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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Three Brass Balls,

NOCK !
Knock, knock !
Harry Wharton looked un from his work in No. 1
Study 1in the Remove, and growled. Frank Nugent
looked up at the same moment, and echoed his growl.

“*What 13 that blessed hammering about?’ exclaimed
Wharton. * It's been going .on for about ten minutes, Somo
ass taken up amateur earpentry, I wonder?”

Knock, knock, knock !

“If he doesn’t chuck it, T'll zo out and slaughter him ™
growled Nugent, * How is a chap to tackle Livy with that
row going on? Livy 18 bad enough without a stlly ass
hammering in the passage.”

Knock, knock !

Wharton and Nugent rose to their feet. Wharton picked
up a stump, and they moved towards the study-door. The
noise of the hammering came from the end of the passage,
but it was distinctly annoying, especially to fellows wEu wero
trying hard to make some meaning out of Titus Livius,

The ‘-Hhi}'-ijﬂm‘ was thrown OpCn jllﬂl. then, and Hi”_j,-'
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Bunter put an excited face into the room. Bunter's eyes
were gleaming with excitemont behind his big spectacles.

“1 say, vou fellows!" he gasped.

Knock, knock, knock! eame along the

*“ What's the row?"' demanded Wharton,
is looking for a thick car?”

“ It's Kishy!" pasped Bunter,

‘" Kigh I

“Yes, He's gone mad! Come on!”

“He hado't very far to go, T think!” growled Nugent, as
he followed Wharton out of the study.

KEnock, knock, knock !

Quite a crowd of Remove fellows were in the passage
drawn out of their studies by the incessant hammering.
There was a buzz of voices, and the remarks of the Removites
showed that they shared Billy Bunter's opinion,

“1t'a Fishy!"”

““ He's potty 17

“ Quite off his rocker!”

‘““ Bedad, and he's raving entoirely !

“ Somebody ought to fetch the Head.”

Wharton pushed his way along the crowded passage to
July 18th, 1A

passage.
“* What silly asa
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the end study, No. 14. That study belonged to Rake and
Johnny Bull and Fisher T. Fish, the American junior.

Fisher T. Fish was mounted upon a pair of steps outside
the study door. He had a hammer in his right hand, and
a collection of long mails in his left. On the door was a
cricket-ball, and Fisher T. Fish was driving nails into it to
fasten it to the door. The juniors gazed on in wonder, To
all questions as to what he was up to, and to whether ho was
off his rocker, Fisher T. Fish {Esdaim:d to reply. He was
too busy.

Hg had just finished nailing the ball to the door when
Wharton arrived. Fish took another ericket-ball from his
pocket, and proceeded to nail that to the door beside the first.

o-juniors stared and pasped.

““Mad as a giddy hatter !’ said Bob Cherry, and Hurree
Jamsct Ram Sing, the Indian junior, remarked that the mad-
 fulness was terrnific.

" What are you up to, Fishy?' roared Wharton.

Fisher T. Fish did not reply. All his attention was given
to the somewhat difficult task of nailing the cricket-ball to
tho door,

* He's potty!"” said Nugent. " Fairly off his dot!"

" Bedad, and he ought to be restramed intirely!” said
Micky Desmond. * Goodness knows phwat he’ll be doing
next.”’

*“*Fishy! Fishy, you fathead! What is that for?”

Knock, knock, knock, knock !

“* Fishy, you fathead H

Knock, knock, knock !

“My only hat, he's mad!”’

" Stark, staring, raving potty!” said Johnny Bull, coming
along the passage. ‘* What ave you treating the study door
liko that for, Fishy? What's it done?”

Knock, knock, knock! Bang!

" Yarooh!"” roared Fisher T. Fish suddenly.

The juniors crowded back in alarm. If Fisher T. Fish
was mad, as his actions scemed to indicate, he was dangerous
at close quarters. A madman armed with a hammer might
do a great deal of execution in a crowded passage. And that
wild i-‘:ll showed that Fish was breaking out, the juniors
thought.

“Yow-ow! Yaroooh!”

Fisher T. Fish left off hammering, and jammed the thumb
of his left hand into his mouth, and sur.-kud‘ at 1t frantically.

" Keep your distance, you fellows!' exclaimed Bulstrode,
" He may hit out with that hammer, He's quite mad.”

“* Yow-ow "

*“What's the matter, Fishy?
soothingly.

“Yow! I've hit my thumb, you silly guys!” roared Fisher
'{:. Eigh' sucking his ti’;umb furiously, ** Yow! Ow! Yawp!

ah!"”’

‘** Ha, ha, ha!"

“It’s all rnight,” grinned Nugent. “ He's not becoming
violent; he's only hammered his thumb !

** Ha, ha, ha!”

Fisher T. Fish glared at the grinning juniors.

I guess I don’t sce where the cackle comes in!"” he howled.,
“I'm hwrt! Yow! Ow! Yah! I guess you'd better
vamoose, you silly owls! Yow!”

** But what are you doing, Fishy 7’ asked Harry Wharton.

“Can't you see?” demanded Fisher T. Fish, still sucking
his thumb. *'I guess you can sce if you've got eyes in your
cabeza !”’

“In my—my what?' gasped Wharton. o had learned
much from Fisher T. Fish, but he was by no means well up
in the niceties of the American language.

“ Your cabeza!” growled Fish. ' Don't you understand
English? Head, fathead !

"“"Oh, T sce!"

“But what are you nailing cricket-balls on the door for?”’
asked Rake.

"1 guess it's to fix them there,” said Fisher T. Fish.
“ Any more silly questions to ask 1"

asked Harry Wharton
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““ But what do you want them there for?' asked Hazeldone.

“For a sign, 1 gucss,”

R p—a Eigﬂ '

1] Y{’p |r'|'!'

. A sign that you've gone potty?” asked Bolsover major.

‘““Ha, ha, ha!”

“Oh, go and eat coke!” growled the Yankee junior.
“Don’'t you worry your uncle when he's busy. You wait
and sce, if you've got eyes in your cabeza. 1 guess the best
thing you can do now is to vamoose the ranch and not in-
terrupt.”’

And Fisher T. Fish resumed hammering the nails n.

Knock, knock, knock, knock, knock!

“There. I guess that's fixed!"” said Fisher T. Fish, with
satisfaction. “I kinder reckon I'm hefty at fixing things.”

And he took a third cricket-ball from his pocket, and placed
it beside the first two, and began to hammer nails into it.

Knock, knock, knock! _

““Another of 'em!” ejaculated Frank Nugent. ** He's
going to ornament the whole door with ericket-balls, I sup-
pose. My only Aunt Jemima !"

“I'm jolly well not going to have my study deor mucked
up in that way!” growled Johnny Bull. * Look here, Fishy,
chuck it, will you?"

(1] Hﬂp{"_”

" What are you doing it for?”’

Fish did not trouble himself to reply. He hammered away,
filling the ball with nails, and fixing it firmly enough to the
dbor. The juniors gazed at him in wonder. Fisher T, Fish
was known to bo a youth with unusual and extraordinary
ideas. More than once he had started a ** business ' Anong
his Form-fellows—once as a tuck-merchant, once as a money-
lender. Tt was possible that this was another ** wheeze ' of
the same sort; but the juniors did not quite sce it.

But Fisher T. Fish, mad or sane, was in earnest. Ia
hammered away as if his life depended on it, and the third
ball was fixed in position. Then the American junior ceased
hammering, and surveyed his handiwork with satisfaction.

“ 1 guess that's done,” he remarked.

“Is that the lot, Fishy?” asked Wharton.

i Y'E"j.‘.l- "2

“ Not sticking on any more?’

*“ Nope. Only three are nceded, you duffer!”

* Blessed if T can see that any are needed,” said Wharton
in wonder. * If yvou're not off your dot, Fishy, what does it
all mean?®”

But Fish did not reply to the question. He laid down the
hammer and the remaining nails, and groped in his pockets.
The juniors watched him intently, wondering what was
coming next. From one pocket Fisher T. Fish produced a
brush, and from the other a tube of bronze paint. He
squeczed out a quantity of the paint upon the top of the
steps, and dipped the brush into it. Then he began to paint
the threo cricket-balls.

“Great Scott! He's started as a painter now !"* said Peter
Todd. **My only Aunt Maria! I fancy it's about time we
got him a strait-waistcoat !

** Mad as a hatter!”

“ Quite potty "

““The Pﬂt-t.jglhlﬂﬁﬂ is terrific!"’

Fisher T. Fish did not heed. He painted away indus-
triously, and the three balls were covered with a coating of
bronze paint. Then Fisher T. Fish gave them a second coat,
luying 1t on thickly, and the three balls gleamed and shone
like gold. Fisher T. Fish cocked his head on cne side dand
surveyed the three balls, and seemed satisfied

““T guess that will do!” he remarked,

“ Finished now ** asked Wharton,

i E-E'p 12

““ And what does it mean?”

“Can’t you see?” demanded Fisher T. Fish.

“ Blessed if 1 can!”

“Oh, 1 guess you're a family of silly jays here!” said
Fisher T. Fish disdainfully. *‘‘What you want in this old
country is to be woke up! You've been asleep in this little
island ever since Julius H. Ceaesar was here, I guess! But I
guess I'm going to make things hum at this school! Some!”

“Well, you're making the passage hum, at all events, with
that paint,"” said Peter Todd. " But what is it for " '

“1 guess I'll-leave you to work that out with your poor
little brains "’ said Fisher T. Fish loftily. * I'm going to get
the notice out now.”

“The—the notice!”

““ Correct 1"

“ What notice!”’ roared the juniors.

“1 guess you'll soon see, my infants!”

Fisher T, Fish leaned the steps against the wall of the
pussugh'a_, and went into the study. The juniors looked in
after him, The American junior had seated himself at the
table, with a sheet of cardboard before him, and was writing
upon 1t with a brush dipped in ink.

‘" THE_EE:_;IE rl;fnl;uun.t
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into it. ** Another of 'em! " ejaculated Nugent.

" —

“1 supposc it's some new rotten wheeze of some sort ! said
Bolh Cherey,

“(h, he's dotty !”

“ Fishy, old man——

“ Look here, Fish—"

“Oh, ring off !"" shouted Fish, jumping up.
galoot write when you are yauping like that?

And Fish slammed the door.

1l

“llow eon 8§
Shurcup !

THE SECOND CHAPTER.

Fisher T. Fish, Pawnbroker !
0 UTSIDE, in the Remove passage, the crowd thickened.

Preparation was forgotten.
1The excitement was intense.  If Fisher T. Fish had
gone mad, he required to be dealt with gently, as Bob
C'herry remarked, with much consideration.  If he was sane,

L was evidently up to some new and extraordinary wheeze,
and the juniors wanted to know what it was, Upon the
wliole, thev decided to wait for ¥Fish to explain. instead of
ivading the study and bumping bim, as they felt strongly
inchned to do.

* Must be starting some ailly new business dodge.” said
Nugent, thinking hard. * Though his monev-lending busi-
ness wasn't a howling success, was it?”’

“Ha, ha! No"

“1 say, vou fellows, he had a remittance from America this

THE MacyNeET LIBRARY.—No. 284,
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Fisher T. Fish took a third cricket-ball from his pocket, placed it beside the first two, and began to hammer nails
“‘He's going to ornament the whole door with cricket-balls, I
suppose.” (See Chapter 1.)

“THE FALSE FORM-MASTER!"

—
o E L —

morning,” said Billy Bunter, *1 happend to see him open-
ing the letter——" _

y i” Lot of things you happen to see, don't you?’ sniffed Bob
‘herry.

“Well, T eouldn't help sceing the letter, because I was
standing just behind him,” Dunter explained. *'1 had to get
close, as 1'm rather short-sighted. I- I mean, that 1 was
standing close to him quite by accident &

““Ha, ha, ha!” -

“And T saw the letter. There was some money in it—a
lot of money,” said DBunter. * Of course, we know it's all
rot about his pater being a millionaire, but he does have
money sometimes. I think it was a bill for a hundred
dollars.”

“Phew! IFishy must be rolling in oof, then,” said Peter
Todd. * Bet you this is some new business scheme—and it
will end like the others!"

**Ha, ha, ha!"

“ Fishy's awfully close with the money!" said Bunter. “I
asleed him to cash a postal-order for me, and he said he
wouldn't. I think he’s a mean beast!”

““Had vou got the postal-order?’ grinned Vernon-S8mith.

“I'm oexpecting it this evening,”’ said Bunter, with dignity,
“1 suppose it would be all the same to Fish if he cashed it
in advance, and I handed him the order when it came. But
he's a suspietous boeast !

““* Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here he comes !’

The door of No. 14 Study opened, and Fisher T. Fish came
out, with the big sheet of cardboard in his hand. The juniora

A Splendid Compilets Tale of Ha
Wharton & Co, Order Early.
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gazed at him with breathless interest. At last the mystery
w.?ii to be solved—or soluted, as Fisher T. Fish would have
said.

Fish jamimed the card on the door, and fixed it in position
with four drawing-pins. His person obscured the card from
view, and the juniors could not read it; but as soon as it was
fixed upon the door, Fisher 'I'. Fish stepped aside,

He waved his hand towards the card.

“Gentlemen!  Roll up and read ! he said.
18 the latest—the very latest!

And the juniors read—and gasped!
card ran:

NOTICE!
MONEY LENT!
. FISHER TARLETON FISH-PAWNBROKER'!

““1 guess thl:gi
I

I guess this puts tho lid on!
For this 18 how the

Money advanced upon Jewellery, Plate, Furniture, and
Goods of all Descriptions! Upon the Weekly Loan System !
All Pledged Goods unredeemed at the expiration of One Week
from date of Loan become the property of the F. T, Fish
Company. Interest on Loans is charged at the Reasonable
Rate of Five Per Cent. for the week, -

All chaps in want of greenbacks are requested to ROLL

UP!
(Rigned) FISHER TARLETON FISH,
Pawnbroker!

The juniors gazed at the announcement, and they gazed at
Fisher Tarleton Fish. They understood now. The three
cricket-balls nailed on the study door, and painted in bronze,
were the threc brass balls, the sign of the pawnbroker's
business. It was a new business scheme of the enterprising
Yankee junior. He had been a monecy-lender once, and it
had ended in disaster—as most of Fish's up-to-date and
wonderful schemes did. He was starting on a fresh tack
now—as a pawnbroker |

Fisher T. Fish surveyed the astounded juniors with a
smile of satisfaection upon his thin, keen face. He was
evidently pleased with tEe impression his startling announce-
ment had made, : ;

It was some moments before the Removites found their
voices. Fisher T. Fish, Pawnbroker, had succeeded in taking
their breath away. .

“ My only hat!"” said Wharton at last. *‘ 5o that's it !"”

“Three brass balls!" gasped Nugent, * Oh, my bat!"”

“ Pawnbroker! Ha, ha, ha!”

“Vat can I do for you, shentlemans?’ grinned Hazeldene,

“Ha, ha, ha!” ;

“This beats cock-fighting—and money-lending !’

Johnny Bull was gazing at the announccment in silence,
but with a most terrific expression on his face. He strode
up to the self-satisfied Fisher T, Fish, and shook a huge fist
in his face,

“You rotter!" he roared.

Fish started back in surprise.

“ What's biting you?’ he demanded.

* You outsider !

““T guess you're a bit loose in the roof,” said Fish. ' What's
the trouble?”’

** You—you cad!”

“0Oh, throw 1t off I'* said Fish.

“ Do you think you're going to run a beastly pawnbroking
business in my study ¥’ bellowed Johnny Bull.

“0h, 1s that the trouble? 1 guess it's my study as well as
yours,”” said Fisher T. Fish. “1 reckon it can't be helped.
But you can stay out of the study if you like. Or I'll take you
into the biznev as an assistant!”

“What! What!"” spluttered Bull,

‘1 shall need an assistant as the business expands,’ said
Fish calmly. "1 guess I can allow you a percentage on all
pledges——""

**Ha, ha, ba!?

“You worm!” roared Johnny Bull. “ You tried a money-
lending business in this study, and we booted you out!”

“Yep! But I gues: 3 )

“*¥You can't do it, Fisher!" gasped Wharton. ‘' Nobody's

oing to raise loans on his old boots or his study carpet!

etter chuck it up!”

“1 guess not.”

“He's going to chuck it up, or he'll get slaughtered!”
roared Johnny Bull. * My study turned into a pawnbroker's
shop! Oh, crumbs! The nerve !

“TI don’t sce it,”” said Fish. *“1'd rather have an office,
but T shall use the study at first. Later on I may be able to
take palatial premises in Courtfield—""

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“1 guess the business will pay. You fellows are always
hard up, and borrowing money of one another. Now you
can come and borrow it here instead. You'll have to leave
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something in pledge—watches and chains, or fishing-rods, or
cricket-bats—any old thing. You'll have a week to redeem
them in. You pay five per cent.—that's reasonable. You
don’t sign anything—I just give you an ordinary pawnbroker's
ticket. I've had a set of them printed ready for this. 1
advance you, say, a pound on a watch—and you redecm the
watch by paying a pound and a shilling—that’s fair and
square, I guess, You'll find the F. T. Fish 'L‘-ﬂmpan}' B UATe
in 1ts dealings—straight goods every time, Yep!”

“¥Yes; I can see us having our study loaded up with un-
redeemed pledges—I don't think ! grinned Rake,

" There will be a sale of unredeemed pledges every week-
end,” said Fisher T. Fish calmly, “ Fellows locking for bars
gaine can roll up and find ‘em !”

** Ha, ha, ha "

“ Not much good talking to you,” said Johnny Bull, with
a ferocious glare at the enterprising American. ‘' And
actions speak louder than words, too. Rake, old man, hold
him by the ears while I tear up this rubbish !”

Fisher T. Fish gave a roar.

“ You beast! Let my property alone! T guess—

He rushed to the rescue of i!liu property. Johnny Bull
ccased tearing the card for a moment, and smote him upon
his nose, and Fish reeled back into the arms of Dick Rale.

Rake enclosed him in an iron grip, and Fisher T. Fish
struggled in vain to escape.

" Lemme go!" he roared. You slabsided

"“Go it, Johnny !’

chump! You—"

" Not this evening !"" grinned Ralke.

Johnny Bull was “going it.” He tore the card into
fragments, and scattered tinm in the passige. Then he
picked up the hammer, mounted the steps, and started
oporations on the three brass balls.

Crash, crash, crash, crash, crash!

The paesage rang with Johnny Bull's doughty blows, and
the roars of laughter from the Removites. Fisher T. Fish
struggled frantically in the grasp of Dick Rake. But he
could not get out of it. Rake held him fast while Johnny
Bull continued the work of destruction.

Crash, crash, crash!

The three balls had been nailed up securcly—but not
sccurely enough to resist Johnny Bull's terrific smiting. They
were smashed, and fell to the floor in ruins, leaving the nails
sticking in the door.

b There ! panted Johnny Bull, descending from the steps,
'lIIf:ypr:.r that finishes the pawnbroking business in my
study.

**Ha, ha, ha "

“I guess it doesn’t—nope !’ roared Fisher T. Fish.

“ Any chap coming here with pledges will get a thick ear,
amlll his pledges will be chucked out of the window " said

ull.

" You—you—you slabsided guy—"*

Rake released the infuriated Fish. Fisher T. Fish pranced
up to Johnny Bull, and shook a knuckly fist in his face.

“ 1 guess ['ve a good mind to wipe up the floor with you !I"*
he roared. )

Bull pushed back his cuffs,

“Come on, then—I'm ready !

“ Oh, you're a silly jav—I guess I'll let you off,” said Fish,
calming down. * But if vou think you're going to stop
Fisher T. Fish from runnming his own business in his own
way youre making a mistake. Yep, gentlemen, the
F. T. Fish Pawnbroking Company willl loock out for new
premises, but the establishment will go on just the same. I
gucss this business is going to hum—just a few !”

‘“ Ha, ha, ha !"

And the juniors went back to their studies and to their
preparation, yelling with laughter., Fisher T. Fish's new
wheeze might be going to make things hum; but certainly
it had not started under very Adurishing conditions.

“You guy!

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Hard Up!
FIEHER T. FISH was looking very thoughtful the next

morning during lessons,
The Remove fellows noted the thoughtful frown upon
his brow, and chuckled. The schoolbov pawnbroker
had started his new business under difficulties. Johnny Bull
and Rake had not only refused to have thoe pawnbroking
business carried on in their study, but they had refused to
let Fish come into the study at all until he had promised,
honour bright, to drop the new wheeze altogether.

That Fisher T. Fish declined to do.

It was certainly a very high-handed proceeding, excludin
the enterprising American from his own studyv; and Fi
declared to the juniors that they simply couldn't do it.

But whether they could or not, they did it !
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When Fish went into the study to do his preparation
Johnny Bull reached for a bat, and Rake for the poker; and
Fish decided hurriedly that upon the whole he'd rather do
his pre paration in the Form-room that evening.

Whita he did

To curious inguirers, he announced thal the Tas=iness was
not given up, not in the leazt; the F. T. Fizsh Company was
simply looking out for more commeodious premises, and in
a short time everything would be under way, and going
strong.

Probably that question of more commodious premises was
what was occupying Fisher T. Fish's mind in the Form-room
the following . mormng. Certainly the thoughtful frown was
not caused by extra attention to his lessons.

Mr. Quelch, the Form-master, came down upon the Ameri-
can junior for inattention. He startled Fisher T. Fish out of
a brown study by rapping the desk before him with a cane,

‘““ You are not paying attention, Fish !"" he said angrily.

Fish came out of his reveries upon the important subjects
of commodious premises, unredeemed . pledges, and five pers
cent., and blinked at the Remove master.

“ Sorry, sir; I guess I was thinking.”

“You should endeavour to cultivate a httle interest in
your work, Fish. You are not a clever boy—"

“What!" said Fish, in astonishment. What could have
induced Mr. Quelch to form that opimon was a mystery to
F. T. ¥Fish. He had not tite slightest doubt about the fact
that he was by far the cleverest boy in the Lower Fourth.
What other Removite, for instance, would have had the
sagacity to start & pawnbroking business in the school?
Certainly, none !

“ You should endeavour,
lessons, and take interest——""

“1 puess that’s what I'm going to do, sir!” said Iisher
T. Fish, foreetting himself for the moment. ' Five per ceut.
is the figure——"'

“ What !"

“ The interest, sir—ahem—I mean

Mr. Quelch gave him a glare. _

“ I suppose that 18 a joke, Fish?"” he remarked. * The
Form-roont is not a place for jokes. * You will take a han-
dred Lines, and if yon are careless again I shall cane you.™

I'isher T. Fish rubbed his long, thin nose ruecfully, and
tried to think of Julius Cesar and the Gallic War instead of
the pawnbroking business.

“ Still sticking to it, Fishy ?"" asked Havry Wharton, when
morning lessons were over, and the Remove came out of the
Form-room.

Fisher T. Fish nodded.

“¥Yep!” he said emphatically.
decided to have my office in the Rag.
idiotic fuss about having it in the studyv.”

“In the Rag—eh?"" said Frank Nugent. * But we have
our theatrical rehearsals and meetings of the cricket com-
mittee there!”

“(an't be helped! You can put off the rehiearsals
nobody wants to see yvour blessed dramatic shows, you know—
and the cricket committee can meet somewhere else. 1 shall
wamt the room for an offce.”

* Looks to me as if the pawnbroking business will have
another earthquake then,” grinned Johnny Bull, " You
won't be allowed to have the Rag!

> Look here,” q_=:-',p:-n.'-.tu]ah-¢1 Fish. ** A husiness must be
carricd on somewhere, i 1t's cacned on at  all. That's
straight !

** Better not be carried on at all, then.

“0On eecond thoughts, vou can use the room, too,”" saud
Fish. “I'll be satished with one corner—I can put up some
screens and things, and make an offico there, By the wav.
if yvou fellows are short of monev, vou've only got to call
round in the Rapg after school, and I can acconmodate vou
~—if vou bring yvour valuables to pledge.”

““Ha, ha, ha!"

“I guess I've got the rocks - and I'm going to make this
business hum, I tell vou. I shall have a big pawnbrok.ng
connection all over Greyfriars, soon, and perhaps extend it
to Highcliffe and Redelyffe—perhaps as far 23 Eton ™

The jumors chuckled and walked oul into the ('lose.
Hazeldene of the Remove paused to speak to Fisher T. Fish,
There was a troubled frown upon IlTazeldene's brow,

“8o vou're lending money again, Fishy "' he said.

‘““Nothing of the sort. [ found the money-lendinge business
was no good—fellows here are too unbusiness-hike for that!
They don't Like paying the interest on loans—and [ lost over
that affair altogether.'

“Hard lines!" grinned Hazeldene,

“Yep! I lost principal and interest in most cases,” szand
Fish. *" It was rotten! You see, there wasn't any means of
enforcing payment of interest—that's where 1 got left! But
this 18 a different matter—fellows will have to pledge articles
with me for the loans now and, of course, I shan't lend
more than a tenth part of the value of the articles—so if
they don't pay up, 1 shall be all O.K.”
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“The fact is, T'm hard up!"” said Hazeldenc. * If you're
lending money ——" . .

“What have you got to pledge?” asked Fish briskly., * 1
haven't got my office ready yet, but 1I'm always prepared to
do business—that's me! You can always rely on I'. T. Fish
of New York for cold busincss from the word go. You hear
me ¥’

“What about my watch?”’ asked Hazeldene, _

Fisher T. Fish looked at Hazeldene's watch and suiffed.

“ Ninepence ! he sniffed.

“ It cost thirty bob,”" said Iazeldene.

“ Ninepence,” said the schoolboy pawnbroker
“Take it or leave at.” . _ _

“ Look here, Fishy,” said Hazeldene, lowering lus voice,
“T want live pounds."”

Frh grinned. . ;

“Then all you've got to do is to bring along fifty pounds
worth of stuff to iny office, and pledge it,”" he said.

“¥You know I can’t do that.” ) .

“Then I guess you don't touch any hve quid of mine -
just a fow! No, sir!”’ o

And Fisher T. Fish walked away, whistling.

Hazeldene stood for a few moments in troubled thought,
and then he went on into the Close, looking round, as ]f 1
search of somcone. Vernon-Smith, the BDounder of Grey-
friars, was there, tulking to Snoop and Skinner of the Re-
move. Hazeldene joined them. _

“1 want to speak to you, Smithy,” he said abruptly.

“Go ahead !” said Vernon-Smith. _ ]

Mazeldene cast an expressive glance at Snoop and Ekmm-:-.
and they strolled uwa‘y. The Bounder regarded Hazeldenc's
troubled face curiousiy, -

“ What's the trouble for you?" he asked. * You x'n_!:ml:'n
off your ferd for the past day or two—I've noticed that

Hazel bit his lip and flushed.

“ You ought to know,” he said bitterly. * It was you that
gol me into it. How much did you have on Salamander in
the race on Monday ¥ _

“Nen quid,” said Vernon-Smiath.

“ And vou lost 1t all*” _ -

“Of course I did,” said Vernon-8mith. “The gcegeo
lost. didn't he? I'm not whining about it, though, or going
about witli*a face as long as a fiddle. It's cleared me out -
clean as a whistle. [ had to write to my pater for an extra
fiver to make it up when [ paid Banks.”

Hazel's jaw dropped.

“Then you've got nothing left?” .

“ Nothing till next Saturday. I don't care, though. T've
had good luck sometimes, and I can take the bad when it
OIS,

< Couldi't vou write to your pater?”

Vernon-Smith stared. ’

“1 could, if T wanted to,”” he said.
thouoh.”

“Vour father's a millionaire,” urged Hazeldene, “and
he always lets you have as much as you want--youve told
me 0. o .

“ | know that:; but I'm not going to keep on sticking him

. u L] "
for money especially as he sent me an extra fiver on Tucs-

duy without asking questions,” said Vernon-Smith. * Be-
1 I can run bills at the tuck-

sides, T don’t want any money. : ;
Jiop till next weck, and [ can do without smokes. 1've
been hard-up before, and I can stand it.” :

“You may be able to, but I can't!" said Hazel bitterly.
“ took your tip for Salumunder, and- aud [ can’t pay.

The DBounder whistled. .

““ Do vou mean to say you made a bet without having the
money to meet it if you lost?”" he demanded. 1

“ You said the horse was sure to win!” said [azel
sullenly.

“I said I felt sure enough to put my money on and -I
took the risk. But you had no right to bet if you couldn’t
pay a loss,” said the Bounder, frowning. p _

“You're a good one to talk like that—you got me into it.
If I'd listencd to Wharton's advice, and iy sister’s, T
shouldn't have had anything to do with you, and shouldn’t
have got into this scrape!"” snarled Hazeldenc, ;

““So you are rounding on me because you've lost?" said
the Bounder unpleasantly. 1 gave you the tip for what it
was wortlh. D've lost twice as muclr as you on the horse.
You've made the bet, and can't pay. If you'd won, you'd

hrmly.

“I'm not going to,
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have taken Banks's money. Now you've lost, you can’t pay
him. Do you know what that 1s? That's swindling !’

The Bounder spoke hotly. Vernon-Smith was a black-

uard of the first water, but he had his own sense of honour;
e considered himself a '‘sportsman.” He indulged in
pursuits that he would have been expelled for if the Head
had known of them, but he was incapable of doing what
Haze] had done. If he had bad luek, ﬁa paid, and grinned
and bore it as best he could.

“Swindling 7" said Hazel, flushing and clenching his
hand. *“You got me into it, anyway. Who was it laughed
at me and jeered at me when I gave up this kind of thing—-
and lent me money, too, to make a fresh start in playing
the goat 1"’

“¥You weren't bound to take the money,” said the
Bounder ecynically. “I don’t remember finding you very
unwilling. Speaking of that, reminds me—you owe me
seven or eight pounds—1 forget—and it would come 1n very
uscful now if you could square up.”

Hazel shrugged his shoulders.

“I'm stony!” he said,

“Well, I'm not going to worry
you :;rught to be thankful for that.
you.

“Not much good dunning me, when I'm broke to the
wide,”” said Hazel bitterly * Look here, Smithy, Banks is
worrying me for the money.”

“I'm not surprised at that. Naturally, he wants to be
paid. He would have paid up on the nail if the horse had
won.”’

“That’s neither here nor there. 1 can't pay him."”

“You'll have trouble if you don't.”

““How can I pay him when I haven't got the money "

““Is that a conundrum 7"’ said the Bounder coolly.

“ Look here, 8mithy, will you lend me five pounds?”

“Lend you?" said the Bounder, with a sneer. ‘' And
when will you square up 1"

Hazel was silent,

“You mean give, not lend, I suppose "

4 “Irmunt have the money !” muttered Hazel, licking his
ry lips.

“You won't get it out of me. If I'd made a big win 1
might stand it, but I haven't. I'm broke to the wide myself
—right on the rocks.”

“You could write to your pater-

“If T write to my pater every time you're hard up, to get
money for you, I shall have enough to deo,” said tie
Bounder. *“ My pater isn't out to pay the debts of every
insolvent cadger at Greyfriars.”

Haze¢l clenched his hands,

“You won't help me, then?” he muttered.

II.I mn"t Ill

“I1f I don't pay Banks, it may all come out—there will be
r row, and disgrace.” .

“That's not my fault. I've already said that you
phouldn’t make bets without being in a position to square if
you lose. It's dishonest.”

“1f there’s trouble, you'll be in it as well as I, said
Hazel menacingly. “If I'm taken up before the Head,
he'll know you were in this betting business as well as me.”

The Bounder's eyes gleamed, .

‘“* 8o you're going to threaten me, are you, to get five quid
out of me? And if I were idiot enough to hand 1t out,
you'd play the same game next time you had a loss, and I
could pay your debts for ever! Heads you win, tails 1
lose !"" said the Bounder sarcastically. ** Well, it's not good
enough. I'm not the kind of fellow to give way to a threat.
I'd rather be booted out of Greyiriars than be threatened —
oven by a fellow I respected—and by a worm like you—oh,
rats I’

And the Bounder, without waiting for another word from
Hazeldene, walked away and rejoined Snoop and Skinner.
Hazel was left standing where he was—seemngly rooted to
the ground and unable to move. If the Bounder had looked
back then, the misery in the wretched junior’s face might
have touched even his hard heart.

you for the money, and
Some fellows would dun

"y

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Something Wrong with Hazel,

g HERE'S Hazel 7’
w ‘““ Anybody seen Hazel "’

Afternoon lessons were over, and the Greyfriars
fellows were swarming out into the summer
sunshine. X

The Famous Five were looking for Hazeldene of the
Remove. Harry Wharton, Bob Cherry, Frank Nugent,
Johnny Bull, and Hurree Jamset Ram Singh had put their
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best silk hats on, and their best ties, and were looking very
neat and natty, As o matter of fact, they were going over
to tea at Clif House--the Seminary for Young Ladies, pre-
sided over by Miss Penelope Primrose. Hazeldene's . sister
Marjoric was a pupil of Cliff House, and Hazel was going
to take the chums of the Remove to tea with him.at the
school by the sea—hence the eager inquiries for Hazeldene.
It was time to start.

. "Where's that blessed chap got to?” exclaimed Nugent

I say, Browney, have you seen Hazel ?"

Tom Brown, the New Zealander, shared Hazel's study
with Bulstrode. He stopped.

" He's gone up to the study,”” he replied. *“I've just left
him there. He said he was going to work.”

M Work !I"" exclaimed Bob Cherry indignantly. * I'll teach
him to work, when it’s time to go to tea. The ass!”

““ Must have forgotten,” said Johnny Bull.

“Forgotten! Forgotten that we're going to tea with
Marjorie !" exclaimed Bob,

Johnny Bull grinned.

“Well, Marjorie's his sister, you see, so he's not so keen
about it as you are, Bobby.”

“*Oh, rats!” said Bob. *“I'll jolly soon have him out of
his study.”

The Famous Five ascended to the Remove passage. Bob
Cherry announced their arrival by a tremendous kick at
Hazel's door, and it flew open.

Hazel started up. He was not at work; he had been
leaning on the window-sill, gazing out into the sunny Close
with dull eyes. He coloured as he locked round at the
chums of the Remove.

“What do you want?’ he asked wearily,

“You!” said Bob Cherry wrathfully.

start.”
Where "

“It's time to

‘' Btart !

“ Start—where "' mimicked the exasperated Bob. * Have
you fgm;g::tten-thut we're going over to Cliff House this after-
noon °

* Oh, I--I'd forgotten all about it!" stammered Hazel.

The juniors stared at him. They could net fail to note the
trouble and worry in the face of Marjoric's brother.

“ Anything wrong with you, kid ¥ asked Harry Wharton.

“ No!" said Hazel shortly.

“ Not seedy I

“ N-no."”

““Well, come on, then,” said Bob Cherry briskly. “ It's
tune to start; and Miss Clara will chip us if we're late for
tea, too.”

“* The chipfulness of the estcemed and ludicrous Miss Clara
will be ternfic,” said Hurree Singh.

“1I—1I can't come !" said Hazel,

“(Can't come ! roarcd Bobh.

" No. You fellows can go without me,” said Hazeldene
awkwardly. ““T- 1 don’t feel up to going out to teu this
afternoon. I'd rather stay in.”

“ But we cam’'t go without you," said Nugent.
going to take us, you know.”

" Thufﬁ all rvight. Tell Marjorie I didn't feel inclined to
COIne,

* Oh, rats! You're coming !"

“ 1 don't want to.”

' But why don’t you want to!” asked Harry. “ It's a
ripping afternoon—lovely for a walk—and there will be a good
feed at ClLiff House."

“1 don’t feel up to it—or anything eclse, for that matter.
I—I'm rather sccedy,” stammered Hazel, * That's all. You
can go without me. Tell Marjorie I'm sorry I can't come.”

“ Better come "' urged Bob Cherry.

i l “'-l}ﬂ‘t j7?

That was final. The juniors looked at one another. Hazel's
face was set obstinately, and it was evident that he meant
what he said. :

“Well, if you won't, you won’t,” said Wharton. *“ I wish
vou'd come, though. Marjorie will be anxious about you, if
we say vou're seedy.’

“Tell her I'm working,” said Hazel. " I'm going to do
some lines, anyway. ['ve got some from old Quelch.”

“ Sure you won't come?”

** Oh, yes—yes!™

‘““ 8o-long, then!”

The Famous Five left the study. Hazel resumed his place
at the window, staring out into the Close with unseeing eyes,
The sun and the breeze were lost on him; the cheery shouts
from the cricket-ground fell upon deal cars. There was trouble
upon the junior's mind; and he was the last fellow in the
world to face trouble coolly or steadily., The weak, wayward
nature was prone to look for trouble, and to find it; but when
it came, there was no courage or determination to face it and
grapple with it. .

here was a cloud on Harry Wharton's face as the Famous

“Tes pemy Soman-

“You're
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sir,"” said Fish, forgetting himself for the moment.

“ You should endeavour to attend to your lessons and take interest——" ‘1| guéss that's what I-am'gnln& tﬁ do,
** Five per cent. is the figure——"
Mr. Quelch, in amazement.

= —as i
'- - B e | — —_——

“What !" exclaimed
(See Chapter 3.)

Five left the school-house again. 1le was not exactly chummy
with Hazel; he had tried to be, but the wavward junior had
always taken. more to Vernon-8Smith and his set.  Mare for
Marjorie’s sake than anything else, Wharton had tried to be-
friend Hazel, and to keep; him out of trouble. He had almost
forced him to take up ericket: with the result that, under
the Bounder’s influence, Hazel had on one occasion—an im-
pdrtant occasion, too—left the team in the lurch. But for
Marjorie, Wharton would have washed his hands of the fellow
altogether. As it was, he could not help feeling worried.

** 1 suppose it's the Bounder again,”” Wharton zrowled, as
they walked down to the gates. * He has a regular gift for
getting fellows into scrapes, and leaving them to get out by
themselves. Hazel is an ass, and he’s like wax in Smithy’s
hands. [t's no business of ours, but—but——"'

* He’s got no right to get into trouble and worry Marjorie,”
growled Bob Cherry. *‘ SBhe always worries when he's in a
scrape.  She’s got him out of more than one, thouzh he's
older than she i1a. He ought to be ragged.”

The juniors walked down the leafy lane, and came out upon
the cliff-path, in sight of the blue, rolling sea. Cliff House
Behool faced the sea, near to the little fishing village of Pegg.
As thev came up to CLff House, Wharton was turning over
in his mind what explanation he should make to Marjorie,
s0 as not to give her the impression that anvthing was wrong
with Hazel. [le knew that the girl was quick to take alarm
on that subject.
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Marjorie ITazeldene and Clara Trevlyn were waiting at the
school gate for the juniors.

Marjorie’s quick glance noted that Hazel was not present.

: “[:-ﬂmu in ! said Miss Clara.  *“ You're [ve minutes
ate !

* We waited for Hazel, you know,”” explained Nugent.

“Isn’t Hazel coming 7" asked Marjorie quickly.

““Nunno! He's got lines to do."

“1Is that all?"”’

“And he didu't feel
Wharton. _

“ e 1zn't ill " asked Marjorie,

“Oh, no!”

“ Beedy " asked Miss Clara.

" Well, he looked a little bit off colour, that’s all,”’ said
Harry. *“ We didn't want to come without him, but he
wouldn't come —so there you are!”

*“ And here you are,” said Miss Clara, opening the gate.
“Trot 1n!"”

As the boys and girls walked up to the house, Marjorie
dropped behind a little with Wharton. There was a cloud
upon the girl’s fair face.

“‘ Nothing wrong with Hazel, is there?"" she asked.
me just how he is, Harry. I've noticed he's nol quite the
same as usual. 1T saw him on Wednesday, and he hardly
spoke. Have you noticed it 1"

Wharton looked rather uneasy,

up to coming out,’” confessed

“ Tell

A Bplendid Completa Tale of Har
Wharton ﬁmﬂh Order Early. o
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““Well, I suppose I've noticed that he’s a bit down-
hearted,”” he aaiﬁ!] ‘““ Nothing to be alarmed about, I think.”

““ But there must be some jreason for it,” said the girl.

“ Well, yes, I suppose so.’ ; =

* Has h::} al;eﬂn x!uI:;r friendly with Vernon-Smith lately?
Marjorie asked, the troubled frown deepening in her brow.

“Yes; a it!” .

““ Then it is that,”" said Marjorie bitterly. *‘ Vernon-S8mith
got him into trouble before. 1 wish Hazel would have nothing
to do wigh him: he promised me once. Vernon-Smith secmns
to be able to twist him round his finger.” : _

“1 don't think they're very friendly now, though,” said

Harry. *““I heard Skinner saying that they'd had a row
to-day, after morning lessons; and they haven’t spoken to one
another since. T saw your brother turn his back on Smithy

when we came out of the Form-room this afternoon. That
doesn’t look very friendly.” _

“I'm glad of it. But—but I wish I knew what it was
that is troubling Hazel,” said Marjorie. *“ Did he say he
would come over to-morrow 1"

*“ He didn’t mention it.”

* Then I shall come over on my hinﬁe]e and see him," said
E‘farjnrl:ic-, with decision, * It's a half-holiday to-morrow, you

now.

“Good! And we’ll have tea in the study,” said Harry
cheerfuly. * We'll make Hazel come, and cheer him up."

“I-—-I'm afraid I'm beothering you about Hazel,” said
Marjorie, colouring. ** But—but—"

“ Stuff I said Harry. * It's all right. I'd do anything I
could, Marjorie, you know that. And I dare say this is
nothing—nothing at all.”

“* I hope so,” said Marjorie.

Then the matter dropped. Miss Clara was calling out that
tea was ready, and they went into the school-room. In a
corner of the school-room tea was laid upon a table: and a
very nviting tea it was. Marjorie could not stand tea in a
study, as the Greyfriars fellows did, as the Cliff House girls
had no studies; but she ** stood ” a very pleasant tea in the
school-room, with Miss Penelope Primrose’s permission and
sanction.

Buttered toast, and fresh eggs, and toasted cheese, and
watercress, and strawberries and cream made a very pleasant
meal on-the summer's afternoon; and the juniors of Grey-
friars enjoyed themselves very much. But Harry Wharton
noticed that the cloud returned to Marjorie's brow every now
and then, and he knew that she was thinking of her brother.

But Miss Hazeldene contrived to be very cheerful, all the
same, and to make her guests so.

— ey

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Fish's First Customer,

B ILLY BUNTER locked into the Rag, through his big
spectacles,
The Rag—a large room on the ground floor, with
windows looking on the Close—was an apartment
generally used by the juniors when they had anything *‘ on,”
like a theatrical entertainment, or a meeting of unusual
dimensions,

The Rag had been the scene of many a performance of the
Junior Dramatic Club and meeting of the Debating Society,
and junior elections were generally held there ; prc?bﬂ.hl the
reason whyv the furniture was in a decidedly chipped and
rocky condition, and why there was usually at least one pane
cracked in one or other of the windows,

The Rag was untenanted now, however, with the exception
of one person—Fisher T. Fish, of the Remove. Most of the
fellows were out of doors, on the playing-fields or the river,
and the business man of the Remove had the Rag to himself.

Fisher T. Fish was making the arrangements for carrying
out his latest * wheeze.”

He had procured several old and somewhat dusty screens
from a lumber-room, and arranged them in a corner of the
Rag. Upon one of the screens was pinned a card, bearing
the word, in large letters daubed with a brush :

“ OFFICE.”

There was a table in the corner, half-hidden by the screens,
and upon the table were Fisher T. Fish's writing-desk, and
an inkstand, and a big ledger. Fisher T. Fish was putting
the finishing touches to his arrangements, when he spotted
Billy Bunter blinking in at the door. The Yankee schoolboy
made an mviting gesture,

“ Walk right in, sir " he said. * This way to the office of
the F. T. Fish Pawnbroking Company., Kindly take a chair,
What can I do for you to-day 1"

Bunter rolled in, and sat down on the chair the manager of
the F. T. Fish Pawnbroking Company kindly offered him,

* Office open 1"’ asked Bunter.
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“¥Yep. You're my first customer, I guess, and I'm read
to give you specially good terms, for a start,” said Fisher T.
Fish, rubbing his bony hands. * Any amount lent on good
security ; ang everything straightforward and above-board.™

““ Not like last time 1" said Bunter.

“Ahem! In my late business there were misapprehen-
sions, owing to—to misunderstandings,”” said Fish. '*This
time it is all plane sailing—easy enough for a baby to under-
stand. That’s what you want, I guess, in this old siéepy
hollow you call a ecountry. ou want to raise the
spondulics "

““Yes,” said Bunter.

“Trot out your security, then!"

“You lend money on anything 1’ asked Bunter. :

““ Anything of value. Loan to be repaid in a week, with
five per cent. of the amount added for interest. Any article
not redeemed within one week to be forfeited,” said Fi her
T. Fish. *“Them's my terms, and anybody who doesn’t like
tlﬁva ?Eﬂdn’t do business with the F. T. Fish Company. Got
that?’

“ Yes,”' said Bunter. *“ How much on this clock "

He drew a small elock from under his jacket, It was &
very handsome bronze clock of French manufacture, small
but heavy, and evidently valuable.

Fisher T. Fish cocked his eye at it thoughtfully.

“Five bob!" he said,.

“Oh, really Fishy! You know, it's jolly valuable—=""

““New,”" said Fish—*' yep. But it would have to be sold
second-hand now,and it wouldn't fetch more than two-poynd-
ten. I'm giving you specially good terms as the .first
customer. My rule 1s to loan only a tenth of the value.”

“* Well, there it is,”’ said Bunter, laying the clock on the
table. ' Five bob, please!"

“Unless redeemed within a week from date of loan, the
%::tii;:le becomes the property of the company,” reminded

ish.

**All right !"’

‘““ No extra time can be
listencd to. The editor’s
decision is final."’

" Good cnough ! said Bunter. ‘' How much on this?”

He handed FFisher T. Fish a handsome fishing-rod: Fisher
T. Fish took it, opened it, and shut it, examined all the
joints, and said:

“ Three shillings !

“1t cost three quid,’”’ said Bunter,

**Shouldn’t wonder. Three bob—take it or leave it !

“I'll take 1t,”” said Bunter.

“ Anything else?"” asked Fisher T. Fish. “I'm o
do business on any article, up to any price. The F.
Co. refuses nothing.”

** How much on this pocket-knife "

It was a big pocket-knife, with serewdriver and tin-
opener and corkscrew and several other things in it. Fisher

. Fish appraized it with his eye.

“"Two shillings!"”

““Right you are!”

Bunter fumbled in his pockets, and Fisher T. Fish watched
him with great interest. He was doing good business; there
was no doubt about that. If the articles were not redeemed
they became the property of F. T. Fish, according to agree-
ment, and he could easily have sold them for ten times
the amount he lent Bunter. :

And Billy Bunter, who lived in a perpetual state of
impecuniosity, was not at all likely to redeem the articles.
The money he raised on them would go direct to the tuck-
shop, and in an hour Bunter would be as hard up as ever.

Fish rubbed his bony hands with satisfaction as he thought
of it. The enterprising Yankee was doing well indeed for a
start.

Bunter’s hand came out of his pocket, with a fountain-
pen in it.

** How much on that?"' he asked.

“