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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
_ Lots !

€ ISH!” : |
F - Mr. Quelch’'s voice was not
loud, but deep.

_ Several of the Remorve
fellows glanced round at Fisher T. Fish.
But Fishy himself did not look up.

Fishy was apparently busy.

His eyes were glued upon a paper
under his desk, on his bony Lknees, at
which he was dabbing with a peneil.

1le was too busy to hear, or heed, the
Form-master’s voice, .

A few minutes before the Remove-
master had  been engaged with Billy
Bunter; and the way Bunter did his
construe wag enough to make any ¥Form-
master weep. - Fishy had taken ad-
vantage of Mr. Quelch’s preoccupation
to attend to his own affairs—whatever
they' were.
mersed in his own affairs that he was
ulgware that Mr. Quelch had finished
with” Bunter, and was calling upon him
to copsirue, ‘

“Fish |7

Mr. Quelch’s voice was both louder and
deeper now, : :

Bob Cherry tossed a paper pellet at
Fwshy's ear to draw his attention. It

landed, - unfortunately, wupon Lord
Mauleverer’s - nose,-and drew a sharp

velp of surprise from his lordship. Peter
Todd reached out to Fishy, more sue-
cessfully, with his boot. Iis bhoot
clumped on Fishy’s bony leg, and Fishy
awoke, as it were, with a howl:

“Owl”
“Fish ! thundered Mr. Quelch,
“Oh! "Ah! Yen! Yes, sir?”’ stam-

mered Fisher T, Fish,
roundings at last,

“1 have spoken to you three times,
- Fisgh [ -

“Have vou
Fisher T, Fish.
you, sir !

Mr. Quelch came among the desks,
with a pointer in his hand and a dan-
gerous ghtter in his eye. Mr. Quelch
held the view, common to Form-masters,
that the Form-reom was a place for
wark, and that all private affairs should
be left outside the door,
did not all agree with him on that point,
but they made it-a rule to give the Form-
master his head, so to speak.
really necessary to do that.

“You were not giving me your aften-

alive to his sur-

really, sir 7"
*I—I—I didn’t hear

tion, Fish!” said the Remove-master,

towering over the dismayed Fishy.
“Oh, yep!” gasped Fisher T.
*“Certainly, sir! Sure!”
“You have some paper there, Fish,”

Fish.

||||.H ]

for a little joke.

| ing glance* swept round over the clags,
and tho chuglde AL 3l s1artlio

And he was so deeply im- |

gasped-

The Removites

It was.
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HARRY WHARTON

By FRANK RICHARDS.

“ Pip-pip-paper, sir?"

“Yes. I think you were writing some-
thing under your desk.”

“W-a-as I, sir?"”

“You were, Fish! Kindly hand me
the paper at once!” exclaimed Mr.
Quelch. *I desire to see what it is,
Fish, that is so important that it leaves
you no attention. to devote to your
legzons ! |

There was a dutiful chuckle from the
Remove fellows. '

When a Form-master made a joke it |

was, of course, the duty of his Form to
chuckle in a respectful way; and the
Remove took Mr, Quelch's last temark

-That appeared to be a misappre-
hension, however, Mr. Quelch’s glitter-

S,
“Silence I
A pin might have been heard to drop
in the Remove Form-room. |

Evidently Mr. Quelch was not, after
all, condescending to humour, as his class
had supposed.

“Wharton ! ,

*“Yes, sir?” mumbled the captain oi
the Remove.

“You were pleased fo laugh at mry
observation ta Fish, Wharton.

“Oh, sir!”

“Do  wou
Wharton 7

“M-m-m-mum
ton.

Ile could not explain that on other
oecasions Mr. Quelch appeared to egpect
a dutiful chuckle when he condescended
to be humorous.
ng that. And he could not explain that
Mr. Quelch’s humour, being so very dry.
it was a little difficult to detect whether
he was joking or not, and so a fellow
was liable to put his foot in it some-

that
mnmbled Whar-

call respectiul,

giinned as - they listencd.

A b4

It was no use explain- |

times.

S0 Wharton mumbled, and wus silent. |

“Kindly be serious, Wharton !

“Ye-e-es, sir!” stammered Harry.
“Certainly, sir 1’2

He was serious enough now,
events.

Mr, Quelch gave him a very serious
glance, and turned to Fisher T. Fish
again. That wouth had his
crumpled in a bony hand now, out of
gight, and he hoped that it would escape

at all

attention. But his hope was in vain.
“Fish! THand me that paper at
once !’

Very reluctantly Fisher T. Fish wun- |

closed his bony fingers, and laid the
crumpled paper on the desk.

L angry,

paper |

iii:_ out, with all eyes in the class upon
11,

The juniors wondered what Fishy had
been scribbling under his desk; pre-
bably some abstruse caleulation con-
nected with money-making, that being
the entrancing. subject that occupied
Fighy’s thoughts morning, noon, and
night. IFrom early morn till dewy cve
the reflections of Fisher Tarleton Fish
ran upon dollars, i iy

A look of amazement came over Mr.
Quelch’s face as he zlanced at the paper.
He read aloud, with growing astomnsh-
ment; while some of the Removites
It certainly

was a most remarkable paper for a

junior sthoolboy to be seribbling in the
Form-room :

crest,

chased, wit _ _
Lot 2.—First-class Silver Tankard. :

T.ot 3.—Ret of Silver Fish Knives aand

Forks, in Handsome Case, lined
velvet. |

Lot 4. —Antique Silver Drinking-
Cup,”

There was a good deal more in the
same style, but Mr. Quelch did not
trouble to read further.

[I: translerred his vimlet slaneo from
the erumpled paper to the uneasy
features of Iigher T. Fish. =~ P

“ Fish 17

:Yuf}?” gasped Fishy. =

Are yon out of your senses 7™

TINGI}E-}} .

“¥You have wriiten ilils nonsense

“ Sare !V "

“And why "

“ Abhem "

o
¥ -

“ It appears,” said Mr. Quelch, “to he

a copy ol an auetiomeer's list of gouds.
I fail to wunderstand Fish, why  an
auctioneer’s It should be of any interest
to a boy in my Form.”

“I—1 guess——"" stammered Visher T.
Fish.

“What does this mean?” deuanded
the Form-master, as much puzzled as
“Why have you written out this
nonsense, Fish 7'% ' L

Fisher T. Fish stammerved, and was
silent. Bob Cherry chuckled softly, but
he was as silent as a graven image when
Mr. Quelch’s gimlet eve turned in his
direction. The rest of the Remove wers
as grave as a bench of judges—indeed, a
good deal graver than a bench of modern.
Judges, _

Mr. Quelch fixed  his
Fisher I'. Fish again. But Fishy stigilﬁd'
to have ne explanation to malke, . g

eves  upo

Mr. Quelch took it up and smoothed * Form-master raised his pointer, .
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**Hold out your hand, Fish!™

“Oh dear!"

Swish !

“Yow-.ow-woop 1"’

“And now, Fish, vou will perhaps
have the goodness to pay some attention
to your lessous!” :

“Ow! Sure! Wow!"” gasped Fisher
T. Fish. .

—— =

THE SECOND CHAPTER.

And he did!
The Business Man !

ARRY WHARTON & CO. were
smiling when they came out of
the Remove Form-room that
morning.

Mysterious as Fishy's queer list was to
Me. Queoleh, most of the Remove fellows
knew all about it. _

Myr., Quelch would have been very much
astonished if he bad known that an
auction-sale was to take place that after-
noon in the Rag.

"But such was the case.

William George Bunter was providing
the goods, and Fisher T. Fish was pro-
viding the salesmanship and business
knowledge—if any. =

Fishy was very keen on his task. He
had undertaken te sell those goods for
W. - G, Bunter, for a handsome
“commish,” as he called it—which, being
mterpreted, meant a  commission.
Naturally, a business deal crowded lesser
matters out of FFiahiv's head. He had no
atrention to was*e on lessons when it was
a question of making money. Dut he
was rubbing his bony hands rather rue-
fully as he came out of the Form-room
with the Remove. Mr. Quelch's eve had
been upon him continunally that morning,
and the pojnter had come into play
several times.

“TFealing bad?” Bob Cherry asked,
with smiling syvmpathy, as the enter-
prising junior rubbed his knuckles in the
passage.

“1 guess 1 ain't enjoying life at the
Fraaenf moment,’”” said Fisher T. Fish
anguvriowsly. T must say that that old
guy is rather down on a galoot who hasn't
time for fooling around with Latin and
things. Ow!”

" “We go into the class to fool around
with Latin and things, you know,” said
Frank Nugent, laughing.

“1 guess I've got something more im-
portant to put my thinker on. Den't you
galoots forget that auction this after-
noon,” satd Fisher T. Fish impressively.
“1 guess that auction is going with a
bang. U'm doing 1t, vou know 1"’

“We shall be at cricket!” grunted
Johnay Bull,

“I guess yvou'll miss a Iot of
chances if vou don't turn up in the
You'd better make up your minds to
mossy in!" said Fisher T. Fish per-
suasively.

“Rats!"-

“The ratfulness is terrific, my esteemed
Fishy!” remarked Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh.

“If you guys waste your time playing
cricket when I'm holding an auction
—" beran Fish warmly.

*1 kinaer reckon and guess and ealcu-
late we're going to, just a few !” grinned
Dob Cherry.

And the Famous Five walked on,
leaving Tisher T. Fish, snorting. How
any fellow could think of cricket when
there was a chance of bagging great bar-
gainy passed Fishy'’s comprehension.
That wasn’t the way he had been
“raiged "—as he described it, in the
delightful city of * Noo Yark.” .

He jowned Billy Bunter in the passage.

Bunter's fat face wore a doubtful and
Very sSeripus expression—an expression
which had hardly left it during the day.

ood

[

ag. |.
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Bunter had been looking forward to
that great sale, under Fishyv's hammer,
very keenly—till that morning. Now he
seemed to be troubled with strange
doubts about the maltter.

But Fisher T. Fish did not observe it.
He was too busy with his own plans to.
take amy note of Bunter's looks.

“1 guess we begin early, Bunter,” he
remarked.

ki Eh??’ .

“What do you say to three o'clock?”

“Oh!”

* As 1t's a half-holiday, all the fellows
can come romping arvound,” szaid Fish.
“And there 1sn't & match on—only
cricket-practice—so most likely those javs
will mosey in, after all. We want a
crowd.,”

“D-d-do we?"” mumbled Bunter.

“BSure! The more the merrier! T
guess 'm gomng to fix it up with Skinner
to make dud bids, to put the jays on their
mettle.”

& Ah!!!

“¥You don't seem so pesky keen about
it, after all, fatty!” exclaimed Fisher

Crash ! The twe Bunters rolled on the floor, and Harry Wharton & Co.
rushed to separate them. “Ha, ha, ha!’>* (See Chapter 4.)

i
|
|
1
d
5
y
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T
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T. Fish, observing Bunter's “peculiar
abstraction at last,

“Oht”

“I'm going up to the study now to
finish making up the list; there will have

to be a list of the lots, rou know, stuck
up in the Rag for the galoots to read !

1 Um !!l

“ What's the matter with you, vou prize
jay ?”’ demanded Fishy. “ (C'an't yvou say
anything except * Ah!" and ‘Oh!" and
‘Um?P "

Billy Bunter blinked at him through
his big spectacles with a very warried

look.

‘““I—1 say, Fishv " he faltered.

4 “Tﬂ.ﬂ_-l?”

“TI—I'm notsure I—1 want to sell those
goods -

“What?"

“I—I think we—we'd better put off
the auction a bit 4

*Waal, I swow !" exclatmed Fisher T.
Fish, astoniched and greatly aggrieved.
“1f that donu't put the lid on! “’h}r* you
fat jav x ' .

“ Liook here

“You blithering mugwump——""

“y Eﬂ}"—'—”

Ld ]

| that afternoon.

e

Three-halfpence. 3

¥ After T've made out the lst, and
made all the arrangements, and got
walloped by Quelchy for working on i
in the Form-room, too!"” exclaimed Fish,
in great exasperation. ““Now you want
to put it of ! Why?"

i I_I L

“ Any reason?”

“Numno! B-b-but

“Give it & name!”

“You—you see—"

“Yep! I see, sure!” exclaimed Fish
wrathfully. “ You reckon you want to
dish me out of my twenty per ceit. on
sales !”’

“N-n-no!" starnmered Bunter. *“Buk
it""‘"‘;”

“1 guess that won't wash !"” said Fisher
T. Fish, poeinting a lean forefinger at
Bunter denunciatory. *You're a mean
clam, Bunter! But vou'll have to get up
very early in the morning, I guess, to
come 1t over a galoot what was raisad
in Noo Yark, Yep! That sale is going
on, sir! You've asked a business man
to take céntrol. I've taken it! I guess
I ain’t sliding out at this hyer stage of

"

1
)

e — e —

the proceedings, sir! Not md! Noi
Fisher T. Fish! I should smila!”

And with that Fisher T. Fish sirods
away—evidently to continue making his
business arrangements for the auctiou
sale, regardless of Bunter.

Billy Bunter blinked after him.

There was a tap on his elbow, aund
Peter Todd, his study-mate, looked at
him inquiringly., Dunter avoided Lis eves.

*“Sale coming off to-day?” asked Todd.

“I—1I suppose so.”

** Look here, Bunter

“Oh, give a fellow a rest!” said Bun-
ter wrritably. And he rolled out into the
quadrangle, leaving Peter Todd shakine
his head very seriously.

Although the auction was coming off
which was to supply
William George Bunter with funds for
nnlimited tuck, the Owl of the Remova
did not seem very happy, or easy in his
mind. Which was very curious, to say
the least of it, and might have excited
the suspicions of Fisher T, Fish him-

| self, if that business-like vouth had not

been so very enterprising and so very
keen on the scent of the dollars.
THr Macxer Lisrary., — No. 590,
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THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Dark Doubts !

66 ALLQO, hallo, hallo! Where-
H fore that scowl, my  Peter-
bird 7"

Bob Cherry asked that ques-
tzon as Peter Todd joined the Famous
Five in the sunny quadrangle, where
they were sauntering before dinner.

The Famous Five locked at peace with
themselves and all the w=ild that sunny
afternoon—quite a contrast to Peter
Todd, who was thoughtful and glum.

“The scowlfulness 18 terrifiec, my
esteemed Peter,” remarked Huwurree
Simgh.

“Oh, draw it mild,” remarked Nugent.
“Two to one it's a thoughtful frewn!
Isn't 1t, Toddy 7"

But Peter Todd did not smile,

“1 want to consult with yon fellows!”
lie anncunced.

“Go ahead!” said Harry Wharton.
“When in doubt, always come to the old
firm !’

“I'm afraid 1t’s & serious matter,’
Todd. ‘' Bunter, you know.”

“Oh, Bunter !” remarked Johnny Bull,
with an expressive grunt.

“You know what a thumping asc Bun-
ter ia!” said Peter.

“We do—we does!”

“Terrific, as Inky would remark,”
said Bob Cherry. ‘The thumpfulness of
the esteemed ass——"’

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“But what’s the matter with Bunter
now ?"” asked Harry Wharton.

The Famous Five had stopped and
gathered round Peter Todd. = Peter’s
hrows were still knitted, and it was plain
that he was troubled in mind.

“You fellows know how the matter
stands,” said Peter. “ Bunter's come into

possession of a lot of silver goods——
“Real?’ agsked Bob,

“Real enough. T've seen them. Solid
silver stuff, most of it. It's worth a lot
of money,’

" said

“Bunter says hundreds of pounds!” re- |

marked Harry Wharton, with a smile.

“And he’s right!” said Peter. *““The
silver goods he’s got in that box up in
the box-room must be worth some hun-
lh"EdB 1+

“Oh, my hat!”

The Famous Five stared.

“ And he’s holding an auction this after-
noon in the Rag to sell them off,”’ con-
tinued Peter. ““Now, is it possible that
Bunter could have come by that stuff
honestly 7"’

‘1 should say—not I”?

““He spun a yarn first about his father
gomng in for gold plate, and giving him
the family silver plate.”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“When the crass ass found that that
was too thin, he told a tale of a pawn-
broker relation who had a lot of un-
redeemed pledges to sell.”

“Much more likely,”
Nugent,

*“*Yes; but it’s not likely that his pawn-
hroker relation would send the stuff here
for a kid to sell at school.”

“No fear!”

“Goodness only knows what a Bunter
might do!” remarked Bob Cherry. “ But
that certainly doesn’t seem probable.
But the stuff did come here in a box
addressed to Bunter, Toddy, We saw it
arrive.” |

Peter nodded.

“Yen; that's what beats me hollow !
he admitted. “‘If the box didn’t come
from Bunter’s people, where did it come
from?7”

“Give it up!"

“If it was cheap plated stuff T could
suppose that some relation of Bunter’s

ThHE MacNEr L1srARY.- No, 590

commented

had a wheeze of selling it among school-
boys. But it isn’t! It’s all good stuff,
so far as 1 can judge, anyway. It’s
marked with a erest, nearly all of it.
Bunter says it's the Bunter crest. He’'s
never sported anything here hefore with
a crest on it.”

“Blessed if T can make it out at-all!”
said Harry Wharton, shaking his head.
“1 know I don’t intend to touch any of
the stuff if it’s going at ever ®o hig a
bargain. What does Fishy think?
sharp.”

Peter gave a snort.

“He's sharp in his way, but he’s only
thinking: of his commission on the sale,
and he’s taken Bunter’s yarn in whole.
But—but Blessed if 1 know what to
make of it! 1 don't see where Bunter
could have got the stuff from, unless it
was from his people, as he says. And
yet that sounds too steep for anything.
And "  Peter paused.

“Well?"” =aid Harry. He could see
that there was something at the back of
Peter’s mind.

“¥You remember the other day Bunter
was chased by some Highcliffie fellows,
and he hid himself in the cottace off the
Courtfield road to get away from Pon-
sonby——"

“And they left him stranded in the
cellar I grinned Bob Cherry. ‘“He
stayed there till he was found by the
prefects! Poéor old Bunter !

“That’s so. Well, you may remember
that when he got back he began lying
about where he’d been, trying to keep it
dark?”

- ‘;I.He’s always lying!” growled Johnny
ull.

“Ye-e-es. But why should he lie about
that?” said Peter, wrinkling his brows in
thought. *““The next day he went out
quietly, and he came back looking dusty
and dirty,”

“Did he?”?

“And he was asking my advice, too—
legal advice,” said Peter. ““ He asked me
whether a chap could keep a million
pounds, or a gold watch, if he found
them—whether findings were keepings,
vou know.”

Wharton looked startled.

“Phew !” murmured Bob Cherry.

“Taken altogether,” continued Peter,
“it looks to me as if Bunter must have
found this silver stuff somewhere—
perhaps in the cellar under the old
coitage—and bagged it. If it was there,
it must have been hidden there by a
thief for safety. It was a safe place
enough. Bunter rolled into it quite by
accident. Do you think it's possible?”

Harry Wharton & Co. were grave
enough now.

“Of course it's possible,” said Harry.
“* Anybody heard of a burglary in this
neighbourhood lately 7”’

There was a general shaking of heads.

“That doesn’t amount to much,” said
Peter. “We naturally don’t get much
news of that sort. There might be &
dozen burglaries without our being any
the wiser.” :

*“That’s true enough!”

“ Bunter’s such a howling ass that he
might think he was entitled to keep any-
thing he found!” said Peter Todd. ““But
keeping a burglar’s plunder is something
like becoming accessory after the fact,
and lands a chap in choky! Bunter
wouldn’t think of that. I don’t knew
what to think about the matterz but I'm
alarmed for. the silly duffer. What do
you fellows think?7* |

“1 think we'd better question Bunter
pretty severely!” said Harry Wharton.
“If he’s getting mixed up in something
illegal, he’s got to be saved from his own
fatheadedness.™

“T've asked him questions, and he's
shuffled and told lies!” growled Peter,

"

He's
/

NOW ON
SALE.

““My esteemed chums——" _

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Inky’s got an
idea.” :

The dusky nabob nodded.

*“I have been thinkfully reflecting while
Peter has been wagging his estcemed
chin!” he remarked, ‘I have a wheezy,
good 1dea,”

“Get 1t off your chest, then, and buck
up!” suggested Peter, ‘“Youw're tgo
long-winded, Inky!”

“My excellent and ridiculons Peter, 1
was——"’ |

“Cut 1t short!”

“Dinner bell in a minute!” remarked
Johnny Bull.

“The shortfulness shall be terrific, my
worthy chums! 1 was about to make ' a
suggestive remark——"

ii Oh !'l'_l

“That Bunter has an esteemed and dis-
gusting brother in the Second Form.”

*We all know that!” grunted Peter.

“You have not allowed me to finish-
fully conclude my remarkable sugges-
tion,” said the nabob mildly, * My
wheezy idea is that Sammy Bunter
should be aware whether the silvery
property has been sent to his esteemied
major from home. He will know whether
there are any estimable pawnbrokers in
the family.”

“Good old Inky!”
Cherry. “Good egg t”

“Good !’ said Harry Wharton.

Peter Todd brightened. -

“Something in that!” he astented.

“We’ll have both the blessed Bunters
up to the study after dinner,” said Harry
Wharton. “We’'ll make them tell the
truth. Hallo! There goes the bell 1

nd the chums of the Remove pre-
ceeded towards the School House for
dmner, Peter Todd looking much less
worried. He felt his task easier now—hisa
self-impased and extremely difficult task
of extracting the truth from Willam
George Bunter! | |

i

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.

A Commitiee of Inquiry !
ILLY BUNTER wore a very
B thoughtful expression at dinner.
For once, however, his thoughts
were not wholly fixed” upon the
meal before him, and the number of
helpings he could secure, :

Other thoughts were also in the fat
mind of the Owl of the Remove, though
they did not detract from his gastro-
nomic powers, which were as remarkable
as usual.s |

Certainly he did not look like a fellow
who was expecting to roll in unlimited
wealth that very afternoon. Some seeret
doubt and trouble was weighing wupoi
Bunter’s mind.

When he came out of the diming-rocm
after dinner he made a movement
towards Fisher T. Fish, who was starting
for the Rag, to get that apartment ready
for the function of the afternoon. But
the Famous Five and Peter Todd closed
round him. Bunter blinked at them in
gome alarm.

“1 say, you fellows——" he began.

“We want you to come up to the
study,” said Harry Wharton,

Bunter grunted.

“T don’t want to come !"?

“You'd rather be rolled up the stairsi*
asked Bob Cherry. ““All serene! I'il
take his ears, and you can take his hoofs,
Johnny !” |

“I—I say, you fellows, I'll come  if
vou like,” said Bunter hastily. *“In—in
fact, T'd like to!”

“Come on, then!” said Peter Tadd.

Billy Bunter mounted the staircase
with the Famous Five, Peter remaining
helow. Bunter blinked over the banisters,

exclaimed Ecb

——i

Land started as he saw that Peter was
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capturing his miner—Sammy of the
Sccond. Toddy follewed the rest of the
party up the stairs with Sammy in tow.

*§ say, you fellows——"

_“This way, fatty.” 1

Billy Bunter rolled unwillingly into
Study No. 1. The Famous Five followed
him in. Bunter blinked at them very
uneasitty. He never knew which of his|
sins8 was about to find him out.

“If you fellows are going to make a
fuss about the toffee——"" he began.

“8o it was you who had the toffee?”
exclaimed Nugent,

“Certainly not !” said Bunter promptly.
“I never knew you had any, and I cer-
tainly did not take it out of the fable
drawer. 1 never kpmew it was there.
Besides, it was only a sixpenny packet-—
not much to make a fuss about, that 1
can sce,”

2efore the juniors could make any
reply to that, Peter Todd came in with
Sammy Bunter.

The two Bunters blinked
another,

Billy was alarmed and uncasy, and
Sammy was evidently very curious.

S Where is it ?7 he asked.

“Fh? Where's what?”

“Todd said there was some toffee
heve.”’

Peter Todd took a, packet of toffee
from hLis pocket.

“There you are, fatty,” he said.

“Yon could have given me this down-
stairs.”’ | '

““I wanted you here.”

“Well, I'll stay till I've finished the
toffee,’”” said the fat fag, losing no time in
beginning on it.

“You'll stay  ¢ill we're finished with
vou, my fat pippin,” answered Peter
Todd. closing the door. *We're going
to ask you some
bre afraid of.”

“Oh, I'm not afraid!” said Sammy
Bunter chesrfully. “If vou begin any
ragging, U'll yell for Loder. He would

at one

questions. Nothing to |
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be glad of a chance at y6u.”

“Dry up!” snapped Peter. “Now,
you question him, Wharton, as head of
the Form. Answer Wharton, Sammy.”
- *How can I answer him if I dry up?”
queried Sammy Bunter, with his mouth
full of toffce. o i

**There’s a cricket-stump in this study
for fags who are too funny,” said Bob
Cherry darkly.

L Y Baty ™ - | i

“Why, yuuﬁcls{-él_;y, fat bounder——"’
“Oh, come off ! said Sammy. *Get
oni with the washing. This toffee won't

last me long, and I'm jolly well going | ;

when it's finished, I can tell you!”

Bob Cherry restrained his wrath, but
he picked up a cricket-stump, as a visible
warning to the Second-Former to mind
his p's and q’s.

* Now, Samuay, answer me,”
captain of the Remove. “I dare say
you've heard that your major’s holding
an auétion this afternoon.” -

aid tie |

Samimy chuckled.
heard. . _

“He's got a lot of silver goods to sell—
tankards and goblets and things, good
silver stuff,” said Harry.

“Gammon !”

S What?"”

. ¥ As you've stood me this toffee, T'll |
said the' fat fag. |

give vou a tip,"”
“Den’t you buy any of Billy's rubbish, |
Some plated muck, worth nothing at all.
He's talkang you in.”

“ You cheeky voung rotter——"" began
William George, in wrath,

“Bow-wow ! retorted Sammy.

Evidently he had i

Sammy’s eyes opened wide behind his
glasses.

“Honest Injun {” he asked.

“Yes.”

“My only aunt! Whom have vou been
burgling, Billy 7"

“Why, i—1-1ri—" spluttered
Bunter, and be made a rush towards
Samuny. Dob Cherry caught him by the
collar and jerked him back.

“*Bunter zays he had the stuff from
home,” said Peter. *‘He said first that
yvour father was disposing of his silver
plate, as he was going in for gold
plate——"" |

“He, hLe, he!” .

“Then he spun a yarn about a pawn-
broker relation and unredcemed pledges.
Have you any pawnbroker relations?”

“Of course not !” growled Sammy.

“*Then where do you think Bunter go$
the stuff from ?” asked Harry Wharton.

“Blessed if I know, unless he pinched |
it somewhere. He would if he lad the
chance—] know that,” answered Sammy, |
with brotherly candour.

“Lemme
Bunter. .

“Any more toffee?" asked Sammy.

(3 NI‘.}." !

“Then I'm going.”
“Heold on a bait,
whether you can explain about Bunter

getting this box of silver poods.”

“WNot a bit! ’Tain't his, of course,”
said Sammy cheerfully. * The only ques-
tton is, where he pinched it. Here, I
say, keep him off I”

Billy Bunter had suddenly jerked him- 'l*

self loose from Bob Cherry’s hold. He
rushed at his minor, his fat face aflame
with wrath.

“Yaroooh !"' roared Sammy.

gerrat him!” roared ]E".-illjprﬁ

We want to Lknow |

Thump, thump ! ®
“Yooop! Help! Oht!” .
**Hallo, halle, hallo! Hald him !V
“Yarooooh !

Crash ! |

The two Bunters rolled on the foor.
“Ha, ha, ha!™

Harry Wharton & Co. rushed to

separate them. Hands were laid on Billy
and Sammy, and they were wrenched

apart. l

“Yow-ow-ow !" howled Sammy.,
“Beast! Yooop! 1 say, Billy stole
those things—it's as plain as anytlithg !
Yow-ow! He's burgled somebody!
Groocogh! He ouglt to be locked up!
Ow! Wow!”

And Sammy tore open the study door
and fled.

“Lemme gerrat him ! roared Bunter. |

But several pairs of hands were grasp-
ing the Owl of the Remove, and he was
held back from pursuit. With a fnal
howl of defiance Sammy Bunter
appeared. Peter Todd clesed the door
again, with Billy Bunter still inside the
study.

-

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.

t pawnbreoker

dis- {

Taken in Hand !

6 OW, wou fat beunder——"
N L Grﬂmgh !H*
f “ Bunter——""
“Ow!” gasped Bunter,

“T've seen the stuff, Sammy,” said
Poter Todd quietly. " 1t's valuable silver-
ware, and must be worth hundreds of
pounds.”

|

;struggliug for breath. 3
rotters, you lemme go out of this study !

*Look here, you

“Not just yet,” said Harry Wharton.

“We've got fo inquire into this for your
own gﬂﬂlf-, Bunter.” :

“Oh, ratal”

“PDon't you understand that the
matter’'s serious?’ execlaymed Frank
Nugent. . ““If those things are mnot
yours—"' :

“Thev are mine."” ,

L

“Did vou find them " demanded Peter
Toedd. £
“Find out!”

(W |
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“If you've got a pawnbroker relation
Sammy would krow about it, and he says
there 1sn't one.”

“Sammy sn’t truthful," said Billy
Bunter, shaking his head. *I'm sorry to
say i, but you can’t rely on Sammy’'s
word,” ‘

“Oh, my hat!
gasped Peter,

“If yon doubt mv word, Peter
Todd 7 began Bunter, with a grear
deal of dignity,

“Cheese it! Do vou still stick to the
yarn that those silver goods are un-
redeemed pledges from a pawuabrokes
relation 77

“Certainly !”

“You didn't find them hidden, for i
stance——"

* Nunno.”

SIn the cellar of the old cottaze vou
bhid in the other day?” ‘

Bunter jumped.

“N-n-no, certainly not!” he stam-
mered. “‘ Nothing of the sort! Asfor a
burglary, I've never heaed of one. If
you fellows think I heard Wingate and
Gwynne talking about a burglary you're
mistaken.” > o

“Oh!” ejaculated Wharton. * Then
there Las been a burglary somewhere 7

“Not that T know of.” "

“But yoy heard Wingate and Gwynra
talking about one.” _

“I didn’t. I've just said I didn’t.”

“ Blessed if that chap oughtn't to be in
a lunatic asylum ! grunted Johnny Bull,

“Oh, reallv, Bull—"

* Bunter "

“1 really don’t know what vou fellowa
are jawing me like this for,” said
Bunter, in an injured tone, “1've done
no harm. In faet, it's my intention to
treat you well, I'm going to stand a biz
feed after the auction.”

“Bus you can't sell things that dou't
belong to you!” reared Bob Cherry.

*Oh, really, Cherry——*"

“ Suppose they were stolen——".

“They weren't."

“How do you kuow.they weren'ti”

“ Well, if they were, I shouldn't have
any right to keep them, should 1'" -
said Bunter sagaeiously, *‘So—so thoy
weren't, of course,”

*“Oh, great Scett!”

The juniors fairly blinked at the Owl
of the Remove, quite astounded by thiy
specimen of his lomic.

“Then you did find them?” exclaimad
Peter.

“0Oh, no!”

“Then where did vou get them 2

“Unredeemed pledzes. My unucle's a

What about yours?"

“Bﬁﬂ!!”{'
“Can’t you see that that chicken
won't fight, you thumping aws?"” ex-

claimed Bob Cherry impatiently.
~ " Oh, really, you know, when [I'm teil-
ing yvou the exact trath!" said Bunter,
in_a tone more of sorrow than of anger.
“Some fellows won't admit that theg
tad- an uncle a ﬁmwubrnker, but I ain't
snobbish. I, tell you out quile plady,
don’t I7" -
“Which shows it isn’t true.”
“Oh really, Nugent—" _ _
Bunter rolled towards the door. The
chums of the Remove looked at one
another and then at Buuter. Thera
scemed nothing more to ba got out of
thoe Owl of the Remove; but thev
doubts aud suspicions were far from
dissipated. They were strengthened..
There seemed little doubt now that

‘Bunter bad not come henestly by that
~store of silver-ware, which Fisher 1. Fish
‘was already arranging to sell fer him,
‘though he was too oltuse to ackunow-
*led“ger or even to realise it.

¥ Besides,” said Bunter, as an aftee-
Tae Magyer Lisnrary.-—No. 590,
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thought, “I've asked Fishy to postpone
the sale, after what I heard—"’

“What did you hear?”

“Qh, nothing! TI've asked Fishy to
postpone the sale, and he won’t! So he
takes the responsibility, doesn’t he? If
Fishy chooses to sell the things after
I’ve asked him not to, that’s his look-out.
Seel” |

“Oh, my hat!™

Rilly Bunter opened the door
rolled out of the study.

“ Well,” said Harry Wharton, with a
Jleep breath, * Bunter takes the cake and
no mistake! He’s really not safe outside
a“home for idiots.”

“JIow on earth did he bag that
plunder?” murmured Nugent. “Of
course, it’s not his.’

“ That’s plain enough,” said Bob,

“The plainfulness is terrific.”

Peter Todd set his lips. _

1 think T must have hit on 1t.
found it hidden somewhere—most likely
in the old cottage,” he said. ‘‘If that’s
the case, 1 ahnu%d think there’'ll be some
proof of it there—perhaps some of the
stuff Bunter hasn’t found,-if a burglar
has made it a hiding-place. I'll bike off
to the cottage and see. And you,
Wharton—""

“Well 1% | :

“ Suppose you take a spin as far as the
police-station and ask them whether
there’s been a burglary in the neighbou:-
hood lately. Vou can ask them that
without telling them anything.’

Wharton nodded, | |

“ Tl do that,” he said. ‘ But Fishy's
going ahead with his blessed auction——"

«“Well, we can’t stop that, It all looks
jolly suspicious. But we've got no proof,
so far, that there’s anything wrong. The
stuff, whose ever it is, is safe in the school,
at any rate. Let's get off!”

And the chums of the Remove left the
study. Peter Todd started for -the
cottage on tha Courtfield
vapid strides; and Harry Wharton and
Frank Nugent wheeled out their bicycles
for the spin down to Friardale. Bob
herry and Johnny Bull looked into
Fishy’s study to see how he was getting
on “before joining the other fellows atb
crigket practice. 2

Fishy was very busy.

He had pinned together a number of
sheets of impot paper to make a large
poster, -and he was dauhing a big
announcemernt upon it with a brush and
ink. His bony fingeras were inky, too,
and there was a splash of ink’on his nose.
He looked round sharply as the two
juniors appeared in the doorway.

“@it? he said laconically. ‘‘ Busy!”

“When is the auction c¢oming off?”
grinned Bob.

“Three sharp.” .

“ Hadn’t you better put it off a bit

“(at that ont!” saxd Fisher T. Fish
Jerisively. ‘I reckon that fat guy
Bunter has put you up to that! He
wants to postpone the auction to diddle
me out of my commish. No, sirree! 1
ain’t taking any—not this child, sir!”

“Do you know where Bunter got the
goode?” asked Johnny Bull.

“ Pawnbrokere uncle — unredeemed
pledges.”

‘““That's gammon.
in.”

and

8]

Bunter’s taken you

Fisher T. Fish ceased his operations on
the poster, turned upon Johnny Bull,

and esurveyed him with sovereign
disdain. g |

“Taken me in{" he repeated.

“YVea 2

“Do I look like a galoot that could be
taken in?? demanded Fisher T. Fish.
“ Do you see any green in my opfic? Are
{here any hayseeds growin’ oub of my
hair? No, sirree! A galoot would have
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He

road  with |
the man had vanished behind the thicket,
and did not reappear. :

i

to get up very early in the morning to
tYalmk}n a guy that was raised in Noo
ark !

‘N

‘thicket near at hand.

glinte

'waﬁ io the cottage.
0

raised it. Below the trapdoor
small cellar—-a gloomy and
smelly place, where, a few days before,
Ball

High

evidence.
evidence in favour of his theory con-
cerning Bunter’s treasure.
heen shut up in the cellar, and had led

to keep it secret, for no reason that
could be adduced.
$0MO
opined. The following day he had gone
out by himself, and returned tired andr
And, after all, the box of silver

dusty.
oods liad arriy it}
addressed in his own handwnting!

silver-ware had come into his possession
did not tally with one another, and all

not far wrong in trating the whole
affair back to Bunter's adventure in the
cellar.

find somoe proof of it,- in some sign that
the silver goods had been hidden there—
perhaps in some
looked by the Owl of the Remove. Onece |

Git% da !
&k B“t_— 3
“QOh, git!”
Evidently there was no impression to

be made upon Fisher T. Fish, who was

so sharp that he could not see even when
his Transatlantic leg was being pulled.

So the juniors ‘“got.”

They went down to Little Side, leaving
Fisher T. Fish to work.

Fishy gave a contemptuous enort as
they went.

**Take me in!” he repeated. ‘' Me,
Fisher Tarleton Fish! 1 like that! |
guess I do like it, some. Waal, search
me! Poooof!”

And, with a sniff, Fishy dismissed the
matter from his mind, and went on with
his poster.

You make me tired !”

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.

Painful for Peter !

ICE - LOOKING  merchant!”
murmured Peter Todd.

Peter had reached the old
__ cottage off the Courtfield road.
The little building lay fifty yards back
from the road, in what had once been a
garden. An exploding bomb in the days
of the air-raids had reduced it to its pre-

sent state, and the shaky remains of the |

little building were none too safe to
explore.

As Peter turned off the road, and
crossed the grass towards the cottage, a
face looked out for a moment from a

It was not a pleasant face.

It was that of a man of about fifty,
with a square, bulldog jaw, stubbly and
Biistling, and a thick nose of the pug
variety, Two seharp, deep-set eyes
} at Peter for a moment, and then
disappeared with the face. . S

Peter Todd paused for a moment, but

“ Blessed if I should like to meet that
cheery merchant here on a dark night!”
murmured Peter, as he continued on his

concluded that the square-jawed
man was a rather unpleasant tramp, who
had®een resting in the thicket wﬁeu he
was disturbed by footsteps approaching.
Without giving him much thought, the
junior went into the cottage.
He easily found the cellar-flap, and
Wwas a
somewhat

Bunter had taken refuge from the
cliffe ragpers.

eter Todd was a lawyer's son, and he
prided himself on his power of sifting
And there was a good deal of

Bunter had
and shufiled on his return to Greyfriars

He must have had

reason, however, Peter sagely

had arrived for him, with a label
And his various accounts of how the

were improbable. Peter felt that he was

If that was the truth, ho hoped to

more plunder over-

assured, beyond doubt, that Bunter had
found the silver-ware, Peter knew what
to do. He intended to make the fat Owl
take it to the headmaster at once. Bub
he could not take that step without
proof positive. 3

He dropped lightly into the cellar.
Bﬂlﬂ Bunter had been & prisoner there,
unable to climb out, but there was no
difficulty for the lanky Peter. '

There was a glimmering half-light n
the cellar from the trap above, arnd
Peter looked round him with keen,
searching eyes. |

He found a good many fragments of
lumber in the cellar—broken pieces of
the wreckage from above. Among the
fragments was an emptly sack.

Peter picked it up and examined 1b. -

The sack was a little damp, but not
nearly so damp as everything else in
that earthy recess. 1t had evidently not
been there many days.

The junior’s eyes glinted.

This was a step towards proof, at any
rate, The sack had been brought there
for some reason—evidently containing
something. Had it contained the silver
Bunter had “found " ? '

Peter was about to extend his search,
when the glimmering square of the trap
above was suddenly darkened,

He started, and ﬂ]ﬂk&d up. :

A head and shoulders were framed in
the opening—-the head and shoulders of,
the square-jawed man who bad glanced
at him from the thicket on his arrival.
There was a _glint in the man’s sharp eyes
that Peter did not like. ' -

But he was not alarmed. He supposéd
that the tramp had followed him into
the cottage from curiosity.

But the man’s first words undeceived
him on that pomt, : '

“ S0 you've come back !"? he said.

“Come back !” repeated the iuniﬂl‘.-

“Yes. I thought you might.”

Peter stared at him.

“J don’t quite understand,” he said.
~ The square-jawed gentleman grinnéd
in a surly, threatening way. e

“1 fancy I'll make you understand, my
fine young gentleman!” he answered,
“You've come back for more, as
reckoned you might. You young thief!”

“What do you mean?”’ exclaimed
Peter Todd, in amazement and anger.
“How dare you call me a thief!™

“YWhat are you, then?” sneered the
man above. “If you wasn’t a thief,
you'd have taken the stuff to the perlice,
But you ain’t done 1t -

“The—the stuff !” stuttered Peter. .

“ Clourse, you don’t underatand !” said
the ruffian sarcastically. - ““ You wait till
I come down to you, me lad. I'll maka
you understand. You've took it and
kep’ it, and you're a young thief. I'd
‘ave ‘eard of it if it had been taken
back to Sir Hilton Popper.”

“gip Hilton Popper!” repeated the
CGreyfriars junior dazedly.

“ Op the perlice. You haven’t given it
up—you’'ve kep’ it. ~And now you've
come back to see if there’s more. You
reckoned it was safe to come back in
the daytime—wot? Bless your ’eart,
I've been aﬁwatrehi.ng the place every
minute since I missed it last mght.”

Peter stared at him aghast.

He was beginning to understand now.

There was no further doubt as to how
Bunter had come by the silver—Peter
Todd had discovered more than he had
bargained for, The stolen silver had
beenn hidden in the cellar, and Bunter
had found it by chance, and taken a
cunning means of conveying it home.
And the bulldog-jawed man had mis
his plunder, and was watching the place
for the possible return of the pilferer!
That the discovered goods had not been

| given up to the owner or the authorities
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he of course knew—it would have The ruffian eyed him suspiciously, | “T kinder guess that's O.IX.!" he

appeared in the papers.
Peter Todd breathed hard and fast.
He knew now that he was in the
preserice of the thief who had hidden
the plunder in that secluded recess, and

remarked.
There was a chuckle from some of
the juniors who had gathered round.
Skinner had helped [isher T. IMish to
convey the * goods ™ to the auction-roomn,

* Another ' bloke ‘and-in-glove  with
You—wot?" he demanded.

“N-n-no! J—-JT—"

“Where's the stuff "

*1t—it's at

_ _ { : Greyfriars—my school 1™
he realised that he was in a very tight zasped Peter, 3 and had agreed to lend his aid in the sale.
cerner ! | _ “Hidden awav there?" His aid was to consist in “dud " bids, to
The man was watching him from above| |, N U Al the folinw " » | encourage. the other bidders—it being
with savage, surly eyes. Evidently he peas  All the fellows know

understood that nothiug was to be
knocked down to him. Skinner was so
obliging for a consideration of cash, to

“I reckon vou'd better spii me the
truth, young man! growled the ruffian.
‘I'm_arter that stuff, which is mine ;

believed he was speaking to a thief as
dishonest as himself—one who had found

tha stolen goods and kept them ! . be paid after the sale.
. You—you're making a mistake,” | 30d I wouldn’t make no more bones Harry Wharton & Co. did not intend
said Peter Todd at last. “I—I haven't| aPout wringing your neck than a v '

(0 turn up at the amateur auction, and
Vernon-Smith. and Squiff and some more
of the leading spirits of the Remove were
following their example. But a good
many fellows were drawn there by
curiosity—and a few to snatch bargains.
| Truth to tell, most of the fellows—though
not so excessively sharp as Fishy—wore
| very dubious about Binter’s right to seil
such valuable property. Others took the
| view that it was imitation goods, which
tha fat junior wanted to palm off as real
silver on hia inexperienced schoolfellows.

chickenen's! Where have vou hid it?
Don’t tell me vou'd dare to take it to
yvour school and let fellors see it—you
wouldn't ! That's too thick! You don't
look such a fool as that!"

“ If—it wasn'e —"

"I reckon that vou've hid it—buried
1t, praps—somewhers close at ‘and, to

been hers before.”
A scoffing laugh was the answer to
that.
*“1've never
the junior,
. “You'ro a liar, as well as a thief.
then!"” said the rufian. * What 'ave you |
come for now, if you ain't been ‘ere .
before? What are vou looking for?” | taka it away a bit at a time and sell
Peter was silent. f the things !” said the ruffian. “That's
|
|

sot foot here before,” said

The ruffian laughed azain sa: agely. | 'ow I work it out. You ain't taken it
“Do ]];m;l; think you can bamboozla! indoors nowhere!  You wouldn't be
8

me?” demanded coniemptuously. |

“I've been on another Isv, and I coma | | I g i o
back last night to get tha stuff away, | § 13‘_“ ___________ ___IJ -
and—" | - — . 1

g i Wh&t Etllﬁ ?"
" *You know well encuzh—tha silver
you've bagged,” said the rufan fiercely.
I found the sack empty, and the silver
gone, If I'd found you ’ere then, mrv |
fine young feller, T reckon T should ‘ave
Iaid you out!” His eves glittered down
‘at the dismayed junior. * But I savs to |
myself, says I, 'tain't the perlice that
fave bagged it, and it ain’t been toolk
to them, or I'd ’ave ‘eard about that.
1t’s some thief, says I, that has bagzed
1t from me. And I was right—wot 7"
v 1he junior did not speak.

““Then I figured it out,” went on the
bulldog gentleman, in the game savage,
sneering tone. ‘“Seeing it wasn't the
perlice, it was safe enouech for me tn
’ang round and watch the place. I
thinks to myself, the thief'll come back,
dike as not, in daytime, when he reckons
it's safe, to see if there’s anvthing more
&0 be had. I'll give him a chaunce, anvhow,
1’ thinks, and I reckons T'll 'ane round
for a day or two and keep my peepers
.open. And so you walks into my ’ands
like this ’ere, my fine young feller!”

And he laughed again, a laugh that
was grim and menacing.

Peter Todd breathed hard. The con-
clusion the man had come to was natural
enough—that it was Peter who had
abstracted the silver hoard. He had
been watching for tha possible return of |
the pilferer—and he had seen Peter Todd
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The Famous Five walked out of he crowd dispersed after them,
The stack of unsold goods remained—and Billy Bunter agd the auctioneer,
pommelling one another turiously on the floor ! (See Chapter 10.)

enter the cottage and bezin searching | -

‘the cellar. That was enough for him. | sich a faol as to show it, meanin’ to stick | Fisher T. Fish glanced with satisfaction
‘“ And the bulks ruffian was between| to it. Where have you put 1t away? | at the gathering crowd of fellows who
Peter Todd and safety’ That’s what I want to know !” smiled at the notice that the “sale " was

*“Right Into my 'ands!” he

repeated.
“And now,

young felier-me-lad, I ain't

“I tell you

X . “now on,”
I'he same yarn again?” sneered the

He was not yot aware that

| L ' most of them had come from curiosit
going to take you to the perlice for steal- ruffian. ) o M. jaed coun. Trom, o fﬂuﬂf:
mg—praps I might "ave some trouble in "Yes. T— | it wonil b ek oud touch
provin’ it was my propertr. But I “That's enough! I'm coming down to | prove to be | il
diudn’t crack safes for your benefit, my | yer!” _

Fishy flung wide

ag. :

“Hop in, gentlemen, ‘galoots,
grims,” he said. “I reckon this hyer i3
the chance of a lifetime for a galoot with
| his eves skinned. Real silver g0y

boy. It ain't too safe for me to ‘ang open the door of “.m

about ’ere, and I'll be obliged to vou to
Jand over my goods—sharp '” 1
. “T—TI've got nothing "

“You ain’t got it in your packets. I
know that,” assented the ruffian, * Byt

Peter Todd's heart almost ceased to
beat as the ruffian grasped the sides of |
the opening and swung himself through.
With a crash and a grunt he dropped to
the floor of the cellar. and his powerful

and pil-

Fyou've got it somewhere !"
Ty o il
_ I want to know jest where it 18, and
Jasv I can lay my "ands on it.” went on
the ruffian. “That's the game! " And if
A don’t get it back, I warn vou that
you're as good as stiff !"
v, Peter gasped. :
-1 haven’t touched the stuff——"
. “Ring off those lies! Where iz it*”
“*It was another fellow !" gaspad Peter.
‘l‘['k was simply coming here to—to
cok——'

grasp closed upon the Greyfriars junior.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.,

The Auetion !
b ALE now on!'"

S That announcement, in big,
daubed letters on a home-made
poster, was presented to the

public eyve on the door of the Rag. _

Fisher T. Fish, having tackeg his

poster up, stepped back and survoyed it
with satisfied eyes. - | .

of-—

“ Made in Germany !
James Snoop.,

“Ha, ha, ha!” .

" No, sir!” exclaimed Fisher T. Fish
indignantly,  “ First-class quality — all
wool and a vard wi_de—we:.:ary picture telly

a story—made in—in -
asked Mounty Neiv-

remarked Sidney

“ Brummagem ? "
land.
“Gentlemen, T guoss it doesn’t matier
where the goods were made so long ag
T'ne MAGNET Lisrary.—No, 590,
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you're in line to rake in a bargain every
time,” said Fisher 'T. Fish. *These
goocs were handed to me by Bunter to
scll on his behalf, for a snfall commish,

atigd—-""

“Twenty per ecent.!”
major, with a grin,

“'The labourer’s worthy of his hire, 1
guess,” said IYisher 1. Fish, wath dignity.
“T'm the only business man at Grey-
friare—-"

“Good thing for Greyfriars!” obeerved
Opilvy.

"“txents, the eale 13 now on ! said Fish.

And he walked into the Rag.

A dozen jumors followed bim in—and
thev were followed by others. Temple,
Labney & Co. of the Fourth came along,
end some of the fage of the Third and
Second swelled the crowd,

Billy Bunter was in the Rag, net look-
i guite happy.

Ever simice he had heard Wingate and
tiwynne of the Sixth make an allusion te
a burglary at Popper Court Bunter bhad
LY EN UHeasy.

said Bolsover

He had tried to persuade himself that a |

T

purglary at Popper Court had nothing—
nothing whatever—to do with a saeck of
tilver-ware that he had discovered hidden
under the old cottage.

Bunter bad wonderful powers of scif-
suasien, and he generally succeeded in
helievihg what he wanted to believe, But
inere was a limit. On this oceasion he
could not quite suceeed.

He was determined to be eonvinced, be-
cause fie wanted the proceeds of the sale
to expend 1n tuck ; but a seeret feeling of
doubt and uneasiness haunted him all the
tinre,

For Bunter was not dishonest. He
only had a wonderful way of thinking
toat whatever he wanted to do was
honeost, |

Fisher 'F. Fish clapped him on the
snoulder cheerily, J1e wnderstood nothing
of Bunter’s doubts and fears. He ac-

o

eepted fully the story of the pawnbroker |
unele and the unredeemed pledges. And]

—with all his wisdom—he knew litgle of
the value of silver goods, and was not
aware of the very large sum that Bunter's
treasure represented.

"“Just going to begin, Bunty,” he said.

Billy Bunter blinked

*I—1 say, Fishy——

" Waal 7" exclaimed Fisher T. Fish im-
patiently,

ﬂ:- }—T thivk the sale had beiter be put
off —"

“ Beginning to sing that song again,
are you?” exclaimed Fishy.
ok I'vo fized it up to put it of 7 Co
an ehop chips 17

“Well, look here, Fishv, I've advised
you 1ot to sell the things to-day, havenlt

3

“Yep! Now ring off |”

" All right. If the sale goes on, it’s on
your responsibility !

“Correct. As I'm auctioneer, I'm re-
tponsible for this hyer sale, I guess!”
answered Fisher T, Fish. “Don't you
worry. I'll gee you through !”

Bunter brightened up. |

According to his obtuse ideas, the ro-
spensibility was on Fisher T. Fish now,
and if there was anything wrong, that
was IPishv's look-out. Fishy had plainly
#ldted that he took the responsibility, as
PBunter would be prepared to swear
there was trouble. And the fat junior

could not quite rid his mind of the fear

that there might De trouble,

“You stand there. $o hand up the
goods,” said Fishy briskly. *“Make your-
ﬁi}fﬂiﬁ:&lh you know, as youw're not

“1—1'd rather not have a hand——

" Make yourself useful, or thundered i

“Fre Macner Lissagy, - Ne, 890, .

at him dubiously. |

if

“Do you |

This
Week’s

I hand you a cent out of the takings!”
exclaimed IMisher T, Fish.

“Oh, really, Fishy ¥

“1 mean it, you lazy guy !

“I—I—I'll help. of course, Fishy.
want to, you know !”

“You'd better!” growled Fishy.

He mounted upon a chair, by way of
& rostrum, and rapped on the table with
a mallet :

Rap, rap!

“Gentlemen, walk up, gentlemen ! The
sale commences now. Gentlemen, this is
Lot 1. Handsome silver goblet, chaged,
with erest!  What offers; gentlemen?
Don’t all speak at once! Gentlemen, you
don’t often have a chance to clinch a baxr-
gain like this! No reserve. Everything
above-board. “No deception, gentlemen !
What offers for this very handsome silver
goblet 77 '

. The auection was “on.”

11

|

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER,
> ; Stelen Goods !

HE police force of Friardale wae
sunning iteelf on the steps of the

High Street as Harrv Wharton

and Frank Nugent came pedalling aloug.

The police force scemed rather sleepy

that sunny spring afternoon. There was
only one of it—Mr. Tozer,

Police-constable Tozer glanced down
tho eteps at the two Greyfriars juniors
as they slowed down, and frewned a little.
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little police-station in the village’

| There's some things

Price 11d. Order Now.

There had been occagional rubs between
the chums of the Remove and the police
foree in the village. In winter weather
it had net been uynknown for the-police
force to have its helmet knocked off byla
snowball. Buch outrages on the majesty
of the law naturally prejudiced Mr. Tozer
against merry youths who did not knew
what respect was due to the great nstitu-
tion he represented. Mr. Tozer stood for
law and order, State and strong-hox, éo
to speak, in the village of Friardale, and
knocking his helmet off was, in his eyas,
little short of Bolsheviem. r

S0 he frowned, instead of returning the
[viendly smiles which the chims of the
Remove bestowed upon him ;

Undeterred by the majestic frown of
the polico force, Wharton and Nugent
camo up the steps. h

‘“Inspector in, Mr. Tozer?"” asked
Wharton. .i

* Which he isn’t,” answered Mr. Tozer.
“He's at Redelyffe to-day.” '

And he staréd past Wharton with a de-
termined stare, as a hint to the VOULgs
gentleman to travel on his way. -.‘

But the captain of the Remove was
there for information. Z

“1 suppose you're rather busy, Mr,
Tozer 1"’ he remarked pleasantiv. :

Unfortunately, Mr. Teozer 1cok that
remark for sarcasm. He didu't look Very
busy, it was true, .

He snorted,. -

The official snort of law and order
ought to have driven the jnniors,
abashed, back to their kicycles. ~ But it
didn't. '

“Have you caught the burglar, Mr.
Tozer 7" inquired Nugent, counng to his
chum’s rescue,

Nugent thought this rather masterly,
Instead of asking Mr. Tozer whether
there had been a burglary, he asked hin

: whether he had caught the burglar—as if

he knew all about it.

Snort ! - .

“Not landed him vet?” asked Whare
ten, taking his cue from his chum. A

“No!” snapped Mr. Tozer. “I ain’t}
It ain’t on my beat !” '

Whartorr and Nugent exchanged a
rather startled glance. They had learned
what they come to learn, Mr.
Tozer's reply left no doubt that there had
been a burglary—somewhere.

» “Oh!” said Harry, ** We really hadn’t
heard there was a burglary at all, Mg,
Tozer. You see "

Sniff !

,  Young gents at public echools don’
‘ear everything.” remarked Mr. Tozer, in
a satirical vein — **not heverything ¥
that ain't knowed
even at Greyfriars! Ho wves!? |

" Yes, rather!” assented Wharton, try-
ing the soft answer that is said to turm
away wrath, " Lots of things, My,
Tozer!” | ,'

“Burglary isn’t in the curriculum
remarked Nugent.

Snort ! -

Mr. Tozer didn’t know what a curri-
culum was, and his snort was intended to
express contempt for it, whatever it was,

“So there has been a burglary, Mr.
Tozer?” said Harry. “ In this neighbour-
heod?”’

““Sir Hilton Popper’s ’ouse is in this
neighbourhood, I believe,” answered Mr.
Tozer,

" At Popper Court?” exclaimed Nugzent.
“Oh, my hat! When was it, Mr. Fozer?”

“Don’t you read the papers, Mafter
Nugent?”?

“Well, we don't read that sort of
news,” said Harry, with a smile. ““It's
not'in our line, you know. I wish yon’d
teﬂ 118 a‘h{}ut.it, }fr. Tﬁi,El‘. “?hﬂ]] dld
the burglary take place?”

“Week ago,” said Mr. Tozer. * Last
Saturday.”
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A burly figure came in sight in the fields, from the direction of the common,

(See Chapter 11.)

“Did they get away with anything?”

“Did they !” snorted Mr. Tozer, appar-
ently mmplying that they did.

Wharton drew a deep breath.

“* Any pilver?” he asked.

“ Ain’t you seen the list in the paper?”
grunted My, Tozer. “ All 8ir Hilton’s
silver was took—'undreds Erf pounds’
worth.”’

"Goblets and things?” asked Nugent.

‘¢ (toblets and tankards and knives and |

forks and spoons, and the ’ole biling !”
answered Mr. Tozer. “ Whoever he was,
he knowed his game, that cracksman did.

Hidden in the iree, Nugent watched him,

The sarcastiec Mr. ' ﬂzer little dreamed

of the information the juniors ec:u!d have
given him!

| ““Well, suppose—suppose we saw a
chap with the loot,”” said Wharton. “Is
there any mark en it—a crest, for

mstance 7’

“There’s Sir 'Hi]tﬂn’ﬂ crest on the ’ole
blhng, of course,” answered Mr. Tﬂzer.

“Sorter glove and & Latin motter.’

‘““A pauntlet?” said Nugent.

"1 dessn}r you'd eall 1t a gauntlet,
being a public sehool young gentleman.
I calls it a glove!” answered Mr. Tozer

P’r'aps Inspector Grimes at Courtfield | stolidly. “I- calls a spade a spade, like-

will ketch him. P’r’aps he _won't!| wise a glove a glove!”

P'Yaps!” “ Good-afternoon, My. Tozer !
Wharton ane N Eﬂt- EI{_hﬂ]]l"!’Ed The chums of the Remove went down

another look. They were discovering
a good deal more than they had expected.
True, it was a discovery they might have
made from the newspaper reports any
time during the past week, if their taste
in literature had lain in that direction,
which 1t did not!

“And the burglar—hasn't he
caught yet?” said Harry.

“He ain’t.”

““ Nor the loot found?”

i Nﬂ. »

“Phew !

“P'rv’aps you young
seen somebody with a big eollection of
_silver pots and things ‘anging about?”
suggested Mr. Tozer, with gentle sar-
casm. ' P'r’aps somebody with a silver
ladle a-sticking out of his trousis-pocket?
H so, the perlm& 18 always g!ad of in-
formation,”

been

gents may ‘ave

the steps. Mr. Tozer called after them,
still in a vein of gentle satue
“Don’t forget, sirs, this ’ere i3 the

shop to eome to if you fall in with that
cove with silver pots in his tlﬂuLls-
pocket |”

“’W& won’t forget,” gaid Ha.rry.

The juniors mounted their machines,
and pedalled out of the village, They
did nnt speak till they were in the lane.

“Well,” said Wharton, breaking the
silence, “that puts the lid on!  Bunter's
found the silver that was burgled at
Popper Court a week ago. ]t,‘s Sir
Hiiton Popper’s erest on the thing

“ And the fat ﬂllmn told us 1t was ﬂ'lﬂ
Bunter -crest !*?

‘““The Bunter crest Wuuld be a pork-pie
or a jam-tart, I sheuld think. Franky.
old - man, it's stelen property that | fa,t
idiot has at the school, and he and the

|

other idiot may be seling it at this
blessed moment! It's Enuugh to send
them both to prison. What on earth are
we going to do?”
~ Nugent whistled.

"“Strictly speakine, we ought to have
told Tnz{er what we know,” Emd Haxry.
“But—but that fat fool doesn’t know
what he’s done., He's not got sense
enough to understand. The propertiy’s
sot to be given up, of course, at once!”

“1 should say

“Let’s gEt baﬂk,” said Wharton
abruptly. *““That fat idiot’s got to be
yanked out of it, somehow, If he pgoes
to- the Head at once, and hands over ﬂ-‘lﬂ
stuff, it may be all right. He's not a
tl:uef though he’s a.ctmﬂ like one, He's
a born idiot! Come on! 17

“Right-ho 1"

.ﬁnd the pedals fairly flew as the chums
of the Remove sped home to Greyfriars,

THE NINTH CHAPTER.

Peter in Peril!

P]:.TEH. TODD’S heart thumped as
the ruffian’s grasp close on him
in the dusky cellar under the ¢ot- .

tage. Peter ‘had plenty of ceurage,
but the position he was in wasa terriymng
one.  The ruined cottage was a good
distance from the road, and farther still
from any other habitation, and he knew
that a cry for help could not be heard.

And he was shut up in the earthy celar

with a square-jawed ruffian in -whose

brawny hands he was little more than an
Tue Maener Lisrary.—No, 599,
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infant. Peter was lanky and loose-
jointed, but he was strong for his age.
But his strength against that of the
cracksman was a negligible quantity. For
that reason he did not offer to struggle.

The ill-favoured, stubbly face glowered
over him as the sinewy hands gripped his
shoulders. But Peter faced the ruffian
with all the coolness he could muster,
though his heart thumped and throbbed.

“Now, then,” said the ruffian, between
lis teeth, ““I reckon, my lad, that you'd
better talk—sharp! Where's the silver?”

+“I've told you— Oh!” gasped Peter,
as the cracksman shook him savagely. His
teoeth knocked together as he was shaken
like a rat in the jaws of & terrier.

«. *“That's enough!” said the cracksman,
glowering at him. “Don’t you tell me
any more lies. You've took the silver.
You've come back for more. There
wasn't any other reason for you to come
back. What ’ave vou done with it?”

#u ; ”»

" Jest think a minute!” continued the
ruffian, his eyes glittering at the junior’s
dismayed face. “I've risked a seven
vears’ strefch for that swag. Now it's
gone! Why, my fine fellor, sooner'n
lose it I'd wring your neck like it was a
rooster’s. You won’t get out. of this
cellar alive without I Jay my ’ands on
the swag agin!”

. Peter shivered,

The ferocity in the stubbly face before
him struck a chill to his heart. He could
understand the savage rage of the cracks-
man, who had found his plunder removed
from what he had regarded as a safe
hiding-place. With penal servitude hang-
ing over hiz head for the crime he had
committed, he found himself deprived of
the proceeds of the crime, and it was no
wonder that he was enraged to the point
of ferocity,

“I give you one more chance,” he said,

in a low, threatening tone. “You've
hidden the silver somewhere, and come
back for more! Well, tell me where

.gﬁu’?e put it. TI'll leave you ’ere while
4 go and 'andle it, and T promise you I'll
come back for you if 1 find it fair and
square. On my davy! But if you don’t
tell me where to look for it I'll wring
your neck, 'ere and now!”

“Let go!” panted the jumior, as the
ruffian’s savage hands neared his throat,
For an awful moment it seemed that the
man was about to carry out his threat,
1. Where’s the silver?”

; The junior breathed quickly.

- He had told the ruffian where the silver
was, but the man did not believe him. It
was natural enough for him to sLUppose
that the junior had taken away the loot,
and returned to look for further booty.
That was the most natural explanation to
the cracksman’s mind., It was clear, too,
that he looked upon the schoolboy as a
thief no better than himself.

Peter’s brain- was working actively, in
spite of his peril—or, rather, because of
his peril. The thick, grimy fingers were
on his throat, and the cracksman seemed
(uite savage enough to put his threat
ito execution, -

“I-T'l

' “Hold on!” panted Peter.

tell you—"

P “You'd better!” growled the ruffian.
“And I ain’t.no time to waste, either,
Whera’s the silver?"

“It—it’s not far away.”

“1I reckoned as it wasn’t,” nodded the
ruffian,  ““Buried, I fancy. Put under
the ground to ’ide it, T reckon. You fell
me where to look for it and you're safe,
my lad. I don’t know as I won't stand
rou a share in it when it's in my ’ands
agin.  Where ’ave you put it?”
“You know the plantatior
Courtfield Common—-—" :

TaE Mieyer Lisrany. —No. 590,

across

“I know it.” -

“There’s an hollow
zasped Peter.

“I dessay there is,”” said the ruffian,
watching his face suspiciously. “Wot
about it?”

“I'll show you the way there,”

he ruffian grinned sourly.

And. yell out to the first passer-by—
wot?” he jeered. “You don't pull my
leg as easy as that, my lad. You ain't
steppin’ out of this ’ere cellar till I've
laid my ’ands on the silver.”

“But you won't leave me here, shut
-up, will you?"” exclaimed Peter.

“You can just bet I will !

“ But—but "

“I'll come back and let you out when
ve got my ’ands on the swag. I give
you my davy on that!”

tree—an oak!”

Peter hesitated, and his hesitation was |

a piece of acting worthv of the Remove
Dramatic Society’s best member. As a
matter of fact, he was only hoping that
the ruffian would leave him thero while
he went on a wild-goose chase after the
“swag."”

Harry Wharton & Co. knew that Pator
was at the lonely cottage. If he did not
return they would know where to look
for him,

| Ing_a bit by itself.

That was the thought in Peter’s mind.

His object was to gain time—to save
himself from the ruffian’s brutality at the
present terrible moment. If once he was
rid of the man, he could at least hope
that help would come before the man
returned.

That was his only hope, and that was
what he was playing for now. But it
was very necessary not to let the ruffian
suspect what was in his mind.

His hesitation was cut short by another
savage shake from the cracksman,

““Now, then i

“Oh, stop!” gasped Peter. “Look
here, I—I—I'd better guide vou to the

ollow tree——"
““’Nuff of that!! You ain’t leaving this
‘ere cellar. You tell me exactly where to
find the place—"

(14 Bui____n

“I'll come back and let you out,” said
the cracksman. *1 give you my davy on
that. I wouldn't let vou starve ’ere.
Blow you, do you think I want to put a
rope round my own neck? I'll come
back fast enough when I've got my ’ands
on the swag.” '

“You—you promise me that?"
Peter.

“On me davy, I tell you!”

“Then—then I'll tell you. You cross
the common to the plantation, and follow
the footpath about twenty vards.”

The ruffian nodded, listening atten-
tively.
~ “Then wyou'll see the oak-tree, stand-
You'll pick it out
easily enough,” said Peter, “ (o round
it, and you'll find an opening in the
trunk, and if you reach down inside
you'll find it’s hollow. But—but you'll
come back?”

“I'll come back, 'ang you!” said the
ruffian. ““A lot of trouble you're givin
me, stealing a man’s swag! TIs it all
there—all of it, mind?”

“I haven’t sold any of it, so far—I
couldn’t.”

*“I reckon not, or I'd *ave ’eard some-
‘thing about it. Well, you wait 'ere, my
lad, till T come back.”

* You—you might let me go, now I've
told you.”

- *“Not till T've got mv ’ands on the
awag, my boy.""” _

The ruffian fook a whipcord from his
pocket. Peter eyed him rather appre-
hensively.

“Wha-at are you going to do?” he

gaaped

1 satammered,

l

“T reckon I'm going to see that YOI
don’t get away, my boy, till T've found

the swag."
* But—but N Tt
“'INW said.  Shut your jaw!”

. Peter shut his “jaw.” Resistance was
impossible, and he submitted while the
rufian bound his hands together, ‘and
then his ankles, and pitched him to'‘the
floor.  Then a dirty handkerchief ‘was
stuffed into his mouth. The cracksiman
was taking no chances, 3
Leaving the bound and gagged jurior
lying on the floor, the cracksman reac

up and pulled himself out of the cellar:

The trapdoor was replaced, and Peter wasd
in

complete darkness. With beattng

heart he listened to the ruffian piling

lumber on the trap, to make assurahce
doubly sure, ;
Then there was silence.
Peter Todd was alone.
Ho struggled to his feet, and propped
himself against the wall of the celiar, in
a very unenviable mood. v

i
o

He had sent the ruffian on a wild-gaose

chase. He had not actually said that the
swag was hidden in the hollow aak,
but certainly the ruffian concluded so

from- his words.
pressed of being left in the cellar had

been designed to prevent the cracksman
from suspecting that he looked for help.
to arrive, and in that he had been snc-
; it was alf

cessful. He had gained time
that he could do. But—— 1
There was a ‘“but.”

Certainly his chums at Greyfriars

would come to look for him if he did not
return, and they knew where to look.
But if they came late——

The cracksman would be some hours,
at least, in findin in t
plantation across the common, and in dis-

covering that there was nothing hidden

in the tree. Then he would return,
knowing uiiéai; he iﬁd b-e-enrdfoulad, &.ﬂeg
Peter could guess the murderous -moe
in which he would return. If help had
not arrived by then—— '

C'ourageous as he was,
trembled at that thought.

fraught with fearful peril.
bound and helpless, in the black cellar,
he could ouly hope and pray to hear the
footsteps of the bov
But silence reigned—deep, deadly silence
—broken only by the occasional scampers
ing of a rat,

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Sale Now On—And Off ! |
66 ANDSOME silver goblef, worth
H pounds, What offers, gentle-
men ?"
“Twopence!”
“Threepence !”
““Threepence-ha’penny |”
““Ha, ha, ha!” :
Harry Wharton and Frank Nugent
found the ‘‘sale now on " as thev en-
tered the Rag after their return from
interviewing Mr. Tozer at Friardale.

Bob Cherry, Johnny Bull, and Hurree

Singh followed them into the  Rag,

having joined them from the cricket-field

when they came in. : :
The Famous Five found Fisher T.

Fish, the amatéur auctioneer,
gaged on “Lot 1.”

The fear he had ex-

the hollow oak in the -

Peter Todd
It had beer

his only chance, but it was a chance
As he stood,

reyfriars chums above.

still eti-

Contrary to Fishy's sanguine expecta-

tions, the handsome silver
not going like hot cakes,
The auction, in fact, did not look like
being a striking success, e
It was not for want of eloquence on
the part of the auctioneer. Fisher T.
Fish had a really fine, and certainly inex:

haustible, flow of language. If ““¢hin-

goods wers

r
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wag.” could have sold the goods, cer- |

tainly they would bhave gone like the
hottest of hot cakes,

And there was plenty of audience, too.
Crowds of fellows had come in to see the
sale; but, unfortunately for Bunter’s
anction, they had only come in to see 1,
not to participate,.

Fisher T. Fish rapped with his hammer,
and. poured out his eloquence, but still
Lot 1 was hanging on his hands.

** Handsome ai%ver goblet,” repeated
Fisher T. Fish persuasively. “‘Look at
it, gentlemen—only look at it! This 18
your'chance to pick up silver goods at a
terrific discount for cash! Unredeemed

pledges, from Bunter's uncle’s pop
ghopi!”’
.“Ha, ha, ha!”
“Oh, really, Fishy—"
“Did I see you nod, Bolsover?”
“You didn't!” answered Bolsover
major, .

‘“Gentlemen, this handsome silver
goblet is going cheap. Skinner, what
did. you say 7" |

~“‘Ten bob!” said Skinner generously.
“1'1l give you a start, anyhow.”

Sidney James Snoop indulged in a grin,
1le had a strong suspicion that Skinner
was engaged to give “‘dud "’ bids to start
the sale. He knew his study-mate.
Harold Skinner was a good deal too keen
to land himself with goods of which the
ownérship was, to say the least, dubious.

“Gentlemen, I am offered ten shillings
for this handsome silver goblet, worth at
least ten pounds. Gentlemen, what
advance on ten shillings?”

No answer, »

“PDid you say ten-and-six, Russell?”

“No, I didn’t!”

“Ogilvy, I think you gaid—" .

“1 eaid nothing, old top,” answered
Ogilvy. “I'd like to knew whose it 18
before I make a bid for 1t.”

“Hﬂ', hﬂ-, ha{"?

. Fisher 'I". Fish indulged in an exas-
perated snort.

“Ti's Bunter's!” he roared. " Don't
vou know I'm conducting this sale for
Bunter?”’

4 Where did Bunter burgle the
stuff?” inquired Kipps; and there was
anether laugh.

. “It's unredeemed pledges.”

“Unredeemed rats'” said Temple of
the Fourth. ‘““This is the first we've
heard of Bunter’s pop-shop uncle.”

“QOh, really, Temple!” murmured
Bunter.

Billy Bunter was standing by the table,
all ready to hand up the *‘lots ” to the
auctioneer as they were required. But
it, looked as if they wouldn’t be required.
Liot']l was still hanging fire,

“We've got Bunier’s word for it,
haven't we?’ demanded Fishy.

¢ What's that worth?’ asked Ogilvy.

“Put it up to auction, and see?”’ sug-
gested Monty Newland. * What offers
for Bunty’s word?”

‘““ Ha, ha, hal”

“1 say, you fellows——

“ Waal, I swow !’ exclaimed Fisher T.
Fish. “ I never saw such a crowd of
unibusiness-like jays! IHere's a handsome
silver goblet going fof ten bob,, and not
a eraloot to offer ten-and-six! Gentle-
men——"’

“Knock it down to Skinner!’ sug-
gested Snoop, with a chuckle.

“ Ahem! The reserve price on this
soblet is more than ten shillings,” said
the auctioneer hastily.

It was no use knocking it down to
Skinner, who certainly would have re-
pudiated the bargain on the spot.

"~ “No reserve!” exclaimed Snoop.
“ That's-in the announcement! No re-
gerve prices!’’

“ Knock it down to Skiuner!”

“ It’s yours, Skinner!”
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“ No, it jolly well isn't!” exclaimed
Skinner, in alarm,

““ Ha, ha, ha!”

“Laot 1 is put aside for the present,”’
said the suctioneer hurriedly. ‘' Hand
up Lot 2, Bunter!”’

‘““ Here you are, Fishy!”

Billy Bunter handed up Lot 2, a silver
tankard. It certainly was a very valuable
tankard, and might have tempted con-
siderable bids—if the juniors had been
quite certain that William . George
Bunter had a legal right to dispose of

it. But they weren’t!
“ Gentlemen, look at this handsome
silver tankard—a = handsome antique,

worth a hundred dollars of anybody’s
money. This tankard is going cheap—
sinful cheap! What offers, gentlemen,
for this lot?”’ *

~ «Ha'penny "’ said Tubb of the Third.

“ Gentlemen, I ain't hyer to listen to
little jokes. I'm hyer on business—cold
business, sir. What offers?”

‘“ Five bob!”" said Skinner. ‘

“ Five shillings I am-offered for this
handsome silver tankard—a gem of
antique workmanship! What 1mprove-
ment on five shillings, gentlemen?”

“ Knock it down to Skinner!” giinned
SNnoop.

“ Going—going=——/"

Fisher T. Fish’s eye fell on the Famous
Five as they came forward from the
door and joined the grinuing crowd.
Perhaps he hoped that the new arrivals
would give a fillip to the business—not
very progressive 8o far.
¢ '(slad to see you here, gentlemen!”
said the auctioneer. “ You've got rooin
for a handsome silver tankard, Bob
Cherry——" -

“Tots!” answered Bob.

Fishy brightened up.

“ Five shillings I'm offered! What
advance on five shillings? What did you

““Ha, ha, ha!”

‘« Wharton, I guess you know a good
thing when you see it. What are you
offering for this handsome tankard? 1t
would make a fop-notch cricket cup.
You could offer it to your uncle’s regi-
ment——""

“ That's a really good idea, Whar-
ton,” said Skinner,

“Did you say two pounds, Wharton?”

b Nﬂliiﬂ'

“ Ahem !
Bull?”’

“ Nothing !"’ '

““ Oh, holy smoke!” exclaimed the
auctioneer, almost in despair, ** Am't
any of you galoots got any go in you?
Ain’t you got any dollars or cents’
CGoing—going at - five shillin s—this
handsome silver tankard—— ngent,
what will you offer for this tankard?”’

“1 know what you'll get if you sell
it,”” answered Nugent.

“Eh? What?”

“ Pwo years’ hard labour!”

“ Wha-a-at?”’

HHarry Wharton came
auctioneer’s table.

“ You've sold nothing so far, Fishy?”
he asled.

““* Nope!” groaned the auctioneer.
“ The galoots haven’t any go in them!
They don’t know bargams when they
gee ‘em.’

« A1l the better for you, I think.
time to stop this rot.”

iiEh?!l‘

“None of these things belongs to
Bunter!” said Harry Wharton, guietly.
“1 never bélieved his silly yarns—and
now I know they're not true. Bunter
found thase things somewhere——"

““ Oh, really, arton——" |

“ He found them where they had
been hidden by the burglar who stole

What are gyou offering,

towards the

1t’s
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them from Sir ¥ilton Popper's hou-e
Jast week!” continued Wharton.

There was a general gasp.

Billy Bunter’s fat face was a study.

“Q.sstole them !” stuttered Fisher T.
Fish,

(1] Y‘EE-H
~ ““Ha, ha, ha!” roared Bolsover ma jor.
“We'd better send for the police!”

“ Oh, really, Bolsover——"

““ We've just seen tha bobby at Friar-
dale,” went .on Wharton. ** Popper
Court was burgled last week, and the
silver taken away. It's all marked with
Sir Hilton Popper’s crest. The burglar
must have hidden the stuff somewhere,
and Bunter’s found it—and stuck to it!
This 18 the stuff! It's got to be taken =
back to the police at oncel”

“Oh!"” gasped Bunter,

- “Great Scott!”  yelled TRusseil
‘“ Why, the fat idiot may be locked up
for this!” "

“Very likely.”

Fisher T. Fish's jaw dropped.

He turned on Bunter in a fury.

“You fat clam!” he roared.

“Oh! Ab! Ow! I say, you fel-
lows——" babbled Bunter. -

“You fat mugwump! You teold me
these goods were unredeemed pledges
from your popshop unclel” howled
Fisher T. Fish.

“I—1 didn’t——""

“ What?"

“You asked me if they were, and I
said yes,” answered Bunter, *'I'batvs’
quite a different matter,’”

- jWh}f, yon—you——">

‘“ Besides, I asked you to put the sale
off, after 1 heard Wingate and Gwyune

talking about the burglary,” said Bun-
ter. *“You can’t deny it, Fishy! 1
asked vou before witnesses! You said

you'd carry on_the sale on your own
1'E_apu~na1b111t¥. I call all the fellows to
witness——’ ~.

“ You—you—you——

“Mind, I don’'t bhelieve the things
were  stolen,” went on  Bunter,
cautiously, 1 found them, fair aud
square—and findings arc keepings!”

““ The policeman will find you soon,
undéieﬁ.pr you!” remarked Johnny Bull

ki .‘rv ]

“The keepfulness will be ternificl”
grinmed Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
““The unfortunate and idiotic Bunter
will be attending to the turnfulness of
the esteemed treadmill.”

“Ow! Yon beast——

“Stolen goods!"” gasped Figher T.
Fish. “I've been taken in! Me—a
galool raised in Noo Yark, where we
cul our eye-teeth airlyl Taken n!
Spoofed—and by that fat clam! Ob,
Jerusalem crickets! Why, I guess I'l—
I'll—I guess I'll——"

Without stopping to guess further, the
enraged auctioneer rushed upon Billy,
Bunter.

There was a roar aud = crash as
Bunter and his auetioneer rolled on
the floar in a deadly embrace.

“Go 1t!” chirruped-Skinner,

“ Ha, ha, hal”

“Jolly lucky we didn’t buy any of
that stuff!”’ yawned Temple of the
Fourth. “Let's all see Bunter off,
when the bobbies come for him! I
will be rather a relief to see lum go—
what?"’

‘“ Oh, rather!”

““ Ha, ha, ha!”

The Famous Five walked out of the
Rag—and the crowd dispersed after
them. The stack of unsold goods re-
mained, and Billy Bunter and the
auctioneer, pommelling one another
furiously on the floor.

The sale was ‘‘ now off!” 2
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THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Laying the Trap !

¥ EEN Toddy?’
Harry Wharton asked that
question as he came out of the

Rag with his chumas.

“He hasu't come in yet,” answered
Beb Charry.

“He ought to be back by this time,
if he's only gone to the cottage,” said
Harrcy, ' Not much use his leoking for
giddy proofs there, as it turns out—
we've seaittled that matter! Mav as well
go and look for him—we don’t want him

to go on routing 1 the cellar for
Tobhing.”’ ‘
“Well, it . would be only kind!”

grinted Bob Cherry.
* But - the silver——" began Nugent.
* Bunter ought to take that to the
Hoad at once,” said Harry. * Blessed if

know what will happen to _him! The

{E-ﬂ.a- said about the auction the better—
luckily, the Head doesn’t know about
that. How the fat idiot will be able to
explain keeping it, instead of giving it
up at once, I'm blessed if I know !”

““He can te!ll the Head that findings
are keepings!” grunted Johnuy Bull

“My hat! IHe'd better not!”

“Peoter can give him some legal ad-
vice on the subject,” said Bob Cherry.
“Peter’'s a merry lawyer, yon know.
Let's go and find him.”

The Famous ¥ive started for
cottage on the Courtfield road.

Now that the ownership of the silver
was settled bevond a doubt, Peter’s in-
vestigations there were to no }mr ose
—and it was true that the ach
lawyer's sage advice might be useful in

obting Bunter out of the terrible scrape
e had landed himself in. For the Co.
agreed that DBunter, as wusual, had
been more fool than roguec —he was
really not aware of the rascality of his
actions. But theyv feared very much
that the Ilead would take the view that
the Owl was more rogue than fool—in
which case Bunter's fate was likely to
be very unenviable.

There was no sign of Peter Todd in
the old cottage when the five juuiors
arrivad there.

Harry Wharton glanced round the
wrecked building in some perplexity.

“Heo'a not here,” he said. *1 under-

the

stood that be was coming back as soon'

ns he'd looked round here, But he's
not come back, either.”

“Ho can’t be in the cellar,” said
Johnny “Bull, pointing to the heap of
lumber piled on the trapdoor.

Wharton looked at it. -

“He can't have been down,” he said,
"“He wouldn't take the trouble to stack
all that stuff over the cellar after going
down, would he?"” .

“1 suppose not.”

“Lattle did the juniors dream, aas they
moved vound the cottage, that their
foctateps were heard from below with
a hope and anguish beyond words—if
Peter Todd had been capable of words
at that moment. But the gag was fast
between lis teeth, and the haplesa
junior could  utter no cry.

In the cellar the sound of footstepa
above brougiit mingled hope and fear to
Poter’s hieark,

fla could not tell whether it was the
cracksman returning, or whether it +was
hiz friends whe had come to look for
him, The Ilatter seemed most pro-
bable, as the ruffian had been gone only
a_  ghort time. But the doubt was
terrible,

But as there was no sound of the
lumber being moved from the trap-
door, Peter felt lLis hopes out-balance
his. fears. The cracksman
would have descended into the cellar at
ohca,
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oolboy |

certainly |

*’

1

1

{ which

But another fear entered his heart.

If the juniors had arrived, and they
found the trapdoor blocked, would they
—could they—guess that he was below,
a prisoner? They knew nothing of the
cracksman,

Peter uttered an inaudible groan.

~ He made a fearful effort to or
in spite of the gag, but hardly a whisper
came from his numbed lips.

The footsteps still moved above. It
seemed to him that they were moving
away.

He was desperate now.

He moved away from the wall on
he had propped himself, and
rolled on the floor among the fragments
of lumber in the cellar. It was the
only possible way of making a noise
to attract the attention of those above.

out

There was a rumbling and & crashing |

as he rolled among the rubbish, receiv-
ing & good many unpleasant knecks in
the process.

“ Hark !”

ITe heard that exclamation from
above, and it was like music to his ears.

e e e
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“What on earth’s that?” exclaimed
Wharton, listening, ’
“*There's somebody in the cellar
“DBut there can’'t be!” exclaimed
Nugent. * Look at the flap—it’s blocked
up
" Somebody's
[Harry decidedly.

Iy

shut in there,” said
“Listen to the row.

It's Peter——"

T

“But how the merry thunder

“Perhaps the Highcliffe cadd caught
him here,” said Harry. “You re-
member they shut up Bunter in the
cellar—"

“I don’t see why he ean’t call out 4
Tumble, rumble, came from below.

Harry Wharton dragged at ‘the
lumber over the cellar-lap. His chums
helped him, and in a few miniites the
trapdoor was clear. Wharton threw it
up, and looked into the gloom balow.

“Are you there, Peter?” he called
out. ‘ .

There was no answet, but the rum-
bling continued. "

“There’s something moving,”  said
Bob, looking ever Wharton's shoulder, |

L]

e

L e

| And -as soon as voh

“My hat!
Peter——"'
“Jump down!"
In a twinkling Harry Wharton had
dropped into the cellar.
“Toddy !” he exclaimed. “Tied up

It's a chap tied up--—it's

{ —by Jove "

A second more and the gag was jerked
frm}i Peter’s mouth, and Harry was
feeling for lis pocket-knife to cut the
whipecord. |

Peter gasped for breath.

“Oh! Ow! Grooooogh
first remarks. |

“How on earth——"

* Grooooogh !

Wharton cut through the cords, and
Peter Todd waa free. For some minutes
he stood gasping painfully, and rubbing
his limbs, The Famous Five dropped
into the oellar one after another, and
surrounded him, in great amazement.
But Peter was able to explain at last.

The Co. listened to his explanation in
amazed silence.

“Well, my only
Wharton, at last.
loot, and
Toddy 1"

“He found me, you mean!” grunted
Peter, | e

““And he's coming back hlere!” ex-
claimed Bob. :

“ Yes—an soon as he’s found that thero
isn’'t any swag hidden in the hollow
oak !

“Phew !"” e

“He can't get back vet, I think”
said DPeter. “ But—but if he'd come
back and found me, after T'd fooled
him——" Peter broke off, with a shiver.

“By Jove!” said Wharton, with a
déep breath. “It's jolly lucky we came
along for you, Toddy !" -
. The luckfulness 13 terrific!"

Wharton knitted his brows in thought.

“5o he's coming back here!” he said,

' were hiz

r

hat!”  exclaimed
“Bunter found the
you ve found the ¢racksman,

you fellows are game—"

“We're game enough,”
“But what—"

“The gamefulness is terrific, my os-
teemed chum! We can collarfully séiza
the estimable and disgusting rotter— ="

“That's what I was thinking of,” said
[Tarry qguietly. “There's enocugh of us
to handle him, however strong he is—
six chaps are enough for him, T snp-

Y Qllitﬂ' !" 53{[1 BDLI. T But, . d‘ghr

said Bﬂh

| man, he won't come too near, when he

sces that we are here. He will mizzle,

old chap!”

“IIe needn’'t see wus,” Wharton
thought rapidly. “Look here! He will
come back raging, of course; and ‘hs
will drgp 1n here to deal with Toddy—
if he doesn’t know we're here. Then

| wo can nail him before he knows what's

happening. One of us will have to gbt

| out and close the trap, and cover it ‘up

a3 we found H——"'

“0Oh, good!”

“Frank can do that,” continied
Wharton eagerly. *“Then you can clear
off, Frank, and get into a tree and
watch—mind vou're not seen, of course.
see the brute come
inte the cottage, buzz off tg Courtfield
a3 fast as yon can go and fetelh the
bobbies here," A3,

Nugent nodded.

“I could do that,” he said. * But
you e =) | -
“Fiva of us can-handle the mian. You

feel up to handle him, Toddy ?™:
“Let me get a chance, that's all1”
answered Peter. £l
“We can get some bhillets of wood.
among the lumber here, in case we want
them—we needn’t stand on ceremony

‘'with a rufhan like that!"

“He wouldn't with us!"” g'.rihneri Boh.
“Well, is it a go?” asked Harvy.,
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“We shall have to fix it up at once—
be may be back soon.”

And the Co. answered, with one voice:

“It's a go!”

Then no time was loet in making the
arrangements. It was easy to find a
stick apiece among the wreckage in the
old building. Frank Nugent was hoisted
out, and he closed the trapdoor, and
piled the lumber on it again as the
chums of the Remove had found it
Then, after a cautious: look round, he
quitted the cottage and hurried back
to the road. He *“‘shinned ” up a big
tree by the roadside, and, hidden by the
branches, watched the hAelde.

e had 2 good while to wait. It was
more than an hour before a burly figure
came in sight in the fields from the
direction of the common,

}.Hidden in the tree, Nugent watched
1101,

The bulldog jaw and lowering face of
the new arrival answered to Peter's
description of the cracksman, And the
man's mannér was furtive as he ap-
proached the ruined cottage. And as he
came nearer Nugent could see that his
Lrutal face was lowering and savage
with suppressed rage.  Evidently the
cracksman bhad discovered that the
“swag ' was not hidden in the hollow
tree, and was returning to wring in-
formation from the prisoner in the cellar
.—and to take vengeance upon him. He
dicappeared into the cottage with a fur-
tive step. And, as soon as he had dis-
appeared, Nugent slid down quietly
from the tree.

e e —" W

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Caiching the Cracksman !
H ARKY WHARTON & CO., in the

darkness of the cellar, nudged
ona another as they heard the
sound of heavy footstcps above,
followed by the rumble of the lumber as
it was dragged away {rom the cellar-flap.

Four of the juniors were squeezed back
into the dark corners of the cellar, grip-
ping their cudgels hard. Peter Todd re-
mained where the ciracksman could see
him when the flap was up, keeping his
hands and feet together to give an im-
pression that he was still bound. The
vuffian was to suspect nothing till he was
fairly in the trap.

With a crash the trapdoor was flung
up, and the savage face and bulldog jaw
loomed over the opening.

“VYou wait a moment for me, my fine
bird !”” came a muttering, enraged voice.

“Fooling me—wot? I'll make you pay
for it! 1’11 limb wver! T'll wring jyer
neck like a fowls! You wait a

minute !”’

The Tuffian swung hinsell nto the
cellar.

He dropped to the floor a few feet
from Peter Todd,

He made one savage stride towards the
junior, and the ferocious brutality in his
etubbly face was not to be mistaken.

But he did not reach the junior.

Whiz ! |

Fram the darkness a cudgel came fly-
ing, and it struck the ruflian on the side
of the head and sent him staggering.

The next second Harry Wharton &
Co. were rushing on him.

The cracksman, dazed with amazement,
gpun round savagely on them, but in a
moment he went down under the rush.

Peter Todd joined the four at once, and
five juniors sprawled on the ruffian as he
squirmed on the foor.

Thera were gasping e¢jaculations and
curses from the cracksman as he
struggled under the juniors.

He made a furious effort to get his
hand into his coat—and if he bad suc-
ceeded there might have been a terrible
tragedy in the cellar under the ruined
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| cottage, for he had a deadly weapon |

there. But he did not succeed. A
crashing blow from Bob Cherry’s cudgel
on his right arm numbed that limb, and
then his wrists were seized and held. He
atill struggled, and so furiously that the
five juniors had plenty to do to hold him.

A face loocked down from above. It
was Frank Nugent's.

“ ot him 7" he panted,

He jumped into the cellar and joined
in the struggle.

The juniors hardly needed the rein.
forcement, The ruffian was weakening,
But Nugent’s arrival gave him the
finishing touch. He was pinned down by
the six, and Harry Wharton bound his
wrists together with the remains of the
whipcord that had been used on Peter

1 Todd. -

Then the juniors rose, panting, The
ruffian gasped on the floor,

“Got him !"” gasped Bob.

“The gotfulness is terrific!”

“ Hurrah for us!” gasped Johnny Bull
breathlessly. ‘ Franky, you "ass, you
were to go for the 'hﬁﬁbies.”

“T came to lend a hand, fathead! I'll
cut off now,” said Nugent.

And he climbed ocut and started.

A torrent of abuse poured from the
ruffian on the floor.

“We may as well leave ihe brute
here,” =aid Harry. ‘' The police can fish
hil;l;l‘l out for themselves. Let’s get out of
this.”

Leaving the ruffian where he was, the
juniors quitted the cellar. They did not
quit the cottage, however. They waited
and watched round the trapdeor, ready
to knock the ruffian back if he got his
hands free and made any attempt to
clamber out. DBut his hands were safe,
and nothing but a string of curses came
from below.

Nugent’s voice was heard at last,

““Here we are!” d

Inspector Grimes, of Courtfield, came
mto the cottage with Nugent, followed
by a constable, Mr. Grimes’ expression
was quite extraordinary. He glanced
down inte the cellar, and smiled as he
saw the stubbly, brutal face below in the
shadows. _

“There’s your man, Mr, Grimes ! said
Harry.

“T faney I've seen him before,” rve-
marked Mr. Grimes. “I'm much
obliged to you young gentlemen. Master
Nugent tells me that the swag—I mean
the silver——"

““Safe as houses!” said Peler Todd.

There was a savage ecxclamation from
below.

“That feller’s got the swag, inspector
—T tell yer he's got it, and hidden it !”

“It's at Greyfriars, Mr. Grimes,” ex-
plained Peter Todd. “ It wasn't 1 that
found it—another Greyfriars chap found
it here, and took it to the school. 1t's
waiting [or you there.”

“T’ll come along to Greyfriars later,”
said Mr. Grimes, ‘‘Just at present 1'll
gce this dear man put away safe.”

Harry Wharton & Co. left the inspector
to his task, and hurried back to Grey-
friars. There was no time to be lost now
if Billy Bunter was to be saved from the
counsequences of hius stupidity.

Half an hour later William George
Bunter was knocking at the door of the
Head’s study at Greyfriars. The Famous
Five and Peter Todd had talked to the
obtuse Owl—not measuring their words
by any means. And even upon Bunter's
obtuse brain it had been borne that his
only chance was to take the swag to his
headmaster and make a clean breast of
it before Mr. Grimes arrived.

The silver, packed in a big ericket-bag,

(‘o. in the wake of Billy Bunter.
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“Come in!” called out Dr. Locke.

Billy Bunter marched in, followed by
the Co. with the laden bag.

The Head blinked at them.

“What—what " he ejaculated.

“We've. brought this here, sir,” said
Harry Wharton. ‘ Bunter will explain.
It's the silver that was stolen from Sir
Hilton Popper’s house, sir. Bunter found
L

“Pless my soul!” said the astouished
Head,

The chums of the Remove lelt the
study, leaving Billy Bunter to explain
as best he could. They bad done their
besf for him. _

They waited at ihe corner of the pas-
sage, and a good many fellows jeined
them there, awaiting the result of
Bunter's interview with the Head. The
Head’s door opened at last, and the Owl
of the Remove came forth. To the
amazement of the juniors he looked quite
satisfied with himself—in fact, his manner
was quite jaunty as he-rolled down the
passage.

“Well 7" exclaimed Wharton.

“What's happened?” demanded Peter
Todd.

Bunter blinked at them.

“Tt’s all right,” he said. “1I say, yon
fellows, do you think old Popper will
stand me a reward ?”’ '

“A—a—a reward!” howled ' Bob
Cherry.

“Well, he ought to, you know,” said
the fat junior. * Considering what 1've
done, you know !”

“Haven't you been licked?"” shouted
Johnny Bull.

“Ticked? Certainly not!”

“But—but for keeping the silver—

“1 explained that to the Ilead, of

Lk

course.’”
~ “You explained it!”  repeated
Wharton. “ You told him you were idiot

enough to think that findings were keep-
ings?” _ et

“Certainly not!"

“Then what did you tell him?” de-
manded Harry.

“F told him the facts, of convse—I
brought the silver to Greyfriars to keep
it safe, That was true, waen’t 1t?"

“Well, you meant to keep it,” safe
enough--that’s true!” grinned Nugent.

“The Head thought I ought to have
brought it to him, or taken it to the
police, at once,” said Bunter calmly.
“But I explained that it was kept dark
sp that the cracksman could be trapped.”

“Wha-a-at?"”

“Q4 that the cracksman could be
trapped at the cottage, you know,” said
Bunter. *““And he was trapped, wasnt
he? Fairly caught—owing to my keep-
ing it dark that I’d found the silver. 1%
was entively due to me that the cracks-
man was caught, and 1 think 1 ought to
have a reward.” -

Harry Wharton & Co. stared at the fat
junior blankly. They had hoped {that
Bunter would get clear, somehow. But
certainly they hadn’t expected him to
emerge from the affair with eredié.

Bunter’s auction was apparently for-
potten by the fat junior—oblitevated
from his fat mind entirely. 1Te was
thinking abeut a reward for s valuable
services !

“What ¢ we think?” gasped Bob
Cherry. “Oh, yes, we think yon onght
to have a reward—yes, rather! Bump
him ! _

Billy Punter had hLis reward on the

spot !

(Don’t miss “ * WEGGIE’ OF THE
REMOVE ! - next Monday’s grand
complete story of Harry Wharton

was carried to the Head's Etud}' b}" 'lhE ; & Cﬂ'-. b_}‘ FRANK RICHARDS-)

e Magwer LisRary.— No, 580,



14

SYNOPSIS.

Johnny Gozgs,—ventriloquist, 1u-jitsu ex-
erf, and all-round sportsman—comes to
ylcombe Grammar- School from Frankiing-
Dam, which has been burnt down.

At a cricket match with the 8t Jim's
felleaws, Goggs goes in disgnize as Phelim
U 'Hoggarty, an Irish boy.

Larking, Carpenter, and Snipe, of the
Gramunar School, are seeking an opportunity
of exposing (boggs: and the latter warns the
8. Jim’s jumiors that they are in the wood-
shed planning a jape on Tom Merry & Co,

(Now read on.)

Goggs, the Trapper !

sé UT that's not the yarn,” said Dur-

rance., “It can't be evemn a good
B s¥ynopsis of it.”

“Nynopsis??  repeated

“That's a Jewish church, isn't it?”

“Ha, ha, Rat"

“1s he right, Julian?”

“He means fsyvnagopue '—at least, that's
what he must be thinking of,"” sanswered
Julian, “Near enough for old Herries.”

“Oh, rats to you!” growled Herries, “Try
"Hog for the rest of the yarn. The bounder
kaows more about it than I do.”

“Now then, O'Pig! Buck up and-—"

Herries,

“Me mame's O'Hoggarty, if yez plase,
Bake!”
“And mine's not Bake., you red-headed
e

“Sure, thin, it's sorry T am for my mis-
toox, Cake, entoirely!”

“Who are the Grammar School chaps in
the woodshed?” asked Lumley-Lumley,

“Larking and ° the other two,” =said
Tompkivs. “Carpenter, isn't it, and that
fnmply, kuock-kneed hounder$?

"0, Snipe, you mean! Those three are
alwavs abesut together.”

“Middlin" good cheek for Larking to show
up ‘ere after what e did on Saturday!”
remarked Hammond.

"They came to get at old Grundy, I faney,”
sad Herries. “But O0’Hog knows more ahout
that than I do.”

“Now we're hearing things!” said Blike.
“What peasessed vou fatheads to rush to
Grundy’s resene$”

“Might hiave left him to it,” said Roylance.
“Is not the great (reorge Alfred equal to
anything whatever all on his lonesome 7"

"Gwunday was  there,” said  Arthur
Augustus.  “So were Wilking an' GQuan an'
Grore.” '

“Was Cardew?” inquired Levison sharply.

“Oh, yvans! Didn't 1 gay 80 at first?”

“No, fathead!” Where is he now %"

"I do not know in the vewy least where
Cardew is, Levison. An' I decline to be
calted a fathead.” said Gussy frigidly,

“Look there, you iellows, there's some
myslery about this!”.
“Why, we all thought you knew where

Cardew was, Levison!” said Rlake.

“I'm not-responsible for what a set of
Idiots think! I don't
@etl going to find out!”

And Levison got out of bed.

“1'l come along, old chap,” said Clive, also
geibing out.

“De as you liket”

silly
know. But I'm jolly

Order Next

“So will 1,” said Ducance.

“No need for that!” snapped Levison.

Durrance staved in hed. But three got out,
though the rest of the dormitory only knew
of Levison and (live,

Goggs realised at once that it would never
do to let those two go on search unfollowed,

The case seemed almost desperate.

He was expecting CGordon Gay & Co., of
course. The Grammar School scheme in-
cluded a night-raid upon the School House.
and it was to let in the raiders that Phelim
O'Hoggarty had come along to St. Jm's as a
new boy.

But Goggs did not expeet Gordon Gay and
the rest till midnight at the earliest. That
meant that a couple of hours or se had still
to pass before they appecared.

If Levison and Clive found Cardew. it
looked as though all the carefully-laid plans
would end in failure.

Cardew knew now who O’'Hoggarty was, and
the passing on of that knowledge to the rest
would spoil everything for the other side.

“Forewarned is forearmed,” says the old
adage. *

Tom Merry and Blake and the rest must
not be forewarned!

“Johtt, my bov,” said Gogges to himself. as

he stole downstairs hehind Clive and Levison, |

“¥you are up against a decidedly tough pro-
position. But never say die, John. And. if
the worst comes to the worst, it may he
hetter for veur delicate constitution to be
outgide, free to vanish when disclosure
comes.”

The moon was up now: and, when once the
three were outside, to follow the two Fourth-
Formers without being seen by them was not
the eisiest of tasks., Levison and Clive
looked round several times; it was necessary
to be careful. But Goggs stole along in the
shadow, and they did not perceive him.

Now they halted, and held counsel tozether.

Greatly daring, Goggs stole up near enough
to listen.

“1It licks me,” aaid Clive.
that it’s really much wuse
hounder.
IE-II

“I've a notion, though,” replied Levisen.

“Out with it, then! I simply haven’t the
ghost of one.”

“1 suspect that chap O'Hopgarty!”

“1 say—you den’t mean—hut, of courae,
that's impossible!”

“What's impossible?' snapped Levison.

“That he should have dope’ Ralph any
harm—that—"

“Oh, rats! I don't mean anything melo-
dramatic. But the fellow's a schemer and s
Japer—I'm sure of that. And I know Ralph
wis on to him. But the silly hounder wanted
to bowl him out on his own, and he didn't BAY
muci to us ahout it hecanse of that”

“But that doesn’t tell us where Ralph is,”
gaid (‘live, _ ,

“Can’t you guess?”

“Blessed if [ can!”

“Chump! TIn the woodshed, of course!”

“ But—oh, hang it all, he can’t be, Ernest!
Why, the fellows say that the Grammarians
are locked up there,”

“I know they do. And my notion is that
Ealph's locked up with them!"”

And Levison chuckied.-

After a moment's pause for consideration,
Clive also chuckleds

“It's a hefty score against ths bounder if

“Don't know
feoking for the
There's no telling where he may

By Richard Randolph .

Week’s “GEM” NOW!

it really is se,” said Levison. “We won't 1ot
him hear the last of it for some time.”

“Rather not! But I can’t think how it was
done.”

“I cam’t explain exactly. I don't know,
though I've a kind of glimmering. That red-
headed 0'Hog is a downy bird, and the chaps
who were with him aren't an over and above
bright crowd. Gussy, Herries, Mulvaney,
Tompkins, Grundy, Gunn, Wilkins, Gore—
easy enough fo pull the wool over the eyes
of most of them!”

“Easier than to pull it over Ralph's, old
man. Yet it was he—"

“Because it was he who twigzed something,
fathead! Bo he had to be got out of the way
for the time being. and redpoll got him out -
of the way—and jolly smart red-poll must
have been to do it, I say!”

“Well, let's go to the woodshed,” said
Clive, "1 wonder those chaps haven't kicked
up such a shindy before this that someone
hag come along and let them out.”

“Chump! They can't—they don't dare!
They'd get into no end of a row if they were
caunght there.”

The two moved on towards the back of the
School House, and Goggs followed.

Goggs admired Levison’s acuteness, and
could guess how he must be gloating over the
notion of how very nicely the over-clever
Cardew had been trapped. '

But it would be even a bigger score to trap
Levison in the midst of his chortling, and that
was the scheme now in the mind of Goggs.

He was very far from having given up
hope.

There was a chance—quite a chance. The
affair needed handling, but Goggs liked enter-
prjsfea that called for the exercise of all his
craft, .

As they neared the woodshed they heard
sounds proceeding therefrom.

The four prisomers knew that they could
not afford to yell for help and release.

But they could talk. The woodshed was
far enough from any other building to make
that safe.

And they were talking.

It was not exactly a friendiy conversation.

“You mucked the whele bizney up by trap-
ping us like this!” said Larking fariousiv. '

“1 dida't trap vou, idiot! I kmnew nethin’
about it until three minutes or so before vou
did your unique flyin' act off the wall” re-
turned Cardew. =,

It was evident to Goggs that his imper-
sonation of Cardew to lure the Grammarian
I:ra;:iturra into the trap was only just coming
out.

" But we heard you!” said Carpeater. “You
jawed to us for ahout an hour and a haif.
and said you were going to feteh Merry and
gome of the other bounders.”

“1 did nothin’ of the sort!”

“Don’t you see, fatheads?” piped Snipe. “1i
wasn't Cardew at ail'™

“Who wuas it, then?"

“That sweep Goggs, of coursa!”

“My hat! Gogrs! What's he
gasped Clive.

“1 berin to see it all,” said Leviszon.

“Excuse my failure te punch your head for
that, Snipe!” said Cardew poflifely. “It's =o
dark that I might punch someone else’s by
mistake—not that it would be wasted even
in that case, by gad! If anvone will he kind
enough to light a matech——"

“What do you waat io punch my head for,

L5

you silly chump?”

mean?”
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E{'JHI'EE'"
“His pal Goggs!” sncered Larking.
ll.nt‘ His pal! Why, the fellow——"
“Qh, 1 can guess what the fellow was goin’
t'ﬁ dn—an what he will do yet, in spite of
you an' all your knavish tricke! He was oub
1o take our number down Well, thgt's fair
tm}ugh % :
E “@Glad you said Snipe
p}eanautlﬁ'
‘1 do, an’ any decent chap would. There's
a big li’[ﬁ'E-TEIIGL between hIE game an’ yours,
3 ny pippins! You're givin® your side away,
g an’ that's a game only fit for dashed crawlin’
S worms!l®
' Levidon, Clive, and Goggs all
ﬂmﬂr{i of that conversation.

"My

think * =0!” un-

ﬁ‘~w E'm'ﬂ?.“ 'E;-.'?E ":'.'-T.-;?.*E.

heard every
The window was |

tj‘ 11_, Lluuk 3 3 g rh.
! " There con Vormiey |
= were all of one mind as to that. Neither
g Goggs nor Cardew’s chums could regard that
_ conversation as private so far as they were
concerned.
Now. affairs took the turn that might have
been expected.

“Oh, go for the sncering ass, you fellows!"
h{mtul Larking.
From the woodshed ecame the gounds of
ufﬂmg, feet and panting breath. Then—
o “Yowwwwww !” came from Snipe.
.f "Y{}mﬂnﬂp‘" howled Carpenter.
“Get off me, idiot!” yelled Larking. .
“I suppose you muﬂt. unch one another's
dcar little heads. Jut I & ould advise a little
“Jess row in the process!” said Cardew blandly.
Goggs grinned. Levison and Clive chuckled,
It was easy to understand what had hap-

o ok

and they had eollided with one another.
- Now Levison turned the key, which had
E%&n left in the loeck.

“Hallo, there!” he said.

‘iﬂ“ ‘?fsttr.-‘ﬁ:e::{fﬁm‘?v"’ﬁ"?-"_

IIIE

A resene, hy gad!” cried Cardew.
:fﬂﬂ, Levison, old gun?”
Yes, of course!” r
ﬁ“ eu may Hﬂll say tJE mursv I Who but
Yo y;u‘-: ‘m']fﬂ
themse "FEE ﬁﬁmﬁ nw in il"!l'-fljl'tllﬂF'?
bl[hlL} there, m-:i’i{”“ shﬂﬂ hﬂ M

_l m here gll zerene!” said Clive. * Bat we

- didi’s W you wer:_ in H&lﬁi{ﬂi 1)

- thought your— to

}nur own, a8 usupal!”

= “Woe is me! No more for me the deep
& dodges! I have been done down, dear boys—
% diddled—dished—completely _ci umwnted by
& o deeper than. my . Heneeforth,
¢ e for.the s.u:ﬂple life an’ the chlld[lhﬁ-. in-
& genuous innocence of the dear Sidney l”

& - Rats!® growled Clive.

" Levison had opened the door a few inches— |
= it opened ouwtwards—aad he and Clive were |

=4 standin h}r to UI'E‘IrEllt g rush b} the Gram-
mt:rmm% ~~~~~ i i g~ 80
Cardew must m*mp ﬂut of course. Eut

5'5_' had no intention of lettmg out Larking
= & Co. Attd to get ﬂut their chum and Lch

mh .

., Goges was faced with a somewhat mmllm*
‘problem.  Clive and Levison were now as
o ua to his scheines as Cardew.  All
: LJm -« must be kept out of the School House
Sifor the next hour or two.

5 L will defer my penitential weepin® till

ow,” went on Cardew. “My present

] is to get out of this place. The enter-

e~ tainin ty of Larking, Carpenter, an’
S snipe beging to pall upon me, Even when

«= Punchin’ ﬂ]ﬁﬂﬂnﬂﬁhﬁr 5 nappers they are not

Hy I:,IHI.
Was Gooos who ed you, then?”

s We didn't know ‘I;tmt« the japink
_Wht':l‘t_ ahont.”

“It was GoggS.i . An’ {:nggs is not only

wut, but he has a pesitively uncanny way

sal

< of bein' on the right at_the right time.
 In the words of the het Ezckiel, or
s lark Twainger somebody, T reckoned mfself

STe0Ie pump’hhr “but Goggs fairly lays over
‘#'u an’ gets me mgsm all the .time, by

ﬂd‘"
“¥ou're coming ouf, of course,” TLevison
"--" saide “But I'm blessed If we're {o
-m]-*t thﬂl!E- three rotters out! It's not jolly
= well zood @qu gh!”

?5* *"W(Ii I'm hanged!” gasped Carpenter.
2" After we've eome along to warn you that

%'lhat reﬂ headed sweep O'Hoggarty is Goggs,

: a't,ﬂd what did you do it for?” snapped
_--lne - "We twig that—don't you worry !

(Continued on page 16.)

- ™ “For callin’ my.pal Goggs a sweep, of | |

not big enough ‘t-!] ﬂ.l!nw anyone to get out of |

{-~ - ~ByFrank Richards.

pened.
The threé had meant to attack Cardew to-
gether. But he had been too wily for them, |

cause you've a down on Goggs, a chap who's
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The Editor’s Chat

The Companlion Papers are:
THE BOYS' FRIEND. CHUGCKLES,
Every Monday.

Every Monday, Every Wed
\ YOUR EDITOR iS ALWAYS GLAD TO HEAR FROM HIS READERS,

THE PENNY POPULAR.

Every Friday. Every Friday.

For Next Monday .
“¢{WEGGIE > OF THE REMOVE ! "

Not for some time have we had a pnew boy
at Greyiriars; and never in the history of the
old school have we had such an extraordinary
new boy as Reginald Aunbrey Pye-Smith.
Innocent as the hahe unborn, Reggie turns
up at Greyfriars, and is promptly taken 1n
hand by the Famous Five—ind others! The
amazing gullibility of the new bhoy causes him

& Co., and although Reggie's career at Grey-
friars Eﬂmﬂﬂ to a full stop véry suddenly, the
most amusing and Emtm;{ episodes take
place during his brief reign as

“‘WEGGIE * OF THE REMOVE !™

—

S

“SPORTSMEN OF SURREY !”

The above is the title of the magnificent,
long, compléte story of Harry Wharton &
Co. appearing in this Friday's issue of the
“Pﬁ'ﬂ_ﬂ.]r P_I:ID“.[ET.”

It would be more correct, perhaps, to siyle
it a story of Vernon-Smith & Co., for it is the
Bounder who leads a party of Removites into
action against a team of Surrey school-

! bﬁ
]J(ast week the scene of Mr. Frfml:: I{ichardq

Tas BLILB]HJUI
Gmldimd Aadﬁ in ease the Surrey boys buy
i '-;Fé'-r“y avallahle eopy of  the “Penny
Pﬂpular " it will be advisable for the boys and
gu'lu resident in other counties to make gure

of 'a-eopy at once by the time-honoured

method of ordering in advance!
f L '
- . == = :
 SMILE, BOYS, SMILE !
“Weep, and the world weeps with you:
ldu%llu anﬁ you're put in a Home.”
ig the whimsical complaint of

Pennis R., of Southsea,” -

“Everywhere 1 go,” writes Dennia, “I meet
. fellows with hang-dog expressions and -sullen,
Ratty-like frowns. Thev look as if they've
swallowed their tooth-stoppings, or some-
thing. They make no attempt to e bright
and cheerful. If you talk to them, they just
grunt, If you slap them on the back in a
playful manner, they bark at you like an
unmuzzied bull-pup. 1 never saw such a set
of moping, moony agses in my life. And they
eall this * Sunny Southgea "1™

Well, Dennis, it is some years since I was in
Southsea, so0 I am unable to confirm  your
remarks reqqrding the youthful-inhabitants of
that famous resorts

I rather fancy your summing-up errz a little
on the- side of severity: but if it is indeed
true that Southsea boys never smile, then I
am sorry for sounthsea; for a cheery and a
sunny temperament is one of the most
valuable assets in life.
- There are times, of course., when you find
it hard to be cheerful. The world seems
upside-down. Another member of the famil}’
gets down to brekker before you and gco
all the jam. The bacon’s cold; the tea dit u.
Yon go to sehool, and get nlanged for nothing.

You go to the cinema, and find they're show-
ing the same film that you saw at Brighton
in 1914.

Oh, ves, T know it's often hard to smile!
But, as a certain Air-Force poet hath it;

“When the road seems long and dreary, and
you' re sick and stale and weary,
And you're sighing for the things that are
sublime ;
Pon’t go ﬂmng in' o paddy, but be up and
. doing, laddie,
And you'll find you're on the target every
time }”

This week it is

to fall an easy prey to the wiles of Skinmer |

Yon play. cricket, and muff unlimited catches. |

faces are an abamination. We don't
want %}lem in this country. Our Contitental
friends tell us that we take our pleasures
sadly. 1'm afraid seme of us tuke our IruE-

_ Lony

Cfortunes sadly; also.

A certain amonnt of depression was, in war-
time, unavoidable ; but there is no excuse for
it now. It has become rather fashionable in
certain quarters fo bark and bite,  and to

| wear an expression of gloom, But it is not &

nice fashion, We don't want it to spread,
like rabies. No hoy has a ruzht tn be con-
tinually giving way to. tha ‘blues ”: and I
sympathise with my Southsea chum if, ag he
asserts, his- fellow-townsmen are “3a ‘set of
moping, moony asses,.’ )

Surely it is not so very difiicult to be merry
and bright in a place like Southsea? My
sub-editor tells me he wouldn't mind a fort-
night down there, anyway! If he were

| spoken to, he would amile ; and if he were

slapped on the back, he would grin like a
Cheshire cat !

1 think I shall have to persuade Mr. Frank
Richards " to send Billy Bunter down to
Bouthsea] Perhaps his ridiculous anbies might
cheer the inhabitants up a bit.

Away with melancholy, my chums, and
when troubles come—as they inevitably must
do—remember that they will only kave a
short innings. You know what the old
Psalmist said? “Heaviness may endure for
a night; but joy cometh in the niorning.”
These words ring true tn-da:.f ~ Down with
depression, and let happiness and high good.
humour prevail on every gide!

-—-—l—iJIl

A SPECIAL NOTE !

Will Mrs Lillian Carlton, of Dublin, kindly
accept my best thanks for the many helpful
letters and suggestions which she*has sub-
mitted doring the past fow years? :

Mrs. €Carlton is; in fact, ome of my moat
regular correspondents, ﬂnd the assistance she

has rendered in  conneetion with ~the
Companion Papers is much appreciated.

Mrs. Carlten will note that, in résponsze to

_her request, a new boy appears at Greylfriars

in next week's story, All Duhliu will laugh

over the merry antics of *“ Weggic ™ -of the
Reniove! i
._ NOTICES.
Back Numbers Wanted.
H. Moore, 57, Dnmle:.r Road. Gravesend.—

“Bon of a E.ﬂlur, and-“Six on the Ement i
3d. each voffered. . Write first.

W. A. Sayers, 18, Spring Grove, Uhi*wulr
W.—* Penny I’nﬁularq »  «hhe Making of
Harry Wharton * and “ The Tamige of Harry

Wharton *;  MMeNRETS, “Schoolboys Nevee
Shall Be Slaves® and “The Midnight
Maranders.” Werite first, stating price.

]

Bernard Charles, 7, Wenban Road, Worth-
ing, Sussex, wants back numbers of fhe Com-

panion PapErs for his invalid sister. Please
write first,
William Roberts, 895, Madras Streef,

Christchurch, New Zealand—* Boh Cherry's
Barring-Out,” ¢ Figgins' Fig-Pudding,” “The
Boy Without a Name,” “The Postal-Order
Conspiracy.” 2d. and 4d. offered.

Correspondence, ete., Wanted.

Miss Eunice Wﬁqn. 120, Lancaster Streef,
Birmingham—with glrl rﬁadﬁra anywhere, 16
Miss R. Walker, Redmayne Street,

Preston, Lanes—with girl readers, 15-16, iuter-

ested in photography

H.  Smith, 71, Gmmwell Read, . Peter-
borough, hurthants wants memhem for the
Empire Cnrrespuudnnﬁ& Club for readers in
the British Empire and the States.

W. A. Poster, B, Vietoria Road, Romford,
Fs-sex wants members for club, Magazma

L
onEhly: H. A. H, (YOUR EDITOR).
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warth a hundred of the three of you all
rnilled together. Not out of any good will to
us!’

“John, my boy, this iz sad- truly sad!”
Mmurmured Goggs. “Cardew has been compli-
fuentary enough to call vou his pal. Now
Clive says the nicest things.. 1t only remains
for Levison to eontribute his unsolicited testi-
monial, and you will feel grieved to the heart
that they must bhe incarcerated. But the
thing must he done, John—it must be done !"

“Goggs is all right—one of the best!" said
Y.evison, almost as though he were answering
what he certainly 'did not hear. “IBut the
scheming bounder will jolly well get it where
the echicken got the chopper when we lay
hands on him!"

“You hear that, John?" Goggs murmured,
“Levison is also complimentary, but at the
same time he threatens direful things.
Harden your heart, John, like Pharaoh of old,
lest. worse befall you!”

“"We're coming out!” hnoted Larking. He
pushed hard at the door, « Shove, you
fellows !

“We'll barge you over if you don't stand
clear!” eried Carpenter,

“Barge away!” snapped Leviso. |

“Here, I'll keep Cardew bhack'" volunteered
Carpenter. “You get ont, Lark? You, too,
Snipe! When you're there I bet I won't
be long after vou'"

It was plain to Goggs that Cardew, inside,
Was seconding the efforts of Levison and
Clive outside, He wanted to get past the
three Grammarians they saw that once he
was past the door would he thrust to again
immediately.

Again came the seuffling of feet, and with
it the sound of blows,

“Yow! That was my nose!” yelped Car-
penter.

“I had an idea it might be, dear boy. In
fact, that was a reason, in a way, for my
punchin® it. ¥ you'll put it in {he lizht
again I shall he pleased to give it another
blow, by gad! But perhaps you'd rather blow
it yourself?”

“Take that!" howled Carpenter.

“Thanks, no!" replied Cardew.

“Yooooop !”

Carpenter's flst had hit something—appar-
ently something rather harder than the head
of Ralph Reckness Cardew.

It was high time for Goggs to cut in.

. “Look out, Clive!” panted Levison, shoving
ard. '

Then the voice of Mr. Lathom—proceeding
from the mouth of Goggs, of course—was
heard.

“I am quite sure
Railton, and that
where in this

that T heard nﬁiaea-,
they came from some-
direction !” said the voice.

“My hat!" gasped Clive. “Railton—
Lathom ! :

“Let us inside, you dioig! We're all in
the soup if one of us is spotted!” hissed
Levison. '

The Grammarians saw that. Larking and
Snipe would quite have welcomed the chance
to get the two outside inta n row: hut they
would not have cared for sharing it,

Sullenly they gave way. Levison and Clive
pepped into cover.

“I hear something now. Lathom!™ spole
the voice of Mr. Railton.

The door was pulled to.
side. \ ;
Then the key turned in the lock, and the
cool, quiet voice of Goggs was heard,”

“I rather fancy, my dear fellows, that you
are all fairly trapped!” it said. I regrel
extremcly - any  inconvenience to which
Levison, Clive, and Cardew may he put, and
I trust that it will not disturh the friendly

Steps sounded out-

relationa between them  and myself in the

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

future. As to the other caplives, T musf
candidly admit that I feel no regret whatever,
and, since our relations have never heen
iriendly, the future may take care of itself
as far as they are concerned.”

“You spoofer!” howled Levison,

“1 fear—I fear greatly—that I am develop-
ing a tendency to what might be called spoof.
A sad pity, is it not? Buf it is not riven to
all of us to be as silly as we look. An revolr,
dear boys!” i

’ The Raid !

b6 ERE we are!” said Gordon Gay.
. Quite a  small crowd of the
Grammarians had just  reached

_ the wall of 8t. Jim's.

Gay and Mgnk were thiere, and the two
Woottons, Carboy and Lanc and Mont Blane,
O'Donnell and Donaldson and Morgan, with
Blount and Trickett and Waters, of course,

" Where's Goggles, though?" asked Carbay.

“Oh, you bet he's on hand!” replied Bags
promptiy.

“Rather!” chimed in Tricks.

“Quite impossibje that he should slip up—
eh?” said Jack Wootton.

“II it's not impossible it's Jolly unlikely,”
answered Wagtail,

"Friends, Romans, countrymen,—I thank
you all for your good opinion!” spoke the
vaice of Goges from the top of the wall.

- “How did it go off, Goggles?” inquired
Bags eagerly.

“Are you referring o Larking, mv dear
Bagshaw? The manner ip which he went off
the top of the wall equallcd my fallest ex-
pectations, even when two such competent
workmen as vou and the dear Trickett were
concerned. But if we dre to discuss matters
before proceeding to action, it would be best
that you should come inside. No one could
well pass by without suspecting fhat there
wias someone about.”

And with that gentle sarcasm—ior the
prestnce of over a dozen fellows in' the road |
could hardly
an;slrl passer-by—Goggs slipped down from the
wall. -

Up came Gordon Gay, and dropped inside.
In quick suecession the rest followed him.

They gathered under the old slanting oak,
and Gay said: :

“"We don't want to
top, but it would he
know just how
we start,

“Larking & Co. haven't come back: we
know that,” said Monk,

“Larking & Co. are at the present moment
locked up in the woodshed,” replied Goges.
“For company they have Cardew, Levison,
and Clive.”

“My hat! There will be
said Harry Wootton.

“There has already been some
some!” answered Goggs.

“But how on earth did you—

“Let us defer explanations until later. my
dear Joyful. \Are we ready 7"

“We are!” replied Gordon Gay.

“It's an old wheeze. but 1 think it ought
to work,” said Frank Monk.

“Will you—er—operate first upon the Shell
or the Fourth?” Goggs asked.

“Which do you think would be bhest?”

“If T am to choose, I should sBay the
Fourth. 1 believe there is no suspicion what-
ever in Shell circles that T am not Phelim
O’'Hoggarty. . Poor Phelim! To-morrow 1
may have to mourn you as one departed, for
never aguain will you revisit the glimpses of
the moon. ‘But I cannot maurn yon to-night,
for this is my busy night.”-

“You don't think the Fourth hiave Lwigged,

discuss matters, old
just as well we should
things should stand before

some squabbling !

squabbling—

have failed to be mnoticed by |

“Do not be alarmed.
do not think
But the absence of Cardew
that of Levison and Clive,
Ealculated to awaken suspicion.
left: the dormitory the Fourth slept the sleep
of the just,
and Levison the
dew,
find that four bed: are empty,
O'Hoggarty—alas! they
him now—well, then "

“Does it ever run down. Blount?" asked
Wootton minor, breaking in npon Gegys.

“Never! But it sometimes stnps

"Let's get on!” said Gay.

Goggs
he had made his own exit.
room window, and

at first, &

matter of Iooking after Car-

and miss

It was the box-
in order to reach it the

first.
But that was
crowd,

The box-rcom window waz an ihe shadowed
side of the School House, But in anv case it
was hardly to be dreaded that. anyone should
he looking out into the quad at midnight.

U'p they went, and in they went. In singi¢
lile they made
the passages to the door of the Fourth TForm
-dormitory. g
Goggs opened the daor.

an easy enough task for this

“Sure, an” is annywan awake?” he in-
anireie - -
It was the I1ast ntterance of Phelim

O'Hoggarty. The pincencz had been dis-
carded when its wearer went to bed. He had
kept on the wig then, of course, but that
also had gone now. And when the Feurth
next saw him it would be as Johnny Goggs!

No one answered. _

“It’s all serene!” said Gav. “Get fo work
quickly, or we'll never put ii t
ought really to have been more of us., I'll
take Blake.” -

“Herries for mine!” said Frank Monlk.

“I bag Julian!" sajd Cuarboy.

minor proclaimed. : :

The moon 'shone in throuch the windows
‘when they pulled up the blinds. There was
no need of any other li - RN

What had to be done must Be dofe with
#ll speed. There were not cnough vl the
Grammarians to allow of ‘one to each" hed,
and the notion was to deal with the more
Tormidable members of the Fourth to start
with, and take the rest afterwards. Then
the turn of the Shell would come; : _

But if operations in the Fourth Form dormi-
tory resulted in too mueh ioise, that turn
would not eome at all.
make a thorough job of it, Gordon Gay &
Co. had almost forgotten that the Wager was
really more a Shell affair than the business
of the Fourth. : | :

“Now then!” said
and the work began.

Each of the raiders earried four or five
rongh gags, and twice as many short lengths
of rope, with loops in each length.

At the signal each moved to the hed of the
fellow he had chosen as-a vietim, thrust the
gag into the mouth of the defenceless sleeper,
and threw down the bedelothes.

Some went first for the legs of their
mark, some for the arms.
and  strageling g
and onc or two quickly stifled exclamations
but on the whole nothing econld have heen
more thoroughly soceessful than .thiz Bemin-
ning of operations.

(Another grand long instalment of this
magnificent sehool serial Will oppear in mext

the Grammarian leader;

special

do you?!" asked Lane.
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my dear Road! 1 8
the Fourth have—er—twigped.
L NOwW S
all this is rather &
When T lasg |2

liaving " apparently left to Clive
But if any of them should wake and W

must for ever miss ?

led them to the window by w7l

leads of the bhuilding below had o he reached -

their ‘way noiselessly through

hrough. There -

“And I'll have that ass D'Arey ! Wootton

There was kicking
there were a few gurglesy

i

In their keenness ta 0

e

-
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