkness which
sturounded Darke.
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the road, peering on either.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Invisible Ink !
Y 'VE found it
I Bob Cherry burst inte Study
No. 1 like a tornado. The chums
lecked up at him in amazement.

- “Found what?” growled Johnny Bull
“The treasure?”

“Or Dunter’s postal-order?” asked
Nuogent.

“Ha, ha, ha!"”

Mo, I haven't!” snorted Bob., “I've

found Darke's lotter[”

“Oh!”

The Removites looked up with interest
as Bob pulled a crumpled white envelope
from Lis pogket.

“I fountd it in the hedge,” he ex-
plained. “ And as there’s no writing ou
the envelope I had to look inside to zee
what it was. I'm hanged if I can sec
whr'r he got so excited, though.”

““Bure it's his letter?” asked Wharton.

"It must he" said Bobh. Y Anvway,
the chances are that it is the one he
lost. Quelchy asked me to nip inte
Friardale on my bike to pest a registered
letter, and I spotted the thing as I was
coming back, near where he chased
Bunty vesterday.”

Wharton looked thonghtiul.

“I don't like reading other people’s
letters,” he said stowly. “But, az Bob
hod to look at it, we may as well all
see it. Chuck it over, old scout!”

Bob tossed the letter across. Wharton
withdrew  the cruynpled  sheet  and
scunned the few lines of writing.

“Dear Alf,” he read. *“The parcel of
beans reached me safely. ¥ hope you're
having a good time down there in Friarc-
dale. Things aro very quick now.—
Yours, Tox Ricumoxn,’

Jolinpy Bull laughed,

“Well, if ba gives
heans, I don't sce why he should want to
give us benns, too,” he remarked,

Wharton's lips were purszed.

“PFavey him chasing Bunter to geb a
thing hike this back,” he said. ** And look
al the dote! It's six months old!”

“32o it is!" sabd Nugent,

The juniors were silent,

“He's a rummy merchant if he's 11';1&
pared to make a row over a lotter Like
that,” sanl Sgquiff. *“I think he must
b potty.”

R“u-lﬂﬂg sure he is!"™ grunted Jobuony

Lk,

Wharton looked at the paper again,
and then tossed it into the grate.

“Well, we don't want his lettier!™ he
suid bluntly. * And I don't see why the
ass should have got on his ear about
losiug it

The others nodded, and tho conversa-
tion changed to football.  But Johnuy
Bull suddenly gave a shout and pointed
towards the graie.

“Look what’s happening!”
dramatically.

ha chums =stared.

The Eﬂpnr had fallen closa to the eoals,
but it had not caught alight. The heat,
however, had worked a change on it. A
Little series of blue marks had appeared,
and, a3 the chums watched, they grew
into words. The Removites realised that
a second message had been written on
the Eaper in invisible ink, and the fme
had broupght 1t out.

Wharton snatched up the paper. The
cliums peered over his shoulder in amaze.
ment at the message which they saw.

“1 have buried the swug in Friavdale
Woods," they read. * I daren’t go down
mysell, as the cops are after me, and
I'm going to get right away out of the
country for a bit. Geb it when you have
a chance, but don't 1ouse suspicion. It's
a jolly good haul. You'll find it under o
big elm—the firat big tree that you come

Tom Richmond

he said
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) to as you walk from Greviviar: School
] to the village,
1 the road."

It's gbout five vards off

There waz silence.  The chums wera
thinking of what they had read. DBut
the faint sound of a anilf outaide the
door came to Nugent.

“Zhush 1" he “f'hispm'nd,

He crossed the astudy silently, and
whipped open the door.  Bally Bunter
fell in a heap on the floor.

“ Collar Lim '™ roared Dol Cherry.

MNugent vanked the Owl to his feet and
;!]m_[:?mf-l.l the Jdoor, turning the Ley in the
ock.

“You rotien fat apy ! he gratoed.

“Oh, really, Nugent!” gasped Bun-
ter. *I think you ought to apologise for
barging into me like that! I was just
tying my bootlace—"

“Same ofd yare!T muarmued Dob.
“Bunter, why don't you thisk of some-
thing fresh®”’

“\What did wou
Johuny Buil.

“ Nothing " said Bunter promptly.

“DBut we found you listening.™
Whartton poipted out.

“1 never heard a word!” protesied
Danter, “1 didn't hear you say any-
thing about the treasure being under a
tree—I mean, I had only just stopped to
tie up my lace when you knocked mo
over and nearly broke my baek.™

The chums exchanged g].’ilu.‘l.*:i. It was
evident that Bunter had heard most, of
not all, of the contents of the letter.

“Bump him, and kick him out!” supg-
gosted Dob,

“Right-ho 17 : .

“1 say, you fellowge——- Yoop!®

Bunter found himself whirled off his
fect and bumped heavily on the foor.

“Grocoogh!™ he roared,

Bump, bump, bump ! . ~

“ Now you can clear!™ suid Wharten,
a9 the fat junior was released.

Bunter scrambled to his fect and made
for the deor.

“ Brutes!" he howled frem the door-
way., “I'll jolly well—"

The door slammed hurriedly as Bob
made a movernent towards it Bunter
sputtled down the passage before he was
collared again.

“Well, what do you make of it ali?"
asked Wharton, turning to the note
again. *The swag is evidently the pro-
coeds of some burglary. And as Mo
Darke had that note mn his possession,
and got so excited about it, I should say
that he's down here after it."”

“Whew!” whistled Bob Cherry. “I
belivve you're right, Hurry ! :

“But why hasn't he dug vnder this
tree?" asked Johony Buall,

Wharton shrugged his shoulders,

“Ferhaiﬁ he never found the invisble
writing,” he veturned.  “He nupght have
thought there was some code o the
letter. Perbaps he's heen digging next
ie berans, and that sort of thing.”

“Maybe,” said Nugent doubtfully.
“ Anyway, thero’s no harm in having a
look there, is therc? We mught cut ih'.
Diarke out, after all!”

“We'd better get out now, before lock-
ing-up,” said Wharton,  * Bunter will
spread the yarn, and we shall have the
whole school going out there.”

“We'll get u spade from Gosling, and
go now,” sad Johonny Ball, Y What do
yvou say '

“The poodfulpess of the wWen 13 ter-
rific ! said Hurree Singh, ol the
chnms agreed unannmimously.

They found Goeling gingerly packing
up & small parcel. The porter did not
seem at all pleased. e was using very
bad language, amd grunting E[rree.h'.
Every now and then he pauvsed to hoid
hia noso.

“Can you lend ws a epade, Gossyi”
asked VWharton.

hear*"  demandad
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Gosling turned round hereely.

“No!™ he snapped. “I've gotier go
out and use it meself I"

“What have you got there, then?”
asked Wharton.

Gosling shuddered, )

“A cat!"” he growled. " A 'orpible,
smelly cat! The 'Had found it m =

arden, and "¢ told me to bury it!
Eumme it don't 'arf whiff "

“We'll bury it for you!" voluntecred
Wharton, “That is, if vou'll lend us the
I-]]'ﬂdE !” 5 H

“Then you may "ave the spade!™ said
Goeling promptly. .

Wharton took the spade in one hand,
and the parcel in the other. The chums
looked at him in dismay. The cat
seemed to speak for itself. Tt bad not
lost the power of bem? abjectionable,
though it had been dead for several days.

“Never mind the smell” Wharton
said. in o whisper, as he led the way
through the gates. “Come on! I've
got an idea !’

THE THIRTEENTH CHAFTER.
Piate—and & Pussy !

! HEW ! ‘
P Mugent held his nose, and
backed away. Johnmy Bull

screwed up his face disgustediy.
“ What in the world do you want that
thing for, you chump?” he gasped.
Wharton grinned.
“It is 8 bit niffy,” bhe agreed, “But
it's just the thing we want !”
“Niffy ! howled Squiff. * The beastly

thing's taiiiin?!” i
“The nif-fulness of the estcemed eat,
asped Hurree Singh through his hand-
Eerchi&t‘_. “in terrific! ‘The offensive
animal.should be severely proeecuted I

“Will you chaps listen?" snapped
Wharton. “I don't like the smell
myself. I've not got this beastly thing
for pleasure exactly. Ugh!”

“Well, what's the jape?” asked
Johnny Bull cautiously.

The captain of the Remove drepped the

reel on the grass.
*“This,” he explained. “Bunty heard
us talkiigg about the spot where the stuff

s bur fle thinks that it's the
treasure. Well, ¥ expect he’ll go and
dig thers, As it's a pity to disappoint

bim, I thought we'd leave pussy for him
to find,”

“Ha, ha, bal” i

“Bunter's fairly green,” conbtipned
Wharton, “ We might kid him that be's
pot the aditor’s token!” .

“My hat! That's quite a notion !

“If Gossy's ‘got a box,” Wharten said
voeotively, * we might be nble te do
pomething. ™

“Come on, then ! said Bob Cherry.

Wharton picked up the eat and retraged
his steps, A silver coin in Gosling's ever-
ready palm econ produced a esmall
wooden box, in which the decayed feline
wnsAMnnmE}* naled. ton; i

“Anyvone got & copy of ‘ Bwppmge’ ¥
asked Wharton, ; :

Soniff preduced one, and Wharton tied
it on the ontside of the box,

“0Oh, for the life of an editer?®
chuckled Bob Cherre, as they started off
again. T wish I wna on the stafl of
*Smppmgs’ 7

““Ha, ha, ha I

The juniors had not very much diffi-
enlty in locating the e!m mentioned.
And abour five yards from the road they
eame npon a patch of earth that had been
tarned fairly recently, although the grass

rowing on ib indicated that b had nnd
gern touched for & month ar two.

_The
l\Hﬁ’r{mt,

Wharton planted the spade in

round, and eommenced to iz,

ovitez looked on expectantiv,

plot  thickens !  murmuared
the

The
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Harry dug energetically, In a eouple of
minutes he had made a good-sized hole,
and suddenly, as he drove the spade in
afresh, a faint chink came to the ears of
the juniors.

" There's spmething there !" said Squwiff
excitedly.

Wharton dug on, and in another
moment the top of a dirty canvas bag
cams 1o light, A few more shoveliuls of
earth were removed, and then Wharton
steoped and pulled at the bag., It came
ensily out of the P’mund, and the junicrs
heard the chink of plate from within,

“My hat!” murmured Bob Cherry,
“We've got it!”

The bag was secured with string.

Johnny Bull whlp%rd out his penknife
and erted that. The juniors crowded
round eagerly as he pulled the canvas
aparf.
_ ¥ Plate I exclaimed Wharton, “ Darke
couldu’t have read that letter after all 1"
“We've discovered what he's been dig.
ging all over the place for. He never hit
on the dodge of warming the paper.”

“Wouldn't he be sick if he could sce

us ! chuckled Bob Cherry.

Wharton turned brigkly and caught up
the box containing the decensed pusey.

“PBusiness first, gentlemen!” |e

grinned. * We.can't have all the pleasure
ourselyves 1"

The juniors laughed, and helped to
throw in the earth on top of the box.
Then Wharton gripped the bag of plate,
and tried to straighten himsell up.

”Mﬁ word, 1t's heavy ! he muttered.
“Lend a hand, Bob ™

The juniors lifted

them,

“We'd betier report fto Quelchy
sirnight away,” the captain of ihe Re-
move eaid, “That fellow Darke's a
croock evidently, and also he's probably
a shirker who ie dodging the Army|
Quelehy will put the bobbies on Ids
track [

“I1e'll be useful for trench-digging,™
zaid Bob Cherry humorously, * Ile’s put
in some helty training down hers, and
he haen't done much harm, It's a good
thing we found him ont!™

The ha%‘waa very heavy to carry, and
presently Nugent and S8quiff took a turn.
Johnny Bull and Inky relieved them,
ang in time thev reached the school.

They returned Gosling's spade, and
then made their way to Queleh’s study,
Wharton tapped on the door, and as he
did so the eclicking of the Remova
Form-master's typewriter ceased,

“Come in!" he called.

The Remaovites entered, carrving the
precious bag with them.

*What have you there!” ¢xclalmed
Mr, Quelch, springing wp in lorrer.
“Wharton, you surely know hetter than
to bring a flthy thing like that in lere #%

“It's the swag, sir!” cried Wharton.
* Er—that 13, I mean, it's the results of
a burglary !*

“Good heavens !’ gasned the TForm-
master. “ ¥You don't mean fo say that
vou havg——"

“It'e mot our work, sir!” eaid Whar-
ton smiling. “ We found it in the wood. ™

He told the Form-master in a few
waords how they had come to locale the
apot in Friardale Woods, and of thelr ex-
periences with Mr. Darke.  An expres
eion of wonder crossed Mr, Qurleh's ?am,
and it decpenced as lie looksed into the
bag and eaw the spoils,

“This 315 most extraordinary 1 hie ex-
claimed.  * Br—Wharton, you and the
rest have done exceedingly well. T shall
lelepbone for the police, and they will
doubtless see that the rightful owners
have these valnables returned to ihem.
You liave done very well indeed! Cood.
: night., my boys ™

the bag between

One Penny. 11

“Good-night, eiv!” angwered the
juniors as they trooped out.

They returned to the etudy, saying
nothing of what they had dmscovered.
They were weiting for the ‘sequel, and
Wth]& they went to bed they did not go
o g

The bait had been laid, It remained
E} be scen whether they would get a
ite,

Dy D)

he

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Token !
KINXEDR sat up in bed.
“You awake, DBanty?”
whispered cautiously.
Snore |

" Bnoop il

snore

" Btott "

Snore !

“Idiots!” growled Skiuner, ns he
slipped quietly out of bLed. *I Eknew
they'd go to sleep I )

It was an hour after “lights-out’
but Skinner had urgent work on hand,
He drew on bis trousers and boots, crept
across to DBunter, and shook the fat
junior \'mlmﬁif.

“Get up!™ he snapped.

“Gerraway ! growled Bunter,

Skinner shook him again,

"What's uwp?”? Bunter mnottered.
“"Pain’t rising-bell yet!”

“ How aobout the treasuwre? Skinner
whispered.

Tiob Cherry chuckled sileutly., The
Famous Five were all awake.

“Hang the stuff}” Bunter growled,
{urmrng OVEer.

Zkinner whipped the bedelothes off the
Owl, and dragged Lim out.

“You'vre comning with ns %o prove
ihat it ain't a spoof ! maid Blonner
complacently. * Get your things on !

ile crossed to Soocap, and Bunter
began to do what he had been told.
Bnoop yielded to the same kind of per-
snasion, angd Blott enon  followed his
czample.  Ten minutes later the four
erept silently forth on their errand.

They thought they were going to efenl
a4 march on the Famtous Five, ey «id
not hear the chuekles which arose as the
door clozed bhebind them.

Grumbling ot every step, Bunter fol-
lowed BSkimmer to the boxaoom and
throngh the window,

“Yeou're n for it now Bkinner

(Bl

growled, as Dunter sturted grumbling
again ountside.  "8hut yvour mouth be-
fove someone hears us!"

Stott and Bnoop were a trifle Lecner,
The prospect of laying hands on the
editer’'a  token  spurred  their  fngging
courage. DPunt only Skinmer was really
euthusinebic.

The juniors got over the wall on to tha
roacl.  Bhinner had managed to borrow
a spake and hide it ready to be picked
up, and, shouldering thie wnplement, he
startaed off wiily Ina reluctani followers,

A big ofn by the sidde of the voad,"™
he muttered. *Ta that vight., Bunty 3™

“Fos ! grevwled Duouter, “Hat X
adon't eee what you wanted to drag me
out for l*

“You aomelinies romance, porpoise.™
Skinmer grinmed, I vou've heen using
vourr imngination this time we'll jolly
wiell Aay vou!™

Baunter gragded nneasily.

“I'lig looks hke it " sawd Skinner pre-
senfly, “That's an elm,. Came on ™

The  juniors scrambled throngh the
hedgpre.

HEnmennie's
Skinner me the
spade t”

ITe atarlod digging eveitndly.  Bunter
overed in the ﬁnn gromul, amd gol W

Toe Magver LIsgaav.—XNo. 523,

digging  here! ™

Y{aive

Lioen
-
exvlafrged.,
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prod with the handle of the spade thati
doubled him wup,

Y Froooogh ™ he roared.

Skinner fook no notice,

“ I've struck something ' he shouted.

“It was me!” growled Bunter, as he
picked himsclf up and scrambled forward.

Bkinner coutinued to dig, and mn =&
couple of rninutes he had brought to light
a square wooden box, There was g copy
of "Enippinﬁs " ted to it.

“ Hurral 17 aaid Stott excitedly.

“We'va got it!"” echoed Snoop.

“That's mine !™ howled Bunter, sorcy
niow that he had not come alone.

“Bkinper bauled the box out trinm-

phantly, but lis expression suddenly
changed.
“ Crumbs 1™ he exclaimed. * It does

just whaft !** .

stott came near the box, and pinched
Lis nose.

“It's gone bad ™ he howled. ;

“Tt ought to smell all right,” said
Skinner doubtfully. ** Perbaps we've got
fiold of the wrong thing.”

Snoop also held his nose.

“TIt's jolly niffy, anywa ha growled.
“Give it to me, then!" enappe
Buanter. I know jolly well that wo'va
ot the treasare ! Il take it, if you like,
Bkinner.”

“You'roe
Skinner.
_ IMe passed the box sevoss.  Dunter took

L1 It

13

welcame, Bunty!" grinned

it.

“Smella all right,” le said.
sinelle——  CGraogh!” .

“Ha, ha, ha ! chuckled Skinner.

Bunter did not drop the box, although
tho odour of the antigquated pussy nearly
linocked him over. _

“ That's the sniell of old gold,” he =aid
easity. “It ain't nice, I'll adinit, But
thiat's hecause it’s been buried =o long.”

“It's not the treasurs at ull " growled
Snoop.  You've brought us here on a
wild-goose chase! That's a dead cat, ov
T'm & Dutchman !

Bunter blinked indignantly

“Dead cat!™ he enorted. “It'a the
treasure, all right. I remember now
that' I read about this spot in the serial.
And it's got & copy of *Snippings’ tied
on it. That's the ‘token.'”

“¥a, ha, ha!"

“I cen't see angthing to cackle
about ! growled the Owl, " I'm going
to send this up to the edifcr.™

“My aunt!” gasped Blkigner.

“I've got the Box now,” Bunter ex-

lained, Yand I'm gomg to stick to it!

‘hat prize is as good aa mine ! )

The box was not a pleasant possession.
The other three backed away in alarm.

“You're welcome, Bunty!" grinned
Skinner. :

Bunter shuddered involuntarily.

“Mlhe amell's only to put a chap off the
scent,” he remarked. * ¥ou might have

L[E'E:I’Ed that it would be aomasthing like
ina

“Ha, ha, hat”

Bunter turned indignantly, and stavied
off towards the school with his prectous
find. The others followed at a digcreet
distance. ;

“He'll got serageed if he takes thab
thing in!" gasped Buoap.

But Bunter, in apite of his simplicity,
Jid not Intend to do that. He left the
precions fimd in the shrabbery, and, woet
feoling nt all well, accommpanicd the other
trepaure-2ockers back to bed,

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Trouhle for Bunfer!

UNTER  grinned  oleerbully
Btudy Neo. 1.

* [Malio, hille, hallo 1™ exclaimed

Tob (Tlerry.
Buuly "

Tug Macxer Lismawe. -=No. 523,

o

B lrot the prize jet,

Bunter smiled loftily,

“No," he eaid.
long now."”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The Owl blinked nng‘rﬂl_f.

“¥ou won't jolly well cackle when
I'm rolling in cash!"™ Le growled. ** But
I've found the token, and zont 1t off. 1
expoct I shall hear from them to-day.™

“You won't be long in hearing, any-
way " grinned Bob Cherry.

“Ihd it niff at all?” asked Johnny

Bull intersstedly.
Bunter shuddered at the remembrance.
1 should think it did!” he muttered.
I was ill after 16! Bot it's worth if,
you know.*

“*Ha, ha, ha ! roared the juniors.

Bunter had swallowed the bait. But
when the indignant proprietors of “ Bnip-
pinga " opened the prize-packet which
the Owl had sent them thera was likely
to be trouble. Bunter had overlocked
several facts when he sent the parcel off.

“Did you know that Darke had been
arrested 1" 'Wharton asked caaually.

“No," said Bunter,

“They ran him in as a suspected per-
son,” Wharton said, *and it's juat been
proved that he's an expert eriminal 1™

“Qh ! anid Bunter

“And that yarn he pitched us about
being down here for the treasura was all
spoof,” Wharton continued calmly. * As
a matter of fact, Quelchy says that. he's
confessed that he was down here lookin
for some stuff that p burglar buri
meonths ago.” 3

Bunter's face went o little white.

“We gaved him that trouble,” Wharton
axplained. *“Wa found that stuff for
him, and now it's being returned to the
proper ownera,''

“Y.you found 16" pasped Bunter.

“Of course we did ! said Wharton.

“But I thought you never went out
that night after dy{m read the note?”
Bunter stammared,

Wharton laughed. ) .

“We had just enough time,” he said.
“And we did Gossy a good turn while
wo were out. Wo're always doing good
turng, yvou know.'

“W.what do you mean?” asked the
Owl, trembling.

* Ha, Ia, ha!"

Bunter was beginning to ece that he
had not forestalled the juniorvs after all,

“ What did you do?” Bunter persisted,
with a ]mrrih%'a presentiment thut some-
thing had gone wrong.

“Wall, Goesy had B dead cat that he
was goipg to bury,” the captain of the
Hémove expluined, *so we =aid we'd
bury it for him while we were digging.”

“VWas that what was in the box?”
gasped Bunter.

“0f courae it was !V

“M-my h-h-hat 1 gproaned the Owl.

£ Hﬁ, a, hﬂ- !11

“ Bepsta " howled
“Tt's all a plant!”

““Hua, ha, ha!”

“And 1've sent that heastly box up
to the editor now!" Bunter Emueeded
furiously. * ¥ou chaps are—>?

He stopped as there came an onumous
knock at the door. Trotter, the page,
looked into the stady,

“Maszter Bunter,” he said, *the Head
wants you!” o .

“Oh ™ satd Dunter, his jaw dropping.

“And there's a vory angry gent with
him,” proceeded Trotter, evidently with
some relish, “He says he's como from
the editor of * Snippings.” He—"

“Sharrap ! howled Bunter, malking a
dash at ihe informative Trotter.

“1 expect he's brought the prize,”
Johnny Bull sand. “Loend mo ten bob
when you get it, Bunty!”

Dunter szlamme

£

Bunler angrily.

the deor, and went
down the passage with a siuking heart
He tapped nervously on the Head's door.

“But T sha'n't be| Bunter entered.

“Come ! rumbled Dr. Locke.

He saw that the
Hend's visittor was shill there. He was
2 red-faced man, and he held & wooden

I box in his hand, which Bunter had no

difficulty in recognising.

“Is thizs the young scoundrel?” ho
snapped, as the fat junior entered.
~ “Just & minute, please,” the Head
interposed, “ Bunter, this gentleman
has just told me that a boy from this
school has had the astonishing impu-
dence fo pack up—er—a dead and decay-
ing cat, and scnd it to his office with a
facetions note calling it * treazure ' 1™

Bunter looked at the floor. .

“T thought it was the treasare, sir,"”
he said, ]

r., Locke smiled, in spite of himself.

“Where did you find it, then?®" he
anapped.

“In Friardale Woods, sir,” explained
Bunter. *It was all the fauli of
thosg—-="

“Rilence ! snapped the Head. Ie
turned to hia visitor. .

I told you before, Mc. Martin, he
said, *“that when vou bury a token
which might be anything on earth, you
must expect to get gueer things sent

“I'll call in the law to my aid!™
snapped the vedfaced man angrily.
“This is 8 deliberate insult!™

Dir. Locke rose. ]

“I will order this boy to apologise Lo

u now, if you wish," he said, * but that
ia all that remaina to ba done before you
take your departure.”™

“1 dou’t want an apology!” bluslered
Mr. Martin. I want damages!”

“Then,” returned the Head, “as vou
do not require an apelogy, I will not
detain vou. Good-day!"

Mr. Martin flushad even redder.

“T tell you I will prosecute you——-"
hie started.

“Proceed!” said the Head icily.

He stepped acrosa and opened the
door. Mr. Magtin suatched up his hat,
and stamped ouk

“You'll pay for this!” he snarled, as he
weant.

The Head closed the deor, and turned
to Banter. He locked rather grim.

“I have already had to give you one
lesson over this miserable competition,
Bunter,” ho said, I thought that you
would have dropped tho foolish idea.
You will write me five hundred lines, to
impress on your mind that I do not caro
to waste my time secing people who are
brought here by %ﬂur foolish actions.”

"Pﬁcam, zir,” Bunter began, it was
Wharton who—"

Hdilenca ! thundered the Head. © You

wera the bay who sent that ¢bjectionable
parcel fthrough tho post, and you can
consider yourself very lucky to have got

off so lightly. I do not want to hear

what Wharton or anyone clse did. You
can go!"
Bunter turned; and went,
- i - Ey & - ]

The lines were duly comploted and de-
livered to the Head. Bat the competi-
tion cvaze, afler Bunter's sad experi-
encas, met with a sudden death.

Mext week the editor of * Snippinga "
anuounced that no one had found the
treasure, na 1t waa buvied in the MNorth
of Seotland. _ 1

Which, as Sqyuiff said, was vather a
do, as the Novth of Seotland is not
exacily o populous place  within the
meaning of the Act!

(Don't miss “LOYAL SIR
JIMMY ! "—next Monday's grand

complete story of Harry Wharton
& Co., by FRANK RICHARDS.)
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HEN Wingate minor—whose Christian
name iz John, hut he is uwsvally
called Jack, of ecourse—carme 1o
Greyfriars the lemove werd still
fagping for seniora, and Bol Cherry had the
honour and glory of being George Wingate's
fag. It ia quite certain that, az Bob had
to fag for someone, he preferred fagging for
the genial and good-hearted sKipper to being
in servitude to anyvone else, Buab it is also
auite eertain that when Wingate told him
that he was dismissed, as the skipper’'s minoer
was coming, and the skipper thought that
the best wuy fo keep oo £¥¢ on him weould
be to take Lim 2z a fag, Boly was not
BOTTY -

Tubb and Paget and Delsover minor, of the
Third, heard of the expected arrival, and
made up their minds at onee that the new-
eomer musk be kepl in his place. Tubb had
s scheme for putting him there at once;
but Liolzover minor, who bas a keonor eense
of fair play than his burly brotber, pointed
ent that it was not falr to assume in advance
that the new kid was going to be a rotter,

tle was not that exactly; hut he was a
spolled child, somewhat after the kind of
the irrepressible Dick Nugent, and he blew
in with faf foo big o notion of his own
importance,

He hehaved withh soraething o pood deal
glort of politeness to Wharlon, who only
wantced to be decent to him for his brother’s
gake.  He rebuked Bob Cherry for bLurning
the fonat in the skipper's study. He expected
to have a study of hiz own, and he stated
iz «determination not io fag for anyone.

Loder wanted him: he was nobd satisfied
with Tubk. But Wingate major expiained
the sitwation to Loder. Now Loder. of course,
had not wanted Wingate minor for that young
mon's good. It would have delighted i.ad-er
to turn Jack Wingate into a complete little
biackguard. = As be ¢ould not have him for
that purpose, he st young Tubh opainst him
—an easy thing to do, for Tubb had been
very keenr on fagging for the skipper instend
of for Loder—bu$ a mean and desplcable
thing. Wingate minor, said the ecbeming
prefect, would dcoupy m privileged position
Az the eaptain’s younyg brother. The Third
had hetter let lum have his own way—at
Brst, at any . rate,

The Third don't like privileged persons: and
if anyone jn the Third i going to have his
own way that iodividual certainly will aot
he a new kid! The bearing of Wingate minor
save colour to the story Loder had told. He
wna haughty and stand-offish; and the Third
ragged Lim ob once--just as a gentle hint,
you know. ]

e went and told hia brother!?

There is not ope of you all who does oot
understand what a black crime that was in
the eyes of youngsters of thirtee¢n or so. The
gncak Is a fellow beyond the pale in every

hmﬁimMmu‘ﬂ;

{ The Editor’s Chat.
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For Next Menday =
“LOYAL SIR JIMM
By Frank Rlchards.

We bave not heard anylhing for some time
art of Kir Jimmy Vivian, the schoolboy
Enmueb from the slums. He zhares a study
with Mauleverer and Pict Delarey, and js
devoted te them both., They wers very
duecent to Sir Mimmy when he first forned up
at Grevfriars, lacking in mooners, educalion,
and aspirates; and he has never forgotten it.
Between Mauly and Delarey, alzo, there 12 a
gtrong boud of frtendship; and Stedy No, 12,
though on the face of it that apartment
might be consldered very like one of the old
“lhappy families” of incongroons animals
which uzed to he shown yeoars ngo, secing
bow totally different the three fellows who
ghare it are, is quite a real hapny family.

int trouble comtes themigli the plotting
of a polter for revenge., wnd i% threatens to

[ gt
[ ]

-

school where there f2 any real healthy publie
opinfon.  Led it be said in excuse for this
gpdak that he was fresll Irom home, and did
oot  understand. George Wingate tried fo
tnake him understand; bub he waz nob grate-
ful, and @e went straight io Loder. If one
nrefect would not take up his couse, another

might-
Loder took 1t np.  Loder punished the Third

geverely, knowing well that be could Jdo
oothing better calculated 1o render Jack
Wingaue's e iIn the Formy positively un-

bearable,

The Third ragged him again. He was
toased in o blapket. Again lie complained to
his brother, but got no change out of that.
He found Loder tio longer friendly, and his
own Form had put him in Coventry. But just
a8 he was at very loweat stage of misery
be found friends. They were only his friends
for his brother’s snke; but he did not bother
about that. Supper and 2 talk with the
Famons Five put him into a better mood, and
one asign of ib was seen at once—he hegan to
fag for bis brother without murmuring,

t did not put him right with his own
Farm, of course, Tobb & Co. felt very
strongly indeed on the subject of Wingate
minor. To them he seemed an absolute

fall beavily upon one of the three. Another
steps in, and takea the blame that is not his
BMarc tﬂan that I will not tell yom, or it
might spoil the. story.

r—p—

ENGINEER CADETS.

I have pleasore inm giving publicity, at the
request of Major C. A. Assiter, to the follow-
ing notice:

“The City of London FRoyal Enginecrs
Cadet Training Corps (TL.F.), Headguarters
the ' Guildhall, London, E.C., has for its
objects the Imparting of technical and prac-
tical work, rclative to that which ia carried
out hy the Henior Corpe of the Royal En-

ingers,  The corps sseceed  offlcers who

ave served durinqﬂt ¢ present war, and
classes are held on Mondavs, Tuesdays, Wed-
nesdays, and Fridays, commeencing at 8 p.m.,
at the Birkbeck Collepe, Bream's Buildings,
Chancery Lape, E.C. The fallowing subjects
are taken: Field Engineering, Muskeiry,
Topography, ete, On Thursdays Drill Insbroe-
tion at the Guildhall, from 7.50 to % pm.,
and intending members should make applica-
tion to the Commanding Officer (Major C. A.
Azgiter), who will be glad to mive all parti-
culars. Those desireus of jolning this corps

Young rotter.  Tie Famous Five thought
otherwize.  General Tubb carried matters
very fur when le raided a Remove study at
the bead of his forces to ca off the un-
popmlar Third-Cormer from under the very
wings of the Famoua Five. They carried hion
tff, The Remove counter-attecked, Bub that
did not help Jack Wingate, He found refuge
with his brother and Arthur Courtoney, and
they were very Rind to  him, sopthing his
wouminded spirit when it badly needed sooth-
ing.  For he wis accused of having sneaked
again, wnd this time he had' not sneaked,
for he had learned better. DBut the other
fugs did not konow that.

_ The leaders of the Third were asked to tea
in Study No. 1  Of course. they went., Thae
Third u not refuse invitations to tea.

they found Jack Wingate was a fellow-guest,
attd the result was o row, and the ylbtimabe
casting jorth of Tubb & Co.

It wais Bolsover minor whoe came to the
rescue. Ile ie a solt-hearted youngster; bub
he bas plepty of resolution, and be made np
his mind after a talk with Wingate minor
that the new kid was nobt getting Iair play.
It was davgerous to, back up a fellow !7'1'1
Coventry; but Hubert Bolsover accepted the
danger. and met it when it came like a well-
plucked one. Tubh & Co. made up thefr
minds to tar-and-feather Jack ingate.
But they made a mistake, and Loder got the
atufl instead. Loder thraghed Jack mercis
lesaly to make him tell who had dome it.
Jack would not tell. And the Third kbew
in time, ami the Third came round.

He has had his troubles since, of conrse.
Ko one escapes them. And lately we have
eeen him going very far wrong, being taken
up by Ponzonby of Highcliffe, and tutored in
the accomoplishments of smoking and capd-
plvaing., Wingate major bad kicked Pon off
the Greyfriarm premises, and thiza was Pon's
way of getting even. It waa not all, thoongh,
He was not salisfled with making Jock
rambile and smoke; he made him steal, too?
Di you remember the ecene in which the
miserable fag is blankly turned down by his
temper?  Ponsonby denied everything; sod
Jack would have had to face the penslty of
a ¢rime that was more Ponsonby's tham his
alone hut for the Bounder. The Bounder put
the neatter right, in hls own gqueer way; and
Wingiate minor is not likely to forget the
delt he owes to Herbert Veroou-3mith.

The youngster's weskness was shown up o
that businega. But here again ene can make
exicuges. He was fAottered by Pon's potice,
i thought Poan bfs pal. The Third did nod
agree with his goings-on, it is gopd to be able
to suv; the Third mey be—and are—rough,
but they are-certniniy deecent. He eame back
to the fold repentant. He will hardly tres-
puss in that way again, I think, There Is
reul good stuflf in young Wingate, and he Is
gure to come out all right In the long run.
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must he of good education amd 3ft. 3in. im
helght, and under eighteen yeara of e,
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CASI DELIVERY !

It waa & hall-hollday at St Jim's,
and everyhody was out of doors
The prefects” room was deserted,
0 far as the creat men of the Sixth wers
concerneid,

That was why Tom Merry wag approaching
that sacred apartment.  For-there was &
telephone in the prefects’ room; and Tomn
vanted to teleplione $o MHanney's in Way-
land on the subject of his pew foolball,
which had wot arrived.

But as he neaced e door of the prefects”
room he atopped, for n voico enme from
within—the wvoice of Aubrey Tacke of the
3hell. And Jacke of the Bhell—evidently
speaking into the trapsmitter of the telephone
—Was saying:

I.
Tﬂ}[ MERRY pauscd suddenly.

“Yea, my name ia Merry—Tom 3Acrry—
you know the name?™

Tom slood still

He had expected to find the prcfects

room empty, as all the Sixth were o of
doorg. Evidently Hacke had Deen struck by
the eame thouwght.

But why was he giving Tom Merry's name
on the tetephone?

Tom maant to know.

Ha atepped quiectly—atfter a4 pauss for
refleation—to the half-open door, and leoked
in without making a cound. . .

Eacke wnz seated at the telephone, with hia
haek to the door.

The captain of the Shell watched him

grimty,
Racke was going on:
“Exanctly! Merry—Tom Merry! Is that

¥r. Pawke? ood!™

Tom Merry listened in amazement.

Mr, Pawke wus the butcher in Rylcombe,
"-"Fh% Racke should be ‘phoning to him
imm Tom's name wid a mystery. Tut the
mystery was cleared up ar Racke con-
tinued :

*"We're plving rather o feed bere this
afternoon—we want quile a lot of things
Zoldiers, you kpow., Can you semd up two
dozén  best  metton chops—— Yes, two
dozent  Amd three sicloing——  Yes, three!
Mind, best English! Con we havo those by
three o'clock ™

“My bat!"™ murmoured Tom Merry, almost
iinzed.

“Pay on delivery,” said Racke, inlo the
telephone,  “Don't dellver to the Lkitchon
door, Tell your lad to Lring the poods
directly to Tom Merry, and the hill will be
paid at opee! Can we depend on them?
Thanks! Right!™

And Racke rang off.

‘ He roge from the stoo! with a grin on hLis

ACE.

As e did s0 Tom Merry stepped hack from
the door, and silently wvanizbed down
Lhe passage. .

He had happened on the zcéne just in time
tn ppot Hacke's rather peculiar practical
beke. There was no spread that day that
Torm Mercy knew of ; and certninly he had no
nge for two dozen mutton chops and three
girloing of beef.

After n pglance round to assure himscelf
Lthat the coazt was elear, Tom Meorey went
into  the prefecks’ room, 3at down  atb
the felephope, and rang wp Mr., Pawke in
Erleombe.

*Hallo ™

“Ia that Air. Pawke?" .

“Yen, gir!™ I
“PThis ia &t Jim's, Aboub that order I
Yoz, alp?”

Tave yon just now——"

“th, Master Merry!

"The feed's heing stood by Rocke—Aubrey
Racke. Onp the whole, it would be hetter to
delbver the goods to him direct, ns he is the
raunder of the fewst.,  Make out the bill to
Aubrey Racke."

"“Yory well, sir?™

“Tostruct your lnd to walt for payment, of
wotray i

2 —— e L L
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By ERNEST LEVISON.

“Certainly, sir!" Mr. Pawke was
likely to omit to do that in eny caze.
will do =0, Mr. Merry!"”

“Thank you! Good-Lye!”

Tom Aerry rane off.

Having next tatked to Hanney's over the
wires on the subjoct of the delayed football,
Tom Merey strolled oubt of the prefects”
room  feeline quite satiafied.

Racke's peculiar practical joke was coming
offt HBut it would not Le Tom Merry who
would be culled upon to deal with the $wo
dozen mutton chops amd the three sirloins of

bl !

I of the SBchool Houze with their

persons when three o'clock rang out

from the clock-tower,

The Terribla Threc were cheerful and
amiling.

Racke and Crooke and BdMcellish were chat-
ting on the stepa,

At times Hacke & Co. planeed towards the
Terrible Three, and grinned. There socroed
to be a joke on among them,

A few minutes after three a youth in a
hlue smock, with s Deavy basket, camé
rovnd the House from the side gate.

It wone Mr. Pawke's asesistant
Eyleombe.

“Hallo'" said Racke, with a wink to his
cameades. " Here's the bleased butcher's boy
coming to the froat door! What can lie
want"

The lald came up the steps.
Ing wvery warm after walking
villtge with his welldladen baaket.

*'Ere you are, air!" he sald.

The butcher-boy's remark shonld have
heen addressed to Tom Merry., Instead of
that, it was addressed to Aubrey Racke.

“Where shall 1T take them, sir?” asked the

lad.

“Eh? What?" ejaculated Tacke.

“The goods, sir!™”

“Yopu*ye got nothing for me!” said Racke,
in astonishment. " What the dickens are you
driving at?"

“AInTE you Mr. Aubroy Racke?™

“That's my name, certainiy !

“¥Yes, I've seed you, siv,” said the huteher's
hay. “Well, I've brought the goods, sir!
"‘Bre they ara!l™

"Are you off your Jot?" exclaimed Racke.
“1 It-:'-'I.I you you've got nothing there f[or
n:.‘:-"‘

“Yes, I have, sir!™ =aid the astonizhed
buteher's boy. “The two dozén mutton
chope, sir-—"

Il‘vhnt?ﬂﬂ

"And three zirloina of heel—"

Nacke atared at him hlapkly.

o k on your bill, you young nss!™ he

not
EL] i

—_—

il.
OM MERRY and  Mannera  and
Lowther were adorning the doorway

from

He was look-
fram the

exclaimed angeily. “You won't find my
pame on itl"™
“It'a there, gir! Look!™

The buteheras boy held ap a grensy hill,
upon which the name, style, and title of 3w
Pawke were peinted. Apd under the head-
img was entered, in ink:

2 dog. Mutton ChOpPS..sesries: £1 &5 O
3 Birleins, Best Engoevesrraas&l 7 6
EZ 12 ©

E'Ilr:h‘*rtd by Telephone.
LA D
alr. Aubrey Racke, 5t James's School.

Raeke of the 3hell stared at the bill
dazedly. “C.0.D." evidently meant " Cash on
delivery.” And the betcher’s boy was walt-
ing far the cash.

“Two pun twelve and six, sir!"” sail the
“."“, !Iriﬂk[:r'.. “And I'm to wait {or the moncy,
zipt”

A=l ted] 1'ﬁ_:1—-—"‘s{:utter{‘d Dacke.

¥
{
!
/

“My hat!  Yow've made a Lloomor this
time ! fmrmured  Crooke. “Yoo  howling
abs, you muat Beve given yoor own naang
instead of Meeey's!"

#T—I didn"t!™

#Well, the Lill's in yonr namie,™

“1'm waitin®, =ir,? said the butcher’s Loy
rolitely,

“What fre yvou kecping (he chap wailing
for, Racke?” asked Tom Merry, = Dou'l you
know people are buzy in wardbne? ay him
and let Liim go,™

“Pay up and look pleazanli™ supoested
Monty Lowther, * You can't ecapoel Lo get
all that grub on fick, Rucke,™

UIk isn't allowed to order grub on bicl,®
said Mapners solemniv. % And yon'st hetler
not 1ot it he seen either, Racke. L1005 o Dit
in ¢xcess of the grub regolations, you kEpow.”

Racke gave them o furious loolk.

#I—I never ordered the stuff ! he shoutod,
“1 wor't pay Lor ib! 1 won't take it!”

“1t says on the bill * Ordered Ly tele-
phone,” " romarked Tom Merry, + You were
ab the telephone thi: aftecncon, Hacke.™

EYou —yon saw me?? stammercd Racke,

“¥es, I happened to see you at the tele-
plione in the prefects’ room,” said Tom clieer-
fult. ®“No good Erying to squirm out of
that, dear boy. ™
i '!.'Dlj—-—r:}u—-!—-! "

“T'm waltimg, sir!® safd the bhuiceher's Loy

grimly., I ean’t wait oo loager, sir. Two
pounds  twelve shilljugs and  xixpence,
please 1

BT don't wank the stnfd '™ ronced Racke.

“What the thunder can I do with two dozen
mutton chops and three sirloins of heel 27

“You should have thovdght of Lhat before
vou ordered it, Racke®™ gaid Tom Mcrry,
with a shok® of the head.

“Are you poing to pay me now, »ir??

“Rol valled Racke.

S Orlright, sir! I'll leave the goodds “cre,
and take the Lill in Lo your “eadmaster.™

“ Yoo ocant lonve them heee for  toe !
shouted Racke. ©There's a mistake! Il
the wrong name on the Lill!™

“There ain't no mistake about that, =ir,”
Said the butcher's bhoy ecalmly. % Aod this
young gent zays he saw yoir belephoning.
Will you fell me where to look for ghie "ecad-
mazter, #ir?" he added to Tom Mertr.

“Take the stull hack!™

ECam't be done! I ain™t walked a mils
wilh that there meat, o walk o snile back
with it." zaid the ‘butehber’zs hoy,

Iacke clenched his fists,

“Take your dashed rubii=h away and get
out, or 'l piteh you ool!® Lo exclaimed
fierceiy.

The bulcher's boy spat on his Lapd: in a
warlike way.

tacke backed away againe with Judierous
suddennezs.

W ATe you poing Lo pay up®”?

¥No, I'm not! 1 tell pou——-"™

Tacke broke of asz 3Me, Railton, the TTounse-
master, came on the scone from hiz sludy,
frowning.

“What s all Lhizs?* execlaimed the Honse-
mastee,  He brok tlie bill Teome Che Dieteker-
bhoy's hamd. “Dlesa my sont!  Hacke, you
have been otdering this huge oguantity of
m”I“I A{E yon out of ¥our semscsy”

ET T ¥ m

% Aee you not sware that fond reglliu!.imm
are in [oree in this scheol, Hacke?* fthun-
dered the Housemaster, “Even if it wore nob
a0, what possible nse ¢conld voean have for this
buge quaniity of meal?™

13 I_I}___h

i You will not be alloweod, Ttoeke, to trona-
gress the food regulations in this ontragrons
and disgusting way! Have you paid for the
gk ™

“ N-n-no, sir!® .

@ A2 yvou ordered the ment, Racke, vou will
pay for it, though wou will not he allowel
to consume it Imlegd, yon could noy pod-
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sibly consume el a quantity 1 exclaitied
the Housemaster. * Pay the boy al ohee!
Not a word! Pay the money !

Racke, with a face Jike o Hup, look out
huis pmfmt-buﬂn. The wenlthy helr of the
war-profiteers, Messrs, Racke & Hacke, liad
Menty of money, thwough he dld pot like
Knrt-mg with it. He scowled blackly as be
amded the grioping hutcher's hoy Lwe
poungd notes, a ten-shiling note, and holf-a-
crown, and received his bill, duly receipted.
“Very good!? zaid Mr. Railton. " Now,
my had, will you kindly take this meal with
Yiour back to the village, and deliver it at the
Cottape Hospital, with Master Racke's com-
pliments i

The Housemaszler placed o two-shilliog:
piece in the hutcher-boy's band. The lad
shoulderad his basket again,

" Suttingly, sir!® he said cheerfully.

“ Yoo will have the satisfaction, Racke, of
kpowing that you have aided the Cottage
NHuospital,” satd Mr, Raliten. “Your gift will

b wery usceful there. Good-alfernoon, iny
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lad! 1 hope, Racke, that this will be a
tecsom to you on the subject of transgressing
the fogd repulatione. 1f amother instance
should come to. my knowledge you will be

punished severely i
disappeared with Lgs

The butcher's ho
bhuasket, grianing, r. Railtan, with a stern
Iook at Hacke, went Dback to his study,
[rowning.

Macke stood speechless for come momentsa
Mellish and Crooke grinned. The outcoine of
Ruacke's pragtical joke scemed funny enough
to them, though it was not quite what Racke
had inteuded,

“PTwo pounds twelve and six!® gaeped
Eacke at last. = Whst are you chortlin® at,
you xilly foolais

“ Awlolly good of you fo Iwlp the Cottage
Hospital in ihiz way, Racke!® sajd Towm
Morry heartily.

“ Ha, ha, ha'l?

HII._._I___‘.:I

“And the néxt time you use andther
fellow™s nane on (he "phone,® continyed Tom,

13

“make suore that he's not jusl coming In to
use the 'phone himself. Otherwise, may
countermand your order, and put yoor nams
in instead of bhie. Beg?®

“Ha, ha, ha!® roared Crooke and Mellizh,

“ You—you—you—-= stuttered Racke.

The Terrible Three, with cheerful amiles,
spuntered out into the quadrangle,

lacke glared at his -.-hue!tli'ng choms,

“You silly rotters! ‘There's nothing to
cackle ap—-m

“Ha, ha, bhu!?

ltacke crumpled the Bill in his hand amd
stamped away. ‘The uuexpected gift of two
dozen mutton chops and three sirlcine of hecf
cunsed surprise and pleasure at the Cottage
Hospital, where contributions were needed.

Racke received a polite note of thanka
from the hospital, and the writer thereof
wonld bhave been considerahly astonished if
be could have scen Racke pitch thab polite
note on his stwdr floor and jump on ik
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FISHY'S GREAT FEEDI

By ROBERT DONALD OGILVY.

{Editor’s Nole.—The intelligent reader will
no donbt realise that this i3 a story dating
hack to the times-that scem so long ago,

when “great feeds " were possible. As for
the wajntelligent reader—oh, well, of coursc
we haven't any of that sort! So I really
don't know why I am shoving in {his note.
But et it atand !—H. W.)

I.

ONEY was tight in the Eemove, It
bhad Doeeh “tea in; Hall * for days,
artd wothing at the tuckshop. The

' Famoua Five were stony, and Squbl
was stony, and Tom Brown was stony. HBob
Cherry said that & fced in the study was
like a saweet and far-off recollection of happicr
days. Then Jquif come to the resctue, and
proposed that Fisher T. Figh ehould stand a
study feed.

Kow, lo the pencral state of hardupness
we were ant feeling merry, hat there was a
roar ot that ' suggestion.  Fisher T. Fish
never epends anything if he can help it. He
has lots of sclmmes for making money, hut
noné at all for spending any. The jdca of
Fishy standing a study feed was Tunny:

But Squiflf was qulte serious.
“Don't!™ said Bob EH]-ER?‘. “Bauilf, old
mran, don't talk out of vour hat! ‘hat's to

be done? That's the quuestion.”

“Piah " said Squifl.

“Eh? Fialh whati" N

“Fish is to be done!” said Squif flrmly.

“My dear chap,” said Harry Wharton, “if
all Greylriars weére expiting of hunger, Fish
wouldn't stand a continental red cont, as he
calls it, to esave thelr Mves! He wmight try
to get their insaranee policiea at a bargain.”

“I Enow that,” said Squiff. “But I've been
thinklng. We learn to think in New South
Wales, you know. Fishy is in funds. He is
swanking a whole quid about the Common-
room. It was a real quid. I saw (t!”

“Might borrow it," said WNugent. "Fishy
would want five per cont. o week on it
thiough, and that comes expensive.”

* And Quelehy’s down on thet,” said Johnny
Bull. “Last time he cavght Fishy lending
miottey at interest he walloped both partics.”

“1'o: not thinking of borrowing Fishy's
micaaly quid.” said BSquiff. “I'm thinking of
r{-_r,ltlim_:t ishy pencrously stand o study feed
with if."”

“Fishy wonld be hanged, drawn,. and quar-
tored Hreat!™ ;

“The esteemcd Squiff is talkfully conversing
mit of his esteemed neek ! said MMarrec Singh.
“The etingifulness of Fishy is terrific!”

“He's fod with other ehaps lots: of times,"
sald snquiff. * Why shouldn't he stand a feed
sl £5°

~Na reason why he shouldn't, anly he's ton
ety aaid YWhartan.

“There’s one thing Fishy loves cven more
than he loves money,” said Squiil,

* Ratg!"

“There {5!™

“Rlaif ' azked Whnrtan, thinking it out.

cXo. Blwdf comes alter dollars.  Titles!”

"Yes, s, zaid Wharton. “Fishy would+
rrawt ten miles on his hamiz and knoca tn see
a titled chap. But we haven™t any tithed
chaps, excepting Inky amil Mauly.™

"What about o Joked

“A whisliy™

[ thinks n duke s somethin

"A& duke” said Bemilf, “Soppose we azk

a duke to tep this afterpoon. It's a hali-
holiday, and we've got plenty of time to
vitertain his Grace. What would Fishy do
il e know we had a voung duke coming to

tent™”
“Claim ve all a=z old pals, and chum up
with” ue poe end,” said Bob Cherry. A

barbed-wire fence wouldn't kecp him ouwf of
the study I we bad & duke here. But where
arée you goihg to dig up a duke? I don’t
Eiow any duekes.”
“1've myigiaid all mine,” =aid Tom Brown.
“And 1'm sorry I've neglected tas cultivate

dukes,” sald Nugent.  “It was ao over
gipht.”
"What on earth are you  drivieg  at

Squiffi” demanded Wharton., puriled. *We
can't toleplone te the stores for a duke, |

suppose ™

*Ha, hat Mo But I think we could
manage it," sald Squil. “You sce, Fishy

extra-zpecinl, not

to say lLwoly, and he would give a hwndred
dollars to be kicRed by a dukd. As soon as
he knows there's a duke coming to tea, wild
Irorses won't keep bim away. Well, we'll
coenuseat to let him ¢ome, ot condilion he
standa the feed for the duke. 1 give jo0u m
word oven Fishy would stund o feed, wit
lia last red cent, to eit at the sume fable
withh a Jule!™

*But where's the duke? roared Jobony
Bull. “The scheme's all right, excopting far
thelduke,"” ki f ask Wilsley i

*1 was thin of asking eyl

“ld Wih!™ e

We all stared at Squif. Wihley I8 a wery
clever chap, head of the Bemove Pramatic
Boclety, and a wvery clever actar and im-
personator.  But Willey coertainly doesn't
mave in ducal ciralea. I Jon't suppoze Wibley
cn;ulh% tell o duke from a marquis by dooking
at bim,

Then, all of o sudden, Squill™s idea burst
on ME, and we roared.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

"ot 67 asked Squiff.

“Oh, my hat!" =aid Whartom.
would work—"

“M. course it woull work!" aaid Fquill.
“Work like a giddy steam-cogine!”

"Let's go and e Wih!”

"Wih'z btard up, too. and ket he plad of
a feed,” sald 8Bguitf. “Come on! Let's put
it to Wik!"

uIr it-

11.
HEN alnes the duke get here,

Aud we rushoed off to see Wihicy at once.
Wharton ™
“Abnut five., Frank.”

"W
"What abowt tena?"

“That's the difflealty. We're stony.”

Fishier T, Fish pricked ap his cors,

He waa eoming down the Remnve passafoe.
Wharton and Nugent were standing wear the
wittiddnow  at the end, falking Lhings nver.
Fishy stopped to jisten. The word "doke™
wias a mwavical sound to his ecars. Fisher T.
Fisli had never seen a duke, bubt be had
dreamed about them.

Wharlon and Nugent ran their bhapdsz
throngh their pockets, but they «diin’t find
any cash.

“It's too had ™ sald Wharton, " With the
duke coming to toa, we ought to have some

—

thing extra specinl. Afler all, we dop'd kave
i duke in Study No. 1 cvery day!"

*1 say, you galoo M

"We must ralse the wind somehow,” zabd
Nugent. *I suppose his Grace will come in
his e¢ari” :

“No; the ducal car has been lcbt to the
War dﬁce, I understand. But, however Ls
comes, he's getting here at five ™ '

"1 =AYy, yOH jAys— ="

“Pity we couldw't bave had a lengor
oollze!" -apid Nugent,

“Well, 1 didn't know till this afternocs,™
Baid Wharton. "The dukc neturally thought
we'd he glad to lﬁ h;:.rr M:t.ur tjimm' ]
course, 80 we would, MHut it's a difleafty
alrout Lhe ted.”

F_"hl‘m talking to you, you galeote!™ roarcd
ish.

Wharten looked round.

.::¥EITF! Is thot you, Fishiy:™

gplt

"&ug nlantg. uld?ii*ﬂ-::.p! wﬂ'rekhum"
rweve got a prohlem to work ont,” sald
Nugzent. “Don't bother, Flshy.*

“1 guess your said there was a duke coping
to see you this afternoon,” said Fisher T.
Fish, his eyea glenming.

“Don't worey ™

“¥You jay! want to Enow.”

Eh kin::n ﬂﬂai

“Look hyer, igrion, you-might be pally.®
urged Pil'll_l.alri‘l"{ Fisk, “}.l Fll-thﬁ it's E .
time simce ed with you. Are you L
ask me to teal” % i

“No fear!"

“I'll tell you what. I'll stand my whaek,”
enid Fishy., “1 will, honeat Injun?! Put me
down for an equal whack. ™

“8nrry, Fishy!™ said Wharton pol
“Hat the visitnr is rather o zpecial r_mg‘ You,
being o repuhlican, wonldn't care to mect
him. It's only a duke."

“1 puess that's where T live! sald Flsher
T. Fish eagerly. " “You're guite mistaken,
Wharton. may hnve made anme remarks
abwut played-out, cffete arstocrata—"

“You have —lots!”

“I

itely.

was only—only joking, really. The fact
;;li.hl should like to mect his Grace!™ said

Al

“Waell; I'm afraid e wonldn't care to meet
you,” said Wharton. “The fact is, Fishy, if
you'tl exense me, the duke doesnt care for
—er—Americans, you know."

“You needn't tell him I'm am Amerlean,”
arid Fish eagerly. “I'll keep that dark.
Look hyer, Wharton, I gather that you're in
sormne financial difficulty ahout the feed.”

“0h, we shall manage that all ‘right!"

"But how are you going to manage it,
wnl galoot?™ _

“I dare say something will tnrmn up™

“Bet vom it won't!” said Fish anxiously.
“Now, do do-the seneible thing, Whorton—
dont he n jay!  You'll have his Qrarce
;-;rh:iug. and have to fake him into Hall to

b

“Well, we conld do Lhat.”

"It'e & rotten fdea. 1711 tell you what.
You bring him to my study!™

“Tat Int of good that would he™ eaid
Mugent. " What would you offef him—dall a
zardine ™

“1'It "atdhd the rippingest- feell yon ever

{Continued on page 16.)
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{Continued from page 15.) i
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leard of—T will, honest Injun! You bring
the duke to my study to tea, and I'll do him
in firgt-chop style!” said Fish breathlessly.
“I'm in funds—honest Injun, I am! Look
here!  I've got a quid and five bob, apd LI
Bilue it to the lazt red cent if you bring the
duke to tea in my study!”

Wharton seemed to hesitate,

“That's not a bad offcr,” said Nugent, In
A doubtful sort of way. * After all, we've got
simply nothing in our study, Wharton, and
the duke specially sald he wanted tea in the
gtudy, to remind bim of his school-days.”

“Yes, that's go, but—"

I“]:enre it E} me'!"i' Is:}tid ﬁ‘hETﬂT;r Fizh im-
ploringly. “Bring him to my study "

“Dut our friends are coming to tea with
the duke,” said Wharton, "There will be
cight of us, heside the duke”

*“(h, Jerusnlem! Never mind. I'll stand a
feed for the lot—I will, honeat Injun? Every
red eent 1've got!™

Fisher T. Fish was in deadly earnest, _

“Better close on that, Harey," said Nugent.
“0Of course, it's in your hands, as the duke
s coming to see you. But 1'd say accept
Fishy's offer.”

There, you hear whal Nugenf says!” urged

18 5

“Well,” said Wharton, “if you'll undertake
to keep it dark about you being an American,
Fishy. - Dukes don't like republicans, you
Enow.”

* Honour bright!”

“Then it'e & go!” said Wharton. *He shall
come to your study to tea, Fishy, on con-
dition that you stand & really ripping spread.

-annc,!hl

“Only gor're o jolly mean--cxcuse me—I
think we'd better come and help you do the
ghopping,” said Wharton. .

“Come co, then!" said Fish. in delight.

Wharten and Wugent went down te the
tuckshiop with Fishy to do the ghopping.
Mrz. Mimble opened her cyer when Fishy
ordered things right and left. He wasn't a
¥ory generous customer fs a rule. "He ardered
thinga up to Nfteen bob. He wasn't going to
be:let off so lightiy as that. .

“Better have another pot of jam,” enid
Kugent  thoughtfully. *I1t's rather a big
party, vou Know.™

“[—! say, those potz of jam cost one-and-
gix ! murmured igh.

“And a pineapple,” said Wharlon.

“0Oh, Jerusalem!™ i

“And a bog of biacuits,” said Nugent.

“Look hyer, Nugent——"'

*And another dozenm cremm puffs!™

"By gum!"

“And n
Wharion. .

“Leok hyer, Wharton, draw the line some-
whar!" gasped Fisher T. Fish, with per-
gpiration on his hrow.

“That's all right, Fishy. Yon do the hand-
some thing, and DI get the duke to shake
hands with vou!”

Figher T. Fish Drightened up at that, He
bhued the whole of his twenby-five bob, though
he  looked as if he were losing t.w&nf..i'-ﬁm
tﬂ}ih- Then the parcel was carried to Fishy's
study.

L \!pu get tea ready,” said Wharion, “We're
going to meet the duke™

“It"s ® cinch, isn't  §E?"  asked Fish
anxiouzly, “You'll bring the galeot here?”

“He'll come with w3, mever fear. Mind yon
keep it dark about you being an American,
though,” i

“Bure!™ said Fishy.

II1.
EUERTTHI}I{'} wad rexdy in Fishy's study

when the duke arrived.
He came o with ue, and Fishr, who
was making toast, spun round as he
heard footasteps. He steood quite gpasping, as
he fooked at the duke, almoat overcome with
O¥.

The duke wos o very respectahle-looking
dycal chap, He wore a Mack frock-coat, and
patentleathers, and had a big diomond in a
Bblack tie. He looked about forty yeard old,
and - had some wrinkles, and o rather ruddr
complexion, and w get of whiskers just tinged
with grey. His head was bald in the middfe,
hut had thick hair all round it. He carrjed
a handzome topper in g hand.

What impressed Fishy most, T think, was
hiz eyeplazs. ¢ wore a gold-rimmed eye-
glasz, jammed in his right eye, with his face

couple of dozen jam-tarts,” eaid |

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

serewed up roond it
haughty. Fishy had a fxed belief that all
real noblemen were haughty, and he wouldn't
Iave boelieved the duke was o real doke if
he had had good manuers.

“Tea ready, Fishy?" said Wharton.

“Yep!™ gasped Fishy.

“Will your Groce allow us to introduce ry
Hlil?nd Figh?' asked Wharton, very respect-

Y.

“Haw!” said the duke.

“Come here, Fishy."

Fisher T. Fish c¢ame forward almost
trembling. HIis eyes were Iairly glistening,
1t was the dream of his life realised, Ab laat
he wng meeting o duke! He wounld have lain
down oft the fAcor for the doke to walk over,
if he'd been asked to.

“Your Grace, this iz Figh.”

“Haw!" gnid the duke. “Looks like fried
fish ~what?" .

That was because Fishy had been making
toast. Fishy grinned. He had never thought
that a duke would muke jokes like an ordinary
mortal, and he thought it most affable of
Tim,

*Yep, vour Grace!" he gasped.

“Fishy, my irlend the Duke of Peckham!"
said Wharton, completing the introduction.
dFiahh-::- T. Fish nDearly doubled up with a

Lo .

“Happy to meet your Graee!” he gasped.

To his delight, the duke held out his hand.
Figsher T. Fish made a grab at it, but the
dake omly gave him two fingera. Etill, two
dacal finzers were worth more to Fialy thao
a whole fist of anybody else,

“[ am glad of this npimrtunit of makin’
your acquaintance, Fiah,” exid the duke, in
a stately manncr. “Is this your satudy,
Wharton 7"

“Nd; this is Fishy's study,
stl to fea, your (race.” .

“Yery good of Dish, Did you say his name
was Dishi™

“No, Fish."

“Haw! My mistake!
Fish."”

“Nob at all, your Graece” chirruped Fishy.
“Nob a bit! Will your Grace take a chair?
Pray sit down, your Grace! Does your Grace
like ham and eggst"”

“I am realty not hungry.” said the duke.
He had a high-pitched, affected sort of veice
which delighted Fishy, for Fishy couldn't have
helieved that a duke would not put on szide.
" However, I will taste a morgel. Haw!™

The duke gat down,

“What a dinky litble raom!" he said.

“(3lad you like it, my lord—I[ mean, mﬂv
Grace—that is, your Grace,” said Fishy, get
fing o little mixed. “Please put this cushion
behind your Grace, my back! TE will make
your back's Grace more comfortable.”

“Thank vou, Squish!"

“Nat at all, your
Grace!l”

We all sat down fo tea, as eoleman as owla.
squilf whizpered to Bob Cheery to be quiet,
aa there was & nobleman present. Hob was
as quiet as he could be; but thal is not say-
e much. :

We made a ripping Lea.

After the stony state we had been in 50
long, we simply revelled in the supply of tuck
Fisher T. Fish-had laid in, ;

The duke had gaid he wasn't hungry; but,
a5 o matter of faet, he did quite as well as
any of ua, ;

And Tisher was so delighted to bave a duke
at bis table that e quite forgot to connt the
moothfuls, as he waually doea an the rare
ocensions when he has a fellow to tea,

Fisher T. Fish didn’t bother about havinge
any ten, himsell. He was too fustercd and
excited. He spent all his time walching the
j duke, and helping him, and looking after

him, and. ealling him “your Grace” or as
| near it as he could get in his excitement,
The duke was a hit stand-offish with Fishy,
all the same: which Fish put down to his
exelusive: aristperatic manners,

“I liope your Grace is making a good fea,
caur  Grace?” sald  Fishy, for about the
wenticth bime, N

“Thank you, yaas!™ said his Grace.
Lhe- whitebait, deah hoy!™

"Alem!" gald Fishy, rather taken aback.
P We—we're ghort of whitebait, bubt will yoo
try Lthe sordinest”

“Yaaz, and a little caviare, pleagze.”

“Jernsalem! I—[ mean, we ain't allowed
caviare in the Remove” said poor Fishy.
v Awfully sorcy, Four Grace!”

“Kob at -all, my dear Smish,” said hia
Graece. "IN have a little of the colelepte de
Ia pingpong, if T may.”

It was the first time Fishy knew thatb soases
were called cotelebte de la pingpong in dueal
i eireles; but it was plain he was makiog 2

He's asked us

I beg your pardon,

duke—I mean  your

" Pags

Hig expression wis very 7

w-:;mt note of it, to {ell them later In "o
n .H-

The sosses and the ham and eggs wenb
fown rippingly, and the cake and the bis-
cuits and the jam Iollowed. There were
plenty of fellows to elear the table, though
it waz a liberal feed—really wonderinl for
Fishy. The doke said the pincapple was
dinky, which reconciled Fishy to havieg
bought it, and he made a note that "dinky.
which he had supposed to be American, was
real ducal English!?

We rather slacked down towards the
finish, for fear of overdoing it. It was a
long time zince we had had such a feed.

The duke chatted very alfably. He told ug
stories of the House of Lords, to which
Fishy listened with his eres and mouth wide
L R

“Begad " said the duke nlly. “After
lopkin' after me .in this rippin’ way, Dish,
ou mugst really allow me to e BOInE—
aw—little return! Wouldy you care—haw=—
to hear a debate in the House of Lords?”

“Sure!” gasped Fishy, almoest believing he
was dreaming, at the bare idea of sceing o
whaole crowd of lords and dukes all at onee.

“I'm introducin’ a littke Bill shortly.” aaid
the doke. "A Bill for dealin® with rascally
money-grabbers who corner wheat ond put
up the price of bread. It will be a rather
Interestin' debate, if you'd care to hear it,
Master Squish.”

“D-d-delighted ! gasped Fishy. He gave
i3 all ap imploring look, afraid that wae
might et out that sha way from aerndas the
Atlantic,” and that hia father cornered wheat
and things, and offend the duke.

“"I'm atartin® an inguiry, too, Into the
fature of the ingredients used.in  the manu-
factura of Chicage potted beef,” paid the
duke. “That will be very interestin'.”

“Yep!" stuttered Fishy.

“I'l aend my car for you. if you like,
!‘]![mler Dish, wheo—when the debabe comes
B Illl'

F."I'i'aur Grace s n regular corker!™ asald
izh.

“"You needn't be afradd of trustin® your-
gelf im-my cur; it wasan'l made in Amerioa,”
added .the duke resssuringly. “Mow, my
young friends, I think I must be movin', as
I've “ordered a special train at  ball-pask
1] v

And the duke rose fo his febt.

*1 hope your Graes will be coming down
agalty,” said Fish, "It will always be a
plegaure and ao hooour o cotertaim your
Graee.”

*Begad, you don't say so!™

“¥ep! Sure! .Honest Injun!™ sald Fishy.

“Begad!” said the duke. "As yvou're &o
hogpitable, Master Figh, T won't go away
at wll. I'M stay-in the Remove here, so o3
to be o mpeighbour to you, and drop io to
tea whenever you like "

" Wha-a-at? gasped Fish.

Fisher T. Fish's eves nearly atarfed from
hiz head as the duke put, up his band to
hia face and tonk off hes ducal whiskers,

“Waal, I swow!" gurgled Fishy.

“Ha, ha, ha!"

Then the duke fook off hiz frock-coat, and
the astounded Fishy saw that heo was wearing
an Eton jacket -wunderneath. Fishy's eyes
were like saucers. He eouldn’t believe what
ke aaw.

But when the duke dropped his eveglass,
and rubbod a- damp handkerchie! over his
face, nnd his wrinkles and most of the com.
plexian disappeared. then Fishy underatoml.

“Wibley!" he shrieked.

“"Yans, begad!” sald Wibkley - checrfolly.
“Awlolly pleascd with your [Little entor
tainment, Fishy.”

“Bpoofed ™ ahricked Fisher T. Fish.

“Ha, ba, ha!"”

“Yanz, [t was rathah a dinky spon! -
what?" zaid the duke. “"You cant wrile
home Lo popper and mommer thot ¥ou ve Lt
a duke to ten; bubt you can tell them that
o steod a feed ab your own exponze,
izhiy, and they'll think that still more won-
derful!  Qood-bye!  On second thoughts, 1
won't send the ear; that debate won™ come
olf for gome time in the Touse of Lords."™

And Duke Wibley walked out of the study
and we all followed him, Iaughing lik
hvenas,

Fighwe T. Fish stood rooted to the Noor,

He had stood the feed, there was no mis-
take about that, aod there wazs hacdly a
cromab left. And he hadn™t Bad biz own tos,
And hig duke had turned out fo e Wildey
of the Bemove !

Fishy's thoughtz at that moment ot
have been wery  infercsting to know, Buf
e conlde't utber {lom. Be  sbood el
pasped like & bonded fisli--as indecd he was
P —and we left Dim gasping.
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