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A FORTUNE FOR FISHER T. FISH!

(Bead and cnjoy the rollicking fine school garn of Greyfriars inside.)



BAY, BO, EVER MET
FISHER T. FISH? NO?

THEN

a ]

MEET THIS REAL LIVE

GUY FROM “ NOO YARK™ BELOW |

A Rousing New Long Compiete Story of Harry Wharton & Ce., the Chums
of Greyfriars. By FRANK RICHARDS.
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
INGATE ™
“Trot in!”

*Take o pow

Wingate ! said Harry Wharton.

“The nieefulness is terrifie.”

Five juniors made those remnarks
separate snd distinet welcoming smiles
were torped upon Goorge Wingute of
the Sixth Form, coptaio of Greyiriare

Harry Whorton & Co. liked Wingate.

But that was not be whole and sole
reasan why they welcomed bim so cordi-
Study Moo 1 in the BEomove,

The Bixth Form prefost had 4 serous
exprossiom on due faee cod 3 cote under

Wingate, of oowee, was & weleome

wost i any jemer study whem he
"Emwad sudh ® study with a st
when he visited he would leave his

ial cane in his own study. When a
vigit was intended to be wholly of &
sould scarcely be needed. _

And so the Famous Five put on their
swoetest smiles and welecomed Wingate
they liked old Wingate and partly as an
inducement to that great man to keep
the cane under his arm and not bring
it inte furth 1 N

“8it down, Wingate!
pulled out the best chair.

"El‘m !l* ]

“JI shan't stay & few mioutes”

“Oh, do!"” murmured Frank MNugent.

gpare the
swoetly, “I'd like to hear
your opmion about the Ramove cricket
team—
*T*m mot here to talk ericket.,”

(1] Eh 1 L]
W
“Nice to soe you here,
elmost &t the same time, and five
School.
ally 6 be apperred m the doorwuy of
g orem.
Btill, » fellow naturally wished that
friendly and agrecable nature a cane
with & cordial chorus—partly because
I er evidence.
Wharton
“T'l stand ™ said Wingale.
“If you oould the time,”” said
Wharton
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“Um!

Wiogate's {ace was grim.

It was clear that there was trouble of
some sort in the air, though the chuma
ﬂ’!h the Bemove could not puees what or
why.

Ellﬂ far as they <ould recull at the
moment their youthful consciences were
quite clear.

True, Bob Cherry had kicked Fisher
T. Fish ten minutes ago, and there had
heen & fearful howl i the Remove pas-
sage. But that could ecurcely have
brought the head prefect there with that
griun exprossion on his faee.

“Warm 1ihis aflernoon,
ventured Johony Boll
gome ginger-beer here”

“Just gong to open it nhen you blew
in. Wingate,” said Nugemt. “You'll
have some, won't you?™

* Thanke—mo I**

L1 Um !!l:ll ]

Wingate :lipped the vame down mto
his hand, his fuce growwmg grEmmer.
‘The chums of the Remove exchangoed
resigned glances,  Esidently ene of their
number was “for it.” It only remained
to learn which was the nppy men.

*Wharton V'’

“Oht! Vet

“You're captain of the Remove and
head bov of the Form,.™

“Certainly 1" said Harry.

The juniors kmew who the ® happy
man ' was now. It was Wharton, and
he had to answer for some sin of omis-
sion Qr COMUTISSIoN, It was not all
“hocr wnd skittles ™ 1o be hesad boy <f
a Form at Greviriars.

“Your Form master relies on you to
a great extent,” spid Wingate,

1 hope s0,” eaid Harry.

“There are & lot of things that dopo't
come under 2 Form master’s eye, owd
which the prefcots may not gpet waod of,
bt with which the head ﬁﬂ%’ﬂf a Form
<am and should deal,™ said Wingats.

“That's #0,” suid Harry, pursled. |
do my best, Winzoate. I hope Quclch is
satished."”

Wingate "
“We've got

Grunt—irom Wingate.

“Well, what's the row?’ asked Harry,
rather anxious to get 1t mver. " What
have I done? 1 let Bunter off cricket
practice yesterday; the faz bounder said
he had a paip——"

“Never mind that I

“YWell, what's the troubls?”

“Lest term,” sald Wingate, *‘there
was & suspicion that some fellow in the
Bemove was lending mopey at interest
among the sthers.™

”ﬂh I:l'l )

“I spoke to vou about it, and under
slood that it was put & stop to."”

“B0 it was," soid Harry.

“ And you've heard of nothing of the
kired this term i

“MN.n-n-ng ™

Wharton spoke rather uncertainly.
He was conscious chiefly at that moment
of » strong desire to pet hold of the
soraggy neck of Fisher T. Fish of the
Remove and bang his head on the study
wall. e had to admit that he had not
given any attention to Fisher T. Fish
sioce the schosl came back affer the
Faster holidays; and now that he came
to think of it he had little doubt that
Fishy had been up to his old tricks
REain.

“You sce, there's lecn the ericket
team—"" said Wharton rather lamely,

“1 know that."

* And—and—7"

“Look here, wo don’t want a row fn
the school and an expulsion and a Tat
of cackle,” said Wingate gruffly. “ These
thingz should be nipped in the bud., I've
hoard somo things indirectly., 1 don't
want to butt in as prefect and meke the
thing the talk of Greyfriars. The head
boy of a Form is guite capable of deal-
ing with such matiers if he dees his duty
and doesn’t give his whole time to
ericket and skylarking.”

“Yee-p.08—""

“What I've heard is rathor indefinite,
bt it leaves no douht inm my mind,
don't want to take the matter up. It
cughtn't to be there for me fo- take up,

(Copyright in the United States of America.}
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Yeu ought te be awars of if, and you
ought to have put your foot down cn
it: and only if you couldn't deal with it
you should have reported to me as head
prefect."

#*I—1 know—"" )

“I'm leaving it in your hands,” eaid
Wingate, “ But az a hunt that yvou ought
to have dealt with it before, and as
apother hint that you'd better lose no
time in dealing with it now, I'm going
to give you six.”

111 Qh El"l.lIII.hS [:u

Wingate pointed with the cane to the
chair that Wharton had pulled out for
bim. That chair was to have its use.

“Bend over,”” he said laconically.

L1 I_I BO P

“I'm waiting !"

Wharton drew a deep breath.

Hiz chums gave him sympathetic
glances. But, sympathetic as they were,
they evidently did not regard him as an
injured party. It was bhard cheese; buk
head boy of the Form was bead boy of
the Form, and st Greyiriars head boys
had certain specified duties they were
expected to perform, and if e duty was

t undone tt was only natural for the
nh?per to come down.,

arry Wharton had plenty of other
matters to occcupy his attention without
keeping his aye con the nefaricus pro-
coedings of Fisher T, Fish. 5till, there
it was]l He had left undone that which
ke ought to have done, and he had to
admit it. )

Slowl { he bent over the chair.

Whack |

“8ix " at Greyfriars was a variable
unishment. It wasclways called “siz,"
t the number of whacks might vary
from two or three to o dozen. And the
severity of the punishment depended on
the amount of beef that was put into if.
Wingate tucked the cane wunder his
arm after a single whack, It was a very
moderate and merciful “sx."
“That’s a tip " he sa1d,
And, with & nod to the juniors, the
captain of Greyfriars walked ount of the
study.

- e S—

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Five on the Warpath !

ARRY WIIARTON rossc
H the chair.

_ His face was crimson, and
his eyes pleamed.

The punishment in itself was nothing;
had it been a severe “six,” Wharton
could have borne 1t with eguaniniity;
he was i irly tough. It was the fact
that he had been punished at all for
dereliction of duty that was intensely
annoying and hurting.

at¥yod ahesss, ol sab? Eid: Bab
Cherry sympathetically.

“Tha hardfulness of the esteemed
cheess iz terrific !” murmured Hurree
Jamszet REam Singh.

from

“Wingate's rather an ass!” grunted
Nugent,

*That's rot !” said Johnny Bull,

“Oh, is it?" said Nugent, rother
warmly.

"Utter rot!™ said Jehknnvy DBull

Johnny Bull was a plain speaker at all
times, even at btimes when 5 would have
been tactful to preserve a golden silence.
* What's the good 6f gammon? i that
guteider Fishy has been up to his Shy-
lock games again, "Wharton cughi to
bave stopped him."

“But has hei?" eaid Nugezt tartly.
“Weo don't know—"

“Wingate seems to know! He must
have heard something. Anvhow, Whar-
ton doesn’t know whether ho has or

“That's so:

I don't koo™
Hazry.

snid

“Well, old man, vou cught {o know;
it's your ?iaca to know,” said Johnny
Bull. "It you don't do your job, you
must expect to be called om the carpet.”

“My esteermned and jawful Johany!™
murmured Hurree Singh.

“I suppose that rotter has been up
to his rotten games agein,” snid Harry
slowly. “There's no etopping him, for
long. We were going up the river
this afternoon—but

He paused.

“Well, the fact is, T ought to have
kept an eye open,” he said. “I suppose
some kid in the Third has been paying
Fishy threepence a week on a loan of
a beb, or something like that; and it's
got jawed about. Well, I'm going to
look into it"

“We'll help!” said Bob.

“Yes, rather.”

“The ratherfulness is terrifie.”

YWharton compressed hiz lips. )

“We'll look into it at once,” he said.
“If we find that Fishy has been playing

tricks apain, we'll give him a Form
ragging.  That wi‘(ﬁ‘ last him for a
term.”

“ Hear, hear!™ )

“And the sooner the better,” said
Johnny Bull.

* Hallo, hallo, halle! Talk of angels!”
exclaimed Bob Cherry, as a bony youth
passed the open doorway of the study.

“Fishy—rou're wanted ¥ called out
Wharton.

Fisher T. Fish stopped, and looked
into the study. But he did not enter
Mo. 1. His keen, cute eye noted at ance

20/- make £1.

4% make £1.
1,000%, make Fisher T.
Fish the meanest chap in the

world !

O N o N o e W W W W ]

the grim and hostile expression on the
faces there.

“Bhoot!” said Fisher T. Fish, I
guesz I'm in rather & hurry—1'm expect-
ing & letter from my popper, and it
may have come—"

“Never mind that now,” said Harry.
“I hear that you've been Shylecking
agnin ™

“Aw, can it!” said Fisher T. Fizh,
1 guess I ain't got a whele lot of time
fo waste chewing the rag.”

“Have wyou been lending money
among tha faga?” demanded Wharton.

“1f that young scallywag Tubb's been
falking—"

“%0 it was Tubb of the Third, was
151" snid Harry.

“1 ?uesa I can oblipe & pur with a
tittle loan if he wants™ sai;% Fisher T.
Fizh warmly. “If a guy comes to me
and says he's hard up, and will I lend
him half a dollar, I guess~——"

"“MNo harm in that, if you don't charge
anything on the loan.”

Fisher T Fish laughed.

“I guess I ain't lending dollars for
my health!” he answerad. “What'a it
got to do with you guys, anyhow? I
ain’t asking you to borrow money from
ma, am [ ¥

“You'd get sacked from the school
if the Head knew,” snid Bob.

“There's more’'n one guvr at CGrey-
friars would get the push, if the Head
knew everything,” =zaid Fisher T. Fizh
mmpnsedlfr. “You guys ain't going
talling tales to the Beak, I calculata,
And 1 reckon vou'd have to prove it, if
you did.”

“You admit %" said ITarry.

“INope! I ain’t admitting anything,”
said Fisher T, Fish cheerfully. *I
reckon you want to mind your own
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business. You galoots go and play
ericket! That's your game!™

Apd the transatlantic junion turned
a-.wnﬁ.

“Hold on!” exclaimed Whaorton.
uness I'm pressed for time. I'm
expecting a lettor from Noo Yark—"

“We're gt:-m%‘ to your study.”

“What ?* isher 1. Fish swung
back. *“What the great horned toad are
you going to my study for?”

“T1o root out your things, and see
whether you've got any moneylending
papers—I O U's, and so on,” said the
captain of the Remove. * ¥You'd better
be k;;nc'aaust:u'nt‘h Last term you kept s book
with the names of Eélylm'.'n who owed
you money, and the interest due, and
so on. Well, if we find anything of
the kind in your study, you're going to
get it where the chicken got the
chopper, seci”

Fisher T. Fish looked alarmed.

“Look here——" he began.

“If you want to be present, you'd
better come along,” said Wharton,
“We're going to do the thing thor

oughly.”

fg]’_ E"‘.IEH—“'—”

Fisher T Fish broke of as the
Famgus Five made a movement towards
the door. His sharp face had an
alarmed -and worried expression.

In many ways, Fisher T. Fish found
that his lines were not cast in pleasant
places ot Greyiriars School.

MNobody at Greviriars seemed fo
understand buosiness, as understood in
tiigntkgrent city which Fishy called Noo

ark.

Fishy prided himself upon his sharp-
ness, his eutoness, nnd hiz spryness; but
sharpness and cuieness and spryness

seomed drugs in the market at Grey-
friars.

WNobody appreciated his  business
gifts,

If some fellow in & hnrd-up moment
sold him a ten-shilling *“dic.” for
eighteenpence, and Fishy sold it back
to him for seven-and-six later, this tran-
saction was not admired a3 it should
have been; nobody secemed to consider
it clever of Fishy to annex a profit,

Fishy was a business man from the
word go, a3 he expressed it; and he
could not wait till he was grown up,
and home in Noc Yark, before he set
out on the trail of dollars.

Ho lived, and moved, and had his
being i money and the thought ol
money ; and money was so delightfully
attractive to him, that Fishy was not
very particular how he got ]{r:rld of it,
so long as he did get heold of it. Gettin
hoid of it was the great point, wit
TFishy.

Waturally, in a plac: where fellows
continually ran out of cose there was
business to _be done in the money-lend-
ing line. There were strict rules on
that subject at Greyiriars—unwritten
laws that were stricter than the written
OneA. Fishy regarded that as very
hard lines. His Shylock transactions
had to ba kept dark. But for that
difliculty, Fishy had no doubt that he
would soon  have had o fourishing
business, with half Greyiriars p;ym
him interest on loans, from the Sixt
down to the SBeccond.

Fishy was impervious to public
opinion; so long ns it did not take n
practical and drastic form. Now that
it was taking that form, he was rather
alarmed, ore were o lot of papers
1in his study that he did not desire
strange eves to =ep.

“Now, look here, you ye,” Enid
Fisher T. Fish unecasily. “'x%::n keep off
the prass, seet? You.go and play ericket.

Yﬂu —--l\.n.lI\-l.J ¥
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"Come on, you men!” said Harry,

Figsher T. I'izh backed away from the
door of Study No. 1. He spun round
suddenly and ram.

He did not go towards the stairs. The
expected lotter from hiz “popper ¥ had
to wait, in the eircumstances. He
sprinted along the Remove passage to
his own study, No. 14,

The Famous Five rushed after him,

But Fisher T. Fish had & start; and
he did the Remove passage in record
time, He reached Study Mo, 14, darted
in, and the door slammed behind him,

i{nrr:,r Wharton & Co. came up with
s rush. Wharton hurled himself at the
door, just as the key turned in the lock.

Thoe door was fast.

Harry Wharton bangdd on the panels,
angrily.

" Fishy !
ho shouted.

There was o breathless chuckle from
within Study No. 14,

You silly ass] Let us inl”

“Not to-day, thanks!” answered
Fisher T. Fish,

“We'll serag you!” roared Tob
Cherry.

“Aw, can it

“You hony bounder !" _

“Go and chop chips [ retorted Fisher
T, Fish, from the safe side of the
door, “I guess you guvs make me
tirved! Just a fow! Gitl" .

“QOpen this door!"” roared Wherton.
“Will you open this door, you bouy
rotter i

“NQF'E'!-”

Bapg| DBang! Bang!

The thumping on the door only
olicited a chuckla from the
juniar within.

"“Heep it uP " he said, "I puess
that door will stand some thumping!
You guys needn't mind me.”

“We'll jolly well burst in the door!™
roared Johnny Bull, .

“1 guess Quelch will get his mad up
if vou do!” chuckled Fisher T. Fish,
“Forget it "

Bang! "Bangi Bangl 3

“Go it!" called out Fishy cheerily.
“Tt omuses you, and it don't hurt me
& whole lot1 Fire away!”

Wharton ceased to pound on the
door. Evidently Fisher T. Fish did not
intend to unlock it. Within the Etud:r
the American junior could be heard
moving about, opening and shutting
drawers and lids. There was no doubt
that he was getting rid of, or carefully
concealing, the written documents con-
nected with his Shylock business in the
Lower School. If the chopper was
coming down on the schoolboy Shylock
it was Fishy's intention that there
thould be no evidence against him.

“Will g open this door?” roared
"iﬂ;f']}artnn.lu

“Wa jolly well know you're hiding
vour swindling papers, you worm!
We'll ropt them out, all the same.”

“ Tho rootfulness will be terrifie.”’

“SBay, you're talking out of the backs
of your necks" said Fishor T, Fish.
“1 guess I'm jest tidying the studg.
Them guys Field and Bull make it
pesky untidy.”

“Look hera!” roared Johnny Bull
:“I:Iluis iz my study, and I want to come

LI

a1 ]guess you ¢an want™

“T'Il spiflicate you!”

“Forget it

And Fisher T Fish began cheerily to
whistle * Yankee Deodle,” while the
Famous Five banged ond kicked on
the door of MNo. 14 by way of aceom-
paniment.

Ter Micwer Lreniry.—No. 1,161,
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THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Amazing News |

ILLY BUNTER grunted.

» Bunter was blinking at the

# letter-rack, drawn there by =
faint, lingering hope that there

might ba a letter addressed to W. G.

Bunter.

It wus high time that = leiter
addresgsed to W. (. Bunter should be
there. Billy Bunter had been expecting
a postal-orger far quite a long time.

But his anxious blink through his

big spectacles was unrewarded, Thers
was no letter addressed to W. G.
Bunter.

Wherefor the fat junior grunted.

There were letters for other fellows,
and some of the fellows were taking
them out. Some of the letters re-
mained in the rack, belonging to
fellows who were not keen on their
correspordenca, Sometimes letters which
were suspecied of containing nothing
more valuable than advice were left
there quite a long time.

Dilly DBunter blinked over them.
There was nothing for Dunter, but he
found a certain inquisitive satisfaction
m blinking at other fellows® letters.

Thus it +was fhat he chserved a
tetter addressed to F. T Fish,

That letter bore an Americap stamp,
and it was adressed in a thin, sﬁider:.r
hand, which Bunter knew to be that of
Hiram K., Fish, the “popper™ of
Fisher T. Bunter blinked at it, and
took it down from the rack. Of late,
he recalled, Fisher T. Fish had been
telking, even more than was his wont,
about the gigantic financial operations
of his popper in Moo Yark, where, it
appeared, Hiranm K. was cornering
something, and hoped to *“skin’ his
fellow-citizens of their dollars, or
“dullers ” as Fishy called them,
Bunter did not place much faith in it,
for Fishy was accustomed to talk airily
of millions snd millicne of “dullers
which never seemed to find their way to
Greyfrinrs. It seemed thet if Hiram
K. made all those dollars he kept them
carefully on his own side of the
Atlantia.

5till, Bunter comsidered, you never
knew i

According to what he kad read of
thet delightiul country, Americar finan-
cial gentlemen were always ekinning
one another, or corpenng some desir-
able article, and making their fellow-
citizens pay through their transatlantic
nozea for 1,

1f Hiram K. Fish had, at long last,
suceeeded in.sginmng somebody, it was
possible that some small part of the
plunder might 1each Fisher T. Fish in
tho form of a tip. In which cuse, there
was a possibility—perhaps & remote
possibility—that Fishy might lend a
felloww  something in advance on a
postal-order he was expecting,

The hope was faint, But any hope
was betie:r than none, Bunter was
hard up. The tuckshop ealled, and he
had to pass its call unheeded. There
might be a tip in Fishy's letter; and if
he took it up tc Fishy, Fishy might
squeeze out a humble bob. It was
romoured in Greviriars that Fishy had
once lent a fellow something, apart
from his private moneylending busi-
ness. It did not seem i:-ruhab e. but
the faintest chance appealed to Bunter
in his present stony state. He disliked
staires, but he felt that even & faint
chance of raising & loan was worth a
walle upstairs, 5 ’

So Eunter, with Fishy's letter in his
fat hand, rolled away to the stairs and
mounted slowly. e had to mount
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slowly. His weight was not to be
carried up with a rush.
Ho rolled into the Remove passage.
gound of kicking and banging
greeted his ears as he arrived in the
precinets sacred to the Lower Fourth.
Bunter blinked slong the passage in
SUTprISC,

Five fellows were gathered outside

Study Neo. 14, whi belonged to
Fisher T. Fish, Squiff, and Johnny
Bull. And they seemed to bes com-

bining their efforts to kick the door in.

Bunter rolled along the passage. The
Famous Five did not heed him. All
of them were looking rather excited,
and they Lkicked and banged a2t the

study door with preat vim.

5 5&{, ou fellowg——="

Bang angl Thump! Thump!
Bang |

“1 say, vou fellows, what's this

game?” asked Buater, blinking at the
Famous Five, *“Is Fishy in thoref”

“Yes, fathead!” .

I say, I want to see Fishy

“Bo do wel” grinried Bob Choerry.

“The wantfulness i3 terrifie, my
esteemed fat Bunter.

Bang! Bang! Thumpl

“Aw, can it, you galoota!” came a
nasal voice from the etudy. “You
sure make me tired] Why don’t you
aba%;mtulate‘!“

“Qpen this deor, you bony bounder.”

“ Forget it!"

“We're going to .

““Oh, hit the horizom, dol”

Bangl Bang! Bangl!

“I say, you fellowg—""

“Shut up, Bunter! Roll away!” snid
Harry Wharton. *“Look here, wou
chaps, we've got to get hold of tiu!;
rotter somehow.”

“But I 587, old chap——-="

“Shut upl

“Beast !

Billy Bunter rolled away. Evidently
there was to be no communication just
then with Fisher T. Fish. That enter-
prising business man was not likely to
open his study door while Five Re-
movites were raging outside.

Bunter rolled into Study No. T.
Peter Todd was there, finishing an
imicm He gave Bunter an inquiring
l‘:'ﬂ +

Il'll

¥

*“What's that row up the passaget”
he asked, J :

“Some follows ruggmg Fishy "

“Good! I'll go and lend a hand.”

And Peter went.

Billy Bunter sat down in the arm-

chair with a grunt, He had no
objection. in rm:n]}])la, to the rapging
of Fishy; in fact, he rather hiked the

idea of Fishy being ragged. But it was
vory awkward at the present moment,
If there was g remittance in that letter,
and if Fishy could be induced fo meake
a small advance to a fellow who had
been disavpointed about a postal-order,
then this was no time for ragging
Fishy. The thing itself was zll right,
but 1t was taking place at the wrong
moment.

Bunter blinked at the letter in hia
hand. i R

He turned it over in ks fat fingers.

Bunter, in taking that letter from the
rack., had had no wdea of oponing
it. Inguisitive as he was, he kept
his inquisitiveness short of that point.
Moreover, there were certain penalties
attached to such an action which Bunter
did not desir to risk incurring.

But the circumpstances were peculiar.
If there wns no remrftance in the letter,
it had no interest for Bunter. He could
rcturn it to the rack, and look for a
little loen in some more likely place.
He only wanted to know.

Back into Bunter’s mind came & good
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deal of Fishy's airy talk aboub his
popper’s financinl transactions. )
iram K. Fish, in conjunction with a
group of other financial sportsmen, were
gornering " something; Bunter forgot
what. _

If the corner was a success, Hiram
E. Fish wouid be rolling in booty; any-
body in the United States who wanted
to buy that particalar commedity
would %a?a to pav Hiram's price for
it, and the price would naturally be as
high as Hiram could make it without
losing trade—Hiram having no mors
scrupies in such matters than his son
Fisher.

Suppose the corner had come off !
Such things did happen. Bunter had
read of a financial gentleman who had
once cornered wheat, and piled up
mountains of dollars at the inconsider-
able eost of reducing some tens of
thousands of people to the verge of
famine. Copper had been ¢ornered and
sold at fabulous prices; indeed, Bunter
had heard his father, who wasz in the
City, talking of the ‘'copper cornmer,”
which, apparently, was going on at the
present moment.

Buppose old Fish had eornered some-
thing and got away with it! Owing to
the peculiar state of the law, he could
not ﬁ put in chokey"” for doing 1f;
he would be eft at liberty to stack up
money that did not belong to him.
Surely some of it would come along to
Fisher T.|

Bunter felt that he had to know what
wae in that letter, It really was impot-
tant.

While he was considering the matter,
he was fumbling with the letter:

fumbling and fumbling, ard at lost it
came Open. :
Bunter had a wonderful gitt of sell-

deception. He preferred to regard tho
letter as having come open by accident.
Even to himself he did not like to admit
that he had opened another fellow’s
letter.

But the letter having come open by
accident, Bunter decided to glance at
it.

He planced at it

The next moment hiz glance became a
fixed stara! His eyes and his big spec-
tacles wero fairly glued on that letter.

He gasped.

“Oh crikey !

With eager eyes, the Owl of the
Remove read that letter. It was a
vory interesting epistle, certainly of the
preatest interest to Fisher Tarleton
Fizh, It ran:

“ Dear Fisher,—Greal news! You
want Lo believe that your popper's got
mway with 1. Son, thiz {4z great!
We've got them where we wagt them
now; and ihey're squealing! I gucss
this corner 8 going to knock spots off
any corner that was ever worked in
New York beforef Ill say we've pot
Wall Sireet gneping! Son, i’z coming
in! It's welling! I'm telling you,
your popper f8 going to make Rocke-
feller ook like a cheap shate! He's
going fo make Harriman look like
someliing the eat brought into the
house. Fm -telling wyou! Yes, siv!
' osay that every guy in this lan
{2 poing {o pay kandsame for porkl
Son, get up on your hind lege and
whoop! Tour popper’s gpot byl

d when ho knew thial

L
-

@)

Fishy had prised up a ficor-board, in
readiness to conceal the hooks and
papers, when suddenly the docr flew
open, and hal-a-dozen Remove
feliows entered and collared him,

“"You got to celebrate this! My
agent in London tr sending you o
thousand dollars! Wheop!

“Your popper,
“Higaw K. Fisi."

From the conversation of Fisher T.
Fish, Bunter had learncd a good deal
of the American lapguage, 2o he was
able to construe thet letter. Its mean-
ing was clear to him.

"Oh erikey!” gasped Bunter.

Hiram K. Fish and his financial
friends had, spparently, cornered pork!
‘They eamnzandped the whole uué:'pi:r of
}m:'k in the United States, and eve
ree American citizen who wanted por
had to pay the price for it exacted by

Hiram K. Fish.

Therd was a corner in pork, and
Hiram K. Fish was rolling in dollars!
And as a substantial proof of it, he
was sending & thousand dollars to his
son abt Greyfriars.

A thousand dollars! Eunter was not

ood at arithmetic, but he could work
that sum to pounds in his head. Two
hundred pounds !

Two hundred pounds for a HRemove
fellow !

Bunter gasped and gasped.

Figher T. Fish, the meanest man al
Greyfriars, the fellow who almost broke
down if he lost a hallpenny, was going
to have two hundred pounds!

It was unbelievable!

Why, the Head wouldn't allow it!
Still, it was clear that Hiram K, Fizh
hadn't teld the Hend, and it was
protty certain that Fisher T wouldn't.

Fish would be rolling in filthy lucre!
Two hupndred pounds! Billy Bunter was
absolutely dazzled.

There would be no holding Fishy
Fishy would be
walking on sir, bursting with seli-im-
portance ! Like the classic gentleman
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in Horace, Lo would strike the stars

with his sublimie head.

“Oh crumbs I gasped Bunter. “ Two
hundred poundsi Oh dear, I wish m
pater would corner (pnrk or pomething !

Fishy would ba glad to get this letter.
Thers was not oxactly a remittance in
it, but there was news of a remittance—
of an enormous and unheard-of remit-
tance,

Bunter jumped up.

Then he sat down again.

Fishy would be glad to get that letter,
but probably not glad that Bunter had
opened it and read it. Bunter realised
that he was likely to be annoyed.
Fellows never somehow zeemed to like
Bunter prying into their correspondence,

It would not be mueh use explaining
to Fishy that the letter had come open
by accident. Fishy was not one of thoze
trusting fellows who took a fellow's
word. He was quite the reverse of
that,

The matter was too impertant: for
Bunter to rua risks. Had there been
ten dollars in the letter it wouldn't
have mattered. But it would be madness
to risk offending a fellow who was going
te have o thousand dollarz—two hun-
dred pounds.

Bunter did not want to offend Fishy!

He realised that, in spite of all the
things the fellows said about Fishy,
¥ishy had his good points—in faect, when
that remittance arrived, ha would have
two hundred good points.

Fishy was rather mean, perhaps,
rather given to swank. very close with
money, and not particular hew he rot
hold of it! B8till, Bunter thought tha
follows were too much down on Fishy
—much too much! He began to see 2
certain charm in Fishy |

Taking him for all in all, Fishy was
not a bad chep! He had his disagree.
able ways—as who has not? Nobody

was perfect! He bragged about the
United Btetes, but, alter all, he had
been born thers, and did not know any
better. He made no secret of hia
derisive conmtempt for the poor little
island in which he was. now sojourning ;
he talked through his noss; he would
have done down his best friend in a
bargain. Still he had his good gqualities,
Bunter could not preeisely think of
them for the moment, but ho had no
doubt that Fishy had them.

The fellows were all down on Fishy,
Some of the fellows ‘were actually rag-

%iﬂﬂ‘ him at the present moment. Well,
unter was agamst all that., He was

g to stand up for Fishy! Alone,

aving public opinion DBunter was
going to stand wp for Fishy ! He felt
quite & glow of chivalrous devotion st
the idea! If Fishy needed a friend, as
certainly he did, Bunter was prepared
to be his friendl Fellowas could say
what they liked—and do what they liked
—Bunter waz going to do what he
thought right |

The Owl of the Remove carefully
stowed that letter away in an inside
pocket. There was no need, after all, to
give it to Fishy: Fishy would know all
about his guﬂg fuck when that remit-
tance arrived. And ino the meantime,
Eunter would be able to cultivate, with-
out suspicion of uvlterior meotives, the
friendship of a fellow whom he liked
and esteemed.

Two hundred pounds!

It made Bunter feel giddy to think of
such a munificent amount of money.
And what ha would do with such a sum
if it were Mis! Still, he felt sure Fishy
woild stand by a friend.

Bunter, by this time, had no doubt
that he liked and esteemed Fishy!
There were two hundred good reasons
why he should.

; A I-.1 N
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THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Fearful for Fishy !

¢ op ERUSALEM crickets!” gosped
Fisher T. Fich.
j “Collar him "
“Here, hands off, vyou

galoots ! roared Fishy.

But it was a case of hands on,

Fisher T. Fish was in the hands of
the Philistines.

More and more fellows had gathered
outside Study Neo. 14 in the Remove
passage, Half the Remove were there,
at last, and in all the crowd, there was
not one that sympathised with Fishy.

Emn;llaﬂn Quiney Iffley TFiold, mors
genorally known as Squiff, joined the
crowd, and it was he who solved the
difficulty of the locked door. No. 14
waa his study as wall as Fish's, and
Aquiff bappened to have a key to the
study door in his pocket.

Fishy, after locking the door, had
takken no hced how the key was leit in
the lock. As it happened, it was left
in a vertical position so that it could be
knocked out by another key inserted
irom outside,

Bguiffi produced his key, pushed
Fishy's kei out, inserted his own, end

unlocked the door. The door {lew open.
It was q:;ite a surprisc for Fisher
Tarleton Fish

He was busy at the moment. Hoe
knew, of course, that he could oot keep
fellows out of a study for ever, and he
was busily engaged in gl-::ttmg‘ his
business papers into a safe place.

It would be like these guys, if they
had the chance, to burn all hiz busziness
papers; including the little notes from hia
debtors, the acknowledgments of debt on
which the achoolboy Bhylock was aceus-
tomed to collect interest. Some of the
debts, perhaps, were doubtful already;
most nlptham would have become mora
or less dubious if the 1.0.TU's had been
destroyed. Moreover, even Fishy's
business brain could not have carried
all the details by memory; his uvsuriona
operations had grown rather extensive
in the Lowar School. It was necessary
for the business men of the Remove
to preserve his business papers from
reckless hands.

Fishy had prised up & loose board
in & corner of the study, end made up
a little stack of books and papers to he
placed in concealment under ib.

There they would be safe till this
storm blew over, and thess guys had
something else to think about.

Unfortunately for Fishy, the ddor
flew open while the floor-board was still
up, and the business papers still in
evidenca.

Half & dozen Remove men collared
himt on all sides, and Fisher T. Fish
roared aod struggled.

“Leggo, vou mugwumps! Hands
off, you pesky scallywagsl!” ha yelled.
“I1 guesa I'll make potato-scrapings
of you! Let up! ¥ou hear me yaup!
Lot upl?

“Collar him "

“Sit ox him|”

“Ha, ha, hal”

Fisher T. Fish was bumped on the
flcor. There he was sat upon. Ha
w:iggtled spasmodically under four o
five Hemovites,

Johnny Bull sat on his chest. Nugent
and Squiff sat on his bony legs. FPeter
Todd lodged om his head. The miser-

able Fishy squirmed, and wriggled,
and yelped.

“ Zocooogh | Gerroff Ooooooa |
Lemme up! Chuck it! Oh, Jerusalem
crickets! Will you guys let up?®
gurgled Fisher T. Fish, “Oh, gerroff

my cabeza |
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“¥ou cap lot him get up!” said Harry
harton laughing. *But hold him!
Don't let him :&E awayl” ‘
Fishy waa allowed to rise, gasping,
to hisr feet. But his arms were
inioned, Johnny Bull on one side,

‘oter Todd on the other, held him

fest.

But Fishy was not thinking for the
moment of escape., He was anxous
sbout his business records.

“If you guys touch them papers—-"
he gagped. t

“Iidten to me, you worm !” said the
caplain of the Remove. "It's got te
Wingate's cars that you've been money-
lending apain in the lower Forms.”

“Blow Wingate!”

“Heo says that I ought to have spotted
you, and stopped you. I admit that he's
right 1 said Wharton. “He gave me
gix for letting it go on.”

“1 wish he'd given you sizly

“Now I'm taking the matter in hand,
In the first place, all these papers are
going to be burned.” ;

“You—you—you all-fired jay—
gasped Fisher T. Fish. * You—jyou
pesky slabsided mugwump—"
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“ Anyhody got a matchi” asked
ry.
HﬁrH-cre ou are!”
Fishor '% Fish made a desperate effort

to break loose, He was not, as a rule, &
fighting man, but he was desperate
now. His strugeles were terrific, and
for some moments Toddy and Johony
Bull had difficulty in helding him.
But Dob Cherry grasped his collar, ana
Nugent and miff took an ear each,
gnd ke was held,

His precious business papers were
piled in the grate, and a match applied
to them., Fisher T. Fish gave a groan
of anguish.

In a few moments those precious
papers were in a fare, Iishy gave 8
howl as Wharton approached the grale
with & large account-book in his hand,
to add to the pile.

“ Lot up, vou jay! That book cost me
two shillings,"”

"He, ha. hat”

Heedless of the bitter pang that shot
through Iishy's transatlantic breast,
Wharton rammed the account-book
down into the fre, and stirred it there
with the poler.

"‘;:l.’u Jerusalem 1 groaned Iisher T,
ish.

F" That’s done,” said the captain of the
Remove. “Now we've gob to deal with
Bhrlock! You've been warned before.
Fish, and vou've asked for it again.”

“The askfulness was tergific,”

“YVou're a disgrace to the Form, and
to the school. You'd be jolly well
sacked if the Head had scen those
papers and that giddy sccount-boox!
Tou know that! And you ought to ve
sacked. ™

"“"Hear, hoar!®

“1 guess—"

"Wingate's left the matter in my
hands. Still, if vou'd rather go before
the prefects, say the word! Or if you'd
rather go before Quelch——"

“0Oh, don't be a pesky all-fired jay!”

ssped  Fisker T, Fish. Evidentle
%‘ishy was not anxious to explain his
business principles and practices to his
Torm master.

“Then it's up to me!” said the cap-
tain of the Remove, “ You're going to
have a Form-ragging, and be sent fo
Coventry for & week”

“] pucss—=" -

“You men line up in the passage.”
satd Harry Wharton, * Every man's
got to kick Fishy as he passes—=—"

% Coad Eg'g'!#

“T guess I won't stir a step!” Looted
Fisher T. Fish, _ ) _

"1 guess you will!” grinned Wharton,
“] kinder gucss and ealeslate and
reckon that I'm going to start you with
my boot. Line up, you men,”

i'lew and more of the Remove had
arrived now. The passage was erowded.
Qutside the door of Study No. 14 was
quife & jam.

Fisher T. Fish stared at them dis-
mally and savagely. Dvery face wore
& grin—but it was determined,
Wharton's sentence was approved
unanimously by the Remove., DEvery
fellow there had had more or less
experience of Fishy'a business methods,
and disliked them accordingly, but
that was not all. This matter of
moneylending had come out before, and
fellows in other Forms had chipped the
Removites about it. The Romovites
had beon wrathy snd indignant, but
they could not get out of the fact that
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OTHERS ARE WINNING
USEFUL PRIZES—WHY NOT
YOU?

The following laughable story
sent in by Tommy Thorpe, of 4,
Bolton Road, W nesﬁejff. Stafls,
carries off one of this week's useful
pocket-knives ¢
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GUITE SIMPLE!

Mr. Winkas {to Mr, Jones) :
 How can 1 get the shape ot
my nosé altersd T

Mr. Jonea: ' Oh, that's
quite Bimple. Just pokes it into
somsasone elos’s buelnens! ™

Get busy with pen and paper
now, chum, and let me have your
effort right away.
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Fishy was a member of the Remove,
and that disgrace had been brought on
the Form. Now IFishy was “at it
again, and thore was not a man in the
Remove who was not anxious to let
Fishy know what he thought of him,

Fellows whoa did not asveo with
Harry Wharton, as & rule, agreed with
him now. Bolsover major, the bully of
the Remove, was guite in accord with
the IMamous Five. Skinner, and Snoop,
and Stott were keen ecnough to kick
Fizshy or anvbody clse who was down
on his luck. In all the numerous erowd
in the Remove passage, thore was not
a dissentiont voice,

The juniors formed up in o ioeg lino
alohg the passage, cvery fellow wateh-
fully reandy for Fishy to pass, every
right foot m an ellitude ol cxpectancy,

Fighor T. Fish showed a natural
reluctance to guit Stady No. 14

SO said Wharton,

Fishy stood in  the doorway. e
looked along the line of expectant faces,
and  shuddered. Innomerable  boots
wore waiting for him, and he was cors
tain to have o wildly excifing limeo

7

before he reached the stairs at ‘the other
end of the passage. Ho was cxiremely
reluctant to got off the mark.

“Srartl” said Wharton.

“I=1 pupsge——*

“This isn't a guessing competition!
Beat 1t1™

“I—1 caleunlate—"

Dilf! llarry Wharton's boot amote,
and Fishy hopped out of the study with
& vell

The fellow nearest kicked promptly,
and Fishy wyelled again. He hesitated
no lonzer, Ile was for it now, and the
sponer he got through, the better 16
was for I'isher Tarleton Fish.

He roced down the Remove possage.
On all sides bools lunged at him and
banged on bim.

0w ! Yarcooogh ! Jerusalem
ericketz!  Oh szcizssors !” howled Fishy,
as he pIungnd desperately on.

Qo it!’

“Giive him jip!”

“ Itere, mive a fellow room!"

“¥arooogh! Who're you kicking, you
ass ¥

“Wow! That is my leg, fathcad!”

“Ha, ha, hat"

Fisher T. Fish raced on. In their
eagorness to get in an extra kick or
two, sonie of the Removites landed in
the wrong place, and Fishy did not
eapture &l the kicks that were intended
for him. Bkinner, indeed, who was o
sy voulh, found an opportunity to
give Dolsover major & hack; and
Dolsover, cnraged by the hack, kicked
out angrily on all sides, amid yells of
protost and anguish.

“tili, INisher T. Fish undoubtedly
hogeed the lion's share., By the time
e reached the Bemove staircaso Fishy
wos fecling az if he had been through
a mangle or under a lorry.

He did not stop on the landing. He
balted down the stairs, yolling. A
roar of lauzhter followed him.

“Ha, ha, fa 1

“"Have some more, Fishy !

A how! floated up the stairease, and
Fisher Tarleton Fish vanished,

“That's done 1t!" chuckled Bob
Cherey. “Bhylock will guess twige
before e moes after his pound of flesh
again I

*“Ha, hka, ha!”

“The rotter’s in Coventey for a
week from to-day,”  said Wharton.
“ Remember that, you men! Nobody's
to speak a word to the worm for a
week M

“I'll jollr well smash anx fellow that

speaks half a syllable to him!" roared
Bolsover major.
“I say, you fellows——"  Billy

Bunter blinked out of Study No. T.

“ Halla, halle, halla! Yoo never had
vour kick, Bonfer! Why didn't wou
join up, fathead ™ asked Bob Cherrey.

“T  say, vou fellows, whoere's
Fishy?"

“Gone from onr gaze like a beautiful

dream ' answered Dob.
“Yell, T want to speok to lum "
“What the thump do you wandt to
spealk to Tishr for, fathoad®”
i “Mell, I rather Lke kim, you
oo,

“Wha-a-at

* Yeou fat chump!™

“Tishv's in Coventry [or a week”
said Harry Wharton.

<O, really. you know—=—"

@ Shuat up,. Bunfer [

“T tell you T'm going to speak to
him—"

“Are veu?” roarcd DBolsover major.
“Well, this is a tip not o speak to
him, see?” And Dolsover caught the
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Owl of the Remove hy the collar,
twirled him round, and landed a boot
on his {ight trousers.

“Whooooop I

Billy Bunter disappeared into Stody
Mo, 7 again, and collapsed in a heap
ihere, roaring.

“Ha, ha, hal*

Billy Bunter's friendship  with
Ficher T. Fish was stacting under
rathor inauspicious circumstances !

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
In Coveniry I

OHNNY BULIL and Sgquilf came
into Study No. 14 a few hours
later, for pre They had the
honour—or otherwise—of sharing

that study with Fisher T. I'ish. Fishy
was there, sitting at the table, and
beginning prep, He wasz not looking
merry or bright. He shifted rather
uncomfortably in his chair. He was
sti]l feeling the effccts of running the
gauntlet in the Remove passage that
afternoon.  He frowned st the two
juniors as they came in, and they
emiled., But they did net speak to
Fishy as they sat down to prep.  They
were never very anzious for his con-
versation; and now he was in Coventry.

Indoed, Fizhy's senfence was more

enthuziastically approved in o
his own study than else- D
where. Joahnny Bull and ¢
Squiff wera likely to have a =
restful week while Fishy was

in Coventry.

Fishy was & great talker. Ile
was ano incessant talker. He
“chewed the rag,” as he would
have deseribed it, in scason and
out of scason.

But extensive as his conversa-
tion was there was little variety
in it. Money was his topic.

It was an unwritten Jaw ab
Greyfriars that {ellows never
talked about money. ‘

But Fishy, so far from heeding such
& prohibitién, could not even under-
stand it, It was the subject of all
others that lay ncarest his heart.

It would have been as casy to stop
Bob Cherry from falking about cricket
as to provent Fishy from talking about
money. ]

Ho jrfa.r as Fishy was concerned, life
began and ended with money. Money
is said to make the mare go; and cer-
tainly it made Fishy's tongue go.

How fellowa could keep off that
delizhtful topic was a mystery to Fisher
T. Fish. : .
His thoughts ran on that subject; his
tongue ran on it; indecd, he almost
breathed money. .

And if Fishy's convorsation ever left
that great topie, he had only one other;
and that was, the vast superiority of
the TUnited Statez over every cother
country in the wide world.

This superiority was founded chiefly
on the fact that therse waa more moncy
there than in sny other country.

Fishy really seemed to think that
fellows liked, or ought to like, having
the inferiority of their own country

pinted out to them. About that
inferigrity Fishy had no doubts.

He never disguised the fact that
England made him tired. Thers was
abeglutely nothing in the poor little
izland that Fishy approved of. In the
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United Stales everything was bigrer
and boltoer.

Fishy liked to enlarge on this sub-
ject; the sound of his own voles was
muzic in his ears; and being the only
fellow at Greyfriars with any horse-
sense, he was willing to enlighten the
others. It never even occurred to him
that he was a portentous bora,

But even Fisher T. Fish, at the
present moment, waa  disinclined for
talk. He had a lot of aches and pains
to cccupy his mind.

It was not till prep was over in Study
No. 14 that Fishy broke silence. He
pushed his books away and rose from
the table, He glanced at the grate,
which was full of the charred remains
of valuable business papers, and gave
a snort.

“1 givess this show makes s fellow
tired 1 said Fish. “¥Yep! I guess it
sure does! Tt pets my goat 1"

. There was noe reply to this ohserva-
tion, and Fishy gave {ia stundy-mates an
angry stare.

“And that pesky letter I was expect-
ing hasn't come!"” he said. “I puess
it's resting somewhers in wyour out-of-
date post office. Why the guys in this
country don’t send for a real live
American to run the show for them
beats me! It surely does beat me to
8 frazzle.”

“Dono ! gaid Squiff, rising from the
table. “Coming down, Bull "

“T'm coming ! said Jnhnnﬁi

“1 guess there's going to be nooz in

2 AMAZING NEW FEATURE!

“The Thrill Club!”

STARTS NEXT WEEK!

Fiftern minutes of condensed thrills wiich

you're bound to enjoy!

that letter, when it comes,” sald Fisher

T. Fish, “Yep! My popper is going
it strong, I can tell you! I guess he’s
getting away with & corner in pork!
Say, you guys know what a corner 131"
Johnny Bull and Squiff grinned, and
moved to the door. [Fisher T, Fish
glared at them. )
Hitherto he had been too occupied
with his aches ard peains to give nuch

thought to the sentence of ™ Coventry.”
MNow it cume back inte his mind.

“Soy, ecan't you epeak?’  he
demanded.

Whether the two juniors could speak
gr. not, they didn’t. They grinned, and
that was =zll,

“Mean to say you're [:eepiug up that
peshy nonsense?” demande Fish.
“Making out that I'm i1n Coventry,
what 7%

No answer.

“Aw go and chop chips!” growled
Fish. “Who wants to speak to a sck
of boneheaded javs? Not this infant!”

“1 say, you fellows”

A fat face and a large pair of
zpectacles appeared in the doorway.
Billy Bunter blinked into the study.

“ Fizhy here?" he asked,

“ Fishy's here, and he’s in Coventry 1"
answered Johony Bull  “Get out,

Bunter.”

“(h, really, Bull—" :

“ (et out, fatty I said Squiff,

“¥You seo, want to speak fo
Fiﬁhf'-"""“

THE MAGNET
“T tell you he’s in Coventry, fats

I _say, Fishy—-"

guess I've nothing to lend yom,
Bunter,” said Fisher T. Fish ongrate-
fully. “I caleulate I ain’t cashing
postal-order for youl ERFEI“

“Why, you beast—" exclaizred
Bunter indignantly.

“Oh, git!” snapped Fishy.

Fisher T. Fish phud not yet realised
what it was like in Coventry, and he
did not foresea that the time might
coma when he would be grateful even
for Bunter's conversation.

“You're talking to Fishy, Bunter "
gaid Johnny Bull,

“Wall, I -:rnlﬁ called him a beast—"

" Mustn't call him a beast when he's
in Coventry.”
“Ow! Leggo!" roared Bunter,
Bang

Bunter’s bullet head tapped on the
study door. Bunter’s rear rang the
Ienlgl:h of the Remove passage,

“"Whooooop 1"

“Now hook it!"

I'-I'BEMt !H

Billy Bunter hooked it. Jolinny Bull
and Squiff followed him down the pas-
sage, and Fich was left alone in Study
No. 14

Tho American junior gave & Ccon-
temptuous sport. If these guys cal-
culated that they were going to get his
goat by refusing to chew the rag, they
could get on with it, That waa Fishy's
vigw, at present.

When his study-mates were gone
Fishy gat down to the table
again, with pem and ink mnd
paper, and busiod himself with
accounts. This occupation, as it
had to do with money, kept
Fisher T. Fish happily engaged
till bed-time. It was npt till
nearly time for dorm that Fichy
left his study.

When he came into the Remove
dormitory with the other fellows,
however, Fichy was in a mood for
talk. e was prepared te fﬂl‘ﬁh
and forgive the rapging. Fi
did net bear malice; not so muc
because he had o forgziving nabure as
beeause it wos not business, Besides
he had to talk. He simply had to tell
somebody how cutely his popper was
cornering pork in Noo Yark.

But the rest of tha Remove acted as if
Fishy was not there. His remarks were
unanswered; the juniors seemed un-
aware of his presence.

1 Fisher T. Fish breathed hard and
cep.
Coventry, after all, wasa not =

leasant place; and this thing was

eginning to get on hig nervea.

Wingate of the Bixth came in to turn
lights out. After he was gone and the
dormitory in darkness, TFishy's voice
was heard again.

“Say, you guys 1

No answer.

“Wharton, you piefaced mugwump,
do you calculate you're going to kcep
up this rot " howled Fish.

Wharton did not state his caleula-
tions. )

“Cherry, you bone-hended jay!"

Bob Cherry was silent.

“ Mugcnt, you all-fired bonechead—"

There was a chuckle from Frank
Nugent, but that was all.

“Q0h, go and chop chips, the whols
caboodle of you!” snorted Fishor T,
Fish. “Who wanta to hear you chew
the rag? 1 don't!”

“T say, Fishy, old chap——" came a
fat squeals,
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There was a roar.
“Shut up, Bunter 1"

"I say, you [ellows, T'm
sﬁqcak to Iishy if I like!™
I"{r Bunter.
“Yop! You gﬁr@ on with i, Bunter,”
id Fisher T. Fish. Already he had
changed his views as fo the value of
Bunter's conversation. “Say, you're &
fat clam, but you've got more hoss-zense
than the whole caboodls of these pesky

gocks 17

Thera was a sound of someone getting
out of bed. The next moment there
was & louder sound, of a bolster
smiting, and a roar of anguish from
William George Bunter.

“Ow! Wow! Stoppit! Yarcooogh "

Wharck, whack, *l.'r'li'm::k!

“There !” enid Bob Cherry, “Is that
enough, Bunter, ar will you have a few
more "

“ Vow-ow-ow-ow-ow-wooop 1"

Bob Cherry went back to bed. Billy
Bunter nddrossed no meore remarks to
Fisher T. Fish. Fishy sat up in bed,
and for soveral minutes told the Remove
what ho thought of them. But there
wag no reply to his observations; and
Fishy put an indigoant head on his
pillow at last, and went to sleep.

going to
protested

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
The Way of the Transgressor |

ILLY BUNTER grinned.
B It was morning break the next
doy: and DBunter, a8 wusual,
blinked in the letter-rack to
sscertain whether, by some miracle, his
long-expected postal-ovder bad arrived.
It hadn't!
But the Owl of the Remove grinned
as he paw Fisher T. Fish anxiously
pcanning the rack.

—

Tishy was puzaled and irritated by
the non-arrivel of his expectod lotter

from MNew York. He was
anxious for news of his popper. is
popper’s last letter had informed him
that the eorner in pork was a practical
cortainty now—a cinch, as Mr. [ish
called it. Fishy was expecting confirma-
tion of that news by every post.

It did not oceur to Fishy that the
cxpocted letter had arrived and had
found a safe resting-place in Billy
Bunter’s pocket, And William George
ill_untﬁr cortainly did not intend to fell
iim 80,

*Gol-darn it!" mubtered TFisher T.
Fish,” “I pguess the sleepy old Post
Office in this sleepy old island is losing
that letter. This country sure doos
make o galoot tived ™™

Bunter blinked cautiously round. The
other fellows had cleared off, and it
wias safe to speak to Fishy.

“ Expecting o letter, old chap " ashed
the {at junior.

“Yep!” snapped Fishy.

“ Anything important #" ssked Bunter
blandly.

“You bot!"

Fizher T. Fish, az a rule, had very
little politeness to waste on DBunter. Ho
had no use for 2 gink who was always
trying to touch a guy for a lean; and
eq far from paying interest on tho loan,
was extremely unlikely to return the
prineipal.

But Bunter had his wses now, IHe
was the only fellow in the Remove who
would answer when PFisher T. Fish
spoke to him.

Sp INishy's

deeply

manner changed from
gnappishness to genislity, Ho had not
beon in Coventry long, but he was
alrendy tired of that cold and in-
hospitable abode. _ .

“] guess therc's going to be big noos

“0Ow! Yarooooooghl
Jerusalem crickets! Oh
sﬁlssﬁrs ! ’;‘ h&w}ﬂad ﬁfﬁ;
as he plunged despera

on, kicks from the Removites

raining on hls person.

in that letter, Bunter,” he said con-
fidontly. “My popper’s cOrnering pork,
I guess he's guttm% busy with it!
Popper's the head of the combine, And
Tl say that if the combine get by with
it, popper won't bo able to count the
dollars ! I guess folks can't live without
ork ! And I guess they'll have to poy
or it when popper's Cornered tho
supply. ¥ep, sir; the combine ara
going to control the whole supply of
pork in the ¥Yew-nited States.” ¥ishy's
eyes glistened, “I'm telling you, bo,
that the popper is going to make
Hockefeller ang Morgan look liko picces
left an the counter! Yep!"

“Fine!"” said Bunter.

Fisher T. Tish looked at him rather
suspiciously.

Heo did not quite understand Dunter.

There were fellows of a chivalrous
disposition, who wounld stand by B
follow who was down. DBut Bunter had
never struck him as being that sort of
fellow,

“@Bplendid " said Bunter.

Fishy's own helief was that it was
splendid. But he was far from expect-
ing any Creyfriars man to sce eye io
eve with him.

LBunter surprised him more
G

“Vour pater must be an awlully
clever chap, Fishy ' said Dunter.

“ You've said 18! apreed Fishy.

“t's—it's magnificent, ain't
sald Dunter.

“I puess so,” ngreed Fisher T. Fish.
#1 onn tell vou that if the popper pulls
it off this infant will be ‘rolling In
dellara?  Yep! If that dog-goned
lotter would oaly come—=— What are
yon grinning at. Bunter®”

“W.w-was L7 Bunter ceased fo
grin, “I say, Fishy, 1 think 1t's rather
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rotten for all the fellows to be down
on you like this! I'm standing by you,
ald chap.”

Fishy gave a grunt. IIe was glad to
hava somebody to speak to, but Billy
Bunter was mot exactly tha fellow he
would have selected, if he had had hLis
chotca. And ho l:]ilf not undorstand.

“Fellows ought to make allowances
for & chap like you,” said Bunter tact-
fully. *“*"Fain’t as if you had been
brought up properly, is it, old fellow?’

LE] ii‘lj

“I mean, you can’t he expocted
to see things as we do,”’ explained
Eunter. " Being an American, you
can't help being after money, and all
thet."

“ Look hero——"

“¥ou ean't help being mean, and
etingy, &mnd so on,” said Bunter.
“¥allows ought to make allowances.
I make allowances for vou, Fishy.
“You sea, I quite understand that you
can't help it.”

“¥ou fat clam!™

“0Oh, really, Fishy—"

“Oh, go and chop chipal”

Figher T. Rish seemed to have had
enough of Buner's conversation, though
it wns tho only conversation available,

He sniffed, and walked out into the
guad.

Bunter blinked after him.

“Checky ead!™ he murmured. “ Un-
grateful beast! YWonder what he's got
his back vp for now?”

Fisher T Fish stalked infto the quad
with a gloomy brow. IHe came on the
Famous Five, and they turned aside to
let him pass, and Fishy scowled after
thern. He came on Skinner and Snoop
and Stott, and stopped to speak. They
grioned at him. Bkinner & Co. were
not very scrupulous fellows themselves,
so perhaps Fishy hoped that they would
adopt a less severe attitude than the
other fellows. But Bkinmer & Co., if
they were not shocked at Fishy, at
least had mno intention of helping a
lame dog over a stile; that was not
their way at all. . i

#Bay, you guys ain’t keeping this up,
aTa gu'-!” aagidTFiahe:r T. Fizh, almost
pleadingly. e s

“Nice morning, ain't it, Snoopeyi”
eaid Skinner.

“Fine ™ eaid Snoop.

“] guess I was speakivg fo  you,
Skinner 1™

"Good for the cricket, if this keeps
apl"" said Skinner,

“y g 1

Skinner & Co. strolled away, without
having taken any cognisance of Fishy's
existence.

The hapless business man of the Re-
maoved breathed hard and decp.

He was feeling the offects
Coventry severely now, .

Quite a large nmount of converzation
wag, by thiz time, bottled up in Fisher
Tarleton Fish, and he began to feel
that he must either talk or burst.

He walked away, with a moody brow

of

and a restless eye, aneking & victim.
He caught sight of Lord Mauleverer,
and bore down on him.  Mauly was

the most good-natored fellow in the
gchool, and he hated hurting a fellow’s
feelinge; he would not have hurt the
feelinga of a rentile if he could have
helped 1t e looked very uncombort-
able as Pishy bore down on him.
“Say. Mauly!"” said Fisher T. Fizh

hopefulle.  “You ain't in this, are
vou, ofld chap?®

“Yaas”

“Wow, Jook here, Maul ”

“You eee, you're such a rank out-
sider, old bean!” said Mauleverer,

Tae Magner Lieriry.—INo. 1,161,
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“You are the horrid limit, you know.
Do po away!l”

111 EUZEE LR

"I really can't talk to you, wyou
know,”” said Lord Maunleverer, " You're
i Coventry, you know, Do buzz off 1V

“"Wou ain't the galoot to take your
orders from Wharton, old chap,” urged
Fisher T. Fizh, " You ain't taking any
notice of ul,hut- gink."”

“You ain't down on me now, are you,
Mauly '

“Yaas."

“Look here, you pesky jay—"

Squiff of the Remove came up. He

id not speak, He took Fisher T. Fish
by the collar and twirled him away
from Lord Mauleverer,

“Leggo!”' roared Fish. "By the
great %mrlmd toad, I guess I'll make
potato-scrapinga of youw, you pesky
geck |”

Tho Aunstralign junior, with & swing
of his powerful arm, sat Fishy down
in the quad. He landed there with a
bump and a howl. Squif took Lord
Mauleverer's arm and walked him off.

Fisher T. Fish rose sorrowfully to
his feet. He drifted dismally round
the quadrangle. This was getting
awiul. IHe came on Hazeldeno of the
Remove under the elms, and steopped.
Only the day before Hazel had been
trying to borrow money of him. Hazel
was rather too doubtiul a eustomer for
& business man like Fishy, and Fishy
had requested him to “forget it,”" DBut
circametances alter cages. Fishy was in
the dreary shadeas of Coventry now,
and he woulkl have becn glad for a
feilow to speak to him, if only to ask
him for a little loan.

“TLook here, Hazel, T hava heen
thinking about what wvou asked me
vesterdavy,”” snid Fisher 'T. Fizh cheerily,

Hazel looked at him, turned his back,
and walked away.

“You pesky jay I howled Fish.

Hazel ugﬁed, and walked on.

“0Dh, Jernsalem crickets!™ groaned
Fisher T. Fish. “Thia surc is getbing
my goat! Oh deari”

“I say, old chapl™

Bunter relled up.

Tt was a case of any port in a storm.
Bunier  was  better than  nobody.
Fishy contrived to twist his thin, sharp
features into o geminl grin,

But it waa not to bel

Bolsover major appeared in the
offing.

He did not speak to Fishy; por, for
that matter, to Bunter. He let out

a large bhoot.

There was a howl from Dunter, and
he fled.

“Look here, Bolsover, you pie-faced
gink ! ronred Fisher T. Fish.

Baolzover walked away. )

Fisher T. Fish drifted off agamn,
alone and silent, his conversation still
bottled np within him.

Coventry had lasted an evening and
a morning; to Fishy it scemed already
to have lasted cénturies.

How was he going to live through
dav after dav, without talking? Ob-
viously it was impossible.

He must talk or burst.

When the bell rang for third schosl,
Fisher 1. Fish almost Limped to the
Form-room with the other fellows.

e was glad even when Mr. Quelch
addressed him in class! There was no
other voica to address him.

Undoubtedly it got Fishy's goat! Ik
was more than a guy could stand.
Even the knowledge that lis popper
was comering pork in Neo Yark failed
to comfort him now.

SATURDAY

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Great !

(1 I8
F Wingato of tho Sixth called
to Fishy some time after

dinper,

It wasz a hali-holiday that afternoon,

Harry Wharton & Co.,, and the
cricketers of the Remove, were playin
the Fourth Form on Little Side, an
had forgotien all about the existence of
Fisher I, Fizh, L

Other fellows were watching the

ame; others had gone out of gates.

ut fjlmn with whom Fisher T. Fish
cams 1n contack were as standofish za
aver. -

Only Bunter had spoken to him since
morning school; and twice had Bunter
been kicked by Remove fellows for
doing so.

Bunter's ptiitude In the matter was
surprising—as much to Fizhy as to the
other fellows.

Bunter a8 champion of the oppressed
was rather a new Bunter. He had
never liked Fishy—TFishy had never
liked him. Neither, in faci, was he a
very likeable fellow,

Yet DBurnter, alone in the Remove,
was standing by Fishy—risking per-
petual kickings by deiying the order of

the Form,

Questioned on the subject, Bunter
announced that Fishy was hia pal, and
that he wazn't the man to let & pal
down, y 3

This was extraordinary, for Tishy
was not his pal; and, in sddition,
Bunter was just the man to let him
down if he had been.

The line taken by Buonter would havae
puzzled the Removites vory much had
they tried to think out the problem.
Instead of that, however, ihey con-
tented themselves with ki:‘:i:'ing Bunter
whenever ho wos seen in talk with the
barred jumier.

Heedless of kickings, Bunter stuck to
his guns. He wasz going to be friendly
with IFishy: ho was guinE to stand by
& pal who was down on his luck.

The astonished Fishy wondered what
his game was,

Zome fellows, In Fishy’s position,
wounld have supposed that it was o case
of hitherto unsuspected friendship, of
loyal devotion. But Fishy was not
given to suppositions of that sort. He
only wondeored what Dunter’zs game
waz, and what axe he had to gring

Still, he was glad that Banter was
taking this hine. By this time Fishy had
to talk or sercam.

To Fishy's ears the music of the
gpherez was ns moonlight unto sunlight,
as water unto wine, compared with the
music of hiz own voice. He simply had
to talk! So the devoted Bunfer was a
friond in noed.

Onea more Bunter had been kicked,
and had given it up for a time; and
Fichy was mooching dismally near the
drnor of the House when Wingate of the
ixth came ont and called to him.

Fishy was glad to be spoken to, even
by a prefect. but he regarded Wingate
very uneasily,. He wondered whether
the Greyiriars captain had noticed what
waz going on in the Remove and divined
the cause,

“Yop ! he answered,

“QJueleh wants you"

U0 Jerusalem 1 said Fishy.
what does he want 1"

“You!” said Wingate, and he walked
.
Fisher T Tish went into the House
very slowly, If his Form master bad
heard of the moneylending—

(Continued on page 12.)
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ROLLING IN DOLLARS!

(Continued fram page 10.}

It logked like it, Otherwise, why
should Mr. Quelch send for him on a
hall-heliday? With a dismel face, the
business-man of the Remove took his
slow and reluctant way to the Hemove
master’s stucl.’g‘

He knocked and entered.

Mr. Quelch was writing at his tabls,
and he mada Fishy a EEFII to walk.
Fishy waited. He vas rclieved to see
that Quelch was not looking “‘mad.”
Possibly it was not a row, after all,

The Form master inished writing, faid

e

ﬂqx}-‘ln hiz pen, and glanced at Fisher T,
Fish,
“Ah! Um!” said Mr., Quelch, "I

have sent for you, Fish; there is & letter
for yo !

Fishy stared. If there was & letter for
him, he did not iee why it should not
be placed in the rack as usual,

“A registered leiter,” added Mr.
Quelch.

“Oh 1 said Fish.

His eyes brightened. A registered
letter could hardly mean anything but
a remittance. Nobody was likely to send
him & remittanee but his father—and
only his father if the “corner ™ was in
the full tide of success. I this meant
that the Great Fish Combine had sue-
ceeded 1nt cornaring pork— ;

“I have signed for the letter,” said
Mr. Quelch, I have sent for you to—
ah—um—hand it te vou, Fish." i

“From Noo Yark, sir?” asked Fish
cagerly

Mr. Quelch frowned.

“1 should prefer to hear you pronounca
the name of that city as it is spelt,
Fish,” he remarked.

“Yep,'* said Fishy. "8o I did, sir.”

Mr. Quelch let that point pass. In-
struction in pronunciation had as much
eifect on Fishy as water on a duck,

“Well, here 13 the ietter,”” said Mr.
Quelch, *“It is not from New York;
but, app-nrant.'fj, from London. You may
take 1t, Fish. T have repoived a note
from your father, informing me that he
has instructed hia sgent in London fe
send you & remittance. So you may tako
the letter.” .

“Thank vou, sir!"” said Fish cagerly.

Ha almost grabbed the letter.

Mr. Queleh made him a sign to go,
and he went gladly. He was feverishly
anxious to gee inside that letter.

It was ona of Mr. Queleh’s dulies as
Form master to see that ponercus and
injndicions relatives did not send the
boys larger sums than were for their
good. This had zometimes rather
worried Lord Mauleverer and Vernon-
Smith.

But he did not consider i1t nemssnrs
to examine Fishy's remittance. IHe ha
met the elder Fish, and ho knew how
very improbable it was that a remittance
from Hiram K. would err on the eide of
generosity.

Mr. Queleh, of eourse, knew nothing
about the corner in nork. Probably he
did not even kpnow what a corner
was; and, m the innoconce of his heart,
he would probably hove supposzed, had
he heard of such things, that cornerers
of foodstuffs were =cnt fo prison.

So it did not ocour ta Mr. Quelch
that, {for the first time In history, Hiram
i. Fish had erred on the side of
liberality—and to an amazing extent.

He dismissed the matter from  his
mnd.

Fisher T. Fish fairly scooted daown
Masters' rFaasag-u; he seudded into the
auad, and there Le cpened the letter.

His eves were dancing ; his thin fingers
trembled with eagerness. He was [eel-
ine =ure of the corner now.
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There weas a letter enfolding a siip of
paper, which was partly printed and
partly written. Fisher T. Fish gazed at
it as he unk ib.

He ezught his breath.

It was a draft on the Courtfield Bank
for two hundred iﬁundm
F'"}?h' groat snakez "' gasped Fisher T.

ish.

He could scarcely believe his eyes,

A thonsand dollars!  Evidently the
eorner had come off! Only & wonderfu]
and amazing rush of good fortune could
have induced Hiram K. Fizh to part
with money to this -une,

“0Oh Jerusalem ("

The letter with the draft stated that
thoe London agent was forwarding a
draft for the =im cf £200 (two hundred
Enunda}, on the insteuctions of Mr,
. K. Fish, acknowledgment of which
in due coursa would chblige.

Fisher T. Fish did not give the letter
more than a hasty glance. His attention
was fixed on the draft.

Two hundred pounda!

“Oh, wake snakes and walk chalks ™
trilled Fisher 1. Fish. * 0Qh, this is the
?Ie?_'hant's hind leg, this is! This sure
is the grasshopper’s whiskers ¥

Skinner & Co., loafing under the elms,
stared across at Fishy, wondering what
was the matter with him.

Fizshy walked aeross to them, and
Bourished the deaft wunder Harold
Skinner's nose.

" Look F? he grinned.

Shinner looked—and almest fell down,

“I—I—I say, is that genumne?®’ ne
gasped.

“Is it?* chackled PFishy, “¥Yep! I
rather reckon it is! ¥Yep! 1 guess it is

the goods! Oh, just & few I

“Two hundred pounds!™ stuttered
Snoop.

“Bure 1™

“How the thump—" e¢jacplated
Stott.

“1 puess my popper's cornered the

stuff I'" chuckled Fisher T. Fish. “ Yep,
sir | uess there are some guys sittin
up and squealing in the Yew-nite
States jest now! You hear me vaup!
Oh, this sure 13 the bee’s kneg I

Fisher T. Fish walked off. He had
forgotten Coventry. What did Coventry
matter now? Fisher T. Fish wanted 1o
walk down to Courtficid before the bank
closed and ecash that draft. [Te wanted
to feel the rustling banknotes in  hia
bony fingers.

Skinner & Co. looked at one another.

“Two hundred pounds!” said Snoop

I‘a.inﬂl:.r.
“0ld Man Fish must have hrought off
a fearful swindle to be able fto chuck
money about like that!” remarked
Stott.

Skinner frowned,

“That's not the way to talk of Fishy's
pater, Stott 1™

“Eh? ejaculated Stott.

“Tishy's pater 13 o big financial man,
and, I believe, a vory prominent citizen
in hiz own eouniry,” sald Skinner,
“The least a fellow can do iz to speak
af him with decent respect.”

Stott gazed at Blkinner, open-mouthed,
His brain worked more slowly than
Skinnar's.

“The fact 72, T tinnk the fellows have

heen rather rough on Tishy," said
Skinner, *I never quite approved of
it___l]‘

“Why, you cubt nim dead only this
morning——"
i Dll.'dr;,r up, Stoth " said Sooop, who
was ?HH:izer to pereeive Skinner's drift,
“1f Tishy is rolling in money the
matE:‘:r"s different. I thought it was all

a4,

“ That's rother a 1otten way of putting
it, Bnoopey,” said Ekinner reprovingly,

THE MAGNET

"I hepe I shall never give a thought
to a fellow’s money 1"

“Oh)’ ajseulated Stott, getting hold
%f?;t at last, &3 it were. “"That's it, is
i

“Certainly not I" said Skinner, “But
my opinion s that the fellows have been
rather rough on Fishy; and I've thought
so all along, oniy 1 didn't care to say
=0 Agatust all the Form. 1 think the
time has como to speak out.'

:;Em':r Iishy's got two hundred pounds
and——-"

::I'Jc-, you silly ass!” roared Skinnpoer,

Oh, shut up, Stott!” said Snoop.
“You always were rather a fool
Fishy's not a bad sort, really.”

"I've always thought him & prett
decent chap,” said Skinner, “and I'll
say 80 belore anybody, I'm jolly well
going to chuck this Coventry nonsense,
o0, Wharton's not going to bully me
inte harring a fellow I've always
hiked [

" No fear! agreed Snoop.

“Well, that’s all very well,” said
Stott,  “But Fishy's horribly mean,
you know. How do you kumow he wilj
whack it outi”

“Bhut up, you dummy!* spepped
Ekt%r.r:er.

“Yes, do shub up, Stott 1" said Snoop.
“¥ou can’t open your mouth without
saying something fatheaded |

“I think Fishy's been hardly used,”
S!;'ud Skinner, “and, thinking so, I hope
I'm man enough to say so, snd dash
the consequences. And I'm jolly well
%ng to speak to him now, and chance
1

And Skinner cut across after Fisher
T, Fish, and Snoop followed him, and
Stott followed HAnoop.

Hitherto, only Billy Bunter had
realised that Fiasl"ry, in irpi:a of appear-
ances, was really a very fine fellow.
Now thoe zame enlightenment had come
to Skinner & Co. Probably thore
would be more to follow when they
learned of those twa hundred exesllent
reasons for liking Fisher T, Fizh,

L]

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.,
Fishy Finds Friends !

g INGER-POP!™ s2aid Bob
Cherry.
“The ginger-popfulness is

the proper caper!” agreed
Iurree Jamset Ram Eing!t-; B

“(ood egg ! said Frank Nugent.

The three were out, and Harry
'ﬁfhari_a:m and Johnny Bull were at the
wickets, Temple, Dabney & Co. of the
Fourth wera in the ficld, It was a
warm  afternoon, and after a hefty
innings ginger-pep at  the tuckshop
geemed, a3 Hurree Singh said, the
proper caper.

S0 the thres juniors walked away to
Mrs. Mimble’s little shop behind the
elms. The sound of a ial voica greeted
them as they entered.

“1 eay, Fishy, old chap! I men-
tioned to you that I was expecting a
postal-order. T think—"

“1 guess you did, DBunter.
mention it any more."”

::(I'lh, really, Fiahjh n _
EUaF: ¥Oou fan nave a gingor-
{atly, and put it down to mf!”g i
“Ialle, hallo, hallo' roared DBob

Cherry, as he tramped in.

There were only Fisher T. Fish and
Dunter in the shop at the moment.
Both were busy with ginger-bocr,

Ficher 1. Fizsh scldom spent money
at the tuckshop—or anywh re else, for
that matter. He bhalted spending
money, aven on himseif. The idea of
spending it on avybody clse made him
ehuddar.

Don't
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Evidently some sort
of & change had come
over Fishy now,

He was indulging
in unusual extrava-

ance. Not only had

a stood himself =
stone ginger, but
thers was a plate of
Mrs, Mimble's beast
tarts before him.
And he was standing
treat to Bunter!

“Gipger for three,
Mrs Mimble,

leasa " said Bob
rry, and then he
turne to  DBunter.
“You Tt'at. bounder,
u__ ¥

:ﬂl}h’,‘ really, Cherry,

“You're talking to
Fishy, and you know
be's in Coventry for
the week! Where
will you have it?"

* Look harﬁr{ 1 I'm

L to talk to a
?:IEIE I like!" snid

untor defantly.
HT'm  eticki to
Fishy 11T like Fishy!
I admire him! I've
always liked him, and
slways admired him,
Xou shut up "

“Have some tarts,
old fat bean,” said
Fisher T, Fish hospit-
ably.

“Thanks, I will,
old chap !I*

“Fishy standing
treat ! said FErank
Nugent, in wonder. “HSome ass said
the ape of miracles was past!”

“Aw, can it]" said Fisher T. Fish.

“Yes, you shu: up Nugent,” said
Bunter, with hizs mouth full of tart.
“Fishy's my ga!—--a.nd as good o pal as
a fellow could want!”

%“(h, my hat!” said Bob.

“Fishy's in Coveniry, yoa fat frog,
and you're going to be kicked I said
Nugent. era you arp!”

“Yaroooh! Groooogh! Ooooooch !™
gurgled Bunter, as & considerable
guantity of jam tart went down the
WIORE WAY.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Owi Ocooogh! Wooooooh I

Threo fellows came into the tuckshop
together.  Skinner came over to the

up by the ecounter, and Snocp and
g;:tl: followed him.

“YVeu'd better chuck that, Nugent!"
said Skinner.

“Eh, what?"”

“] don't see that Buntor ourht to be
bullied.” snid Skinner.

* Wha-a-at¥”

“Yes, let him alone ! s2aid Snoop.
“If Bunter chooses to speak fo o
fricnd, it's no bizney of yours!”

“Rotten shame, I call it 1 said Stott,
whose slow brain had now assimilated
the new state of affairn.  “Beasily
bullying ! Let the chap alone!”

WNugent stared at them blankly.

i ghat do you mean?” he demanded.
“Yon know that worm Fish i3 in
Coventry, and any fellow spealung to
him is to be kicked ™

“ Groooooogh I .

“That'a all very well,” said Bkinner.
“Rut I think it's gone too far! Whar-
ton's not going to dictate to me!

“Neor to me!” sajig Sidney James
8hoop.  “Who s Wharton after all?
Wharton can go and eat coke, and so
can you fellows!”

’
s h

“1 can iﬂui well tell you that I'm
going to speak to Fishy, if 1 choose”
said Skinner, “and you can tell Whar-
ton to put that in his pipe aod smoke
]-t’-'?

“You'll be jolly well kicked, if you
do 1* said Bob Cherry.

“The kickfulness will be terrific, my
esteemed SBkinner!™

“If there's any bullying, I shall
appeal to a prefect!” eaid BSkinner.
“T'm fed-up with you fallows trying to
run the Remove!”

“It's too thiek ! agresd Bnoop.

“Why, you agreed with the rost!
You were as koen on it az anybody !
exclaimed Bob. *What the thump do
you mean Y

Skinner coughed. As a matter of
fact, he had taken up the Coveniry
more keenly than most of the fellows,
simply from an amiable propensity to
ive & fellow a kick wheo he was
OWIL His sudden change of front
reelly came a little awkwardly.

"Well, Wharton bein cn%tain of the
Form. and =0 on, & feﬁﬂ;.v ad to play
vp,* said Skinper. “Im sure Fish
himsclf will understand that, and bLear
no malics.” _

“Sara !l said Figher T. Tish
grin. .

Fishy was by no means blind to the
cause of this sudden change in tho
attitude of Skinmer & Co. But he saw
hiz way out of Coventry now. -

“"Tut, so far as I'm concerned, 1t's
at an end!” said Skinner

“Zame here!” said Bnoos,

“Yes, rather!" a%recd Stolt

“Going down to Courtficld this alter-
noon, Fishy " asked Skinner. e bad
noted that the Courticld Bank was

with o

mentioned on  tho drafl% Fishy had
flourished under his nose.
£E YE ‘N‘

BB ]

“Like o fellow to come.
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“ Look 1* grinned Fishy, flomrishing the draft under Harold Skinner's mose “1-—1I say, is
& " " that ge%mine ? ** gasped Skinner.

“ Sure [ . ;

“1 say, wou fellowg— Billy
DBunter looked rather alarmed., Heo
had marked out the heir oi the corner
}-ﬁ rk for hilinaelf. I say, look herel
“ishy's my — .

“We're anuFiuh 's pals, I hope,” said
Skinner, “and this 12 the time for
Fishy's friends to rally round him,
when a lot of rotters are down on him
for mothing—practically nothing !

“Well, my only summer bonnetl!”
ajaculated %ob Cherry, staring et
Skinner & Co. in astonishment.

Bunter's attitude had been perplex-
ing. Wow three moro fellow  were
taking up the same attitude. It really
was puzzling.  Good-natured fellows,
like Lord Mauloverer, o Redwing, or
Linley, or the Famouz Five them-
selves, might have relented towards
the wretched Fishy. But Skinner &
Co. wera not good-natured. They were
the last follows at Greviriars to stand
by & man whao was unpopular. IL
renlly wna rmysterions.

“Look here!  What's thi: game?”
demanded Nugent. “Has Fishy como
into & fortune, or whati" :

«] treat that sugmestion with the
contempt it deserves.” raid Bkinner
loftils.  “I'm standing by Tishy be-
canse 1 won't sce & follow persecuted.
I¢ T like o chap, T'm not afraid to say
go!”

woure!” said Fichor T Fish, “Ilave
g ginger-pop. Skinner 1

“1 don’t mind, old
Skinner. =

TWell,” said Dob Cheryy F:.'ic_n:.'ig.r., ‘I
den’t eatel on to this! Tat Fish 1s in
Coventry by order of the Form, and
Fishy's staying in Coventry, and any
fellow who jaws to him is go'ng to bo
jolly well kiclkeod

(Continued on page 16.)
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1 UN like ye wind, lads!"
“What-ho 1"
The first remark proceeded

*from Launcelot de Broke of ve
Renmiove at Grey Friars: wye segond
proceeded from his palles, Thomas
Malypensa and Fatty Bacon. And
meariwhile both Lauuncclot and his
merrie lads proceeded across a feld
liké one o'clock.

The resson for their hurry was not
hard to find. Chargin

distance of no maore than an ell was =
madde bull.

right royel rage, and seemed bent on

giving our palles what for. On ye
nthhar hand Launcelot de Broke & Co..
who

; h:-ﬁ coina out on & peacelul pic-
nie, had mpo intention of being given
what fpr, BSo they ran like ye merrie
d‘l%‘lm!& _I

ey wera hampered by their large
tuck-basket containing dougheakes, Swisa
rolls, and what not, whereon they hoped
later on to feast. But our medieval
heroes were Bect of foot, despite their
weighty burden, and ye madde bull had
all his work <ut out to keep up with
them,

“Through ye giddy hedge!™
Launcelot,

Crash !

Three flying figures hurtled through a
narrow gap in the hedge, to land in the
meadow beyond. With them crashed
¥o precious tuck-basket.

“Goode epp, lade!” chortled Fatty
Bacon. * Methinks we're through now,
and yon madde bull ia what ye might
call well dished I

“And now for & feed !” said Thomas
Malypense, * the basket and
spread the cloth, Fatty ™

“Bet your doublet and hose T will I¥
grinned Fatiy., And he got busy then
and there.

It was an ideal day for ye pienia
T!}E sun shone merrily o'erhead, httle
birds twittered in ye trees and ye
greene grass grew all around, Ye world
seemed quiet and peaceful, but for the
fearsome vells and shrieks and the elash
of arms from 8ir Siilton Popper's castle
near by, where a tourney was in pro-
gress. And trifles like tourneys didn't
wort'y Da Broke & Co. of ve Remove !

Fatty Bacon spread out & snow-white
cloth on ye grass, and then opened ye
basket snd started turning out dough-
ecales, currant buns, lemon cheess tarts,
and tins of sardines, his fat face beam-
ing like a full moon the while,

hen he‘had lnished the three palles
sat down to enjoy themselves, But
scarce had they bitten into their first
doughcake before thers came a rustling
in y& grass behind them, and three sour-
visagped wighta hove in sieht.

“Bir Stilton Popper’s henchmen
exclaimed Thomas Malypense.

And Malypenss was right, As the
varlets drew nigh the Grey Friars
scholara couid aee the badges they wore,
whoreon were stamped the picture of a
unicorn standing on  its head and

Tre Magwer LisinY.—No, 1,161,

panted

EIJ‘

Master Bull was in ve |

HERE'S ANOTHER OF DICK PENFOLD'S YARNS

after them at o Yk

Launcelot de Broke and his merry chums are lads of
metile and spirit who fear naught—not even a fierce-faced
knave armed with a battle-axe and breathing fire and
slaughter !

Bir Stilton’s men
passed dubiously.
“What's ye little
game, numskulls i
Emwf&d the leador
of the three.
“Breaking your
pates if ye
adyanece an
farther |“answer
Leuncelot awestly,
*“Of course ye're
weloome—"
“Welcome 23 ye
flowers in_May I
rinned TFatty

.
“But, all the
same, if ve come
any farther, we
shall feel it our

making & long nose at & lion, this heing
the arma of Sir Stilton Popper, the lor
of the maner.

Sir Stilton  Popper’s  henchmen

advanced with drawn swords, pulling

faces at our heroes as they did so.

“Ho, varlets! What's ye big idea,
trespassing on Bir Stiltoen’s land 1
roared one of ye henchmen.

“Wea're just having ye liitle picmig,
thanks,” responded Louncelot de Broke
cheerfully.  *Canst lend uwa thy tin-
opener to get at these sardines?™

“Ha, ha, ha ¥

The three sour-visagod wights scowled
and gnashed their teeth with rage at
our palles’ merrie laughter.

“ s bodiking and malapert] Fe'll
all be laughing the other side of your
faces when ye're lying chained in our
master’s dungeon!” roared one of the
knaves, “Comerlong of us, ye sasucy
varlets I

“ Not likely ¥

“Not today, baker!” grinned Faity
Bacon.

“Hg, ha, hal®

The three henchinen stepped forth
threateningly. Instantly our three
horoes rose to meet them, Launcelot de
Brohke picked up his long staff. Thomas
Malypense lifted a dougheake, and
Fatty Bacon balanced a bottle of
ginger-pop rather thoughtfuily.

bounden duty to do it! Coming?”

“ Not oit those terms, thank ye all the
saine ! replied the Jeader sarcastically.
“But we‘ii} return to our master, Bir
Stilton, and report this; and if he
doezn’t pive ye what for and then some
then my name's not Walt Wotwilt!
Come on, boys!™

And Sir Stilton's henchmen turned on
their heels and strode away.

Launcelot de Broke & Co., laughing
merrily, sat down again and resumed
their interrupted feast. The thought of
what would happen when the fery-
tempered Sir Stilton Popper got to
know of their presence troubled them
not o whit, for they were lads of mettle
and spirit who feared naught.

All the same, they might have been
excused for feelingr a Jittle nervous
when 2ir Stilten himzelf bounced into
view & few minutes later. Ye cheerv
baronet was purple with rage, and
fuirly foamed at ye mouth as he
advanced on  them, brandizshing his
sword,

“ What—what—what ye thuinp do ye
think ve're playing at, trespassing on
mny privy domain, ye scholarly scum?”
ha :pelleg.

“Koep thy woel on
replied Launcelot caim!;_r.
rate thou'll burst in &

___.-T::;%h 1."'\-..\“\-\.--‘

Wi SRR ¥

old bean)™
“At this
minuke, and
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think what a nasty mess that would
make 1"

**Ha, ha, "hal”

“You—you—— Why, T'll slaughter
se! I'll put ye to jorture in my dun-
geon and eend ye home to your
mothers in little pieces!” hooted the
fiery baronet. *“Trespass on my lands,
forzooth ! I’ll--I'll— Oh, my giddy
aunt |

To the great surprise of our palles,
Bir Btilton seemed to go quiet, all of a
sudden. His face changed frum'pun:rhz:
to pink, then to greene, then white. He
lowered his sword, and his jaw dropped.

“What's the matter, S8ir Stiltoni™
asked Fatity Bacon.

Sir Stilton groaned.

“Matter? Oh lor' I've just spied in
the distance o varlet I don't want to'see
just npow. It's ye villainous fax-
collector—and 1 aven't paid my
income-tax for tho last five yearal”

" Creat pip 1™

“If the wight apots me, it's all U.P. I
pgroaned the baronet, his fat knees be-
ginning to knock together. " He'll take
me to yo Tower, and I shall be hung,
drawn, and guartered, and boiled in o1l
all at the samé time'l
Woe i3 me 1 _

“Half a giﬁy. Sir
3 IEt-iItun If’t" pai La.unpal;

o, atter a guie

€ pglance over his
oulder at ye distant
ﬁfu:u of yo tex-
collector, "Wa may
s bﬂ' ﬂ-blﬂ' to hid'ﬂ t-hiﬂﬂ,
if thou'lt remain quict.
¢ if thou'ls i :

What about spreading
# thyself out under our

turglaulﬂth ™

A gleam of hope
came into ye baronet's
eyes,

“By my halidom]|
That's a brain
wheeze!” he said

#Lift it up, lads, and
T'll get under. And
mind you don't breathe
a word that you've
geen me ™

T

M

31 * phrieked ye tax-collector, as he
iring gracefully through the alr,

“We won't!” promised Launcelob.

The three Grey Friars scholars, quite
entering into ihe joke, Jifted up their
snow-white cloth and all the good thin
set out thereon, ang Sir Stilton, breath-
ing hard, erawled underneath. .

When they set the cloth upon his
ample form, ye pienic presented o
somewhat bumpy appearence; but that
didn't maiter mich, and they sat down
and resumed their feast with great
rejolcing.

Two minutes later a fierce-faced knave
tramped upon the scene, breathing fire
and slaughter.

“Hallo, knaves!” he bellowed.
“Have ve seen Sir Stilton Popper here-

aboutsi”
L of surprise,

“Va pods and little fishes!"
asked Launcelot, * What is it 1"

“Can't be human!” declared Maly-
pense, shaking his pate. “Leook at its
jaca !*

“Js it & face, then?®"

Yo tax-collector flushed.

“ Silonee, saucy wights!  Answer me
this question, or I'll break vour skulls!
Have ye scen Sir Stilton Popper here
abouts 17 ;

“Ts that 2 conundrum 7"’ asked Fatty
Bacon reflectively.

“Ha, ha, ha " )

Ye tax-collector fAushed again, and
hiz hand strayed towards the battle-
axe that hunp from his side.

“0ds bodikine! I'll cleave ye ail to

1I.

AUNCELOT DE BROEE & CO.
looked up with pretended starts

thy respective chines if I have any
more lip!" he growled. * Where's Sir
Stilton 1

Launcelot, smiling, looked towards ye
field where ye madde bull was wandcr-
ing about. . _

Come to think of it, we did s8¢
gomething moving about in yon field,
he said. ** A fat-locking thing, with red
ayes and & fery temper—-"

“That’s Sir Stilton!"” shouted ye tax-
collector. " Over in yon field, ye said?"

“Ay! Hasten, or thou'lt miss him."

“ Oh, my hat!”

“Ha, ha ha "

Qur three palles ware almost doubled
up with laughter as they watched ye
tax-colloctor imnocently turn on his heel
and make for ye field st ye double.
Launcelot badn't told a lie about 1t,
for thero certainly was a fat-looking
thing with red eyes and o fiery temper
wangering about in ye field. If ve tax-
collector chose te think that it was Sir
Stilton Popper instead of a madde bull
—avall, that was his funerall

Launcelot de DBroke end his palles
jumped to their feet again and rushed
to ye gap in yeo hedge to watch e
fun. Socon afterwards, the real Sir
Qtilton crawled from under the tahle-
eloth and joined them, .

“idet rid of him, lads?' e
whispered. . .

“That wa did, Biz Stikom!’ Look
through ye hedge and ye may see some-
thing that will do thy eyes goo-d!

Sir Siilton looked.

An instant lator there was a wild yell
fzom ye middlo of ve feld.

“Warocnpoop!  What  go  moerrie
dickons——  Whoooop 1™

Then eame a deep bellow and &
thundering of bovine hoofs. Ye muadde

bull had spotted ye unfortunmate taz-
catlector and was making for him with
all speed !

The cheery spectators then saw some-
thing ratbor special in the way af quiclk
motion. Ye taz-collector looked over
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his shoulder and gave one brief glance
at what was coming towarde him,

That glance was evidently sufficiens
to satisfy him that the newcomaer was
not Sir Stilton Popper. With a howl
ye unhappy tax-gatherer broke into a
rumn,

“Go it, ve cripples!” yelled Maly-
pense.

"Hﬂ., hﬂr, ha 1"

“Whooop ! Eeeplmoff! Grooogh!™
came a fiendish yell from ye perspiriog
ta%l:ﬂllgc;;;r, o 1

ir Stilton pper, watchin
hehind ve hedge, was fairly ﬁn
with delight.

*“He's making for ye strcam, lads!
Even if he escapes ye bull he'll get &
bath I"

“But ha won't escape that bull this
afternoon, methinks ! chuckled Faity
Bacon.

And Fatty was right. About five
ells from ya stroam, 3o madde beast
caught up yo wretched fugitive. With
a fearsome roar he lowered his head
and charged.

“Yow.ooooop ! shrioked ve tax col-
lector, as he felt zomething pointed and
forceful penetrato his pants. At ye
same instant he left Mother Barth and

went on s long and graceful tour
through ye air.

Y Hurrah! Yo seurvy knave will have
his bath, after all I'* roared Sir Stilton,
“Told ye so!™

Ephsﬁ !

With a terrific concussion ye nerial
explorer smote ye water of yo stream
then disappeared from sight beneath
a glittering shower of spray.

Ye madde bull, still bellowing,
started wading into ye waler after his
yvictim. But ye tax-collector had had

uite enough for one day, thank theal

efora ye bull could get anywhers near
himm he was serambling towards ye other
side, on which he emerged strcami
with water and covered with mu
Meanwhile, ye far-off spectators behind
ye hedge were laughing till their sides

almost =plit.
This is wverily the

frpm
neing

“0ds bodikins!
cheeriest ﬂiqht I have seen for many
a long day " roared Sir Stilton as he
turned away once more, " DBoya! I owe
yo & rare lot for what ve've done for
me to-day 1™

“Art still thinking of putting us in
thy dungeon?” aszked Launcelot da
Broke,

“Not as long as ye lival"” chuckled
the baronet. “ Henceforth yo shall be
my friends, boys. And, just to prove it,
I insist on ye coming up to my castla
and watching the jousting for the rest
of the afternocon.”

“But our picnig~—" began Malys

pense.
. "A plague on your picnie! PBother
it! Blow it, in foect!™ said the lord of
the manor recklessly. “I'll give ye
a feast up at tha castle that will last ye
for the rest of the month

“That seftles it, then!" said Faity

Baecon. “Come on, vou wights[™

The three palies linked arms and fol-
lowod their host. And as they watched
the jonsting in ye c'mlrf-;.r:lrd ond feasted
on roost ox ond venisen and dough-
cakes they had to confess they felt
rather plad that they had taken 2 hand
in savine Sir Stilton.

THE END.

{Faok out for ansther " Maonel
Talkie ™ in arzt week’s buwmper {ssue,

entitled:  “THE MAYOR OF EL
TEIOGM I g real thritler fn fiva
reelafy
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(Continued from page 13.)

“Hear, hear!” said Nugent.

“The hear-hearfulness iz terrific ™
said Hurres Jomset Ram Singh.

UWe'll begin with Bunter 2

“*Dh, really, Cherry—"

“ Now, stand steady 1" said Bob, drow-
ing back his right t;::m. “ Bteady, and
T'll geo if T can lift you right out of
the doorway with one kick.”

“Yarooogh!”

Bunter rolled hurriedly out of the
doorway, without waiting for the kick.

“Come back!” roared Bob., I
haven't kicked you yet, fathead!”

“ Beast 1"

Bunter's voice floated back, but not
Bonter. Even his affection and admira-
tion for Fishy could not draw him back
intoe the tunﬂnhﬂp just then. He pre-
ferred to wait till the coast was clear.

“Now, Skinner—"

*Look here, [ don’t want a row with

ou, Cherry—'" began 8kinner uneasily,

ere were certein difficulties in

Skinner's role of champion of the per-

gecuted. He was no fighting-man.

“That's. all right; you'ra going to
get it without wanting it,” said Bob
cheérily. “Heora goes ™
_ “Hands off, you rotter!” yelled
Bkinner.

Ha struggled fronticaily as he was
whirled round in Bob's powerful grasp.
But hia struggles did not avail A
heavy foot landed behind him, and
Skinner flew. - :

Meanwhile, Nugent was dealing with
Sfott in o similar manner. Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh designed to pav the
same attentions to Sneop; but Sidney
James Snoop dodged hurriedly out of
the tuckshop and vanished.

B “{}::-: " roared Skinner, as he sprawled.
“Wow " howled Stott. “0Oh! Ow!”
“If you want any more, say the word,

old beans!"” said Bob Cherry cheerily.

“Come on, you men. Time we got back

to the cricket.”

Bob and his comrades walked back to
the cricket field. Bkinner and Stott
picked themselves u[;, rather painfully.
Stott soowled at Fisher T. Fish.

“NWhy the thump didn't you lend us
e hand, you funk?' he snapped.

“LBhut up, Stott ' said Skinner.

#iWell, look here—"

“h, cheese 1! Where's Snoop ™

Sidney James Snoop came back into
the tuckshop. Fisher T. Fish finished
his ginger-beer.

“Wal, I puess I'm off I he remarked.
“You fellows coming *"”

“¥es, rather, old chap !

“It's & pleasure!™

“It 13—t are!"

Skinner & Co. were in full agreement
that they wore pleased to go with. Fizhy.
There were two hundred good reasons
why they should be!

Fisher T. Fish walked down to Court.’

field, and hisz three new friends walked
with him. They were too fond of ishy
now to part with him. Even kickings
hnd no cffect on the loyal friendship
they felt for Fisher T. Fish. Fishyr,
once the despized outeast, waz now the
man they delighted to honour,
THE Macner Lisrary.~—No. 1,161,

THE KINTH CHAPTER.
Tea in Study No, 11

BAY, vou fellowsa!™

* Hoat 1"

“Old chaps——"*

“Hook it

Cricket was over, and the Famous
Five had gathered to a rather late tea
in Study No. 1, in the Remove. The
fat foce of Wiiliam George Dunter
looked in at thoe doorway. s ,

Bunter had a morose expression on his
podgy features. He was feeling
injured. _

Bunter, alone in the school, had stood
by Fishy! Bunter alone had been a
loral pal! Bunter, therefore, had the
first claim on Fisher T. Fish! Yet three
beasts had butted in and walked off
Fishy. And Fishy, forgetful of his loyal
and devoted Bunter, had let themn walk
him of.

Bunter was annoyed;
purzled. He was not yet aware
that Fishy's tremendous ronuttance
had errived; and he hod been very
careful to tell no one of the
great news contained in the letter that
was still in hizs pocket. 8o why Skinner
& Co. were acting in this- way was 8
mystery to hum. ﬁ.‘I“HE-. Fishy had teld
everybody about his great expectations,
but Fishy was always bragging about
something or other, and Skinner & Co.
were not likely to take his werd for
it. Yet they had walked off Fishy,
and Bunter had looked for him in vain!
It was very annoying !

“I suy, you fellows, Toddy’s gone out,
and there isn't any tea in Mo. T!” said
Bunter, blinking intoe Study No. 1.
“And I've been disappointed about a
postal.ovder—"

“Which one?' asked Bob.

“Eh?" ‘

“The one you were expecting last
term, or the one you were expecting
the term before?”

“ 0Ok, really, Cherry! Look here, I
expect io be 1o funds shortly,” said the
En-i of the Remove. “1 baven't had my
R

“Tea
Wharton.

“LI've had tea in Hall, old chap!™

and he was

in

Halll” spuggested Harry

Dunter rolled into the study. * Look
hore, don't be beasts! That looks o
decent cake.'”

Hurry Wharton laughed.

‘:yh, =it down, old fat man, and fuck
“Right-ho, old chap!”’ said Bualer
promptly, and he dragged a chair to the
table. *1 didn't really come here to
tea, vou know, bui as you're so press-
ing—" He poused lo flllll his capacious
wonth with cake, "1 sav, you tellows,
do you know where Fishy's gonc?"’

“Tilow Fishy 1"

“These roticrs have got hold of him !
gatd DBunter, shaking his head., “That
Least Skinner is jolly keen. I suppose
he's sconted it out somehow.”

“Fht What has Skinner scented
aut?’ asked Bob.

“(Oh, nothing ! said Duanter.  * Buot
it's queer that the three of them should
be sncking up to Fishy, ain't it? Looks
a3 if Ekinner knows something.”

The Famous Five regarded Bunter
aftentively, Hiz remarkable friendship
for the ostracized junior was puzzling.
Tt was still more puzzling if Skinner
& o, were taking the zame line.

“Look here, what's thizs game,
Dunter ! asked  Harry Wharton.
';:"h"nlfz:l.l' are vou greasing up to Fishy
or #!

“Oh, really, Wharten! I hope I'm
not the frllow to grease up to any-
body !"" satd Bunter, with dignity. “I

it
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suppose o fellow can stand by a {riend
when he's down 1™

“Gammon, you fat ass!"

* Fishy must have come into a for-
tune,” said Bob, “®kinner was fairly
buttering him,"” _

“The rotter!" exclaimed Bunter in-
dignantly. *“*How the thump does he
knaw anything sbout it?"

* About what?'’ asked Nugent.

“h, nothing 1"’

“ There's some giddy mystery hera ™
gaid Bob., * Fishy was standing thom
ginger-pop this afternoon. [Fishy mnever
stands anybody anything, It's weird!'

“Wall, he can afferd to mow,”” =aid
Dunter. “That is, he will be able to
afford it when his romitiance comes.'

“What remittance, ass "

“Dh] I—1 mean—"

“Well, what do yon meani™

"Oh, nothing " said Bunter hur.
riedly. “Don't you fellows get the idea
into your hemds that I'm sticking to
Fishy because his pater is sending him
a thonzznd dollars. Nothing of the sort!
I know nothing about it."

“A thousand dollars!"® welled Bob
Cherry.

“Of your rocker ?'* agsked Wharton in
amazement. * A thousand dollara is
two hundred pounds !**

“Well, what's that to old Fish?" said
Bunter. “They make millions and mil-
lions by cormering things. 0Old Fish is
rai!ing in dollars now he’s cornered

pork.’
“Clornered pork ¥’ repeated Wharton,
“ Not that 1 know anything about it,"

said Bonter hastily., * Course,
shouldn't make up to a fallow beoause
his pater was sending him a tip—even
a whacking tip, like a thousand dollars.
I hope I'm incapable of it. You see,
I like old Fishy! He's a—a—a good
gorg 1™

“If Fishy's told you he's petling a
tip of a thousand dollars from hisz pater,
fathead, he beats George Washington at
his own game,” said Johnny Bull.

Bunter chuckled.

“He hasn't told me. He doesn’t know
yeb himself."

“Eh? Then how do yor know?"

“0Oh, I—I don't !'! said Bunter. “The
fact 13, I know mothing sbout it, of
course ! hope you don’t think I'm
capable of reading a fellow's leiter?
I'd seorn such an ection. T'm rather
more honourable in such fhings than
some fellows I could name™

“You've read a letter of Fishy's}?
gald Harry, staring at him

“Coertainly not! T've just snid T
haven't,” said Bunter. ‘Besides, it
came open by nccident. Accidents will
happen, you know 1™

“Fou fat willain—

*Oh, really, Wharton—" .

5o that's the history of the giddy
mystery 1 said Bob Cherry, with a
chuckle. “Bunter’s got hold of a letter
of Fishy’s, and f{:unc% out that his pater
iz gending him & tip! Hence this touch-
inp\: friendship I'

“Ha, ha, hat!™

“But his father can’t be sending him
one thousand dollars!™ arid Nugent.
“Tt'a impoasibla '™

“That's all yvou know!™ sneered DBun-
ter, “ T can tell you, my pal Fishy will
be rolling in dollars soon. Soaking in
‘em! His pater’s cornered pork, and
he's raking it in. I—I mran——"

“Looks as if there's snmething in it 19
gaid Pob. “0ld Fish may have made
a pile. They swindle one another on
an ¢normous scale 1n the United States,
I believe, Looks to me &s if the jolly
old remittance has arrived. fromn the
“'EH. Skinner was carrying on—"

illy Bunter jumped.
“Oh erikey !

(1

Suppoza it came this
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sfterncon—och dear! That's why theze
rotters have got hold of Fish! It's
come !” i ]

“You've got rivals, old fat beanl”
chuckled Bob. " Zkianer will love Fishy
as much as wvou do—now "

“The beast! Fancy a fellow being
mean enough o make up to s chap for
his II‘.IC'I'!H}'%" gaaped Bunter. “That's
S8kinner all over!”

“Ha, ha, bhal” roared the Famous
Five.

“Blessed if I gee anything to cackle
at] I oall it rotten ! said Bunter hotly.
“Fishy's my pal, you know—haven't I
stuck to him throuph thick and thin—
Blbce—since—"

“Jince you bagged his letter and read
it!" chortled Bob, " Since you found
out that he was going to roll in dollars
and dimes 1™

*Ha, ha, ha!” . -

“It won't be easy to kecp Fishy in
Coventry if his pater's really sent him a
thousand dollars!” =zaid DBob. “ Fishy
will find a lot of fricnds—devoted pals
like Bunter—-"

“Ha, ha, hal” )

“Beast! It must bave come!” zaid
Bunter. “I1 can jolly well see it all
now! And those rotterz have ot hold
of him—" _

Billy Bunter rote from the study
table, For the first time on record,
Bunter was leaving a meal unfinished,
However, he took a large chunk of
eake In his hand.

“MNot going, old bean ¥ asked Bob.

Danter did not answer. 1le rolled out
of the study hurriedly. DBunter saw if
all now! The whacking remiltance had
come! He was anxiovs to find Fisher
T. Fich. e had not time to waste
on such small fry as the Famous Five.
His voice floated back from the Hemove
. pastape,

“1I zny, Hazel |

HBlow Fishy I

“1 say, Smithy ! Secen Fishy1”

“ Bless Fishy !

“Yah!”

Bunter rolled away in search of his
pel. Haseldene looked 1n &t the deor-
way of Study No. 1.

“What's up?” he asked. " What's that
[at idiot 20 excited about? What does
ke went Fizhy for#’

Bob Cherry chuckled.

“Fishy's a very atiractive chap!" he
explained. “Haven't yvou ever noticed
what a splendid chap Yishy ig¥”

“Eh? Can'$ say I have!™ answered

Hazel, “ What do you meant”

* According to DBunfer, his pater’s
sending  him  a  thousand  dollars™
chortled Beob., “He's cornered pork,
gnd rolling in loot, and he's zending
gome of the plunder to Figshy IV

" A thousand dollirs?” gasped Hazel.

"Ho Bunter savs, and he scems to
have got hold of a letrer fromn the Ol
Obadiah to the Young Obadiak ! zaid

Seen Fishy 1™

Bob. * Fishy will be up to hiz neck in
flthy lucre—if it's {rue ™

“It can’t be true!” said [lazel,
staring.

“Well, it looks as if it 151"

“A thonsand dollars—why, that's two
hundred pounds ! evclaimed Hazel
breathlessly. .

“Just that! Doesn't Fishy scem &
rather attractive chap now? asked Dol
“Don't you =zecem to =ce in him o lot
of good gualitics that you never noticed
belore 1"

“Woll, as a malter of fact, I never
thought he was surh a rotter as wyou
[ellows made ont——"

“Ha, ha, hal?

“Oh, ratz!” szaid Hazel, and waiked
aAWa

- i.mther pal for Cishy 1 said Deb.

“1 can see that Fishy is gpoing to be
110}::11!&: 1"
‘ The popularity will be terrific!”
Really, 1% locked as if Fisher T. Fish
would not Mngee much longer in' the
cold shades of Coventry.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
A Mysteripus Message |

R. LOCKE gazed at a slip of
D paper on hizs writing-table,
passed his hand over his brow,

and gazed again,

There was an cexpression of the
deepest perplexity on  the scholastie
features of the Head of Greyiriars.

It was a cablegram that lay befora
him, and its arrival had considerably
gtartled the Head. The Head disliked
even the common or garden telegram,
and a eable from forcign parts was alto-
gether too much of & good thing., 'There
was no hurry or hustle about the IHead
of Greyiriars, and he shrank {rom
hurry and hustie in others. A visit to
the school liora Hiram K. Fish, somne
time ago, had lelt the Head in quite
a breathless stule, and he felt a little
breathless whenever he thought of that
hurzying, bustling, hustling, evergetic
gontleman.

It was just like the hustling Mr. Fish
ta =end him a ecable fromm New York.
And it was just like him to werd it in
lapguage that was totally incompre-
hensible to Dr. Locke., The learned
headmaster. knew  many  langnages;
Latin and Greck were merely pie to
him, It was said that he cfmllii1 read
the Rubzivat of Omar Khayyam in the
original, Had that cable been couchod
in French or German., Spanish  or
Italian or Portupuese, Latin or Greek,
or even FPersian, Dr. Lockeo could have
dealt with it easily. Dut as it stood,
it heat him fo a frazzle, as Mr. Fish
himself might have expressed if,

“Bless my soull” szaid ithe Hread,
gazing at the message from Hirom K,
Fish. * Really—really—"

He recad it gpain.  Fisher 1. Fish,
had he been present, conld have trans
lated it easily enough. But it beat the
Head hellow. It ran:

“Tir.
England.

“Keep tabs on Fisher. Tough bunch
aiming to ginch him.—Fisn.™

Tocke, Greviriars  School,

“ Fizher,” of course, was Fisher Tar-
leton Fish, of the Remove 'The IHead
understood that, But why was he to
keep “tabs ™ on IMsher, and what sort
of tabs Mr, Fizh desired him to keop on
his son, and what purpose these tabs
were to serve;
mysteries to the headmaster,

Wi

cinches”—if sounded sbsurd. And how
could a bunch, whether of grapes or
anything else “gim™? Aiming was
associated with bows and arrows and
Birearms and things of the kind, pot
with bunches. The bare idea of 2 bunch
of anything taking aim made the Head
fcel quite dizzy.

But sccording to that cable, & bunch
of something—it could not possibly be
grapea, the Head realised that—was
taking aim, and the object was to
“cinch”—whatever cinch might mean—
and for that reason Dr. Locke was to
“keep tabs™ on Fisher ‘L. Fish, the
nature of the tabs not being specified.
Books had tabs on them sometimes, and
staff officers had red tabs, but the Head
had never hea-d cf 2 schoolboy with
tals on hnn.,

Hia knowledgs of many tonzucs was
quite useless Lo him now, Hao was quite
at a loss,

"Bless my soul!” said the Head,
again.

He touched the bell, and when Trot-
ter appeared, directed that youth to
request Mr. Quelch to step to the sfudy.
The Remove master was Dr. Locke's
right-hand man in many cases of diff-
culty, and this undoubtedly was a very
ditlicult casoe.

For the matier was important, I
must be important, or Hiram K, Fish
would never have spent money on &
cable,

Mr, Queleh entered the study n a
few minutea. He ecame in with a
pleasant amile on s face,  Offen, on
half-holiduys, the Head and the Form
master =pent 2 hoppy hour or two dig-
ging deep into the mysteries of Sopho-
eles and Euripides, clucidating what
those ancient gentlemen might possibly
have meant in certain obscure passages
which had buefHed generations of com-
mentators,

Mr. Queleh supposed that the Hread
hud come on some specially  knotty
knot in the clusstes, and desired to com-
pare notes with him.  So the Remove
master came promptly and willingly and
cheerily. He was ready for the fray.

“Pray be seated, Mr. Queleh,” said
the Head. *1 hope I have not inter-
rupted you

“ Not at all, sir.”

“T am zomewhat puzzled to understand
some very curious, indecd, mysterious
expressions, which are quite new to
me,” zaid Dr. Locke. “ It 15 possible that
vou may be able {o assist me, my dear
gueleh.”

“1 am entirely at vyour scrvige, sir,"”
said Mr. Quelch. *And if you are re-

ferring to the * Epta epi Thebas—"2

of the message was
equally perplexing,

the word "'!mm-.]n"‘
was associated in
the Head's mind

with sueh things as
rapes or Zsparagus,
%rutp Mr. Fizh L'ﬂyhi
hardly be alluding
to frais or vagﬁ:-
tables,. And the
vorlk  to “cinch ™
was nuknown to the
Head. From the
context, he could
roess et 1t was a
vorlh, bub ib was
absurd to try to
cnngugam sucih B
verh. “Icineh,
thou c¢inchest, he

iCept ®E51 } HIRMINGHAM
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“No, na! I am not speaking of
; Aeschylus,” said the Head hastily. "I
all these things wers
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32 not a point in the classics, Quelch—
Lut—please look at this cablegram.’

“O0 " sand Mr. Quelch,

I__I:f:: looked at the message from Mr.
Fish, .

Mr. Queleh was not so inferested in
modern languages s in ancient ones.
And the language he had now to deal
with was the most modern of all
languages.

“Dear me!" zaid Mr. Quelch,

“The messago is from Fish's father,”
zaid tho Head., ™It must be o matter
cf some importance, to causr him o
cable from New York, The message
must have a meaning. That is certain.
But I fail to discern the meaning. I am
completely puzzled.”

Mr. Quelch looked rather puzzled, too.

“Probably some of these expressions
are & kind of slamg,” he remarked.
“Buch colloguialisrns are, I think, In
common uwse on the other side of the
Atlantice.

“There i1z o refleronee to keeping tabs
on the boy,"” said the Head. “L eannot
understand why Mr. Fish should deszire
tabs to be kept on his son, and
leaves ma quite in the dark as to the
nature, or colour, of the tabs in question,
and what purpose they are to serve.

Mr. Queich smiled.

“T think I can elucidate that express-
ion, sir! 1 have heard many slrnn%c
and very odd expressions uged by Fish,
and this is one of them. Keeping tabs
on a perzon iz an Americanism, imply-
ing wateh,”

“Ah! Mr, Fish means that his son
is to be kept under observation!” cx-
clatmed the Head,

“1 think se, sir.”

“ But for what reasen? What has the
boy beon doing?” spid the Head, " There
is also o reference to a bunch. "['he ward
bonch—="

“That, I think, i3 an Americanism
niso, and implies & aumber of persons
in association, such as a gang.™

“1s it possible?” said the Head, with
interest. “ Bless my soul! What a very
cxtraordinary  expression ! But a
‘tough ' bunch, Mr. Queleh—how could
a number of persons in association he
deseribed ns ‘tough’? A bunch  of
asparagus might be tough—"

“Tongh is an Awmerican expression,
gir. It iz to a certain extent equivalent
to the English word * rough.’ A " tough
bunch ' would be a rough, or lawless
gang.'”

“VWhy, you are making the message
quite comprehensible, my dear Queleh,”
said the Head gratefully, “Possibly
you ean let in some light on the word
“einch,’ which appears to be wsed as a
verb, Is not & cinch some sort of a
buckle, or fastener used on o strap, or
something of the kind, in econncetion
with the harness of horses——"

“1 believe so, sir, and that probably
indicates the derivation of tho *word as
used by Mr. Fish., I imagine that to
‘ginch’' a person is to seize upon him,
Eq eet hold of him, perhaps to kidnap
birm.

“Bless my soul " exclaimed the Head,
startled.

“The word ‘aim ® is evidently used in
the sense of to 'intend,! or to plan ar
schemo or design,” said Mr. Quelch, just
as if he were doing crosswords. "1
bave no doubt of that, sir.”

Dr. Locke looked at the table again.

His face was very serious now.

Now that By, Queleh had succecded in
translating it, (v meaning was clear,
and it was rather alarming.

Rendered into English. the message
implied: “Keep watch on Fisher, law-
iez3 gang intending to kidnap him "
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“Upon myv word ! said the Head.

Mr. Quelch pursed his lips.

This eable, sir, is intended as 2 warn-
ing that the boy- Fish is in danger of
bomng kidnapnad,” he said.

“Ar. Queich, I cannot thank you
suficiently for elucidating its. meaning.”
satd the Head. *“ The matter is serious.”

“Quito serions, sir, if Mr. Fish is well-
informed. And from what I know of
that gentleman, he would scarcely po to
the expense of cabling, unless he was
sure of the correctness of his inform-
ation.”

“But—but what—why—why should
tho boy be in denger—for what imagin-
able renson should anyone seck to kidnap
him i exclaimed the Head, 1n per-
plexaty., “The doanger canmot be local,
or Mr. Fish could not have heard of
. The rough—l mean the tough—
bunch te which he alludes, must be a
bunch—what a very odd expression—of
American persons, or Mr. Fish would
know nothing of them.”

“Quite «0.”

“Is it possible, Mr. Queleh that an
assoctation of lawless American indi-
viduals design to cross the Atlantic
to—to cinch—what a sirange expression
—a Greyiriars boy #'

“It would appear so, sir.”

“ Bless myg soul!”

“I think I can let in 2 little light on
this strange affair, sir,” said dMr. Quelch,
“I have recontly heard from Mr. Fish;
algo, I have seen certain reports in the
financial scction of my newspaper, I
gather that Mr. Fish has been engaged
in cevtain duancial operations, the exact
nature of whith I de not understand, bat
which have resulted in his making
ecnormous profits—running, I believe,
into millions of dollars.”

“Dear mal" said the Head,

“Mr. Fish is now a millionaire—
probably a milllonaire soveral times
ovar,” said Mr., Quelch, “and in the
United States, the kidnapping of tho
sons  of millionaires, to he held to
ransom, 13 something of an industry.
uite a large number of persons whom
Br. Fish would probably describe as
tough bunches, are engaped in this
industry,”

“Is it possible?"”

“l conclude, sir, that Mr. Fish has
been warned that some lawless gang, or
tough bunch, design to kidnap his son
here, with the objeet of holding him to
ranzom. That is certainly the only
meaning that I can deduce from the
meszage,””

“Thizs is—is wvery disturbing,” said
the Head, ® Fortunately, the bey will
be in no danger here; now that we are
on our guard, at all evenls, he had
better be kept within gates.™

“Undoubted|y.”

“Forewarned is forearmed,” =aid Dr.
Locke. “The bov must be kept out of
daupger, though, doubtless it will be some
time before this—this tough bunch
arrive on this side of the ocoan—"

“We cannot be sure of that, sir, they
may be on thiz side already,” said Mr.
Queleh,  “Tt ix possible that My, Fish
has heard that ecertam persons have
crossed the Atlantie, and suspects their
design. At all events, proper precautions
liad Letter be taken at once.”

“DRless my soul! Yes, yes! How very
fortunate that sou were ahle to eluci-
date  the meantng of Mr  Fish's
message ! DPlease take the matter in
hand immmediately, my dear Queleh, and
sop that 1'ish remains safe within gates.
The—the tough bunch will searcely
venture fo make any attempt to enter
the zchaol. So long as tho boy remains
within gates—"
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“Quite " said Mr. Quelch.

And the Remove master left Dr.
Locke's study rather hLastily, to give
immediate instructions for Tisher T
Fish to remain within gates. :

And when he loarned that Fisher T,
Fizh had already gone out for the after-
noon, he could only hope that the tough
bunch were not yet on the spot and
ready for husiness.

THE ELEVENRTH CHAPTER.
A Great Surprise for Bunter !

“ EASTS " said Billy Bunter, for
the fifteenth time.
Bunter was tired, and he
wias cross. The afternoon was
warm, and so wes Bunter., The road
across Courtfield Common was hot and
dusty, ]
Bunter plodded along that hot, dusty
road, in the worst of tompers,
His indignation was as deep as his
wrath.
For Bunter saw it all now!
That whacking remittance must have
arrived.  That was the only possible
explanation of Skinner & Co.’s proceed-

ings.

They had not seen Mr., Fish's letter,
which was still safe in Dunter’s pocket.
They were not likely to belicve a word
of Fishy's “gas.” But secing was
belien-in%l :

Even Bkinner, who rather prided him-
self upon never believing anybody or
anything, would believe that Fishy waa
rolling in dollars, if he actually saw
the dollars. And in an underhand
way that Bunter could not sufliciently
scorn, he was making up to Fishy for
hia money )

And Bunter was left out.

Skinner & Co. had walked off the

golden youth almost under his fat nose
—after his loyal friendship to Fishy in
the hour of adversity! That loyal

friendship looked like being a sheer
waste, at this rate.

They had gone off together to Court-
field. Bounfer had learned whera they
were gone; several feollows had scen
thom on the way. Hence Bunter's weary
plodding along a hot and dusty road.

_ He could guess why Fishy had headed
for Courtfield. He was going to the
bank to cash a draft.

No doubt he had pot through at the
bank hefors this. PBut had not come
back to the school. Very likely he was
standing a spread at the bunshop—and
Bunter left out of 18! After tF-]a WAy
he had stoed by Fishy, and endure
mnumerable kickings in his eause! The
ingratitude of Fishy was as ghocking as
the treachery of Zkinner.

“Beaats I said Bunter, for the six-
teenth time.

A fellow wonld be bound to spread
himself a little, with two hundred
pounds in his pocket. Even Fishy would
spend money, when he was in command
of such resoureces. Buonier knew what
he wounld do, himself, if he had two
hundred pounds! Ile pictured a joyous
party at the bun-shop, scoffing the best
of evervthing in unlimited quantitioal
And Bunter left outl

“Beasts1” said Bunter, for the seven-
toenth fime,

o plodded on.

It wa=z hot; it was dusty. Several ears
assed Dunter, and each one distributed
ust over him, and a emell of petrol.

If ore of these heastly motorists would
have given a fellow a lift— _

A saloon car came along at a erawling
pace,

Bunter glanced ab it.

Two men were in it; one, a thin man
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Three boofs landed out at the same moment, and erashed together on the spare form of Fisher T. Fish. There was &

fearful howl from Fishy.

with & hawkizh pose and wery bright
sharp eves, driving; the other a rather
fat t'elf-:;w, with horn-rimmed
speciaclea,

Bunter looked at them; and they
looked nt Bunter. They exchanged a
few words in 2 low tone.

They were proceeding in the direction
of Courtfield, though evidently not in
s hurry fo get thera. : ;

The fat junmior debated in kis mind
whether to ask them for a lift. On a
long, country road, good-naturcd
E}ﬁnrists would often give a fellow a

Bunter was hot and fired and stream-
ing with perspiration. He pushed back
his cap, and jerked out hiz handker-
chief to mop his streaming forchead.

A paper fluttered in ihe air, and
gailed away across the road.

T0h ! ejaculated Punter,

It was Mr. Fish's Jetter.

Bunter had erammed it in his pocket.
nnderncath his handkerchief, for safety.
Really, it was not & very safe place for
it; as im jerking out hiz' handkerehief,
he had jerked out the letter.

It fluttered into the road, and dropped
close beside the car.

Bunter plunged after it.

The hawk-nosed man jammed on his
brakes. The letter lay in the dust,
slmost under the car,

“I—I say—"" gasped Bunter.

“¥ou trying to commit suicide,
gonny ¥ ssked the hawk-nozed man,
spen ing with & strong nazal accent.

“|—]"va dropped o lellor——"

The man in LEL" horn-rimmed glasses
gave a sudden, convulsive start. He
was in the seat on tho sida where the
letter Lad fallen. He had glanced

down abt it casually. But es his eyes
fell on it, ha gave a Jum%

“Oh, great %-nphc:rs!” o ejaculated.

He stared blankly at the letter. It
lay there, folded in half, end consider-
ably crumpled and m}ile:i; half the first
poge full in view. The words “ Dear
Figher I* stared the horn-rimmed man in
the face. .

“ Barney, it's the guy!"” he ejaculated.

“What you giving me, Slick 1" asked
the hawk-nosed man.

“The goods!” answered
panion.

He stepped from the car,

Bunter stooped and picked un the
lotter. He jammed it back into lis
pockel,

The hawk-nosed man gave hiz com-
panicn a startled look.

*That’s the guy?" he exclaimed.

“You've said it, Barney I™

“Ha don't tally to the deseription,™

“That’'s no odds; he's the guyl
gress I know Old Man Fish’a fist; and
I guecss there ain’t a lot of guys with a
front name like Fisher, either. I'll say
he's the guy we want.”

“Shel” said Darney.

“This 15 luck, Barney ™

“You've said it, Slick.”™

Eally Bunter blinked at them in sur-
prise.  The extroordinary collogquy per-
plexed him considerably.

“Bay, gyou belon to QGreyfriars
School, I guessi™ zaid Blick, turning
his horn-rimmed glasses on  Bunter
searchingly.

“ ¥es," anawered Bunter.

“You was going our waz, gaid the
horn-rimmed gentleman. ‘Like a lift
in tha cari

“¥Yes, rather | said Bunter promptly.

hia com-

¥

' Yarrrerrrrerog 1Y

The strange remarks emimgﬁd
between the two Americans puzzled
Bunter. But a lift was what he wanted;
and he jumped at the chance.

“Son, you'rs welcome!” zaid Blick.
“Hop ini"™

“You're going on to Courtfieldi”
gsked Bunter,

“EUIEI"

“I'll be jolly glad of & Lift! Thanks}”
eald Bunter.

“Aw, don't mench]  Hop in!”

Bunter hopped in. .

The horp-rimmed man hopped io
Bft'ﬁr him!

“Hit i like you was sent for
Barney [ he said.

“NYou can scarch me, Slick Flick'™
answered the hawk-nosed man.  And
Mr. 8lick Flick had barely closed the
door, when the car leaped into motion.

Its paca was in etriking contrast to
itz former erawl. It fairly roced.

Bunter almost rolled over on
seat.

“I—I—1 say, we—we're going jolly
fast 1" he gasped.

“You've said 1t!"” apreed Slick Flick.

To Dunter’s surprise, he pnlled the
bBlinds over the windows. Then, to
Bunter's further surprize and great
alarm, he jerked an_automatic pistol
out of a hip-pocket. Bunter blinked at
that terrifving weapon, his eves almost
starting throngh his big spectacles,

“*Breo that?” asked Blick genially.

“Eh? Oh! Yes! What—" stul
terod DBunter.

“"Make a note of 1t1™ said Slick, and
he restored the weapon to his pocket.
“Only Euttlmg you wise, mnn:.i! You
give a asingle yaup—vyou try to lock out

Tae Maicner PI:BM‘E.*E;TE. 1,161,
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of the ear—you call out to any galoot
—und you get yours, suddenl I guess
you won't know whet hit you!”

Bunter blinked &t him in wutior

TTOT,

His fat brain was in a whirl,

“I—I—I emy—what—=—" he rglled.

“Give me that letter !” said Slick,

“The—the lotter——"

"TEP IH

Bunter passed over Mr. Tish's letter,
with o trembling fat hand. What the
born-rimmed man’a interest in  that
letler could be, was & mystery to
Bunter,

But Mr, Slick Flick evidently found
it very interesting. He read it through
carefully, and then put it into his ewn
pocket,

“I—I gay—" stammercd Bunter.

“You ain't no call to chew the rag,
gonny [¥ answered Slick, “You're in
safo hands. You'vre all right, you are!l
?“+"'dld you know you was heing looked
or

“Nunpo | *

"Your popper ain’t put vou wise.”

“Nunng "

“T'm gure s'prised,” said Blick. “IL
kinder reckoned that tho Old Man was
wise to the game. But I guess this
has made the stunt easier. We sitre
have moseved in on the ground floor.”

L1 I""’I Eﬂ.-,:nl"""—""”

* You needn’t chew the rag, bo.”

“But T—1I say we—wa'ra not going to
ﬁnu:t-ﬁah_] 1" pasped Bunter, *We—
we're going the wrong way——="*

“You den't say,” grinned Blick,
“Waal, if it's the wrong way for you,
sonny, it's the right way for us, You
HE%OE,”

“But—but I say, look here—"

“You looking for trouble 1™ asked the

rn-rimmed man, with a  sudden,
ferocioua scowl that made Bunter start
back with a torrified squeak.

Th dear!™

“You shut up, bo!"

And Buntor shut up, and sat palpitat-
tngp with torror, whilo the car, nt o
terrific speed, tore awey for parts un-
known.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
A Brief Friendship !
tea?” asked

19 HAT about
W SBkinneor.
Skinner was looking =&

. littla restive. 8o was
Bidney James 8Snoop. Stott had a
vather sullen expression on his face.

N Fkish!ar T. Fish had a alightly worried
ook,

Tha four of them had just come out
of Courtfield Picture Palace. Fishy
had been standing treat at the pictures.

They had visited the bank; the draft
had becn cashed. Two hundred pounds
in a variety of banknotes had been
handed over to Fisher T. Fish.

The mere.sight of that dazzling sum
mado the months of Skinuner & Co.
water, Fven Lord Mauleverer and
Vernon-Bmaith, who were waalthy, never
handled such sums as this.

Indeed, it was plain that sudden
riches had rather got into the head of
Hiram K. Fish, or he would never have
dispatched such a sum to & schoolboy,

Probably to Mr. Fish, now roelling in
millions, & thousand dollars scemed a

mere mite. To a schoolboy it was un-
counted wealth.
“ Better  keep  that dark, Fishy”

Skinner had szogely remarked, as they
left the bank. “'The Beask would be
wild if he knew. Quelchy would never
let you keoep a sum of money like that.”

"1 guess I ain't getting up on my
hind legs and sguealing to Quelchy,”
grinngd Fisher I. Fish. “Not this
infant.”

“ Besides, you're poing to sgpend it,
old chap,” spid Snoop. “It's o lot, but
it won't last for ever.”

Fisher T. Tieh did not
thusiastic.

SBpending money waa not in his line.
He liked rolling in dollars, but not for
ﬁurpms of expenditure. He liked to

eep them o roll in.

Indeed, left entirely to his own de-
vices, Fishy would probably have
walked straight back to Groyiriars, and
locked the money up in his study. Then
be would have sat on it, and considered

look en-
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ways and means of inereasing it at
somebody else's exponse.

But ho was not left to his own de.
vices, BSkinner & Co. were not devoted
pals for nothing. Fishy allowed him-
self to bo led to the picture house. His
companions took it for pranted that he
would pay for admission, He paid,
with an mward pang, But he firmly
paid only for shilling seats. There was
no seven-and-six ewank abont Fishy—
not with his own money. Three shil-
lings cost him three pange. &till, he
m-s:s'i glad to get out of Coventry. He
paid,

After the pictures Skinner suggested

tea.  Fisher T. Fish shook his head
dubiously,. He was worried. Ha
wanted to keep out of Coventry. He

wanted to talk. Tut he did not want
to spend money. Already his two hun-
dred ?ﬂunds had diminished to £199 18a.
And he could see tllrt]at Ek{nnns & Co.
Were covizaging recklezs expenditure.

“Better get back, I pguess,” sai
Fislrmr T. F?ah ¥ said
e Foo late for tea,” said Skinner.

Better drop in at the bunshop, old
bean. After all, you can afford to do
vourself well.”

“Yop. But—"

“This way, old fellow,” said Skinner.

He slipped his arm through Fishy's,
and led him down the High Ztreet to
the bunshop. Snoop and Stott followed
them in. Fishy's evident unwillingness
to spend had rather o depressing effact
on hiz friends. But they wero not
going to give up hope yof.

The four juniors sat down round one
{:f+ the httinﬂ tables in the bunshop.
Fishar T. Fish was not looking like a
follow who had his pockets stuffed with
unexpected wealth, He looked worried:
almost miserable.

Ha realised that he had the choics
between  expenditure and  Coventry,
He was on the horns of a2 dilemma,

Every nerve in his transatlantic body
shrank from spending money. To
spend on others scomed, to Fishy, not
only SLI%:I":IIIE]F silly, but almnst a
orime. was haunted by the thought
that nnl:;i £193 16s. remained in  his
wallet. It would have been even less.
had he yielded to Skinner & Co’s plain
hints to buy choeolates in the cincma.
Fortunately, ho hadn't. His wealth
might have been reduced to £199 1%
had he done so.

But he realised that he was fairly
landed for tea at the bLunshop. They
had, so to opeak, cinched him.

“You give the orders, old follow,”
gaid Skinner, with an affectionate tone
in_his voice, but a far from affectionate
glint in his eyeo.

He was getting rather fed-up with
Bish’s stinginess. Getting anything out
of Fizhy was rather like extracting
blood from a stone. And the game
scomed hardly worth the candle.

"Oh, all right!” said Fisher T. Fish
dispiritedly,

He gave the ordera. He ordersd
four buns and a stone ginger.

Skinner & Co. exchanged eloguent
glonees.

They had not calewlated on this
Mean they, of course, knew Fishy to
be:; but even & mean man might be
expected to squecze out a little treat for
hiz friends when he was rolling in
dollars,

They munched the buns with de-
pressed faces.  They whacked out the
ginger-beer dismally. )

“ And now—" said Bkinner.

Fisher T. Fish looked at the clock.

":E[‘ima wo got back, I guess,” he
gaid.
“What about some doughnuts?™

asked Snoop.



EVERY SATURDAY

"I—I guess doughnuts are dear,” said

F‘-
“They have riipinp; plum cakes at
thiz show,” remarked Stott.

*I reckon they're frightfully expen-
sive,” sald Fishy, shaking his head.

“The tea's good here,” said Skinner.

“¥ou can't drink tea after ginger-
;ﬁp,” said Fishy. “Bad for tha in-
side, taken together. Must think of
your health.”

Skioner breathed hard and deep.

He was loth to give in. Ile had over-
come his paturel repugnance to Fishy's
company. He had listened to Fishy's
unending chin-wog on the subject of
himself, and the wonderful country he
came from. He had Battered Fishy;
ha had handed out any amount of soft
sawder, He had never dreamed that
Fishy would conzider him adegquately
rewarded with & bob seat at the pic-
tures, a bun, and a guarter of a bottle
of ginger-beer. Fisher T. Fish was
trying the patience of his friends hard.
Friendship was trembling in the
balance, _

“Look here, Fishy, old bean,” zaid
8kinner, coming a hitle more out into
the open, as it were, “you're rolling in
money. It's up to you to stend a spread
—g0e 1"

“ Any other fellow—" began Snoop.

And Stott grunted. . .

Fisher T. Fish looked guite miser-
able. He did not want to lose his new
friends. He hod m‘%uyed his afternoon.
His tongue had besn in continual
action. ]%.le had been listened to with
respect and admiration, But he could
not perform impossibilities. And it
was impossible for Fizshy to part with
mﬂnﬂ?l .

He made an effort—a visible effort.
Summoning up all hia fortitude, screw-
ing his courage to the sticking-point,
he ordered three doughnuts,

“Threa!” said Skinner.

“I—I guess I don't earo for dough-
nuts, persenally,” mumbled Fisher T.
Fish. Self-denial cost Fishy less than
expenditura. ;

Oh, my hat ! said Stett, with open
dizgust. :

he three doughnuts vanished very
wickly, Fisher T. Fish cast longing
glances at the clock. _ .

“They're good!” said _Skinner.
“Play up, Fishy! You're the giddy
founder of the feamst, you know.”

Fisher 'T. Tish drew & doeep, deep
hreath. This put the lid on. If these
fellows thought he was going to throw
dollars right and left, the sooner they
found out their mistake the better.

He rose to his fech, ]

#7 puess I'm beating it,” he said.

" Dut we hoven't finished tea,” said
Skinner. .

i We& ‘r%nvel,” gaid Fisher T. Fish, in a
tone of finality.

Once more %hinnr:r & Co. exchanged

eloquent glanges, Frederick Stott gave

& snort, Enmﬁr_ sneerad: and Skinner
compressed his lipa.
Heedless of these demaonstrations,

Fisher T. Fish took his bill, and paid
it at the desk. His mind was made up !
Better Coventry than parting with
menoy right and loft,

ahS!-;irmgr & Co. followed him from tha

T,

“PWI:M about & taxi backi?" asked
Skinner.

This was sheer sareasm; he had no
expectation whatever now of Fishy
standing a taxi.

Fisher T. Fish caught his breath.

“A taxi! Why, you gink, that'd be
four shillings 1’ he gasped.

“ Awful—for follow with two

hundred pounds in his pockets!" said
Skinner garcastically. * &'n]king 155

“You bat ¥

“Well, get off 1" gaid Skinner.

Fisher T, Fish started. He was only
too glad to start. The bare suggestion
of a taxi, involving the expenditure of
four shillings, gave him gquite an un-
pleasant fluttor about his heart.

Skinner made a sign to his com-
panions They lined up behind Fisher
Fish. D[ach of them was thinking
the same as the others; it was a ecase
of three sounls with but a single thought,
three hearts that beat az one.

Three boots landed out at the same
moment, and crashed togother on the
spare form of Fisher T. Fish.

There was a fearful howl from Fishy.

“Yarrrrererg M

He pitched over on his hands and
knecs. Skinner & Co. chuckled. Skin.
ner stopped only to ram Fishy's cap
down the back of hiz neck. Then he
walked away with Snoop and Stoit,
leaving Fisher T, Fish to bhis own
devices,

Fisher T. Fish serambled to hia feet.
p “ Oh, Jerusalem crickets I he gaspod,
“Oh, great gopheral Wake snakesl
You pesky boneheaded gecks—"

He glared round. Skinner & Co. were
atmlhng down the High Btreet, evi-
dently done with Fishy. It was the end
of a friendship.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Wrong Bird !

RASH!
q Crash! Bang!
It happened very suddenly.

Billy DBunter was sitting
crouched In a cormer of the car, in o
state of terror and trepidation that
made his fat brain quite dizzy.

Ll
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Mr. 8lick Flick sat by his side. The
hawk-nosed man drove at a great rate,
Where the,]- were going Bunter had neo
wden, till bhe ceught sizht, ithrough g
chink in the window-blind, of & Red-
clyffe motor-bus passing. Apparently,
they were on the Redelyffo road, and
going away from Greyiriars.

What was the meaning ef it all was
a horrible mystery to Buntor. Ho won-
dered whether it was some kind of a
hideous practical joke, or whether he
had fallen into the hands of lunatics.

Bunter, of course, knew nothing of a
“tough bunch * who were aiming to
“eipch™ the son of the New VYork
millionaire. Ile was guits unaware of
the fact that since Hiram K. Fish had
cornered pork, and gathered in count-
lcss dollars, and thereby entered the
ramks of the millionaires, he had become
the object of the attentions of o “tough
bunch,™

S0 he did not dream for a moment
that these two tramnsatlantic gentlemen
were trailing Fisher T, Fish, and that
they had gob hold of him by a natural
mistake, He did not connect the mattor
with Fisher T. Fish at all; or with Mr.
Fish's letter which e had dropped
under the eyes of the horn-rimmed man.

e could only wonder blankly whas
it all meant. Ap%arentfy he was being
kidoapped ;: why, ho could not imagine,
He had not the faintest idea why glick
Flick had taken Mr. Fish’s letter from
him; he could not imagine why that
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Etfer interested Mr. Flick, ¥is fal
rain was in a whirl.

The way of the transgressor is hard!
Bunter had often suffered for his sins
in the way of inguisitiveness and un-
sertpulonsness. Now he was suffering
for them once more,

Fisher T. Fizsh was, naturally, un.
known by sight to these two enter-
prising gentlemen from Now York.
They had been haunting the neighbour-
hood of the school, looking for a chance
to get into touch with the millionairo's
zon. The wht of Mr. Fish's letter had
done it! Naturally, they did not guess
that thia fat follow had a lettor in his
pocket that did not belong to him. They
calculated that they had got hold ot
Fisher T. Tish, and already they were
colenlating tho sum for which they were
going to “touch " Hiram K. in the way
of ransom.

And then, all of 2 sudden, the crash
came |

Barncy MeCamm, the chief of the
tough bunch, was, naturally, enger to
get as far away from Greyfriars as
%:a:uhla in the shortest space of timo.

g _let the car out.

He lot it out not wisely, but too well.
It was a cuso of more haate and less
Epﬂd.

. A country cart backed out of a gate
into tho road ahead, blocking the way
For an instant sudden destruction
lcomed over tho racing car and all its
occupants. Barney jammed on  his
brakes franticelly, and turned into the
grassy bank heside the road,

& next instant the car seemed to
be jazzing.

Eilly Buntor gave & wild howl. What
was happening ho Jdid not know, unlass
it was several earthquakes rolled into
one.

Crash, erash! Bang, bang! Crash!

It seemed like the end of all things
te Williamm George Bunter.

But it was not so bad as that!

Barney had succeeded in avoiding a
collision at the cost of wrecking his car.
Billy Bunter found himself at a stand-
still at last, Ie discovered that he was
standing on his head in an overturned
CAT.

Ho reversed.

Mr. Flick was already out. Bunter
scrambled out after him. He blinked
round him. He a glimpse of
Barney, lying in the prass beside the
road, where, apparently, ho had been
tossed. - Mr. Flick was bending over
him. Several people were arriving on
tho seone.

Bunter did not wait,

William George Bunter’s fat braig
did not always work quickly. But it
worked now with great ramdity. This
was his chaneo, ang he t.ﬂnE it. _After
one scared blink round him Bunter
vanished through a gap in the hedga;
He found himself in a feld, and he did
that field in rocord time. He thourht
ho heard a shout behind him: but tﬁﬂ.ﬁi
sound only spurred him on to fresh
efforts. Bunter flew.

“0h, oh, oh, oh, oh!” pasped Bunter
a3 he flad. Flo gurgled for breath, bu
he did not panse,

His fat hittle logs fairly twinkled.

Fortunately, he hknow where he was,
The gronnd was familiar to him. ‘Tha
car, swift as it was, had not covered a
groat distance when the accident came,
Bunter turned into a lane that led him
back to Courtficld Common; and he did
that lane as if ha were on tho cinders
path.

Whether he was pursued or not Bun-
ter never knew. Probably Barney and
Slick Flick were too busy with their
wreckod car and their wrecked solves
to think of pursuit.

Tae Magwer Lisriny.—No, 1,161,
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But Bunter was not taking chances.
He plunged on desperately, streaming
writh porspiration, gasping for breath.

He did not venture to stop till he was

the main road ever the common,
from Conrtlield to Greyfriars School,
ni' no great distance from the spot
where he had first encountered the kid-
VADLOTS,

here, at last, he ventured to stop,
and sut down in the grass by the road to
Toat aud recover his breath.

He nmp&md his streaming brow, and
gasped and gusped and gasped. He wae
atill gasping, when a bony figurc came
along from the direction of Conrtfield.
Billy Dunter blinked at Fisher T, Fish,
Fisliy was on his way back to the sohool
and he wos alone; apparently he had
lost his new friends somewhere,

“I say, Fishy!” gasped Bunter,

Fisher ‘I'. Fish etared at him. Bunter
ﬁmﬂed out of the gross, and joined

o,

“I—1 say, I've had en awful lime, old
chap!" gusped Dupter, “I—I camo out
to look for wyou, you know; and some
beasts offored me a lift in & car, and

took mo away—kidnopped me, you
kﬂ.ﬂ“""_'""
“Can it!” said Fisher T. Fish,
“Thay did, you know!" gesped
Bunter. *“They'd have got me now,
only the car turned over, and J=I

hooked if, you know. I say, old chap,
whore's Skinner ?”

“Dog - gone  Skinner !
Fisher T, Fish crossly.

Bunter grinned. ﬁgparenﬂy the
pourse of friendship had oot run
smooth, Fisher T. Fish walked on to
Greyfriars, and Bunter rolled along
with him. Onece more he had his dear
friend all to himself, and it was a con-
solation for hiz misfortunes of the
afternoon. k

Bkinner & Co. were in the quad when
thoy came in. They had arrived at the
school before their late lost friend.
They bestowed sour glances on Fisher
T. Fish.

“I say, Fishy old chap—"" Bunter
WBE saying as ﬁa passad Skinner & Co.
with lis transatlantic friend. _

Skinner exchanged a word with his
comrades, and they bore down on the
Owl of the BRemove.

“You're talking to that worm who's
in_Coventry, Bunter!” said Skinner.

Bunter blinked &t him. This, in the
eircumstances, was rather cool from
Bkinner. But Harcold Skinner's atfi-
tude was & changed one now.

“Oh, really, Skinner—-"

“Kick him 1" snid Snoop.

“1 say, you fellows—— Yarooocop!™
roared Bunter, as 8kinner & Co. kicked
l:)%athnr, “Gw! Beasts! Wow!" .

illy Bunter fled from threo lunging
boots, and dodged inte the House.
Oneo more he was separated from his
dear old pal.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Terrible Blow !

ARRY WHARTON chuckled.

H Thy Co. echoed his chuckle.

It was nearly time {or calling-

over, and Famope: Five

were coming along the Remove passage
to the staircase, to go dowi.

On the Bemove landing, Fisher T.
Fish stood, his hands in his pockets, an
expression of iron resolution on  his
bony face, shaking his head. [Hazel-
dene of the Remove was speaking to
him, regardless of the fact that tho
schoolboy 8hylock was in Coventry.

* MNope!" iahi';' was answering, while
Hazol was spoaking. *“Can't bhe did!

Tee Maigrer LiBrary.—No. 1,161,

answered

Wix! Cut it out! Forget it!
“ A fiver!” murmured Hazel. .
“Nope ' repeated Fisher T. Fish,

with still more emphasis.

“It's an absolute cert!” said Hazel
“ Practically straight from the horge's
moukth. I can get six to one!”

“ Nope " ]

“Well, of all the mean rotters!” said
Hazel. “Rolling in dollars, too! You're
too mean to live, Fishy1” _ :

“1 guess I shouldn’v be rolling in
dollars long if I handed them over to
avery hard-up hobo that wants to roll
in them!' grinned Fisher T. Fish,
“ Forget 1t 1™

And he went down the stairs, leaving
Hazel staring after him aulIanI¥. A,
moment later Hazel uttered a fearful
vell, as a boot landed on him; and he
spun round and glared at the Famous
Five. _

“What the thump, you silly idiots!”
he roared. ]

“Mupstn’t .talk to a man 1n
Coventry I ¢huckled Bob Cherry, ¥ Not
even when he's rolling in dollars.”

Hazel scowled, and stamped sullaly
away. He had, indced, no further de-
sire to telk to Fisher T. Fish. It was
clear that, even if Fishy was rolling in
dollars, he was going to roll alone.

Nope I

Cortainly he wanted to get out of
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WELL DONE, CANADA!
The following Greyfriars limer-
ick, sent in by Joe London, of
4,808, Clarke Street, Montreal,
Quebec, Canada, has earned for
its suthor cne of this week's
useful pocket wallets :
There's an adipoas duffer
namad Bunter,
Who's adjudged Greylriars best
hunier.

Ha'a a deaperate gent
When he's on the soant

Ot blg %Tna;:ﬂat i3, m tuck

There's a chance for all nf o1
to win these useful prizes. Ent
busy RIGHT AWAY!I
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Coventry, but he was not prepared fo
Lbuv himself out, as it were.

On the next landing a fat figure in-
terposed az Fishy was poing down, and
Bunter claimed his dear old friend,

“Hold on & minute, Fishy!”

"SBhoot!” said Fisher I. Fish rest-
ively,

“1 say, old fellow, you remember I
mentioned thot T was expecting o postal.
order—"

;‘i’jh‘ﬁ it & mizal” 4 S

‘I supposo vou could eash it for me,
Fizshy, old chap !’

“Yep—when it comes ™

“0Oh, don't he an asa!” said Bunter
peevishly, “I could cash it et the post
office when it comes. What I mean is,
you cash it for mo now, and I'll hand
1t over to you when 1t comes. It will
come to the same thing, old fellow!"

“Target it!" said Fisher T. Fish,

“Tt's only for & couple of pounds!™
urged Bunter,

“Only " gasped Fishy.

“I—I mean only a pound!”
Bunter. “Dash it all, you're rolling in
dollars now, Fishy! ou're not going
to be mean with an old pal™

“ Aw, can it!" sai] Hisher T. Fish.

As he moved across the landing to.
wards the lower staircase, DBunter
caught his arm. _

“MNow, look hore, Fishy, after all
I've done for you——"

amended
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“Give us a rest!”

*Btanding by you, when all the
fellows weore down on youl” said Bunter
wndignantly., * There's such o thing as
gratitude, Fishy. Look how I've stuck
to you all plongl 1've been the only
man in the Remove who would touch
you with a barge-polel I've overlooked
you peing o beastly cad and a sneaking
moneylending swindler, out of pure
friendship.”

“You fat clam!"

“Oh, really, Fishy! Onpe good turn
deserves  another ™ said  Bunter
warmly. “Make it & pound!™
.“Go fo sleep and dream sgain!”
.5u%gested Fisher 'I. Fish.

illy Bunter blinked at bhim through
his -big spectacles, with a blink of
gathering wrath. Bunfter was accus-
tomed to ingratitude, but really this
scemed the limit,

“* What about ten bobt™ he asked.

“ Nothing about ten bob!" sald
Fisher ¥, Fish, * Nix about ten bob "

“And you've pgot fwo hundred
pounds ! hooted Bunter.

“I've been ding money,"” said
Fisher ‘I, Fish, “and 1 gucss I've gpent
all I'm going to spend, Can itt"

“¥ou mean beast!” hooted Bunter.
“Well, I'm done with you, Fishy! ¥You
can go and cat coke! You're in
Coventry, i}‘nu rotter, and you can stay
there. Yah!" DBunter breathed wrath
and scorn.  “ After I've stood by you
like a pal! I've been kicked for speak-
ing to you—="

‘And vou're going to be kicked
again|” chuckled Bob Cherry.

" Yooocoop !

“And again!” snid Johnny Bull,

“Yow-ow-ow-ow "’

“Ha, ha, ha!”

When the Remove went into Hall
for calling-over, Fisher T. Fish stood
like & stranger 1n his own Form.
Hazel gave him o scowl, Skioner & Co.
a sneer, and Dunter a glare of wrath;
Lut, epart from those attentions,
Fishyv's existence was unhceded. The
sentence of Coventry was still geoing
strong=in fact, stronger than ever, for
even the devoted Bunter was lost now.
Pevoted friendship having brought in
nothing in the way of leaves and fishes,
Bunter waz fed up with it. Keenest of
all now en the barring of Tishy was
William George Bunter.

But Fisher 1. Fish hardly heeded.
A fellow who was rolling in dollars
could afford to disregard even Cov-
entry. In fact, Fishy was disrcgard-
ing everything now, except his dollars,
and his grim determination to stick to
them, liz bony face was Dbright;
happy salisfuciion ,glzjlparm:d in his sharp
eyes, and 1f anything was worrying
him, it was only the bitter recollection
of the expenditure at the bunshop,
which had reduced hiz capital to
£193 13s. 6d. That, at the present
moment, was the only fly in the cint-
maent,

After call-over Fisher T. Fish went to
his study in the Remove. He seemed
to be walking on wuir as he went.

When Squiff and Johnny DBull ¢ame
inte No. 14 for prep, they found Fishy
buzy.

Cn the study table were spread &
large mumber of banknotes.

There were liltle piles of fives, and
a Qittle pile of tens., and one fifty-
peund note, and Fisher T. Fish was
gloating over them.

It was a stupendous sum of money
to be in the possession of  Hemove
fellow, Fisher 1. Fish was counting it
over and over again, and enjoyved the
erizp rustle of the banknotes.

He pgrimmed at his study-mates
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“Say, I guess g’ﬁu’rﬂ ready to speak
i?_ g guy now, if he wants!” chuckled
ishy.

Apparently, however, his study-mates
were not ready. They did not speak,

“Keeping it up?™ jeered Wishy.
“Waal, keep it up as long as you like,
you mnugwumps !’

Squiff and Johnny Bull kept it up.
They sat down to prep. But Fishy
could not give his mind to prep. He
gorled over his banknotes, and rustled
them in his fingers, nothing doubting
that the crisp rustie made his study-
mates’ mouths water,

Tap! The door opened. y

Figher T. Fish locked sound with a
grin. He had no doubt that the visitor
to the study was some fellow who was
interested in his thousand dollars.

He gave a jump as Mr, Quelch
stepped into the study.

It was too late to conceal the bank-
notes! There they lay, full in wview
as the Form master entered.

Mr. %uelch started. He stared at
the banknoltesa 1 amazement.
“What? What? Yhat 1s all this

money ¥ ho exclaimed,

Johnny Bull and Squiff rose respect-
fully to their feet as the Form master
came in. They exchanged s wink., The
expression on Quelchy’s face, as he
stared at Fishy's plunder, was worth a
gninea a hox.

“DBless my soul! What does this
mean " exclaimed the Remove master.
“ Whose is this money”

“ M—m—mine, air!” stammered Fisher
T, Fizh.

“What does it mean? Tow could
you bave possibly have obtained such
a sum of money, Fish?" exclaimed Mr,
Quelch.

“I—I1~1 guess—I—I puess my—my
%qppar sent 1t to me, sirl" mumbled

isher T, Fish in dismay.

*Incredible | exclaimed Mr, Quelech
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“Rxtraordinary! Do yvou mean to tell
me, Fish, that there wae such a sum as
this in the registered letter I handed to
you this afterncon? You zhould have
informed me®"

H1—1 guess——"

“I ¢annot understand your father’s
actioh in sending you such a sum| It
is amazing! He must know that it 13
n serious contravention of the rules of
the school.” ]

* You—you see, sip——""

“You cannot be allowed to retain
this money, Fish! You cannot be
allowed te retain s tithe of itl” said
Mr, Quelch sternly. “You are aware of
that, Fish, and I can only couclude
that you intended to keep this matter
secret from me”

“]—I—J guess—"

“What is the total?” demanded Mr.

Quelch. 1
“"A-a—a thousand dollars, sir!"
groaned Fishy.
“Absurb!  Nonsensical! I  ecannob
understand Mr. TFish's conduct. I
shall write him a very pointed letter

on the subject., At the some time I
shall return this large sum of money
to him."

“Oh, Jerusalem erickets'"

f:é.’mi may retain two pounds, Fish!”

w:.l?‘

“The rest vou will hand to me to
return tri-"fﬂu:r father.”

“And I shall make it very clear to
Mr. Fish that such an action must not ho
repeated, unless ha desires hiz son to
be sent away from Greviriars,” said
Mr. Queleh sternly, It 13 amazing—

shocking—in faect, scandalous! 1 have
never heard of such a ﬂ:ing:l”

Figher 'T. Fish groancd.

“1 ecamo here,” said Mr. Quelch

“to speak to you, Fish, en the subject
of a cable the Head has received from
your father, Your father has reason to
believe that certain bad characters
design to kidnap you in order to extort
money from him. TFor thiz creason, you
will remain within gaiea until further
nofice. Nof In & circumstancea will
you go outside & school precincts
without special leave,™

| TH

b

yp’  Crash! It seemed like the end of all things to William George
z « Bunter—untl]l he discovered he was standing on his head In
the overiurned car !

Fisher T, Fish hardly heeded him.
His svrrowing eoyes were fixed on the
banknotes; so soon to be gone from his
gaze like a beautiful dream.

“That 18 why I came,” continned
Mr. Quelch, *and it i3 very fortunate—
very fortunate indeed—thet I came at
thiz moment, and made this discovery.”

Fisher T. Fish groaned again,
could not see anything fortunate in it.

“You understand me, Fish—you are
g}?ted until further ordera! Now méke
that money inte a bundle and hand it
to. me.”

“J=]-=1 guess—-

“Instantly I” rapped out Mr. Quelch,

The expression on Fisher T. Fish's
face might have moved & heart of
stone, There was no help for it. He
almost wept as he handed over the
bundle of banknotes to his Form
master. Two pound notes remained to
Fishy: the rest passed into possession
of the Remove master, to be returned
g;tﬁ a very sharp letter to Hiram K.

180,

When Mr. Quelch guitted the study,
Fishy's eves followed him mournfully.
He gave n deep groan. And Johmoy
Bull and Squiff, as they looked at him,
ccased to grin, It was a moment of
dire ragedy, and no time for grinning.
IFor Fisher Tarleton Fish, life had lost

its sweetness and light.

x5

When Fishor T, Fish was seen in tha
Rag that evening, he looked the ghost
of his former self.

Like HRachel of olden times:, ha
monrned for that which was lost, and
could not bo comforted.

He hardly noticed whether he was
stili in  Coventry; he cared not.
wWothing mattered, now that he was no
longer Rolling in Dollors.

The End.

(¥ext week's bumper isfue of the
MaGNEY will eontain another magnifi-
cent freyfriars WEFT, enfitled :
HGANGSTERS AT GREYFRIARS ™
Thiz is the kind of thriller yow've wil
been wa‘:;mg iar, and i!'& the first of a
SErigs. g Rt You ordér your ¢
EARLY * £ e
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GRAND OPENING INSTALMENT OF A REAL-LIFE CRICKET SERIAL !
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THE FIRST CHAPTER
Lone John Murray |

B ND now for sction—at last!™”
_John Murray leaned back
in his chair and staved at
the book before

pensive eyes,

Outside in the cold darkness a mid-
night gale was roaring over Scvern
City, and spatters of rain rattled like
bhail against the windows of hiz comfort-
able study. In a few minuies he would
be battling his way through the storm
on the most dangerous mission of his
career: vot as ho listened, his strong
face was mask-like in its unconcern,

“Lona John Murray!” the police
called him—John Murray, private de-
tective. For many of his profession
Seotland Yard has a very suspicious
frown: him they trusted to the hilt,
for, if his ways wers secret, he gave no
trouble and never interfored

him with

with official work in any

way.

MNor did he appear to make
income from  his

i ﬁmat {
porilons enlling. He played
the game for its own sake,
caring little for the size of
the roward, or if he was re-
worded at all. In their
ceaseless war on crime the police knew
thoy had a straightforward ally, whe
used hia own methods, never asked for
hel nd always worked alone!

uietly and pafiently he would com-
plete a case; and then, when every shred
of evidence had been obtained, a long
report would be sent in from the old
house in Bevern City where he lived
with hiz two young sons when not
“away on business.”

The police never argued ot
guestioned. They knew the marvellous
accurncy of Lone John's reports, and

without hesitation swooped and netted
their  birds—while Jolm Murray,
always in the background, went calmliy
away on some fresh trail, alone.

He stood up how, a tall man in the
prime of life, and closed the book with
& firm hand. Tt was his case-book, page
upon page of thinnest paper covered

with tiny writing.
Tae Mioxer Emm.—ﬁu. 1,161.
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No one ever read it but himself, for
he had never shown it to a seul. It
was from this book that he made ous
hiz reports, posting his dav's adventures
Etﬂllll by step in fullest detail long after
Bill and Alee, his boys, had gone to
bed and the house was quict,

For the first time his grim month re-
Inxed as his eves fell on o desk photo-
graph of the cheerful, boisterous lads:
then, with a brisk movement, he thrust
hiz hand beneoath his anclent bureaun,

Instantly 2 panel under the massive
inkstand slid back. Two Bat automatics
lay in the shallow cavity below: and,
taking one out, he laid the book in its
place.

Hiz record was written up to this
vary moment ; but the last chapter in it
waz not yet complete. With lack he
would finish it to-morrow—and the
counterfeiters who had deluged Britain

The hope of England in the Tests !
know ** Smiling ** Bill Murray, of Severnshire
His amazing bowling feat against

a-talking !

and the Colonies with false notes tor a
vear past would be swept away!

It was a queer trick of fate, he re-
fected, that had brought them almost
to his own door. Yet it showed their
cloverness, for staid old Bevern City,
sheliering beneath the great, wild
Beacon Hills that sprawled across
Severnshire, was scarcely the place in
which to find internaticnal forgers,

However, Lone Jobm Murray had
found them.

A few minuvtes later, muffled to the
chin, he strode into the night. The
rain was drivin%-duwn in polid sheets,
and the wind plucked at his macintosh
gavagely

But he was used te this work.
Against hizs gloved right hand be could
feal the comforting sleekness of his pun-
butt; =0, with & last lock back towards
hia house, he hunched his shoulders and
plunged sturdily forward.

Get to

And, as he did so, zomething crept
out from the hlackness of the wall and
followad silently in his wake.

Sevenshire’s New Stars !
ATCH cardsl Close of inn-

1]
M ings—match carda!™
On the pretty little Severn.
ghire ground, by the bank
of the broad river that Hows through
Severn City, only the ehrill cries of the
ground bovs broke the tense silence as
they moved about the thick crowd.

Mot even tha oldest member could
recall when stends snd banks had been
g0 densely packed., Bince Iunch-time
people had n focking through the
gates in droves, for it was the third
afternoon  of  Severnshire's  match
against the mighty Australians—Wood-
ft:z", “the  Unbowlable ”; Ponsford;
Kippax—and Doy Bradman,

And  Severnshire — “poos
little Severnshire,” as the
cricket world called them—
had an even chance of win-

ning !

It was always against
Severnshire that the great
touring teams opened their
programme, whetting their

teeth on the humble county aftter the

long sea voyage, before tackling the
stronger uénpunentﬁ. Usually the visitors
annihilated them. WNever gﬁfﬂ-rﬁ in the
county history had there been the faint
est hope of wictory; yet thia time,
throughout the long three days, Severn.
Ehire%w.d held their own; and now, on
a crumbling wicket, Australia bad o
gef 200 rung to win.

Two hundred rtuns—it secemed a
ridiculous secore to troubls such batsmen,
bad wicket or not. Bome of the pessi-
mists on the ground fully expected the
first three men to I-r.nocg off the runs
themselves, and they would have ne
chance of eeecing perky Doen Bradman
or graceful Archie Jackson again.

But the optimists snorted and waved
their match ecards emphatically.

There it was in black and white—
Severnshire, first innings, 198; second
ér&gings,. 210. Australia, first innings,

I
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There you are; argue that away, they
challenged! How it had been done,
they did not know quite; but if young
Bili)l Murray had en soeven wickets
for 50 on a good wicket in the first
mnings, then he could do it aguin on a
bad one in the second.

C'ame a rustle, dn excited stir in the
erowd, then the Anest cheer Severnshire
had received for many & long year, A
line of men were filing slowly out of
the pavilion—grim men, their brown
faces sot with defermination.

All save one: end some of the crowd
chuckled breathlessly, as they gloed
their eyes on the boy who came out
last of all, a tall youngster, with
thoulders on him like & ;mun? bull and
the trim waist and clean legs of a
runner. The broad smile on  his
pleasant, rugged face made a stron
eontrast fo the sferner expressions o
the older men. Hea was only one,
too, who «id mnot wear the green
Savernshire cap, for thia waa his first
metch for hia county,

“He's the boy, vyoung beggar!”
chortled szome of the erowd who knew
him, *“Never secen him without that
grin [

In one of the best pavilion seats an
old man watched the players intently
for & minute from beneath fierce white
eyebrows, then turned vigorously to the
man who sat beside him.

“And you had that lad kicking his
heels on the ground staff all last year—
end dide't play him!? he accused.
“Your committce must be mad, sir!”

Ralph Jenkins, the Severnshire secre-
tary, smiled politely. Mr. James
Barr was an cceentrie and iraseible old
chap. He was a South African million-
sire who had recently bought a great
estate and settled down in the county.
He was a great sportsman, too, and
keen as mustard on the county cricket
club—the sort of patron in fact that
Puwrtf stricken  little Severnshire
needed and needed badly.

Ho the secretary’s reply to the charge
was the soft one that turneth away
wrath.

“Quite true, Mr. Bare. DBut if he
keeps this form up he's certain of a
county cap thia season !

“County cap!” shorted the old man.
"8on, I've watched cricket all my life,
wherever it's been played, and if that
kid doesn’t get an England cap befora
the season’s out, dash it, I--1'll go and
weich croguet! That filky he scored
this morning wasz worth a pound a
run [

“Bit reckless, though!” murmured
Jenkins.

“8o was Jeazop!” snapped the million-
sire roughly.

The discussion was stopped next
instant by a burst of clapping as two
batamen came out of the gate, Victor
Richardson and the Cornstalk captain,
W. M. Woodfull, each acknowledging
the applause by a stolid jerk of his cap.

There was no nonsense about the
Australian batsmen—there never i1s, even
in the weakest matches., Severnshire's
fino fight up till now had surprised
them, and though they had no fear of
losing the game, Woodiull, as he {ogk
guard, obviously meant busincsa,

Gower, the g&mmuhim fast bowler,
opened from the pavilion end. Like
too many of the county side, he was
something of a veteran now, but he
could still put some power into it for
a few avers, and hia first few balls
rearad up awkwardly.

For all the imperturbable Austrahan
cared, however, he might have bkecn
bhowling with a soft houncer, Woaodfull
has scarcely any back-lift, and very

hittla prettiness; yet he covers ever
inch of his wicket, and punches the ball
gtutfdily with steel wrists and a straight

u .

Gower's first five were played back
quietly. The last kicked sharply, and
Woadfull stepped inside it and pushed it
away past square log. The batsmen can
a leigurely single, and Major Weaver,
Severnshire's captain, to the hall to
young Bill Murray.

Instantly the Bevernshire cheers broke
out all around the ground, and
Woadfull looked thoughtfully at the

well-worn wicket.

- Hoe had been run out in the frst
innings, but this hefty colt with the
twinkling grey eyes and whip-like leit
arm 'hug led him a pretty danee, and
his wicket had had some narrow shaves.
Heo guessed that if the lad kept his head
and bowled ko form, there would be
trouble for the later hatsmen, for the
ball would *bite” now good and hayd!

Quiatly and promptly Bill zot his
field, threa mon close in on the left side
for catches off his in-swinger; threa
crouching in a ecrescent from point to
slip for Ealla that broke away, and the
rest in 8 wide deep ring round the
boundaries.

He swung hiz arm round twice o
loosen it. The long fine muscles were
like elastie, and his fingers tingled to
zpin the ball

For zll hiz merry grin, there was iron
E}Urpﬂﬂa behind hiz howling. Naturally,
e took his profession seriously. Every-
thing else was forgotten. There was the
batsman who had to be beaten, and
fthere were ten eager men te help him
do it!

In dead silence he started hig attack,
juzt three daneing steps on tiptos, and
a guick, wristy %icl-: of his left arm.
The ball, snging with {nger 5piin,
cirved slowly towards  Woodiull's
middle stump, then swerved wickedly
out to leg in the last few yards of ifs
flight, It was a nosty ball for a bats-
man to get at the start of an innings;
but the fineat defensive bat in the world
I:'-i;lﬂuﬁd the danger and laid it dead on
£

g pitch.

Bill picked up the ball and started
again cheerfully. Having failed to
surprise Woodfwll with hizs first ball,
he concentrated on getting his length
and the “fecl” of the wicket. A charp
burst of applaves rewarded him 2t the

end when he had bowled a maiden,

Gower's next over brought eight runs.
Richardson, a much freer hitter than
his captain, played carefully, but
zstashed the fourth sand sixth past cover
for boundariea. The field changed ovor
quickly.

Bill began to open hie box of tricks
this time. He had =&ll the natural
bowler's perfeet swing and high smooth
action which mdde the ball nip off the
twrf furiously, and his long supple fin-
gers made it break either way at light-
ning speed: vet cach time Woodfull's
dead straight bat mei the |eather
gquarely; but the ffth ball, slightly
underpitched, was punched explosively
past long-on for two.

The sixil, The young professional
took a long decp breath—he bhad
shortened that last ball on purpose, and
as he danced up fo the wicket again
his heart was thumping heavily,

Without any change of action he send
down his last, It was exactly the zame
length and pace, and again it swerved
out towards the three men lurking on
the leg side. .

Woodfull watched it, swung up his
bat and whirled round to help it on
its way past the wicket, and in doing
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s0 realised, too late, lhat he was &

P Delt. stemed d
'he 5 swerving an

pitched. Like s striking snake it
lipped up from the turf, breaking back
into the wicket. Woodfull’s smashing
bat missed it by & fraction of an inch,

Thoere was a slight click.

Vietory |

OR o long moment Severnshire
did émt realise what had hap-
pened,

Both bails were on the
ground, and Wilson, the wicket-
kecper stared at them with bulging
eyes. Alter one brief glance behind,
Woodiull, pulling off his gloves, began
to walk away.

“A proper corkserew ™ he muttered.

And then Severnshire's eorowd went
erazy.  Woodfull—the Unbowlable—
clean bowled by Murray for 3 runs
Tha boellows of applauvse still swelled
and rolled when Billy Ponsford came
slowly to the wicket.

“Well bowled, woll bowled, Bilil
Dy it again, lad ™

Yery steadily, Ponsferd and Richard-
son set out to recover from the great
disaster, Gower put all he knew into
Lis bowling, but in & few overs he was
tamed, and Nickalls, 8 medium-paced
howler with an off-break, went on.
Huns came slowly, for both he and Bill
kept o rigid length, and the arowd
waltched every ball with anxious eyes.

20 for 1—30 for 1. A slashing hook
by Ponsford off Billa short ball made
it 3 for 1. Bill jerked hiz head
guickly, and tried the same ball again.
Yonsford mado exacily the same shot—
then out of tho long Geld at top spead
raced Newman, the cuuntﬁ'-u opening
batsman, got nicely under the dropping
ball and held it with grateful hands

M for 2. In came young Jackson—
not much older than Bill ﬁimsu]f, and
utterly strange to English turf.

ITe played the first two balls stylishl
but gingerly, and scrambled the thirdy.
Summing him upﬁﬂmc!{ly, Bill took =
chance and slammed down an off-brenk
nine inches outside tho wicket, Buch a
ball would never have taken a wicked
on Australisn turf, but as young Jack
son shaped to cut it hard he had ths
shock of his life when the ball broke
back almost square and eracked in
among his stumps,

Thirty-four for  three—and  the
.Iiwelrnshire ground sounded like Bed-
o

During the wait for the next man,
ald George Hammett, the senior pro-
fessional, threw & great arm round
I3ill's neck and hugged the grinning
yvoungster to him,

“0Oh, lad, keep # up!” he eried.
“Righteen years I've played ericket,
aned if we beat the Aussies now I'll dia
happy [

“Well bowled, laddie!" said a quiet
volee hobind them, and Viclor Richard-
zon smiled like the sportsinan he was,

MNow the cheers broke ovt afresh as
the pavilion gate slammed and & sturdy,
confident youth came striding in, twitch-
ing his bat briakly.

Bill stodied bhim with glowing eyes—
Don Bradman, holder of the world’s
vecord inmingas, and already one of
Aunsfralia’s greatest batsmen. As he
passed, their glanees met, and the two
voungsters winked at each other like
[riendly ewordsmen before a duel.

There was nothing slow or dogged
about Dradman, Right from the setart
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he went after Bill, tossing kis bel over
bis shoulder, snd dancing on twinkling
tocs, Some of lus shots streaked along
the carpet like Hazhes of light—and yet
always ths tall lad with the
cheery smile pegged away at him,
while now and then some dapgerous
wobble in tho ball made the batsman
cover up hastily, amid a roar from the
ﬂrﬂwd. - . v
There were times when Bill was hit
sorely; but he had placed an air-tight
field, and the experts noticed that, try
how he liked, the “_Egﬁj’ " “could enly
meke orthodox shots off him, whercas
against the others he geemed to place
the ball just where he liked, no matier
what they bowled,
Howaver, in the next few overs, the
oung Australian showed what a geniua
gm was. One by one, the Severnshire
bowlers, except Bill, crumpled up
before hiz flashing bat, Gower he
hooked and cut, Nickall's off-break was
pasted past cover, and Alston, Roberts,
and young Drummond, the Oxiord
Blue, could get nothing near him,
Gradually the afternoon wore on, and
score mounted.  Richardson had
, snapped behind the wickef off
ower, and Alec Kippax had {fallen
into Bill’s leg-trap just as he looked

dangerous. :

But Bradman remained; and the
other Australians defended grimly,
lptting him gather the runs, A% 1

for five, Major Weaver took Bill off for
a rest. A groan of disappointment
came from the crowd, but the county
ekipper know hiz job, If he tired his
one dangerous bowler now, the
Australians would romp home. ;

s major's genin! face was radiant
with delight, for he had fought the
county committee tooth and nail to in-
clude young Bill in the side. ‘Thﬂﬁ
kad objected that he was inexperience
—he had
and the skipper beamed
the lad’'s broad back,

“Take it casy. young ‘mn—we'll get
‘om yet I’ he murmured: and Bill went
off cheerily into the deep, where he
fiolded Bradman's erashing shots like a
whirlwind and still kept up the battle
between them. . ;

Sovernshire were on their toes with a
vengeance. Poor little Severnshire,
were they! With a match-winning

wler like young Bill among them at
ast, they'll give some of the other
counties & run this year!

Their fielding was magnificent, and
the cheering round the ground pgrew
into a continuous roar sa rup after run
was saved by blood-stirring sprints and
d rate outfung arms

ea came at last, with the score at
137 for 6. The ground held a bigger
crowd than ever when the teamns came
out again, and both sides were grim-
eyed. At once, Major Weaver threw
the ball to Bill, who spun it gaily.

There was no more attack for
Australia after that—it became a
question of weathering the nastiest
bowling storm they had ever encoun-
tered !

Bill felt fit and ready to bow! for his
life. His accuracy of pitch became un-
cenny, and on that worn wicket his
spinners leapt and shot  as  though
ossessed of demons, coming off like
ullete nn  matter how slowly they
swung through the cir.

Of break, leg-break, in-and-out
gwarver, and "fHoater "—he had prae-
tised all tHe wiles of his calling until
¢ could do them automatically; and

a2z he patted

iven them their answer now,.

now he chot them all &t the remaining
Australians in a desperate effort to
snzash his way vast their bats. ]

It was a tight ition for a colt in
his first march, with regular county
bowling tamed and tired and only him-
self standing up to the fight; but he
did it, and people never forgot Bill
Murray’s hefty ficure that afternoon.

Not even Boy Bradman could take
chances now. ice in one over Bill
beat him all the way, and Wilson
snicked the bails off, only te have ‘the
umpire sghake hia bkead whea he
appealed.

Bradman smiled soberly when the
fiald ecrossed over.

“Things are getfing warm, old sog!"
he nodded.

Msjur Weaver came up and whis-
pered to his new bowler.

“Try and get the other men, Bill—
just keep Bradmen quiet and we'll
gather in the tail-enders !¥

THE MAGNET

WAl A quist-faced man who came in
now—Bill Oldfield, prince of stumpers
and tailend batsmen,

MNothing could tempt bim into e false
move. PBoth to Gower's fast ones and
Eill's spinners, he gave the dead bat.
The game was like o breathless bout
hetween tired but wary boxers. Eve
lead, every attacking move, on bo
sidea wasz hlocked., Bradmaon, restrained
but still dangerous, Oldfield, watchful as
& lynx, and Bill waiting his chance.

An unexpected off-break sang past
Bradman's stumps by a hair's-breadth.
He countered by clumping the next ball
past cover-point for two. Then Oldfield
played n tense maeiden from Alston,
and Bill faced his youthful fos again,

The ball eurled round Bradman, skldded madly off the turl, and then chocked home
into Wilson’s gloves. The next moment the keeper had scattered the balls !

The strategy was passed round
quickly, and Don Bradman found him-
self presented with easy singles to let
Bill get at the weaker batsmen. The
scheme paid well for a time. Fairfax
gave no trouble, Wall was guickly
stumped, and it was not until MeCabe
was neatly caught in the slips that the

-youthiul star tumbled to the dodge.

Ha winked wryly ot Bill, and after-
wards declined to take the singles—
except at the end of an over!

Then little Clarence Grimmett played
too soon at Bill's curly one, and short-
g g‘:;rnped high and caught him with
one hand.

One hundred and eighty for nine! It

There was not & sound on the ground.
The click of the ball sgainst the bat,
the thud as it pitched on the wicket,
even the whisper of Bill's strong fingers
could be heard in the unnatural silence,

IHe was still swinging, although the
shine had gone off the ball long ago.
One, two, tﬁmn, his bowling curled into
the batsman's legs, rising sharply, so
that he was forced to play it down
carafully; and every time he did so, the
three men on the leg stde swayed
forward like hounds on the leash,

Four! A half volley! PBradman had
stepped in, swung his bat, and cover-
point stretched himself on the grass,
but was too late. A long sigh arose
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st Lhe umpire signalled the boundary.

1861

The nerve-racking.
Mﬂ::r Weaver could feel the sweat
trickling down his temples, Hammett's
forid ca was sgtern, and in the
pavilion Mr. James Barr, the million-
aire, slowly twisted hiz match card into
pulp. Of all the great crowd, only Bill
m‘rlp' Don Bredman remained cool; but
the Australian’zs eyes had narrowed to
ma;ia slits, and Bill had lost his smile
at last,

He had one card left and played it.
Wrapping his long fingera round 'the
ball, he put every ounce of spin he

tension  was

l

oould get into it, and bowled a foot
behind the bowling crease. .
Don Bradmen came down the pitch
like & thunderholt. He was on top at
last: two half-volleys and the tall kid
had blown up at the pinch. Bteadying
himself, he shaped to hoist the slow,
hiﬁhﬂh&]i clean into the pavilion—
owzzat " ; ;
It was not an appeal; it was a frantic,
delirious vell. At the top of its Hight
the ball, laden with top spin, hung in
the air for a second, then dipped steeply.
Drawn right out of his ground, Brad-
man changed his stroke and tried to
block it. Too late. The ball curled
round him, skidded madly off the turf,
and chocked home into Wilsen's gloves.
In ona full sweep the sturaper threw up
his hands and scattered the bails high
into the air, _
Bradman was ont. And Bevernshire
—poor little Severnshire—had beaten
the Australians for the first time!
Nona of the tired men could
again. A noise like the bursting of a
great dom dinned in their ears. Some
terned and began to stumble towards
the pavilion; but from all points of the
compass the Severnshire crowd hore
down on them, and, onc by one, Bill,
Bradman, Dldﬁetd—m'{:rﬂmdy,‘ includ-
ing the umpires—were borne inte the
stand on swaying shoulders.

Only one of the crowd stayed in his
place—a little, dried-up man, whoe
watched the scene, with a reflective

litter in his smell, close-set eyes that
urned presently to a sneering glare as
he nodded te himself and turned away.

But the rest stayed and cheercd
themszelves wild ; and not until Bradman
hauled Bill out on to the balcony for a
specch was the ground cleared at last.

It was Severnshire’s greatest day !

£ TT N S—

The Mystery of John Murray !

LONG the winding road that
leads from  the Severnshire
eounty ground out to the little
village of Desford, Bill

Murray, head down on the handlebars
of & creaky old bike, scorched as hard
as hie muscular legs could drive the

pedals.

hTharahwaqunﬁ r:lnl nﬂeid f-:::h_him tﬂt
urry; but B W _things &
top paco—except huw]j:eapgamli]r when
he was hurf.t-inﬁ with excitemfient and
aching to get home.  Afterncon net
practice on the ground had finished, and
slready the spring evening was drawing
113,

It was the day after the great
Australian match, and Hevernshire wes
the most discussed ericket team in the
world—and the most elated.

Every paper was full of their splendid
victory over such mighty opponents, of
their chances in the County Champron-
ship, and of Bmilmg B:ill Murray—as
they had christened him, much io Bill's
loud disgust and the delight of the other
players. ]

He grinned cheerily as he rode along.
They were a happy crowd, Severnshire,
despite season after seasom of defent;
and he patted the pocket of his shabby
tweed coat tenderly, ;

The cvents of the past few days still
seemed like a dream. In a single bound
he had jumped from a county colt—a
last-minute selection—into a strong Test

A mateh candidate,

A flaming poster stuck on a treetrunk
caught his eye as he raced along:

“SEVERNSHIRE'S NEW STAR!

‘EMILING' BILL MURRAY A
TEST MATCH HOFE!Y

Even though he was alone on @
country roand, Bill felt his face go
scarlet,

“Asses!™ he grunted. “Jmiling Bill
Murray—the chumps1”

He emiled the next mamemt az he
realised the wonderful chanes before
him if he Lkept up his Fform.
After all, the Australians had been
beaten, and it was his howling and ceol-
nesa chiefly that had turned the trick;
lots of people already were sure he
could do it again in ihe Test matches.

To-day Major Weaver had teld him
quietly that the English selectors, who
had come down to waich Woodfull's
team in their first maich, had gone away
delighted.

Gosh! Bill laughed outright and bent
harder to his pedals.

The little cobbled street of Desford
was full of children, who cheered him
shrilly as he coasted through on the
way to his little cottags. tuc’liﬂd RWHRY Of
the edge of a wood half o mile beyond.

Arrived-there, he put np his bike and
hurried into the tiny living-room.

“Ialle, Alec!??

A vounger boy, busy laving the cloth
for a meal, looked up eagerly.

“Hallo, old son! Had a good dayi”’

“Rather! How's dad ™

Alee Murray shru A

“Same as usual, Dill,” he said softly.

Their eyes met, then turned to where
a man sat before an  old-fashioned
burcan in the corner. The last rays of
the sun flooding the room lit up his
grey, weary face and ihe terrible sear
that ran ncross hiz left tomple, deeply-
seored and livid, .

Since the stormy night over three
rears ago when he had set out on his
ast case Johnm Murray had not moved
a musele or spoken & word. All day he
zat, helpless as a child, and only his eyes
had a zpark of life in them as they stared
and starcd hopelessly at the desk in
frant of him.

The mystery of his disaster had never
been cleared; somectimes Bill and Alee
thought it never would be. They knew
now what their father had béen, and
why for weeks on end sometintes he had
been oway from home. Tt was known,
too, that he had been on a big case
right at hand in Severn City; yet what
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whom ke was after no one could say.
¢ was Lone Jehn Murray, and he
worked on his own. .

Some qusrrymen bad found him lying
limply armong the rocks up in the Bescon
Hills, soaked with rain and covered with
mud., At first they thought be had
slipped in the darkmess, but = brief
medical examinaticn had quickly ¥o-
vealed the truth. The facts were only
too plain.

John Murray had never known who
had struck him down. Bomewhere in
the hills semeone hidden the sharm
had dropped him from behind by a
single smash with a cudgel, or gun-butt;
after that his body had been thrown
aside and left for dead.

How he lived was a miraole of will

wer, Doctors had mended the broken

ad and brought him to life agnn; yet
it was but a hiving death, for nome of
the loeal surgeons Bill tackled woold
take the rasponsibility of trying to lift
the tiny fragment of bone or clot of
blood that still pressed on the brain and
left the once strong man dumb =nd
parilysad. )

It was too ticklish, too risky. To iry
it would be like signing John Murray's
death-warrant, They had saved his life
—it was all they could do. Porhaps
MNefure would heel him in timo: mean-
while—thay shrugged regretfully.

Bill, & sturdy lad of fifteen, stuck to
them: and refused to give up. Wasn't
there any surgeon who would do the
operationi he demanded.

ha apswer was hopeless. There was
perhape one famous man in London who
might attempt it—and the cost of every-
thing would be sowething like three
hun T

At that, Bill thought for &« moment,
thrust out his jaw and went home with-
out a word,

During the time that followed, his
broad shoulders had taken most of the
burden, for Aleec Murray, zlthough &
stout comrade, was two Tvears younger
and pothing like so strong and hardy
as his barly c¢lder brother; nor had he
Bill's gift of hiding his troubles behind
o boistercus laugh.

Their {father had never been a rich
man, 30 the house in Severn (ity had
been given up and the boys moved out
to t,h; litkle cottage where 1t was quieter
—an A

Bill had twmed his natural cricket
talent to good account, working on tho
county grownd in the summer and 1 a
sportas outfitters in the winter, while Alec
tended the invalid and did smail car-
pentry jobe and picture framing at
home.

it had been a tough struggle some-
times; but they had como through it up
till pow, for both had an ambition. They
rarely spoko of 1t, but each kncew the
other's oeind,

Softly Bill latd o hand on his futher's
shoulder and the dull eres turned to him
for a moment before resuming their
everlusting stare at the bureau. WNexs
he pulled something from-his pocket and
dangled 1t before Aec’s delighted {nce.

!tlwsm & now green Severnshire county
cap !

Alee  whooped and
heartily.

“Good old Bill! A [ull-blown pro., at
fast! [ knew you'd do it, you beggar!”

Bill nodded soherly.

“Major Weaver gave it fo me at the
nets to-day. Buck up with the grub,
old son—1've got some news to talk over
that’ll give you the shock of your life!”

(What's the nalure of thiz stortling
news that Diil'a brought home with
Lim? You'll know next week when you
read the conlinuation af {his sparkiing
story—and 'l startle vou, foo, boyal")

thumped  hitn
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“I'm goin’ to ask my Dad to smoke
“Turf’ Cigarettes. Then I'll get
good stamps like yours, Bill"”

*Genuine Foreign and Colonial Postage Stamps in every
packet of “Turf” Cigarettes
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