BILLY BUNTER’S JOY-RIDE WITH THE TREASURE!

(An Amusing Scene in the Long, Complete School Tale contained in this Number.) 24—5-_15
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
In Cellar Cool !
EASTS !
Billy Bunter, of the Greyfriars

B

Remove, made that remark—
_efaphatically.
e was exasperatod, and he was
alazmed,

It was a hali-holiday at Greyfriars, and
Harry Wharton & Co,, of the Remove,
had an appointment in Courtfield. 1t was
@ very important appointment—nothing
tess than meeting some of the CLiff House
schoolgirls: at the bunshop for tea.
Naturally, Billy Bunter bad decided to
keep that appomntment along with the
Famous Five. Tea at the bunshop—or
anywhere  elso—had an attraction for
Bunter. .

Unfortunitely, Bunter had no attrac
tion for the Famous Five.

They had started, and Bunter had
started after them. But the Co. walked
as If for a wager, and Bunter's fat little
legs had to go like clockwork to keep
pace. Half-way to Courtfield the said
legs completely gave out. Billy Bunter
slackened, and slowed, and stopped. The
Famaus Five vanished mn the distance at
a great rate, and Bunter sat on a grassv
bank to rest, and to make remarks.  And
while he was resting and making remarks
Ponsonby and Gadsby, of Iigheliffe
Schoel, hove in sight—in the offing, so to
speak.

Banter was not glad to see them.

But Pon and Gaddy locked pleased.
They were glad to see Bunter. The two
nuts of Highcliffe were idle and slacking,
as usual; and as the proverb declares.
Satan finds work for idle hands. Bunter
belonged to Greyfriars, and Pon detested
Greyfriars and everything connected with
it. And Bunter was a safe subject for a
ragging.

“Beasts!” gasped Dunter.
beasts ! Rotters! Oh, beasts!”

It was not quite clear whether he wae
alluding to the departed Removites or to
the arriving Highelifians—perhaps both.
- They were all beasts, of wvarving
dégrecs of boastliness, from Billy
Bunter's point of view.

“ Awiul

- The fat jumer secrambled off the grass

in a hurry. j
Heo knew ‘what to expect if the High-

eliffe nuts collared him. And he blinked:

round through his big speetacles for a
wav of escape.

. “DBeasts ! he gasped. “T'd jolly well
lick the pair of them, only—only it's
rather too warm for fighting, Rotters!
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I suppose I'd better clear off before they
see me ! Beasts!”
The fat figure of William George

Bunter was visible at a good distance, and.

the two Iligheliffians up the road had
already spotted him: but the short-
sighted Owl of Greyfriars could not make
out their faces, or observe their delighted
grins. Under the impression that they
had not yet observed him, Bunter
plunged across the grass bordering the
road to take cover.

Fifty yards or so from the lane were

the ruins 5f a cottage, whiech had been

destroyed by an air raider™s bomb during
the war. The cottage had never beén re-
built, and enly part of the framework of
it remained, with masses of .wreckage
fmiled amid the tottering walle. Bunter
weaded for the wrecked building as fast as
his fat legs could go. .

Ponsonby and Gadsby stopped as they
came up to the spot where he had been
seaded, and looked after him, grinning.

Bunter was pounding across tothe cot-
tage, gasping as he went, still under the
impression that he was not seen.

“By gad!” Pousonby burst into a
chuckle. *The fat idiot doesn't knew
we’ve spotted him. He’s goin’ to hide till
wo've passed.”

Gadsby chartled. :

“None of the other cads in sight, are
there 7" Ponsonby looked round sharply,
He was pleased to seée Bunter, but he
would have becn very sorry to behold
Harry Wharten, or Bob Cherry, or
Johnuy Bull,  “The fat boundes seems
to be on his own! We'll make an
example of Lim.”

“Oh, rather!” agreed Gadshy.

“We'll tie up his leg, and make him
hop home, Caddy.”

“You bet " assented Gaddy.

And the grinming Higheliffians started
across the grass after Bunter.

Billy Bunter rolled breathlessly into the
ruined cottage, and mopped his fat, per-
spiring brow when he arrived there.

“Beasts!” he murmured. “I—I
wonder whether they've passed yet?
they sec mo~—— DBeasta!”

The :
throngh a clawk in the tottering wa
Then he jumped.

I?m]i;ac:-nhy - -
straight for the cottage, with prinning
faces. They were w-i’bﬁ a dozren yards.

“Ob, crumbs ! gasped Bunter. “The

beasts. know T'm here!”
- He blinked wildly round for a.place of-

concealment.
DBut the shaky walls and masses of
lumber offered no hiding-place.

=
fat  jumier blinked cuutinumllly- '

and Gaddy were heading -
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useless to take to his heels; he knew he

would be run down in a ecouple of

minutes.  Bunter was at his wits’ end
when, his vision sharpened, perbaps by

danger, he observed a trapdeor in the .
floox, close by the crumbling wreck of a -
little wooden stairease.

The fat junior made a jump at the trap-
door, and dragged it up.

It evidently gave admission to a cellar,
and 1t was a case of any port in a storm.
The cellar did not look inviting, but it
was all the safer as a refuge on that
account, for the Highcliffe nuts were very
particular abeut their clothes, and they
were not likely to pursue their vietim:
among dirt and dust and beetles,

Bunter blinked down into the dark.

orifice below in search of stéps. But
there were no. steps to be seen. No
doubt a ladder had existed onece, for
descent into the ecellar; but if se, it was
gone now. Dut he made out the brick
Hooring about six or seven feet below.

He hesitated.

But the feotsteps of the
were close at hand now,
Ponsonby’s voiece was heard.

“Hallo, Bunter! Show yourself, you - -

fat frog!™
Bunter hesitated no longer.

He caught the edge of the opening with

his fat hands and swung down, As
Ponsonby and Gadsby came tramping

into the cottage. Dunter dropped. Tt was |
a short drop, but the fat junior rolled

over as he landed, and crashed on a heap
of lumber in a corner of the little, earthy
cellar. There was a loud ¢link as he did

50,

The footsteps of the two juniors raug
above,

“Where is he 77 '

“By gad! The fat owl’s vanished I’

“ Beasts 1" murmured Bunter breath.

lessly.

_ “Where: sre vou, Dunter?”. roared
Ponsonby. “ We know you're here somes.

where, vou fat duffer! Show yourself!”
it T i g g
-' cat 1= mgh; g that ke

clifffans wonld overlook
But that was not likely. There was a
shout from Gadsby. :

“Ho’s down there !”

them.
“RBun to earth !”

inned Ponsenby,
“Ha. ha, hal” - ’

“I—I—1 say, you fellows——" siam.

It was ! mered Bunter,
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Clink. clink ! came again, as the fat
Junior rolled off the heap.

the open trape.

Two grinming- faces looked down af
Bunter. The %a-:t-- junior blinked up at
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“Come up at once!” commanded
Ponsonby.,

“Oh, really, vou know

“Do you want us to come down after
youf"”

“I—TI sav, vou'll make vour clothes
dirty, you know !” gasped Bunter. It
—it's awfully dirty down here—fairly
reeking! lots of spiders and things!
And—and slugs!- And—and lots of
things!"”

Pousonby sniffed. He certainly had no
intention of sotling his elegant “ elobber ™
in the cellar. Bunter was of the earth
earthy, as it were, after his roll on the
Aoor, and the elegant Pon did net want
to get nto the samne state,

“Come up, or we'll come down for
you !” he said sternly.

“I—I'd come wup with pleasure, old
chap, to oblige vou!"" gasped Bunter. “I
—I'd do anything for a fellow I really
like. DBuat——"

“Well, come up.”’

“I—T can't!"”

“Why can't vou, vou fat fraud 7"’

“Xou see, there ain't any steps,” ex-
plained Bunter.

“There's a ladder down there,”
Gadsby. * There used to be one—it was
there when I looked into the place once.”

““There isn't any ladder here,” said
Bunter. “1I say, vou fellows, there isn't,
really, you know t*

“Then how are vou going to get out?”
demanded Ponsonby,

Bunter started. |

That consideration had not oeccurred
to his fat mind.

In his haste to escape the ragwers he
had been thirnking only of getting away
from them—not of getting out of the
cellar afterwards.

He gave a cry of dismay.

“Oh erumbs! T—I say, vou fellows.
vou—vou'll have to help me out!” he
stammered.

"

“Let's help hini out., and we'll joliv |

well wallop him ! zaid Gadsby.

“Good! Give me vour paw, Bunter,
and I'fl help you up!”

“I—1 =ar, vou fellows, make it pax,
von know-——"

“Ha, ha! No fear!”
Bunter bhinked up,
clifians grinned down. The unfortunate
Ow] of the Remove was 1z a fix, If the
Highelifians helped him ont, the ragging
was inevitable ; and if they didn't, he was
a helpless prisoner 1 the cellar under the

lonely cottage,

The dismay tn his fat face made the
Highcliffians vell,

“I1—I sav, vou fellows

“Let's leave him there!” chuckled
(adsby. *“No bizney of ours if a fat
frog falis into a cellur’”

“Ha, ha! Not at all!"

“* (lood-bye, Bunter!"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The two gvinning faces disappeared
from above. Bunter uttered a vell,

“I—I sav, vou fellows—come back,
vou know! Help me out, old chaps!
(h, you beasts! 1 say, old fellows——
Yah! Rotters!”

The footsteps of Ponsonby and Gadsby
died away, Those two cheery vouths
walked on to IHighcliffe in a merry
mood, leaving the Owl of the Remove
to deal with the situation as best he
could. Dunter's voice from the cellar
followed them.

“ Beasts !"

and the High-

i1}

T —— g

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Treasure-trove !

14 H crumbs!”
Willliam George Bunter sat

down on the lumber in the
cellar and almost wept,
He had been in the cellar an hour
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now, and he was tired of it—auite tired.
]'.But his efforts to escape had been fruit-
ess,

There was no possible mean: of reach-
ing the opening above lis head. It was
not more than eighteen iniches above the
tips of his fingers, but it micht as well
have been eighteen leagues. 'There was
nothing in the cellar to stand upon to
raise him to the required level. The

wreckage from above—frasments of
stairs, and bhoards, and utensils. If
Dunter had been thinking of anvihing
but his own uncomfortable position 1t
might hiave struck him as curious that
anvoune had taken the trouble to pile
that useless timber in the cellar, ut
W. (. Bunter was thinking only of him-
self-—and tea-time,

'\ “The avwful rotters'"

sald |

moaned Dunter,
He was thinking of Harry Wharton &
(o, now, ““They've had tea by this
time—and I'm hungry! Beasts!  Just
because they're jealous of a chap's good
looks—beasts !  Marjorie won't realiy
cujoy her tea without me there—and

lumber piled in the coruer was merelr |

Three-halfpence. 3

It was a thick, stronz sagk, and it was
crammed full of something—somethinz
that clinked as it was jolted.

“ My only hat!”

Bunter dragged the cack clear and
examined it. ‘The neck was looped up
with cord, knotted, evidently with care.

Bunter's little round eyes grew larger
behind his glasses,

Chrk, clink !

His fat fingers were quickly at work
on the cord. The sack clinked musicall-
as it jolted. In a few minutes the cord
was loose, and Bunter opened 'the sack
That e had made a curious discovers
he knevw. and he was intensely curious -
know what was in the hidden sack.” Bt
as his eyes fell wpon the contents i
fairly gasped.

There was a glimmer of silver in te
dusk of the cellar.

With a trembling hand Bunter d-e~
out of the sack a handsome silver dis!.
He did not know much about such thing:,
but he knew that the dish must be of cor -
siderable value. And it was only ore of
many. The sack was crammed with e
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him, and quaked.

Peter Todd scrambled out of bed and seized his pillow.
“ Wha-a-at are
(See Chapter §,)

Billy Bunter heard
you up to, Peter? Yaroooooh!™

Clara will be down in the dumps—sure
to be! They won't care, the rotters, so

{ long as they keep me off the grass!”

Clink, elink ?

Again came that metallic chinking from
under the fat junior as he moved. It
 struck his attention at [ass.

He blhinked round him 1n the dusky
cellar.

Chink, chink !

“What the dickens 13 17" mumbled
Bunter peevishly. “I don't see what
thia rubbish was chucked down here for:
it doesn’'t belong to the place, Bits of
old stairs and things, and rags of earpet.

| Some chap must have been in want of
-} something to do

A

Clink, clink!

What the thump were they brought down
here for, I wonder? Thev're 1ot worth
keeping. Besides, nobody lives here!”
DBunter’s curiosity was roused at last,
He pulled aside same of the fragments
of limber to see what 1t was that ¢linked

as he sat on it, and te his astonizhed
eyes a large sack was disclosed.

“Old sanecepansz, or ketties, T suppose !

articles—dishes, stands, boxes—all of
gi&amin% silver,
Billy Bunter giaaped for breath.
“Oh dear! What—what——"
He blinked at the sack of silver.
“Hundreds of pounds!” Le stuttered.
It was *“t{reasure-trove,” and no mis-

talke. How that sack of silver goods bad
comie to be hidden in the lonely cellar

was ‘a mystery to Bunter. He simpi:
could not understand it. But 1t was
there, and he had found it. And Bunter'g

view of such matters was that findings
were keepings.

His round eyes gloated over the
precions hoard.

“Hundreds of pounds!” he repeated.
“I-—I say, it’s mine! 1 found it! I-—I
wonder whom it belonga to--I-—I mean,
whom it did belong to? Handreds of
pounds! I—I1 dare say it belonged to
the people who lived here; and I dare sav
they were all killed in the air-raids—ari
—and the stuff hasn't any owner now. It
belongs to the finder [”

Even Bunter realised that it was im-
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probable that such a mass of valuable
silver could have belonged to the dwellers
in a poor cottage—and he had no reason
whatever for suppoeing that the cottagers
had perished in the awr-raid of a couple
of vears ago; but what Bunter wanted
was an cexcuse for aunexing the plunder,
and any excuse was better than none.

“It's mne!” he repeated. * Hun-
dreds of pounds! Oh, my bLat! All
mine ! .

Bunter's expreseion grew beatific.

Hundreds of pounds—all his! His fat
mind revelled in visions of unlimited
tuck ! The steepest of war-prices did not
matter to a fellow who had that'horn of
plenty to draw upon. Bunter had often
argued with Mrs. Mimble, at the school
shop, that now the war was over 1t was
time that war-prices were over, too. It
had been a very sericus matter, in his
opinion, though Mis. Mimble had not
seemed to sce it. DBut now that was a
were trifle.  What did war-prices matter ?
With hundreds of pounds to draw upon,
he could buy up the school shop, 1t Le
Lked !

Wuite forgetful of his poeition, and that
he had not vet solved the question of
escape from the cellar, Billy Bunter
gloated over his discovery.

Clink, chink !

The silver clinked musically as he
handied it, examining article after
article, '

But it was growing darker and darker
in the cellar, and inward pangs brought
Bunter back to a realisation of the posi-
tion at last. JIe hiad found the where-
withal to buy up the school ehop—but
he was a prisoner in the ccllar, and he
was hungry.

He blinked up at the opening above,
which was dusky now, as the sun sank
lower in the sky.

“Oh dear! How am I going to get
out ¥ he mumbled.

There was nothing for it but to shout
for help, in the hope that some passer on
the road would hear him and come to
the rescue, Bunter had tvicd that already
in vain; but therc was nothing for 1t but
to try again. The cottage was a good
fifty vards from the voad, and it was un-
likely that he would be heard by anyone
passing, and &till more unlikely that any-
one would visit the destroyed cottage,
With renewed alarm—all the sharper
because he was gettin ferociously
hungry—Bunter realised that he was in
a serious scrape, i spite of the ‘reasure
e had found.

He re-packed all the silver-ware into
tiie sack carefully before he began to use
Lis fat lungs. I help came, he did not
want his treasure to be seen. The rescuer
tight demand * halves !” He corded up
the suck again with great care, and rolled
it back into the corner. 1t was not large
enough for him to stand upon to reach
the opening everhcad. Bunter covered it
up carefully with the fragments of
fumber, He understood, now, why that
¢itbbish had been piled in the cellar,

Then, standipg undcr the trap, be
oegan to shout.,

“Help! Help! Resenel!l”

His ehouts rang and echoed 1 the
eellar, and through the ruined cottage
ubove, but they did not reach the distant
road. '

He shouted and shouted till he was
hreathless and fatizued, as the darkness
deeprned. _ .

But there was no answering volce,
o welcome footstep.

IHe desisted ot last, exhausted and
turious.

“Ow! Oh dear!” he mumbled. “I—
it's past calling-over now, and even those
veasts won't come home this way—they're
sure to take the girls back to Chiff House !
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Oh dear! 1—I shall be out all night—
ow !-—I shall get a licking from the Head
—wow ! I'm hungry!” '

The last ghmmer of hight was long
gone, and Bunter was in darkness—and
doleful dumps. At that awful moment he
would have given the sack of silver for
one good equare meal.

When he recovered his wind he
shouted again, dismally. But only the
echo of his voice answered him,

THE THIRD CHAPTER.

Where is Bunter ?

“HALL{J, hallo, hallo!
time !
Harry Wharton & Co. came
up to the gates of Greyfriars as
Gosling came out of his lodge. The five
juniors hurried in, and Bob Cherry
bestowed a genial grin upon the school
porter.
"Fﬁnrl‘}-‘. old 121111{):“ lie remarked.
Gosling blinked at lnm,
“Wotener sorry for, Master Cherry ?”

he asked.

“It's too bad,” econtinued DBob.
““ Another minute and vou could have
locked ue out, cld chap. Sorry!”

*“Ha, ha, ha!”

“The sorrowfulness 18 terrmific, my
esteemed and grumpy Gosling ! re-
marked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

Gosling grunted.

“It's too bad, Gossy!” grinned Frank
Nugent. ** Another time, old infant!”

Grunt !

The cheery chums of the Remove
trotted away across the dusky quad,
leaving Gosling to close the gates—
which he did with an emphatic bang.

*“1I wonder where Bunter got to?" re-
marked Johnny Bull, as they headed for
the School House. *“Ie never arrived
in Courtfield.”

“Crocked up by the wayside gaid
Bob. “ Poor old Bunter! [ dare say he's
still Iving there, waiting for some Good
Samaritan to come by and pick him up.”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”

The sad picture drawn by Bob Cherry
did not scem to sadden the cheery five.
They chortled.

“He must have turned back,” said
Harry Wharton. * We shall find him in-
doors—wrathy ! We shall be in Bunter’s
black books after this,”

“Alas !” sighed Bob.

“Just in time, you fellows!”" said
Vernon-Smith, as the -Famous Five came
into the School House. * Quelchy’s
taking call-over. Buck up!”

Harry Wharton & Co. joined the
stream of fellows making for Hall, where
the master of the Remove was to take
the roll-call. They glanced round, as
they joined the rest of the Remove, for
William George Bunter. But he was not
to be seen.

After losing sight of the fat junior on
the Courtfield road that afternoon, the
chums of the Remove had given him
hardly a thought. They had only been
thankful that Bunter had not arrived at
the bunshop while they were having tea

Just in

Ll
L]

with Marjorie and Clara and Barbara. |

Billy Bunter was not persona grata with
the Chff House girls., After tea the Co.
had escorted their girl chums home to
Chff Fouse, and returned across the
fields, just in time for calling-over. They
had expected to find Willam George
Bunter there, with wrathful and reproach-
ful looks. But be was not there.

“Hasn't Bunter come in, Toddy?"”
Harry Wharton asked, addressing the fat
junior’s study-mate.

“Blessed- 1f I know.,” answered Peter
Todd. “Haven’t seen him. He wasn’t in
to tea.” -

“ [Have you seen him, Dutton?”
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Tom Duiton, the deaf junior, locked
round as Wharton tapped him on the
elbow, =

“Ioh?" he said.

“lave you seen Bunter since tea 1™

“Eh? Who?”

*Bunter — your
know 7"

“What rot !” answered Dutton, with a
stare. “Quelchy hasn’t begun to take
the roll yet. I'm not late!”

“0Oh, my hat! Have vou secon Billy
Bunter lately 7" howled Wharton.

“Do you mean Quelchy? 1've neves
noticed specially that he's stately,” ane
swered Dutton. * But suppose he ie—
what about 1t7"

“0Oh dear!” '

“Bunter !” bawled Bob Cherry, puiting

study-mate, you

his head close te Dutten. “Where's Billy

Bunter?” |

“Oh, Bunter! I don't know—haven't
seen lum. And vou needn’t shout at me,
Bob Cherrv—I'm not deaf!”

“ Phew !

“Mind vour eve!” murmured Red-
wing. “Quelchy’s looking thiz way.”

The Remove-master was about to take
the roll. When he came to Bunter's
name there was no answer.

*“Bunter!"” repeated Mr. Quelch
Ehal'}]!y. “ Bunter !

Silence,

Mr. Quelch glanced over the Remove,
and marked down W. G. Bunter as
absent. Sammy Bunter glanced round
from among the fags of the Second, won-
dering what had become of his fat major,
William George did not come in, and the
fellows were dismissed. In the passage
Harry Wharton tapped Sammy of tﬁa
Second on the shoulder. ' :

“Where's your major, Sammy?” he
asked.

The fat fag shook his head.

* Blessed. if T know—or care!” he an-
swered, with the brotherly affection that
was so marked in the Bunter family. -

“Haven't you seen him lately 7"

*“1 saw him rolling after you chaps this
afternoon,” grinned Sammy. *What
have vou done with him 7"

“We left him on the road.” ;

“Perhape he’s still there!” grinned
Sammy. SNy

And Bunter minor rolled away, display- '
ing a plentiful lack of interest in Bunter

major’s fate. .

“The siliy ass!” said Bob Cherry.
‘He's late, and he’ll get 2 wigging from.
Quelchy whén he comes in. Quelchy
doesn’t like a chap missing call-over,”

Harry Wharton looked thoughtful for
a moment. But it seemed impossible that -
any accident could have happened to
Bunter, in the broad d&]lifht; and Bun-
ter had been late for call-over before,
many a time, | -

Harry Wharton and Frank Nugent
were at prep in Study No. 1, some time
later, when Peter Todd looked in.

“Not finished yet,” said Harry, with-
out looking up. _ :

* Bunter's not come in,” said Peter.

Wharton looked up then.

My hat! It’s half-past eight!” he
said. ““Not in yet?” :

Peter wrinkled his brows,

“I hope the fat duffer hasn't got
walked over by a motor-ear, or anything
like that,” he said. “I suppose he ought.
to be looked for if he doesn't come in
soon.” : :

“We should have heard if there'd been
an accident,” said Nugent, * Somebody
would telephone.™ :

“Yes, I suppose so; but it’s queer he
doesn't-come 1n, all the same !”

Peter went thoughtfully back to his
study. Billy Bunter was rather a trial
in No. 7; and Peter did not feel exactly
affectionate towards him, but he bhad
rather a sense of responsibility towards
his fat study-mate, o
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After prep. when the juniors came
down from their stuaies, there was a
good deal of comment upon the subject
of Bunter's absence. The Owl of the
lemove had not turned up.

“Run over, mmost likely!” Skmner
suggested, quite cheerfully. * He's jolly
short-sighted. you know—just the idiot
to walk righi into a motor-car. e'll
come home on an ambulance.”

“Oh, dry up!” grunted Bob Cherry.

“Wharton!” Wingate of the Sixth
looked into the Common-room.  * Mr.
Quelch wishies to speak to you!”

“Yes, Wincate,”

_Ilarry Wharton repaired fo  the
Remove-master's studv, where he found
BMr. Quelch with a frowning brow.

* Bunter kas not come 1n yet?”’ asked
the I'ormi-master.

“No, sir.”

“It 15 very odd, T vnderstand that he
went out with vou and vour friends this
afternoon?”

“Ahem! Ile was coming after us, sir,
but we lost sight of himm on the Court-
field road—near the old cottage,” said
Harry,

Buzz-z-zz-2!

Mr. Queich’s telephone-bell rang as he
was about to speak again. e signed to

Wharton to wait, and picked up the

receiver, )
“Hallo '™ ;

CHalle!”™  came  through the tele-

phone.  “Is that Greyfriars?”

*Yes—Mr. Quelch speaking '

“*Have vou lost a porpoise?”

“Wha-a-at t"

““ Porpoise.™

1 do not understand. No such animal
as a porpoise 1s kept at Greyfriars,"”
answered the astonished Form-master,
“So far as I am aware, no animal at all
belonging to the school has been lost.”

“Ha, ha! I mean a porpoise named
Bunter.”

“Bless miy soul! Who is speaking 7"

“If you've lost vour porpoise, I ean
give you a tip.”

Mr. Quelch frowied over the trans-
niiter,

“If you can tell me where Bunter is, T
shall be much obliged.” he said coldly.
“I will pass over this extremelv repre-
hensible form of address. Can you give
me any information regarding Bunter?”

*1 saw a porpoise wandering on the
Courtfield road this afternoon,” replied
the voice. **T think it fell into the cellar
of the old cottage —the place that was

mucked up by the Huns. I shouldn’t
wonder 1if it's still there. Ta-ta, old
top !"”

“Really! Upon myv word! Who is

speaking "’ exclaimed Mr. Quelch.

There was no replv. His unknown in-
terlocutor bad rung off. Mr. Quelch put
up the receiver with a grim brow, and
turned to Wharton.

““Someone has just stated that Bunter
fell into the cellar of the old cottage near
the Courtfield road, Wharton,” he said
abruptly. “You say it was near that
spot that you saw him last?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Doubtless. then, this information is
correct, though couched in very dis-
respectiul language. T must send for the
foolish boy. Kindly ask Wingate to come
Liere.”

“"We wounld go for Bunter, sir, if you
choose——-"

Mr. Quelch shook his head,

““As the hour is laie, Wharton, T think !

it'would be better to ask a prefect to go.
I’lease spoak to Wingate.”

“ Very well, sir.”
. Harry Wharton retirved, rather relicved
m his mind about Bunter, and wondering
who it was that had %iven the informa-
tion regarding the *'porpoise,” Tive
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minutes later Wingate and Gwynne of
the Sixth Foim started for the lornely
cottage to the rescue of Billy Bunter.

——

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.

——il

Rescuing Bunter !
1 ELEP "
H A glimmer of light i the
cloom struck upon Dilly

Bunter's eves in the cellar.

‘under the old cottage, and he howled at

once. SRomebodv was at Land.

Bunter had "had a most unenviable
sojourn in the cellar. He had shouted tiil
he was hoarse and husky, but 1u vain,
Nobody had come mnear enough to the
ruined cottage to hear his eries. The fat
junior had given it np, and seated himself
on the lnmber over the sack to wait.

It was a weary wait.

Bunter's nerve was not of the strongest,
and the knowledge that tne spot was a
very lonely one filled him with uneasy
terrors. The darkness was peopled with
dangerous shadows to hLis nneasy eves.
And as he wailted in tue deep gloom
another thought troubled him—that of
the tunknown persouage who had hidden
the sack of silver there! Suppose that
unknown person came along and found
Bunter there !

Bunter preferred to believe that the
gilver had no owner—which, according to
his peculiar views, would justify him in
keeping it. But deep down in his con-
sciousness, somewhere, he knew that it
was most probable that the treazure was
loot—hidden there by a thief. There was,
mdeed, no other way of acconnting for it
—and though Bunter was determined to
believe that the silver was his because he
had found it, he conld not help dreading
the possible arrival of a gentlemarn of the
Bill Sikes variety. And if such a gentle-
man found Bunter there, sitting on his
loot, what was likely to happen to the
Owl of the Remove? The thought of
bemng knocked on the head with a jemmy
was distinctly uncomfortable.

Bunter  waited—and  quaked—and
waited !

He felt that it was 1mpoasible that
Ponsonby could intend to leave him there
all mght—the cad of Higheliffc was hard-
hearted enough, but he would not venture
to such a limit, He was sure to give in-
formation sooner or later, so that Bunter
could be found—surely before bed-time.
Bunter had to wait till he was searched
for, and he could only hope that Bill
Sikes would not drop in before the
searchers from Grevfriara.

The glimmer of lantern-light above the
opening brought hope to his breast. He
jumped up and shouted.

But as his shout rang through the
cellar his terrors returned upon him.
Suppose it wasn't the searchers he ex-
pected, after all! Sup
Sikes coming back for his hidden loot ?

The thought made Bunter shiver.

Footsteps sounded above him in the
cottage.

“Oh dear!” groaned Bunter. *I-—I
say, I'm notl here, you know? I haven't
scen anything here! [ don't know any-
thing about the sack !" )

“Bunter !"

“Oh! Wingate!™ |

The music of the spheres could not have
sounded so sweetly in Bunter's fat ears at
that moment as tlie voice of George
Wingate of the Sixth Form at Creyfriars
—though Wiungate's voice, in itself, was
not particularly musical.

“Bunter! Are vou here?’

“Here T am, Wingate !
junior. * Help!"”

The bike-lantern glimmered down into

the cellar, The faces of George Wingate 1

and Patrick (Gwynue appeared beside it.

pose 1t was Bill

yelled the fat

]
1
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“Oh, tliere you are, are you!?!" growled
Wingate. :

“Yes, please, Wingate!” qgnavered
Bunter. * Starving !”

**Are you injured "’

“Oh, yes, fearfully ! Bruised all over,”
said Bunter, with the idea of evoking
sympathy. ‘““Covered with awful bruises

1 and bumps, Wingate. 1 think my neck’s

broken, too !”

“What ¥’

“I—1 mean, my arm. And I've
41 ( | My a ., Bal Le)r
prammed both my ankles,” said Bunte:

pathetically,

“Sure, 1t's a fat little loiar yve are!”
remarkcd Gwynne, “Ye're not hurrt at
all, atajl!™

*Oh, reallv, Gwynne—-""

“How did vou get there?"” demanded
Wingate,

“That beast Poanzonby of Higheliffe
was after me "

“Oh! Well, put up your paw, and T'll
Lielp you out,” said Wingate., * ITold the
lantern, Gwynne."

* Bure, ve'll niver pull himn out, Cleorge
darling, unless it’s a steam-derrick ve
are!”

“Hum!”  Wingate looked down
dubiously at Bunter. He certainly was a
good weight to pull up, even for the stal-
wart captain of Greyfriars. “Perhaps 1'd
better drop in and bunk up the little
beast."

Bunter started.

“Oh no! Den't!” he ejaculated.
“D-d-don’t come down into the cellar,
Wingate! Ob no!”™

“Why not "

“ Because — because——
see—" stammered Bunter, rather at a
loss what reasonr to give. He certainly
did not intend to give the real reason—
that he was afraid of Wingate noticing
the pile of fragments and what was con-
cealed under it.

“What on ecarth are you babbling
about?" exclaimed Wingate impatiently,
“Stand clear while 1 drop in.”

- “I—I say, Wingate, it—it’s rather dirty
down here—"'

“*Stand clear !

“ And there’s a lot of spiders——" _

“Do you want me to drop on wour
silly head?" roared Wingate, “If vou
don't, stand clear, you young ass!”

“Oh dear!”™ :

Wingate’s long legs were swinging intc
the opening; while Gwynne held the light
and DBunter had to stand clear. He
jumped back, and the captain of Grev.
friars dropped lightly into the cellar.

Bunter stood between him and the
tubbish in the corner; but to his relief
Wingate did not even glance towards 1t.

“ Now, then!” said the prefect gruffiy.

He pgrasped Billy Buater, and
“bunked ” him up. Gwynne gave a
hand from above, and the fat junior was
hauled out of the cellar, snd landed on
the floor above, gasping like a very fat

You — you

fish.
“Ow!’ lie gasped. “Yow! You
needn’t have choked me! Ow! Wharrer

vou grab me like that for,
Yow!"

“It's a thankless liitle baste ye are!”
said Gwynue, “Shut up! Can 1 lend
ve a band, Wingate ?” .

*“1—I say, come up quick, Wingate 17
gasped Bunter, ‘' D-d-don’t stay down
there, you know, There's spiders, and—
gnd—and——" |

“1 can manage, Paddy,” said the Grey-
friars captain. . 2 :

He jumped, and. caught hold of the
edge of the flooring, and pulled himsell
out of the cellar, much to-Bunter’s relief,

‘* Better close the trap, or somebed
will be falling in,”” he remarked.

“Yes, rather!” said Bunter eagerly.
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“And there was a beam on the firap
when I opened 1t. Better put it back.”

*“That doesn’t matter,”

“J-—I1 say, it does, you know. 1t will
make the place look just as it was when
1 found it—"

Wingate stared at him.

“What does it matter what it looks
itke?” he demanded.

“1—1I say, you know, suppcse—suppose
somebody came along, and—and saw 1t,
yon see, then he wounldn’t know anybody
had been herc—see ¥

“ What does it matter, vou fat duffer?”

“Oh! Of—of course 1t doesn’t matter
at all!” gasped Bunter. *“ Not in the
glightest, of course. Not a bit!”

“Sure, the fat idiot’s brain must have
been turned, sitting there in the dark!”
gaid Gwynne, in wonder,

Wingate replaced the trap.

“Come away, Bunter!” he said.

“Just a minute, Wingate!”

Bunter dragged the beam across the
trap. He had found it there, and he
wanted to restore the place to its original
appearance—for reasons of his own. If
Bill Sikes came back to visit his loot,
Bunter did not want him to know the
Jen had been visited by strangers. Mr.
Sikes, in that case, was certain to remove
his pfundm' to another and safer quarter.
Bunter’s actions, in fact, proved that he
was, in his heart of hearts; gquite well

aware how the silver goods must have |”

come there, though at the same time he

was quite determined to believe that the |

tredsure-trove had no owner, and was
his for the finding.

The beam fell across the irap with a
hump as Wingate's finger and thumb
closed on Bunter's fat ear.

“Yooop!” roared Bunter. “Leggo!”

“Come away, yvou little idiot!”

“Ow! Wow! 1'm coming, ain’t 17"
wailed Bunter,

And he came.

The two Sixth=Formers strode back
iowarde Grevfriars, with the fat junior
ioddling after them. 'The great men of
the. Sixth did not deign to take any
firther notice of Punter’s existence, 1t
was bed-time for the juniors when they

reached the school, and Bunter had just |

time to report himself to Mr. Quelch,
and join the Removites as they went to
their dormitory.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
- Keeping the Seecret !
OB CHERRY greeted the Owl of
B on the shoulder, which elicited a
the Remove with a powoerful clap
howl from the fat junior.
‘* Hallo, hallo, hallo! 8o you've turned
up?’
“Yow-ow |”
“What's the matter?”
“You silly chump!” howled Bunter.
*“*You've busted my shoulder !
“What rot!” said Bob cheerfully., I
caly gave you a smack like——"
Bunter dodged in time.
“Where have vou been, vou owl?”
demanded Peter Todd, as the fat junior
roiled into the dormitory.

“Nowhere !’ answered Bunter

promptly.

uid “‘-"hﬂ't‘?!’

“I—1 mean, anywhere!” stammered
Bunter.

Billy Bunter had a secret to keep. He
had his own ways of keeping secrets. A

dozen juniors regarded him curiously as
he made that surprising reply to Peter.

‘* Nowhere and anywhere!” repeated
Squiff. ,

“ Ye-os, exactly. I—I mean——"

“Didn’t Wingase find you at the old
cottage?” asked Harry Wharton. -

“ Certainly not!”’
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| who shat you up there.

“1 thought you were there,” said
Harrv. 1n surprise,

“Blessed «if T know why you should
think s0!” answered Bunter peevishly.
“1 haven't been anywhere near the old
cottage, that I know cf. In fact; I don't
know where there 1s such a place.”

“Well, my hat!”

“But somebody telephoned to Quelchy
that you were there!” exclaimed the
captain of the Remove,

**Oh, that rotter Ponsonby, of course!
1 knew he wounldn't dare to leave me
there all night !

“Then you have
claimed Peter Todd.

“No, I haven't!”

“But vou said that Ponsonby wouldn't
dare to leave wyou there all night!”
shrieked Peter.

“Well, he wouldn't, either!” answered
Bunter. “There’d have been a jolly
row if he had. The Head would have
complained at Highcliffe about it.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“* Blessed if T see what you fellows are
cackling at!”

“How could he leave you there all
night if vou weren’t there, you fathead?”
roared Bolsover major.

been there?’ ex-

“He—he—he couldn’t, of course,”
stammered Bunter. *'I—I meant to say
that—that he couldn't! See? Besides,

he didn't.”
“Well, my hat! Where did Wingate
nd voul’ asked Hazeldene.

“He didn’t find me at all,” answered
Bunter promptly. *“I—1 just met Win-
gate as I was—was strolling home.”

*” inquired Ogilvy.

“From where’
“Nowhere in particular. I was—was

just taking a stroll. It—it was such a
pleasant evening, scu know.,  Nice

spring evening.”

“You staved out hours after ealling-
over to take an eveuinyg stroll?” yelled
Ogilvy.

“Ye-e-es, exactly.”

“The whopperfulness is terrific!” re-
marked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
“PBut what is the whyfulness of the
whoppers{”

“Oh, really, Inky——" > :

‘““ Blessed if 1 can see what he 1s rolling
out these thumping lics for!” said Peter
Todd, in wonder,

*“Look here, Peter——"

“You fat ﬂimmp, if you'd staved out

‘j]
=

without reaszon, Quelchy would have
skinned vou!” said Peter. *“Where have
you been?”

“Inhd Quelchy lick you?"”’ asked Bob.
 “Certainly not! It wasn't my fault 1
was bunged up in the cellar, was it?”
demanded Bunter warmly.

“Then yvou were in the cellar?”

“Oh no!” ejaculated Bunter.
at all! Did I say cellar?”

“Yes, you did, yvou fat fraud!”

“T—I wonder what made me say
cellar®’ gasped Bunter. “I—1 didn’t
mean cellar at all.  Don’t youn fellows
run away with the idea that I’ve been in
a cellar. J haven't, you know!”

“Then where have vou been?” roared
Johnny Bull.

“The—the fact is, I—1I dropped in at
Cliff House to see Marjorie,” stammered
Bunter. “I—1 thought she’d feel it
rather, you know, not seeing me at Court-
field, so 1 strolled over——"

“You fat fraud, we’ve been to CLff
House, and you weren't there!” ex-
claimed Nugent.

“Oh dear! I—I mean, I—I didn’t go
to Chiff House, Nugent! That's what 1
really meant to say.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” |

“You awful chump!” said Harry
Wharton. ““You were shut up in the old
cottage, and 1 suppose it was Ponsonby
Why can’t you

id Nﬂt

"1y
L

say £

“If you doubt my word, Wharton——"

“Your word! Oh, my hat!”

“I decline to discuss the matter with
a fellow who doubts my word,” said the
fat junior, with dignity. * I'm rather
surprised at you, Wharton. You're sus-
picious. . That's low!”

*Oh, s?uush him, somebody !” said the
captain ot the Remove.

“Why on earth can't you tell us what
you've been up to, Bunter?” asked Snoop
curiously. :

“1 don’t mind telling you,” said
Bunter. “I don’t want you to fancy I'm
keeping any secrets. 1'm not, you know.
Nothing of that kind. The fact of the
matter 1s this——" Bunter paused a
moment, apparently to invent the fact of
the matter before he proceeded. ;

“Now, look out for an extra thumpmg
whopper !”” murmured Bob Cherry.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Oh, really Cherry! The—the fact of
the matter is this. I—I took a stroll on
Courtfield Common, and—and lost my
way. Walking home, I fell in—"

“Into the cellar?”

“Nunno! I fell in with Wingate."

“What rot!” said Squiff. * Wingate
wouldn't fall into a cellar.” :

“I fell in with Wingate walking, -1
mean,”  yelled Bunter. “You know
what I mean, vou silly ass! _ I fell in -

| with him, and. we walked home together

in a friendly way. I'm rather friendly
with Wingate, you know.” Sy R

“ Are you?” asked a deep voice in the
doorway. |

Bunter spun round and blinked at the
captain of Greyfriars, who had come to
see lights out. There was a chuckle
from the Removites. Wingate had
arrived just in time to hear that the Owl
of the Remove was rather friendly with
him, which was probably rather sur-
prising news to the Greyfriars captamn.

“0Oh!” gasped Bunter, * Ils—is—is
that you, Wingate 7"’

“Yes, you cheeky voung rascal!
you're rather friendly with me,
vou?"” grunted Wingate. |

“Nunno!  Certainly not!” " stuttered
Bunter. “ I—I wouldn't be friendly with
you for anything, Wingate !”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Wingate grinned, : : -

“Turn in, and give your silly jaw &
rest. Bunter,” he said.

“1 eav, Wingate,” called out Skinner
“ Bunter won't tell us where you foun
him. Is it a secret?” ; '

“Not that I know of. He was in the
cellar under the burnt cottage ~off the
Courtfield road. Some Highcliffe chaps
shut him up there, I believe " i

“Well, my hat!” said Peter Todd.
“Why couldn’t he tell us?” -

Wingate put out the light and left the
dormitory.  Then there was a howl of
questions addressed to Billy Bunter.

“ Bunter, vou frand——"

“Bunter, you Ananias——"

“Why couldn’t you tell us, you lying
Hun " -

“T1—1 say, vou fellows, Wingate's mis-
taken ! gasped Bunter. * ITe—he must
have dreamed that, you know. I—I
haven't been anywhere near the cottage,
and I've never seen any Highcliffe chaps,
and I didn't drop into the cellar because
Pon and Gaddy were after me, and they
didn’t ?walk eway and leave me there,
for—"’ -

“Ha, ha, hal” .

“Of course, if I'd met Pon and Gaddy
I should have mopped them up!” said
Bunter. “You fellows know that. I'm
not the chap to turn tail, 1 hope.”

““Oh, so that's it !” said Peter. “ You've
\ been rolling out all these lies so as to
keap it dark that you showed funk!”

“Oh, really, Peter——" i, 5

S0
are

Peter Todd scrambied out- of bed and
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seized his pillow. Billy Bunter heard
“him, and quaked.
“1—1 say, Peter—
“I'm coming!”
“Wha-a-at are wyou up
Yarocooh!”
“Whack !
“That’s for telling lies " said Peter.
“¥Yarooh!”
Whack ! -
“'}:h&t's for showing the white feather

—_—

to, Peter?

L1 Yﬂlﬂﬂﬁp I”

Whack !

“And that's for luck!”

‘;I'Iﬂlp!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” )

Peter Todd returned to bed feeling
that he had done his duty as Bunter’s
study-mate and keeper, so to speak.
Bunter was feeling as if the dutiful Peter
had overdone his duty. -

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Legal Advice !

ILLIAM GEORGE BUNTER
W wore a thoughtful expression
on his fat brow the next morn-
ing in the Remove Form-room.
His thoughtfulness was not caused by
any unusual attention to lessons. - It was
not even caused by the fact that Mr,
Quelch rated him sharply for inattention.
Bunter was thinking of the treasure at
the lonely cottage, and he was dreaming
golden dreams; or perhaps it would be

more correct to say silver dreams.

The sack of silver hidden under the
rubbish in the cottage cellar haunted his
thoughts. -

On the principle that findings were
keepings, that silver belonged to W. G.
Bunter. W. G. B. was quite decided
upon that point. He could not help
having a lingering doubt whether some
gentlemen of the gikeﬂ variety might not
have hidden_ it there; but he deter-
minedly banished that -doubt from his
mind. For if the silver was stolen pro-

erty, Bunter clearly had no right to lay
Eis paws upon 1t He was resolved to
lay his paws upon it.  Therefore the
silver could not possibly be stolen pro-
perty. That was the Bunter method of
reasoning. Which was good enough for
Billy Bunter; but was not, unluckily,
likely to be good enough for the police if
they became concerned in the matter,

But the obtuse Owl of the Remove did
not think so far as that. Whether the
silver-ware had been hidden there by an
unknown burglar, or whether it had be-
longed to the former occupants of the
cottage, the fact remained that it was
there, and that Bunter had found it, and
that he wanted it! And Bunter’'s sense
of logio was very accommodating. He
could always reason it out that he bhad a
right to an article if he wanted it.

t was settled that the silver was
Bunter's—entirely to Bunter's satisfac-
tion. But some difficulties remained.
Disposing of it was not likely to be easy.
Admitting for a moment the bare possi-
bility that i1t had been etolen, it would
not be safe to take it to a pawnbroker’s.
Pawnbrokers asked such awkward ques-
tions sometimes. And it would look edd
—rnot to say suspicious—for a schoolboy
to walk into a Eh{‘i]p with a silver tankard
or fruit-dish to sell. Bunter felt that he
had to walk warily, Unless he was very
circumspect, 1t might even be supposed
that he bad not come by that silver
honestly-—an idea which naturally made
the fat junior feel indignant.

The silver had to be removed to a place
of greater safety. . That was evidently
the first step to be taken. If it was left

where it was .some dishonest person
might come along and find it, and actualiy
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take 1t! There were dishonest persons
like that in the world, Bunter reflected
rather bitterly,

Disposing of 1t was a more difficult
matter. It was a problem the Owl of the
Remove had to think out. Thinking it
out during morning lessons earned him
two or three raps from Mt. Queleh’s
pointer,

Bunter was sucking his fat knuckles
ruefully when the Removites came out
after morning classes. :

Harry Wharton & Co.
steps in the direction of the junior cricket-
ground. Peter Todd was following
them, when Bunter joined him.

“I say, Peter, old chap——"" he began.

“Well, fatty?”

Bunter blinked at him thoughtfully.
Pcter, as the son of a solicitor, was sup-
posed to have a knowledge of the law
equal to Sam Weller's knowledge of
London, which was extensive and
peculitar. Bunter would have been very
glad to learn the exact legal aspect of the
matter without revealing the facts to his
legal advizer.

| WH il Ii“!'lim |

'] e I h

Ce

turned  their I
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worth knowing. T can tell vou exactly
what sentence you'll get if you're caught.
What have you done®”

“You silly ass!” roared Bunter. “I
haven't-done anvthing !

“My mistake. I mean, whom have
you done 7" | .

“Oh, really, Peter, I wish you'd be
serious ! This is a serious matter. Mind,
I'm only putting a case,” added Bunter
hastily. |

Peter Todd looked at the fat junior
very curiously. Ile had his bat under
his arm, but he gave up considerations of
cricket for the moment. Peter was sharp
enough to see that there was something
unusual “on.”

“Well,” ho.gaid, *“let’s hear it.
you committed a nurder ?”

““No, vou fathead!”

“If you have—"

“T haven't!” shrieked. Dunter,

“If you have, the first thing to do is to
hide the body. Unless the bedy is found,
it's very diffieult to convict, 1f you've
been giving some unhappy girl the glad
eye with fatal effects L _

Have

_—

Or, to be more exact, he would have
been glad to hear that he had a legal
right to do what he had already deter-
mined to do.

“] say, Peter, old chap,” repeated
Bunter, “you're an awfully clever
fellow——" :

“Quite so,” agreed Peter. “It's the
first time you've noticed it; but you
can't help being an ass, I suppose.
You're getting quite bright, Bunter.”

“Oh, really, Peter——"

““(Mever is the word,” saxd Todd
blandly. “Too clever, in fact, to cash a
postal-order for you in advance, my fat
tulip. Ask some less clever person.”

«“I—I say, it's not a postal-order

“What! Aren't you expecting a
postal-order from one of your titled
relations?”’ exclaimed Peter, in astonish-
ment.

“*Nunno !"”

“Oh crikey!” said Peter.

“I was going to ask your advice, Peter
—legal advice.”

"

“I'm vour man!" said Peter at once.

“What I don't know about the law isn't

|

“'m going to give you what you want ! grinned Coker. He spun Bunter
to the doorway, spun him round, and brought a heavy boot into play.
Owl of the Remove shot into the passage.

The
(See Chapter 11.)

“You chump!” howled Bunter; - “1
haven't!” ' -

*“I hope it's not bigamy!” said Petes
severely. “1 hope, Bunter, that even
you will draw the line at that.”

“You silly idiot——" |

“That’s not the way to speak to a legal
adviser. Buck up with the confession.
If it's not murder or bigamy, what is it?
Have vou stolen a rabbit-pie?”

“I haven't done anything!” howled
Bunter. “I'm simply putiing a case,
Supposze a fellow found something—say,
suppose he found a million pounds,” suid
Bunter,

“Pounds of what?”

“Money, you ass!”

“Oh, suppose a fellow found a miliion
pounds sterling!” said Peter. “That
wants some supposing. But suppose he
did. What then ?”

“Well, what would you advise him to
do?” R

“I'd advise him to get out of the bank
before the night-watchman found him
there.” ' o
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“I don’t mean in a bank. I mean—
anywhere, Suppose he found a million
pounds in a—a bhaystack 7”7 sard Bunter,

“ Might as well look for a needle in a
haystack, I should think.
off your dot, Bunter?”

“Nunne !”

“'Then what are you talking such howl-
ing rot for ¥ demanded Peter.

“Well, suppose—suppose it wasn't a
million pounds, but—but a gold watch,”
said Bunter. *‘Suppose a fellow foupd a
gold watch in a—a—a field. Would %t
belong to him, Peter?” -

** Not unless he was the owner.”

“But ain’t findings keepings,
know 7"

“There are a lot of chaps in choky,
Bunter, wearing nice suits with broad
arrows on them, becanse they thought
that findings were kecpings,” answered
Peter Todd impressively., “If you find
a gold wateh you have to rake it to the
police, Keeping 1t 1s stealing, the same
as if you pinched it out of a chap’s
pocket. IHave you found a watch?”

“Oh, no; nothing of the sort!”

‘“Then what have you found?”’

“1--I—I haven’t found anything!”
gasped Bunter. “I—I—I was only put-
ling a—a—a case,’’

Peter regarded him very sharply. He
knew Bunter.

“If you've found anything that doesn't
belong to you, you'll take it to the police-
station, or hand it to Mr. Quelch to send
there,” he said. -

“*Ts that the law?”’ asked Bunter,

“That’s the law, yow fat duffer!”

‘““But there's such a thing as treasure-
trove, isn’t there 7" asked Bunter. |

“Certamly. Treasure-trove is the pro-
perty of the finder after full ingquiry has

you

been made by the authorities, and after

the Government has taken a big whack
out_of 1t.™

“Oh'dear! ' I don’t see that.
Government ain’t any right to my——

“Your what?” :

“Ob, neothing, I mean, supposing I
found a million pounds—that is to say,
a gold watch—I don't see that the
Government ought to have ny. They
get quite enough 1n salaries, 1 should
think, without askihg me {for any. 1
jollty well shouldn’t give them any, 1
imﬂw that!” said Bunter warmly. “1I

*3

should keep it.
Peter #™

M Certaindy, if——

. M what?” asked Bunter, brighten-
ing.

“If you could lick the whole Police
Forece—-"

“{Jh!”-

“And after them the Army and Navy.
Bat I don’t think you could, Bunty,”
satd Peter, shaking his head solemnly.
“They’d be rather above your weight.”

““Oh, don’t be an ass, Peter !’ said
Bunter. “ You
about the law, I believe. It's all rot,
anyway. Smithy says the law was enly
invented so that lawyers could live with-
out deing any work.”

“Bmithy knows too much!” grinned
Peter, ““Come along, Bunter !”

He took- the Owl of the Remove by
the collar,

] I.-Eggﬂ!
ter.

“Ta Quelchy.”

“VWha-a-at for?”

*To give him the watch you've found,
of course!”

“I haven't found a watch!” howled
Bunter, . ; *

“The million quids, then!” grinned
U F havert foud

“I—1 haven’t found anything ! Leggo !
[—1I say, Coker, :nmnlm-.E . o
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Come where 7" howled Bdn-

Have you gone.

The |

Couldu't I do Hiﬂtr:

don’t know anything |

him IEEEU i

This £ 1)
Week’s .

| howled Bunter, as Coker of the Fifth
came along. -

Coker lecked round. Coker was
always ready to interfere in any affair,
especially if it ‘was not his business.

“ Now, then, Todd, let Bunter alone !”
| rapped  out Coker loftily, “IL
allow bullying.”

“Fathead !” retoricd Peter.

“Do yoa want me to cuff you?” de-
manded Coker.

“Certainly, old tep, if your silly head
18 harder than my ericket-bat !’ answered
Peter. “It won't pay you otherwise.”

Horace Coker advaneed upon lam,
frowning. Peter had to relcase Bunter
to bring the ericket-bat into play. Coker
jumped back from the swinging bat.

“Put that down, you silly young
idiot |” he roared.

“Not at all. I'm just getting busy,”
answered Peter cheerfully, and he fol-
lowed up the Fifth-Fermer with the bat

lunging., “I'm gomg to poke you—like
that——"
“Ow! You——"

“And hike that!”

“* You—you—
hat "

““ And hike that!”

Horace Coker retreated.

I'l—— ©h, my

Once more

| he had awakened the”wrong passenger—

as Coker of the Fifth often did.
Peter Todd looked round for Bunter.
But the Owl of the Remove had lost
no tune. While Peter was busy with
Coker, Bunter had disappeared. He did
not want any more legal advice, and
assuredly he did not want to go to Mr.
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Quelch. He vanished while Peler was
attending to the great Horace.

Petor shook his head very seriously,
and went on to the ecricket-ground.
While the schoolboy lawyer was-occupied
there, Billy Bunter was occupied else-
where—in a way that wounld have
iﬂnmshed and alarmcd Peter if he had
NOWIL

e ™

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER,
Bunter is Busy ! :
“ USPICIOUS beast !” _
- Billy Bunter snorted out tbat
remark as he trudged away on
the road towards Courtheld.

Bunter had a good deal of work to get
through before dinner.

Had Peter Todd's legal advice taken
the form -Bunter desired, he would pro-
bably have asked his lanky study-mate
for assistance; but that was not quite
feasible, as 3 turned out. Bunter had
to depend on himself, '

He trudged at an uonusual rate, and
blinked round him very eautiously when
he came up to the deserted cottage.
There was no one in sight, and the Owl

L of the Remove rolled into the ruined

building.

All was as he had left it the previous
night.

He removed the beam, and opened the
trapdoor, and blinked down into the
shadows below. All was still and silent.

Bunter did not drop reeklessly into
the cellar as on the previous eecasion.
He collected some bulky fragments of
lumber from the ruins, and priched them

{ mto the cellar, so that he could swing

himself down upon them, and chmb ent
again with ease,

Then he descended,

The sack of silver was still exactly as
he had left it. Bunter deag it out
and opened it, and feasted his greedy
eyeg for a few memeuts upon the glim-
mering contents,

But he did not wagte times

For the next quarter of an hour he was
very busy, and puffing aid blowing with
unaccustomed exertion, .

One at a time, the silver articles in
the sack were conveyed cut of the cellar
into the reom above,

There Bunter stacked them under what
remaimed, of the destroyed wooden stair-
casc, and covered them with broken
bricks and plaster to conceal them from
YIiCw.
~He was gasping stertorously by the
time the sack had been empti'(fti ai{d his
task was finished. ¥

Then he replaced the trapdeer and the
beam, and piled a few more bricks over
the hidden treasure.

The new place of concealment was cer-
tainly less safe than the old, but in ane
sense 1t was safer, for the unknown per-
son who had placed the silver in the
cellar might return at any time and
remove 1t i it remained 0 its original
hiding-place.

And Bunter did not mean to leave it
long.

His fat brain had alrcady hatched a
masterly scheme for disposing of it.

Having finished his work m the rained
cottage, he rolled out again, and panted
home to Greyfriars for dmmner.

He was looking rather tired and dusty
when he came in, and Peter Tedd ob-
served 1t as he joined his fat study-mate
on the way to the dining-room. He

| dropped his hand on Bunter’s shoulder.

“Where have you been, fatty?” "he
mnquired. |

“Qut for a walk, old chap,” answered
Bunter.

“Collecting dust 1"

“Eh? No,” '
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The bike lantern glimmered down into the cellar. The faces of Wingate and Gwynne appeared beside it. * Oh, there you

are, are you? ” growled Wingate. “ Yes, please, Wingate ! >’ quavered Bunter. “Starving ! (See Chapter 4.)

~ “What cellar have you heen rummag-
vig 1?7 demanded Peter,

Bunter jumped.

“I—1 haven’t been rummaging in a
cellar, old chap,” he said. “If you
think T have you're mistaken, you know.
~othing of the kind. I--I've been help-
ing a man on his allotrment.™

*Oh, my hat!”

Bunter dodged into the dining-room,
and escaped.  Peter Todd looked at bim
several times during dinner oddly. He
was curious, and he was not easy in his
miind.

He intended to aslkk Bunter further
questions after dinner; but immediately
after dinner Bunter vanished.

Squiff’s bike vanmished, toe, from the
bike-shed, as the Australian junior dis-
covered when he went there, happening
to want it for a spin.

Ile made the discovery rather tog late;

by that time Bunter was pedalling inte
Courtfield on his bievcle.

~ Bunter had no time to waste in walk-
g,

He stopped at"Mr. Lazarus’ shop at the
corner of the Iligh Street, and for the
Inmderata expenditure of a couple of |
shillings secured an empiy box and a
length of rope and a few nails. .

He fastened the box on Squiff’s bike

with some difficulty, and pedalled away
agai,
. The pewspiration was streaming down
hia fat face when he arrived in the
;‘iﬂéﬂit}' of the old cottage and stopped at
ast.

The bike was placed behind a thicket
near the road, and the empty box was
drageged into the cottage.

Billy Bunter was not much given to

work ; anything in the nature of hard
labour was distasteful to him,

But on this ocecasion he worked like a
Trojan,

Visions of unlimited tuck were floating
before his fat mund—to be realised as soon
as his plunder was secured. _

One by one the silver articles were
stacked 1n the bex, jammed in securcly
with some little damage to surfaces and
corners ; but that could not be helped.

The box was nearly filled, and Bunter
completed 1t with squeezing in rubbish
up to the lid, so that the coutents should
not rattle. :

Then the Lid was fastened dewn, the
nails being driven in with a stone, and
the cord Jastened round several times,
and knotted with a very secure cou-
glomeration of khots.

When all was finished, the box had to
be removed; and that proved a task
requiring terrific exertions.

TiaeE MagNET Lisgany.—No. 589,
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But visions of tuck spurred on the Owl
of the Remove.

He dragged the box out of the ruined
cottage, and through the grass as far as
the roadside.

There he sat on it and rested.

There was a good deal of counlry
traffic on the road between Friardale and
Jourtfield, and Bunter had no doubt
about getting a lift with the box. :

He did not intend to take it with him
to the school, however.

His arrival at. Greyfriars on a market-

cart with a box of unknown gcontents
would have excited rather too inuch
remarlk.

Bunter had displayed unusual sharpness
in laying his plans, . .

The box was to arrive at Greyfriars as
a box from home, delivered by the Court-
field carrier just as if it had come by rail-
wav.

That was Bunter's little scheme,

He was waiting for a lift to Courtfield ;
and he had not long to wait. A market-
cart came lumbering by, and DBuunter
called to the driver.

That bucolic gentleman willingly
agreed to give him a lift with his box
as far as Courtfield for the consideration
of a shilling.

‘A quarter of an hour later Bunter and
his box were landed at the carrier’s
office in Courtfield.

There the box was taken in, labelled,
and left for delivery at Greyfriars the
following day.

Billy Bunter was fatizued, but he was
very chearful as he trotted away from the
carrier’'s office and took his homeward
way. _

He had left S8quiff’s bike in the thicket
near the cottage—leaving the machine to
take care of itself, as it were—sincerely
hoping that it would not be *spotted "

some unscrupulovs passer-by and
“pinched.” If it had been, Bunter
would have felt quite sorry for Squiff.

The bike, fortunately, was still there
when he returned. Bunter blinked round,
with the ecaution that had now become
habitual to him, and went into the
cottage. Under the bLroken staircaze he
had left one of the silver articles—a
small but very valuable tankard, which
he destined to ba the first article realized
for cash. e extracted the tankard from
its hiding-place, and cencealed it under
his jacket with a grunt of satisfaction,.
© “Fishy's the man T want,” he mur-
mured. “Fishy will buy ansthing, T'll
sell him this, to begin with—¥ can afford
to let it go cheap. considering.” 3

And Bunter rolled out of the ruined
cottage with a perspirinrg but very satis-
fied countenance. He pedalled home to
Greyfriars on Squifi's bike, and. being
Iate for afternoon classes, avpided a pain-
ful interview with Squiff when he
arrived His interview with Mr. Quelch
when he arrived in the Form-room was
rather painful, howcver. But Bunter
thought of the silver tankard in his study
—+to be sold before tea-time—and was
comforted.

W — -

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.

The Family Plate.

¢ W SAY, vou fellows——"

I Study No. 14 were at tea.

Johnny Bull and Squiff were talk.

ing cricket; and Fisher T. Fish

was discussing the price of the articles

on the table for tea. Prices were a

favourite topie with Fisher T. Fish. He

was very elogquent just now on the subject
of the sardines.

According to Fishy, Mrs. Mimble had
charged. three-halfpence too much on the
sardines, The sardines were Fishv's con-
tribution to the festive board. so he
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naturally felt it deeply. Ile expatiated at!
great length on the subject. His study-
mates did not mind, They were not
interested in the subject; but they did
not listen, so it did not matter. 'Fhey
talked ericket while Fishy bewailed the
dead and irreparable loss of his three-
halfpence,

Bunter's fat face and glimmering spee-
tacles loomed up in the doorway. Squiff
looked round. '

“* Nothing doing !” he said, before the
fat junior could speak. “Cut along to
Russell’s study. I've heard that he's got
a cake.”

“1 haven't come to tea!” said Bunter,
with dignity. “And I don’t want to
borrow any money of you, Field, so you
needn’t think so!" ; r

“Are you ill 7" asked Sampson Quincy
Iffley Field.

“Eh? No!”

“Or mad?”

“No, you ass!”

“Or wandering in vour mind ?”

“You silly chum -

“If you're not, what do you mean by
saying that vou don't want to borrow
any money ! demanded Squiff.

“Oh, really, Field! 1 just locked in to
speak to Fishy——"

“Then you can vamoose the ranch!™
said Fisher T. Fish decidedly. * I guess
I was raised where they know how to
iook after their dollars, Bunter. N.G."”

* Look here, Fishy—"" ~ W

“Not a cent!” said Fisher T. Fish
emphatically. “Not a Continental red
cent! I lent you a shilling once. I had
to track you down for a whole term to
get that quarter back. Nothing doing!”

“T want to sell you something!”
howled Bunter.

Fisher T. Fish’s manner altered at
once.

“Q0Oh, T guess that’'s a mule of quiie
another colour!” he said cordially.
reckon I can do with the goods, if they're
any value! Good price, too——" -

“ About one per cent. of the value—1}

what?” grunted Johnny Bull. “You're
an Edjir}t if vou sell Fishy anything, Bun-
ter !’

“T'll sell it vou if vou like,” said Bun-
ter at once. *“It's a really handsome
tankard—-"

“A what?” ejaculated Johnny Bull.

““Tankard — silver tankard — heirloom
in our family,” explained Bunter. *“It's
got our crest on it—the famous Bunter
crest, vou know."”

“That detracts from the value,” s=aid
Fisher T. Fish. “Duver will want that
crest taken off and lius own stuff put on.
That costs money. Silver’s a drug in
the market, too. 1 guess I can't give
you much for a silver tankard, RBunter,”

“Where on earth have you got a silver
tankard from, Bunter?” exclaimed
Squiff in astonishment, staring at the
fat junior.

“It’s an heirloom I explained Bunter
airily, |

“More likely pinched from the school
museum !”  granted _Johnny  Bull.
“You'd better put it back where you
found it, Bunter. It'll be missed.”

" ”u_"Lf you think 1'd steal a tankard,

L=

“] don't sec how else you could have
got one.”

“0Oh, reallv, von know—

“Well, wheire did you get it?” asked
Squiff,

“My father—ahem !—the fact is, it’s
some of our family silver,” said Bunter,
“The pater's getting a new lot, and—
and he doesn’t want it. Tt—it's been
given to me, vou know.” 3

That statement was so extraordinary
that the three juniors stared at Bunter

blankly. Fisher T. Fish put his tongue

1

Il'l :

in his cheek.

T
"SALE.

“Tell us another!” he suggested.
“If you doubt my word, Fishy |
“1 guess your word cuts no_ice with
me, my pippin,” grinned Fishy. *“1I
reckon I'll believe in that family silver
when I see it. Not before, 1 calculate!”

“I can show you the tankard!” said
Bunter, with dignity.

Fisher T. Fish closed one eye.

“Show up, then!” he said.

Bunter hesitated a moment or two.
Obtuse as he was, the fat junior felt a
slight uneasiness at the idea of showing
the silver-ware, and actually selling it.~
But it was evident that if he was to raise
cash upon his new property he had bcth
to show it and to sell it. There was
no going back now. .
~ “You can come to my study and see
it,” he said at last. -

“l guess I'm not moseying_ along the
passage to be made a fool of,” answered
Fisher T. Fish. * Bring it here.”

“Oh, all right!”

Billy Bunter quitted the study. A

“Now, I wonder,” said Fisher T. Fish
reflectively, “what that blessed jay has
come here and told that silly whopper
for? He must have a motive, 1 calcu-
late. But what's the motive?” .

And Fisher T. Fish shook hia head.
Even his sharp brain could not fathom
Bunter's motive for what looked like o
purposeless untruth. But there was a
surprise in store for Fisher T. Fish.

Bunter came back into the study with
something wrapped in paper. He laid it
on the tea-table, and turned back the
wrapping-paper. A small but very sohd
and handsomely chased tankard was ve-
vealed. Johnny Bull and Bquiff and
Fishy blinked at it as if mesmerised.

“Waal, T swow!” ejaculated Fishy.

“What do you think of that?’’ asked
Bunter loftily.  *“*What's that worth,

Fishy?” ;
get in this study,

"

““More than you'll
I reckon. Is it vours?’ |
“Of course it's mine, you ass!” -
“Do wyou mean to say that your
father’s given -you that tankard!” ex-
claimed Squiff bYﬂﬂkIj’. : . .
“It's some of our old family silver,
vou sce. We're aimiﬂy crowded  with
it at home. Silver all over the place—
gold, too,” said Bunter airily. * The.
pater’s decided to have only gold plate
in the future.”
“0Oh, my hat!” |
“You see, my fathcr’'s wealthy,” ex-
plained Bunter. *“He’s thinking = of
going in for a title. He can afford 1t
now—they’re not such high prices as
they used to be—I1 mean, he can afford
it, whatever it costs. Well, when he's a
viscount he won’t want any silver plate
about—all gold plate, you know. That's
how 1t is.” - :
Billy Bunter apparently thought that
that amazing explanation would satisfy
Study No. 14. ut it didn't! Johnnv
Bull and Squiff gazed at him aghast, and
Fisher T. Fish chuckled. '

“How much will you give me for it,
any of you!” asked Bunter. “If will
make a splendid ornament for the study,
you know. Or you could use it for a
cricket challenge cup if you hked. 1t
would do splenﬁid]:: for that. You counld
offer it as a silver cup to be plaved for,
say, by the Remove and the Upper
Fourth. How much?”

“1 guess I wouldn't give vou ten ecents
for it,” said Fisher T. Fish drilv. “I
calculate I should be afraid of the owner
coming along and claiming it.” '

“You silly ass!"” roared Bunter. “I'm
the owner !”

“Tell us an easier one!” suggested
Fishy. | BT

“ Look , here, Bunter,”  said Johnny
Bull quietly, “that tankard isn’t voursl
It can’t be! Don’t tell us silly lies about
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your father giving you the family silver.
I don’t believe he has any; but if he
had he wouldn’t be idiet enough to give

it to you. Where did you stcal that
tankard "

“Oh, really, Bull—— It's mine, you
know i

“Where did you get it7” demanded
Squiff. " .

*“ My pater——"

“Ring off the whoppers!” The Aue-
tralian junior jumped up and closed the
door. He was very serious now, ‘" Bun-
ter, you crass idiot, you're landing your-
self. into bad trouble! That tankard
ism't yours, and it's got an owner some-
where. 1It's got to be taken back to the
owner at once. Do you hear?”

“T'm the owner!” yelled Bunter
angrily.

“Fathead'! Where did you get 1t?”

‘Bunter blinked angrily at the unbe-
lieving: juniors. 1t was pretty clear that
the family silver story would not do.
But the Owl of the Remove was blessed
with an imagination that would have
done credit to a war correspondent, If
one whopper would not do, he was always
ready with anether.

“The—the fact is, my pater wants to
sell off his famaly plate,” he said, after a
pause.  ‘*He's had rather bad luck on
the Stock Exchange. The idea 1s to sell
it off a little 2t 2 time. See?”

“That isn't such a big one,” remarked
Squiff.

**Such a big what, you ass?"’

* W hopper.”

“It isn’t a whopper at all!” hooted
Bunter. ** My pater 1s sending me a lot
of the family silver in a—a—a box——"

“Draw 1t unld 1™

“ Perhaps vou'll believe me when ihe
box arrives!” snorted DBunter.

“When tie box arrives, certainly !"' as-
sented Squiff.  “* Not before.”

Bunter's eves glimmered for a moment
behind his big glasses.

“'T'hat's a go, then!" he said. *“ You'll
jolly well see it before long! This mug
i only an article in advance; the rest is
coming.”

“Gammon 7 '

“You sce, the idea is that 1T mavy be
able ‘to -sell some of these things here
among the fellows,” explained Bunter.
“Why shouldn’t 17"

“No reason why you shouldn’t, if the
things are yours,” remarked Johnny
Bull. “I'll believe that when the family
silver arrvives.  Just now you'd better
take that tankawrd back to the owner.”

“You silly ass——"

Squiff regarded the fat junior with a
very eeirching gaze. He knew Bunter's
extremely casy-going views on the sub-
ject of property; and that handsome
eilver tankard was certainly a very valu-
able article to be in the possssion of a
junior schoolboy. It was barely possible
that Bunter's latest explanation was
founded on fact—though it sounded very
eteep.

“You mean to say that a box of silver

goods is coming to Greyfriars for you,

Bunter?’ the Australian junior asked at
last.

“Yes, certainly !”

“Well, seeing -is believing. Youw're not
going to sell that tankard to anybody
till we know. We'll give you a chance.
If the box of merchandise comes along,
we'll take that as proof. Until then you
can put that tankard away. If you try
to sell it, I'll take you to Mr. Queleh,
and vou can explain to him."”

“0Oh, really, Field—"

“1 mean that!” said Squiff.

And he stepped away from the door;

- and Billy Bunter, after an angry blink

round the study, quitted that apartment
with his silver tankard—still unsold. ;
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THE NINTH CHAPTER.

The Box for Bunter !
HARHY WHARTON & CO., like

the rest of the Remove, heard
the story of the Bunter family
plate, and were perplexed by it.
It was casy cnough to believe that
Bunter senior was hard wp and wanted
to sell hus silver—if he had any. DBut cer-
tainly 1t wae an extraordinary step for
him to take to send some of the goods
to his son at school to be sold ameng
schoolboys. There was no reason why
he shouldn’t do &o if he chose, but it
sounded very steep—in fact, ineredible.
But Bunter persisted that the box of
silver goods was to arrive the following
day, and that the tankard he had shown

was only a sample in advance; and the

chums of the Remove hardly knew what
to think.

Their {irst impression, naturally, was
that the Owl had “annexed” the tan-
kard somewhere; but if the box of silver
goods did arrive, that impression would
have to be reviged. They could not sup-
pose that the fat junior had annexed a
whole silver collection—unless he had
taken up burglary on a large scale,
which really was improbable.

The question was, would the box ar-
rive? TIf it did, Bunter’s story had to be
taken as true, marvellous as it was,

8o .on the following day there was
great curiosity among the juniore on the
subject, and when the carrier was due in
the afternoon a good many of the Re-
move waited to sce him come along.

Cripps, the carrier, came along after
lessons were over, and Harry Wharton &
Co. saw him deliver a box mto Goshng’s
charge—a rather heavy box, corded and
labelled.

As soon as the carrier was gone the
Famous Five interviewed Gosling.

“Box for Bunter?” Wharton asked.

“Yes,”” was the porter’s answer.
“'Eavy, too!”

“What's in t?" asked Bob Cherry.

“Which that ain’t wrate on the hout-

side!” answered Gosling, with stolid
sarcaen.
The juniors looked- at the box. It was

addressed in Bunter's own hand on the
label, which was rather surprising.

“1 sav, you fellows——"

Billy Bunter rolled into the lodge.

“Your box has come, Bunter,” said
Wharton, looking at the fat junior very
curtously.

“Ves, I was expecting it by the car-
rier,” —answered Bunter calmly. “1
want that taken up to the box-room,
Gosling.”

“How did you come to write the label,
if that box is from hon¥e?” asked
Johnny Bull,

“Fh? I didn’t!”

“Yook at 1t. It’s in your fist.”

Bunter blinked at the label.

“Oh, I—I forgot! 1 did some labels
when 1 was home last—left 'em for the
pater to use, vou know, to save him
trouble. 1 say, Gosling, 1 want you to be
careful with that box. T'l give you
a shilling to take it up to the Remove
box-room very carefully.”

“I'm taking 1t to the ’ousekeeper
first,” answered Gosling stolidly. ’'Ow
do I know there ain’t things agin orders
in that there box?”

Bunter started, and Gosling grinned.
The worthy Gosling guessed that there
was tuck in the box, and tuck-boxes had
to be looked over, as a rule, by the
housekeeper, though the rule was not
always nrigidly enforced. In fact, the
enforcement of the rule sometimes de-
Eanded on the size of the tip that was

estowed upon Gosling.

‘4 T—I say I meant to say two

shillings, Gosling !” stammered Bunter. -

“Yery kind of you, Master Bunter, to

=
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gimme two shillings for earrying that
there box to the ‘vusekeeper’s voom.”’

“1 say, you fellows——"

The I'amous Five strolled away.

“Wharton ! howled Bunter,
me half-a-crown——-7"

The captain of the Remove appeared
to be deaf.

Harry Wharton & Co., in fact, did not
see why the box should not pass through
the hands of Mrs. Kebble if it contained
property that was Bunter's own—not in
the shape of tuek. They were not pre-

red to whack out their pocket-money
e (ips to Gosling to keep the box dark
for mo reason that they could see.

But" Bunter seemed anxious on the
point, Gesling, who attributed his
anxiety to ¢he fact that forbidden tuek
was in the box, waited cheerfully for the
price to rise. He was in no Ku}‘ry to
remove the box. =

Billy Bunter would willingly have
handed out five shillings to get the
precious bhox carried safely into a
secluded corner; but he was in his
usual impecunious state. Five whillings
were as far off as live thousand péunds.
And the thought of the housekeeper

going through the box was guite alarm-
in y -

& Lle:}.d

git was no use explainmg to Mrs.
Kebble that he had *“found ” hundreds
of pounds’ worth of silver, and that find-
ings were keepings,

In fact, by having packed the
plunder in a box, and sent it on by
carrier under pretence that it came from
home, Bunter had admitted that he was
well aware that he had no right to it.
If all had been above-board there would
have been no need of disguise. :

Fortunately for the Owl, Fisher T.
Fish arrived at Gosling’s lodge, his sharp
nose having scented out the arrivel of
the already celebrated box,

“1 guess I'll lend you a hand with that
box, Bunter,” he remarked generously.
;‘:’i’g} can carry it between us, I caleu-
ate. |

~ “Right-ho!” said Bunter
““Sha’n’t want you, Gesling !” |
“That there box has to go te the

eagerly,

onsekeeper's room first, sir!” answered

Gosling stohidly.  *‘Them's my instruc-
tions, ginerally speaking.® -
“Look here——" began Bunter hotly. -
“Them’'s my orders, Master Bunter.”
“Lend me five bob, Fishy,” &gaid
Bunter. .

KFisher T. Fish hesitated.

The arrival of the box certainly geemed
to bear out Bunter’s statements, but
Fishy had not yet seen the interior of
the box. Five shillings was five shillings,
especially ta Fisher Tarleton Fish; and
he was not the fellow to cast his bread
upon the waters, as it were.

“I'll settle this evening, you ass!”
grunted Bunter. *“*You know I've got
plenty of tin now, Fishy. Look here,
you can take the tankard as security, if

you lhike. It's in my study.” :

Fisher T. Fish's thoughtful brow.
cleared.

“Now vyou're talking,” he said
heartily. *“If you don't settle up,
Bunter, 1 keep the mug.”

“PDone !

Five shillings passed over, and Fisher
T. Fish departed in haste to take pos-
session_of the pledged article. He did’
not believe in taking chances.

The sight of five shillings in Bunter's
fat hand hrought a genial =nule 1o
Gosling’s c¢rusty face, His manners,
which had been Hunmish hitherto, be-
came polished and Chesterfieldian. It
transpired that Gesling was not only
willing, but eager, to oblige Master
Bunter. :

Gosling, having arrived at that accom-
modating “frame .of ‘nmind, the difficulty
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vat:ished., The box for Bunter was con-
veved nto the house, aud landed in the
box-room  at the upper end of the
Remove passage, and (tosling returned
to s lodoe richer by five shillings.

Bily Bunter stood and biinked at the
box tn great satisfactiorn. His plunder
had been safely landed at last,

The fat junior was inclined to pat him-
self on the back for hus extreme clever-
neas. It was cleverness of a kind that
was likely to land hun nto serious
trouble; but he wus not vet aware of
ithat.,

Findings being kecpings, according to
DBunter's peculiar point of view, the
siiver goods were his, and he had a right
ta take care of them, and to dispose
of them, Aud now they had arrived
171 a “ box from hoeme " even a suspicious
beast like Peter Todd could not eavil.
Bunter alinost puorred with satisfaction
over the pemarkable cleverness he had

displavel,
lie came down [rom the bex-room
Peter Todd's

almost walking on air.
vince fell upon his ears as he rolled nto
the Remove passage.

“So wvou've got ithat blessed box,
Bunter ?” asked Peler, eveing lnm very
curionzly.

“%"Es. it's come,” zaid Bunter airily.
“Wheve has it come from?”

“Howne, of course!”

Peter wrinkled his brows,

“Well, 1 don’t sece where else it could
hiave come from.” he admitted, “ but it's
solly odd. Buntey.”

“I don’t see it
a tiid i

“1 believe that much.”

“1've offered to do my best selling off
sonie of his silver staff. 1 regarded that
na my dutyv " smid Banter loftily.

Dunter spoke with great seriousness.
In his obluse mind, the difference be-
tween truth and falsehoed was not very

My pater’s hard up,

clearly maiked, aud he certainly did |

1ot realise the full import of his words
and deeds, He had a very fertile
inagmation, and he was wont to take
its fertile images for fucts,

“Well, it's jolly queer."” said Peter.
1 suppose you haven't been burgling
a tanor honse, or anvthing like that?”

“Oh, veally, Peter——"

“You were speaking vesterday about
something vou'd found,” said Peter, still
cyeing hun.

“A—a gold watch., vou know—not
pilver pots,” stammered Vunter.

“You didn’t lind these silver pots

“ Nuuno !’

“What did vou find, then—vou've
found somethmg ¥ persisted Peter, still
uneasy and suspicious.

Burter drew a deep breath, His va-
Incky request for legal advice from the
schoolboy lawyer had roused suspicion
which had to be allaved. The Owl ot

9 v

the Bemove was always prepared to
back up one terrifie whopper with

another still more terrific.

“The—the, fact is, Peter, I—I"ve taken
it to the police-station,” he -tammered.

*You've taken whatt"”

“The—the gold wateh!”

“The one vou found”

P Yees. I—1 took your advice,
kuow,” explained Bunter, =

Petor Todd looked at him fixedly. So
long as Bunter denied having * found ™
anything Peter suspected him; but as
soon as he admdited 1t Peter somehow
suspected Lun still more of departing
from the truth. He shook his head and
turned away. He was puzzled, and he
had to give it up.  Bunter breathed
mare freely when diis suspiciouz study-
mate leflt him.

“DBeast!” he muimured.

And he went to look
IMigh.
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: { stinately.
for Fisher T. |

—

{ you re so

The Business Man on the Job.
Billy DBauter arrived there.
Famous ¥ive had turned up. Fisher T.
mood.  The spread was an unuosually
whack was worth anvthive  from a
He griuned gemdaliy at Billy Buanter
cstamate of Duuter. The arrival of the
to say, and Fishv, with all his sharp-
hospitably. “I guess I'm jolly glad to
Bunter, you galoots'
pressing,” said Billy Bunter.
chair, Bull—"
will do. 1 say, Wharton, are vou in want
*“Are vou giving one away?" he asked.
with the Bunter crest, ouly  twenty
“If that's more than vou can afford
of the Remove.
“As an old pal, I want to let vou down
“Ha. ha, ha!” roared Boeb Cherrr.
“The fact is, I want to deal gencrously
mean in money matters, Nobody. can
“The erumbfulness is terrific !™ grinned
estimable faets.”
suasively. * You buy a set of things for
“You're selling all this stuff for vour
“What will he say to metting bobs
: The pater's
given me carty blank——'

H ARRY WHARTON & CO, were
Johnuy Bull and Squiff woere
¥ish, as o member of the study, joined
good one, and ¥Fishy hadn't anything to
quarter to half-a-dollur, and so lLe had
as the fat junior blinked iu at the door-
box from home had settled the matter,
ness, was not so kcen s Peter.
see yvou; I reckon, sonny, timt vou're a
“Blow Bunter!” growled Johnny Buli.
“That looks a rather mice cake. You
“1 wasn't gomg to.”
of a silver cake-stand for your study?”
“Nunno! T'mn selling one cheap.
pounds.”
I'i—-"
“1'1 take five.”
lightly,” said Bunter, with his mouth
“I'rom twenty quid to ten bob is rather
with you chaps,” said Billy Buuter,
gay that about me."”
Hurree Jamgset Ram Singh.  “The
“Oh, really, Inky! Look here, you've
the study. I've got a set of silver fish-
pater?” asked Frank Nugent abruptls.
instead of quids for them "
“Wha-at?”

THE TENTH CHAFTER.
in the end =iudy at tea when
“standing " the feast, and all the
the festive board 11 a wvery cheerful
pay towards it, He caleulated that his
reason to be pleased.
way. - Fisher T. Vish had revised his
Iiven Peter Todd had nothing further
*Mosey 1n, Duuter, old jav,” he said
sight for sore eyes. Make room for
“Well, I don't mind having tea, as
needn’t trouble about giving me your
“Thanks all the same, but this box
Harry Wharton laughed.
A really handsome silver stand, engvaved
“Oh, my hat!”
“Just a trifle!” chuckled the captain
“Not from me."” =miled ‘;‘-.'hru'tuu.
full of cake. “Sa+ ten bob.”
a fall, 1='t 1t, Bunter ™
blinking round the table., “1 never was
“Oh crumbs!”
estecmed Bunter 1s wandering _imm the
got plenty of tin.” said Bunter per-
knives going cheap.”
“Ye-es.”
“Oh, that's all right!
“Carty blank!™

explained Dunter.

“What the merry thunder is carty
blank*” ejaculated Squiff.
“You don't kunow Irench.,” said

Bunter disdainfully.

“Oh, mv hat!
blanche ™

“Carty blank.” answered Bunter ob-
“That’s what T mean—carty
blank. It means a blank sheet.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You see, my pater having given me

Do vou mean carte

——re

1

|
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carty blank, T can sell the stuff at what
prices I like. The fact is, it's really my
own to deal with as I choose. That's
why I'm offering it cheap to my best
pals—yvou, f'rinstance, Wharton.”

“Thanks awfully—and I didn’t even
know I was vour pal!”

“Oh, really, Harry,
gratitude Tor my generosity

“That's it, old infant,”
Wharton.

“1 refuse to sell you any of my familv
silver, Wharton. Would you care for a
set of silver photo-frames, Buil?”

K Nn'?l

“Hem!  What about fish-knives for
vou, Squiffi”

“ Bow-wow !"'

if  that’s your
W L]

assented

Billy Bunter snorted. Considering
how cheap he was wilhni to sell the
family silver, it was really hard lines that

he could not find a customer. But even
if Harry Wharton & Co. had felt inclined
to purchase silver adornments for .their
stuEies‘ they would have ~hesitated to
purchase it of Bunter, at whatever price.
The story of the farmly silver seemed to
be substautiated by the arrival of the
“box frorm home.” but—— There was
a very large “but.” The whole thinz
was (oo queer, -

Tea finished in Study No. 14, and
Harry Wharton & Co. went, Squiff going
with them. Fisher T. Fish was left alone
with Bunter. The Owl of the Remove
blinked at his companion rather
morosely. A

“It’s rotten,” he said. “Look hLerve,
Fishy, why can't you take some of the
stuff off my hands? You're alyavs

buying things from one fellow o¢
another.” .

Fisher T. Fish nodded.

“I've bought a tankard off you

already,” he answered. :
“Eh? You're not having that tankard

{ for five bob——""

“It's mine unless you square up the
five bob this evening,” answered Fisher
T, Fish coolly. *That was the arrange-
ment.”’

“It’s worth pounds!” howled Bunter.

“.I guess ibnay be. All the better for
me. .

“Look here, Fisher——'

“Can you sgquare up?”

“Nunno. T spent my last bobs yester-
day with old Lazarus, and in Courtfield,”

runted Buuter, “The box—I—I .mean,
the——"

“What box!" '

“N-n-nothing !  I—[ mean the man
who gave me a lift——"

“Eh? Somebody gave yvon a hft?”

“Nunno! I—1 was going to say—that
is—ahem '—am " stammered Bunter,
in confusion. (o e P

“Blessed if I savvy!"” answered Fisher
T. Fish. “Look hyer, Bunter, I'm the
antelope you want to meet! You've got
goods io sell. I'm the galoot to sell them
for you. I guess I can do it for a
commish.” g e

“A—a what?"

“A commish.”

“* What's that?”

Fisher T. Fish
iook. iy

“It's what you call a commission, if
You've got the time to waste,” he ex-

ined. ! S
 HOh, Isee! Well, T'll give vou a com-
mission if yvou sell” the goods.” said,
Bunter. “Say one per cent.” = -

“Never mind the per cent. till T've
seen the goods. Show them to mie, and
I'll give you my advice—practical advice
of a business galoot what was raised in
Noo Yark!" said Fish impressively.

Billy Bunter blinked round the tea-
table; and as the last crumb ~ had
vanished he rose. . S

“Come on, then ! he said.

He led Fashor T. Fish to the upper

3

gave lum a pitving

-



Every Monday.

box-room, where the box was duly un-
corded, and ifs precious contents ex-
posed to Fishy's rapt gaze. Fisher T.
Kish feasted his eyes upon that mass of
silver as if he wonld never finish feast-
ing them, The sight of that treasure
anlmost took his breath away.

I “Waal, I swow!” he ejaculated at
ast.
Bunter grinned with satisfaction. The

business man of the Remove was evi-
dently impressed.

Fisher T. Fish looked at Bunter
last.

“1 puess

at

ou'd better give me the

siraight goods,” he remarked. i

“Fh?”
“Where did you get this stuff "
“My pater——"

“lIt's a bit too steep, you see,” ex-
plamed Fisher T. TFish. “A few
things—] guess I could swallow that!

But this stack of goods! Oh, come off!
You don’t see any green in my eye, I
calculate.  Is your father a pawn-
broker?”

“No!” yelled -Bunter.

“Well, this might be a pawnbroker’s
stock. Don’t spin me varns about the
family plate. Before we can bring off a
sale you've got to think of a better tale
than that. Think acain.”

* Look here, Fishy——"

“Talk sense!” said Fisher T. Fish im-
patiently.  *“There’ll be no sale if the
fellows don’t believe the stuff is yours.
Do you think they'd swallow a varn of
yoiir popper sending you ihe family plate
to sell? Don’t be a jay. They don't
know what to make of it, so far. It
seems that the box came from your
home, Let the fellows know the facts,
and we shall sell this stuff like hot cakes
if we let it zo fairly clieap. 1 can work
the riffle; I've got an idea in my cabeza.
But I want to know the facts first. Have
you get a pawunbroker relation, and has
your popper bought up his stock?”

Bunter hesitated.
~ “You needn’t mind owning up, vou fat
jay ! said IPishy disdainfully. ** Nobody
belteves your yarns about your titled
relations, anyhow; so you won't be
giving anything away. I suppose vou've
ot an unele in the pawnbroking line—is
that 1t?"

Bunter nodded at last.

“Ye-e-es!” he gasped.

It was one more on the list of
numerous *‘ whoppers” Bunter had told;
but one more did not seem to matter
muoch. Bunter had alreadv lost count of
them. And it had the effect of reassur-
ing Fisher T. Fish. He thought he saw
clearly now.

“Unredeemed pledges, I guess!” he
remarked.

si ?E—E'Eﬁ.”

“Why couldn’t you say so at first?”

the I

id-]'-:'_F]' " *
“Waal, I guess it doesn’t matter now |
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Nothing to grin af,
that I can see. Now, you can't sell this
stuff, Bunter. You haven’t the salesman
gift. 1 guess 1 have. I'm willing to go
im with you, for a fair commish. Say
twenty per cent.”

“Oh, I say——"

“Twenty per cent. on all sales, and
I'll get 't all off your hands—at good
prices, too. Is it u goi”

“Yeo-es.’

“(Food!
An aunction!”
pressively.

Bunter jumped.

“* An—an—an auction !’ he ejaculated.

i YE‘DI"

“1—1 never thought of that——"

“You wouldnt. You're not a business
man! I am, | reckon. I'll get up a
hst. ‘Lot 1, Lot 2, and so on, and we'll
hold an auction m the Raz on Saturday
afternocon, as it's a half-boliday,” said
Fisher T. Fish, his sharp eyes ghstening.
“With me wielding the hammer, 1 guess
the prices will run up. And Ul fix
it with one or two galcots to make dud
bids, vou know, to encocurage the others,
I guess T know the game. You oan leave
me to make up the list, and draw up
the announcement——""

*“I—I say, Fishy——""

“ Leave it to me!” said Iishy, with a
wave of his bonv hand..

** Yes, but——"

** Bunter, vou're the kind of galoot to
jaw the hind leg off a mule! %,E.-m‘e 1t
to meo, I tell vou!”

“ Yes, but I'm stony!” howled Bunter.

you've owned up.

Then T'll tell you my stunt.
saiel Fisher 'I'. Fich 1m-

“ Look here, vou lend me——"
“Nix! Youll be rolling in durocks
on Saturdav—after the anction——"'

r

“You lend " me——" .

* Vamoose the ranch, and let me get
to work on the list!"”

Billy Bunter sniffed. Evidently there
was no loan to be raised from Fishy, even
with all that wealth in store. W¥isher T.
Fish, with glistening eves, was soon at
work with pencil and paper, already be-
ginning preparations for the auction sale;
and Bunter shpped a small silver goblet
into- his poeket and rolled out of the
box-room, He had to admit that Fisher
T. Fish was the man for the job, and
the anction was a stunning idea.” But he
was chiefly concerued about raising the
wind 1 time for supper.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Stariling News !

dh H, rotten!” growled Bunter.
O The Owl of the Remove was
disappointed and wrathful.

Iis silver goblet was certainly
worth a good many pounds; but he had
not been able to find a fellow in the
Remove to give hium even one solitary
“gud 7' for it.

Harry Wharton & Co, declined even

13

to look at it. Vernon-Smith advised him
to take it back to its owner. Newland
mooted the 1dea of telephoning to the
police. Skinner, certninE:, offered him
sixpence ; but ihat offer was not good
enough.

The Owl of the Remove neglected his
prep in his anxiety to raise the wind on
that advance sample of his new **hne ”
in silver goods; but he did not suecececd,
Fisher T. Fish, as a born business man,
might make a success of the auction—
or he might not—but certainly William
George Bunter himself had no luck as a
salesman.

1’1l jolly well try the seniors,”  hLe
murmured, after debating the matter
for some time in his fat mind. *' Coker's
got plenty eof money; he offered a foot-
ball cup once,_and he mignt like this
to offer as a cricket oup. I’ll try Coker.”

And the fat Jumior rolled away to
the Fiith IForm passage to loek for Horaco
Coker. He f[ound Cokee's study empiy,
and went in, to wait for the great Horace
to turn up,

Horace Coker came m I a few
minutes, and he misunderstood Bunter’s
presence in his study. That was not
surpiising, considering Wilham George's
reputation as a study raider. He.
promptly took the Owl of the Remove by

- Three-balfpence....

‘the ceallar.

“I—1 say, C(Coker——"" stamnered
Bunter. * Legga! 1 say——"
“After my cake---what!” roared

Coker, 1n great wraih.

* Nunno! I—1 came
Yaroooh! Leggo! I—1 want——'

“1I'mm going to give you what you
want ! grinned Coker.

He spun Bunter to-the doorway, spun
him round, and brought a heavy boot
into play. The Owl of the Remove shot
into the passage.

There was a roar from Bunter, and
a chuckle from Coker.

** Yarooooh !

“*Ha, ha, ha!” '

“ Yow-ow ! You rotter! -~ Owi™
gasped Bunter, scrambling up dizzily.
“1—1 say, Coker, I—I want——""

“You want some more?”

“ Nunno! I—I want——""

‘* Lots more on iap, if yon want it
grinned Coker, and he sirode out into
the passage. . :

But Billy Bunter did net wait for
(Coker's boot; that was not what he
wanted at all. He fled. -

** Beast!” he gasped, as he escaped
from the Filih Form passage.

Then he stopped to consider. Coker
was rather too hasty to be dealt with.
Atfter due consideration, Billy Bunter
started for the august quarters of the
Sixth Form.

Wingate of the Sixth was to have the
next chance.. Indeed, Buuter was quite
sorry he hadn’t started with the Sixth,
and not wasted his time over a blessed

herg——
b ]

The
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Iot of fags, as he disrespectfully termed
M1 Form-fellows. A Sixton-Former,
evidently, was more likely to purchase
a valuable silver goblet than a fag in
the Lower Fourth.

. The fat junior arrived at Wingate's
«oor. The door was half-open, and
George Wingate was in his study, in
conversation with Gwynne of the Sixth.

Billy Bunter was about fo raise his
fat hand to tali' when hLe $aused sud-
denly. George Wingate's voice came to
ius ears from within,

“*A clean sweep.
silver in old Popper’s place.
haven't feund the man."

Bunter almost ceased to breathe.

. He stood rooted to the floor of the
oixth Form passage as if turned sud-
denly to stoue. His fat hand was on
the silver goblet in his pocket, all ready
to pull it out to displav it to the pur-
-:haser ; but he let go now as if the goblet
had become red-hot.

Gwynne's voice came from within, The
two Bixth-Formers were.talking, quite
unconscions of the horrified junior rooted
to the passage withont.

“1 saw Sir Hilton Popper in Friar-
dale to-day: I thought he was looking
like thunder, bedad—he was coming out
of the polive-station.”

“Wall, 1 suppose he's rather upset,”
said Wingate. “ I don't know how much
the stuff was worth, but it must hage
been a good many hundreds of pounds.
It was all the siver-plate at
Court, anvway. It happened four days
ago, I think, and the man, whoever
he was, got clear off with his plunder.

it seems—all the
And they

SYNOPSIS.
Johnny Gozg:—ventriloguist, ju-jitsu ex-
ert, and all-round sportsman—comes to

yicombe Grammar School from Frankling-
ham, which has beea burnt down.

At a -ericket-inateh with the 8t. Jim's
fellows, (lopgs goes in disguise as Phelim
U'Hoggarty, an Irish bov.

Larking, Carpenter, and Snipe, who are
anxious to get their own back on Gogas,
&cek to expose him at St, Jim's, and Goggs
decides to tell some of the juniors that Lark-
ing & (o,

them, (Now read on.)

The Wiles of Goggs.

DRE? Yes, Gore would do,
the rest—two or three more,
least—Goges mnst trust to luck.

: He would net mind enlisting Arthur
Augustus and Herriea: but that would
probably mean Blake and Digby also, and
thoss two were more acite.  Ag for Tom
Merry & <Co., Kaugaroe & Co., Talbot,
and Levison & Co., Gozgs had not the
slightest notion of dragzing them into it. A
word or two might well be cnough to raise
. their guspicions.

Luck was with him again.

He found Grundy, Wilkins, and Gunn
their study.

For
at

in

opper |

are ahout to work off a jape on

-

Tankards, and goblets, and things, you
know. I don't like old Popper, per-
sonally, but I certainly hope he'll get
his property back."

“Oh!”" gasped Bunter,

Wingate looked round towards the
door as he heard that gasping ejacula-
tiorn,

“Hallo! Who's there?" he called
out.

“I—I'm not here, Wingate——"

“ What "’

Wingate strode 8 tlie door. Billy

Bunter blinked at him through his big |

spectacles in utter dismay. He had come
there to show that silver goblet to the
captain of Grevfriars; and riow he would
not have shown it for a fifty-pound note.
It seemed to be burning a hole in his
pocket now.

“ What do you want, Bunter?”
Wingate, staring at the fat
troubled, dismayed face.

“ N-n-nothing 1"

“ Well, why have vou come to my
study, then?™

“I—1 haven’t! I—[ incan— T1—I
haven’t come to sell you anrthing, Win-
gate!” gasped Bunter.

““1 suppose you haven't, you fat, little
idiot!” said Wmgate, in wonder.

““*I—1 haven't got a silver goblet, or—
or anything, in my—my pocket at¢ this
mimite,” stuttered Buntar. ‘ D-d-don't
vou think I bave, Wingate! [—I—1
haven’t, vou kiow. Nothing of
kmd !

“ Are you off vour silly roaker, Bun-
ter?” asked the Greyfriars captain in
astonishment.

asked
junior’s

“Hallo! Who're you?” said Grundy, as he
looked in.

“Sure, an’ me name's ("Hogearty, an' it
was oaly this evenin® 1 was afther cemin’
here at all, at all.”

“Oh, you're the hounder who's left the
Grammar Schoel to come to wust”
Wilkins.

“Faith, an’ that's me!"

" Well, what d'yve want?” asked Grundyr,

The red-wigged Phelim came close to him,
and spoke in a confidentiai tone.

“There was a spalpeen who was afther in-
sultin’ you the other day,” hie said, “ An’, hy
the same token, he's no friend of mine at all,
at all ¥

“Oh, Larking!” snerted Grundy. ©~ What
about him? Not that I'm the least interested
in the fellow. ”

“Bure, but he's inferested in you no end,
an’ at this very identical moment he an’
Carpenter an' Smipe are inside the walls of
this school, the schamers !™

“Whatt"

Grundy's face was red with anger.

Phelim nodded twice or thrice, looking very
sod emn.

“They've got in to play some beastiy trick
on me!” fumed Grundy.

“Faith, an’ I'm wot szayin’ that, for I
wonldn't be afther sayin’ more than I know,
But it looks——"

the

|

1 it difficult.
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- By Richard Randolph -

said

Order Next Week’s “GEM” NOW!

““ Nunno! J[—J—="

* Then what are you burbling about?”

“N-n-nothing ! I—I—"

““Oh, cut off " said the Sixth-Former.

He slammed the study door, and Billy
Bunter limped away down the passage.
That sudden, startling news he had heard
had quite unnerved him. As by a sudden
flash of light he had learned, beyond
doubt, the source of the treasure-trove
in the ruined cottage. He limped away,
gasping, and ran into Bob Cherry at the
foot of the staircase.

““ Hallo, hallo, hallo!”’ exclaimed Bob,
catching him by the shoulder. ** What's
the matter!"” "

“ N-n-nothing!
anything——"

“What?' howled Bob.

"“I—I mean, lemme alone!
~ And Bunter scuttled up the stairs, leav-
ing Bob Cherry staring after aim in
bewilderment. Bunter was not seen again
that evening till bed-time. He was think-
mg it out—and trying to persuade him-
sell that, in spite of what he had heard
in Wingate's study, “fmd:'uafa were
keepings,” all the same. But he found
And when, in the dermitory,
Fisher 1. ¥ish told him cheerily that
he had made all the arra ents for
the auction, Bunfer only grunted dis-
mally. He had his doubts about that

anction now,

(DON'T MISS “BUNTER’S

haven't stolen

"

AUCTION ! ""—next Monday’s grand
complete story of Harry Wharton

by FRA

NK RIC,

7 "
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“Looks! Dh, rot! T'm sure of it! What
e¢lze would they come here for? Oh, I'll let
thenm have a taste of—>

“How did you twig them, O'Hogearty?

{ azked Gunn,

“I was walkin' meself in the guad, medi-
tatin', when I heard wvoices, I was down by
the old tree—"

“He'll take all night to tell it!™ said
Wilkins impatiently. “[I'm not dead sure that
he doesn’'t think he's having vs on a string.
But we'll warm him up if he's spoofing, the
red-headed raseal!”

“ What's to be done?" inquired Guun,

“Nub them !* snorted Grundy.

“And chuock the sweeps over the walli®
added Wilkins. © Jolly cheek of them coming
here, I eall §t!™

“Sure isn't there a place we eould lock them
up in?" asked Phelim.

h'“ Ave you in this?” Gunn asked, staring at

im,

“ Faith, I am, for it's not likin" those three
I am at all, at ali!"

“ There's the woodshed,” said Wilkins,

“Good notion! We'll seize them »

“ An' gag them?!” in O'Hoggarty.

“ Good notion !” said Grundy again,

The great George Alfred seldom comsidered
any notions but his own good. But within
five minutes, if everyithing went well, he couid
find it easy to persuade himself that the wood-

o e e oo
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shed and the gagging were both emanations of
his fertile brain, .

“Four of ws aren't enough for that,” said
Wilkins doubtfully.

“Rats!” snorted Grundy.
two of the bounders !”

“ Bedad, 1'll fetch zome more!” said Phelim.

And he vanished. before Grundy eould
protest,

Again luck favoured him. He found Mul-
vaney minor and Tompking at once, Then he
ran against Herries and D7 Arey, luckily with-
out Blake and Dighy,

He did not trouble to look for Gore. Baut,
as it happened, Gore came along as they were
stealing out, and added himself to the party
after an inquiry as to what was up.

Gore did not matter. He had no suspicions
of O'Hoggarty.

But here luck turned the other way. For at
the last moment Ralph Reckness Cardew
jomed up.

Goggs would have preferred anyone else—
Levison, Tom Merry, Noble, Dane, Talbot—
aniyone !

But it was no use worrying. He must act
if need be. Cardew had only himself to thank
if that action did not please him.

“ We've got the gags!” whispered Wilkins.

Goggs felt in his pockef, and found a clean
handkerchief there. It might be necessary
to gag Cardew !

They stole across the quad in the shadow
of the buildings. Under the old tree they
eould discern dimly the figures of Carpenter
and Snipe.

~The gagging was ahsolutely necessary to a
capture, and it would have to he done quickly.
For the juniors had no right at all in the
quad at that hour, and an outery meant heavy
punishment for them all. BSome of them felt
a trifle mervous. They had been rather rushed
into this.

The Grundy-led contingent drew mnearer,
wondering why their quarry should await
them s0 meekly. Goggs gave a low whistle.

“0On them !’ snorted Grundy.

Then things happened—happened quickly.
JBags and Tricks rushed forward and seized
Larking's left leg as he sat straddling the
wall,

“Yoooop!” howled Larking as he tumbled
OVer.

Herries, entrusted with one gag, whipped
it hetween his jaws in a trice, while Arthur
Augustus and Clarence York Tompkins held
his legs and arms,

Grundy, who wounld fain have dealt with
Larking, had Carpenter instesd. Gunn and
Mulvaney minor aided him. Wilkins gagged
Snipe, and bore the mark of Snipe’s teeth on
his knuckles for days afterwards, Gore and
tioggs aided Wilkins,

Lardew stood by, appreciative but inactive.

“ Now heave them up!® ordered Grundy. ~

The three traitorons trespassers were got
upon their feet.

“Move!™ commanded the great George
Alfred Grundy.

Strange noises came from behind the gags.
But the three moved. They had to move,
They were pushed along towards the wood-
shed, and whenever one of them tried to stop,
a foot behind, applied gently, gave him a
hint to get on or expeet worse.

8o they were got to the door of the wood-
shed.

“0Oh, what gorgeous luck!"” eried Wilkins
exultantly. “Old Taggles has left the key in
the lock !

“ Open the door!™ commanded Grundy.

Clarence York Tompkins obeyed,

“In with that cad Snipe!”

Herries and OCGussy thrust Snipe forward.
A hefty push sgent him floundering amongst
the wood,

“ Now Carpenter!®

Gore and Mulvaney deposited Carpenter on
top of Bnipe, .

Goggs had kept

“1 can .bhandle

cloze to Cardew, who had
marched behind Larking. Goggs had the
handkerchiel ready, in case anything wun-
toward should ehance. He had begun to think
that it would not be needed, however.

“Larking ! snorted Grundy.

Larking was the real danger. Carpenter and
Snipe now had their hands free, and might
have removed their gags. Buf, rolling over
and over one another on the wood, they did
not think of that.

Larking was shoved forward by Goggs and
Cardew. Directly the hands that had pinned
_his. arms behind were removed he snatched
at his gag, and tore it from his mouth,

“0Oh, you fools!" he hissed. © You're heing
taken in! That red-headed cad is Goggs!”®

Only Cardew and (oggs heard that. They
were just inside the woodshed, the others just

(Continued on page 16.)
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For Next Monday : W %
“BUNTER’S AUCTION [ *
By Frank Richards.

Our next grand long complete story of
the chums of Greyfriars describes how Billy
Bunter disposes—or tries to dispose—oi his
hoard of treasure. With the ready aid of
JFisher T. Fish, who acts as auctioneer, an
#uction sale is arranged in the Rag—with
results which, needless to say, prove far
from satisfactory to the two principals!
Finally, Billy Bunter is persuaded to take
his ill-gotten gains to the Head, and to
make a clean breast of how he came by
them. Had Bunter not been induced to take
this step, very serious econsequences might
have followed as a result of

“BUNTER’S AUCTION !”

FRIDAY’S TREMENDOUS
ATTRACTION !

Everyone is Looking Qut for the
“Penny Popular **!

What silly ass said Friday was an unlucky
day? Whoever he was, he couldn’'t have
known that on Friday of this week the
“Penny Popular”™ will appear in its new
form, to delight the hearts of thousands of
boys and girls.

- This Friday's issue of our bright little com-
panion paper will contain, as promised by
your. Editor,

THREE SUPERB NEW STORIES OF
SCHOCL LIFE!

Every story is a gem, but the palm must
be given to :

““THE 'LADS OF LANCASHIRE !”
By Frank Richards,

which describes- how Harry Wharton & Co.,
the world-famous heroes of the Greyfriars
Remove, travel up to Blackpool te meet a
team of Laneashire boys in a szeries of sport-
ing ecantests. ' '
Lancashire is Muark Linley's county, and
the scholarship boy plays a big part in the
story, which is one of the very best which
famous Frank Richards has ever penned.

OTHER COUNTIES TO FOLLOW !

~ Harry Wharton & Co.'s visit to Lancashire
is only the kick-otf, =0 to speak. Anether
party of Greyiriars juniors, under the leader-
ship of Veroon-Emith, will pay a visit to
Surrey the following week; and every county
in England ~will be visited in turn.

No reries of school stories, on so colossal a
scale, has ever been planned before. Look
out for the time when the Greyfriars cliums
visit your county! J

I have been writing of “The Lads of
Lancashire!” ag if it were the only feature in
this week's issue of the “Penny Pop.”
But it isn't! There are two other fine yarns—
a Tom Merry story hy Martin Clifford, agnd
a Rookwood story by Owen Canquest.

These three stories will go fo make up an
isgune of the “Penny Popular” which has

NEVER BEEN SURPASSED !

and as therc is bound to be a big rush for
copies, my chums should place an order NOW
—without an instant’'s delay—for this Friday's
issue of the “Penny. Popular ™!

MARK LINLEY’S BOXING STORY ! |

I have received a large number of inquiries
lately from readers who wish to know whether
Mark Linley's’ famous *Greyfriarsa Herald '

serial, “The Pride of the Ring,” has appeared |

in book form,.

it, and, of course, there is plenty of

—

T T

The answer is “Yes!® «The Pride of the
Ring ™ Las been published in *Boys' Friend »
Library ferm, and is still on sale.

1 may add that the story has been revised
since it first edred in the pages of “The
Greyfriars Heral®y’ and in its complete form
it is indecd a y‘e which should not be
missed. The stnry%.la witlh the adventures
of Neddy Welsh & Co. sarlingham School ;
but Harry Wharton & _play a part—in
xing.
I have pe hesitation iu saying. that this
the finest issue of the “ Boys’ Friend * Library
which has appeared since Frank Richards gave
us “Rivals and Chums.” The price s four-
pence, and there are gixty-four pages of
closely-packed reading matter.

THE SORROWS OF SEYTON!

Master Cyril Seyton, of Dlackburn, ad-
ministers a geutle reproof to me this week,

Cyril tells me that, instead of using these -

Chut columns for the purpose for which they
were originally intended—namely, persounal
chats with my chums—I am devoling a great
deal of space fo “shouting the odds,” as
Cyril puts it, t the Companion Papers,
particularly :the “Penny Poputar.” -

1 do noi deny my chum’sz acensatien: but
I submit, in defence, that I am quite justified
m putting my chums on to any good thines
that are going. <!

What "ever would my readers think of me
if, for instanee, I kept mum aboug the grand
new storics which are appearing in the
“Penny Popular "? 1 should he econstantly
getting letters of this sort: * Harry
Wharton & Co. have vigited onr county
during a sports tour, and you never told us
a word about it! And now 1 find that the
stary is out of primt!” -

_ Whenever anything extra speeial is appear-
ing in “Phe Hovs' Friend.ﬁp"ﬂhuckleg.i']' or
any other of onr Companion Papers, I do nob
hesitate to “hoom * jt through the medium
of this Chat. Many thousands of my chums
would not have ordered this week's “Penny
Popular” had T nobt advised them- of tha
grand new innovations taking place in that
paper. The stories would ﬁmre appeared ;
Popular ® had T not advised them of the
most vital adventures of Harry Wharton &
Co., and there wquld have been weeping and
enashting of teeth!

No, Cyrit; T cannot ;grea with you that I
am misusing this Chat Page. Whenever there
i3 anything to shout abegut, I do so—not
mercly for my own selfish sake, as you seem
to suppose, but for the benefit ousanrds
of my chums who, but for this Chat, wonld
be quite in the dark as to the latest develoap-
ments in the world of boys' literature,

NOTICES.
Cricket.
Laps” FrpbowsHir want matehes—16-17.—
R. W. Brown, 32, Bishopsgate, E.C. 2.

CAL V. West, 114, Wellfield Road, Streatham,
S.3W. 16, desires place in South JLondon team.
First-class batsman and fieldsman,

Back Numbers Wanted,

Donald Den, 127, Mallingon Road, Clapham
Common, 8.W.—“Gem,” 518, “Mammers' Ven-
detta.,” 3d. -offered if clean. Write first,

Eric - H. Turnes, 61,

204 ; also. “ Magnet » 200.
Hugh ‘Page, 18, Chester Street, Neweastle-

on-Ty¥ne.—Any Chriztmas Numbers “ Magnet,»

and “Gem ™ hefore 1916, ° 6d. offered—od. if
clean, Write first. . -

Ben Cole, 8t. Joseph's Ward, Jewis Street
Hospital, DPuhlin,—*“ Boys’ Friend » Library.
“BShunned by the Sclivel,” and “The Pride of

the School.” oy e
: H. A. H, (YUUWOR}.

Chesterford Road, -
| Manor Park, E.I12—“Gem ” 158; “Magnet »

s
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cutdide, and there waz a hum ol excitement
among the rest. that helped to make Larking
inaudible to them.

“ Look out, you fellowz! We're being——»

Then the handkerchief was thrust over Car-
dew's open Hlﬁﬂltll, and he found him=elf shot
on top of Carpenter and Snipe.

Goggs dodged out of the door.

“Sure, we've trapped thim!"
“Lock up, me darlints!”

The woodshed was shadowed by the wall
near. No one had noticed Cardew's passing
inzide ; no one missed him now,

The door slammed to. The key grated in
the lock.

“You silly idiots !” came a roar from inzide,

And Goggs recognized the voice of Cardew,
But no one el:e did.

he cried.

In the Fourth Dormitory.
11 HERE have you young asses heen
asked  Kildarc, meeting the
Grundy econtingent in the cor-
riders below stairs, where they
ceitainly should not have been at that hour,

“Is it bed-time, Kildare?” inqguired Gunn
innocenthy. ™

Kildare looked at him hard.

“Don’t you know it?" he snapped. :

But hg did not repeat his query as to where
they had been. It must have beeno tairly
obvious to him that they had come from out-
oi-doors, but there was no cvidence of the
fact in their appearance,-for none of them
wore caps, and the skipper of 8t, Jim’'s was
not the fellow to make a fuss about trifles,
_ “Weally, I am surpwised to find how late
it is!” said Arthur Augustus, taking his hand-
gome watch out and glancing at it. *“You
must. excuse us, Kildare, deah boy!”

“Don’t &na;-—get!“ replied Kildare curtly.
“Halo!- ho's that?”

He was looking at Phelim O'Hoggarty as
he spoke, and he nodded towards that arch-
impostor. | ; AL

“New chap; wild Irishman, nam - of 0'Hog-
garty,” answered Wilkins,

YSure, he's no wilder than I am,” re:
marked  Mulvaney minor, who had guite

" taken Phelim to his heart.

“1 hope not!” Kildare returned drily. “Cut |

now !” 3

They cut then. :

rogs had not wanted Kildare to see him
but the incident had passed off without any
ipparent suspicion on the part of the skipper.

“That fellow Kildure has a way of tnt?ing
that I can’t say I approve of at all.” growled
Grundy. “It's all very well for him to ecall
you chaps °*young asses.” That's right
enough. But it's a bit thick when he ineludes
~me—me!” ;

“Sure, now, an’ it looked to m® as thoungh
he was afther lookin® straight at you whin
be spoke,” sald Phelim.

Grundy clared at him. !
“Look here, O'Taggarty, or whatever yvour
gilly Irish name is,” =nid the great man
loftily; “you and I will fall out if 1 have any
ol your blessed check, so don't you forget
¥ ; ,
“0h, he doesn't know any better, old top!”
Wilkins said, with a wink at Phelim.  “ What
can you expect from a chap brought up in
an Irish bog and then =ent to the Grammar
School? We'll teach him what's what and
who’s who, and when he knows all about it
he won't think of coming near jyou except
on his bended knees!” . R

“Good-night, you fellows!” *said Gore, as
the Fourth-Formers turned in at the door of
their dormitory, and the Shell fellows went
on to theirs. -

Phelim grinned. Grundy and Wilkins had
l&n}{fijh helped him without knowing what they

id. -

Thus far no one had noticed' the absenca
of Cardew. The four- from- the Shell were
mot likely to think about it now. But there
wak still danger to he dreaded in the dormi-
tory, into which Phelim now followed the
Fourth Form section of the party.

Everybody elsc—except Carvdew—was
ready there and undreasing.

“That's your bed, I suppose,” said Tomp-
kins to Phelim. - * Anyway, it's the only one
cmply, so it will have to he.”

“}Iailn, - O’Hoggarty !”  eried
“You've turned np here, then?”

“8ure, and didn’t I say x

“ We thought you.were gassing, yon know.?

“Faith, and I niver gas!”

“Tom  Merry won't let you bowl those
i}TnEtly grubs if you play for us,” remarked

Hake.

“And you'll get into a thumping roaw If
%rnuI knoek your own wicket down!” added

Mehy,

B =g

al-

Levison.

o]
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. ]]:Li‘_.hn'i:! Nobody would do that except
by acecident,” said Arthur Augustus.
had that misfortune myself, but—"

“Sheer  clumsiness, Gustavus!” put in
Dighy.

“Weally, Dig! 1 weject the imputation
with omplete despisewy. I defy anvone

whatevah to say that I am evah clumsay.”

Phelim grinned cheerily. All this suited
‘him very well indeed.- His appearance, and
the chaff which had arisen through it, had
caused even Clive and Levison to forget about
Cardew for the time being,

And the longer they went on forgetting the
hetter it would suit him.

Kildare came along to pnf out the lizghts,
He walked part of the way down the roomn,
for Gussy had not finished undressing, and
the captain was nof in as big a hurry as he
sometimes was, : :

In another moment he must have spotted
Cardew’s empty bed. But the red-wigged
spoofer was equal to the occasion.

He sat up.

“Sure,” he said,
aftll?r inthrojuicin® me to this young gintle
man !”

Kildare looked at him and smiled.

“1 don't really see the need of an introdue-
tion,” he said. "l know who you are, and
il you don't know who I am you'll be finding
cut pretty soon. But I'm pleased to shake
hands with a brother Irishman.”

“Oirish, - are yez?  Bedad, I'd niver be
afther thinkin' it at all,at all, for yez have
no more of the brogue than myself. Buat it's
]ﬂu.‘-‘;mi and “proud I am to shake hands wid
}.'EE." N ¥ i

Kildare's attention was kept from the apen
empty -bed thus: and, as he turned again,
Arthur Augustus said: : i m

“1'm ready now, Kildare, deah hoy.”

“And time, to0!” came the skipper’s genial
growl. -

He put out.the lights and departed.

Hardly had the door closed behind him
when Durrance asked:

*Anybody here know where Cardew is?”

“l was just wondering® about that,” =aid

Clive. "I thought. every minute Kildare
;t'uula,;l} be spotting the faet that he wasn't
1ere. !

“O'Hogegarty saved that by wanting to be
“inthrojuiced ' to Kildare,” said Rovlance.

“*No credit to O'Hog! We'd better call
him . O'Hog, I think,” Blake zaid. "He didn’t
know Cardew was away. It was qguite arp

| accident he held up Kildare like that.”

“Not =0 sure!” grunted .He =ies.. “0 Hog
was with us, and I show'di:'t wonder if he

didn*t.
Blake.” 7 s do

“Hadn't need be!” Blake replied.

“But where is Cardew?” persisted Dur-
raned. :

“Cousin George wants to know where eousin
Ralph is. and won't be happy till he's told!”
gibed Lovison. ’

“Do you know, Levison?” asked Durranc
irnoring the gibe.

O'Hog isn't such an ass as he looks,
; e

¥

haven't the pghost of an idea where the
bounder is, Durrance !” said Clive frankly,
“Oh, Levison does!"” said Digby. “Yon
fellows needn’t worry.” xY.
“Cardew’s a pretty good hand ot taking
care of himself, anyway!” remarked Ker-
ruish. ' '
Levison said no more. '
He did not know at all where Cardew was.
But he knew Cardow. :
This sort of thing was not malter for
amagement when it was done by Ralph Reek-
ness Cardew. '
Indeed, -mothing which that sell-willed
youth - did ever greatly amazed Levison,
thiough Clive was still liable to be surprised
by some of his wilder flights.

“Shall we toss O'Hoeg in a blanket?” asked
Blakes™ag. -~ RELSn ..
“Sure,an’ Fd rather yez didn't ! said

“It's not yvour views on the matter that
count, you know, n'Hu%!" gaid Hoylanece.
- “Neot likely!” agreed Smith minor.

“Leave him alone!” spoke Lumley-Lumley.
“T don't see ragging a chap the first night.
Doesn’t give him a fair chance.™

“But O'Hog's been at the Grammar
School!” argued: Dighy. *“'Tisn't as if the
bounder was fresh from home and mother.”

“Did they toss you in a blanket at the
Grammar School, 0'Hog?" asked Blake.

“Faith, thin, an® they did that same!”

-0 “Bai Jove! We have forgotten to tell you

“L have

“somewan ought to be

4

did twig about Card.., though I'll own L

“Ivdon't nsually tell all I know,” answered
Levison. i
“If it's any good to you to knoWw it, I|

)
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fellows  about the Gwammali School wot-
tahs in the woodshed!” said Arthur Augustus.

“arammar School rotters in the woodshed?
What on earth are you burbling about, you
fathead?” demanded Blake politely. ,

“Hewwies knows.”

“Sure, an’ so do I!" piped up Mulvaney

minor. _ ‘.
“1 was in it, foo!” said Clarence York
Tompkins. :
“What, the woodshed?”  Dighy asked.
“Scems to me either you or the Grammar
School bounders aren’t very particular about

the company they kecp.” y

“There seems to have been a pretty serateh
lot in it,” remarked Kerruispy with engaging
eandour, ¥ !

“Gussy, Herries, Mulvaney, - Tompkins.”
Blake said thoughtfully. “Yes, bar old
Herries, it's rather a one-legged crowd.”

“Wea'lilr,- -Blake, I considah your gwosa
wudenesg——=" ' ' At
“Don’t ~forget. 0'Hog!” growled Herries.
“He wasin it, too—first in it, I rather

fancy s o = 4
"Faithytbut that’s hardly werth talkin®
about, mejewel ! gaid Phelim.  +

He preferred ‘that they should gb on talk-
ing, simee that took their minds off  the
absenee of Cardew. s '

But he would rather have had the con-
versation kept free of, any referenec to the
affair of the woodshed..—~ - ; .

“We want to' know all about - jt.” said
Blake. f F ¥a .

“I wiil welate the fakts,
tecred Arthur Augustis,

“Shall we get any sleep to-mi
Levison. PET

“Wats to you, Levison! If vom mean -to
infer that I have,a long-winded mannal of
telling stowies, allk 1 have to say ie—"

“Here beginnegh the first lesson!™ ehirped

Dighy, S e
“Which will Jast the ‘ole blessed ﬁ}*ﬁm "
Hiammond, - T n

wevewent, “Pig !

added Harry :
S ¥on are wéally vewy iw
An” T am surpwised at your wudeness, Ham-
mond! I decline'to tell the stowy at all!™
“Well, there ate others who can tell it,”
sald Blake:. “6o on;, Hérrjeg!" :
“Weally, Blake, I—"
“Buf you - say  you
Gustavus,” o i
“I did not mean my words fo be taken
pwecisely in that mannah, Blake. But .if T
ﬁm_’m be intewwupted fifty times before 1
erin W R Ve

¢ “And five hundred.and 'Mﬁ# _;-"cﬂgi're
linished,” chipped in Kerruish. ,

. 1t still won’t matter much as long as
you're ot interrupted while your noble jaw
I8 wag-wag-wagging,” said Dick- Julian. z

“Bai Jove, what uttah wol you fellahs |
talk! 1t was this way.- Hf‘;“"ﬂ’if‘ﬂ ail’ 1 were |
goin &Inng the passage _

“Wasa that last year, or only last term?”

deah hoys," }*glun-'-

ght?” yawned

decline to tell it,

&
mguircd Dighy anxiously.
“You weally are a sillay ass,
neithafi last term mor———-=" -
S Well, start i6 a bit farther back, Beain
with Noah, or one ef the other giddy old
patriarchs, Nosaise making half a job of it,
rou know,"” g ;
“1t was just before t
(russy flirmly, '
“Then it doesn’t matter,” Rovlanece said,
“We don't want to hear a thing that hap-
pened before it began. Muech better hegin in
the middle, old gun!™ '
“I call that absolutely widic! To begin in
the middle is absurd, positively., The pwopali
place to begin a stowy is at the commence-
ment.'” :
“1et's sce—which end is that?
Levison.
“*Ha, ha, hat”
“Will you lct me tell my stowy, Blake "
“1 thonght you never, never did, Gussy!'”
“Did what, Woylance ¥
“Told *stowies." Mustu’t call ‘em lies—it
might wound your tender feelings.” 5
“Weally, of all' tlie sillay asses, you
fellowg——" - b e :
“Oh, drey up, all of yon!"” hecoted Herries.
“I'll tell the yarn. It won't take me a giddy -
fortwight. < There really isn’t much . in it
Some of those Grammar School bounders tried
on one of their little zames to-night, and we
jolly well scored over them!” U

(dnother grand long instalment of this
magnificent sehool serial will- appear in next
Monday's issue, Order early.) :

Dig? It wos

his bizney began,” Said

#
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